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V détstvi jsem se vzdy divila, proc je kolem mé vesnice v lese tolik dér v
zemi. Domnivala jsem se, ze tyto diry jsou Ukazy zahalené do tajemstvi
lesa. Tehdy jsem o historii tohoto kraje védéla jen malo, ale les si své
vzpominky stale uchovava.

V roce 2022 jsem se ponofila do archivl Veverské Bitysky, obce, kde
jsem se narodila. Oslovila jsem mistni kronikarku llonu Coufalovou,
ktera vyzpovidala desitky pamétnikl o jejich zivoté v obci v letech
1929-1945.Uvédomila jsem si, jak moc se tato vypraveni lisi od mych
vlastnich zkuSenosti. Mista, ktera jsem si idealizoval, se pro jiné stala

voevos

Po letech se vracim na misto v lese nedaleko domu svych rodi¢d - na
letni détsky tabor YMCA, kde jsem travila kazdé prazdniny. Prochazim
znamym lesem, prekracuji potok a divam se na misto, kde jsme se
ztratili béhem nocni hry, kdyz mi bylo deset let. Stejné misto se prolind i
timto pribéhem:

,Duben 1945. Rano byl nalet. Odesli jsme se s rodi¢i schovat ven za
Bitysku. Vzali jsme si sebou jen par véci do batohu a néjake jidlo. Nas
smér byl za Rico nad YMCU, (kde byl na pravém brehu Svratky posta-
veny letni tabor). Tam jiZ bylo plno rodin s détmi - nebylo misto. Tatinek
byl hajny a domluvil se s dalsimi chlapy, Ze skaci stromy a postavi z nich
ve svahu bunkr.(...) Jednou k nam do bunkru prisel pan ucitel Nehyba

a spolecné s nim jsme vylezli na kopec Chocholu, odkud jsme vidéli na
Bitysku. Byla viditelna mista zasahi bombami, ze kterych se dymilo."

During my childhood | wondered why there were so many holes in the
ground in the forest arround my born village. | assumed that these holes
were phenomena shrouded in the mystery of the forest. | knew little about
the history of this region then, but the forest still holds its memories.

In 2022, | delved into the archives of Veverska Bityska, the village whe-
re | was born. | contacted the local chronicler, llona Coufalova, who
interviewed dozens of witnesses about their life in the village between
1929 and 1945, and | realized how different these accounts were from
my own experiences. Places | had idealised became for others a symbol
of the most challenging experiences of their lives.

Years later, | think back to a place in the woods near my parents’ house
- the YMCA summer camp where | spent every summer vacation. | walk
through the familiar woods, cross a stream, and look at the spot where
we got lost during a night game when | was ten years old. The same
place runs through this story:

LAPril 1945, There was an air raid in the morning. My parents and | went
out to hide behind Bityska. We took only a few things in our backpacks
and some food. Our direction was behind Rico above YMCU, (where a
summer camp was built on the right bank of the Svratka River). It was
already full of families with children - there was no room. Daddy was a
gamekeeper and he agreed with other guys to cut down trees and build

a bunker on the slope.(...) One day Mr. Nehyba, the teacher, came to our
bunker and together with him we climbed up the Chochola hill, from whe-
re we could see Bityska. The places of bomb hits were visible, from which
there was smoke.”



