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Synopsis

Every year on the evening of December the 5th, St Nicholas, the angel and a group of
devils visit every child in the Czech Republic. The child is to perform a song or recite
a poem. If all goes well, the child receives a small gift from the angel's basket. If not,
the devils may take the child, put it in their sack and bring it with them to Hell.

Brit, who is from Denmark, finds this ritual rather brutal, but what is worse, her own
children aren’t able to handle the situation at all — they panic.

But then something occurs to Brit: maybe this odd tradition is a chance, not only for
her children, but for herself as well, to finally learn how to be less afraid? And so, she
sets out on a quest into the dark of a nearby forest and also into the heart of her own
and her children's fear.
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Vitr, kroky
Tinke: Schhh, pockejte! ... Nic neslysim
Kroky
Brit: Jsme na utéku. Utikame v kombinézkach pres pole plny snéhu.
Scchhhh!!
Brit: Pravidelné zastavujeme a naslouchame
Sept
Brit: Je totiZ tma a mlha a skoro nic nevidime

Kroky
Stop!

Brit: Je 5ého prosince — a honi nas Certi...
Tadeas: Ja se bojim...
Brit: ...anebo spiSe strach z Certd.

Zvony - kroky - dunéni

Détska basnicka: Certy a Sertidla
Brit: Ale tento nas uték pres pole vabec neni zacatek tohoto pfibéhu. Zacalo
to o tfi roky dfive. Tenkrat jsme byli Cerstvé nastéhovani do vesnice na
Moraveé - tam jsme pfijeli z Danska, kde zadny Mikulas s andélem a hlavné
Certi nejsou.
Détska basnicka
Brit: Tahle tradice byla pro mné uplné nova

Brit: VSechno jsem zazila poprvé a prosincovou zvukovou kulisu nahravala
nejdfiv ve Skolce.

Détsky hlas: ... kdyz jsem v pyitii.
Détsky hlas: Kdo chce vsechno vedét, musi tfi dny v pekle sedét
Fotoaparaty — smich

Zvony
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Wind, footsteps
Tinke: Shhhh, wait! ... | can't hear anything
Footsteps

Brit: We're on the run. We're in our winter overalls running across a snow-
covered field.

Shhhhhhh!!!
Brit: We stop now and then and listen around
A whisper
Brit: It's dark and there's fog and we can hardly see anything

Footsteps
Stop!

Brit: It's the 5th of December — and devils are after us...
Thaddeus: I'm scared...
Brit: ...or fear of the devils, rather.

Bells - footsteps - rumbling

A children's song: Devils and Imps
Brit: But our flight across the field isn't the beginning of the story, not by a
long shot. It all began three years earlier. We were fresh after our move to a
village in Moravia, and we'd come from Denmark, where there's no St.
Nicholas with his angel, and, most of all, no devils.
A children's song

Brit: This tradition was entirely new to me

Brit: | experienced it first and recorded the December-time soundtrack for the
first time at preschool.

Child's voice: ...when | was in the bag.
Child's voice: He who wants all to tell, has to sit three days in hell
Laughter

Bells
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Tinke: zpiva dansky
Brit: dansky
Brit: Pak priSel paty prosinec a novackem jsem byla nejen ja, ale i dcera
Tinke a syn Tadeas, bylo jim 7 a 3. Doma v kuchyni jsme o¢ekavali pfichod
Mikulase.
Tinke: dansky
Brit: Tinke fikala, ze se boji.
Tinke: dansky
Brit: Tadeas, Ze ho boli bfisko.
Skékani a dychani
Brit: Ale ja jsem hlavné byla zvédava: zaZijeme poprvé tento Cesky zvyk!
Tadeas zpiva

Brit: Na podlaze si Tinke hrala s pejskem, Tadea$ zpival dansky o opicich a
papouscich.

Brit: Hov!
Brit: Pak jsem néco slysela z venku.

Brit: Jurooo
Tadeas: Naaaaaj - Kkfic, plac

Brit: Tadeas - schhh - pfijde$ dolu, Juro?

Kri¢, plac

Certy kfici
Brit: Tadeas kficel, Ze je nesmime pustit dovnitf. Tinke, Ze nesmime oteviit.

Tadeas krici a plaka
Brit: Pfesné to jsme ale udélali: otevreli jsme dvere.
Certy hulakaji

Brit: Svym nejsladSim hlasem jsem se snazila upozornit na krasného Andéla.

Ale dominantou pfed nasima o€ima byla skupina obrovskych Cert: Chlupati,
misto oCi Cerné diry, fetézy kolem krku.
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Tinke: singing in Danish
Brit: speaking Danish

Brit: So then came the fifth of December and | wasn't the only newbie, but so
were my daughter Tinke and my son Thaddeus, who were 7 and 3. We waited
at home in the kitchen for Nicholas to come.

Tinke: talking in Danish
Brit: Tinke said that she was scared.

Tinke: talking in Danish
Brit: And Thaddeus, that his stomach hurt.

Jumping and breathing

Brit: But most of all | was curious: We'd experience this Czech tradition for
the first time!

Thaddeus singing

Brit: Tinke was on the floor playing with the dog, Thaddeus was singing in
Danish about monkeys and parrots.

Brit: Huh!
Brit: Then | heard something outside.

Brit: Juraaa!
Thaddeus: Noooooo - screaming, crying

Brit: Thaddeus - shhhhh - you're coming down, Jura?
Screaming, crying
Deuvils raving outside

Brit: Thaddeus screamed that we can't let them in. And Tinke that we can't
open the door.

Thaddeus screaming and crying
Brit: But that's exactly what we did: we let them in.
Devils hollering
Brit: | tried, in my sweetest voice, to get them to look at the pretty Angel. But

all we could really see in front of us was the group of enormous devils: Hairy,
black holes instead of eyes, chains around their necks.
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Cert: Byls hodny?
Tadeas krici - zvony

Tinke zpiva — dunéni

Babic¢ka: Halo?
Brit: Potom jsme zavolali babi¢ce v Dansku
Babicka a Tadeas: danstina

Brit: Kdyz jsme ji vypravéli, co se tu u nas akorat odehralo, byla velmi
prekvapena

Tadeas: danstina

Babicka: danstina
Brit: A i kdyz to nefekla pfimo, citila jsem v jejim hlase, Ze si mysli Ze déti by
se takhle strasit neméli.

Babicka: danstina

Brit: A Instinktivné jsem to vlastné citila podobné: V Tadeasoveé placi jsem
slySela paniku — a bylo mi z toho zle.

Dvere
Brit: Zaroven mné ale napadlo néco jiného:
Kroky a vitr

Brit: Mozna mikulasska tradice ma svuj ucel. Treba je to zpusob jak v détech
budovat odolnost a odvahu...

Brit venku: Je vecer, je tak kolem deset hodin, a je tma, a ted’jsem $la ven.
Brit: Docela bych sama potfebovala najit vétsi odvahu.
Brit venku: Vesnice je za mnou a ja jdu nahoru do kopce, do tmy.

Brit: Moje terapeutka fika, ze ¢lovék ma Celit tomu, Eeho se boji... Ze pak
strach Casto opadne.

Brit venku: Ja nikdy normalné do tmy nechodim - sama - protoZe se
bojim...
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Devil: You been good?
Thaddeus screaming - bells

Tinke singing — rumbling

Grandma: Hello?
Brit: After they left, we called Grandma in Denmark
Grandma and Thaddeus: in Danish

Brit: When we told her about what had taken place here, she was very
surprised

Thaddeus: in Danish
Grandma: in Danish

Brit: And though she didn't come out and say it, | could hear in her voice that
she thought we shouldn't have scared the kids so much.
Grandma: in Danish

Brit: And | instinctively felt the same way, really: | had heard panic in
Thaddeus's tears - and | felt awful about it.

Door
Brit: At the same time | thought of something else:
Footsteps and wind

Brit: That maybe the St. Nicholas tradition has its own purpose. Maybe it's a
way to build up some kind of resilience and courage in children...

Brit outside: It's late, around ten o'clock, it's dark, and I've gone outside.
Brit: It's about time | found a little more courage myself.
Brit outside: I've left the village behind and I'm going uphill, into the darkness.

Brit: My therapist said that one has to do what they are afraid of... then the
fear usually goes away.

Brit outside: Normally | would never walk in the dark - alone - because I'm
afraid...
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Kroky v mistnosti - brum -
hlas: On si byl véera ... ve Svratce

Josef: Ja si dam nohy do tepla.

Brit: No, to si dej, to ur€ité. Ja si vemu tu zidli mGzu?

Josef: Jo mize§, vSecko muzes.

Brit: Dobry... a tohle dam tak

Brit: Jak vnimas smrt?

Josef: Jak vnimam smrt?

Brit: Mhm.

Josef: No, ja si myslim, Ze kdyz ¢lovék usne, tak je to jako ¢astecna smrt.
Zpivani v pozadi

Josef: A ja nepocitam, Ze po smrti je néjaky Zivot, vi§? Kdyz uhynu, tak
uhynu a nic po mné nezbyde.

Kroky v travé
Brit venku: Mam chut’ se prosté sebrat a béhat zpatky...

Brit: Tmy jsem se bala vzdycky. Jako dité jsem bydlela na statku na danském
venkove a kazdé rano Sla krmit kozy. | kdyZ byla zima a tma. Pak jsem bézela
zpét do kuchyné jak o zivot, srdce v krku.

Vecer, kdyz jsem $la spat, jsem se také bala. Zhasla jsem lampu a dostala
jsem strach, ze oslepnu, Ze uz nikdy nic neuvidim.

Brit venku: Tady neni nic vidét
Brit: Musela jsem rozznout a zkontrolovat o¢i.
Brit venku: Jenom takove stiny, ¢erné a Sedée
Brit: A jednou b&hem vedefe jsem dostala pocit, Ze nem(izu dychat. Ze
umiram v tenhle moment. Mama mé vzala ven na Cerstvy vzduch a pak mé
trochu sprdla, ze délam zbyteCnou paniku, Zze se mam prosté poradné

nadechnout.

Brit venku: Na pravo jsou kravy, ja vidim jeji stiny a furt se musim
podivat do...UHH
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Footsteps inside - fridge hum -
A voice: He was here yesterday ... in the river Svratka

Josef: I'll just warm up my feet.

Brit: Sure, go ahead, please. Itis okay if | just use this chair?

Josef: Sure you can, whatever you want.

Brit: Great... okay, that's better

Brit: How do you think of death?

Josef: How do | think of death?

Brit: Uh-huh.

Josef: Well, | think that when one falls asleep it's sort of like a partial death.
Singing in the background

Josef: And | don't expect that there's some kind of life after death, you know?
When | die, I'll be dead and after that there'll be nothing left of me.

Footsteps in grass

Brit outside: Part of me feels like snapping to my senses and running back
home.

Brit: I've always been afraid of the dark. | lived in a barn in the Danish
countryside as a kid, and every morning | went to feed the goats. Even when
it was cold and dark. Then | would run back to the kitchen like | was running
for my life, my heart in my throat.

At night, when I'd go bed, | was also afraid. | would turn out the lamp and then
get scared that | would go blind, that | would never see anything ever again.

Brit outside: You can't see anything here
Brit: | had to turn the light back on and check my eyes.
Brit outside: Just these shadows, black and grey
Brit: And once during dinner | had the feeling that | couldn't breathe. That |
would die that very second. Mom took me outside for some fresh air and then
scolded me a little for making such a scene for no reason at all, that | just

have to take some deep breathes.

Brit outside: There are cows on the right, | can see their shadows and
the whole | time | have to look at... WHAA!!
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Brit: A Josefe, co strach?
Josef: Strach - ne nemam. To se musi$ s tim srovnat a potom nemas strach.
Brit: Jak to udélas, jak tim se srovnas?
Josef: No tak proberes, Ze urcita doba utekla, zazil jsem svoje a ted musim
umfit. No a tak, ja bych chtél, az umfu - tak tady mam nachystany tmavy
oblek...
Brit: Jo, ve skfiné?
Josef: Jo v skfini, tady hned z kraje...

zpivani v pozadi

Josef: Sacku, kalhoty a tak, spodni pradlo, bilou koSili, kravatu, tak to mam
nachystani...do truhly - ja nevim jak se to spravné fekne po Cesky...

Brit: A takhle se na to diva maj tchan, Josef
Josef: A potom by mné spalili v Jihlavé. A bude pokoj. // smich
Brit: Ale kdyz ja myslim na smrt, tak ja mam obrovsky strach...

Josef: Smich

Brit venku: Ohh, srdce mi bus$i do usi.- mam takové stazeny bficho.

Zpivani - dunéni
"Von si byl véera"

Brit: Vite o tom, o den kdyz pfijede ten Mikulas?

Tinke: A Certy? A Certy?
Brit: No, a Certy...

Tadeas: Krik!
Tinke: A andél?
Brit: A andél

Brit: A ¢eho se bojis?
Tadeas: Certu
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Brit: And what about you, Josef, any fears?

Josef: Fear - nope, | don't have any. You only have to face it and then there's
nothing to be afraid of.

Brit: How do you do that? How do you face it?
Josef: Well, like, you face up to the fact that a certain amount of time has
passed, I've had my share of it, and now it's my time to die. And, yeah, after |
die I'd like to - here I've even got my black suit ready...
Brit: Yeah, in the closet?
Josef: Yeah in the closet, right in front...

singing in the background
Josef: A jacket, pants and yeah, underwear, the white shirt, a tie, I've got it all
ready to go...into the box (uses a slovac word) - | don't know how to say it in
Czech...

Brit: And that's the way that my father-in-law, Josef, sees it

Josef: And then they'll burn me in Jihlava. And then there’ll be peace and
quiet. // laughter

Brit: But when | think about death, | get this huge fear...

Josef: Laughter

Brit outside: Ohhh, my heart is pounding - my stomach is twisting.

Singing - rumbling
"He was here yesterday"

Brit: Do you know about it, about the day when Nicholas comes?

Tinke: And the devils? And the devils?
Brit: Yeah, the devils too...

Thaddeus: Waaaaah!
Tinke: And the angel?
Brit: And the angel

Brit: And what are you afraid of?
Thaddeus: The devils
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Brit: A co délaji Certy?

Tadeas: Oni kdyz zlobi$ hodné&, tak ho daji Certy Clovéka do pytliku a
donesou ho do pekla.

Brit: Fakt? A ty se boji$ abys byl odneseni do pekla?
Tadeas: Ydrydr

Brit: Ze jsou tak $karedy, takhlens dé&laji?

Kroky - dychani - vitr

Brit: Na jednou se mné zda, Ze se strachy moje a mého syna opravdu v
nécem spojuji

Brit venku: Oh, nékdo ka$le - nékdo tady je...
Brit: On se boji pekla a ja smrti.
Brit venku: Ale kde?

Brit: Nakonec mozna vSechny lidské strachy - v€etné téch détskych - jsou
jeden a ten samy strach...

Ton
Brit venku: Shit, ja se nemuzu hybat

Brit: ...strach ze smrti.

Ton - zvonky

Tinke zpiva

Brit: Hele, feknéte mné... Tinke a Tadeas: myslite, Ze pfijedou tento rok,
Mikulas, andél a Certy?

Tinke: Samoziejmé! Kazdy rok pfijede
Tadeas krici
Brit: Prala bych si, aby se moje déti bali min, nez ja.

Tinke: Ehm, ve Skole kdyZz jsem byla prvhacka, tak jsem se bala jenom toho
velkyho...
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Brit: And what do the devils do?

Thaddeus: They, when you're really bad, then they put you in a bag and take
you to hell.

Brit: Really? And you're afraid of being taken to hell?
Thaddeus: Ydrydr (imitating devils)

Brit: That they're so ugly, and that they talk like that?

Footsteps - breathing - wind

Brit: One day | suddenly realize that my son and I's fears really have
something in common

Brit outside: Oh, someone's coughing - someone's here...
Brit: He's afraid of hell and me death.
Brit outside: But where?

Brit: Maybe, in the end, all human fears - including the ones of children - are
one and the same fear...

A tone
Brit outside: Shit, | can't move

Brit: ...the fear of death.

A tone - bells

Tinke singing

Brit: Hey, tell me something... Tinke and Thaddeus: do you think they'll come
this year, Nicholas, the angel, and the devils?

Tinke: Definitely! They come every year
Thaddeus screaming
Brit: 1 would like my children to be less afraid than | am.

Tinke: Umm, when | was in first grade, | was only afraid of the big one...
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Brit: Jsem rozhodnutd, Ze na dalSiho Mikulase budeme Iépe pfipraveni. Kdyz
to ostatni Ceské déti zvladnou, pro¢ by nemohly ty moje?

Brit: A bala ses aby on té vzal?
Tinke: Ne!

Brit: Vubec?

Tinke: Ne!

Brit: Aby té snédlI?

Tadeas: Oni, Certy neji lidi - oni je pfinesou do pekla pak té sni a d4ji je
mamince zase vykaslani déti...

Brit: Fakt?

Tadeas: Na podlahu - takhle: Ydr!
Brit: Ze ty Serty ji ty déti v pekle a pak to vykaslavaji doma u maminky?
Tadeas: Jo - na zem!

Brit: To opravdu zni straslivy!

Tinke: Neni pravdal

Brit: Ale fika se to tak, Tinke?

Tinke: Co?

Brit: Rikéa se to tak?

Tinke: Nefika se to.

Brit: To ted Tadea$ vymyslel, mysli§?
Tinke: Ano

Brit: Jo?

/ISmich
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Brit: I've decided that we'll be better prepared for the next St. Nicholas Day. If
all of the other Czech kids can handle it, why shouldn't mine be able to?

Brit: And were you afraid he'd take you away?
Tinke: No!

Brit: Not even a little bit?

Tinke: No!

Brit: That he'd eat you?

Thaddeus: They, the devils, don't eat people - they take them to hell, then
they eat you, and give the Mom back the same kids but all coughed up...

Brit: Really?
Thaddeus: On the floor - like this: Ydr! (imitating devils)

Brit: So the devils eat the kids in Hell and then cough them back up at home
with Mom?

Thaddeus: Yep - on the ground!

Brit: That sounds totally horrifying!

Tinke: That's not what it’s like!

Brit: But that's what they say, Tinke?

Tinke: Huh?

Brit: Isn’t that what they say?

Tinke: No, that's not what they say.

Brit: So you think Thaddeus just made it up?
Tinke: Yes

Brit: Yeah?

/[Laughter
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Zvony
Hluboky hlas

Brit: Jenomze v téch pfipravach mam trochu nevyhodu - nerozumim pfesné
principu MikulaSského straseni. A proto ani nevim, jak to mam vSechno
vykladat détem.

Hlas: Peklicku... teplicku

Brit: Manzel Jura taky neni moc velka pomoc:
Brit: Co jsi mysliS o tom - celym?
Jura: O tom zastraSovani déti? No, Ze to je docela brutalni
Brit: Jo? ... Pamatujes si MikulaSe od své détstvi?
Jura: To si moc nepamatuju, skoro viibec - nebo vubec si to nepamatuju...
Brit: Ze nebyl?
Jura: Ale asi byl, ale ja si to nepamatuju.
Brit: Ty jsi bydlel v méstg...
Jura: Ja jsem bydlel ve mésté, na sidlisti Stalingrad - a tak mozna, Ze tam to
dost eliminovali, to ja fakt nevim. To bych se musel zeptat rodi¢lim, jaky to
bylo.
Brit: A tak si radéji obratim na mistniho experta.
Kroky v predsini

Brit: Vesnicka Skolka, kam chodi Tadeas, uz je ozdobena andély a Certy z
papiru - a pan feditel souhlasil, Ze mi pomUze se v tom vSem zorientovat

Tadeas: Dobly den
Pan reditel: Tak, dobry den

Brit: Co fikate détem o téch Certl - existujou nebo neexistujou?

Pan reditel: O téch Certl fikame, Ze existuji, dokonce tfeba tedka, kdyz
mame uz vypocetni techniku tak si mizeme z internetu stahnout rizné
varianty Certd - no a spojujeme to s peklem, to je takovy od pradavna viastné
ukazka toho, kam bysme se nechtéli dostat, to je takovy to negativni
samoziejme, kam bysme teda vlastné nikdo nemél sméfovat - naopak, Ze
bysme méli sméfovat do nebe, Zze?, Ze to je zase ten andél...
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Bells
A deep voice

Brit: Only that | have a small disadvantage while making my preparations - |
don't really understand the principle in the St. Nicholas Day scaring. And
that's why | don't know how to explain it all to the kids either.

A deep voice: We will take you to our Heck, welcome here have a little sweat!

Brit: My husband Jura isn't so helpful either:

Brit: What do you think about it - overall?

Jura: About scaring the kids? Well, that it's pretty brutal

Brit: Yeah? ... Do you remember St. Nicholas Day from your childhood?

Jura: | can hardly remember it, just barely - or, | actually can't remember it at
all....

Brit: It didn't exist?
Jura: Maybe it did, but | can't remember it.
Brit: You lived in the city...
Jura: | lived in the city, at the Stalingrad housing project - and it's possible
that they had more or less gotten rid of it, | really have no idea. | would have
to ask my parents how it was.
Brit: So then, I rather turn to the local expert.

Footsteps in hallway
Brit: The village school where Thaddeus goes is already decorated with
paper angels and devils - and Mr. Director has agreed to try to help me get a

grip on it all.

Thaddeus: Good moaning
Director: Good morning

Brit: What do you tell the kids about the devils - are they real or not?

Director: We tell them that devils are real, even now when have so much
computer technology and we can download all sorts of devils from the internet
- and, yes, we connect it with Hell, it's like, really, from time immemorial, a
representation of where we would not like to go, of course it's quite negative,
or where nobody should ever try to go - we should try to get to heaven, right?
and so, again, there's the angel...
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Utrzek melodie
Brit: A jak jako... z pedagogického... z ped... ja to neumim fict!
Pan reditel: Z pedagogického hlediska
Brit: Z... no tak - dékuju! - jak...jako to straseni, jaky to je?
Pan reditel: No, ja mam takhle: Ja rad pouzivam metodu cukr a bi€. A tak, to
- da se fict - straSeni a zase to laskavé slovo, to spolu tak néjak souvisi. Ale
patfi to k nasi tradici, no, ja zase v tom nevidim zadny problém / smich
Brit: Ja v tom také nevidim Zzadny problém, ale ten strach, ktery to dité
poznava skrz tfeba ty Certy, jak to vyuziva v Zivoté potom? Ja myslim tfeba
dospély lidi se také boji, Ze jo?
Pan reditel: Boji! Pfiznejme si, Ze nevime co bude po smrti. Nékdo je véfici,
ano, nékdo je nevéfici, ano vSechno - ale nikdo to nevi, nikdo to nezazil. Ale
ja si myslim, Zze kazdy ma urcitého miru strachu, nékdo to maskuje - nékdo,
Ze si déla haura, ale myslim si, Ze u kazdyho najdeme slabinu, kazdy ma svy
slabé misto, ktery vlastné si muze odkryt.

Dychani - vitr - kroky

Brit venku: Ja se furt musim podivat jestli je néco za mnou - néco! Co by to
mohlo byt pro boha?

Krava buci
Brit venku: Nic, Ze jo? ...ok
Kravy buci

Brit: JA mam ten problém nebo prosté mam ten zazitek, Zze moje déti se boji
az moc.

Pan reditel: Aha!l

Brit: A tfeba Ze minuly rok mi Fikali obé& potom jak uz pfisli Certy - my mame tu
vesnice a docela tu drsnou verze

Pan reditel: Jasné jasné
Brit: A oni Fikali: PFisti rok my nechceme byt v Cesku na tenhle ten den, jo

Pan reditel: Smich // Tak snad odjizdite?
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A snatch of melody
Brit: But how, like, from the pedagogical... from the pedagoo... | can't say it!
Director: From the pedagogical standpoint

Brit: From thh... yes, that - thank you! - how like, the scaring them, what's in
it?
Director: Well, | see it this way: | am fan of the old sugar and whip method.
And the - let's call it - scaring and again the kind word, in some way they are
connected. But it's one of our traditions, you see, and, again, |1 don't really see
any problem with it // laughter
Brit: | don't see any problem with it either, but the fear that the child
encounters through, for example, these devils, how can it use it in their life
afterwards? | mean, adult people are afraid too, aren't they?
Director: Sure they are! Look, let's just admit that we don't know what's after
death. Someone is religious, yes, someone isn't, and all that - but nobody
knows, nobody's gone through it to tell. But | think that everybody has a
certain amount of fear, some people hide it - some people might play the
tough guy, but I think that we can find a weakness in everyone; everyone has
their weak spot that can be uncovered.

Breathing - wind - footsteps

Brit outside: | have to keep checking if something's behind me - something!
What could it be for Christ's sake?

A cow moos
Brit outside: Nothing, right? ...okay
A cow moos

Brit: | have this problem, or well just the experience, that my kids are a little
too afraid.

Director: Ahal

Brit: And, last year, both told me after they devils came — we have a pretty
rough version of it in our village

Director: Sure, sure

Brit: And they said: Next year we don't want to be in the Czech Republic on
that day, yeah

Director: Laughter // So you're leaving then?
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Brit: Asi ne, ale ... No, tak Ze ja furt jako trochu feSim, co jim mam fict aby se
nebali az moc?

Pan reditel: Az moc, no. No jako, ja bych to asi pojal tak, Zze kazdy ¢lovék ma
prosté moznost délat dobry véci a Spatny véci, a Ze kdyZ délate dobry véci,
tak vlastné i ten Cert pochopi, Ze tam jeho misto konci - tam ta role je prosté
pro néj tabu. Kdyz budeme délat Spatny véci, budeme zlobit, budeme néco
rozbijet a tak dale, provokovat, no tak tam Certovi roste ta sila, jo, a kdyZ budu
hodnej...

Brit: Uz tomu asi rozumim: Déti se boji Certu, protoze to je ten most do pekla.
Ale nevédéla jsem, ze Certy vlastné mazu ovlivnit.

Brit: To je dobry napad protoZe to mné nenapadio!
Brit: Stale ale moc nerozumim jedny véci: ta legrace - ta lehkost, s kterou
dospéli postavi déti pfed peklo.
Zvony - hlasy
Pan reditel: Zrovna vCera jedna hol€i¢ka se nam tady rozplakala. Bylo to
takovy srandovni protoZe nahofe v bytech nékdo tukal maso na Fizky
pravdépodobné - tak jsem toho vyuZil a Fikam: Certy pfipravi - Cisty boty -
kopyta si brousi / smich / a tak mala Amalka chudak z toho byla upIné na
vétvi /smich / breCela nam tady, tak jsme toho vyuZili protoze ona zase
nechce jist...
Détska basnicka: Otvirejte Certy vrata - ten se ...
Pan reditel: Tak Amalka teda nakonec snédla i tu poliv€i¢ku
Détska basnicka: Certy kluci, erty holky - maji radi éerné vdolky

Brit: Pro mné je to nejdivnéjsi zdrobnélina.

Deétska basnicka: Je to teplo, teplicko - je to peklo, peklicko
Brit: Peklicko!

Dunéni - hlasy

Kroky - dychani

Brit venku: Jsem nahofe, na kopci - pfede mnou 200 metru odsud je ten les,
ten tmavy, cerny les ---
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Brit: Probably not, but... Well, it's constantly on my mind a little, what do you
think | should tell them so they're not so afraid?

Director: Too much, yeah. Well, okay, maybe | would put it this way, that
every person's got the choice to do good things or bad ones, and when you
do good things, well then even the devil understands that he's got no place
there - that there that role is for him off limits. When we do bad things, we're
going to irritate people, we're going to break something and so on, going to
provoke, you see, that only makes the devil more powerful. Yeah, and when
I'm nice...

Brit: I'm starting to get it: Kids are afraid of the devils because it is the bridge
to Hell. But | didn't know that | could have an effect on the devils.

Brit: That's a good idea, | didn't think of that!
Brit: But there’s one thing | still don't understand - the enjoyment - the
easiness with which adults stick kids in front of Hell.
Bells - voices

Director: Just yesterday a girl cried on us. It was funny because someone in
the apartments above was probably pounding meat, making cutlets or
whatever - so | capitalized on it and | said to her: the devils are preparing -
clean shoes - sharpening their hooves / laughter / and poor little Amalka was
white as a sheet/ laughter / she was crying here at school, so we used it on
her because she didn't want to eat again...

A children's song: Open the devils’ gate...
Director: So, in the end, Amalka even finished her little soup

A children's song: Devil nymphs and devil tykes - like their strudels black as
night

Brit: For me, the diminutives are the weirdest part.
A children's song: It's hot, there's sweat - it's hell, it's heck
Brit: Heck!

Rumbling - voices

Footsteps - breathing

Brit outside: I'm high up, on the top of the hill - 200 meters from here | can see
the forest, the dark, black forest ---
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Pan reditel: No, ja si do dneska pamatuju, co se mi stalo. Jako malému
klukovi, sedél jsem jesté na noCniku - vite co to je no¢nik?

Brit: Jojo jo
Vitr - dech

Pan reditel: Do dneska mi to uvizlo v hlavé, jak jsem se strasné bal, Ze mi ti
Certi vezmou - a Ze jsem prosté za to zaplatil i vypraskem - protoZze kompoty
byli odsypani - no, tak jako, to se nezapomina...

Vitr

Brit venku: Ja slySim, jak fouka ve stromech tam.
Ja nevim ¢eho se tam bojim — ale fakt se bojim, fakt tam nechci, vibec -
vubec tam nechci - nechci jit tam

Vitr

Brit: Zjistim, Ze mam kamaradku, ktera pravé z Mikulasskych tradic zaZzila to
nejhorsi...

Brit: Ty jsi mi fikala, ze jsi byla v pytli, kdyz jsi byla mal3a, tak jak se to stalo?

Kamaradka: No, ja jsem asi byla na takové pohovce v kuchyni... a voni néjak
pfisli a ja jsem... Ze jo, tak vétSinou vi$, Ze oni pfinesou néco dobryho a Ze to
bude néjaka legrace a tak, jo. Ale prosté ja jsem neméla nikdy rada takovy to,
Ze musi$ Fikat tu basni¢ku - a myslim, Zze jsem to odmitla a oni mi teda strcili
do pytle a to bylo...//smich// my jsem méli takovy kFiz, takovyho Krista doma,
tak zrovna pod tim Kristem mi strcili do toho pytle a jakoby zavieli a musela
jsem fict néjakou takovou tu basniCku a teprve pak mi pustili...

Brit: V tom sacku?

Kamaradka: V tom pytli, no. // Smich // To se mi moc libi: v sacku - do sacku
bych se asi nevysla, no v tom pytli

Il Smich obé Il
Vitr
Brit: Jaky to bylo vevnitf, v tom pytli?
Kamaradka: Noo... Hele se mi to pfislo néjaky ponizujici... Tak jako, ten

hruby pytel, smrdi — takovym néjakym nevétranym ... nevim ¢im...

Brit: Bala ses v tom pytli?
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Director: Well, I still remember today what happened to me. As a little boy,
when | was still using the potty - do you know what a potty is?

Brit: Yeah yeah yeah
Wind - a breath
Director: It's stuck in my head till today, how terribly scared | was that those
devils would take me away - and | paid for it with a spanking - because the
jams got knocked over - yeah, well you know, one doesn't forget such things...
wind
Brit outside: | can hear how the wind is blowing in those trees over there.

| don't know what I'm afraid of there — but | really am, | really don't want to, not
at all - there not at all - I don't want to go there

Wind

Brit: 1 come to find that | have a friend who actually experienced the worst of
all of the St. Nicholas Day traditions...

Brit: You told me that you were in the bag when you were young, how did it
happen?

Friend: Yeah, well, | was sitting in the kitchen... and they somehow showed
up... right. Ok so, usually it goes like this: It's supposed to be some kind of fun
or whatever, okay. But | never liked the fact that you had to recite a poem -
and | think that | refused to, and then they stuffed me into the bag. And that
was it...//laughter// we had a crucifix, like Christ at home, and it was right there
under that Christ that they stuffed me into the bag and one way or another
closed it, and | had to recite the poem before they'd me out...

Brit: In the jacket? (using the wrong czech word)

Friend: In the bag, yeah. // Laughter // That's great: in the jacket - | probably
wouldn't have fit into a jacket, yeah in the bag

/I Mutual laughter //
Wind
Brit: How was it inside, in the bag?
Friend: Well... Look, it was pretty degrading... Like, you know, this rough bag,

it reeks - stale somehow ... who knows from what...

Brit: Were you afraid in the bag?
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Kamaradka: Ne, ja si nemyslim, Ze bych se bala, ale Ze jsem byla asi strasné
nastvana, Ze tedka mi jako potupili a Ze to ted musim Fict, jo. Spis tak.

Brit: A co, nebala ses, Ze oni ti vezmou pry¢ - odnesou?

Kamaradka: ...no...mozna, ja nevim.../smich

Brit: ProtoZe ono se fika, Ze ti Certy vemou ty zlobivy déti do pekla, Ze jo?
Kamaradka: No, no...

Brit: Ale do pekla mizou jen mrtvy lidi, ne?

Kamaradka: No, to si nemyslim, tak pfece jsou rizny pohadky kde se do
pekla dostanou i smrtelnici, Zze jo? Za trest tfeba nebo omylem...tak...

Brit: Tak Ze to nemusi byt spojeni se smrti myslis§?
Kamradka: Neee, to vibec, to vlbec.

Zvonky
Ton

Brit a Puk: dansky
Brit: Je Fijen, ale neobvykle slune¢ny den a se sestrou miizeme sedét venku.
Jmenuje se Puk, je mladSi nez ja, a pracuje jako Iékarka. Je silna a hlavné
nebojacna.

Brit a Puk: dansky

Brit: Vypravim ji o tradici s Mikuladem, o tom jak se déti boji unosu do pekla a
0 me teorii, Ze kazdy strach je ve své podstaté strach ze smrti.

Brit a Puk: dansky
Brit: Puk na to fika Ze takového unosu do pekla by se urcité také bala.
Puk: dansky
Brit: Pak ale fekne, Zze sama zna strachy, které nesouvisi se smrti.
Puk: dansky

Brit: Strach z osamélosti.
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Friend: No, | don't think | would have been afraid, but that maybe | was super
angry, like they humiliated me and now | have to recite that stupid poem,
yeah. More like that.

Brit: And so what, you weren't afraid they'd take you way?

Friend: ...well...maybe, | don't know...//laughter

Brit: Because they say that the devils take naughty kids to hell, right?
Friend: Yeah, yeah...

Brit: But only dead people can go to Hell, right?

Friend: No, | don't think it goes like that, because there are different tales
where even mortals make it to Hell, aren't there? As a punishment maybe or
by accident...yeah...

Brit: So you don't think it has to be tied to death?

Friend: Nooo, not at all, not at all.

Bells
A tone

Brit and Puk: speaking Danish

Brit: It's October, but an unusually sunny day and my sister and | can sit
outside. Her name is Puk, she's younger than me, and she's a doctor. She's
strong and, most of all, she’s fearless.

Brit and Puk: speaking Danish (I Tjekkiet er der jo...)
Brit: I'll tell her about the tradition with Nicholas, about how children are afraid
of being kidnapped and taken to Hell, and about my theory that every fear in
its essence is a fear of death.

Brit and Puk: speaking Danish (Og det er jo virkelig noget...)

Brit: Puk says that she would also for sure be scared of getting kidnapped
and taken to hell.

Puk: speaking Danish (Jeg synes nu ogsa jeg har noget frygt...)

Brit: Then she says that she herself knows of fears which are not related to
death.

Puk: speaking Danish (Som for eksempel...)

Brit: The fear of loneliness.



Czech Radio

Puk: dansky (Det var nok frygten for ensomhed...)

Brit: Strach z toho, Ze se Clovék ocitne ve stavu, kdy nemuze citit radost z
ni¢eho.
Puk: dansky (Faktisk jeg har selv pravet...)

Brit: Vypravi mi néco, co mi nikdy nefekla.
Puk: dansky

Brit: Ze pro ni dlouha léta mySlenka na vlastni smrt pfedstavovala cestu ven.
Vidéla smrt jako vychodisko, kdyz bude nejhur.

Puk a Brit: dansky

Brit: Toto vnimani zacalo v puberté, kdy v sobé objevila strach, Zze bude
nepovedena...

Puk: dansky
Brit: Strach zZe se ocitné v zivoté uplné sama — strach, Ze nebude umét zit.

Tony
Hlas - dansky

Brit: A mysli$, zanechal to néjakou stopu na tebe?
Kamaradka: No, doufam, ze ne // smich // Doufam, Ze ne!

Brit: Ale vlastné, ty jsi mi fikala, Ze se neboji§ smrti a ja jsem si fikala, jestli to
neni spojeni, jestli nemas ne-strach protoZze jsi zazila néco takovyho
strasidelného?

Kamaradka: To si nemyslim. Ja se nebojim smrti protoZe jsem - Ze jo - kdyz
jsem byla dit&, ja jsem chodila zpivat na pohiby... Tak zZe, ty vesnické pohiby,
Ze jo, to vidis, ze ten Clovék jenom spi nebo dokonce néktefi mrtvy se
usmivaji, Ze jo! Treba moje babicka se usmivala. Tak ze ja, kdyZz jsem vidéla,
jak umira a jak nabirala takovy ten posledni dech, tak z toho jsem byla
vystrasena docela dost. Ale kdyz jsem potom ji vidéla v rakvi, jak uz lezi a
jenom se usmiva, tak jsem se fikala: No, tak se ma dobfe, jo. A taky no, jsme
byli katolici, Zze jo. Tak ze od maliCka ses jako indoktrinovana, ze to je to
nejlepSi co mlze byt, Ze jo - nebo ze to peklo je tady na zemi - po smrti uz
jenom dobfe...

Atmosféra venku
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Puk: speaking Danish (Det var nok frygten for ensomhed...)

Brit: The fear that one will get into a state where they can't feel joy from
anything.

Puk: speaking Danish (Faktisk har jeg selv pravet...)
Brit: Then she tells me something she's never told me before.
Puk: speaking Danish (...som en meget lettende udve;...)

Brit: That for her the thought of her own death represented a way out for
many years. She saw death as a refuge, for when the worst came.

Puk and Brit: speaking Danish

Brit: This way of seeing things started in puberty, when the fear rose up in her
that she would be a failure...

Puk: speaking Danish (angsten for ikke at lykkes...)

Brit: Fear that she'd end up in life completely alone — fear that she wouldn't
know how to live.

Tones
Voice - in Danish

Brit: And do you think it left some kind of mark on you?
Friend: Well, | hope not // laughter // | hope not!

Brit: But, actually, you told me that you weren't afraid of death and | was
asking myself if it might not be connected, that you're without this fear
because you’ve experienced something so terrifying?

Friend: No, | don't think so. I'm not afraid of death because, well, when | was
a girl 1 used to go sing at funerals... So, you know how it is, at these village
funerals, you see, the person is only sleeping, or, some of the dead were
even smiling, right! My grandma was smiling, for one. So when | saw how she
was dying and how she took her last breath, from this | got really quite scared.
But then when | saw her in her coffin, how she was laying and was just
smiling, | told myself: Eh, she's doing just fine, yeah. And, yeah, we were
Catholics too, you know. So from childhood you were indoctrinated that this
was as good as could get, yeah - or that Hell was here on Earth basically -
and everything would be good only after you die...

Outside atmosphere
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Puk: dansky

Brit: Kdyz Puk uz byla dospéla, trpéla nékolik let depresi a béhem tohoto
obdobi se stavaly myslenky na smrt konkrétné;jsi.

Puk: dansky
Brit: Méla ve skiini pilulky, o kterych védéla, Ze mohou zpusobit zastavu
srdce.
Puk: dansky
Brit: Nikdy sebevrazdu neplanovala, ale uklidnilo ji, Ze pilulky ma.
Puk: dansky
Brit: Kdyz se stala mamou, toto nouzové vychodisko ztratila.
Puk: dansky
Brit: Ted ma v zivoté ¢lovéka, ktery na ni tolik zavisi, Ze v Zadnym pfipadé
nemuze jen tak odejit —
Puk: dansky
Brit: — a to ji vlastné docela tla¢i do kouta.

Puk: dansky

Brit: A jeSté jedna véc: Nyni jako doktorka na oddéleni psychiatrie v Zadném
pfipadé nepovazuje sebevrazdu ani eutanazii za feseni.

Puk: dansky
Brit: Vé&fi, Ze je spravny zabranit lidem v sebevrazdé...
Puk: dansky

Brit: ...a Ze i pfes psychickou nemoc, je vzdy nadéje, ze Clovék mize zit
hodnotny zivot.

Puk: dansky
Ptaci
Brum
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Puk: speaking Danish (Og sa har jeg haft nogle éar...)

Brit: When Puk was already an adult, she suffered from depression for a few
years and during that time her thoughts about death got more concrete.

Puk: speaking Danish (Ehm, og jeg fik jo faktisk...)

Brit: In her closet she had some pills she knew were able to stop her heart.
Puk: speaking Danish (...det passede mig godt...)

Brit: She never planned to commit suicide, but it calmed her mind that she
had the pills.

Puk: speaking Danish (...og det synes jeg faktisk selv...)
Brit: When she became a mom, she lost this emergency refuge.
Puk: speaking Danish
Brit: Now there’s a person in her life which depends on her so much that
there's no way she could just up and leave —
Puk: speaking Danish (...fordi jeg har ikke nogen vej ud)
Brit: — and that basically pushes her into a corner.

Puk: speaking Danish (Jeg skal sige en sidste ting!)

Brit: And one more thing: Now, as a doctor in a psychiatry ward, there is no
case in which she considers suicide or euthanasia a solution.

Puk: speaking Danish (Altsa at man kan ikke afskaffe lidelse i sit liv)
Brit: She believes that it's right to protect people from committing suicide...
Puk: speaking Danish (Men jeg tror virkelig pa...)

Brit: ...even with a mental illness, there's always the hope that the person can
live a worthwhile life.

Puk: speaking Danish
Birds
Rumbling
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Jura: To jsme si rekli, vid, Ze nejsou certi?
Brit: Jste o tom mluvili?
Jura: mm
Brit: Bal se, Tadeas?
Jura: Nebal - on se jenom ptal, jestli Zijou Certy a ja jsem mu vysvétlil Ze ne

Brit: Kdyz pfichazi-uz po druhé paty prosinec, jsme pfipraveni, jako pfed
maratonem.

Brit: On cely rok se baji...
Tadeas: Neboji!
Jura: Az prijdou certi, bude$ se bat? Nebo uz si bude$§ uvédomovat, Ze jsou to
previeceni...
Tadeds: Jen tak tro$ku...
Jura: Ale Lulu se bude bat, ta bude...
Brit: Nakonec jsme se rozhodli pfichod €ertd co nejvice od-dramatizovat:
Tadeas: Ja chci nakreslit Certa
Jura: Maze$ nakreslit Certa
Brit: smich
Tadeas: | zlobinka
Jura: | zlobinka nakresli, no
Brit: Rekli jsme détem, Ze je to divadlo, Ze jsou to jen previeéeni lidé...
Tadeas: A tady bude...
Brit: Ze Sertim nic nedovolime...
Jura: Pefinka krasna, takova duchna dplné

Brit: Ze kdyz jsou déti hodné - a to my vime, Ze uréité jsou - tak na né &erti
vubec nemuzou.

Jura: Co tam bude?
Brit: Naucily se basni¢ky o tom, Ze ten kdo je kamarad, nemusi si Certll bat.
Jura: Ej, ten je teda, ten ma rohy!
Brit: Slibili jsme, ze bychom nikdy ¢ertim nedovolili je odnést

Tadeas: Tak tady ses ty holobradku!
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Jura: We've already talked about that there are no devils, right?
Brit: You talked about it?
Jura: Mhmm
Brit: Was Thaddeus scared?
Jura: He wasn't - he just asked if devils existed and | explained to him that
they didn’t

Brit: So when the fifth of December comes round for the second time, we're
prepared, like before a marathon.

Brit: He's been scared all year...
Thaddeus: No, | haven'!
Jura: Are you going to be afraid when the devils get here? Or are you going to
realize that they're just dressed up...
Thaddeus: Okay, a little bit...
Jura: But Lulu will, she'll be afraid...

Brit: In the end we decided that before the devils arrived we'd play it down as
much as possible:

Thaddeus: | want to draw a devil
Jura: You can draw a devil
Brit: laughter
Thaddeus: And a naughty kid too
Jura: Yeah, draw a naughty kid too

Brit: We told the kids that it's all just theatre, that they're just people dressed
up...

Thaddeus: And here there’ll be...
Brit: We won't let the devils do anything...
Jura: What a beautiful swaddling cloth, completely made of down

Brit: When the kids have been good - and we know for sure that they have -
then the devils can't do anything to them.

Jura: What's going to happen?

Brit: We learned songs that say that someone who is a good friend doesn't
have to worry about the devils.

Jura: Hey, he’s something else, check out those horns!
Brit: We promised that we'd never let the devils take them away.

Thaddeus: So here you are, you spring chicken you!
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Vitr - dech

Brit venku: Stojim na okraji lesa. Divam se mezi stromama, ale nevidim ani ty
stromy, vidim jenom €erno... Musim jit dovnitf nez odsud odtecu...

Kroky - vétve
Brit: Tady je prvni strom - au.
Vetve

Brit: Nic nevidim

Jura: UZ jdou - neboj - ja té budu drset, jo?
Tinke: Dansky
Jura: To je ta maminka jenom 30.25

Certy hulakaji - zvonky

Brit: Jdou sem?

Jura: Jo asi...nevim

Brit: Jo - oni jdou sem. Ja je vidim.
Jura: Neboj se
Brit: Pojd!
Jura: Pojd, ja ti budu drzet...

Tadeas: Ja nechci!

Tinke: dansky

Plac
vPes stéka
Certi hulakaji

Vitr
Brit: Jsem v lese - ve tmé

Zensky hlas: Tady nékdo zlobil, je to pravda?
Cert: Byli jste hodny?
Tadeas: Ja jsem nezlobil!

Vitr
Brit: Uh, uz fakt chci jit, fakt chci jit ven
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Wind - a breath
Brit outside: | am standing on the edge of the forest. I'm looking between the
trees, but | can't even see any trees, it's all just blackness... | have to go
inside or get out of here fast.
Footsteps - branches
Brit: Here's the first tree - ouch.

Branches

Brit: | can't see at all

Jura: They're coming - don't be afraid - I'm going to hold you, okay?
Tinke: Speaking Danish
Jura: It's only that mommy...

Devils hooting and hollering - bells

Brit: They're coming here?
Jura: | guess so...I don't know
Brit: Yep, they're coming here. | see them.
Jura: Don't be afraid
Brit: Come!
Jura: Come, I'm going to hold you...
Thaddeus: | don't want to!
Tinke: speaking Danish

Crying
A dog barking
Devils hooting and hollering

Wind
Brit: I'm in the forest - in the dark

A woman's voice: Someone here's been naughty, is that true?
Jura: Tell them you haven't been naughty - tell them!
Devil: Have you been good?

Thaddeus: | wasn't naughty!

Wind
Brit: Ohh, | want to get out of here already, | really want to leave
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Cert: Nebo také jesté s nami muzes jit do peklaaaa
Pes stéka
Brit: dansky
Tadea$: Naaaaaaaaj / kfici, plaka

Brum
Zvonky

Brit: au au au - oh shit!
Ton
Brit: uhhh - arrrhh
Dunéni
Déti: Teplo teplicko
Brit: Peklo peklo peklicko

Déti: Je to peklo peklicko!

Brit: Co to je?
Jura: To je ta polevka?

Stépdn: To je... Jo vlastn&, my mame jesté tu polévku. J& jsem na ni
skoro zapomél

Brit: Pfes kopec, 15 km od nas, bydli kamarad Stepan s rodinou.

Brit: No, tak jo, tak mi fekni: v€era byl Mikulas$, co si mysli$ o téch
Certl?

Stépan: No, ja si myslim, Ze dobry &ert, Ze musi znat miru, jo! Ze musi
prosté se umét.. krotit. Myslim, ze nejsnadnéjsi role v tehle té skuping,
Mikulasskou, Certovskou, andélsky, je Cert, kdyz nezna miru. Kdyz
prosté si da panaka, rozejede se a je pak divokej, tak to by pak zahral
kazdej. Ale dobry Cert musi védét, kdy ma zabrzdit, no...

Brit: Jak jste to délali tady s dcerou véera?
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Devil: Or maybe you could come with us to Heeelllll
A dog barking
Brit: speaking Danish
Thaddeus: Nooooooooo / screaming, crying

Thunder
Bells

Brit: ow ow ow - oh shit!
A tone
Brit: ohhh - arrrrgh
Rumbling
Children: It’s hot, there’s sweat
Brit: Hell Hell Heck

Children: It's Hell Heck!

Brit: What's that?
Jura: Is it that soup?

Stépdn: It's... Yeah, that's right, we still have the soup. This is lassi,
like a desser.

Brit: Over the hill, 15 km from us, is where my friend Stépan lives with
his family.

Brit: So, okay, tell me: yesterday was Nicholas Day, what do you
think about the devils?

Stépan: Hmm, well | think that a good devil must know about balance,
yeah! That it must really be able to...draw in its horns. | think that the
easiest role in that whole group, St. Nicholas, the devil, the angel, is
the devil who doesn't know balance. When he just has a shot, starts
going off and then he's all wild, well anyone can do that. But a good
devil has to know when to put the brakes on, right...

Brit: What did you do for it here last night with your daughter?
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Stépdn: No, my jsme véera, protoZze FrantiSka se pravé téch Sertl uz
boji aniz by je vibec vidéla - a vime jak by ... jak oni prosté divoceji.
Tak jsme FrantiSce fekli, Zze pfed nima zavieme dverfe, ze je sem
nepustime - a dali jsme ven pun€ochy. No a pak jsme prosté, pred
oknama jsem trochu zazvonil zvoneckem, zahartusil a pak jsme se Sli
podivat, Ze uz tady byli, a ponozky byli naplnéni a jako Ze, tak to
funguje uz druhy rok.

Déti ve skolce
Tinke zpiva
Déti ve skolce zpivaji: ...zimni ¢as, Mikulas bude zas...
Hlasy
muzsky hlas: "Tady bude i hlasova nahravka"

Déti zpivéji: "Kdo ma jiné lidi rad, kdo umi byt kamarad, nemusi se Certu bat"

Stépdn: A nevim jestli si nékdy troufneme ty erty sem prosté pozvat. Ale
snad jo zase. Protoze to by byla $8koda aby o to pfisli, o toho Mikulase...

Brit: A proc je to Skoda?

Stépdn: ProtoZe ja si to pamatuju z détstvi, Ze je to dobry, jo, ten strach. Ze
vlastné cely den ¢lovék mysli na to, Ze toho ho jako ¢eka, a Ze ten Cert pfijde
a ze se boji, a Zze by nejradéji prosté zalezl nékam pod gauc. Ale teda kdyz
ten strach pfekona a fekne basnicku, tak dostane jesté tu odménu - Ze to je ta
mira: Je to urCity strach, ktery je mozny jako pfekonat a pak dostat jesté
odmeénu za tu state€nost. Takhle kdyz to funguje, tak je to dobry - kdyzZ je to
dité tak vydéseni, Zze ho pfekonat nemuze, tak to je prosté Spatné, ze...

Déti kfici jako Serty

Pan reditel: No ja si do dneska pamatuju, co se mi stalo. Jako malému klukovi
- sedeél jsem jeSté na nocniku - a jako jsem mél poli a tam byli kompoty,
maminka moje méla zavareni kompoty, svestky jo, a tohlens to. A dole
zarachotili Certy. Ja jsem vystrelil z no¢niku. Do dneska si to pamatuju.

Nejake 55 let je to - jeSté vic - do dneska mi to uvislo v hlavé, jak jsem se
strasné bal, Ze mity Certy vezmou a Ze jsem prosté zaplatil za to i vypraskem
protozZe ty kompoty byli rozsypany... No jako, to se nezapomina...
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Stépdn: Well, last night, because Frantiska is already quite afraid of
the devils and without even having seen them - and we know over the
top they get. So we told FrantiSka that we would shut the door on them,
that here we won't let them in - and we put stockings outside. Yeah and
then, in front of the window | rang a little bell for a second, raised my
voice a bit, and then we went to take a look, saw that they'd been here,
and the stockings filled, and that's how it works for the second year
already.

Children in preschool
Tinke singing
Children in preschool, singing: ...it's cold out, Nicholas is about...
Voices
male voice: "Here there'll be voice recording”

Children singing: "He who likes the others, he who always plays fair, about
the devils needn't care”

Stépadn: And I'm not sure if we'll ever dare invite the devils in. But then again,
maybe. Because it'd be a shame if it was lost, St. Nicholas Day...

Brit: Why would it be a shame?

Stépdn: Because | remember it from my childhood, because it's good, you
know, that fear. That for the whole day you think about it, about what's in store
for you, and then the devil comes and there's that fear and you most of all just
want to crawl under the couch. But then you overcome the fear and say the
poem and then comes a reward - that's the balance | was talking about
before: There's a certain fear which is possible to overcome and then for that
courageousness comes a reward. When it works out this way, it's good - and
when the kid is so mortified that he can't overcome it, well then it's just bad,
you know...

Children making devil noises

Director: Well, | still remember today what happened to me. | was a small boy
- sitting on the potty - and we had some shelves and there were jams, my
mom had made jams, from plums, and whatnot. And the devils were clanking
around below. | shot up from the potty. | remember it to this day. About 55
years already - no, more - it's stuck in my head to this day, just how scared |
was that the devils would take me to Hell and I still had to pay for it with a
spanking because the jams got knocked over... Well, yeah, you don't forget
such things...
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Déti kfici jako Certi
Tinke zpiva dansky
Hlasy ve skolce
Tinke zpiva dansky

Zvonky

Brit: Oj, tu je svétlo... jsem zpatky ve vesnici... To je néco tak pfijemnyho.
Tady sviti lampy, poulicni

Kroky

Brit: To je moc fajn

Tinke: Ahoj
Digitalni signal z mobilu
Tinke: Ano
Brit: A tak se stalo ...
Tinke: Bude u vas zitra Certy?
Brit: ...Ze dalSi rok jsem ideje Celeni strachu z Certd vzdala.
Tinke: MuzZeme prijit?
Brit: Misto toho jsme se vydali na uték pres zasnézena pole.
Kroky
Brit: Klouze ahhhh

Brit: Na toho tfetiho Mikulase jsme zvolili Ut€k za kamarady Maruskou a
FrantiSkem do sousedni vesnice.

Brit: Ahoj - my jsme pfisli supr... /Pes stéka/ Ah ah, Lulu!
/Hlas Marusky/
Brit: Co?

Brit: U nich v teplém obyvaku jsme si dali polévku a €a;.
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Children making devil noises
Tinke singing in Danish
Voices in the preschool
Tinke singing in Danish

Bells

Brit: Ahhh, here's some light...I'm back in the village... What a good feeling.
Lamps are shining, streetlights

Footsteps

Brit; It's fantastic

Tinke: Hey
Digital signal from a mobile phone
Tinke: Yes
Brit: So, it turned out...
Tinke: Are the devils coming to your place tomorrow?
Brit: ...that | gave up on the idea of facing the devil fear another year.
Tinke: Can we come over?
Brit: Instead we set out on our escape across this field of snow.
Footsteps
Brit: Sliding ahhh

Brit: For this third Nicholas Day we chose to escape to our friends Maruska
and FrantiSek in the next village over.

Brit: Hey - we made it... /Dog barking/hey hey Lulu!
Maruska's voice
Brit: What?

Brit: We had soup and tea in their warm living room.
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Pribor
Tadeas: Ja si dam pak jesté jednou
Brit: To takeé voni
FrantiSek: To je vyvar z uzenyho masa
Tadeas: Prosim, vic houbovy kasi!
Brit: Je to moc dobry, fakt

Brit: Dobruatky pak Certi nechali na parapetu u kuchynského okna.

Velka rana
Dunéni
Vrrzani
Hlasy

Brit: V rozhlase, kde ted pracuiji, je paternoster.

Brit: Jeden letni den dlouho, dlouho po vSech Certech, se Tadeas dozveédél,
Ze je mozné v paternosteru zUstat a jezdit kolem dokola.

Brit: Bojis se?
Tadeéas: TroSku

Brit: Museli jsme to urcité zkusit i kdyz se bojime tmy, malého prostoru a
Certa.

Tadas: 6. patro!
Brit: 6. patro - vystupte - my tady zustaneme, jo, tak zkusime to - zkusime to,
zkusime to...

Brit: Moje terapeutka fika, Ze opak strachu neni odvaha - ale dlvéra.

Brit: Uf uf uf uf
Tadeas: Uuuuu

Brit: Jsme nahore - aj aj gj
Tadeas: Ajajaja

Brit: V paternosteru jsme s TadeaSem objevovali takové malé a soukromé a
vlastné uplné perfektni, pojizdné peklicko.

Brit: Tak jsme to dali!
Tadeas: dansky
Brit: No, my jsme to dobre zviladli, vid?
Tadeas: dansky
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Silverware
Thaddeus: I'll have some more
Brit: It smells great
Frantisek: The broth is made from smoked meat
Thaddeus: More mushroom mash please!
Brit: It's delicious, really

Brit: And the devils, they left some goodies for the kids on the kitchen
windowsill

A big boom
Rumbling
Scraping

Voices

Brit: At the radio, where | work, there's a paternoster elevator.

Brit: One summer day, long, long after all the devils, Thaddeus found out that
it was possible to stay in the paternoster and ride up and down over and over
again.

Brit: Are you scared?
Thaddeus: A little bit

Brit: We definitely had to try it even though we're afraid of the dark, small
spaces, and the devils.

Thaddeus: The 6th floor!
Brit: The 6th floor - please step out - we're staying right here, yeah, let's go for
it - go for it, go for it...

Brit: My therapist says that the opposite of fear isn't courage - it's faith.

Brit: Uff uff uff uff
Thaddeus: Oooo00
Brit: We're on top - ohhh ohhh ohhh
Thaddeus: Eeeeeeeoooh

Brit: In the paternoster Thaddeus and | discovered a small and private and,
all in all, totally perfect hovering little heck.

Brit: We did it!
Thaddeus: speaking Danish
Brit: C'mon, we did great, didn't we?
Thaddeus: speaking Danish
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Brit: Takové opravdové peklicko.

Brit: jak si predstavuje$ peklo ty?
Tinke: v8echno Sedé ... samota ... a ticho.

Brit: Ticho
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Brit: An authentic heck if there ever was one.

Brit: How do you imagine Hell?
Tinke: everything gray ... solitude ... and silence.

Brit: Silence



