The Nightingale and the Rose

“She said that she would dance with me if I brought her red
roses,” cried the young Student; “but in all my garden there is no red
rose.”

From her nest in the holm-oak tree the Nightingale heard him,
and she looked out through the leaves, and wondered.

“No red rose in all my garden!” he cried, and his beautiful eyes
filled with tears. “Ah, on what little things does happiness depend!
I have read all that the wise men have written, and all the secrets of
philosophy are mine, yet for want of a red rose is my life made
wretched.”

“Here at last is a true lover,” said the Nightingale. “Night after
night have I sung of him, though I knew him not: night after night
have I told his story to the stars, and now I see him. His hair is dark as
the hyacinth-blossom, and his lips are red as the rose of his desire;
but passion has made his face like pale ivory, and sorrow has set her
seal upon his brow.”

“The Prince gives a ball tomorrow night,” murmured the young
Student, “and my love will be of the company. If I bring her a red
rose, she will dance with me till dawn. I[f I bring her ared rose, I shall
hold her in my arms, and she will lean her head upon my shoulder,
and her hand will be clasped in mine. But there is no red rose in my
garden, so [ shall sit lonely, and she will pass me by. She will have no
heed of me, and my heart will break.”

“Here indeed is the true lover,” said the Nightingale. “What
I sing of, he suffers — what is joy to me, to him is pain. Surely Love is
a wonderful thing. It is more precious than emeralds, and dearer'
than fine opals. Pearls and pomegranates cannot buy it, nor is it set
forth in the marketplace. It may not be purchased of the merchants,
nor can it be weighed out in the balance for gold.”
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Slavik a ruze

,Rekla, 7e se mnou bude tan¢it, kdyZ ji pfinesu rudé rize,“
nafikal mlady student, ,,ale v celé mé zahrad¢ neni ani jedna.*

Z hnizda na dubu kiemelaku ho zaslechl slavik. Vyhlizel skrze
listy apodivil se.

,.Z4dna ruda rize v celé mé zahradé!“ plakal a jeho krasné oéi se
plnily slzami. ,,Ach, na jakych malickostech zavisi §tésti! Precetl
jsem vSechno, co napsali moudii muzi, zndm vSechna tajemstvi
filosofie, a pfece zddost o rudou rizi rozvrati muj zivot.*

,» lady je kone¢né ten, kdo opravdu miluje,* fekl slavik. ,,Noc co
noc o ném zpivam, i kdyz jsem ho neznal. Noc co noc o ném
vypravim hvézdam a ted’ ho vidim. Jeho vlasy jsou tmavé jako kvét
hyacintu a jeho rty jsou rudé jako rize jeho touhy. Ale vasni zbledla
jeho tvét jako slonovina a smutek vtiskl pecet’ nad jeho obo¢i.*

,Princ potada zitra ples,* Septal mlady student, ,,a ma milovana
tam bude. Kdyz ji pfinesu rudou ruzi, bude se mnou tancit az do
rana. Kdyz ji pfinesu rudou rGzi, budu ji mit v naruci a ona bude
opirat svou hlavu o mé rameno a jeji ruka bude svirat mou. Ale vmé
zahrad¢ zadna ruda rize neni, tak budu sed¢ét sam a ona mé mine.
Nevénuje mi viibec pozornost a to mi zlomi srdce.

»lady je konecné ten, kdo opravdu miluje, fekl slavik. ,,To,
o ¢em ja zpivam, ho trépi a to, co m¢ tési, jeho boli. Laska je jisté
nadherna véc. Je vzacnéjs$i nez smaragdy a cenné€j$i nez krasné
opaly. Za perly a granatova jablka se neda koupit, ani se neda
vystavit na trhu. Nelze ji ziskat u kupcti ani se neda vyvazit zlatem.*
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“The musicians will sit in their gallery,” said the young Student,
“and play upon their stringed instruments, and my love will dance to
the sound of the harp and the violin. She will dance so lightly that her
feet will not touch the floor, and the courtiers in their gay dresses
will throng round her. But with me she will not dance, for I have no
red rose to give her”’; and he flung himself down on the grass, and
buried his face in his hands, and wept.

“Why 1s he weeping?” asked a little Green Lizard, as he ran past
him with his tail in the air.

“Why, indeed?” said a Butterfly, who was fluttering about after a
sunbeam.

“Why, indeed?” whispered a Daisy to his neighbour, in a soft,
low voice.

“He 1s weeping for ared rose,” said the Nightingale.

“Foraredrose?” they cried; “how very ridiculous!” and the little
Lizard, who was something of a cynic, laughed outright.

But the Nightingale understood the secret of the Student’s
sorrow, and she sat silent in the oak-tree, and thought about the
mystery of Love.

Suddenly she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into
the air. She passed through the grove like a shadow, and like a
shadow she sailed across the garden.

In the centre of the grass-plot was standing a beautiful Rose-tree,
and when she saw it she flew over to it, and lit upon a spray.

“Give me aredrose,” she cried, “and I will sing you my sweetest
song.”

But the Tree shook its head.

“My roses are white,” it answered; “as white as the foam of the
sea, and whiter than the snow upon the mountain. But go to my
brother who grows round the old sun-dial, and perhaps he will give
you what you want.”

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing
round the old sun-dial.
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,,Hudebnici budou sed¢t na galerii, fekl mlady student, ,,a hrat
na své strunné nastroje a ma milovana bude tancit za zvuku harfy
a housli. Bude tancit tak lehce, ze se nohama ani nedotkne zemé,
a kolem ni se budou tocit zastupy napadnikti v pestrych Satech. Ale
se mnou tan¢it nebude, protoze ji nemuzu dat rudou riizi,* a hodil
sebou do travy, skryl tvar do dlani a plakal.

,,Proc place? zeptala se mala zelena jeStérka, kdyz ho mijela,
ocasek ve vzduchu.

LSkutecné, proc¢? fekl motyl, ktery poletoval za slunecnim
paprskem.

wokutecné, proc?“ zaSeptala sedmikraska ke své sousedce
mekkym tichym hlasem.

,,Place kvulirudé razi, fekl slavik.

,AKvuli rudé rizi?* volali, ,to je tak smé&Sné!* a mala jesteérka,
ktera byla tak trochu cynicka, vyprskla smichy.

Ale slavik rozumél tajemstvi studentova smutku a sed¢l tiSe na
dubu a pfemyslel o zahadach lasky.

Najednou roztahl sva hnéda kiidla a vznesl se do vzduchu. Jako
stin minul haj a jako stin plul zahradou.

Uprosted travniku rostl krasny rGzovy kef. KdyZ ho slavik
uvidél, prilétl k nému a usedl na vétvicku.

,,Dej mi rudou riizi,” zvolal, ,,a ja ti zazpivam svou nejsladsi
pisen.*

Aleket zavrtél hlavou.

,»M¢ raze jsou bilé,” odpovedél, ,tak bilé jako motska péna
a beélejsi nez snih na horach. Ale jdi k mému bratru, ktery obrtiista
staré slunecni hodiny. Snad on ti da, co chces.*

Tak slavik letél k rizovému kefti, ktery obrustal staré slunecni
hodiny.
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“Give me aredrose,” she cried, “and [ will sing you my sweetest
song.”

But the Tree shook its head.

“My roses are yellow,” it answered; “as yellow as the hair of the
mermaid who sits upon an amber throne, and yellower than the
daffodil that blooms in the meadow before the mower comes with
his seythe’. But go to my brother who grows beneath the Student’s
window, and perhaps he will give you what you want.”

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing
beneath the Student’s window.

“Give me ared rose,” she cried, “and [ will sing you my sweetest
song.”

But the Tree shook its head.

“My roses are red,” it answered, “as red as the feet of the dove,
and redder than the great fans of coral that wave and wave in the
ocean-cavern. But the winter has chilled my veins, and the frost has
nipped my buds, and the storm has broken my branches, and I shall
have no roses at all this year.”

“One red rose is all  want,” cried the Nightingale, “only one red
rose! Is there no way by which I can get it?”

“There is a way,” answered the Tree; “but it is so terrible that I
darenottell itto you.”

“Tell it to me,” said the Nightingale, “I am not afraid.”

“If you want a red rose,” said the Tree, “you must build it out of
music by moonlight, and stain it with your own heart’s-blood. You
must sing to me with your breast against a thorn. All night long you
must sing to me, and the thorn must pierce your heart, and your life-
blood must flow into my veins, and become mine.”
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,Dej mi rudou rzi,* volal, ,,a ja ti zazpivam svou nejsladsi
pisen.*

Aleket zavrtél hlavou.

,,M¢ riize jsou zluté,” odpoveédel, ,tak zluté jako vlasy motské
panny, kterd sedi na jantarovém trinu, a Zlut&si neZ narcis, ktery
kvete na louce, nez ptijde sedlak s kosou. Ale jdi k mému bratru,
ktery roste pod studentovym oknem a snad on ti d4, co chces.*

Tak slavik letél k razovému kefi, ktery rostl pod studentovym
oknem.

,Dej mi rudou rizi,* volal, ,,a ja ti zazpivam svou nejsladsi
pisen.*

Alekeft zavrtél hlavou.

,M¢ rize jsou rudé,” odpovédel, ,tak rudé jako nozky holubic
a rudéjsi nez velké véjite korall, které vlaji v jeskyni oceanu. Ale
zima mi zchladila zily, mraz ustipal pupeny a vichfice zlamala mé
vétve ajanemdm letos zadné rtize.*

,,Chci jen jednu razi, plakal slavik, ,,jen jednu rudou razi! Neni
zéadny zpusob, jak ji dostat?*

,Je, odpovedél strom, ,,ale je tak hrozny, Ze se neodvazuji ti to
poveédét.*

,»Poveéz mito,* fekl slavik, ,,nebojim se.*

,,Chces-1i rudou rizi, fekl strom, ,,musi$ ji vytvofit z hudby
mésicniho svétla a skropit krvi svého srdce. MusiS mi zpivat s hrudi
pritisknutou k trnu. Musi§ mi zpivat celou noc a trn musi
probodnout tvé srdce a krev tvého Zivota musi téct do mych Zil a stat
semou.*
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“Death is a great price to pay for a red rose,” cried the
Nightingale, “and Life is very dear to all. It is pleasant to sit in the
green wood, and to watch the Sun in his chariot of gold, and the
Moon in her chariot of pearl. Sweet is the scent of the hawthorn, and
sweet are the bluebells that hide in the valley, and the heather that
blows on the hill. Yet Love is better than Life, and what is the heart
ofabird compared to the heart of aman?”

So she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air.
She swept over the garden like a shadow, and like a shadow she
sailed through the grove.

The young Student was still lying on the grass, where she had
left him, and the tears were not yet dry in his beautiful eyes.

“Be happy,” cried the Nightingale, “be happy; you shall have
your red rose. I will build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it
with my own heart’s-blood. All that [ ask of you in return is that you
will be a true lover, for Love is wiser than Philosophy, though she is
wise, and mightier than Power, though he is mighty. Flame-
coloured are his wings, and coloured like flame is his body. His lips
are sweet as honey, and his breath is like frankincense.”

The Student looked up from the grass, and listened, but he could
not understand what the Nightingale was saying to him, for he only
knew the things that are written down in books.

But the Oak-tree understood, and felt sad, for he was very fond
of the little Nightingale who had built’ her nest in his branches.

“Sing me one last song,” he whispered; “I shall feel very lonely
when you are gone.”

So the Nightingale sang to the Oak-tree, and her voice was like
water bubbling from a silver jar.

When she had finished her song the Student got up, and pulled a
note-book and a lead-pencil out of his pocket.
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»Smrt je velkd cena za rudou rizi,“ zvolal slavik, ,,a Zivot je
vSem velmi drahy. Je pfijemné sedét na zeleném stromé a divat se na
slunce ve zlatém kocaie a mésic v kocaie z perel. Sladké je viné
hlohu a sladké jsou modré zvonky schovévajici se v udoli a vtes,
ktery poviva na kopci. Ale laska je lepSinez zivot, a co je srdce ptaka
ve srovnani se srdcem lidskym?*

Tak roztahl sva hnéda kiidla a vznesl se do vzduchu. Prelétl
zahradu jako stin a jako stin plul pfes h;.

Mlady student stale lezel v travé, kde ho slavik zanechal, a slzy
v jeho krasnych ocich jesté neuschly.

,Bud’ Stastny,” zavolal slavik, ,,bud’ $tastny, dostane$ svou
rudou razi. Vytvotim ji z hudby mési¢niho svitu a skropim krvi
svého srdce. Jediné, co za to po tob¢ zadam, je, abys miloval
opravdove, protoze laska je moudiejsi nez filosofie, ackoli ta je
moudra, a mocnéjsi neZ moc, i kdyz ta je mocnd. Kiidla lasky maji
barvu plamene a barvu plamene ma jeji télo. Jejirty jsou sladké jako
med ajejidech jejako kadidlo.*

Student zdola z travy pohlédl vzhiru a poslouchal, ale
nerozumé¢l tomu, co mu slavik fikal, protoze znal jen to, co bylo
napsano v knihéch.

Ale dub rozumél a posmutnél, protoze meél moc rad malého
slavika, ktery siv jeho vétvich postavil hnizdo.

»Zazpive] mi posledni pisen,* zaseptal, ,,budu velmi osam¢ly,
azodejdes.*

Tak slavik dubu zazpival. Jeho hlas byl jako voda klokotajici ve
sttibrném dZbanu.

Kdyz pisen dozpival, student se zvedl a z kapsy vytahl zapisnik
s tuzkou.
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“She has form,” he said to himself, as he walked away through
the grove — “that cannot be denied to her; but has she got feeling?
I am afraid not. In fact, she is like most artists; she is all style,
without any sincerity. She would not sacrifice herself for others. She
thinks merely of music, and everybody knows that the arts are
selfish. Still, it must be admitted that she has some beautiful notes in
her voice. What a pity it is that they do not mean anything, or do any
practical good.” And he went into his room, and lay down on his
little pallet-bed, and began to think of his love; and, after a time, he
fell asleep.

And when the Moon shone in the heavens the Nightingale flew
to the Rose-tree, and set her breast against the thorn. All night long
she sang with her breast against the thorn, and the cold crystal Moon
leaned down and listened. All night long she sang, and the thorn
went deeper and deeper into her breast, and her life-blood ebbed
away from her.

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and a girl.
And on the top-most spray of the Rose-tree there blossomed a
marvellous rose, petal following petal, as song followed song. Pale
was it, at first, as the mist that hangs over the river — pale as the feet
of the morning, and silver as the wings of the dawn. As the shadow
ofarose in a mirror of silver, as the shadow of a rose in a water-pool,
so was the rose that blossomed on the topmost spray of the Tree.

But the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the
thorn. “Press closer, little Nightingale,” cried the Tree, “or the Day
will come before the rose is finished.”

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and louder
and louder grew her song, for she sang of the birth of passion in the
soul of aman and a maid.

And a delicate flush of pink came into the leaves of the rose, like
the flush in the face of the bridegroom when he kisses the lips of the
bride. But the thorn had not yet reached her heart, so the rose’s heart
remained white, for only a Nightingale’s heart’s-blood can crimson
the heart of arose.
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,,Ma formu,* fekl si, kdyz odchazel hajem, ,.,to se nedé popfit, ale
ma city? Obavam se, Ze ne. Ve skutecnosti je jako vétSina umélcet,
samy styl a zadnd uptfimnost. Pro druhé by se neobétoval. Mysli jen
na hudbu a kazdy vi, Ze uméni je sobecké. Je ale potieba ptiznat, Ze
ma v hlase krasné tony. Jaka Skoda, Ze nic neznamenaji a prakticky
nejsou k ni¢emu.“ A odesel do svého pokoje, lehl si do své malé
postele, zacal ptemyslet o své milované a po chvili usnul.

A kdyzZ na nebi zazéfil mésic, slavik odletél k rizovému kefi
a nastavil svou hrud’ proti trnu. Celou noc zpival s hrudi proti trnu
a studeny kiistalovy mésic se naklonil a poslouchal. Celou noc
slavik zpival a trn pronikal hloubé&ji do jeho hrudi a krev jeho Zivota
zn¢j vytékala.

Nejdfiv zpival o zrozeni lasky v srdci chlapce a divky. A na
samém vrSku rizového kefe rozkvetla nadherna rize, okvétni
platek po platku, jak pisen stfidala pisen. Nejprve byla bledé jako
opar nad fekou, bled4d jako nozky jitra a stfibrnd jako kiidla
rozbiesku. Jako stin rGZze ve stfibrném zrcadle, jako stin riiZze na
vodni hlading, takova byla riize, ktera vykvetla na samotném vrsku
ruzového kefe.

Ale ket volal na slavika, aby se vic pfitiskl k trnu. ,,Pfitlac,
slavicku,“ volal keft, ,,nebo piijde den diiv, nez bude riize hotova.*

Tak se slavik vic pfitiskl k trnu a pisen silila hlasitéji a hlasitéji,
nebot’ slavik zpival o zrozeni vasné v dusi muze a divky.

A listky ruze zCervenaly, jako ruménec pokryje tvar Zenicha,
kdyz polibi rty nevésty. Ale trn jeSté€ nepronikl k srdci, takze stfed
ruze zistal bily, protoZe jen krev slavi¢iho srdce miize zbarvit srdce
rize purpurem.

35



And the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the
thorn. “Press closer, little Nightingale,” cried the Tree, “or the Day
will come before the rose is finished.”

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and the
thorn touched her heart, and a fierce pang of pain shot through her.
Bitter, bitter was the pain, and wilder and wilder grew her song, for
she sang of the Love that is perfected by Death, of the Love that dies
not in the tomb.

And the marvellous rose became crimson, like the rose of the
eastern sky. Crimson was the girdle of petals, and crimson as a ruby
was the heart.

But the Nightingale’s voice grew fainter, and her little wings
began to beat, and a film came over her eyes. Fainter and fainter
grew her song, and she felt something choking her in her throat.

Then she gave one last burst of music. The white Moon heard it,
and she forgot the dawn, and lingered on in the sky. The red rose
heard it, and it trembled all over with ecstasy, and opened its petals
to the cold morning air. Echo bore it to her purple cavern in the hills,
and woke the sleeping shepherds from their dreams. It floated
through the reeds of the river, and they carried its message to the sea.

“Look, look!” cried the Tree, “the rose is finished now’’; but the
Nightingale made no answer, for she was lying dead in the long
grass, with the thorn in her heart.

And at noon the Student opened his window and looked out.

“Why, what a wonderful piece of luck!” he cried; “here is a red
rose! [ have never seen any rose like it in all my life. It is so beautiful
that I am sure it has a long Latin name”; and he leaned down and
plucked it.

Then he put on his hat, and ran up to the Professor’s house with
the rose in his hand.

The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the doorway
winding'blue silk on a reel, and her little dog was lying at her feet.
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A kef volal na slavika, aby se pfitiskl k trnu jesté vic. ,,Pfitlac,
slavicku, volal ket, ,nebo pfijde den ptedtim, nez bude riaze
hotova.*

Tak se slavik pfitiskl k trnu silngji a trn pronikl k jeho srdci.
Prudka bolest projela slavickovym télem. Krutéjsi a krutéjsi byla
bolest, divocejsi a divocejsi byla slavikova pisen, protoze zpival
o lasce, ktera se dokonava ve smrti, o lasce, ktera v hrobé neumira.

A nadherné rize znachovéla jako Cervanky vychodni oblohy.
Nachovy byl pas okvétnich listkii a nachové jako rubin bylo jeji
srdce.

Ale hlas slavika sldbnul a jeho mala kiidla se zacala tfepotat
a jeho oci se zakalily. Slabsi a slabsi byla jeho pisen a slavik v krku
citil, Ze ho néco dusi.

Pak z ného vytryskly posledni tony hudby. Bily mésic je
zaslechl, zapomnél na rozbiesk a zlistal na obloze. Zaslechla je ruda
ruze, celd se rozechvéla vzruSenim a nastavila své okvétni listky
studenému rannimu vzduchu. Ozvéna tony donesla purpurové
jeskyni v horach a probudila spici pastyte ze sna. Vznasely se nad
ficnim rakosim a to jejich vzkaz doneslo do mofe.

»Podivej se, podivej!* zvolal ket, ,,rize je ted’ hotova,”* ale
slavik neodpovédél, nebot’ lezel mrtvy ve vysoké travé s trnem
v srdci.

A v poledne student oteviel okno a podival se ven.

,»10 mam ale Stésti!* zvolal, ,,je tu ruda rize! Nikdy v zZivoté
jsem takovou rizi nevidél. Je tak krasna, jsem si jist, Ze ma dlouhy
latinsky nazev,* anaklonil se a utrhl ji.

Pak si nasadil klobouk a bézel do profesorova domu s razi
vruce.

Profesorova dcera sedéla u vchodu, na Spulku namotavala
modré hedvabi aunohoujilezel psik.
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“You said that you would dance with me if I brought you a red
rose,” cried the Student. “Here is the reddest rose in all the world.
You will wear it tonight next your heart, and as we dance together it
will tell you how I love you.”

But the girl frowned.

“I am afraid it will not go with my dress,” she answered; “and,
besides, the Chamberlain’s nephew has sent me some real jewels,
and everybody knows that jewels cost far more than flowers.”

“Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful,” said the Student
angrily; and he threw the rose into the street, where it fell into the
gutter, and a cart-wheel went over it.

“Ungrateful!” said the girl. “I tell you what, you are very rude;
and, after all, who are you? Only a Student. Why, I don’t believe you
have even got silver buckles to your shoes as the Chamberlain’s
nephew has”; and she got up from her chair and went into the house.

“What asilly thing Love is,” said the Student as he walked away.
“Itisnot halfas useful as Logic, for it does not prove anything, and it
is always telling one of things that are not going to happen, and
making one believe things that are not true. In fact, it is quite
unpractical, and, as in this age to be practical is everything, I shall go
back to Philosophy and study Metaphysics.”

So he returned to his room and pulled out a great dusty book, and
began toread.
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,Rekla jste, ze se mnou budete tancit, kdyz vam ptinesu rudou
ruzi, zavolal student.

,» Tady je ta nejrud¢jsi rize na svété. Az ji dnes vecCer budete mit
blizko svému srdci a az spolu budeme tancit, poznate, jak vas
miluji.”

Ale divka se zamracila.

,Obavam se, Ze se nebude hodit k mym Satim,* odpovedéla,
,»a, mimochodem, kancléfliv synovec mi poslal par pravych
drahokamti a kazdy vi, ze drahokamy jsou mnohem drazsi nez
kvétiny.*

,»Ja vam tedy feknu, vy jste p€kna nevdécnice, fekl student
rozzloben¢ a hodil rtizi na ulici. Tam spadla do blata a piejel ji kocar.

,Nevdecnice!* fekla divka. ,,Poslouchejte, vy jste velmi drzy.
Kdo vibec jste? Jenom student. Myslim, Ze ani nemate stfibrné
piezky u bot, tak jako kancléiav synovec, vstala ze zidle a odesla
do domu.

,,Jaka hloupa véc je laska,* fekl student, kdyz odchézel. ,,Neni
ani z pulky tak uziteCna jako logika, protoze nic nedokazuje
a vzdycky mluvi o tom, co se nestane, a nuti ¢lovéka vefit tomu, co
neni pravda. Ve skutecnosti je docela nepraktickd a dnes byt
praktickym znamena vse. POjdu zpatky na filosofii studovat
metafyziku.*

Tak se vratil do svého pokoje, vytahl velkou zaprasenou knihu
azacal Cist.
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Jazykové poznamky:

1. It is more precious than emeralds, and dearer than fine
opals. — prestoze se pfi vyjadfovani ceny castéji pouziva
milovany, mtize se dear pouzit, i kdyz mluvime o cené.

2. ...yellower than the daffodil that blooms in the meadow
before the mower comes with his scythe. — poslechnéte si na
CD tuto vétu, je v ni n€kolik slovicek, u kterych se Casto
chybuje ve vyslovnosti.

3. He was very fond of the little Nightingale who had built
her nest in his branches. — pfedminuly ¢as nam oznacuje to, co
se udalo v minulosti dfive nez néco jiného. V minulosti mél dub
velmi v oblib¢ slavika, ktery si jesté dfive v minulosti postavil
v jeho vétvich hnizdo.

4. The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the doorway
winding blue silk on a reel. — wind s vyslovnosti [wind] zna-
mena podstatné jméno vitr a s vyslovnosti [waind] znamena
sloveso tocit, kroutit, motat. Toto sloveso je nepravidelné (wind
— wound — wound). Pozor, neplést zase vyslovnost minulého
Casu a pficesti minulého [waund] se zranénim wound [wu:nd].
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