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I was all my life fascinated by Hašek’s novel about the good soldier Švejk. And read and studied it. But for some idiotic reasons I believed that this masterpiece is not so much related to his author. It is sort of a natural fact. Like rain, snow or the Atlantic Ocean, and one doesn’t need to be aware of God or understand his ideas to study reproductive cycles of the fishes created by him. Or rabbit skeletal system, or motor activity of the wolves.
I was wrong. Totally wrong.
The deeper I dived in, the clearer I saw that it is not just an art it is a life that made the novel so big and timeless. The life of its author.  Malting, mashing, fermentation of his life experience, fears, dreams, aspirations, deception and self-deception, distilled by a magic of creative writing to the brilliant and everlasting chef-d'oeuvre. The good soldier Švejk is simply a typical and classical case of real literature, spanning from Proust to Céline, from Varlam Shalamov to Evelyn Waugh.
So, to understand it fully is not enough to know how the dual monarchy enlisting machine functioned, the difference between reference and descriptive numbers of the buildings on the Prague’s streets or comparative price of Smíchov’s and any other glasses of beer. 
One must understand Jaroslav Hašek himself. And what struck me when I started to read the numerous biographies of him and memories related to him, that most of them if not ignored totally then mentioned as something completely insignificant his life-long love to Jarmila Mayerova. All these beautiful, touching, torturing and tender letters sent from Jarda to Jarma and from Jarma to Jarda. From 1906 to 1921. Fifteen years, almost the entire incredibly short adult life of Jaroslav Hašek. And most of survived Jamila’s letters weren’t even transcribed, not to say published. Hundred years old they still lay buried in PNP files. 
I felt like Columbus and Amerigo Vespucci brought together. Thousands and thousands of the secret and most intimate words with occasional drawing or poem in between. And they gave me the key. To the thousands and thousands of other words, written by Menger, Hájek, Langer, Longen, Sauer, and Pytlík, of course, that before looking flat, repetitive and differ only in a degree of benevolence or disgust toward the subject.
I suddenly saw an exceptionally infantile and unusually closed introvert and idealist, overwhelmed by the fear of death born out of the sudden and very early loss of his father. The one who fought this terrible fear all his life, day by day provoking deadly troubles and running from them, just to prove himself and other weak souls that he can win. Always. 
And from this point of view the most important and fatal function of the life-long love to Jarmila in Hašek’s kick-and-run scheme of deception and self-deception was just to prove something absolutely opposite to what he wanted. To prove that he fails anyway. And always. In his life. As a man, as a husband, as a father. And even as a communist. 
Yes. Something that could be expected from the eternal kid. Forever stuck in his internal, spiritual development somewhere in the early teens where father’s death froze his soul in the most beautiful and idealistic shape possible. Left it once and forever alien to the whole hostile and malevolent world around him and waiting ad infinitum for the other one to come. Shiny, warm and gracious where no one ever falls sick, not to say dies. Fatal and desperate attitude that could only produce catastrophe by catastrophe and every next is going to be just more disastrous and hopeless than one before.  
But what is a damnation in personal life is very often a blessing for general public  literature-wise.  Unable to accommodate themself to the real horrible world the writers are forced by this dangerous if not deadly inconvenience to create their own. Where everything is to their liking. And that’s exactly what Jaroslav Hašek did. And did it brilliantly and without realizing it which is an undisputed sign of literature genius of Cervantes caliber. That means to begin text out of momentary hatred and end up with the book of eternal salvation.  Of course, it is the magic of the writing of so rare but authentic literary colossus. And Hašek is undoubtedly one of them. 
Trying to escape from the world where everything was wrong, he created the world of the good soldier Švejk where everything is right. Alter mundus for his own alter ego. If Hašek always fails, then Švejk will never do. And never will be punished whatever he’s going to do and will live, will live forever. The death itself is mocked and defeated. At last. By one human being that is generally believed to be mortal and stupid. But he is not. And that’s the message of one of the greatest novels of our time. 
Being fiercely blasphemous, anti-clerical, anti-military, multi-lingual and incredibly funny, as paradoxical as it could sound, are not the specific traits and main features that make timeless Hašek’s novel about the empire and its whims disappeared more than a century ago. It is an eternal spirit of salvation epitomized by its incredible main character. The good soldier Švejk, the brave, as we said in Russia. Someone who always gets away with it. Whatever this “it” could ever mean for someone human in this world - unpardonable mistake, unbelievable blunder, fault, fallacy, flaw, illness, war or death itself.  Hašek’s own childish and naïve dreams come true due to the magic of creative writing. And happily, not only his.
Ruth Bondy the translator of The good soldier Švejk to Hebrew once said that Hašek’s novel was incredibly popular in Theresienstadt, the last stop for Czech jews, on their way to Auschwitz. She was a little girl then, was able to survive, and that’s what she could not forget.  Everyone was able to read Hašek from memory and trade the jokes from his novel. The jokes in Theresienstadt. I don’t think because they were anti-clerical, anti-military or multi-lingual, no, simply because all of them were associated with Švejk. The man invincible. And that made everyone believe in a miracle. In escape and salvation.
And all this due to love. The love of Jaroslav Hašek  and Jarmila Mayerova. And that's what my own book “Никому ни за что ничего не будет” is all about.

