GOODBYE GINGER

inter comes in early. It's very cold and wet.
There's snow or rain almost every day for weeks. It |

changes only for winds or sharp frosts. The roads

are slippery and we are cold. Some drivers go to warm up
in the tavern, but Jerry doesn’t want to spend money. The
weather is making him ill. Sometimes he goes to a nearby
coffee-shop, where he buys a tin of hot coffee and a pie. Polly
always packs him something to eat, when he can’t get home.
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SBOHEM, ZRZKO

ima pfijde toho roku brzy. Je velmi chladna a mokra.
7%Celé tydny snézi nebo prsi téméf kazdy den. Poca-
=l 5 se Méni jen kvuli vétrim nebo ostrym mrazim.
Cesty jsou kluzké a je nam zima. Néktefi fidici se jdou ohfat
do hospody, ale Jerry nechce utracet. Pocasi zpUsobuje, Ze
je nemocny. Nékdy zajde do blizké kavarny, kde si koupi ple-

chovku horké kavy a kolac. Polly mu vzdy zabali néco k jidlu,
kdyz se nemuzeme dostat domd.




of the parks. While there is music playing, a shabby, old cab

drives up beside ours. The horse is an old tired chestnut, very

skinny and unsteady. | am eating some hay, and the wind rolls

a little lock of it in the horse’s way. The poor creature puts out

her long thin neck and picks it up. Then turns and looks for

more.There’s a hopeless look in her eyes. Do | know this horse?
“Black Beauty, is that you?”

It is Ginger! My beautiful Ginger. The cab stops next to
ours. We have a quick and quiet talk. She tells me about her
life after | left Earlshall. It troubles me. | put my nose up to
hers, but | can’t say anything to comfort her. | think it pleases
her to see me, because she calls me her only friend. Just then
her driver comes up and drives off. | am feeling very sad. My
precious Ginger. How could they do this to you?

A short time after this a cart with a dead horse in it passes
our cab-stand. The head hangs out of the cart, the lifeless
tongue is slowly dripping with blood. It is a chestnut horse
with a long, thin neck.

Itis the last time | see Ginger.



Jednoho dne nase drozka a spousta dalSich cekaji u jed-

noho z parkd. Zatimco hraje hudba, jede kolem nds stara
oSuntéla drozka. Kastanovy kun je stary a unaveny, strasné
vyzably a nestabilni. Jim seno a vitr sto¢i malou kudrlinku
smérem k tomu koni. Ubohé stvofeni natahne dlouhy tenky
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nadeéj. Znam toho koné?

,Cerny krasavée, jsi to ty?”

& To je Zrzka! Ma krasna Zrzka. Drozka zastavi vedle nasi.
T Rychle a tiSe si povidame. Povi mi o svém Zivoté poté, co
jsem opustil Earshall. Trapi mé to. Polozim nos na jeji, ale ne-
mUzu fict nic, co by ji utésilo. Myslim, Ze je rada, ze mé vidi,
protoze mé nazyva svym jedinym pfitelem.V tu chvili pfijde
fidi¢ a odjede. Jsem moc smutny. Ma drahd Zrzko. Jak ti to
mohli udélat?

Zanedlouho poté projede kolem naseho stanovisté vozik
s mrtvym koném. Hlava visi ven z voziku, jazyk bez Zivota
pomalu klesa s kapajici krvi. Je to kastanovy kuan s dlouhym
tenkym krkem.
To je naposled, co vidim Zrzku.




