


One Eye Open

Ceskéd republika se zotavila z otfesu rozdéleni dobie a byl
schopna ustavit stabilni a demokraticky systém a poloZit i zdklad
trzni ekonomiky zdpadniho typu. Na konci devadesatych let se via
ekonomické ukazatele zhoréiF , zacala se vyslovovat obvinéni
korupce, a to zptisobilo pad Klausova reZimu. PfiSla prvni politicka

krize nového systému a mnohym se zdalo, Ze je pro Cesky stat fatal-

ni. Jak ale upozornil Vaclav Havel, jednalo se stézi o vic neZ béZznou
vymeénu vlady, kterd otevfela cestu jiné a snad lepsi politice nového
vedeni. Slovensko, kde se zfetelné uplatriuji autoritdfské metod
vlady, nemélo takové 5tésti. V obou zemich lidé i jejich predstavitelé
stile nesou trpké nasledky komunismu a budou muset aloZit
hodné c¢asu a prace, aby je pfekonali a ustdlili politicky stabilni
demokracii a trzni ekonomiku. Oba staty jsoti ale poprvé ve své his-
torii zcela nezavislé. Prijeti Ceské republiky a moZnd posléze i
Slovenska do Evropské unie a NATO nezmensi podle mého ndzoru
jejich samostatnost, ale naopak ji posili a ochrani.

Tento kratky ndrys bouftlivé historie dvou malych ndaroda v srdci
Evropy nechce predstirat nalezeni historické pravdy. Nejde o nic vic
nez silné osobni zprdvu o mém vlastnim Zivoté v kontextu
Ceskoslovenské historie. Je tfeba mnoha dalsich studii a védecké
préace mnoha jinych badateld, ktefi maji na vybér z rtiznych hledisek
- napt. tfidy, naroda, generace nebo gender. V minulosti byly otazky
spolecenského rodu, gender, ¢asto zanedbdvdny a opomijeny a az
nyni se stavaji kritickym hlediskem analyzy. Sally i ja jsme si byli
vedomi diilezitosti Zenského hnuti v ¢eské historii pfed rokem 1918 i
v obdobi republiky; uvédomovali jsme si jak pokroky, tak trvajici
nerovnost v postaveni Zen. Vidéli jsme, Ze v komunismu dochdzelo
ke zrovnopravnéni Zen a muZi v praci - v zaméstnavani a v konkrét-
nich profesich, ale stejné tak jsme citili i tihu nadmérného bfemene,!
které komunisticky systém Zendm ukladal. Otazky gender ovsem:
nikdy nebyly téZi$tém nasich zkuSenosti, nestrukturovaly nasi pamét
ani mé socidlné politické uvazovani. Miij néarys ceskoslovenské histo-
rie, ¢i spise jejich obrysti v poslednim stoleti, ma na tomto misté
pomoci vytvofit véeobecny kontext pro texty, které nasleduji a které
se vyslovné zabywvaji socidlné rodovymi aspekty této historie. Pfi
rekonstrukei pravdy o minulosti plné nerovnopravnosti, nasili a lid-
ského utrpeni je nanejvy$ dilezité nalézt a probadat vzpominky
odlisné a specifické stejné jako ty, které jsou spole¢né sdilené.

N

Jednim oken.

Narrative/ Archive/Trace: The Trial of
Milada Hordkova -

Marci Shore

My very dear, very good father,

I kneel at your old knees and I can do no more than to kiss your honest
hands. Fate could not have given me a better father than you were to me. You
qave me so much, everything you possibly could and did: dphyszcal strength
and a warm home in my childhood and youth, you raised in me an honest
person and you took more than painstaking care. Your life was onlg a means
by which we could live, And yet fate was mercilessly hard on you. First your
two, much-loved children died, then Mama, afterwards my and Slavek’s
arrest and five more years of anxiousness and uncertainty, and now in your
blessed old age I stri;éz another blow to your too good heart. Father, Daddy,
forgive me, understand me, don’t harden your heart towards me! As I grew
there grew in me so many of your qualities, even though otherwise directed.
I knotw that this should not afflict your eighty-one years. I know that I should
stand by you and kiss your dear hand, before the time of your departure to
Mother arrives. It happened otherwise."Nevertheless I will stand by you just
the same and with Mother I will wait for you. Perhaps the journey to us will
g0 easier for you. Overcome even this harsh strike of fate, Father! To be sure
you are a ﬁg%ter! It was not for nothing that you went down the mountain
of Krivosij and fought in Boka Kotorska. How I would like to listen today a
thousand times to your tales of those times. There is something else, howev-
er, that I need from you - I want you to live, for once again you have more
to worry about. Janicka must not have any greater sadness! For her you
must live now - I did not have time to impart to her the annals of our strong
and honorable family. You must do that for me. You will not, will you,
refuse to hear me and you will tell your granddaughter the story of where we
come jom, how strong and healthy our family was - like an 1ron oak, our
grandpa from Hodkov, and how people loved that smiling old woman from
the countryside with such a very good, very human heart. You will tell also
about your own dear wife, about grandma, whom Janicka never met, about
how they blessed your marriage at the church of Saint Vojtéch and how our
family began. Grandpa, tell! My daughter will tell it again to those who
come after her. This is that eternity in which lies our continuation. She will
preserve us, Father, even though we will be no longer. Tell her also about
how you had beautiful ideals in your precocious youth and then about the
struggle of your acfive years. To be sure, Father, you aspired to wider and
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eater things than only those personal and family-related. Do you reme
er, how we children did not want to let you 8o to the demonstrations on thi
streets of Prague? Forgive us, it might have ended badly for you. And fo
that reason tell your granddaughter. Give her as well instruction, and may
ou be more successful than myself. The two of us loved each other so, some
zow without words, and when we argued and exchanged di{ferent opinions
and were frustrated with each other, Just at those times we loved each othe
the most. Father, keep in very good health. Do this according to my will thaf
ou will live until gour nineties; but as you see, we do not part for long. }
iss your dear hand, wi ' ;
you gave me as a father, and I beg you to forgive the pain that I am causing
your old heart. Underneath the hundred year-old limetree, at the Hodkovskij
aveyard by the wall, there someday all will speak about what ancestors we
ad, those royal people from the mill under the castle. Daddy, father, youl
were among the loves of mdy heart. Do you have any idea about that, my dea
old man? I kiss your head, your hand, you are the king from Hodkov. You
will endure. Until we meet again! I kiss your hand, Milada.’

You were the last one hanged that morning, but on the days that
came afterwards many people died on those gallows. The Party,
chauffeur scattered some of their ashes on the snow when the drivin gl
became slippery in the Bohemian winter.

In the days before your execution you wrote to ask your mother-
in-law for forgiveness:

I know that you will prevail over your own Golgotha, because you have
faith, the most powerful shield. Mother, I have faith as well. For that reason

maybe Iyou more than anyone else will believe if I say the words of the

Biblical psalm: "And though I walk in the valley of the shadow of death, I fear
no evil, for Thou art with me.”

 Many of the others who came to the gallows, like you, forgave
their executioners. They did not say, though, as you did, "I am
departing without hatred." The said, "Long live the Communist
Party of %zechoslovakia!" They did not believe that God would walk
with them through the valley of death. They were believers, but of a
different kind. \%ould you have been as willing to die if you had
known that all that awaited you was nothingness? (Nihilism. Why
does everyone refuse to see that at the core of the experience was only
nothingness, an abyss? I think of the Chassidic Jews singing as they
walkef towards the gas chambers, declaring their faith in the coming
of the messiah. I find such faith unbearable - nesnesitelny. 1 find it

' Milada Horakov4, Dopisy Milady Hordkové (Praha: Lidové Noviny, 1990), Pp- 22-24.
*Ibid., p- 34.

Jednim okem

Dbathetic, obscene. To face nihilism would seem to instill upon their
memory more digni(tiy.) They were willing to die as a last service to
the Party. They loved their country, too! They also wrote letters, and
like your letters, their letters did not go to those to whom they were
addressed, but rather to the archives where the paper yellowed and
the door was locked.

I imagine the prison warden receiving the letters. Your hands

iving them to him. Your fingers are long and your skin is dry. Does
ﬁe read them? I try to imagine his stature, bulky like a security guard,
like a man who might have been once a college football ]}i}ayer, a cen-
terpiece in a local gym - no, this is certainly not him. The well-built

uard with the large biceps belongs in an American story. This man,
rather, is smaller, definitely smaller - but what does that mean? thin?
short? - somehow slimy with greasy hair. Greasiness, why do I fixate
on this greasiness? I see grease dirtying the letters, staininlgl the paper,
the letters that I cried over when I read them, even though they were
not addressed to me. I want him to be ugly, unattractive because he
is cruel, the enemy. Yet of course in reality this is often not the case.
Often the fascists are the most attractive. Sylvia Plath once wrote that
"every woman adores a fascist." She was sEeaking éaerhaps about her
father. Daddy. This was before she put her head in an oven and
turned the gas on. And this slimy man, he is not a fascist, for at the
moment [ am gazing at the other side of the red barricade.

[ try to conjure up in my mind the Stalinist security apparatus. I
want to sift through it, focus, there must have been an archivist.
Where is he? He (again he?) is the one I am interested in, not the war-
den. He is the one who saw the letters. I understand why he did not
give them to those to whom they were addressed. This would have
been an impossibility (truly?). But my question is this: why does he
not destroy them? It would be so easy, a few letters, one match from
the package he uses to light his cigarettes, for I am quite sure that he
smokes. He smokes a lot. Does he feel a sense of historical conscious-
ness, a sense of the need for posterity? He marks them for the
archives. Perversity. The Leninist touch.

My friend comes by, sees me crying over the photocopies, takes
me for coffee.

Here quite spontaneously in the middle of applause erupted the slogan:
We want peace! Here yjoung people speaking about the future of our chil-
dren, our pioneers - and there are the condemned who were speculating
about war, who desired war, who helped to foment war. ‘

And this, too, is the whole difference. We love mankind, we believe in
mankind, we know that the most precious thing in the world is human life.
We are fighting so that the dreams of our parents not only become reality,

| but also so that they become small for us - we are fighting so that all of

human life blossoms like an exquisite flower, so that our children do not rec-

—
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One Eye Open
ognize and our grandchildren forget the sense of the words poverty, war, fas-
cism.

They love nothing except themselves. They are willing to murder thou-
- sands ;fy people so that the factories will be returned to them. They hate
mankind, they despise mankind, they want to return to the past. (- Stanislav
Neumann)® '

...You must, my little girl, find your own path. Search for it indepen-
dently, do not let anything deter you, not even the memory of your mother
and father. If you really do love them, you will not hurt them by seeing them
critically - only you must not find yourself on a path which is dishonest,
untruthful, false and unsuited to life. I have reconsidered many things,
changed my mind about a host of values- what however has remained for me
as unchanging, that without which I cannot imagine my life, is the freedom
of my conscience. You, my little daughter, think about whether or not I was
right'...

There are paradoxes, inexplicable. Milada ends this letter to her
daughter with a reading list. Here are some books I've read recently. Read
some of them. When you read them, you'll certainly think of me... She lists
Gottwald (With the Soviet Union for Time Eternal), Stalin (Writings, The
Great Patriotic War of the Soviet Union, The History of the Communist
Party of the Soviet Union: Short Course), Pujmanova. Does anyone
remember her today? She was once at the vanguard of a new literary
genre, Stalinist court poetry. She was among the wizards who, out of
the dust of war, conjured up a new language with the power to ensor-
cell. For a brief time there was a battle, a battle of the languages, and
then the language in which Milada wrote to her father disappeared
forever.

And so my only daughter, my little girl Jana, new life, m%/ hope, my pro
jection into the future, live! Grasp life with both hands! Until my last breat,
I will pray for your happiness my dear child!®

Oh, but we should start at the beginning, we should return to that
moment in February 1948. Oh, this is not really the beginning? No, o
course not, we should begin with the war, before the war, perhap
with the French Revolution when ideology itself was invented an
the calendar began anew. Modernity meant ecstasy and execution.

* Stanislav Neumann, "Rozdrtili jsme bandu zrddcd, rozdrt'me kazdého nepfitele lidu!" Rud
Prdvo 30 (11 June 1950), p.4

* Dopisy, pp. 46-47.
* Ibid., p. 52.
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And so it happened that in February 1948 the Communists took power
not in bloodshed and violence, but to the cheers of about half the population.
And please note: the half that cheered was the more dynamic, the more intel-
ligent, the better half.*

Yes, it was the better half who prepared the noose, for how can
one be dispassionate about revolution? To deny reason is to betray
conscience, another youn§ Stalinist wrote in a much later time. Now
I am hesitating - needlessly - for it has all already occurred and I can
change nothing. I do not want - no, that is not true; I am tempted to
but I will not - to discuss abstractly. Rather I - we - must, should
return to the trial, to that moment when the curtain was raised in the
theatre of horrors, with the best and brightest as the avant-gardist
directors. It is an exercise in imaginative projection into the past, into
a time and place where I was not. There is no way around it but to go
inside. It is voyeurism, objectifying, perhaps pat ological.

Prosecutor: Pani obZalovand...

_ I must confess that these are my favorite words from this trial,
this refrain, such a surreal juxtaposifion of refined bourgeois formal-
ity and barbarian bloodiness. oughout the trial the prosecutor
never departs from the formal form of address. The words are like a
motif: Pani obZalovand, Madame Accused...

_ Prpse'cuior: Madame A.r;cused, Yyou are confessing then, that you worked

i a criminal way against the state... against the peovle’s d

Czechoslovak Republic? : S e
Milada: Yes - of that I feel guilty.’

I want to know only one thing: where did those words come
from? To whom did they belong? Another question has been on m
mind. By what means did they persuade you to confess? I speculate
yet... I do not know for certain. lgid they torture you? I refuse to envi-
sion the torture. There are limits to the imagination. I will not. (Yet
Fhe Nazi.s tortured you, too, and still they could not break you.) This
is too anitive, and I am interested in modernity. I want to immerse
myself in your times - such a cataclysmic moment of modernity - and
not think about blood. An im ossibility? But there was no blood!

They hanged you... Besides, I do not want to speak to you about the

PglgfgirianBugg?cesfa@ggi l;ogk of Laughter and Forgetting, trans. Michael Henry Heim (New York:

" Milada Horakovs énici im zdskodnického spiknutt proti '
Mk Ha gp 1%‘(; 31 gggéfe}rgg{:),)llgg&s s vedenim zd¥kodnického spiknuti proti republice (Praha:
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hanging. I want to speak to you about the words.
or these were the words which gave impetus to an orgy of
bloodlust:

The working people are attentively following the trial against the grand
tmitgrs anﬂd with outrage demand just, strict and harsh punishments f%:’ the
evil-doers. :

Milada: The object of this meeting was to agree on whether it was nec-
essary to create a social organ, which would coordinate and direct antistate
activity of these various movements...

Prosecutor: Directed towards what kind of goal? -

Milada: Directed towards a change of the regime.

Prosecutor: And all of you agreed on that?

Milada: In essence, yes.

Prosecutor: You all concurred that it was necessary to get rid of the peo-
ple’s democratic order and that you would endeavor to do that. You thus
fomented here some kind of fundamental counterrevolution, is it so?

Milada: Yes.

Prosecutor: Could you also tell me what kind of concrete changes were
supposed to attend the destruction of the people’s democratic order? For
instance, were factories, nationalized factories to be turned over to their for-
mer owners? E

Milada: We did not yet have any concrete solution in that direction.

Prosecutor: Speak clearly.” !

Have courage and clear goals - and you will prevail even over life. Today
your young head is still very much unclear and there no longer remains for
me time to give you an explanation for that which you would still like to ask
me.

Outside the courtroom in the city of Prague, people listened to
the live broadcast on the radio.

Milada: That would mean at the least to resolve compensation and repa-
rations for these people.

Prosecutor: Madame Accused, I am asking you again, given that, did
your program mean the return of the businesses which were nationalized to
the mill owners?

® Frantisek Némec, "T¥indct velezradet," Price VI (4 June 1950), p.1.
* Proces, p. 34.
" Dopisy, pp. 44-45.

Milada: The return of the ownership of these factories.
Prosecutor: Thus a program for millionaries - not for the people.
Milada: It was a program for the bourgeois strata.

Prosecutor: Hence by that road there was supposed to have been here.a
renewal of capitalism. t do you think, how would perhaps the workers of
a factory which has been nationalized accept their former master - being
aware that he would exploit their work further? ;

Milada: I have a different position towards that matter.

Prosecutor: If you supposed that the workers were not willing to turn
over their factories to the capitalists, in what circumstances did you assume
this could happen?

Milada: Under the conditions of a reversal of the regime.”

Do not be frightened and sad from the thought that I will no longer
return. Learn, my child, right away from your youth to take life seriously...”

And the people, the workers responded.

"We miners' - they write from the mine Barbora-Union in Old Tichov
by Duchcov- ‘are following with ourtage the trial against the band of grand
traitors and spies, who shrunk from nothing not even the spilling of the
blood of their own people and their own nation only in order that their gold-
en capitalist times might be returned to them. To their attempts at over-
turning the people’s democratic order we, miners, answer, that we will
expand still more our socialist competition in our mine and by so doing will
provide new tons of coal and a new life to our industry. We demand of the
state judge that he consider the great guilt of the saboteurs and hand aown
a just and strict sentence.”” :

Prosecutor: And how was it supposed to come to that?

Milada: The circumstances under which it could have come to that we
saw concretely in three possibilities: in the possibility of a war, in the possi-
bility of a diplomatic agreement, which would be forced by economicpres-
sure...

Prosecutor: We will remain with the first possibility, the possibility of
war. What kind of wars, with whom, against whom?

Milada: Wars of the Western powers against the East, that means
against the people’s democratic countries and the Soviet Union.

Prosecutor: And on whose side would stand the former SS-men of

16

" Proces, p. 34.
" Dopisy, p. 44.
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Western Germany and on whose side in such a case would stand you and
your co-conspirators? " ‘

Milada: ... - I cannot answer that.

Prosecutor: You cannot? Thank you.

Milada: The aim was a change of the political situation.

Prosecutor: You also said, in what kind of way. You said that you envi-
sioned a war. You were saying that in connection with a war you counted
ona change in the political situation, that you were focusing on foreign emi-

ation, that there would be a war and I am asking you, what were people
?c;:)m your network supposed to do in the time of war?

Milada: Mister Prosecutor, in the time of war it would follow logically
from the whole of our activites that we would stand on the side of the enemy.

Prosecutor: Simply create a fifth column?

Milada: I myself personally would not call it that, but I cannot object if
you so name it. :

Prosecutor: Why would you not want to call such an activity, such a
sa?loéeur?’s activity, the activities of a fifth column in such a way as I have
called it:

Milada: I imagine a fifth column as a foreign hostile element, someone
of a different nationality.

Prosecutor: Madame Accused, when the entire republic is working con-
structively and when against that a handful of people assist in preparing a
war against their own republic, is not that a foreign and hostile element?

Milada: (she is silent) :

Prosecutor: Thank you, that is also an answer.”

- The intellectuals respond:

Every common man trembled with horror when Hordkovd declared that
oﬁacourse she was counting on a war, that of course she envisaged the fact
that in that war women and children would be murdered.

..All of our people, who with satisfaction accepted the notes of the just
verdict, express their deep disqust for them. Our workers, our peasants, our
intelligentsia, our women and our youth, who in the struggle with the great
powers of yesterday are workinﬁv for the establishment of a beautiful future,
express their deep disgust for them.” :

Prosecutor: ...The only real conception was war, Madame Accused, war
against the republic, as the single condition in order for your plans to be real-
ized. Is it so?

“ Proces, pp. 34-35, 42-43.
" Ivan Skala, "Logicka cesta k zradé", Rudé Privo 30 (11 June 1950), p.5. .
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Milada: We in the committee also thought about - with which I myself
of course did not then agree, because from an international perspective I did
not regard it as somehow practical - about the possibility of a diplomatic
road, about international elections, under international control, etc.

Prosecutor: Do you recall a certain act of international control which we
paid J@Ir in 1938?

ilada: I do recall. And just for that reason in these conceptions, as I

have here stated, we envisaged a war.

Prosecutor: You envisaged a war and to war belongs the atomic bomb.
At least they so threaten us.

Milada: I am, Prosecutor Sir, really about matters of war...”

* The children respond:

...Pioneer DoleZal from secondary school in Hradec Krdlové also listens
to the radio. He has already created for himself an image of what kind of peo-
ple are standing here before the judge: 'I know what kind of people these are.
They are those who want back their millions in profits, their factories so that
they can exploit the working people. When they don 't succeed in their plans,
they make new ﬁlans, for example for a new war. They want to gain their lost
advantages at the price of murdered children. But they will not succeed. Just
as adults respond by their work, so we pioneers, we will try harder to con-
tribute to the building of our strong republic.””

Prosecutor: You were counting on the fact that in the case of war per-
haps Prague as well would be struck? :

Milada: If there were to be a war, we would have to count on striking all targets.

Prosecutor: Among them even Prague? Is your sixteen year-old daugh-
ter in Prague?

Milada: Yes.

Prosecutor: Thank you. That is enough.”

The women respond:

We, women from Vimperk, from a border town, we, who are devoted co-
builders of socialism in our country, demand for all of the accused the high-
est punishment!”

' Proces, p. 51.

7
pl
" Proces, p. 51.

* "Pracujici 24daji pFisné potrestani zradcd,” Price VI (6 June 1950): 1.

oces proti velezradcim a Spiontim - Skola bdélosti a ostrazitosti," Rudé Prdvo 30 (6 June 1950),
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\
One day, when you have grown up, you will think much about this,
about why your mother, even though she was loving and even though you
were her greatest gift, conducted her life so strangely.”

Oh, but wait, I have forgotten those who have suffered. They are
not silent either: :

I have already lived through much in life. Mainly during the First
Republic, when my husband was let go from the factory Auto Praga because
he was a communist. For three years he was without employment. He tried
to find a position wherever it was };;ossible. When that was no longer possi-
ble, he went to claim support. At that time I went myself to serve "masters”
so that we could at least somehow survive. One day the controller came and
when he had determined that I worked as a cleaning lady, they no longer
gave my husband even that alms voucher.

Dr. Hordkovd, who today stands before the state judge in Prague, cer-
tainly did not live such a life'as did myself and thousands of others. But she
is also a wife and a mother, and for that reason I cannot comprehend how she
could have supported such a goal that would again return the factories to
individuals, so that again the Ifeastin minority would rule over the maiori-
ty, dging of hunger, how could she desire and work so that there would be
another war. I am sitting by the radio during each reportage from the trial.

I am listening intently and I cannot believe how calmly and cynically a
woman can admit to such crimes.”

In the late 1960s two Czech film makers made a black and white
film about the medieval witchcraft trials in Bohemia. It was a film
about the confessions extracted through torture. The turning of the
screw. The breaking of the priest. The burning at the stake. At certain
moments I closed my eyes in the movie theatre. Such inexcusable
weakness. Kladivo na carodéjnice, a hammer on the witches, a vile film.

The wall behind which Kfople were imprisoned was made of verse. There

was dancing in front {r_}f it. No, not a danse macabre! A dance of innocence.
Innocence with a bloody smile.”

Have I mentioned that sometimes I come home from the archives

and vomit? And it is not even my language, there is a veil between
myself and the words. .

And at the trial, on the stand, whose language was that? |

* Dopisy, p. 45
* 8, Dufkova, "Dopisy Rudému Prayu,” Rudé Privo 30 (7 June 1950), p.7.
*Milan Kundera, Life is Elsewhere, trans. Peter Kussi (New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1974), p.270.
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u on the tapes preserved at the national film archives in
Yjvritgﬂg.dlg ?Jlack and w ite.PI wrote a letter and asked very politely if
I might come and see your trial. I was quite surprised when the
archivist answered me and said, yes, please, come and watch. You
appeared composed, resigned. You seemed to speak calmly. To
whom did those words belong, your final statement.

I think that the only courageous thing I can still do is this, when I sa
entirely nakedly, truthfgﬂy, without embellishment to everyone: Do not d%
what I have done...”

A person does not live in the worlzgl alone - in this there is great happi-
ness, but also an enormous obligation.

Many telegrams arrived at the Ministry of Justice, demanding
that thos)é whogll:\ad betrayed their country be given the highest pun-
ishment.

Here, before the faces of the working people, on the bench of the accused
concludes thjec shame}:ul. path of the bourgeoisie, concludes the path of crimi-
nals who have united aﬁainst the people of this republic in order to thrust a
dagger into their backs!”

The former parlismentary representative for the National Socialist
Party Hordkovd confesses this with cynical openness: of course, I envisaged
the atomic bomb. Of course I envisaged the fact that in the war all targ};zfs
alike will be hit. Prague as well. And Czech and Slovak motherszstmd chil-
dren. All of this belongs to Hordkovd's plan - a plan which failed.

...This woman and mother demonstrated her own cynicism when to the
state prosecutor's question of whether she was aware of the fact that a war
with all its horrors would hit Prague as well, answered that she is aware of
that and that war does not choose its victims. She answered so cymcall%/,
despite the fact that the prosecutor reminded her of her sixteen year-old
daughter who lives in Prague. So great is the hatred of these traitors against
the people’s democracy and against the working people, that even a mother
in the interests of capitalism can sacrifice her own child. For that reason we,
working people, remember todag the words of Julius Fucik: 'People, be vigi-
lant!” Yes, we will be vigilant...”

# Proces, p- 264.

* Dapisy, p. 45.

* "Spravedlivé tresty velezradctm,” Prdce VI (9 June 1950), p4.

% Bedtich Rohan, "Galerie zradct," Rudé Prdvo 30 (6 June 1950), p.5.

7 Ladislav gejbl, "Dopisy Rudému Pravu,” Rudé Prive 30 (7 June 1950), p.7.
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God blessed my life as a woman with you. As your father wrote in a
poem from a German prison, God gave you to us because he loved us.
Alongside the magical, wonderous love of your father you were the greatest
gift which fate has given me. Providence, %owever, has measured my life in

such a way that I was by far not able to give what ind
had prepared for you.* & & i SRS ey faears

A Canadian professor once told me that he cried when Stalin
died. It was winter in Toronto and outside the window behind the
desk in his office the snow was falling. I was taking notes and I
stc_)ppegi. He had been a child at the time, a child from the Balkans
raised in a Czech orphanage. It was March of 1953 and the somber
social workers came to tell the children. And the girls, he told me, the
girls were sobbing... :

Stalin died in 1953 and there followed great mourning. Then after
a long silence, Khrushchev began to speak, and I imagine that many
were sorry that the silence was ever broken. The writers were accom-
Ehces in a carefully staged murder, and yet when I imagine how they
st%ciyto meet in that spring of 1956, I feel pity for them. Such a sad

_ My generation grew 1;?9 with Stalin's name, and with his name, in
1944, as seventeen year-old boys, we came to the Party. My best friends
went to their deaths in Terezin with this name. It personified our youth and

our hope. It personified for us the Soviet Union. For that reason I wrote

about him. I am not ashamed. (-Stanislav Neumann)®

Do you remember him? He was one of those who commented so
articulately on your trial, rallying support for your moment at the
%gllow's. When I see him at that meeting in spring of 1956, I feel pity.

imagine his voice shaking. I am convinced that he is sincere. He will
not apologlze now, but he is a heartbroken man. His life is now over
his faith cruelly stolen. I believe that he meant no harm. o
~ Neither would his fellow writers leave him in peace. Slowly
gradually over time, beginning with vague allusions and hints anci
progressing towards more and more pointed allegories impossible to
ignore, they began to invent a new language and insist that all speak
it. Or at least some began to insist that others speak. Finger-pointing.
It was a question of guilt, a kind of a all-consuming, horrifying guilt
that was beyond devastation. Some were stronger than others.

* Dopisy, p. 44.

* Stanislav N ibuti : :
Literdrni %‘Syirﬁf?‘ﬁ%“ﬁ:;%%??fo the 2nd Congress of the Union of Czechoslovak Writers,
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All of us who are sitting here today... All of us - and I don't want here
to ponder the reasons why, whether out of fear or out o blind faith or lack of
knowledge - raised our hands in meetings in support o shameful resolutions
which we ourselves formulated more than once. All of us, in whatever kind
of frenzied ardor, shouted - stone them.”

This was the critical moment, when the writers, the directors, the
magicians of language pulled back the curtain on themselves. And do
ou see what it engendered, what it had to engender? Faith was
dead. In its place was only the terrifying abyss of anomie, angst.
Nothingness. :

Since then, whenever I make new acquaintances, men or wormen with
the potential of becoming friends or lovers, I project them back into that time,
that hall, and ask myself whether they would have raised their hands; no one
has ever passed the test: every one of them has raised his hand in the same
way my former friends and colleagues (willing or not, out of fear or convic-
tion) raised theirs. You must admit: it's hard to live with people willing to
send you to exile or death; it's hard to become intimate with them, it's hard
to love them.”

This is, in a way, a eulogy. A funeral. The death of faith.

Milada has long been dead by the time the former Eoung Stalinist
writes this. I think about her trial. I picture her in black and white, as
I saw her in the film footage. In a jacket and straight skirt, wire glass-
es, her hair pulled tightly into a bun. Long nails or short nails? I can-
not imagine them painted, but perhaps this has something to do with
the black and white film. It is difficult to think in colors now.
(Although when I once spoke to the daughter of a high-rankin
Stalinist - who did not want to speak with me but whom I cajoled an

ersuaded - she told me that sﬁe remembered that time, her child-

0o0d, as the time of the brightest colors.) She is not entirely devoid of
femininity. They might have cut her hair, dressed her in slacks, made
her look more like a man. This shocks me, still, that she appeared at
the trial as 2 woman. The implications - imagine them! - of executing a
woman. The first woman executed in Czechoslovakia. Pani obZalo-
vand. There were four executions that morning, and hers was the last.

Panf obZalovand. I hear in my mind the sing-song inflection of
Prague Czech, such a sweet, high-pitched language (I always have to
raise my voice an octave when I speak it) full of affectionate diminu-
tives and a unique, encoded absurdist humor. Pani obZalovand.

% 1,adislav Mitacko, "Boj teprve zagind," Literdrni noviny 12 (1 June 1963), p.9.
" Milan Kundera, The Joke (New York: HarperPerennial, 1992), p.76.
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One Eye Open

Madame Accused,

The hanging of the first woman. Tra
this the essence of the system, the
paid to attend was truly avant-

nsgression. And was not just
proof that the performance all had
garde and not merely an imitation?

Yet in their effort to ][?rove that everything is possible, totalitarian
regimes discovered without

nowing it that there are crimes which men can
neither punish nor forgive. When the impossible was made possible it became
the unpunishable, unforgivable absolute evil which could no lonoer be
understood and explained by the evil motives of self-interest, qreed, cov-

etousness, resentment, lust for power, and cowardice; and whic therefore

anger could not revenge, love could not endure, friendship could not for-
give.

I am departing without hatred, Milada Hordkov4 told her execu-
tioners. She made a wish for them - Peji vdm to, pfeji vim to - but suf-
focated before she could articulate it.

We are grateﬁd to the judge for strictly and Justly punishing the ene-
mies of our republic, for protecting our people, our children and simpl

everything young and beautiful which is growing in our country from the
wreckers of peace and freedom...”

Milada was born into a world in which Czechoslovakia did not
yet exist. Her childhood was set in the Austro-Hungarian empire. She
was not from the city, not from Prague. I picture her as in a black and
white photograph from the interwar era, with her long hair pulled

back and twisted on top of her head. Why, even then, can I not see

her with her hair hanging down past her shoulders? She is walking
ele antlyjinto a literary salon (Cagg Slavia? Did it exist then? This was
before Vaculik's time there, before A Cup of Coffee with M
Interrogator), walking towards a table by the window, ordering blac
coffee. Black? Yes, for some reason it's black. Who is her companion?
I want to say Milena Jesenkd, because the ima e is tempting, sexy,
Kafkaesque, but no, that was unlikely. I change her companion in m
mind to see who fits, who is imaginable. I play with the images, wit
the dates. I want to imagine Milada with Rosa Luxemburg - this again
is E)erversely tem{aﬁn%.lto me - but no, their timin% is off, Milada was
only four years-old when the 1905 Revolution su sumed Rosa's life.
For a moment I see Gottwald, but I am immediately disgusted. No,
he must go as well, for different reasons, because the scene is inher-
ently too undignified, and I like to restore to the past a sense of dig-

® Hannah Arendt, The Origins of Totalitarianism (New York: Harcourt, Brace and Co., 1976), p-459.
¥, Bohuslav Havranek, "Jednali

2 hluboké nenavisti k lidu," Rudé Privo 30 (11 June 1950), p.4.
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' nity, a dignity despite my own voyeurism, although I suppose these

i 1d cannot stay for cof-
i dds with one another. So Gottwald fc
’;2‘1311 i?lgeﬁxg s in his place I can put julvlus? FI}IICIk‘ 1;/135:71 (ci:tei?nng?lghz
better choice. What might she say to Fu¢ik? He wa
Nazis as well, perhaps their common experiences...

[ their deserved punishment. I have no regrets over an
thTs}zzerim;:tlgzgeg;;iI—doers. On thepconﬁrary I think that thettmzt?giﬁ% :
2 d %emaﬁovd deserve still harsher punishment. We all mus tr]g ity
ot er impossible for all of our enemies to take any action agamns 4 er;nto
)l(qg efuhich ?nillions of honest people by their own work are transforming
c: t’rue paradise. (- Anna Vackovd, Stakhanovite)

And then the language in which Milada wrote to herﬁ fﬁ?g; éhls;
appeared forever. A language, like an animal, becanget;: (st g
.tpp lace appeared Paradise just around _the corner. gt
}df? Pnew words. The new words of the elite, a super—worh ’w e
Stenkhanovite the embodiment of the New Woman (}[fv 0 : or{epf o
h . only an imitation of the New Man?). Perhaps no e(\gz y s

}?ips’utray e, rozhofceni - perhaps some rather felt terror. (Or V\; s

iwg 210’( 1:%ef‘hap5, inextricabl intertwined?l) E’;clilcﬁ thifoflvgﬁtx:o . Ilsem—

% eak, and so we do not know what the _

sf;g]l:\.tc}alse Ig:)(r)nsg of them are still alive. I could ask them, but... people
: incorrectly. _ '

Ofterll E\?;I;:I:;bf;turn to th]é beginm'ngf to tt}llle Isettct)g Ov\fi }I:gilgga\\fefiﬁfs\;

an who did not receive the . ty

ﬂllae flttoﬁtgmf?tkl‘\eh;?v only what Milada's sister Véra, alregdya ?tgr ?111%

‘3v§man told a reporter from a young, hip Prague magazine

revolution had come.

' ] i d be at five in the morn-
rrible night. We knew that it wozfl
in ICt)rIIU ?;eaf?ﬁowing dgy we went to my father.*Even é;w?g}éa I;:; u]ﬁ}sﬂ vfirrye
::o(g'm eous, it was only with difficulty that we were able to R
told ugs that all through the night he had gazed at the prison, d el
T?h n he sent us away, he wanted to be alone In the aﬁernzon, : th;e%:e;we—
carfle to see us and he appeared very calm: 'I was to see'ﬂdot en; e
tery and I have come to terms with evgryf;;;zgs.azi\’: az;:d zg:z')nez stplz've e
] i ' ' ong us just th ) '
fzh:foﬁo:? w{f;l?%ﬁ;l;ﬁaﬂgg mgntio;fied the matter again, although until
] ., 35
the end of his life he wore a black tie.

! i i i 153 i 6 (10
* Anna Vackova, "Rozsudek nad tfindcti nepiteli statu posilil republiku...", Miadd fronta 6 (
e 1950), p.8. \ : : ; P
Lu;denék PI:ochézka "A nenoste smutek!" (interview with Véra Ttunova) Mlady svét XXXII (#9
1990), p21
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Have I mentioned that sometimes I come home from the archives
and vomit?

.l am writing to you as to all the others and | do not even know 1/‘ you
are among the living and whether it will be af all possible that you will read
these words. This is the greatest pain in my heart, that I do not know what
has happened to you and that I hage not even a sad certainty, and now there
remain perhaps only a few hours of my life. It is the first time in the lon
Years of our life together that I face withoyt you the test which fate has detey-
mined for me. In my thoughts I am so alone, and I am not able to understand
anything about this tragedy. Perhaps it will be explained to me in some other
place, somewhere where our souls will meet again. I know and [ feel only one
thing, that in your great love you could not have abandoned me...

You are the only person in the world who I could believe understood me,

T'would like to be convinced, that | can count on that, rel;/ on that, that you

] ' 1ng that I am not
able to understand: why did you abandon our child? In this question there

IS no reproach, only astonishment oper something incomprehensible, |
belong entirely to you, I am such as you have knows me, 1 have remained

faithful to our love, to Yyou and to myself. If I depart before you do, it is only

After your death, no one spoke of you for nearl forty years. Oh,
in 1968, when "“faith" was being decomposed an reinvented and
there were still some who remembered the past or who at least had

And knowing full well that the day before in their fair city one woman
and one surrealist had been hanged by the neck, the young Czechs went on
dancing and dancing, and they danced all the more [frantically because the
dance was the mamf;station of their innocence, the purity that shone forth

brillianté’y against the black villainy of the two public enemies who betrayed
the people and its hopes.”

When the dancing began again in 1968, your family asked again
for your letters. They were refused. Then came the Russian tanks and
there was no appeal. Time stopped again for another twenty years. -

Then the revolution came. No one believed it would, but it did.
And when they repainted the street signs - as they do each time the

e o el
*Dopisy, p. 55.

¥ The Book of Laughter and Forgetting, p. 66,
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. : "

t after you. It is a big street,

i s - they named one stree : _ o
L?zglﬁa%;ﬁidkové, )cgne of the largest and busiest in Prague a

i tle. :
qult%}clleos;se’;ci t;ga?a;our letters found their way out of the dusty

hat they be pub-
i onal letters, but you asked t .
i;%::lc‘ir e:hgl‘;eﬁeﬁeggiresraﬁon too young to have known you has pub

i them. ‘
hShe&erEﬁhe voyeurism, hence the guilt.

Vyprdvénil/archiv/stopa: Proces Milady
H%rcikove’

Marci Shore F ot ;
Pfgoiila Daniela Safrédnkova

Miij predrahyj, predobry taticku,

o j j 101 a nemohu vic ne jen libat Toé poctivé
klec;w_z : T;%};;t?a g:okgglfcr;z lepsiho od osudu nemohla dostalt’. Ichzl {)s;
i gmo co Jsi jen mohl a mél: pevnost télesnou a tef ] l QST? e
B4 E'Dht i zsiilddf vychovdval jsi ve mné poctivého clovéka ’;z s anqu f L
U”dEtS“Z?I' Todj Zvot byl jen prosttedkem, abychom mohli Zit my. “ 1% -
T st lc’ioefc Sil nelitostné. Nejproe dvé Tvé milované déti ;grtnr y,npn{
s os'uka mfa zase mé a Sldvkovo zatceni a pét let tizkosti a nejis 9;}/ gréym 4
mm]‘::urf ’ zgehnaném stdri jsem zasadila jd dal3i rdnu Tvemud : Igg b
o pe’?’tz taticku miij, odpust mi to, pochop mne, nezature 'skd Hite
sr@cz.f o tak rostla a bylo ve mné mnoho z Toych vlastnosti, i kdyzZ j a
VZdE“‘ ]SE’TT‘L Vim, Ze Tvych 81 let nemélo tohle postihnout. Vim, ;eh]ad ? -
ohgt u T ?7 .a lz’b:zt Toou drahou ruku, az ;:vfnjde.Tya choile '_19"C Ocimou
stat u este lo se jinak. U Tebe vSak budu stdt stejné a budu Té s msudu
rvnamog. da e Ti (J)T to piijde za ndmi lehCeji. Prekone] jesté i tuto mr}? 0 o
cgkaft : TI; t’ST jsi bojarskyj jundk. Nadarmo jsi neprelézal strmolu ttﬂf;g 1{112
fz“tgéz}c;‘za%il ILT,{JTB,o.se Kotorské. Jak bychhsi] gngskrﬁgungilegg geb ;?i v
isicdté Tvé ini o téch casech. Jd vsak o ottebuji néco.
Jﬁflg?i;m tfhg?fzbz}%nzg?; g?l?;nds“ zase o starost vic. ]@E;Ekgd:;;srrzrézé glfor;é;zi’f;
| Pro s Zf] jsem Ci Tita
smutek! Pro ni ted musis Zit - neméla jsem ca:yz SUE i e
vé i3 to udélat za mne. Vid, Ze mne neoslysis a o
e ggc:;a?{g;?uii Ze my jsme, jak byl pevnyj a zdrav MIS' sz ¥ g;kz
UmI;C(ie ovtf dub, ten nds hodkjovs dédek, a jak lidé mi qdva It v
irczwgu ocaiair%mu s predobryjm Iidsvl}tcy;m srdcen;. %ugf’i ;jaggzv ;fn ;ogehnali
5 5 1d 7 Janicka nepoznala, .]a i
i feq?%gtiﬁi;c:é.k{/egﬁgcﬁ {zajak zacala nase rodina. Dédecku, vvy;;w;c;z;it?i]f!
?"f: irisa’ 7t’ilr:zerka to poé:z’ zase tém pristim. To je ta vécnost, v tom je nase :
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