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Good, Michelle (2020) Five Little Indians. HarperCollins Publishers, Toronto, Ontario, Canada.
Poznámka k překladatelskému zadání:
Níže uvedený text tvoří dva úryvky ze dvou po sobě jdoucích úvodních kapitol románu Michelle Good Five Little Indians a představují dvě z hlavních postav a situaci, která je svedla dohromady a které se snažily čelit i společně.
Celý román bohužel není online k dispozici, ale z autorizovaných internetových zdrojů lze snadno zjistit mnohé o něm, o jeho autorce i o pozadí událostí a situací, které románové postavy prožívají.
TEXT K PŘEKLADU:
Kenny
Kenny took one backward glance, the tiller firm in his hand. Today, the clouds swirled at sea level, the shifting mists like a painter’s brush, all but obliterating the island. The Mission School might not have been there at all, a bad dream, it was lost so completely in the deep coastal fog. The first time he’d seen the Mission, he was six years old, crammed into a boat with a dozen or so little kids, the steeple piercing the clouds as though it floated above them all, unhinged from the earth. Back then, he’d sat there, numb, as the boat docked, overcome with a feeling he didn’t understand. Now, he was too familiar with that feeling. Being totally helpless was his daily fare at the Mission. Being used to the feeling made it no easier.
He reached into his pocket, double-checking, and pulled out a small piece of paper. It had been folded and folded again into a small, dusty square. He thought of Lucy, risking a beating to pass him that note, that day in the dining hall. He read it again, as he had over and over in the past weeks. Yor brave. His determination rose every time he read it, as did his humiliation, remembering he had been wearing a purple-flowered dress, his head shaved, with a sign around his neck, I am a runaway, in bold red letters, when she’d slipped him the note. Brother had just exposed his bare ass to all the kids gathered in the dining hall and beat him and beat him with his paddle, determined to make him cry, furious when he couldn’t.
…
Lucy
“You.” Sister Mary loomed over the senior girls at breakfast, pointing to Lucy. “Back to the dorm. I will be there presently.” Lucy waited until Sister was gone. She looked at the girls she shared her meals with and shrugged her shoulders. “Now what?”
Edna, Lucy’s closest friend since Maisie’s departure, spoke up with a catch in her throat. “I told you. It’s your birthday tomorrow. You’re gonna leave.”
The following day was Lucy’s sixteenth birthday. It was well known to the inmates at the Mission that they were supposed to be allowed to leave the school when they turned sixteen. But it didn’t always happen that way. Since they were cut off from the Mainland, it was not as if the students could just walk away. They needed aid and permission. Sometimes, especially in the cases of orphaned children with no one to raise questions, they would be kept at the Mission for years after they hit the age of freedom. At sixteen, their status quietly changed. They became the voiceless ghosts, paid a few dollars in return for long days as scullery maids, and labourers – mid-century indentured servants. Lucy fully expected she would be the next pitiful graduate scrubbing the huge pots and pans encrusted with old porridge or stew. She was resigned, wondering what else she would do anyway.
Lucy sat on her cot, hands in her lap, trying to ignore the fear rising in her as she waited for Sister. She ran her hand through her hair, her fingertips homing in on the raised scars from the razor. Finally, she could hear the reports of Sister’s hard leather heels announcing her approach. She counted them and sat on her hands so they wouldn’t shake. She looked to the window at the low-hanging clouds, hoping for the best.
“You’re leaving tomorrow. Pack your things. The boatman will be picking you up at the dock at three.”
Lucy reached for the suitcase. “Where am I going?” Lucy almost smiled at how short Sister had become over the years. She remembered Sister looming over her with the razor ten long years ago, when Lucy stood before her, fresh off the boat, seasick and terrified. She had seemed like a giantess then.
“We have a ticket for you to Vancouver.”
 
