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SYNOPSE

Je noc, tma a nikde nikdo. Marek, protagonista dokumentu Radio, se plazi po dvorku mezi
domy. Nic si nepamatuje, jen citi, Ze je je cely doldmany. V nemocnici mu feknou, Ze musi
rychle na operaci. A v Markovi pomalu za¢ina rust silny, vSeobjimajici strach... Dokument s
nazvem Radio je soucasti true-horror série Anatomie strachu, ve které Brit Jensen a Jifi
Slavi¢insky v intimnich ptibézich zkoumaji, co s ndmi délaji nejriznéjsi bésy a strachy.

SYNOPSIS

It’s night, dark and not a soul to be seen. Marek, the protagonist of the documentary ,,Radio®,
is crawling on the courtyard floor in between the houses. He can’t remember anything, only
feels like broken. At the hospital, they will tell him he needs an operation immediately. Slowly,
a strong, all-encompassing fear begins to grow inside Marek... The documentary titled ,,Radio*
is part of a true horror series ,,The Anatomy of Fear, in which Brit Jensen and Jiti Slavi¢insky
use intimate stories to investigate what various fears and demons do to us.



Jifi Slavi¢insky, Brit Jensen: Anatomie strachu

/elektronické hudba/

Jifi Slavi¢insky: Ceho se bojis ty?

Brit Jensen: Ctvrty dil: Radio

/atmosféra, Soupani/

Marek: Prvni, co si pamatuju, je to, Ze lezim na dvorku, dolamanej a ted’ vim, ze se plazim a
ted’ vim, Ze... Ze je to jako v prdeli prosté. Ze jsem dobitej a vim, Ze je to Spatny. A ted’ jsem
na dvorku, je noc... Nemam u sebe mobil, nic. Tak ja vim, Ze se plazim K oknu. Ten barak je

tak, ze na tom dvorku je jedno patro jesté jako niz a ty okna jsou na Grovni toho dvorku. Tak
vim, Ze se tam plazim a tukam sousedce na okno. A...

/houkani sirén v dalce/

Marek: ...ty vzpominky jsou takovy roztéistény. Ja si pak pamatuju, Ze uz jsou tam, ze uz mé
nakladaji na to lehatko. A vim, Ze kdyZ m¢ tam nakladaji, tak si neuvédomujou, jak moc jsem
zranénej. Protoze oni si myslej... Mezi téma dvorkama jsou takovy zidky, takovy dvoumetrovy.
A oni si prvné myslej, ze jsem spadl z ty zidky, ze jsem to prelejzal, a ze mam tieba jenom
vyvrklej kotnik, nebo néco takovyho. A vim, Ze kdyz uz mé za¢nou brat, tak jim dojde, Ze jsem
fakt rozlamane;.

Marek: Ttinact, ¢trnact, tfinact a pil metru... /ozvéna/ ...na betonovej dvorek.

/lidské hlasy/

Marek: A pak mé teda nalozej na to lehatko a nesou m¢ bardkem. A to mé nese zachranka a
vedle jdou ty policajti. A vim, ze fikam ty policajtce néjakej vtip, néco o jeji bunde¢.

/tlumené hlasy/

Marek: Jako ja mam pocit, ze mé to jest€¢ neboli. Jak je Clovek jako opilej a jak je Clovek
v Soku... Nepamatuju si, Ze mé& to boli.

/houkanti sirén/
/Sramoceni/

fton/

Marek: Pak si nic nepamatuju a pak si pamatuju, ze jsem v nemocnici. A oni ze me stiihaji
kalhoty, protoze potfebujou zjistit, Ze jo, jestli ti neCouha ne¢kde néjaka kost. Tak vim, ze mi
rozstiihaji ty kalhoty... pravy koleno z toho mi tece krev... Se koukam jak to zasivaj.

Jako je jim jasny... Vim, ze mam nateklou nohu a takovou zkroucenou, tak je jim jasny, ze ji
mam doldmanou. Tak mé Soupnou do CTc¢ka.



Jiti SlaviCinsky, Brit Jensen: The Anatomy of Fear
(Electronic music)

Jiti Slavicinsky: What are you afraid of?

Brit Jensen: Episode Four: Radio

(Atmosphere, shuffling)

Marek: The first thing that | can remember is that I’m lying in the courtyard, all broken and I
know I’m crawling, and I know that... that ’'m doomed basically. That I’'m battered and I
know that it’s bad. And now I’'m in the courtyard, it’s night... I don’t have a cell phone with
me, nothing. So, I know I’'m crawling to the window. The way the house is that there is a
floor beneath the courtyard and those windows are on the same level as the courtyard. So, |
know that I’'m crawling there and I’m knocking on my neighbor’s window. And...

(Sound of sirens in the distance)

Marek: ... the memories are sort of fragmented. I then remember that they are there already,
putting me on the stretcher. And I know that when they are lifting me there, they don’t realize
how injured I am. Because they think... There are these two-meter low walls between the two
courtyards. And they first think that | fell off one of the small walls, that | was climbing
between them and that | just have a twisted ankle or something like that. And | know that
once they actually start lifting me, they realize that I’'m really broken up.

Marek: Thirteen, fourteen, thirteen and a half meters... (echo) ... on a concrete courtyard.
(Human voices)

Marek: So, then they put me on the stretcher and they carry me through the house. And that’s
the first responders carrying me and the police walking beside them. And | know that I am
telling the policewoman some joke, something about her jacket.

(Muffled voices)

Marek: Like, I have a feeling that it doesn’t hurt yet. When you’re drunk and when you’re in
shock... I don’t remember that it hurts.

(Sound of sirens)

(Rustling)

(Tone)

Marek: Then I don’t remember anything else, and then I remember that ’'m in the hospital.

And they’re cutting my pants off me because they need to make sure there isn’t a bone
sticking out of me somewhere. So, I know they will cut my pants up... my right knee is
bleeding... I'm watching them put stitches in.

Marek: Like, it’s clear to them... I know that my leg is swollen and somehow twisted up, so
it’s clear to them that it’s broken. So they shove me into a CT scan.



/pipani/

Marek: A pak lezim na tom pokoji a ted’ka... ta opilost né¢jak zacne ustupovat a zacne to fakt
pekelné bolet, ale jako pekelné. Se koukam na tu nohu a ta noha je prosté ¢tyfikrat tlustsi a
zkroucena. A fikam sestficce, aby mi dala néjaky drogy, aby mé to nebolelo... A ona mi
nemuze dat 1€k, protoze mam alkohol v krvi. Takze kvili tomu... Ona mi mtze dat Iéky,
néjaky analgetika, az vystiizlivim. Tak vim, Ze... ze jsem na ni fakt nastvanej. Myslim, ze
jsem docela sprostej, protoze to fakt boli hodné¢.

Marek: ....zlomenou dvakrat stehenni kost, rozdrcenou panev... /ozvéna/ ...M¢l jsem
rozdrcenou patu, nadvakrat zlomenou stehenni kost, rozdrcenou panev, koleno rozlamany,
zebra, trosku ktaplou lebku. ..

/Suméni/
/pipani nemocnicnich stroji/

Marek: No a pak je sedm rano a je vizita a uz nemam v Kkrvi alkohol. A ptijde ten primar a fika:
,INéco mu dejte, at’ netrpi.*

/Sramoceni/
Marek: Tak mi pak pichnou opinoid /pipani/... to je n¢jakej jako opiat. A pamatuju si, ze mi to
Slehnou a ted’ ta véc zacne fungovat. A ja se normalné posadim a ted” sedim a tak jako vrtim

zadkem a cejtim, jak mi tam ty kosti o sebe... A je mi to Gplné jedno, protoze ten opinoid je
fakt silnej.

Marek: A pak ¢ekam celej den, protoze si nékde objednaj soucastku do mé... a pak noc...A
rano me vezou na sal.

/otevieni dveri/

Marek: Ono tam to nevypada vibec hezky, protoze tam jsou vSude dlazdi¢ky a vypada to tam
jako na jatkach.

/skiipani kolecek/

/Sramoceni nemocni¢nich nastrojt/

Marek: A ja se jich ptam, jak mé budou uspavat, jelikoz jsem vid¢l ve filmech, Ze to délaji tim
plynem. A to mi fikaji, Ze se ned¢la takhle... /pipani nemocni¢nich ptistroji/ ... Tak mi daji ten
prostiedek na uspavani. A vim, Ze mi fikaji: ,,A pane Duris, hlavné neusnéte, néco nam fikejte!*
A ja vim, ze jim néco fikam a ted’ cejtim, jak mé& to Gpln€ sejme... a usnu...

/hluboky ton/

Ipipani nemocni¢nich pfistroji/

Marek: No a pak nic...



(Beeping)

Marek: And then I’m lying in the room and now... the feeling of being drunk somehow starts
to fade and it starts to hurt like hell, but seriously like hell. I look at the leg and it is basically
four times larger and all twisted. And I tell the nurse to give me some drugs so it wouldn’t
hurt... and she can’t give me any medication because I have alcohol in my blood. So because
of that... she can give me some medication, painkillers, when I’'m sober. I know that... that
I’m really angry at her. I think I’m pretty rude because it seriously hurts a lot.

Marek: ... my femur was broken in two places, my pelvis shattered... (echo) ... [ had a
shattered heel, my femur bone was broken twice, a shattered pelvis, a broken knee, ribs, and a
slightly cracked skull...

(Murmur)
(Hospital machines beeping)

Marek: Well and then it’s 7am and time for the doctor’s round, and I no longer have alcohol
in my blood. The head physician comes in and says: “Give him something so he’s not
suffering.”

(Rustling)

Marek: Then they give me an opioid injection (beeping)... it’s some kind of opiate. And I
remember that they stick me with it and this thing starts working. And I sit up like normal and
now I’m sitting and wiggling my butt and I can feel how the bones inside... And I don’t care
at all, because that opioid is seriously strong.

Marek: And then | wait all day, because they ordered some part to be inserted in me
somewhere... and then it’s night... And in the morning they take me into the operating
theatre.

(Door opening)

Marek: It doesn’t look nice there at all because everything is tiled and it looks like a slaughter
house.

(Wheels squeaking)
(Sound of hospital instruments)

Marek: And I ask them how they’re going to put me to sleep, because I’ve seen them do it
with gas in movies. And they tell me it’s not done that way... (hospital machines beeping)...
So they give me the anesthetic. And I know they’re telling me: “And Mr. Durig, just don’t fall
asleep, keep talking to us!” And I know that I’m telling them something and then I feel how it
completely takes over me... and I fall asleep...

(Deep tone)
(Hospital machines beeping)

Marek: And then nothing...



/hluboky ton/

Marek: A pak se najednou vzbudim.

/Sramoceni/

Marek: ... se vzbudim a uvédomim si, Ze jsem svazanej v takovy divny poloze, jako na boku.
A cejtim néco na stehni levym. Tak se tam podivam a vidim, ze mi Stychuje... ze mi $ije tu
ranu po ty operaci a najednou si uvédomim, ze mi vytahujou z Krku tu intubaci a polknu a vim,
ze mi to uplné€ rozdrasa krk a straSn¢ se leknu, jsem uplné vydésenej... /Sramoceni/ ...Ted’ oni
si viimnou, Ze jsem vzhiru. .. fikaj: ,,JeZimarja, pane Duri§!* a Soupnou mi tam je§té néco. A
uspi m¢ znova.

/pipani nemocnic¢nich strojt/

Marek: A pak se vzbudim na tom dospavaku. Je to pokoj takovej jako dlouhej a uprostied je
ulicka a ja lezim na Storc. Vedle mé jsou né&jaky dalsi lidi. A na konci toho pokoje je ta sestra,
ktera tam jako dohlizi.

A jsem takovej jako omamenej a zaéne mi bejt Spatné, ale jako fakt nepfijemné Spatné. Mota
se mi hlava, je mi Spatné od Zaludku a ja lezim, Ze jo, jsem napojenej na téch ptistrojich, to tam
ma kazdej. A fikdm ty sestte: ,,Heledte, sestro, mé je né¢jak blbe.*

A ona tika: ,, To je normalni, to je kazdymu...*

A jaji tikam: ,,Heled’te, tohle neni normalni, mé je fakt jako hodné blbé. ..«

/ambientni Suméni/

Marek: Mam prosté pocit Sebe... jako kdyby mé nékdo ztlumoval... Dochazeji mi sily,
vSechno, za¢inam hif vidét, cejtim, jak jsem jako slabsi, i kdyz nic nedélam, lezim na posteli,
tak cejtim, Ze prosté jako ztracim silu no.

/pomalé pipani/

Marek: A je to takovy klisé, ale lip bych to jako nepopsal, ale je to jako kdyz nékdo ztlumuje
radio.

/pipani nemocnicnich ptistroji/

Marek: Nacez ke mné chodi doktofi a ted’ si m¢ vS§imnou a vrhnou se na m¢... a je kolem mé
tieba Sest lidi.



(Deep tone)

(Hospital machines beeping)

Marek: And then nothing...

(Deep tone)

Marek: And then all of a sudden, | wake up.
(Rustling)

Marek: ... I wake up and realize that I’'m tied up in a weird position, on my side. And I feel
something on my left thigh. So I look and I see that they’re stitching me up... that they’re
stitching up the open wound after the operation and all of a sudden I realize that they’re
removing the intubation out of my neck and | swallow and know that it will totally slash my
throat and I get terribly scared, I’'m completely panicked... (rustling)... Now they’re realizing
that I’'m awake. .. they say... “Jesus, Mr. Duri§!” and they stick something else in there. And
they put me to sleep again.

(Hospital machine beeping)

Marek: And then I wake up in the post operation room. It’s sort of a long room and there is an
isle in the middle and I’m lying the other way round. There are some other people next to me.
And there is a nurse monitoring everything at the far end of the room.

Marek: And I’m kind of groggy and I start feeling sick, like, very uncomfortably sick. My
head is spinning, my stomach is upset and I’'m lying there, you know, hooked up to those
machines, everyone there is. And I say to the nurse: “Listen, nurse, I don’t really feel well.”

And she says: “That’s normal, it happens to everyone...”
And I say to her: “Listen, this isn’t normal, like, I really feel very sick...”
(Rustling in the background)

Marek: I have this feeling within myself... as if someone was trying to defuse me... 'm
running out of strength, everything, my vision is getting worse, | can feel myself getting
weaker even though I’m not doing anything, ’'m lying on the bed and feel my strength
leaving my body.

(Slow beeping)

Marek: And it’s sort of a cliché, but I can’t describe it any other way, it’s like when someone
is turning the radio down.

(Hospital machines beeping)

Marek: At that point, the doctors see me and run to me... there are maybe six people around
me.



Mém kanylu v jedny ruce... /ozvéna/ ... Nékdo mi zavadi katetr... Do mé prosté bodaj... tam
mi tam napoji krev a jedna sestra macka ten pytli¢ek s tou krvi a zmatkujou, strasné. D¢laj
vSechno hrozné rychle... /pipani nemocni¢nich pfistroji/ ... Normalné¢ v nemocnici se vSechno
déla tak jako v klidku a tady je to hrozné jako... rush.

...jak kdyby n¢kdo ztlumoval radio a jako...vypinal... /ozvéna/

Marek: No a v ten moment, kdyz ja kolem sebe vidim ty vydéSeny tvaie téch doktort a téch
sester, tak zacne ten poradnej hardcore.

/pipani nemocnicnich pfistroji/

Marek: A nastupuje strasné deésivej, panickej strach. A vim, Ze v ten moment umirdm a
neudélam s tim prosté nic, vibec...

...Jak kdyby n€¢kdo ztlumoval radio a vypinal mé... /ozvéna/
/jednolité pipani/

Marek: A ten strach graduje strasné...

/jednolité pipani/

Marek: Uplné animalni, §ilenej strach.../ozvéna/

Marek: Kdyby mi v ten moment n¢kdo fekl: ,, Tady prosté upalim skolku déti...« // a ja se v ten
moment bojim toho... ,, // ...a nebude se ti to dit...“ // Tak, ja bych to svolil. // Bojim se smrti.

Marek: A ta animalita... cejtim v tom, jako Ze jsem vlastné zvite. Ze lidi jako jsou zvifata. A
nemyslim na rodinu, nemyslim na néjakou holku... fakt jsem uplné brutaln¢ pohlcenej tim
strachem. Ze vlastn¢ nevim, co se stane, az umiu.

/ambientni huceni/

Marek: A nema to zadny barvy. Vlastné ani nevim, pro¢ tomu lidi fikaji temnota. Na to je
clovek zvyklej, Ze se tika, ze véci jsou temny, ale to nema zaddnou barvu. To je prosté jenom
strasné silnej] STRACH.

/ambientni huceni/

Marek: Ja jsem vzdycky slysel tyhle véci vypravét a bylo to o dost zajimavéjsi, nez kdyz jsem
to zazil. A ja furt jako premyslim nad tim, jestli ty lidi si tfeba trosku nevymejslej, a nebo prosté
jak slySej od jinejch lidi, jak to bylo, tak si pak feknou: ,,No jo, vzdyt ja jsem to vlastné zaZil
uplné stejné.“ A ja jsem to teda Gplné stejné nezazil. A vlastn€ je mi hrozné lito, Ze jsem nevid¢l
svétlo na konci tunelu, protoze lidi vypravéj, jak je to hrozné super. Tak ten klidnéj pocit jsem
jako nezazil, no.

fticho/

Marek: M¢ se na to pak ptalo strasné moc lidi, jaky je to, ten zazitek blizkej smrti.



I have a cannula in one hand... (echo)... Someone is inserting a catheter... they’re poking
me... they get the blood connected and one nurse is squeezing the bag with the blood and
they’re very befuddled. They’re doing everything very fast... (hospital machines beeping)...
Usually things are done calmly at a hospital but here everything is so... rushed.

... as if someone was turning down the radio and like... turning it off... (echo)

Marek: And at that moment when I see the panicked doctors’ and nurses’ faces around me, it
really starts hardcore.

(Hospital machines beeping)

Marek: And all of a sudden, I’'m filled with a terrifying fear. And I know that [ am dying in
that moment, and that there’s nothing, absolutely nothing, that I can do about it...

... as if someone was turning down the radio and turning me off... (echo)
(Individual beeping)

Marek: And the fear is escalating terribly...

(Individual beeping)

Marek: Raw, terrible fear... (echo)

Marek: If at that moment someone had told me: “I’'m going to burn down a kindergarten full
of kids here...”// And I’m afraid of it at that moment... // “and it won’t happen to you...” // 1
would conscent. // I'm afraid of death.

Marek: And the raw animal nature of'it... I feel like I’'m actually an animal. That people are
really like animals. And I don’t think about my family, or some girl... I'm really brutally
consumed by the fear. That I don’t actually know what will happen when I die.

(Ambient buzzing)

Marek: And it doesn’t have any colors. I actually really don’t even know why people call it
darkness. You’re used to it being said that things are dark, but it doesn’t have any color. It’s
basically just very strong FEAR.

(Ambient buzzing)

Marek: I’ve always heard people talk about these things and it was always a lot more
interesting than when | experienced it myself. And I like keeping thinking about whether
people aren’t lying a little bit, or if they hear things from other people about what it was like,
and then tell themselves: “Yeah, I experienced it in exactly the same way.” But I didn’t
experience it in the same way. And I’m actually really sorry that I didn’t see the light at the
end of the tunnel because people say how great that is. Like, I didn’t experience that peaceful
feeling.

(Silence)

Marek: Afterwards, so many people asked me what it’s like, that near-death experience.



Ja tikam: ,,tyvole prosté se bojis strasné. Je to hrozny.*
»A néco? Vidél jsi néco?

Ja fikam: ,,Ne, vole, ja jsem prosté byl upIn¢ v prdeli.*
/bzuceni zarovek/

/Sramoceni/

Marek: Pak se vzbudim na JIPce, tam lezi dvanact lidi, kazdej ma svoji sestru, jsem napichanej
riznyma vécma, za mnou to blikd. A ted’ka vzdycky, kdyz ti doktofi... Uz nemam tenhle strach,
ale uvédomuju si, Ze je to jako blby, kdyZ jsem v tyhle situaci. A pokazdy, kdyz ty doktofi
ptijdou, tak maji takovy zasmusily vyrazy a je vidét, ze furt jako si nejsou jisty, jak to dopadne.
/Sramoceni, atmosféra/

Marek: A myslim si, ze to nebylo n&jak fyzicky slozity. Prosté malo krve, no. Ale vlastné se
zac¢inam cejtit dobte, protoze za¢inam mit hrozné hezkej pocit, Ze jsem to ptezil. A ted’ najednou
mam hroznou radost a straSn¢€ se chci uzdravit.

/bzudeni zarovek, radio/

Marek: Ja se vlastné hrozné désim, ze si n€kdy vzpomenu na to, jak jsem padal. Ja si pamatuju
jenom ten zacatek, ze ¢umim dol a asi uz jako letim, ale nepamatuju si ten crash. A do ted’ka
mam hroznou hruzu, Ze se mi to tiecba bude zdat. Nechci si to... Nechci si to pamatovat.

/houkani sirén, hluboky ton/

Jiti Slavicinsky: Poslouchali jste dokumentarni podcast ,,Anatomie strachu.
Brit Jensen: Tohle byl ¢tvrty dil, jmenoval se ,,radio*.

Jifi Slavicinsky: Tento true horror podcast pro vas pfipravujeme my dva:
Brit Jensen: Brit Jensen

Jifi Slavicinsky: A Jifi Slavi€insky

Brit Jensen: A nas$ zvukovy designér je Martin Ozvold.

Jiti Slavicinsky: Za to, Ze se nebal s nami sdilet svlij ptibeh, moc dékujeme Markovi.



And I say: “Dude, you’re basically just really scared. It’s terrible.”
“And something? Did you see something?”

And I say: “No, dude, I was totally in a shit hole.”
(Lightbulbs buzzing)

(Rustling)

Marek: Then, I wake up in the ICU, there are twelve people there, each one has their own nurse,
I’m connected to a bunch of different machines that are flickering behind me. And now every
time the doctors... I don’t have that fear anymore, but I realize that it’s pretty bad that I'm in
this situation. And every time the doctors come, they have this somber expression like they’re
still not sure how things will turn out.

(Rustling, atmosphere)

Marek: And I don’t think that it was somehow physically complicated. Just very little blood,
you know. But I’m actually starting to feel better, because I get this wonderful feeling that I
survived. And now I’m suddenly so happy and I so badly want to get healthy again.

(Lightbulbs buzzing, radio)

Marek: I’'m actually really terrified that one day I’ll remember how I fell. I only remember the
beginning, how I’m looking down and probably falling already, but I don’t remember the crash.
And until this day, I have a horrible fear that maybe I’ll dream about it. I don’t want to... |
don’t want to remember it.

(Sound of sirens, deep tone)

Jiti Slavic¢insky: You have been listening to the “Anatomy of Fear” documentary podcast.
Brit Jensen: This was the fourth episode, entitled “Radio”.

Jiti Slavic¢insky: This true horror podcast was prepared for you by the two of us:

Brit Jensen: Brit Jensen

Jifi Slavi€insky: And Jifi Slavi¢insky

Brit Jensen: And the sound engineering was done by Martin Ozvold.

Jiti Slavi¢insky: We thank Marek for not being afraid of sharing his story with us.



