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predmluva

Postava Petra Pana se poprvé objevila v roce 1902 v roménu The
Little White Bird, ktery skotsky spisovatel James Matthew Barrie
(1860 — 1937) napsal pro dospélé. O dva roky pozdé¢ji vznikla
divadelni hra Petr Pan, aneb chlapec, ktery nechtél vyriist (Petra
Pana hrala Zena) a diky jejimu uspéchu vydavatel¢ zminéného
Malého bilého ptacka samostatné vydali kapitoly 13 — 18 z této
knihy pod ndzvem Petr Pan v Kensigtonskych zahradach (Peter
Pan in Kensington Gardens, 1904). Rozsifena divadelni hra pak
vyslajako romén pod nazvem Peter and Wendy vroce 1911.

Ptedlohou pro Petra Pana byl pry Barrieho star$i bratr David,
ktery zemiel ve 14 letech pfi brusleni, a tak v o€ich jejich matky
nikdy nevyrostl. J. M. Barrie se pratelil s rodinou Llwelyn
Daviesovych, ktefi méli pét synt. Aby pobavil dva nejstarsi, Barrie
si vymyslel postavu chlapce, ktery umél 1état — Petra Pana. Po smrti
Daviesovych se Barrie stal poru¢nikem jejich chlapcii.

Piib¢h se dockal mnoha filmovych, divadelnich i televiznich
zpracovani, napt. animovany film z produkce Walta Disneyho Peter
Pan (1953), Hook (rezie S. Spielberg, 1991), Peter Pan (rezie P. J.
Hogan, 2003).

Pted vami lezi pivodni divadelni hra pfevypravéna Danielem
Stephenem O’Connorem. Pro snadné¢j$i porozuméni je na pravé
stran¢ Cesky zrcadlovy pieklad. Na konci ptibéhu naleznete
komentafe k vybranym jazykovym jeviim, které, jak doufame,
ptispéji ke zdokonaleni vasi anglictiny. Anglicky text si muzete
poslechnout na ptilozeném CD.

Piejeme hezké pocteni!

Tym Anglictiny.com
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Early Days

In one of the nicest nurseries in the world there were beds for
three young people called John Napoleon, and Wendy Moira
Angela, and Michael, the children of Mr. and Mrs. Darling. The
nursery was wide and airy, with a large window, and a bright fire
with a high fire-guard round it, and a big clock, and prettily-
coloured nursery-rhyme pictures over the walls. It was in many
ways a most interesting household. For one thing, although there
was a pretty little parlour-maid called Liza, the children were
bathed' and dressed by a big dog called Nana, whose kennel was
keptin the nursery.

On the evening on which our story begins, Nana was dozing
peacefully by the fireside, with her head between her paws. Mr. and
Mrs. Darling were getting ready to go out to dinner and Nana was to
be left in sole charge of the children. Presently the clock went off
with a whirr, and struck — one, two, three, four, five, six — time to
begin to put the children to bed.

Nana got up, and stretched herself, and carefully switched on the
electric light. You would have been surprised to see how cleverly
she managed to do that with her mouth. Then she turned the
bedclothes neatly down and hung the little pyjamas over the fire-
guard. She then trotted up to the bathroom and turned on the water;
after feeling it with her paw to make sure that it was not too hot, she
went off to look for Michael, who, being the youngest of the three
children, must go to bed first. She returned immediately with him
sitting astride’ on her back as though she were a pony. Michael, of
course, did not want to be bathed, but Nana was firm and, taking him
to the bathroom, shut the door so that he should not be in a draught’.
Then Mrs. Darling came to peep at him as he splashed about in the
nice warm water.
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Prvni dny

V jednom z nejkrasnéjSich détskych pokoji na svété byly
postylky pro tii mladé lidi jménem John Napoleon, Wendy Moira
Angela a Michael, déti pana a pani Darlingovych. Détsky pokoj byl
prostorny a vzdusny, s velikanskym oknem a planoucim krbem
s vysokou ochrannou miizi a velkymi hodinami a hezky vybarve-
nymi obrazky s détskymi fikankami na sténach. Z mnoha divodi to
byla velmi zajimava domécnost. Naptiklad proto, ze piestoze méli
peknou malou sluzku jménem Liza, déti koupal a oblékal velky pes,
ktery se jmenoval Nana a v pokoji¢ku mél svou boudu.

Toho vecera, kdy nas piib¢h zacina, Nana s hlavou mezi pac-
kami klidn€ diimala u ohné. Pan a pani Darlingovi se pfipravovali
k odchodu na vecetia Nanu nechali samotnou, aby se postarala o dé-
ti. Za chvilku v hodinach zaskfipalo a odbilo jedna, dva, tii, Ctyfi,
pét, Sest—Cas dat déti do postele.

Nana vstala, protahla se a opatrné rozsvitila elektrické svétlo.
Byli byste piekvapeni, kdybyste vidéli, jak Sikovné to dokézala
udélat tlamou. Pak stahla elegantné pokryvky a povésila mala
pyzamka na mfiz u krbu. Potom odklusala do koupelny a pustila
vodu, a kdyz packou zkontrolovala, ze neni moc horka, odesla pro
Michaela, ktery musel jit do postele prvni, protoze byl z déti
nejmladsi. Hned se s nim vratila, sed¢l ji obkro¢mo na zadech, jako
by byla ponik. Michael se samoziejmé koupat nechtél, ale Nana
byla prisna. Vzala ho do koupelny a zaviela dvete, aby nebyl v pri-
vanu. Pak pfisla pani Darlingova nakouknout, jak se Sploucha v pii-
jemng teplé vode.

/7



Whilst Mrs. Darling was in the nursery she heard a wee noise
outside the window, as a tiny figure, no bigger than a little boy, tried
the window-latch, and vanished suddenly at her cry of surprise. She
flung the window open, but there was nothing to be seen, nothing
but the dim roofs’ of the neighbouring houses, and the deep blue sky
above. She began to frighten herself with eerie bogie tales, for the
same thing had happened the day before, when Nana had gone to the
window and shut it down so quickly that she had cut off the boy’s
shadow. Mrs. Darling had found it in Nana’s mouth, and had
carefully folded it and put it away. But she soon felt reassured when
her children came in together in answer to her call. John Napoleon
and Wendy were playing at their favourite game of being Father and
Mother, and Mrs. Darling’s beautiful face beamed with delight as
she listened to them. Suddenly, in rushed Mr. Darling, very much
excited because he could not fasten his evening tie (evening ties are
difficult things to fasten, you know). Mrs. Darling easily managed
that for him, and he was soon skipping about the room with Michael
on his back, dropping him finally into his bed with a big “bump-ah!”

Unfortunately, in going to the bathroom, Nana accidentally
brushed against Mr. Darling’s beautifully pressed black trousers,
and left some of her grey clinging hairs upon them. Now no grown-
up person likes hairy trousers, so Mr. Darling was very cross with
Nana, and spoke of dismissing her. But Mrs. Darling told him about
the weird apparition at the window, how Nana had barked at it and
shut the window down so fast that its shadow had been cut clean off
and left behind. She showed him the shadow, and told him how glad
she was to have such a treasure as Nana for a nurse. “You see how
very useful Nana is,” concluded Mrs. Darling, as the faithful dog
came in with Michael's bottle of cough mixture. But Michael was
naughty, and would not take it; there was a fine fuss over it, when
Wendy, being a clever little girl, hit on a brilliant idea.
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Kdyz byla pani Darlingova v pokojicku, zaslechla za okny
slaboucky zvuk, jak drobna postava, ne vétsi nez maly chlapec,
zkousi okenni kliku. Kdyz vykfikla ptekvapenim, ndhle zmizel.
Razem oteviela okno, ale nevidéla nic nez temné stfechy sou-
sednich dom@ a nahofe hlubokou modrou oblohu. Zacala se
zneklidiiovat straSidelnymi ptibchy o skfitcich, protoze totéz se
stalo den predtim, kdyz §la Nana k oknu a zaviela ho tak rychle, ze
chlapcovi utrhla stin. Pani Darlingova ho naSla v Nanin¢ tlam¢
a opatrn¢ ho ptelozila a ulozila. Ale hned se uklidnila, kdyz uvidéla
své déti prichazet spole¢né na jeji zavolani. John Napoleon a Wendy
hrali svou oblibenou hru na tatinka a maminku a krasna tvar pani
Darlingové, jak je poslouchala, zafila radosti. Najednou dovnitt
vbéhl pan Darling, rozruseny, protoze mu nesla zavazat vecerni
kravata (vite, vecerni kravaty se zavazuji tézko). Pani Darlingova to
lehce zvladla a on brzo poskakoval po pokoji s Michaelem na
zadech anakonec zvolal: ,,bumbac* a shodil ho do postele.

Nanestésti se Nana pii cesté do koupelny ndhodou otfela panu
Darlingovi o krasné vyzehlené ¢erné kalhoty a nechala na nich ulpét
par svych $edych chlupi. Zadny dospély nema rad na kalhotach
chlupy, takze se pan Darling na Nanu velmi zlobil a tekl, ze ji
propusti. Ale pani Darlingova mu fekla, co divného se objevilo za
okny, jak na to Nana §tékla a zaviela okno tak rychle, ze se tomu
utrhl stin a zlstal tam. Ukadzala mu ten stin a fekla, jak je rada, Ze ma
za chiivu takovy poklad jako je Nana. ,,Vidis, jak je Nana uzitecna,*
uzavrtela pani Darlingova, kdyz ten vérny pes vchazel s kapkami na
kasSel v lahvi¢ce pro Michaela. Ale Michael zlobil a nechtél si je vzit.
Nastal kolem toho p&kny povyk. Vtom Wendy, chytra mala
hol¢icka, dostala vynikajici napad.
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“Father should take some of &is medicine to keep Michael

5 99

company .

“Very well,” said Mr. Darling, “we shall see who is braver.” Two
glasses were fetched and filled in a moment. “One, two, three,”
cried Wendy; Michael took his like a man, but Mr. Darling only
pretended to, and quietly hid the glass behind his back. John caught
him in the act: “Father hasn’t taken his!” he cried, and Michael,
seeing that he had been tricked, burst into a loud “Boo-hoo-00!” Mr.
Darling, to appease Michael, thought of what seemed to him an
excellent joke. He poured his medicine into Nana’s drinking-bowl,
and when poor Nana, thinking that it was something nice, ran
eagerly to lap it up, he roared with laughter to see the reproachful
eyes she turned upon him. The children, who loved their old nurse
very dearly, were terribly distressed as she slunk to her kennel,
looking as woeful and as hurt in her feelings as ever a dog did. Mr.
Darling, angry that they did not enjoy his joke in the least, coaxed
Nana out of her kennel, seized her by the collar and dragged her oft
in disgrace, to be chained up in the yard, “the proper place for dogs,”
he said, in spite of the persuasions and pleadings of them all. Mrs.
Darling comforted the children, kissing them very tenderly as
mothers always do, tucked them up in their beds, sang them to sleep
and, leaving the night-lights burning for company, crept softly out
of'the room to go to the dinner-party with Mr. Darling.

Everything in the big nursery was now still and quiet. Suddenly
the night-lights flickered, waned, and went out one by one, and there
darted into the room a tiny ball of fire, which flitted uneasily about
and finally vanished into a jug. Then the same slender graceful
figure that had so startled Mrs. Darling leapt from the darkness
outside the window. There was just one click, the window was open,
and the little creature stepped cautiously in. He seemed to be
looking for something; and you will easily guess that what he was
looking for was his shadow. “Tink, where are you?”” he whispered,
and as then the light shone on the jug he went on: “Tink, do you
know where they have putit?”
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,, Tatinek by si mél vzit trochu svého 1€ku, aby na tom byl tak
jako Michael.*

,» Vyborng,* ¢jsi
Ptinesli dvé sklenicky a okamzité je naplnili. ,,Raz, dva, tfi1, zvolala
Wendy. Michael si srdnaté vzal svou, ale pan Darling to jen
predstiral a tiSe sklenicku schoval za zady. John ho pfi tom nachytal.
»latinek si ji nevzal!“ vykiikl a Michael, kdyz vidél, ze byl
oklamén, propukl v hlasity pla¢. Pan Darling, aby Michaela
uklidnil, vymyslel néco, co se mu zdalo jako vyborny zert. Vylil sviij
1ék do Naniny misky na piti, a kdyz to chudék Nana, v domnéni, ze
to je néco dobrého, nadsené bézela zhltnout, zaburdcel smichem,
kdyz vidél, s jakym vy¢itavym pohledem se na n¢j obratila. Déti,
které svou chiivu velmi milovaly, hrozné rozrusilo, jak se vplizila do
své boudy, s zalostnym pohledem a zranéna ve svych citech, jak to
psi vzdy délali. Pan Darling, rozzlobeny, ze je jeho Zert ani trochu
nepotésil, Nanu premlouval, at’ z boudy vyleze, popadl ji za obojek
a hanebné¢ tahl ven, aby ji uvéazal na dvofe, ,,na misto, kam psi patii®,
jak tekl, navzdory pfemlouvani a naléhani vSech. Pani Darlingova
déti uklidiiovala, nézné je polibila, jak to maminky d¢€laji, dala je do
postylek, zazpivala jim na dobrou noc a nechala svitit nocni
lampicky. Tise se vyplizila z pokoje, aby s panem Darlingem odesla
naslavnostni vecefti.

Vsechno ve velkém détském pokoji ted’ bylo klidné a tiché.
Najednou se svétla zatfepotala, slabla a lampicky, jedna po druhé,
zhasly. Do pokoje jako Sipka skocilo malé ohnivé klubko, které
neklidné poletovalo kolem a nakonec zmizelo ve dzbanu. Pak se ze
tmy za oknem vynofila tatdz Stihla ptivabna postava, ktera tak
polekala pani Darlingovou. Jen jednim cvaknutim se otevielo okno
a mala postava opatrné vstoupila. Byl to chlapec, ktery vypadal, ze
néco hleda a snadno byste uhadli, ze to, co hledal, byl jeho stin.
,»Zvonilko, kde jsi?* zaSeptal, a jak dzban ozéfilo svétlo, pokra-
coval: ,,Zvonilko, nevis, kam ho polozili?*
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Now this little ball of light was really a fairy girl who knew
everything worth knowing. Most fairies do. All you could see of her
was the little flame, but you could %ear her distinctly, she made a
tinkling noise like a little silver bell, and that was why she was called
Tinker Bell. Tinker Bell at last rested a few moments on the second
drawer of the nursery dresser; instantly the boy ran joyfully to it, and
pulling open the drawer snatched out his shadow neatly rolled up,
just as Mrs. Darling had left’ it. He had found it certainly, but the
next trouble was to put it on again. A happy thought struck him; he
would stick it on with soap! Sitting on the hearthrug, he soaped his
feet and then he soaped his shadow, but whichever way he soaped
they would not stick together. There is no use in having’ a shadow
ifit will not stick to you. After trying and trying in vain the poor little
fellow gave up the attempt, buried his face in his hands, and sobbed
despairingly.

It was then that Wendy awoke. She sat right up in bed, and, not at
all frightened, said: “Little boy, why are you crying?”

The elfin creature sprang to his feet, and taking off his cap,
bowed very politely. Wendy curtsied in return, though she found it a
difficult thing to do in bed.

“What’s your name?” asked the little boy.

“Wendy Moira Angela Darling. What’s yours?”

“Peter Pan.”

“Where do you live?”

“Second turning to the right, and straight on till morning.”

/12



To malé ohnivé klubicko byla ve skutecnosti vili divka, ktera
veédeéla vSechno, co bylo potieba. Vétsina vil to vi. Mohli jste z ni
vidét jen ohynek, ale mohli jste ji zietelné slySet. Vydavala cinkavy
zvuk jako stiibrny zvonecek, a proto se jmenovala Zvonilka.
Zvonilka se nakonec na chvilku posadila na druhy Suplik détského
pradelniku. Chlapec tam okamzité s radosti bézel. Vytahl zasuvku
a popadl stin, peclivé sto¢eny, jak ho tam pani Darlingova nechala.
Samoziejmé ho nasel, ale dalsi obtiz byla, jak ho zase upevnit.
Dostal $tastny ndpad — ptilepi si ho mydlem! Posadil se na krbovou
podlozku a mazal si mydlem chodidla a pak stin. Ale at’ délal, co dé-
lal, nedrzely u sebe. Nema cenu mit stin, kdyz vam nedrzi. Marné se
ten chlapecek snazil, az se vzdal. Vzal tvaf do dlani a beznadé&jné
vzlykal.

Tehdy se Wendy probudila. Zptima se posadila v postylce a tpl-
n¢ beze strachu fekla: ,,Chlapecku, pro¢ places?

Drobna postava vyskocila, sundala si ¢epi¢ku a zdvofile se
uklonila. Wendy se na oplatku také uklonila, i kdyz v postylce to §lo
hare.

,Jak se jmenujes?* zeptal se chlapecek.

,, Wendy Moira Angela Darlingova. A jak ty?*

,,Petr Pan.

,Kde bydlig?>*

,Druhou ulici doprava a pak rovné az do rana.*

/13



This seemed to Wendy a very funny address, but she was all
sympathy when she heard that Peter had no mother. No wonder he
was crying! But that was not the reason for Peter’s tears; he was
crying because he could not get his shadow to stick on. This made
Wendy smile, and she emphatically declared that soap was no good.
It must be sewn on.

“Shall I do it for you?” she suggested, and, jumping out of bed to
get her work-basket, she set to work at once. It hurts a good deal to
have a shadow sewn" on to your feet, but Peter bore it bravely. It
was the right thing to do, for the shadow held on beautifully, and
Peter was so delighted that he danced up and down the nursery
watching it making patterns on the floor as he flung his arms and
legs about.

“Oh! the cleverness of me!” cried Peter, overcome with joy, and
he crowed with pleasure, for all the world just as a cock would crow.

“You conceit,” exclaimed Wendy indignantly, “of course / did
nothing!”

“Oh! youdidalittle!”
“A little! If I am no use I can at least withdraw,” she said,

jumping back into bed and covering her head in a dignified way with
the bedclothes.

“Oh! Wendy, please don’t withdraw,” Peter exclaimed in great

distress. “I can’t help crowing when I’m pleased with myself. One
girl is more use than twenty boys.”
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To se Wendy zdalo jako hodné divna adresa, ale méla velké
pochopeni, kdyz slysela, ze Petr nem&d maminku. Neni divu, Ze
place! Ale to diivod Petrovych slz nebyl. Plakal, protoze si nemohl
ptipnout stin. To Wendy rozesmalo. Rozhodné¢ prohlasila, ze mydlo
je Spatné. Musi se to prisit.

,Muzu to udélat?* navrhla a vyskocila z postylky, aby si vzala
kosik na $iti. Hned se pustila do prace. Pfisivani stinu k chodidlu
poradné boli, ale Petr to snasel statecn¢. Bylo to ono, protoze stin
krasné drzel a Petr byl tak nadSeny, Ze tancoval po pokoji a dival se,
jaké déla stin vzory na zemi, kdyz mava rukama a nohama.

,,O! Jak jsem chytry!“ volal Petr, pfemozeny radosti a naparoval
se na cely svét jako kohout.

,, Iy nafoukance, vyktikla Wendy rozhotc¢eng, ,,jd jsem samo-
ziejme neudélalanic!*

,,O! Néco malo jsiudélala.*

,Malo! Pokud k ni¢emu nejsem, mizu jit pry¢, fekla, skocila
zpatky do postylky a distojné si piikryla hlavu dekou.

,O! Wendy, prosim, neschovavej se,” vykiikl Petr rozrusené.
,NemilZu si pomoct a nenaparovat se, kdyz jsem se sebou spokojen.

Vv

/15



This was rather clever of Peter, and at these sensible words
Wendy got up again. She even offered to give Peter a kiss if he liked.
Peter looked puzzled, but seeing the thimble on Wendy’s finger he
thought she meant to give him that, and held out his hand for it. Now
Wendy saw at a glance that the poor boy did not even know what a
kiss was, but being a nice little girl of motherly disposition, she did
not hurt his feelings by laughing at him, but simply placed the
thimble on his finger.

Peter admired the thimble very much. “Shall I give you a kiss?”’
he asked and, jerking a button off his coat, solemnly presented it to
her.

Wendy at once fastened it on a chain which she wore round her
neck, and, forgetting the puzzle in his mind, she once more asked

him for akiss.

Immediately he returned the thimble. “Oh! I didn’t mean a kiss,
I meant a thimble!”

“What’s that?” he asked.

“It’s like this,” replied Wendy, and gently kissed his cheek.

“Oh!” cried Peter, “how nice!”” and he began to give her thimbles
in return, and ever afterwards he called a kiss a thimble, and a
thimble a kiss.

“But Peter, how old are you?” continued Wendy.

“I don’t know, but quite young. I ran away the day [ was born.”

“Ran away —why?”
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To bylo od Petra chytré a tato uvazliva slova Wendy zase vytahla
z postylky. Dokonce Petrovi nabidla, Ze jestli bude chtit, dd& mu
pusu. Petr vypadal zmateng, ale kdyz uvidél na prst¢ Wendy
naprstek, myslel si, Ze to je to, co mu chce dat, a natahl pro n¢j ruku.
Wendy hned pochopila, Ze ten ubohy chlapec ani nevi, co to je
polibek, ale protoze to byla hodna hol¢i¢ka s matetskymi city,
nechtéla ho zranit. Nesmala se mu a jednoduse mu na prst navlékla
naprstek.

Petr naprstek velmi obdivoval. ,,Mam ti ja dat pusu?* zeptal se.
Utrhl si z kabatu knoflik a slavnostné ji ho vénoval.

Wendy si ho hned pfipevnila na fetizek, ktery méla na krku.
Zapomng¢lana zmatek v jeho hlavé a znovu ho pozadala o polibek.

On ji hned vratil naprstek. ,,0! Nemyslela jsem pusu, ale naprs-
tek!“

,Cotoje? zeptal se.
,» 1o jetohle,” odpovédéla Wendy anézné ho polibila na tvar.

Ol vykiikl Petr, ,to je p&kné!“ a zacal ji davat ndprstky na
oplatku a potom vzdycky fikal polibku naprstek a naprstku polibek.

,»Ale, Petie, jak jsi stary?* pokracovala Wendy.

,Nevim, ale docela mlady. Utekl jsem toho dne, kdy jsem se
narodil.*

,Utekl —pro¢?«
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“Because I heard my father and mother talking about what I was
to be when I became a man. I don’t want to be a man. I always want
to be a little boy and have fun. So I ran away and lived among the
fairies.”

Wendy was almost speechless with delight at the thought of
sitting beside a boy who knew fairies, and after a minute said:
“Peter, do you really know fairies?”

“Yes, but they’re nearly all dead now. You see, Wendy, when the
first baby laughed for the first time, its laugh broke into a thousand
pieces, and they all went skipping about, and that was the beginning
of fairies. And now, whenever a new baby is born, its first laugh
becomes a fairy. So there ought to be a fairy for every little boy and
girl, but there isn’t. You see children know such a lot now. They soon
won’t believe in fairies, and whenever a child says: ‘I don’t believe
in fairies,’ there’s a fairy somewhere that falls down dead.”

Peter suddenly looked about the room, as though he were
searching for something. Tinker Bell had disappeared! Before he
could grow anxious, however, a tinkling of bells was heard, and
Peter, who knew the fairy language, of course understood it. He
pulled open the drawer in which his shadow had been hidden, and
out sprang Tinker Bell, very angry with him for shutting her up
accidentally in the drawer. She skipped about the room, but Wendy
gave such a cry of delight that Tink was frightened and hid behind
the clock.

“But Peter,” continued Wendy, “if you don’t live with the fairies,
where do you live?”

“I'live with the Lost Boys.”

“Who are they?”
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,Protoze jsem zaslechl tatinka a maminku mluvit o tom, kym
budu, az se stanu muzem. Nechci byt muzem. Vzdycky chci byt
chlapcem abavit se. A tak jsem utekl a zil mezi vilami.*

Wendy skoro ztratila fe¢ radosti z pomysleni, ze sedi vedle
chlapce, ktery zna vily, a po minuté fekla: ,,Petie, ty opravdu znas
vily?«

,»Ano, ale ted’ uz jsou skoro v§echny mrtvé. Vis, Wendy, kdyz se
prvni dit¢ poprvé zasmalo, jeho smich se rozbil na tisic kouskd,
vSechny zacaly poskakovat, a tak vznikly vily. A ted’, kdykoli se
narodi nové miminko, jeho prvni smich se stane vilou. A tak by
kazdy chlapecek a hol¢icka méli mit vilu, ale nemaji. Vis, dnes toho
déti hodné védi. Brzy ve vily nebudou véfit. A kdykoliv néjaké dité
fekne: ,,Neverim ve vily,“ nékde jedna vila padne mrtva.

Petr se nahle rozhlédl po pokoji, jako by néco hledal. Zvonilka
zmizela! Nez se vSak zacal bat, zaznélo zacinkani a Petr, ktery znal
vili jazyk, mu samoziejmé porozumél. Oteviel zasuvku, ve které
piedtim byl stin, a Zvonilka vyskocila ven, velmi rozzlobena, Ze ji
omylem zaviel do skiiné. Hopsala po pokoji, ale Wendy radosti tak
vykftikla, ze se Zvonilka vydésila a schovala se za hodiny.

,»Ale, Petfe,” pokratovala Wendy, ,.kdyZ nezije§ mezi vilami,
kde zijes?”

,Zijumezi Ztracenymi chlapci.”

,Kdotoje?”
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“Why, they are the children who fall out of their prams when
their nurses are looking the other way. If they are not claimed within
seven days, they are sent far away to the Never-Never-Never Land
to defray expenses. [’m their Captain.”

“Oh! what fun! But, Peter, why did you come to our nursery
window?”

Peter told her that he came to listen to the lovely stories Wendy’s
mother related to her children, for the Lost Boys had no mothers,
and no one to tell them any stories. He also told her how he led them
against their enemies, the pirates and the wolves, and how they
enjoyed bathing in the Lagoon, where beautiful mermaids sang and
swam all day long.

“I must go back now,” he went on, “the boys will be anxious to
hear the end of'the story about the Prince and the Glass Slipper. I told
them as much as [ knew, and they’re longing to hear the rest.”

Wendy begged him to stay.

“I’ll tell you lots more,” she promised, “ever so many stories if
you’ll only stay.”

“Come, Wendy!” exclaimed Peter, struck with a new idea. “You
can tell us all the stories there, and darn our clothes, and tuck us in at
night. None of us has ever been tucked in. All the boys long for a
mother. Oh, Wendy, do come!”

It was a tempting idea to Wendy, but a sudden thought came
across her mind. “Peter, I can’t! Think of Mummy! Besides, I can’t
ﬂy.’ﬁ

“I’ll teach you, Wendy.”
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Toto je pouze ndhled elektronické knihy. Zakoupenf jeji plné
verze je moZzné v elektronickém obchodé spole¢nosti eReading.
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