Komiks a alegorie

Neil Gaiman, John Bolton: The Flowers of Romance



Identifikace alegorie

e tfi podminky nutné (Barbara Stern):
o metafora
o personifikace
o moralni konflikt




Navrat k alegorii

e Tom Robbins: Parfém blaznivého tance
(1984)

e Pan jako protiklad a obet' moderni racionality
e dionysky princip a kultura hippie
e “Smrdim, tedy jsem.”



'OR HUNDREDS OF YEARS,
OR LONGER, THE LITTLE
BOAT-FOOTED MAN HAD LIVED
IN THE HILLS ON THE ISLAND.

WAS A CREATURE OF

THE MOMENT, LIKE ALL
OF HI5 KIND, AND HIS MEMORIES
| WERELIMITED, ALTHOUGH HE

COULDLALL UP THE SCENT
AND TOUCH OF A HUNDRED
HUNDRED WOMEN AND NYMPHS
ANDDRYADS AND NAIADS,
IN HIS MIND, WHEN HE NEEDED
THEM.

18 OWN STINK WAS GOATISH,
100, AND HE WAS SMALL AND
CROOKEL, WITH A WICKED SMILE
AND HAIR TIGHT-CURLED, ANDTHE
MOST BECOMING BROWN HORNS
WHICH HE OILED WITHOLIVE OIL
AND BEESWAX, TO PREVENT THEM
FROM CRACKING.




A THERE WERE NOLONGER
HUMAN WOMEN IN THE HILLS,
i : : mgf wouw:’:?z%%vﬁ'ﬁm
N THE SPRING, HE RUTTED, AND THERE WAS : ; ; E
l NEVER AWONAN, OF ANY BREED OR KIND, , ! HAUNTING TUINES OF HI5 PIPE,
MHLD REFUSE THE GOATISH STENCH 2 < % ¥
DFHIM, ORTHE GRIN, OR THE HORNS.

NH’;’ISFRTER THEY
UTTED, TO
TWINE RED FLOWERS
ABOUTHIS HORNS
ANDIN HIS HAIR 10

UT THAT HAR ALL BEEN MANY 5PRING S AGO.
THERE NO LONGER PRYAP GIRLS IN
THE TﬂEE,‘IHEIR SKINS SMOOTH AS FIGTREES,
OR FLAKING LIKE PLANE TREES. THERE WERE NO
LONGER NAIADS BYTHESEA SHORE, THEIR FLANKE
SLIMY AND GENTLE AS WAVING FRONPS OF SEA-
WEED, THEIR BRINY KISSES TASTING OF THE OCEAN .




HE LASTOF THE OLIVE GROVES |,
WITHERED AND DIED, AND
wnnau’ron- HI5 HORNS EcAM
ACKED AND ROUGH

'NO WHEN THE FIRST FLAKES OF
NOW BEGAN TOFALL ON THE
I5LAND THE SHIVERING GOAT- FOOT
CLAMBEREDTO A HIGH PLACE, AND | T
SPOKE TO 175 HEART, INVOKING A
PROMISE ITS KIND HAD BEEN GIVEN,
IN EXCHANGE FOR A GIFT, AT A
WEDDméWg THE PAWN OF THE

o

NJD IT4 PLEA WAS
ANSWERED,

THERE, GND 1 THOUGHT yYou
WERE GONETO0, SWEETEST OF
ALL MY CREATURES. FOR OTHER
THINGS DESIRE, BUT YOU AND YOUR
KINO WERE NOTHING BLIT DESIRE,
WRAPPED N A THIN SHELL OF BUT YOUR TIME IS
 MAGIC AND FLESH, DONE, BND SOON MY SISTER
4 3 WILL COME FOR YOL, AND THEN
YOU WILL GO TOD| R
REALW, WHERE ALL OF YOUR KIND
GO TO DIE, AND THE WORLD
WILLBE THEQULLER FUR
HRVING NO SRTYRS IN IT.

AND YOU WILL NOT
EVEN LAST UNTIL SPRING,
LITTLE THING..,

NDONE DAY THE LITTLE
GOAT-FOOTED MAN
LOOKER INTO THE WATER
OF APOOL AND SAW SNOW
IN THE HAIR AND THE
BEARD, AND DEEPLINES
INTHE FACE THAT,STAEED
UP AT HIM.

THE GOAT- FOOTED MAN LAUGHED, AND
MOCKED THE LYING REFLECTION, AND
PISSED A SPRAY OF RANK GOATISH PI55 ON 116
FACE, BREAKINGAND DISTORTING IT; FOR HE
TOLD HIMSELF THAT HE WAS A YOUNG THING,
STiLL, IN THE YOUNG AGES OF THE WORLD.

D I‘T LOOKED UP TO DESIRE, WITH WANT
IT5 HEART; ANP WITH BROWN EYES,
ANDWH’HAU— 1% 80UL, IT ASKED DESIRE ...

E REMEMBERED WHEN THE WEATHER HAD
ALWAYS BEEN WARM, BUT NOW THE ISLAND
WAS COLD AND BARREN, AND NUTHING LIVED,
AND NOTHING MOVED,




/” MM. MAYBE, THERE'S A STRANGE ODOR,
WECAN | THOUGH, WILD GOATS, MAYBE? ITSMELLS
SET UPCAMP LIKE SOME ANIMAL'S BEEN HERE
IN HERE.., ‘ 0% —

SUPPOSE 1
CouLp.,.IF I
WANTED

WEIRD. WEIRD

GIRL. OKAY. I'M SURE

I CAN GETUSED TO
THE SMELL. A%

VERY WELL.
[/ GLITTLE GIFT FOR
YOU, TO TAKE INTO
THE DARK ..t
i =5
; 1 DON'T KNOW
WHY YOU TOOK IT
INTO YOUR HEAD

TOVISITTHIS 15LAND
OFALLPLACES

09 Pm,

PUNNO. SUPDEN BURNING CURIOSITY. ACCORDING 1O THE MAP, THERES [ 1 6uPPOSE THIS IS WHAT 1 GET FoR
115 BEEN ABANDONED EVEN BYMONKS | | AN ABANDONED ViLLAGE EASTOF DATING AN ARCHAEOLOGIST. OTHER
AND FISHERMEN FORTWO HUNPRED YEARS. | | HERE. WE CAN SET P CAMP GIRLE GET
(MY GUESS |5 SHIFTING FISHPOPULATIONS | I THERE. 10 60 TO

KILLED THE FISHING TRAPE, AN EVERY- PARIS FOR

THING ELSE COLLAPSED FROM THERE, CHRISTNAS,

MUSICZ TN N

punno, N & ~ NOTSURE. IT
WHATKING OF A ) MIGHT JUST
SOMETHING? /ol HAVE BEEN THE
g WiNg.




SUEZAREYOU Y 1 THINK YOU MusT
| OoxAYZwHAT HAVE WALKEDIN YOUR \
|\ HAPPENEDZ SLEEP. ITSAMIRACLE
YOUDIDN'T FREEZE TO
DEATH. HERE, WRAP
THI§ AROUND YOU

7~ IHAP,, T HAD THE
N STRANGESTDREANS, PHIL.
I, WELL, MAYBE I'LL TELL
YOI ONE DAY, WHEN T'M
IN THE RIGHTMOOD:

WELL, THATS
VERY FLATTERING.
MAYBE WEOUGHT
TO HEAD BACK TO
THE MAINLAND,,,
DON'TKNOW WHY'
TWANTED TO COME

\ HERE ANYHWA

L e
ANDLOOK AT THIS-= ™\ .
CRAZIEST THING I'VE EVER SEEN ITS LIKE
--ALL THEGE FLOWERS,,, / ( ALITTLE PIECE
© N\ _OF SPRING.




Zaver

e postmoderni prolinani tradiénich obrazu,
osklivé | krasne soucasne

e literatura jako zdroj kulturnich kodu pro
estetické hodnoceni (kozla apod.)




