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SYNOPSE

Jednoho letniho podvecera v ¢ervenci 1997 vyrazila ¢trnactileta Ivana Koskova od svych rodicl na kole
za tetou do vedlejsi vesnice. V poloviné cesty ji zahlédla spoluzacka. Od té doby Ivanu nikdo nevidél. V
naprosté vétsiné podobnych pfipadd se pohresované dité nakonec najde, pfipadné policie zverejni
alespon hypotézu o tom, co se s nim stalo. U lvany ale zddnd oficidlni verze neexistuje, coz z jejiho
zmizeni déla jeden z nejzahadnéjsich pripad(l polistopadové kriminalistiky. Jak je viibec moziné, Ze
nékdo zmizi beze stopy za bilého dne? A jak to ovlivni Zivoty téch, kterych se uddlost osobné dotkla?
Pravé na tyto otazky hleda odpovéd dokumentarista Petr Hatle v osmidilné dokumentarni krimi sérii
PohreSovana. Na své cesté objevuje dfive nezndma fakta o pfipadu a snazi se rekonstruovat okolnosti,
které vedly ke zmizeni divky.

SYNOPSIS

One summer evening in July 1997 Ilvana Koskova, then a 14-year-old, left her parents’ home to go by
bike to her aunt’s place in the neighbouring village. She was spotted halfway by a classmate of hers.
Since then no one has ever seen Ivana again. In the vast majority of similar cases the missing child is
finally found, or, the police at least put forward a hypothesis of what may have happened to them.
However, there is no final version in Ivana’s case which, as such, makes her disappearance one of the
most mysterious cases in the Czech criminal records since 1989. How is it even possible that someone
disappears without a trace in the middle of the day? And how did it affect the lives of those who are
personally involved? The documentarist, Petr Hatle, is trying to answer the questions in the 8-episode
series The Missing Girl. He set out on a journey during which he comes across unknown facts in the
case and tries to reconstruct the circumstances that led to the girl’s disappearance.



Epizoda 1

PETR HATLE: Na zagatku jara 2017 jsem projizdél po dalnici z Liberce do Prahy. Asi

V poloving cesty jsem zastavil na benzinové pumpé. Byl uz vecer, na polich kolem silnice taly
zbytky sn¢hu a horizontu prosvitala mezi stromy okna domi z blizké obce. Navigace
ukazovala, ze jsem v PfiSovicich.

Citil jsem, jako by mi jméno tohoto méstecka néco podivného ptfipominalo, ale nemohl jsem
si vzpomenout co. Byl jsem si skoro jisty, Ze jsem tady nikdy nebyl. Krajinu v okoli sice
znam — nedaleko odtud jsem se narodil a vyriistal — ale nenachézel jsem jediny diivod, proc¢
bych mél mit zrovna k tomuto mistu néjaky hlubsi vztah.

Sledoval jsem svétla projizdé€jicich aut a opakoval si slovo PtiSovice, az se mi najednou
vybavila tvar divky a jeji jméno: Ivana Koskova. A s ni i mnoho vzpominek, které jsem davno
zapomnél. Prav¢ tady v PfiSovicich se Ivana v roce 1997 ztratila.

Muz 1: ...policii se nepodafilo zjistit zadny diivod zmizeni...
Zena 1: ...zatim se vypatrat hledanou osobu nepodafilo...
Zena 2: ...mohla se stat ob&ti nasilné trestné &innosti. ..

Muz 2: ...jakoukoli informaci volejte policii na linku 158...
Zena 3: ...ale za Ivanku bych dala Zivot...

Zena 4: ...schazi tu, no. Boli nas to viechny...

PETR HATLE: Ivanu jsem osobné neznal. O jejim zmizeni ale tehdy v Libereckém kraji
mluvil kazdy. Bylo ji ¢trnact let — stejné jako tehdy mné. Dodnes si pamatuju, jak po
prazdninach nase tfidni ucitelka o zmizeni Ivany hovotila a varovala nas ptfed pohybem na
opusténych mistech. V té dobé¢ se jeste predpokladalo, Ze se Ivana n€kde objevi. Ub&hlo 19 let
a Ivana se stale nenasla.

Zena 5: ...prosime ob&any, aby pomohli hledat ztracené...

PETR HATLE: Po mém zazitku v Pfi$ovicich jsem Ivanu Koskovou nemohl pustit z hlavy.
Vyhledal jsem mnoZstvi ¢lanki, které se jejiho ptipadu tykaji. V pribéhu let se jejich obsah
pfili§ neméni. VéEtsinou shrnou znama fakta: Ivana Koskova zmizela v nedéli 13. ¢ervence
1997 na silnici mezi dvéma sousedicimi vesnicemi. Kolem ptil Sesté se vydala na kole

Z paneléku od svych rodict v PtiSovicich smérem ke své teté do nedaleke, asi dva kilometry
vzdalené obce Svijansky Ujezd. V poloving cesty, nedaleko Svijanského hibitova ji méla
zahlédnout jeji spoluzacka. Od té doby Ivanku nikdo nevidél.

V ¢lancich se stale opakuje jedna véta: ,,Ivana Koskova zmizela beze stopy.© A pravé tenhle
fakt me fascinuje a zneklidiiuje od doby, co jsem o ptipadu poprvé slysel.

Pfemyslim nad tim, jestli skutecné ¢lovék mlze jen tak zmizet jednoho horkého podvecera na
kratké trase mezi dvéma vesnicemi. Rozhodl jsem se, Ze se vyddm po stopach Ivany. Za
jejimi rodici, spoluzdky, lidmi, ktefi ji znali, a kriminalisty, ktefi po ni patrali. Prostfednictvim
jejich ptibehu chei ozivit piipad stary dvacet let a prozkoumat ho z dnesni perspektivy.

Kdyz jsem se probiral archivem ¢lanku, které o zmizeni Ivany v prabehu let vysly, stale jsem
narazel na jméno Milada Prokopova. Pracovala jako krajsk4 novinarka v né€kolika
regiondlnich denicich v Libereckém kraji. Patii zfejmé k lidem, ktefi o okolnostech Ivan¢ina
zmizeni védi nejvice.



Episode 1

PETR HATLE: In early spring 2017 I was driving along the motorway from Liberec to
Prague. I stopped at the petrol station halfway. It was evening, the remaining snow was
thawing on the fields by the road and the windows from a nearby village shone through the
trees. My navigation assistant suggested I was in PfiSovice.

I had a strange feeling the name of the town rang a bell to me but I could not fathom why. I
was almost positive [ had never been here before. I was familiar with the countryside — I was
born and raised not far from here — but I couldn’t come up with any reasonable explanation
why I might have a closer tie to this particular place.

I watched the lights of cars passing by and kept repeating the name PtiSovice until a face of a
girl and her name sprang to my mind: Ivana Koskova. It actually evoked a lot of memories I
had long forgotten. It was in PfiSovice, where Ivana went missing in 1997.

Man 1: ...police failed to find any cause of her disappearance...
Woman 1: ...the missing girl has not been traced yet...

Woman 2: ...she could have fallen victim to violent crime...
Woman2: ...report any information on the police hotline 158...
Woman 3: ...I would give my life for Ivana...

Woman 4: ...we miss her here, we do. It hurts everyone here...

PETR HATLE: I didn’t know Ivana personally. Yet everybody in the Liberec region talked
about her disappearance at that time. She was 14 — exactly my age back then. I can still
remember, as we came back to school after holidays, that our teacher talked about Ivana’s
disappearance and warned us against wandering off to abandoned places. They still assumed
Ivana would turn up somewhere. 19 years have gone by and she has not been found yet.

Woman 5: ...we ask fellow citizen to help look for the missing...

PETR HATLE: After the recollection brought back in P#igovice, I couldn’t get Ivana Koskova
out of my head. I looked up a vast number of articles referring to her case. The content hardly
varied throughout the years as it usually came down to a pure summary of well-known facts:
Ivana KoSkova went missing on Sunday 13 July 1997 on the road between two neighbouring
villages. Around half past five she mounted her bike and left the block of flats in PtiSovice
where she lived with her parents for her aunt’s place in a roughly 2-kilometre distant village
Svijansky Ujezd. Halfway between the villages, at the Svijansky Ujezd cemetery, she was
allegedly spotted by her classmate. No one has seen her since.

One sentence recurred in the articles: “Ivana KoSkova disappeared without a trace.” This very
fact has been both mesmerizing and disturbing to me since I first learnt about the case.

I wonder whether one could just go missing on a hot summer evening on a short route
between two villages. I decided to retrace Ivana’s last steps. Meet her parents, classmates,
people who knew her and investigators who traced her. I hope to bring the 20-year-old case
back to light through their stories and look into it from today’s perspective.

Going through the archives of articles published about Ivana’s disappearance over the years, I
kept coming across the name Milada Prokopova. She used to work as a journalist in several
regional dailies in the Liberec region. She is apparently one of the people most acquainted
with the circumstances of Ivana’s disappearance.



Milada Prokopova: Ano?
PETR HATLE: Halo? Slysime se?
Milada Prokopova: Prosim Vas, koho volate? Tady Prokopova, Mlada Fronta Dnes.

PETR HATLE: Dobry den, tady Petr Hatle. Ja pracuju jako dokumentarista a rad bych se
s vama sesSel kvuli ptipadu Ivany Koskovy.

PETR HATLE: K tomu, aby se se mnou sesla, stadil jeden telefonat. Ihned souhlasila
S nataCenim.

Milada Prokopova: No, ale ja jsem k tomu méla i osobni vztah. Protoze mam dceru, v ty dobé
ji bylo sedm let. Ale kdyz jsem si predstavila, ze bych néjakym zplisobem takovymhle o ni
pfisla, tak to pro m¢ byla Gplné€ Silena predstava. Takze jsem to brala trochu osobné, citove.

Ja jsem vlastné k tomuhle pfipadu piisla v dob¢€, kdy jsem byla v mistnich novinach, prosté mi
patfil ten rajon. A Pak samoziejmeé protoze se kolem toho rozb¢hla ohromna medializace,
zvetejnily se obrazky ty holky, vSichni jsme to sledovali s napétim, sledovali jsme ty
vrtulniky s termovizi a tymy patraci, ktefi prohledali uplné vSechno. Zarovein jsme sledovali i
to, Ze se tam ozyvali néjaci alternativni véstei. Pro tu rodinu to muselo byt hodné traumaticky,
kdyz jim tikali, ze je n€kde v sudu a v moctvce, nebo ja nevim, kde vSude mozné.

PETR HATLE: Zaujalo m&, Ze Milada Prokopové popisovala, Ze v dob& po zmizeni Ivany
mél ptipad ohromnou medializaci. J4 si spi§ vzpominam na to, Ze informace se Sifily na
zakladé Gstniho podani mezi lidmi v kraji, mozna na zéklad¢ regiondlniho tisku. Udélal jsem
reSerse hlavniho zpravodajstvi vSech televiznich stanic z prvniho tydne po zmizeni Ivany. Ve
zpravach o ni neni ani jedna zminka.

V dobé, kdy se Ivana Koskova ztratila, totiz zrovna kulminovaly povodné, které znicily
n¢kolik vesnic, zabily ptes padesat lidi. Na pohieSovanou divku z malé severoceské obce
nebyl ve vysilani prostor. Medialni pokryti mohlo novinafce Miladé Prokopové piipadat jako
ohromné, ov§em celostatni rozmér, jako kdyZ se ztrati dit¢ dnes, ptipad evidentné nemél.

Milada Prokopova: Samoziejmé jsme to neustdle probirali, ty zdhady. Tady piibéhl nékdo ze
se na silnici, kudy ona méla jet, nasly n¢jaké ulomky. Pak se ukézalo, Ze to nejsou tlomky

Z kola. Pak se zase zjistilo, Ze se naslo né&jaky kolo, Ze by mohlo byt té divCiny. Pak se
ukézalo, Ze to neni ono. Pofad se kolem toho néco d€lo, ale samoziejmé vzdycky to je tak, ze
ten zajem upadne. Nejde to Zivit do nekonecna.

Ja to mam potad v hlavé jako takovou tapetu. Pofad to tam mam. A i kdyz uz jsem z Liberce
pry€ a uz ani o Liberci nepiSu, pofad to tam mam, potad to sleduju.

PETR HATLE: Milada Prokopova téméf kazdy rok v dobé kolem vyro¢i zmizeni Ivany
navstévovala jeji rodic¢e. Naposledy pred ¢tyimi lety. V té dobé¢ stale bydleli v panelovém
domé v PtiSovicich, ve stejném byte, ze kterého jejich dcera v roce 1997 odjizdéla. Maji spolu
jeste syna Ladislava, ktery je o dva roky star$i nez Ivanka. Prdm se novinarky Prokopové, jak
na rodinu Koskovych vzpomina.

Milada Prokopova: Podle myho nadzoru je ta rodina hodné€ zvlastni. Je velmi uzaviena. Mluvi
tam jenom tatinek. Ta maminka prakticky nemluvi a kdyZ jsem se snazila s ni mluvit o
samot¢, tak ten tatinek nas nenechal ani na vtefinu samotny. Bylo vidét, Ze si to prosté hlida a
ze mluvéim rodiny je on.

KdyZ jsem tam byla tfeba naposledy, kdyZ jsme mluvili zase s tatinkem a s maminkou, tak
maminka nepromluvila. Ona vzdycky méla v o€ich slzy. Bylo vidét, Ze ji tohle téma straSné
trapi. Ale rozskrabala si nohu Uplné do krve.



Milada Prokopova: Hello?
PETR HATLE: Hello? Do we hear each other?
Milada Prokopova: Who do you want to speak to? It’s Prokopova, the Mlada Fronta Dnes.

PETR HATLE: Hello, it’s Petr Hatle. I am a documentarist and Id like to meet you on the
grounds of Ivana Koskova’s case.

PETR HATLE: It took just one phone call to persuade her to meet me. She immediately
agreed to the recording of the documentary.

Milada Prokopova: Well, I actually felt it concerned me personally. I have a daughter, she was
seven at that time. And when I tried to imagine I’d lose her like that, it was a genuinely
dreadful idea. That’s why I took it personally, emotionally.

I came across this case when I worked in a local newspaper, it was my territory. And then,
naturally, it received massive media coverage, they published her photographs, we all
watched with anticipation, we watched the helicopters with thermal imaging cameras, and
search teams that searched absolutely everything. Also, we saw some alternative psychics
who got involved. It must have been extremely traumatic for the family to hear that she might
have ended up in a barrel or in liquid manure, or God knows where.

PETR HATLE: It stroke me that Milada Prokopova talked about massive media coverage of
the case after Ivana’s disappearance. I remember that the information circulated verbally
among people in the region, spread perhaps by regional newspapers. I made a research into
primetime newscasts of every TV channel within the first week after Ivana’s disappearance.
Not a single mention of her in any of them.

At the time when Ivana Koskova went missing, the floods which destroyed a number of
villages and killed over fifty people peaked. There was no room in the broadcast for a missing
girl from a tiny North Bohemian village. Milada Prokopova could find the media coverage
massive yet it never reached a nationwide scale, compared with similar cases nowadays.

Milada Prokopova: Naturally we discussed the mysteries all the time. Once breaking news
came in that fragments had been found on the road along which she rode. Then it turned out
they were no bicycle fragments. Then they found some bike, allegedly of the missing girl.
Then it turned out it wasn’t hers. Something was always going on in this case, but clearly, the
interest always begins to flag, you cannot maintain it forever.

It left sort of a wallpaper in my mind. It’s still there. Even though I left Liberec and don’t
write about it anymore, it’s still there, I’'m still keeping track.

PETR HATLE: Milada Prokopova went almost annually, around the sad anniversary of
Ivana’s disappearance, to visit her parents. Four years ago for the last time. They still lived in
the block of flats in PfiSovice, in the same flat, which their daughter left in 1997. They have
also a son, Ladislav, who is two years older than Ivana. I ask the journalist Prokopova how
she remembers the KoSek family.

Milada Prokopova: In my opinion, the family are quite weird. They are very reserved. The
father is the only spokesperson. The mother virtually doesn’t speak at all, I attempted to talk
to her in private but the father never left us alone for a second. You could see he watching out
and the only spokesperson of the family.

When I last met them, and talked again to the father and mother, she didn’t say a word. She
had always tears in her eyes. It was obvious this topic tortured her. She scratched her leg till it
bled.



PETR HATLE: Milada Prokopova listuje archivem svych ¢lankt o ptipadu. Mezi nimi je i
zvétsenina fotografie Ivany, kterou zndm z médii — bézny pasovy portrét na modrém pozadi.
Ivana ma na ném hnédé vlasy, dlouha ofina ji pada do oci. Pies Cerny roldk ma obleceny
razovy svetr s limeckem, na krku zlaty fetizek s piivéskem. Do objektivu se diva soustfedéné,
s napétim. Bradu ma lehce sklonénou. Pravdépodobné zrovna reaguje na vyzvu fotografa.
Vypada nejisté, kiehce.

Milada Prokopova si pozorné prohlizi fotografii, kterou musela vidét uz tisickrat. V jejich
ocich je stale zfetelny zajem, ktery o Ivanu Ma.

Milada Prokopova: Je to prosté zahada. Ona se i tvaii zahadné na ty fotce. J4 ji mam ulozenou
doma ve svém archivu a vzdycky kdyz jsem se na ni divala, tak jsem méla pocit, Ze ta holka
je takova... Ze to prosté neni §tastny dité. Ze §tastny déti prosté vypadaji jinak. A nemusi se
smat to dit¢, ale to prost¢ vidite.

PETR HATLE: Uvazuju nad tim, jestli je to skute¢né tak. Jestli by pani Prokopova ten
smutek v oc¢ich Ivany vidéla, kdyby nevédéla, co divku par mésicti po pofizeni fotografie
potkalo. Milada Prokopova o Ivance Koskové psala témét patnéct let. Naposledy se piipadu
intenzivné vénovala v roce 2013. V té dobé natocila na diktafon rozhovory s Koskovymi a
posledni svédkyni Ivancina vyskytu. Nahravky Milada Prokopové uz nema, pry je ztratila pfi
stethovani. Ale sdélila mi, ze je piredavala také policii. Mé€ly by tak byt ulozené v libereckém
policejnim archivu.

Podle vSeho pani Prokopova spolupracovala s policii velmi tizce. VySetfovatele zna osobné a
o pfipadu pry vi mnohem vic, nez kdy mohla napsat. Slibila mi, ze m¢ s Kriminalisty propoji a
pokusi se je presvédcit o spolupraci na mém projektu.

V clancich Milady Prokopové se objevuji i rtizné verze toho, co se s Ivanou mohlo stat:
srazilo ji auto, n€kdo ji zavrazdil, nebo unesl.

PETR HATLE: Myslite si, Ze Ivanka Zije?
Milada Prokopova: Ne... To myslim, Ze ne...

PETR HATLE: A vy mate na zakladé vasich zkuSenosti, ktery jste s tim piipadem stravila,
néjakou variantu, co se mohlo stat.

Milada Prokopova: Spi§ bych to asi nefikala. JA mam svoji jednu variantu, ale to bych
nechtéla... Navic... je to spekulace. Malinkej odkaz by tady byl na to, Ze ti policisté nepatrali
uplné vSemi sméry, jak méli.

PETR HATLE: Ani pfes moje naléhani Milada Prokopova nechtéla o své teorii, jak ke
zmizeni Ivany doSlo, mluvit. Zajimalo by mé¢, z jakého diivodu. Jestli nékoho konkrétniho
podeziiva, nebo jestli diky spolupraci s policii skute¢né vi i o chybach, ke kterym ve
vySetfovani doslo.

Jsem rozhodnuty dostat se K policistim, ktefi se pfipadu Ivany vénuji, a ziskat od nich
informace, jak vySetfovani ve skute¢nosti probihalo.

PETR HATLE: Tak diky
Milada Prokopova: No, tak jo.

Zena 6: Méjte se, nashle.



PETR HATLE: Milada Prokopova leafs through her archives of articles on the case. There’s
also an enlargement of Ivana’s picture which I knew from the media — a regular passport
portrait against a blue background. Ivana has brown hair, a long fringe falls in her eyes. She’s
wearing a pink sweater with a collar over a black turtle-neck, she has a golden neckless with a
pendant. She looks into the lens concentrated, tense. Her chin is slightly inclined. Most
probably she was just reacting to the photographer’s call. She looks insecure, fragile.

Milada Prokopova carefully inspects the photo though she must have seen it a thousand times.
Her eyes sparkle with genuine interest she still shows for Ivana.

Milada Prokopova: It’s a sheer mystery. She even has this mysterious look in the picture. I
have it saved in my home archives and whenever I looked at it I felt as if the girl was sort
of... that she wasn’t a happy child. Happy children look different. They needn’t be smiling,
but you can just tell.

PETR HATLE: I wonder whether it might really be the case. Had she not known what life
had in store for Ivana a few months after the picture was taken, would Mrs Prokopova still see
the sadness in Ivana’s eyes? Milada Prokopova was writing about Ivana Koskova for nearly
fifteen years. Last time she intensively worked on the case in 2013. She recorded interviews
with the KoSeks and the last witness of Ivana’s existence on a voice recorder. Milada
Prokopovéa doesn’t have the recordings anymore as she reportedly lost them while moving.
But she told me they were handed to the police and were now stored in the Liberec police
archives.

Mrs Prokopova seems to have cooperated with the police closely. She knows the investigators
personally and knows about the case far more than she could write. She promised she’d
connect me with the criminal investigators and she’d try to persuade them to cooperate on my
project.

The articles by Milada Prokopova also feature different versions of what could have happened
to Ivana: she was hit by a car, she was murdered, or kidnapped.

PETR HATLE: Do you think Ivana is still alive?
Milada Prokopova: No... I don’t think so.

PETR HATLE: And do you, based on your experience with the case, have a theory of what
could have happened?

Milada Prokopova: I’d rather not tell. I have my own theory, but I don’t want to... Besides,
it’s pure speculation. It’s slightly linked to the fact that the police officers did not search in
every direction as they were supposed to.

PETR HATLE: Despite my insistence Milada Prokopové refused to talk about her theory of

how Ivana could have disappeared. I was curious to know why. Whether she suspects anyone
in particular or whether she is, due to her cooperation with the police, aware of mistakes that
occurred during the investigation.

I am determined to get to the officers in charge of Ivana’s case and obtain information as to
how the investigation was really pursued.

PETR HATLE: Thank you then.
Milada Prokopova: Well, it’s alright.
Woman 6: See you, bye.



PETR HATLE: Od Milady Prokopové jsem dostal telefonni &islo na otce Ivanky Miloslava
Koska. Uvédomoval jsem si, ze pokud chci o ptipadu jeho dcery natdcet, musim se s nim a
Ivanc¢inou matkou sejit a pozadat je o souhlas.

Zavolal jsem mu hned druhy den rdno. (pipani telefonu) Pfedstavil jsem se a pokusil se
struéné vysvétlit, pro¢ bych se s nim rad seSel. Pan Kosek mi fekl, at’ se u nich stavim o
vikendu, jestli chei, ale Ze nic nového nevédi a vSechno uz fekli. Potom telefonat rychle
ukon¢il, Zze nema Cas. Zdalo se mi, ze chce mit rozhovor se mnou hlavné rychle za sebou.

Uvédomil jsem si, Ze podobnych zadosti o rozhovor za dobu od zmizeni své dcery musel
vyfizovat desitky. Novinéfi ptijeli, odjeli, vydali ¢lanek a k nicemu to nevedlo. Ivana se stale
pohiesuje.

Pied samotnou cestou za Koskovymi se setkavam s Ludmilou Cirtkovou, policejni
psycholozkou, ktera se dlouhodobé vénuje obétem trestnich ¢intli. Pfichazim za ni do budovy
prazské Policejni akademie, obrovského panelového komplexu na sidlisti Lhotka, kde
Ludmila Cirtkova vyuéuje. Znam ji z médii, kde se &asto objevuje, tak mé& ani nepiekvapi jeji
vyrazna image, které se drzi uz dlouho. Poznavacim znamenam docentky Cirtkové jsou
kudrnaté zrzavé vlasy, dlouhé rudé nehty a vyrazna ruda rténka.

Ludmila Cirtkova: Pohfe$ovani ditéte je jedna z nejhorsich Zivotnich situaci, ktera nds mtize
potkat, a to z toho divodu, Ze ta situace nema konec ani rozhieseni. U béznych trestnych ¢int
jde o casovy bod — ten ¢in je ohrani¢en a ohrani¢ena je i ujma. Kdezto u pohfesovani ten
ptibéh nema konec a rodice nebo blizké osoby se musi vyrovnéavat s takovymi jevy jako je
pocit nejistoty: ,,nevim, co se s mym ditétem stalo,” coz vede k tomu, ze vétSina rodict
vytvari rizné scénafe vice ¢i méné pravdépodobné. Musi se ale vyrovnavat se ztratou, ktera
neni ohranicend, takZze my se od toho clovéka, ktery zmizel, ktery se ztratil, nemizeme
odpoutat, protoZe ten ptfibéh nema konec. A tak se tieba i dost Casto setkavame s tim, ze
pohfesujici rodiCe prozivaji hodné bolesti, a dokonce se ani té bolesti nechtéji vzdat, protoze
maji vnitini pocit, Ze kdyby se vzdali toho utrpeni, tak vlastné zradi své dité, Ze kdyz trpi dité,
tak oni musi taky trpét a Ze ta velka bolest je takovou iluzorni pojistkou, Ze by se to dité
mohlo vratit diive.

PETR HATLE: Pted pani Cirtkovou zminim i zkuSenosti, které s rodinou Koskovych ziskala
novinafka Prokopova. Oznacovala je za velmi zvla$tni: Ze za rodinu mluvi jen otec, Ze stale
opakuje totéz a matka Ze o Ivance nechce s nikym mluvit.

Ludmila Cirtkova: Spravna reakce na trauma nenti, a to z toho divodu, ze 1idé nejsou ptes
kopiradk. Jsou rtizn¢ povahove a osobnostn¢ ustrojeni, a proto reaguji na tragédie, zlo€iny,
prosté€ na traumata riznym zplisobem.

Je pravda, Ze existuje takova Castéjsi, vétSinova reakce a ta je popisovana jako Sok a poté
vyrovnavani se se Sokem. Ale koneckoncti mohu odkazat i na ptipady ztraty blizkého ¢lovéka
tteba v disledku nemoci nebo dopravni nehody, a i v téchto situacich vidite, ze zptisob
smuceni, doba smutku vypada u rtiznych lidi riizng€. TakZe jsou lidé, ktefi potiebuji porad
navstévovat hrob a mit v mysli pfitomen obraz toho ¢loveka, o kterého piisli. Ale na druhé
strané jsou zase lidé, ktefi se naopak snazi délanim zapomenout na to, na co se ale
zapomenout neda, a tak z pohledu ostatnich mohou vypadat jako chladni roboti.

PETR HATLE: Pii$ovice, kde Ivanka Zila, maji tfinact set obyvatel, ale v sobotu dopoledne
neni na ulici ani noha. Az na ruiny tovarnich budov na okrajich ptisobi obec venkovsky klidné
a bezpecné€. Ani typy aut parkujici na ulicich nenaznacuji, ze by se tu lidem Zilo Spatné.



PETR HATLE: Milada Prokopova gave me a phone number of Ivana’s father, Miloslav
Kosek. I realized I’d have to meet him and Ivana’s mother, too, to ask them for permission
and consent if [ want to make a documentary about their daughter’s case.

I called him immediately in the morning of the following day. (phone beeping) I introduced
myself and tried to explain in brief why I’d like to meet him. Mr Kosek told me I could stop
by at the weekend if I liked but they had no news and said already everything. Then he
quickly ended the call, as he had no time to spare. I thought he just wanted to have the call
over and done with.

I realized that he must have dealt with dozens of requests for an interview after his daughter
went missing. The journalists came, published their articles but it led to nothing. Ivana is still
missing.

Ahead of my visit to the Koseks, I meet Ludmila Cirtkova, the police psychologist who has
long focused on victims of crime. We meet on the premises of the Prague Police Academy, a
huge concrete complex in the Lhotka housing estate where she teaches. I know her from the
media, she is often on screen so I am not taken aback by her distinctive image she has kept up
for years. The distinguishing marks of Associate Professor Cirtkova are curly ginger hair, long
red nails and distinctive red lipstick.

Ludmila Cirtkova: A missing child is one of the most difficult situations that can possibly
occur in life because there is neither an ending nor remission. In ordinary crimes, it’s about a
point in time — the crime is limited in time and so is the damage or harm. Whereas in missing
cases, the story has no ending and parents or loved ones are faced with such phenomena like
feelings of insecurity: “I have no idea what has happened to my child,” prompting them to
think up various scenarios, no matter how likely they may be. They have to deal with a loss,
not limited in time, and, as a result, they can’t let go of the lost, missing person as the story
has no ending. We often see parents suffer a lot of pain, and interestingly, they’re reluctant to
let go of the pain. They have an inner feeling that if they gave up suffering they’d betray their
child. When the child suffers they must suffer, too, the terrible sorrow gives an illusory
insurance that the child could return sooner.

PETR HATLE: As we talk with Mrs Cirtkové I also mention journalist Prokopova’s
experience with the Koseks. She considered them to be very weird: only the father speaks on
behalf of the family, he keeps repeating himself and the mother never wants to speak about
Ivana with anyone.

Ludmila Cirtkova: There is no right reaction to a trauma because people aren’t copies. They
differ in characters, personalities, and thus their reactions to tragedies, crimes, or traumas in
general are different.

It is true that there is a more frequent, common response, described as a shock followed by
putting up with the shock. And by the way, I can refer to cases when people lost their loved
ones due to a disease or a traffic accident, and in such situations, you can see that the way or
time of mourning vary from individual to individual. There are people who need to visit the
grave very often and have the lost person always on their mind. On the other hand, there are
people who try to forget what is impossible to be forgotten by getting down to work, which,
as a result, gives them the look of cold robots in the eyes of others.

PETR HATLE: PiiSovice, where Ivana used to live, has a population of 1,300, but there isn’t
a single soul in the street on Saturday morning. Apart from the run-down factory buildings on
the fringes, the village seems calm and safe. The car models parked in the streets don’t
suggest a lower standard of living either.



Zastavuji u zdejsi hospody nazvané pohostinstvi Jilm, jednopatrové kostky z doby socialismu,
ktera diive mohla slouzit jako samoobsluha. Vychazi z ni zrovna star$i pani o holi, odvazuje
svého malého pejska, ktery na ni ¢ekal venku. Kdyz vidi, jak se rozhlizim a pfipravuju
nahravaci techniku, sama ke mné ptijde a zepta se, zda n€koho hleddm. Vysvétlim ji, Ze jsem
tu kvali Ivané Koskové.

Zena 7: Ona jela vocad’ na kole tamhle pies most a tam tim Ujezdem a tam se nékde v téch
mistech méla ztratit. Prosté stopu viibec nic... Posledni stopa je tam...

S matkou jeji jsem délala tady v Masosvaze, ten je bejvalej, ted’ uz to zrusili...

PETR HATLE: Pani rodinu Kogkovych zna. S matkou Ivanky 1éta pracovala v mistnim
Masosvazu.

Zena 7: S ni o tom nemluvime. Oni tieba jestli to probiraji doma, ale ja si myslim, Ze ne. Diiv
tieba chodili pofad tim smérem. No ale ted’ chodi jenom tady na prochazky. Je to hrozny, no,
co se d¢je ted’ko...

PETR HATLE: Pani mi ochotné vypravi o PfiSovicich a Koskovych. Ted uZ vim, Ze jsou oba
rodic¢e Ivany v diichodu. Otec Ivany Miloslav KoSek pracoval od sedmdesatych let ve zdejsi
panelarné. Matka Ivany Vlasta Koskova byla délnice v mistni dribezarné, kterd padla za obét’
tunelaiim v devadesatych letech podobné jako hodné dalSich fabrik v okoli. Dnes zbyl jen
komplex mraziren a montovny v polich kolem nedalekého Turnova a Mnichova Hradisté.

Pani mé posila do hospody, kde pry sedi byvaly starosta obce Svijansky Ujezd, kam Ivana
jezdila za svou tetou. V dobg, kdy zmizela, byl ur¢ité ve funkei.

V piiSovické hospodé je v sobotu dopoledne poloprazdno. Pér Stamgasti sedi ve vycepu u
stolu se zelenymi ubrusy. Servirka mi ukaZze smérem do zadniho salu, kde obédva par lidi.

Starosta je zachovaly Sedesatnik. Ochotné vyhovi mému ptani s nim mluvit.

Blahoslav Kratochvil: Tak mé jméno je Blahoslav Kratochvil a funkci starosty jsem zastaval
od roku devadesat a pak uZ jsem si naSel nastupce — nastupkyni, jak se fika. My moc
z politiky nemame, jsme spi$ skupina zahradkait a hasicu...

PETR HATLE: A jak se k vam dostalo, Ze se Ivanka ztratila?

Blahoslav Kratochvil: My jsme se to dozv&déli az v prib¢hu dalsiho tydne, Ze se néco
takovyho stalo, ze tam po né¢kom patraji. Pak se to dostalo 1 do néjakyho tisku. To se stalo

v nedéli odpoledne. Ona jela k teticce z PtiSovic, to je sestra jeji maminky. A Ze ji snad bude
néco pomahat. J4 jsem ji znal i podle vidéni, sem jezdivala pomahat trhat rybiz... A nenaslo
se kolo, nenaslo se prosté viibec nic...

PETR HATLE: Na zdi v hospodg visi letecka mapa okoli P¥igovic. Pozadam byvalého
starostu, aby mi ukazal, kde praveé jsme, abych se zorientoval v trase, kterou jela Ivana
Koskova od svych rodict k teté.

Blahoslav Kratochvil: Tady je to sidlisté...

PETR HATLE: tady odtud méla ta Ivanka jet, Ze jo?



I stop by the local pub called the Elm tavern, a one-storey cube from the socialist era, it might
have been a supermarket. An elderly woman with a stick just walks out of it, she unties her
little dog which was waiting outside. When she sees me looking around and getting my
recording gear ready, she approaches me and asks me who I am looking for. I explain to her I
came because of Ivana Koskova.

Woman7: She rode her bike from here over the bridge to that Ujezd and she is said to have
disappeared somewhere around there. No trace whatsoever... They last traced her over
there...

I used to work with her mother in the local Masosvaz, a former meat plant, it was closed
down...

PETR HATLE: The women knows the Kosek family. She used to work with Ivana’s mother
in a local Masosvaz meat plant for years.

Zena 7: We never talk to her about that. Perhaps they talk about it at home, though I don’t
think so. They used to walk in that direction all the time. Now they just roam around the place
when they go for a stroll. It’s just horrible, what can happen nowadays. ..

PETR HATLE: The woman willingly talks about Pii$ovice and the Koseks. I learn that both
Ivana’s parents are retired. Ivana’s father, Miloslav Kosek, used to work in the local precast
concrete plant. Ivana’s mother, Vlasta Koskova worked in the local poultry farm, which the
managers siphoned off just like other local businesses in the 1990s. Only a compound of
freezing and assembly plants in the fields around adjacent Turnov and Mnichovo Hradisté
remained.

The woman sends me to the pub, reportedly there’s the former mayor of Svijansky Ujezd, the
village Ivana was heading to visit her aunt. He was certainly serving office the year when
Ivana disappeared.

The PtiSovice pub is half empty on Saturday morning. In the barroom, a few regulars sit at the
table with green tablecloths. The waitress points to the back hall where a couple of people are
having lunch.

The mayor is a well-preserved sixty-year-old man. He willingly meets my wish to talk.

Blahoslav Kratochvil: My name is Blahoslav Kratochvil and I was serving as mayor since
1990, then I found my successor — a lady mayor, so to put it. We don’t give much about
politics, we’re more of a bunch of gardeners and firefighters...

PETR HATLE: How did you learn that Ivana had gone missing?

Blahoslav Kratochvil: We found out only in the course of the following week that something
of that kind had happened, that they were looking for somebody. Then some papers got the
news, too. It happened on Sunday afternoon. She went to her aunt from PtiSovice, it’s her
mother’s sister. She supposedly went there to help her out with something. I knew her by
sight, she used to come here to pick currant...Her bike has never been found, nothing has ever
been found at all...

PETR HATLE: There’s an aerial map of Pfi$ovice and its surroundings on the wall in the
local pub. I ask the former mayor to show me where we are right now, to get an idea about the
trail which Ivana went along from her parents’ to her aunt’s place.

Blahoslav Kratochvil: There’s the housing estate...
PETR HATLE: Ivana left from here, is that right?



PETR HATLE: A drtibezarna tam byla taky, tam zase délala pani Koskova.

Miroslav Kratochvil: Jasné, tady byla panelarna, tam se vyrabély panely pro stavbu panelakd,
velky bloky.

Blahoslav Kratochvil: Drabezaisky zavody, ano. Ty jsou dole mezi obci Svijany a
PfiSovicemi. A jela tady, tudy tou aleji, za tim je svijansky hibitov, jela tady po ty trase dvé
sté metrq. ..

PETR HATLE: Prochézim trasou, kterou pied dvaceti lety projizdéla Ivana Koskova. Cesta
od hospody ke svijanskému hibitovu, kde méla byt naposledy vidéna, mi trva asi deset minut.
Vede k nému silnice obklopena hustym kfovim a ovocnymi stromy. Cesta je hodné tizka. Pied
projizdé€jicimi auty musim ustupovat ke krajnici. Zdejsi hibitov lezi na vyvySeném mist¢, je

Z n¢j vyhled do krajiny na lany jesté pokryté zbytky sn¢hu, polni cesty, lesy. Doléhaji sem
zvuky aut z nedaleké dalnice.

Je to zvlastni pocit stat na miste, o kterém jsem dvé desitky let jenom slychal. Nikdy by mé
nenapadlo, Ze se sem nékdy podivam.

Vzpomnél jsem si na novinatku Prokopovou, jak nad fotografii Ivany mluvila o smutku, ktery
ma podle ni divka vepsany ve tvafi. Podobné na me ted” ptisobi tohle misto. Citim se tu
nepiijemné, jako by vSechno, co tu stoji, odkazovalo ke zmizeni Ivany Koskové.

Vracim se zpatky smérem k PfiSovicim. Po chvili uz za stromy vidim prosvitat Sedivé
panelaky. Zdejsi sidlisté tvoii asi deset Ctyfpatrovych bytovek. Jsou rozloZzené vedle
zahradkartské kolonie a zelezni¢ni trati.

Obchazim kolem nizkych panelovych domi a hledam spravny vchod a zvonek. K jednomu
z domi pravé mifi zena s ndkupem. Ptam se ji, zda nevi, kde tu presn¢ bydli Koskovi. Hned
mi ukéze na jeden ze vchodl a za¢ne mluvit o Ivané.

Zena 6: No to uz je jaka doba ale. No akorat vim, Ze ukazovali v televizi, Ze jela k n&jaky teté
na Svijanskej Ujezd. Tak auto ji zastavilo, ji nalozil... a pak prej nasli jeji kolo. J& jsem to
vidéla v televizi, Ze to kolo nasli.

PETR HATLE: | po dvaceti letech je v okoli piipad zmizeni Ivany evidentn stale Zivy.
Nepotkal jsem zatim nikoho, kdo by o ném neslysel.

Zena 6: No ale Ze ji taky poustéli. No, jestli jela sama, to nemiizu pochopit. Uz mam teda
osmadvacetiletou dceru, kluka mam dvacetiSestiletyho a jednadvacetiletou dceru. Ja povidam:
,,Nikam nepojedete! Pokud budete chtit jet k babicce, tak pojedete se mnou, ale nikde jezdit
nebudete.*

Ja se taky bojim. Vzdyt’ jsem bydlela tady, v Loukové. Kolik? Dvacet let? Tak jsem se béla,
aby je vlak nezajel, tak jsem je furt hlidala.

PETR HATLE: Zarazi mne ton sousedky. Ze se podivuje nad tim, Ze Kogkovi Ivanu viibec
n¢kam samotnou poustéli. Citim z toho dost jasnou vycitku rodi¢iim. Vzpomenu si na to, co
mi o piistupu okoli k obétem tikala docentka Cirtkova.

Ludmila Cirtkova: Piedstava, Ze na obéti trestnych ¢inti reaguje okoli podpiirné poskytovanim
sympatie eventudln¢ i empatie, tak ta je docela naivni. Dokonce si vybavuji piiklad, kdy prave
na takové mensi vesnici matce zavrazdéné dcery v tom malinkém vesnickém obchodé¢ fekla
sousedka: ,,No ja, kdyby se mi to stalo, tak ani nevylezu z domu.“ Vysvétlujeme si to tak, Ze
cast lidi proste nevi, jak se ma spravné k ¢loveéku, kterého potkala velka tragédie, chovat. A



PETR HATLE: And the poultry farm was there too, Mrs Koskova worked there.

Blahoslav Kratochvil: That’s right, there was the precast concrete plant, it produced huge
concrete block for blocks of flats.

Blahoslav Kratochvil: The poultry farm, sure. It’s down there between Svijany and PfiSovice.
She went here, through the avenue, behind there’s the Svijany cemetery, she went about 200
metres along this track...

PETR HATLE: I inspect the track which Ivana Koskova rode her bike along twenty years
ago. The way from the pub to the Svijany cemetery takes me about ten minutes. The road
leading to it is surrounded by dense shrubs and fruit trees. The road is pretty narrow. | must
move to the roadside as the cars pass by. The local cemetery is situated on an elevated spot, it
offers a view of the countryside, its vast fields still covered by the remaining snow, field
paths, woods. You can hear the cars from the nearby motorway.

It is a strange feeling to be standing on a place which I only heard mentioned for twenty
years. I’ve never guessed | would visit it one day.

I remembered journalist Prokopova talked over Ivana’s picture about the sadness she could
see engraved in the girl’s face. This place gives me pretty much the same vibe. I feel
uncomfortable, as if everything around was linked to the disappearance of Ivana Koskova.

I set on my way back to PfiSovice. It takes only a while and grey block of flats are showing
through the trees. The local housing estate consists of about ten four-storey blocks of flats.

I walk around the low blocks, looking for the correct entrance and doorbell. A woman with
her shopping bag is just heading towards one of the houses. I ask her whether she knows
where exactly the KoSeks live. She immediately points to the correct entrance and starts
talking about Ivana.

Woman 6: It’s been such a long time. The only thing I know, it was on TV, that she went to an
aunt of hers to Svijansky Ujezd. A car stopped her, picked her up...and only her bike was
found. I saw it on TV that they found the bike.

PETR HATLE: Even twenty years on, the case of Ivana’s disappearance is evidently still
topical. I haven’t met anyone who wouldn’t know about it.

Woman 6: I wonder why they let her go alone. I can’t get my head around it, riding on her
own like that. I’ve got a 28-year-old daughter, a 26-year-old son and a 21-year-old daughter. I
said: “You’re going nowhere! If you want to see your grandma, you’re going with me, you’re
not going on your own.”

I am afraid. I’ve been living here in Loukov for...how many? Twenty years? | was afraid a
train would run them over, I was keeping an eye of them all the time.

PETR HATLE: I am taken aback by the neighbour’s tone. That she’s surprised at the fact the
Koseks ever let Ivana go anywhere alone. I can sense pretty apparent reproach to the parents.
I remember what Associate Professor Cirtkova told me about the community’s approach
towards victims.

Ludmila Cirtkova: The idea that victims of crime enjoy community’s support, expressions of
sympathy, or empathy, for that matter, is actually quite naive. I can give you an example
where, in a small village supermarket, a neighbour told the mother of a murdered daughter:
“As for me, had it happened to me I wouldn’t dare come out of my house.”



protoze nevi, tak radsi jdou z cesty. Obét’ to samoziejmé velmi vnima a interpretuje to tak, ze
ostatni se na ni divné koukaji — ma to i odborné oznaceni ,,negativni exkluzivita®. Na druhé
stran¢ tfeba divodem muze byt to, ze fada lidi se nechce kontaktovat s body bolesti Cili

s tragédiemi, protoze by si museli do hlavy pfipustit myslenku, ze se to mlze stat i jim

PETR HATLE: Uz mé ani nepiekvapuije, Ze Zena presné védéla, k jakému vchodu mé
nasmérovat. Koskovi tu kazdy zna. Jsou to prece ti, kterym se ztratila dcera. Zacinam lépe
rozumét tomu, jak to musi byt t€zké zit s takovym cejchem v malé obci.

Stojim pfed zvonkem s jmenovkou Koskovi a sbirdm odvahu zazvonit. Pochybuju chvilii o
tom, co tady viibec délam a jestli se pravé nepoustim do néceho, co mi neptislusi.

Miloslav Kosek: No, prosim?

PETR HATLE: Podcast ,,Pohie$ovana® jsme vytvofili s producentkou Dagmar Sedlackovou,
dramaturgyni Kristynou Méjovou, zvukafi Adamem Levym a Vojtou Knotem. PohfeSovanou
vyrobil Bionaut ve spolupraci se studiem Beep.



In an attempt to explain such behaviour, some people simply don’t know how to approach and
treat a person who has experienced a great tragedy. And because they have no clue they prefer
move out of their way. The victim is clearly very sensitive about that and construes their
attitude as being given strange looks — it has its professional term “negative exclusivity”. On
the other hand, some people refuse to be faced with points of pain, i.e. tragedies because
they’d be forced to admit it might happen to them as well.

PETR HATLE: I am thus not surprised that the woman knew exactly which door she should
show me to. Everyone here knows the Koseks. They are the family whose daughter went
missing. I get a better understanding of how hard it must be to live with a stigma in a small
village like this.

I stand in front of the doorbell with the name Kosek on it and I work up courage to ring it. For
a moment I have serious doubts about what I am doing here at all and whether I am not
embarking on a journey that is not for me.

Miloslav Kosek: Well, hello?

PETR HATLE: The Missing Girl podcast was made in collaboration with producer Dagmar
Sedlackova, dramaturge Kristyna Majkova, sound engineers Adam Levy and Vojta Knot. The
Missing girl was produced by Bionaut in collaboration with the Beep studio.



Epizoda 2

PETR HATLE: Stojim pfed prosklenymi vchodovymi dveimi u zvonku pied paneldkem
Vv PiiSovicich. Po schodech pravé ptichazi otec Ivanky pan Miloslav Kosek.

PETR HATLE: Dobry den.
Miloslav Kosek: Dobry den, tak ja jsem pan Kosek. Mate piani?
PETR HATLE: My jsme pfijeli kvili Ivance.

Miloslav Kosek: Ano, to byla naSe dcera, co se ztratila. Nic novyho neni a mam spojeni
s Libercem, spojeni s kriminalkou. Kdyby néco bylo novyho, ze mi daj... Takze nic novyho
nemaj. A vV novinach taky nic nevi a ja nic jinyho nevim.

No tak pojd’te dal, pojd’te dal...

PETR HATLE: Jo? Miizeme? Diky...

Muz 1: ...policii se nepodafilo zjistit zadny diivod zmizeni. ..
Zena 1: ...zatim se vypatrat hledanou osobu nepodafilo...
Zena 2: ...mohla se stat obé&ti nasilné trestné ¢innosti.. .

Muz 2: ...jakoukoli informaci volejte policii na linku 158...
Zena 3: ...ale za Ivanku bych dala Zivot...

Zena 4: ...schazi tu, no. Boli nas to viechny...

PETR HATLE: Pan Kosek neni tak odméteny jako v telefonu. Pevné mi stiskne ruku, lehce
se usmiva. Je mu kolem sedmdesatky, ale schody do prvniho patra svizné¢ vyb&éhne. Na sobé
ma teplaky a svetr se vzorem.

Z pootevienych dvefi jeho bytu se chodbou panelaku line viing tizkd. Pfed vechodem jsou
vedle rohozky peclivé vyskladané boty.

Miloslav Kosek: Co vam mam fict? Ztratila se a nevim, nic nevim. Manzelka tam pece...

PETR HATLE: Tak mi ji jenom dame kyti¢ku, jo?

Miloslav Kosek: Jo, jo, jo... Manzelka pece...

PETR HATLE: Petr Hatle, dobry den. T&si m&, dobry den...

PETR HATLE: Matka Ivanky stoji v domacim oble¢eni u sporaku a obraci fizky. Piisobi
nesmeéle a plase. Je velmi podobna své dcefi Ivance. Maji stejné€ o¢i 1 vyraz ve tvari.
Vlasta Koskova: Nic novyho nevime... nic, nic...

PETR HATLE: Podava mi ruku, zdravi se se mnou, ale dost odméfené. Ma sklopené o¢i.
Potom pftivie dvete do kuchyné a dal se vénuje vaieni

Miloslav Kosek: Psali jsme prezidentovi, pét ministrd... Ted tomu Volancovi, ten ani
neodpovedel. V Liberci jsme byli, z Liberce sem jezd¢j... Nemaj nic novyho, nemaj.

PETR HATLE: Pan Ko$ek mi nabizi misto v obyvacim pokoji. Jednu sténu mistnosti zabira
klasicka paneldkova nabytkova sténa. Za prosklenymi vitrinami je vystaveno par videokazet,
sklenicek a porcelanovych postavicek.



Episode 2

PETR HATLE: I stand at the doorbell in front of a glazed entrance door of the block of flats
in PfiSovice. Ivana’s father, Miloslav Kosek is just going down the stairs.

PETR HATLE: Hello.
Miloslav Kosek: Hello. I am Mr Kosek. How can I help you?
PETR HATLE: We came because of Ivana.

Miloslav Kosek: Yes, she was our daughter, she went missing. No news though, I’'m in touch
with Liberec, in touch with the criminal department. If they find anything new, they’ll let
me... [ have no news, I’'m afraid. The papers have found nothing new, I know nothing more.

So do come in, come in...

PETR HATLE: Yeah? May we? Thank you...

Man 1: ...police failed to find any cause of her disappearance...
Woman 1: ...the missing girl has not been traced yet...

Woman 2: ...she could have fallen victim to violent crime...
Woman2: ...report any information on the police hotline 158...
Woman 3: ...I would give my life for Ivana...

Woman 4: ...we miss her here, we do. It hurts everyone here...

PETR HATLE: Mr Kosek is not that reserved as he seemed on the phone. His handshake is
firm, a slight smile on his face. He is in his seventies, but he runs up the stairs to the first floor
rather nimbly. He is wearing sweatpants and a sweater with a pattern.

From the door of his flat a scent of schnitzels fills the corridor of the block of flats. There are
neatly lined up shoes next to the doormat.

Miloslav Kosek: What am I supposed to tell you? She got lost and I don’t know, I know
nothing. My wife is frying there...

PETR HATLE: May we only give her a bunch of flowers?
Miloslav Kosek: ... Yeah...my wife’s just frying...
PETR HATLE: Petr Hatle, hello. Nice to meet you, hello...

PETR HATLE: Ivana’s mother, dressed in home clothes, is standing at the cooker, turning
schnitzels. She seems shy and timid. She resembles her daughter Ivana a lot. They have got
the same eyes and the look in the face.

Vlasta KoSkova: We have no news...nothing...nothing...

PETR HATLE: She gives me her hand, says hello, though in a quite reserved manner. Her
eyes are dropped. Then she closes the kitchen door and is busy cooking.

Miloslav Kosek: We wrote to the president, five ministers...Now this Volanec, he didn’t even
bother answering. We were in Liberec, they come here from Liberec...They have no news,
they don’t.

PETR HATLE: Mr Kosek offers me a place to sit in the living room. One wall taken by the
typical block-of-flats-style wall unit. There are a few video cassettes, glasses and china
figurines in the display cases.



Stil, u kterého s panem Koskem sedim, je piikryty plastovym ubrusem. Lezi na ném ¢astecné
vylusténé kiizovky a televizni program. Z okna méme vyhled na silnici smérem na Svijany,
po které Ivana pied dvaceti lety na svém kole odjizdéla.

PETR HATLE: A pane Kogku, zajima se o to je§té policie vibec?

Miloslav Kosek: Nevim, uz tady nebyli dva roky. Oni se daj dohromady, kdyZ tam zavoldm
ja. Kdyz tam zavolam, tak oni pfijedou. Oni sem pfijedou a zeptaj se mé¢, jestli néco neni
novyho. To by spravné méli oni fict, ne? A ne ja.

PETR HATLE: A vy méte dojem, Ze oni vlastné se na to vykaslali, nebo...

Miloslav Kosek: Oni mi fekli, ze tieba dvacet let nic novyho nemaj. M¢ se zda, ze to maj
Vv Supliku, Ze Cekaj asi, az se nékdo ozve...

PETR HATLE: Hm...

PETR HATLE: Pan Ko$ek mi vysvétluje, Ze vySetiovani zmizeni jeho dcery ma na starosti
liberecka kriminalka. Na ptipadu se pry za dvacet let vystiidalo mnozstvi vySetfovateld,
jejichz jména si uz ani nevybavuje.

Ma kazdopadné dojem, Ze s nimi policie skoro nekomunikuje, neinformuje je o svych
postupech a viibec, Ze na ptipadu uz dlouho nikdo nepracuje.

Dostavame se ke dni, kdy se Ivana ztratila.

PETR HATLE: A vy mate, pane Kosek, n&jakou predstavu, co se stalo, nebo teorii, co se
mohlo stat?

Miloslav Kosek: No nevim... Jela na Brigadu, tak ja nevim, co se mohlo stat, nevim nic...
Tady si jesté hrala pted barakem s détma. Déti ji mély radi... To sedéla pted barakem...
Druhej den jsme jesté méli jet na dovolenou, no. Tak tady sed¢la, déti ji mély radi... Nikomu
nic ta holka neudélala... ucila se dobfe... a hrala, §ila, vySivala, pletla, no... O to kolo mi
nejde, to at’ si n€kdo necha. Ale bylo novy. Byl to novej Favorit...

"G

Ona si vzala kolo a povida: ,,Tak ja jedu
Ja povidam: ,,Mam jet s tebou?*

,.Ja tam dojedu, to je dva kilometry, Ze jo, do Ujezda odtud.*

No, nedojela.

PETR HATLE: A kam jela teda?

Miloslav Kosek: Do Ujezda, k teté do Ujezda jela na brigadu trhat rybiz.
Chtéla si koupit brusle. ..

PETR HATLE: Teta Ivany se jmenuje Marie Susova. Je to sestra Ivaniny matky. Bydli
V nedalekém Svijanském Ujezdu. A prave za ni se pred dvaceti lety Ivana vypravila.

Miloslav Kosek: No, jela tam a uz tam nedojela. Takhle vypadala...

PETR HATLE: Pan Kosek vyndava ze sklenice v nabytkové sténé pasovou fotografii Ivany.
Je to ta sama, kterou uz znam z ¢lankt v médiich.



I sit with Mr Kosek at a table that is covered with a plastic table-cloth. There are partially
solved crosswords and a TV programme. The view of the window shows the road towards
Svijany along which Ivana rode her bike twenty years ago.

PETR HATLE: And Mr Kogek, are police still interested in the case?

Miloslav Kosek: I don’t know, they haven’t been here for two years. They pull themselves
together to investigate only when I call them. When I call they come. They come here to ask
me what the news is. Aren’t they supposed to tell me? Not me on the contrary.

PETR HATLE: Do you have the impression that they are no longer bothered, or...

Miloslav Kosek: They told me they might not find anything new in twenty years. I figure they
have this case in a drawer, perhaps they are waiting for someone to call...

PETR HATLE: Hm...

PETR HATLE: Mr Kosek explains to me that the Liberec criminal department is in charge of
the investigation into his daughter’s disappearance. Throughout the past twenty years
numerous investigators took turns dealing with the case, he can hardly remember their names.

Anyway, he gets the feeling that police barely communicate with them, they do not provide
information on further steps, and, all in all, no one seems to work on the case for a long time
now.

We’re getting to the day when Ivana went missing.

PETR HATLE: Do you, Mr Kosek, have any idea of what happened, or a theory of what
could have happened?

Miloslav Kosek: Well, I don’t know...She left for her summer job, I have no clue of what
could have happened...I know nothing...She played with the kids in front of the house. The
kids liked her...She sat in front of the house... We were supposed to go for a holiday. She sat
here, the kids liked her...The girl didn’t do any harm to anyone... she learned well at the
school. She played, embroidered, knitted, well...I don’t mind that bike, may anyone keep it.
But it was new. A new Favorit bike...

She took the bike and said: “So I am off!”

I said: “Shall I go with you?”

“I’ll go there on my own, it’s just two kilometres, right, to Ujezd from here.*
Well, she didn’t arrive.

PETR HATLE: And where exactly was she heading?

Miloslav Kosek: To Ujezd, to her aunt to help pick currant.

She wanted to buy skates...

PETR HATLE: The name of Ivana’s aunt is Marie Susova. She is the sister of Ivana’s mother.
She lives in the adjacent Svijansky Ujezd. Ivana meant to go to her place twenty years ago.

Miloslav Kosek: Well, she went there but never arrived. That’s what she looked like...

PETR HATLE: Mr Kosek takes Ivana’s passport photo out of a glass in the wall unit. It’s the
same one | am familiar with from the articles in the media.



PETR HATLE: Divam se na jedinou fotografii Ivany, kterou Koskovi maji. V rodiné pry
nikdy nebyli zvykli pofizovat fotky. A po Ivan¢ jim pry nezbylo viibec nic.

Miloslav Kosek: Kyticku sem ddvam... Tak néco sem dam, tak, co mam d¢lat... Koupim
jeden karafiat, ddm sem karafiat, no...

PETR HATLE: A jaky je to pro vas po t&ch...
Miloslav Kosek: Strasny, strasny...
PETR HATLE: ...po téch dvaceti letech, je to porad?

Miloslav Kosek: Ja to tfeba snesu, ale ta furt breci... KdyZ mé narozeniny, furt breci. ..
Strasny no.

PETR HATLE: Pan Kosek poukazuje na oteviené dvefe do kuchyng, za kterymi jeho
manzelka tiSe umyva naddobi. Rad bych si s ni taky promluvil. Ale jak m¢ upozornovala
novinarka Prokopova: za rodinu Koskovych mluvi otec.

Ale docela to chapu... Které matce by bylo ptijemné dvé desitky let opakovat novinaiim své
vzpominky na ztracenou dceru.

PETR HATLE: Pani Koskova, prosim vas, miizeme vam nasadit port? Nebo vatite jesté?
Vlasta Koskova: Jesté vatim...

PETR HATLE: Pane Kosku, vy mate syna taky...

Miloslav Kosek: Mame jesté syna, no. Ten spi. Ten jde na noc, ten jde do prace.

Tady bydli s nami, ano, velitel hasi¢u Libereckyho kraje. On déla v Hradisti. A tohleto je
takova zaliba jeho, jeho zéliba, no, dobrovolny hasici.

PETR HATLE: Bratr lvanky se jmenuje Ladislav. Je o dva roky starsi nez jeho sestra. Dnes
mu je tficet Sest let. Ve vedlejsSim pokoji odpociva po nocni smeéng. Pracuje v tovarné na
vyrobu autodilli v nedalekém Mnichové Hradisti.

Pozadam pana Koska, jestli mi na n€j mize dat telefonni ¢islo. Rad bych se s Lad’ou sesel a
promluvil si o tom, jak vnima zmizeni své sestry on.

Lad’a bydli stale u rodi¢i — v pokoji, ktery diive sdilel s lvankou.

Miloslav Kosek: Madma mu vypere, mdma mu uvafii, tak co mu chybi? Co mu chybi, jo? To
neni jako my, kdyz jsme byli mlady — Sup z bardku a uz jsme byli venku.

Do hospody nechodi... v hasi¢arné furt jenom... Ja bych mu dal, aby tady uz mohl ko¢arek
vozit...

PETR HATLE: No teda ted’ to bude dvacet let. ..

Miloslav Kosek: ...dvacet let to bude v cervenci, no... Oni fikali, Ze po dvaceti letech se to
ma uzavrit.

PETR HATLE: Dvacet let od zmizeni Ivany ubéhne letos v ¢ervenci. Pan Kosek mi fekl, Ze
mu policie vysvétlovala, Ze tim bude ptipad promlc¢en. Neni si ale jisty, co to pfesn¢ znamena.
Jestli policie pfestane patrat, nebo jestli by ptipadny pachatel ¢inu vyvazl bez trestu.

Pan Kosek zac¢ina mluvit o tom, Ze nejsem jediny, kdo se zajima o jejich ztracenou dceru.
Rodinu kontaktuje mnozstvi lidi, kromé novinafi i senzibilové a obcas se objevi n€kdo, kdo
se snazi s vySetfovanim amatérsky pomoci na vlastni pést.



PETR HATLE: I am looking at the only picture of Ivana which the Kogeks own. They were
never used to taking pictures in the family. They say they have nothing of Ivana’s stuff left.

Miloslav Kosek: I put a flower in there...Well, I put there something, what am I supposed to
do...I buy a carnation, I put it there, well...

PETR HATLE: How do you feel after all these...
Miloslav Kosek: Terrible, terrible...
PETR HATLE: ...after those twenty years, is it still this bad?

Miloslav Kosek: I can bear it somehow, but she never stops crying...When her birthday
comes, she does nothing but cry. Terrible.

PETR HATLE: Mr Kosek points at the kitchen door behind which his wife quietly washes the
dishes. I’d love to talk to her but, as journalist Prokopova warned me, it’s the father to speak
on behalf of the Kosek family.

But I can see their point... Which mother would feel comfortable repeating the same
memories of her lost daughter to journalists for twenty years.

PETR HATLE: Mrs Kogkova, may we attach a port to you? Are you still cooking?
Vlasta Koskova: I am still cooking...
PETR HATLE: Mr Kosek, you have also a son...

Miloslav Kosek: We have a son, too. He’s asleep now. He works the night, he’s going to
work.

He lives with us, yes, he’s the commander of the Liberec region firefighters. He works in
Hradisté. And this is his hobby, sort of, volunteer firefighters.

PETR HATLE: The name of Ivana’s brother is Ladislav. He is two years older than his sister.
He’s 36 now. He’s having a rest after a night shift. He works in a factory that produces car
components in the nearby Mnichovo Hradisté.

I ask Mr Kosek if he could give me his telephone number. I’d love to meet Ladislav and talk
to him about how he feels about his sister’s disappearance.

Lad’a still lives with his parents — in a room he used to share with Ivana.

Miloslav Kosek: Mother washes his clothes, cooks for him, does he miss anything? What
does he miss? It’s not like us when we were young — whoosh out of the house, we were out.

He doesn’t go to the pub... only to the fire station...I’d teach him a lesson, he could be
pushing a pram alright...

PETR HATLE: Now it’s been twenty years now...

Miloslav Kosek: ...it°1l be twenty years in July... They say the case is going to be closed after
twenty years.

PETR HATLE: This July is going to mark twenty years since Ivana’s disappearance. Mr
KoSek told me that police explained to him the case would be time-barred. He is not sure
though what it means exactly. Whether police will cease investigating or whether the potential
perpetrator will go unpunished.

Mr Kosek starts talking about the fact that I am not the only one who is interested in their
missing daughter. The family are approached by a lot of people, by psychics, apart from



journalists, and from time to time by those who try to help with the investigation on their own
hook.

Miloslav Kosek: Byly tady potom néjaky dvé holky z Prahy, nebo odkud'... Piijely, zacaly se
vyptavat a ja je neznam. Ja nevim, kdo to je...

PETR HATLE: A tomu vé&fite tadytém lidem, co se...?

Miloslav Kosek: To tu byl taky jeden senzibil, tady bydlel. Ze vam ji najdem, Ze vam ji
najdem, no.

PETR HATLE: To byl n&jaky vas soused?

Miloslav Kosek: No tady bydlel nade mnou... i jeho mama. Ten je v televizi, pan Broucek,
senzibil Broucek.

PETR HATLE: Vazng?
Miloslav Kosek: No, mozna, ze ho znate. Plaminek mu fikaji.
Vlastimil Bracek: Vratime se k jedné, k jedné...

PETR HATLE: Vlastimil Bragek, soused Koskovych, v soudasnosti vystupuje pod jménem
Vlastik Plaminek. Jako televizni véS$tec v nocnim programu EZO TV 1é¢i pies obrazovku
nebo radi divaktm, kteti mu volaji do studia. Proslavil se svymi bizarnimi vystupy, které
nazyva dynamickou meditaci. V nich bubnuje a napodobuje napfiklad zvuky zvifat.

Vlastimil Bradek: Sténé-né-né-né-né-né-né-né-né-né.

PETR HATLE: Nikdy by mé nenapadlo, e by podobny &lovék seriozné nabizel pomoc svym
sousediim pfi hledani jejich ztracené dcery.

Urcité se s nim chci sejit a zjistit pro¢ a jakym zplsobem se zapojil do patrani po Ivané
Koskové. Podle internetu se k podobnym kriminalnim kauzam bézné nevyjadtuje.

Miloslav Kosek: Rikam, ¢lovék by dal viechno... Alespoii kdyby napsali, Ze Zije, Ze jo...
Ucila se dobfe... Zpivala dobfe, na piStalu hrala... Dé&ti ji mély radi, tady si hrala s détma
furt... Misto dovoleny.... misto dovoleny jsme ji... se ztratila...

...mama chtéla jet domt k rodi¢iim, Ze jo... Manzelka je ze Zatce, tak jsme chtéli jet do Zatce
na chmel, podivat se tam, no...

Ja jsem z Malkova...

PETR HATLE: Ja jsem z Cesky Lipy, to je kousek.
Miloslav Kosek: Ja jsem tam délal v panelarné v Dubicich.
PETR HATLE: V4zng&?

Miloslav Kosek: V Dubicich... Dubice...

PETR HATLE: Jo, jo, znam...

Miloslav Kosek: ...stara nova... A chodili jsme tam, tam je fotbalovy hii§té v Dubicich. A
tam je takova dfeveénd hospoda, tam jsme chodili na pivo... a na koupalisté!

PETR HATLE: Koupalists... tam jsou takovy ty dva velky rybniky, Ze jo, velky.
Miloslav Kosek: No né, tam bylo koupalisté. ..
PETR HATLE: To tam je poiad.



Miloslav Kosek: No je, no.

Miloslav Kosek: Then two girls came from Prague, or where from...They came, started
asking questions, I didn’t know them. I have no idea who they were...

PETR HATLE: And do you trust these people, who are...?

Miloslav Kosek: There was this psychic, too, he lived here. He said he’d find her for us, he
would.

PETR HATLE: Was he your neighbour?

Miloslav Kosek: He lived upstairs...so did his mother. He’s on TV, Mr Bricek, the psychic
Brucek.

PETR HATLE: Really?

Miloslav Kosek: Perhaps you know him. They call him The Flame.

Vlastimil Bricek: Let’s get back to one...

PETR HATLE: Vlastimil Bri¢ek, the neighbour of the Koseks is currently performing under
the stage name Vlastik The Flame. As a television fortune-teller on an EZO TV night
programme he heals through the screen or advises viewers who call him to the studio. He
became famous with his bizarre performance which he himself calls dynamic meditation. He
plays the drums and imitates animal sounds.

Vlastimil Brudek: Sténe-né-né-née-né-né-ne-né-né-né

PETR HATLE: I’d never guess that this sort of a man would seriously offer assistance in
searching for his neighbours’ missing daughter.

I definitely want to meet him and find out why and how exactly he got involved in searching
for Ivana KoSkova. The Internet has it that he rarely comments similar criminal cases.

Miloslav Kosek: I would give anything... If they only they wrote that she is alive, right...She
was a good student... She could sing, played the flute... Kids liked her, she always played
around with them... Instead of the holiday...instead of the holiday we...she went missing...

...her mother wanted to visit her parents, you see...My wife is from Zatec, we wanted to go
to Zatec and see the hops grow, just have a look and visit, you see...

I am from Malkov...

PETR HATLE: I am from Ceska Lipa, it’s a stone’s throw.

Miloslav Kosek: I used to work in the Dubice precast concrete plant.
PETR HATLE: Did you?

Miloslav Kosek: In Dubice...Dubice...

PETR HATLE: Yeah, I know that...

Miloslav Kosek: ...old and new...And we went there, to the football pitch in Dubice. And
there’s a wooden pub, we went there for a beer...and to the swimming pool!

PETR HATLE: The swimming pool...there are two big ponds, aren’t there? Really big ones.
Miloslav Kosek: No, there was a swimming pool...

PETR HATLE: It’s still there.

Miloslav Kosek: It is, indeed.



PETR HATLE: Jo, jo, jo... piskovna bejvala. ..

Miloslav Kosek: No a vedle toho byl velkej rybnik, vedle hiiste.

PETR HATLE: Tam jsem chodil jako dité furt.

Miloslav Kosek: Dyt tam jsme hrali!

PETR HATLE: Jo? Tak jsme se vid&li mozna. ..

Myslite, ze bychom se za vama mohli stavit jesté?

Miloslav Kosek: ... jestli budu na zivu. No... jestli mé naserou slavisti, tak to se prosvihne!
Protoze jsem velkej fanda Slavie...

PETR HATLE: Jo?

Miloslav Kosek: ...v¢era vyhrali osm jedna. A dneska hraje Sparta, tady na kopci hraje
Sparta.

PETR HATLE: Zeptal jsem se pana Kogka, jestli bych dnes mohl navstivit jeho $vagrovou
Marii Susovou, za kterou Ivanka ptfed dvaceti lety jela.

Pak Kosek tikd, Ze uz ji volal, ze je u nich n€kdo, kdo se o pfipad zajima. Teta Ivanky si se
mnou pry ur€ité rada promluvi.
Loucime se a pak Kosek mi popisuje cestu.

Miloslav Kosek: Kdyz piijedete z kopcecka dolti do Ujezda, tak hned ten prvni panelék a
vedle toho je prodejna. Tak ten prvni paneldk a pani Susova.

PETR HATLE: Vychazim z panelaku Kokovych na &erstvy vzduch. V jejich byté jsem mél
dojem, jako by jejich Ivanka odesla teprve nedavno, jako by se méla kazdou chvili vratit.

Je to nepochopitelna situace, naprosta nejistota.

Predevsim ve tvafi jeji matky se zraci velkd bolest a smutek. Pan KoSek zase plisobi jako
n¢kdo, kdo ztratil veskerou divéru v instituce, které nebyly schopné ptipad vyfesit.

O zmizeni dcery mluvi ptekvapiveé vécnym tonem. Pouziva stejné fraze, jaké od n¢j znam
Z rozhovoru v tisku. Jeho manzelka se tématu vyhyba. Ani s nami nechtéla byt v jedné
mistnosti. Miize to psobit pon€kud zvlastné, jak o tom mluvila novinarka Prokopova. Na
druhou stranu si uvédomuju, Ze odpovidat cizim lidem dvacet let na stale stejné intimni
otazky tykajici se Ivanky, je pro n€ neptijemné a unavujici.

Uvazuju nad tim, co s ¢lovékem udélaji dvé desetileti takové nejistoty kazdy den bez
prestavky. S plynutim ¢asu se navic snizuje pravdépodobnost, Ze patrani bude mit uspésny
vysledek.

PETR HATLE: Vydavam se na cestu k Marii Susové, ke které Ivanka pied dvaceti lety
mifila.
Marie Susova: Ano?

PETR HATLE: Dobry den, tady Petr Hatle. J4 jsem ted mluvil s vasi sestrou a s panem
Koskem, miizu se stavit i za vama teda?

Marie Susova: No tak ptijed’te. Jestli jste mluvili se sestrou, tak ptijed’te.

PETR HATLE: A mtizu ted rovnou pfijet, Ze bych se stavil.



PETR HATLE: Yeah...the former sand quarry...

Miloslav Kosek: And next to it there was a big pond, next to the pitch.

PETR HATLE: I used to go there all the time as a child.

Miloslav Kosek: That’s where we used to play.

PETR HATLE: Did you? We might have seen each other...

Do you think we can stop by again?

Miloslav Kosek: ...if I am still alive. Well...if the Slavia team piss me off, I’ll drop dead!
I am a big Slavia football fan...

PETR HATLE: Are you?

Miloslav Kosek: ...they won eight nil yesterday. And today Sparta are playing, over there on
the hill, Sparta are playing.

PETR HATLE: I asked Mr Kosek if I could visit his sister-in-law, Marie Susova, to whom
Ivana meant to go twenty years ago.

Mr Kosek told me that he had already called her to say that there was somebody interested in
the case. Ivana’s aunt would surely want to talk to me.

We say good-bye and Mr Kosek explains to me how to get there.

Miloslav Kosek: When you get down the hill to Ujezd, it’s the first block of flats, there’s a
shop next to it. It’s this first block and Mrs Susova.

PETR HATLE: I leave the Koseks’ block of flats to get some fresh air. In their flat, I had the
feeling as if Ivana got lost only lately, as if she was about to come back any time soon.

The situation is utterly incomprehensible, it’s sheer insecurity.

Especially her mother’s face reflects great pain and grief. Mr Kosek, on the other hand, seems
like one whose trust in institutions, genuinely incapable of tackling the case, is betrayed.

Surprisingly, he adopts this matter-of-fact tone when talking about his daughter’s
disappearance. He uses the same phrases | have seen him resort to in the interviews with the
press. His wife avoids the topic. She didn’t want to be with us in one room. It might seem a
bit weird, just as journalist Prokopova mentioned earlier. On the other hand, I can perfectly
understand how uncomfortable and tiring it must be to answer the same intimate questions
about Ivana to complete strangers over and over for twenty years.

I wonder what two decades of day-to-day insecurity without any relief can do to you.
Moreover, as the time passes, the odds are against any positive outcome of the investigation.

PETR HATLE: I am on my way to meet Marie Susov4, whom Ivana went to visit twenty
years ago.

Marie Susova: Yes?

PETR HATLE: Hello, it’s Petr Hatle. I have just spoken to your sister and Mr Kosek, may I
come by your place, too?

Marie Susova: Well, come by then. If you’ve just talked to my sister, feel free to call in.



PETR HATLE: May I come and call in right now?
Marie Susova: Muzete tfeba hned, ja jsem u televize.

PETR HATLE: Nejkratsi trasa od Koskovych k Marii Susové kopiruje cestu, kterou 1éta
jezdila za svou sestrou Ivana. Znovu projizdim kolem hibitova, kde ji spoluzacka vidéla
naposledy.

Asi po péti stech metrech odbo&im na kfizovatce smérem doprava na Svijansky Ujezd. Uplné
bézna, venkovska cesta ptisobi bezpecné, v dohledu je vzdycky par domt. Svijansky Gjezd
pusobi jesté ospaleji nez Ptisovice.

Je obklopen poli a ovocnymi sady. Hned na zacatku vesnice stoji par rodinnych domk,
hospodaftské objekty, na navsi jeden nizky paneldk, samoobsluha a obecni tfad.

Marie Susova: Prosim?
PETR HATLE: Dobry den, Petr Hatle. Tak my jsme tady.
Marie Susova: Pojd'te dal.

PETR HATLE: Dobry den, Petr Hatle, dobry den. Tady mate malickost takovou jenom, pro
radost.

PETR HATLE: Marie Susova je statna energicka zena kolem Sedesatky. Zda se, jako by byl
paneldk, ve kterém bydli, postaven podle stejného vzoru, jako dim Koskovych. I interiér bytu
pani Susové je zatizeny podobné.

Na kuchyniském stole jsou rozlusténé kiizovky, v obyvacim pokoji hraje n&jaky seril na
televizi Nova.

Marie Susova: Sednéte si, jestli chcete tam, nebo tady...
PETR HATLE: Tak mtizeme... Jak je to pro vas lepsi?
Marie Susova: Heled'te, jedno...

PETR HATLE: Tak miizeme tady tfeba? A s &im jste byla v nemocnici, jestli se miizu zeptat?

Marie Susova: Ja jsem venku na téch schodech §lapla takhle s nohou a druhou jsem zvedla. A
7e jsem nebyla na tom, tak jsem spadla, a to me¢ uz potom doktor poslal do nemocnice na
rentgen no a tam mé& potom objednali, deset dni jsem potom chodila na magnety, ale
nepomohlo to. Tak jsem potom deset dni byla na kapackach v nemocnici... Nemam toho
malo...

PETR HATLE: Zvoni Vam telefon, nechcete si ho vzit?

Marie Susova: To urcité¢ Koskovi volaj.

Ano?

PETR HATLE: Pani Susova zvedne telefon a potvrzuje panu Koskovi, Ze jsem k ni dorazil.
Marie Susova: Jsou tady, jsou tady u mé.

PETR HATLE: Rozumim jejich obezietnosti. Neznaji mé a nemiizou tusit, jestli nepatiim do
zastupt lidi, ktefi u nich poslednich dvacet let zvoni na dvete, vyzvidaji informace a potom uz
se neukdzou anebo nabizeji jednoducha ezotericka feseni v piipadu pohfesovani jejich dcery.



Marie Susova: ...jestli jste uz tady... ProtoZe jak jste mné volali, tak ja jsem jim hned volala,
jestli o tom védi, jestli jste teda byli — nezlobte se, ale musela jsem se presvédéit — jestli jste u

Marie Susova: You can come right now, I am just watching TV.

PETR HATLE: The shortest route from the Koseks’ to reach Marie Susova follows the track
which Ivana would take whenever she went to see her aunt. I go past the cemetery where her
classmate spotted her for the last time.

After 500 metres I turn right at the crossroads direction Svijansky Ujezd. A totally ordinary
village road seems safe, there are always a few houses at sight. Svijansky Ujezd is even
sleepier than PtiSovice.

It is surrounded by fields and fruit orchards. There are a few detached houses at the beginning
of the village, farm buildings, one small block of flats in the village square, a shop and a local
authority office.

Marie Susova: Hello?
PETR HATLE: Hello, it’s Petr Hatle. We’re here.
Marie Susova: Come in.

PETR HATLE: Hello, Petr Hatle, hello. Here’s just a little something, a little pleasure.

PETR HATLE: Marie Susova is a sturdy, vigorous woman in her sixties. Her block of flats
seems to have been built on the same model as the KoSek’s house. Even the inside of Mrs
Susov &’s flat is equipped in the same style.

There are partially solved crosswords on the kitchen table, you can hear some sort of TV
Nova series from the telly in the living room.

Marie Susova: Have a seat, if you want here, or there...
PETR HATLE: Well we can... Where is it better for you?
Marie Susova: ... I don’t care, it’s all the same...

PETR HATLE: Perhaps we can sit here? What problem did you have to go to hospital with, if
I may ask?

Marie Susova: Outside on the staircase I stepped with one foot like that and lifted the other. 1
lost contact with the ground and fell. The doctor sent me to the hospital for an X-ray and they
made an appointment for me to have this magnet therapy, but it didn’t work. I spent ten days
on drip-feed in the hospital...It’s not few problems I suffer from, is it...

PETR HATLE: Your phone is ringing, do you want to answer it?

Marie Susova: That must be the KoSeks calling.

Hello?

PETR HATLE: Mrs Susové answers the phone and confirms to Mr Kosek I have arrived.
Marie Susova: They’re here, they’re here with me.

PETR HATLE: I can understand their precautions. They don’t know me and they have no
idea whether I’m not just another in the long line of people who have been ringing their
doorbell over the past twenty years, trying to pump them for information and never showing
up again, or offering simple esoteric solutions to the case of their daughter’s disappearance.



Marie Susova: ...if you’ve arrived... ‘cause when you called me I had to call them back
whether they know — I am sorry for that but I had to make sure — that you were at their place

nich byli.
,J0, jo, jedou k tobé. ..

PETR HATLE: Chvili se bavime o mé navitévé u Koskovych. Zminim i to, Ze jsem
s maminkou Ivany vlastn¢ pofadné nemluvil.

Marie Susova: ...protoze kdyby ona vam to fikala v§echno, tak za¢ne brecet, zacne se klepat a
je s ni konec. A uz byste z ni nedostali ani slovo, protoze to se jedna o jeji dceru.

Schézi tu, no. Uz mohla bejt tfeba babickou ségra... Boli nas to vSechny...

PETR HATLE: A pani Susova, jak si pamatujete na den, kdy se ztratila lvanka?

Marie Susova: Ségra piisla za mnou, ze jde Ivance pomoct Cesat rybiz. A ja tak fikala: ,,Hele,
kde mas Ivcu?“

,»lauz jela véera vecer k tob&!*

Ja tikam: ,,Ale no u m¢ ale nebyla!*

PETR HATLE: Pani Susova zmifiuje fakt, ktery mé&l zasadni vliv na za¢atek vySetfovani.
Ivana odjela ke své teté v ned€li v podvecer tfinactého Cervence, aby u ni prespala a rano
spolu $ly na brigadu trhat rybiz. Jeji teta ovS§em o tom, Ze k ni Ivanka jede, nevédéla. Zjistila
to az druhy den rano, kdy k ni dorazila jeji sestra — Ivancina matka. V tu chvili byla
presvédcena o tom, ze jeji dcera v klidu stravila u pani Susové noc. Ivana k teté ale nikdy
nedorazila. Mezi jejim zmizenim a oznamenim na policii tak vznikla vice jak
dvanactihodinova prodleva, béhem které rodina ani policie netusila, zZe se Ivana pohtesuje.

Pani Susova vzpomin4, jak Ivanc¢ina matka na zmizeni své dcery reagovala.

Marie Susova: Tak fika: ,,Hrome, tak co se d&je.“ No, tak honem na policajty. Policajti teda
napied Ze az za Ctyfiadvacet hodin... Tak se tam s nima chytla. To byla jesté policie

v PfiSovicich. Tak se tam S nima chytli. No a pfisla jsem zpatky a oni fekli, Ze hned posilaj
teda policajty se psama, ze pijdou po stopé. Policajti s t¢éma psama — m¢éli tfi psy, byli ¢tyfi,
nebo pét policajti — tady si sedli venku u hospodu a smali se. Sed€li vam tam néjak od deviti
hodin... A ono bylo po dvanacty hodiné€ a oni tam furt sedi. A ona furt chodila na balkén
koukat. A tika: ,, Ty kurvy tam sed¢j! takhle ji nenajdou, takhle ji nenajdou!*

A najednou se sebrala a §la tam. Zacala na n¢ huldkat, Ze takhle ji nenajdou.

Oni fikali: ,,My se miizeme taky naobédvat, mlizeme si snist ob&d.*
A ona tikala: ,,0d osmi hodin uz jste se ddvno mohli jit nazrat.*
Ty se vam zvedli, jidlo objednany nechali bejt a zmizeli, Ze jdou teda hledat.

Ale kdykoli §li za policajtama, jestli uZ néco maj, tak akorat fekli: ,,Zase ty Koskovi sem
jdou,* takhle policajti v PfiSovicich mluvili.

PETR HATLE: A pro¢ myslite, Ze to d&lali?



Marie Susova: No, protoze je to otravovalo. Oni tam sedéli a kdyz tam sestra furt chtéla
védet, jestli uz néco vi o ty Ivance, protoze jim fekli, Ze jim daj zpravu, Ze jim budou davat
kazdej den zpravu... Jim nedavali Zadnou zpravu!

“Yes, yes, they are going to you.

PETR HATLE: We spend some time talking about my visit at the Ko3eks. I mention the fact
that I hardly exchanged a word with Ivana’s mother.

Marie Susova: ...because if she was telling you the story, she’d start crying, shaking and
that’s the end of her. You wouldn’t get a single word out of her, it’s her daughter who’s at
stake.

We miss her, of course. My sis might have been a grandma by now...It hurts everybody...
PETR HATLE: Mrs Susové, what are your memories of the day when Ivana went missing?

Marie Susova: Sis came over to help Ivana collect the currant. And I said: “Hey, where’s
Ivana?”

“She went over to your place already yesterday!”
I say: “But she hasn’t been here!”

PETR HATLE: Mrs Susovéa mentions the fact which had a paramount effect on the
investigation in its very start. Ivana left to see her aunt on Sunday evening 13 July, planned to
sleep over and set out together to collect currant. Her aunt, however, didn’t know that Ivana
was coming. She found out only the following morning when her sister — Ivana’s mother —
arrived. The mother was convinced until then that her daughter had safely spent the night at
Mrs Susova. However, Ivana never made it to her aunt. There occurred a 12-hour delay
between her disappearance and its announcement at the police, during which, neither the
family nor the police knew that Ivana had gone missing.

Mrs Susova remembers how Ivana’s mother reacted to her daughter’s disappearance.

Marie Susova: She says: “Damn it, what’s going on here.” Well, quickly to the police station.
The police first argued that they’d give it 24 hours. So she had a quarrel with them. There
used to be a police station in PtiSovice. They quarrelled there. She came back here and they
said they would immediately send policemen with dogs to follow the traces. Policemen with
the dogs — there were three dogs, four of five policemen — they were sitting in front of the
pub, having a good laugh. They were sitting there since 9 o’clock I think.... then it was past
12 and they hadn’t moved an inch. Sis kept going to the balcony to check. And she said:
“Those sons of bitches are still sitting there! They won’t find there like that, they won’t!”

Suddenly she got up and went there. She started yelling at them that they wouldn’t find her
like this.

They said: “We can also have our lunch, we can finish our lunch, can’t we?”
She replied: “You could have fed yourselves full since 8 o’clock.”
They got up, left their orders unfinished and dashed off to start the tracking.

But whenever my family went to the police to ask whether they found anything they only
said: “Again the KoSeks are coming.” That’s how the police in PfiSovice used to talk about
them.

PETR HATLE: And why do you think they acted like that?



Marie Susova: Well, because it bothered them. They were just sitting in their office and sister
kept demanding whether they found out anything about Ivana, since they told them they’d
update them every day...They didn’t!

No... ,,Zas ty Koskovi sem jdou...*

PETR HATLE: Piemyslim nad tim, jestli je skute¢né mozné, Ze by policie postupovala tak
amatérsky, jak popisuje pani Susova. Zda policisté oteviené naznacovali rodi¢im zmizelého
ditéte, Ze je otravuji.

Koskovi pry nahlaSovali zmizeni své dcery na mistni oddéleni policie v PiiSovicich. Podle
vSeho zdejsi policisté nebyli na tak zavazny ptipad viibec piipraveni. Do té doby fesili jen
drobné kradeze nebo sousedské spory.

Dnes uz v PtiSovicich policejni sluzebna ani neni.

Novinaika Milada Prokopova mi rovnéZz potvrdila, Zze mistni policie zpo¢atku nevykazovala
prilis aktivity.

Milada Prokopova: Oni to brali jako Ze ta hol¢ina se n€kde zdrZela u kamaradky, nebo ze
prosté zmizela s néjakym klukem. Rekla bych, ze to podcenili. Takze kdyZz tam pfisla n¢jaka

maminka ubrecend s tetou a s t€éma lidma, Ze se jim ztratila holka, tak oni fekli: ,,Za dva dny
se vam proste vrati...“

No, takZe oni sami se vydali vlastni cestou jeste do ty doby, nez se do toho zapojila ta policie.
Okamzit¢ ji zacali hledat. Ale ukazalo se, ze ta holka prosté¢ zmizela.

Sami mi ptiznali, ti policisté, ze ten piipad v dob¢, kdy se mél opravdu fesit, kdy byla ta stopa
hork4, tak Ze to tam bylo zanedbany.

PETR HATLE: Milada Prokopova mi popsala dileZitou véc, ktera ¢asteéné vysvétluje, pro¢
mohla policie brat zmizeni Ivanky z pocatku na lehkou vahu. Ivance bylo ¢trnéct let, byly
letni prazdniny. VSichni pfedpokladali, Ze dospivajici divka tfeba prespala u kamaradky, nebo
odjela za n¢jakym chlapcem, o kterém rodina neméla tuSeni. Policie zfejmé vitbec
nereflektovala, Ze Ivanka svym vzhledem, chovanim a zalibami spadala spiSe do kategorie
déti.

Zeptal jsem se IvanCiny tety, co si mysli, ze se s Ivankou stalo.

Milada Prokopova: Ja si myslim, Ze ji n€kdo unesl. Protoze kdyby ji nékdo tam porazil nebo
to, tak ji tam odhodi n€kde stranou a uz by se musela najit. J4 si myslim, ze bude n¢kde
Vv bordelu unesena.

PETR HATLE: Myslite si, Ze Zije Ivanka jest&?
Milada Prokopova: Ja si furt myslim, ze Zije.

Kdyby bylo povoleni udélat viem v bordelu kontroly, tam by se naslo lidi... J4 jsem fikala, at’
si zazédaj o povoleni a vemou mé s sebou. A ja bych to tam rozmlatila, ja si umim poradit...

PETR HATLE: Teta Ivanky tedy Zije dvacet let s predstavou, Ze je jeji netef nékde proti své
vili drZzena a nucena k prostituci. Jakkoli hrozn¢ tato verze zni, znamena nad¢;ji, Ze Ivanka je
nazivu.



Je ovSem fakt, ze v polovin¢ devadesatych let, kdy se Ivanka ztratila vrcholila zlata éra
silni¢niho sexbyznysu. Tisice prostitutek pracovali kolem hrani¢nich piechodi s Némeckem a
Rakouskem.

Pamatuju si z doby svého dospivani na rizné fantastické zpravy o unosech nahodnych malych
divek do bordelu.

Well... “Again the Koseks are coming...”

PETR HATLE: I wonder whether it’s genuinely possible that the police would pursue the
investigation in such an amateur manner as Mrs Susova describes. Whether the police officers
made it so openly clear that the parents of the missing child were bothering them.

The Koseks reportedly announced their daughter’s disappearance at the local police
department in PtiSovice. The local officers had never been confronted with such a serious case
by far and were not prepared for it. Until then they just dealt with minor offences like thefts
and disputes between neighbours.

Today there isn’t a police office in PfiSovice anymore.

Journalist Milada Prokopové also confirmed that the local police didn’t show much activity
at first.

Milada Prokopova: They thought the girl might have slept over at a friend’s place or that she
might have fled with a boy. I’d say they underestimated the situation. So when a mother
showed up in tears, accompanied by the aunt and other relatives, saying their girl had gone
missing, they replied: “She’ll be back in a few days...”

So, they themselves started searching on their own hook before the police joined in. They
started looking for her immediately. But it turned out the girl just vanished off the face of the
earth.

The police officers themselves confessed that the case should have been tackled when the
traces were still hot, whereas it was being neglected.

PETR HATLE: Milada Prokopova described a very important factor that partially explains
why police may have underestimated Ivana’s disappearance at the start. [vana was fourteen, it
was summer holiday. Everybody expected that a teenage girl could have slept over at a
friend’s place or went to see a boy whom the family had not been aware of at all. The police
apparently didn’t reflect upon the fact that Ivana, with her look, behaviour and hobbies
qualified more as a child.

I asked Ivana’s aunt what, in her opinion, happened to Ivana.

Milada Prokopova: I think she must have been kidnapped. Because if anybody hit her on her
bike, they’d throw her body aside, she’d be long found. In my opinion, she was kidnapped to
some sort of a brothel.

PETR HATLE: Do you think Ivana’s still alive?
Milada Prokopova: I still think she is.

If there was a warrant to carry out controls in brothels, loads of people would be found...I
told them to apply for a warrant and take me with them. I’d smash it there...I can handle
that...

PETR HATLE: Ivana’s aunt has been living those twenty years with the idea that her niece is
kept somewhere against her will and forced into prostitution. However horrendous this
version might sound, there’s hope that Ivana’s alive.



It’s a fact, though, that in the mid-1990s, when Ivana went missing, the street sex business
golden era was at its height. Thousands of prostitutes were working at the border crossings
with Germany and Austria.

I have teenage memories of sensational reports of young women being kidnapped to brothels.

Zpravodajstvi 1: ...divky k prostituci na E55 nutili nasilim...
Zpravodajstvi 2: ... s divkami, které kriminalisté vyslychali...
Zpravodajstvi 3: ...spokojit se musely pouze se stravou, ubytovanim...

PETR HATLE: Nejsem si ale jisty, jak moc jsou tyhle tradované ptibéhy pravdépodobné.
Chci zjistit, zda policie n¢kdy seri6zné s touto vysetiovaci verzi pracovala, nebo se jedna spis
o lidovou fantazii divokych devadesatych let.

PETR HATLE: A co byste udélala tomu, kdo Ivanku unesl, jestli ji nékdo unesl?

Marie Susova: Kdybych méla néco po ruce, sukovici tfeba, tak bych mu rozmlatila tu
sukovici o hlavu. To bych potom neznala konce. Tteba velikansky parté bych se neubranila,
jo, ale dvoum osobam bych se zvladla jeste... kor kdybych méla sukovici v ruce...

Za Ivanku bych dala zivot. To bych se poprala. I kdyby mé zmlatili, ale ja bych je taky
zmlatila... Ale za Ivanku bych dala Zivot, opravdu... To byla moc hodna holka.

PETR HATLE: Pani Susova mi z kiesla ukazuje na obyvakovou sténu podobnou, jakou maji
Koskovi.

Marie Susova: Mam fotku jeji, z novin... Tam je nékde ve skleniCce takhle... Ne, to je muj
muz.

PETR HATLE: Ukazte, jestli mi to takhle podrZite. ..

Marie Susova: Tadyhle ji mam, helejte... v hrnecku.

PETR HATLE: A mate je§té n&jaky jiny fotky?

Marie Susova: No ja nevim, jestli bych nékde méla fotky, ale asi ne. To ja takhle, Zze jsme si...
No takhle si ji pamatuju, byla moc hodna.

Ona sedla na kolo, pfijela a zase odjela. Tak pfijela vzdycky a: ,,Ahoj, teto, jdu se k tobé
podivat...“

PETR HATLE: Je to stejna pritkazova fotografie, kterou mi ukazoval otec Ivanky, jen
vystiiZzena z novin.

Marie Susova vzpomina, Ze totozna fotografie byla o prazdninach devadesat sedm vylepena
po celém kraji s vyzvou o pomoc pii patrani. A jesté nékolik let poté kazdy rok, kdyz se
konaly svijanské slavnosti piva.

Rodina doufala, Ze by si nékdo z ucastnikii mohl na néco vzpomenout.

Pivni slavnosti se totiz poradaly den pied zmizenim Ivany v sobotu dvanéctého cervence
devadesat sedm piimo na pozemku za domem jeji tety. Pravé tento letni oblibeny festival
predstavoval dalsi z komplikaci pfi vySetfovani zmizeni Ivany KoSkové.

V malé obci, kde se vSichni navzajem znaji, se najednou pohybovali tisice cizich lidi, mnoho
Z nich nepochybné pod vlivem alkoholu. Pani Susova vzpominad i na to, Ze slavnosti kvuli
vydéelku lakaji 1 svétské a kolotocare, kteti na ni nedélali nejlepsi dojem.



Marie Susova: A komedianti odjizd€li a ted’ tu dobu to byli takovy jako néjaky hasisaci, ty
komedianti. Oni byli u nich zaméstnany a méli i ten svlij viz, takovej katastrofalni, tak i to,
jsme si mysleli... Jestli ji tteba nékdo z t€hletéch mladych — oni byli asi tfi, ty kluci, tam
spali. A vedouci na n¢ furt vzdycky kiicel, aby d€lali, Ze s nima vyrazi dvere. No tak délali a
myslim, jestli tieba ti ji nékde... ji mohli znasilnit a uskrtit, vyhodit ji nékde ... a nic nikdo
nevi...

News service 1: ... girls were forced into prostitution on the E55 road...
News service 2: ... with girls whom investigators interrogated. ..
News service 3: ... they had to make do only with food and lodging...

PETR HATLE: I am not sure how credible these rumoured stories are, though. I want to find
out whether police ever considered to pursue this course of investigation, or whether it was
just popular fantasy of the wild 1990s.

PETR HATLE: What would you do to Ivana’s kidnapper, provided it was a kidnapping?

Marie Susova: If I had anything at hand, say a gnarled club, I’d smashed it against his head.
I’d hardly know when to stop. Well, I wouldn’t stand up to a big gang but I’d be able to fight
off two people...especially if | had this gnarled club in my hand.

I’d give my life for Ivana. I’d fight. Even if I got a thrashing, I’d fight back...I’d give my life
for Ivana, really...She was such a good girl.

PETR HATLE: From her armchair, Mrs Susova shows me her wall unit similar to the one in
Kosek’s flat.

Marie Susova: I have her picture, from the news...It’s somewhere there in the glass...No,
that’s my husband.

PETR HATLE: Let me see, will you just hold it for me like this. ..
Marie Susova: It’s her here, see...in the cup.

PETR HATLE: And do you have other pictures?

Marie Susova: Well, I don’t know if I have other pictures, I doubt it. It’s just....  remember
her like that, she was really nice.

She got on her bike, came and went again. When she came, she always went like: “Hi, auntie,
I’ve come to see you...”

PETR HATLE: It’s the same passport photo which Ivana’s father showed me, it’s just cut
from the newspapers.

Marie Susova recalls that during the holidays 1997 an identical photograph was put up at
places all around the region with an appeal for help to search. And then several following
years, always in the occasion of the Svijany Beer Festival.

The family hoped that some festival goers might have remembered something.

The beer festival was held on the site right behind her aunt’s house a day before Ivana went
missing on Saturday 12 July 1997. This popular summer festival added yet another
complication to the investigation into Ivana KoSek’s disappearance.

The small village, where everyone knows each other, was suddenly crowded with thousands
of strangers, a lot of them undoubtedly under the influence of alcohol. Mrs Susova recalls



another fact — the festival, a great chance for earnings, is a lure for carnies who didn’t exactly
make the best impression on Mrs Susova.

Marie Susova: And the carnies were about to leave, and there were these potheads, these with
the carnies. Probably just hired, they arrived in their own van, a disastrous one, so this, we
thought...If possibly someone of these lads — there were three of them, these chaps, sleeping
over in the van. The boss always shouted at them to get working or he’d sack them. So they
got down to working but I think they might have ... raped, strangled and dumped her
somewhere...no one knows anything. ..

PETR HATLE: Pani Susova ma na areal, ve kterém se konaji slavnosti, piimy vyhled ze
svého balkonu. Sama se do organizace slavnosti aktivné zapojuje a pomaha s uklidem. Jeji
synové, bratranci Ivany, jsou souc¢asti poradatelského tymu. Pani Susova mi ze svého balkénu
ukazuje, kde se akce odehrava.

PETR HATLE: A takhle podobné to vypadalo pted téma dvaceti let asi?

Marie Susova: Ted’ uZ je to viechno rozsiteny... Uplng hlava na hlavé chodila. Tamhle
vSechno budou stanky, az ke kraji, tam k tomu plotu budou stanky, tady budou stanky,
vSechno...

Tenkrét se teditel vsadil, Ze to vytoci tak sedmdesat hektakl. A on fika: ,, Ty si se zblaznil, to
se nevytoCi...“ A ono se vytoCilo sedmdesat pét hektakt snad. A fikal: ,,Kdyz prohraju, tak
zaplatim ohilostroj.*

PETR HATLE: Dohodnul jsem se s pani Susovou, Ze se zastavim patnactého ¢ervence na
leto$ni Svijanské slavnosti. Je to pro celou obec velka udalost. Maji dorazit i dva synové pani
Susové, rodice Ivanky i jeji bratr.

Az oslavy skonc¢i a lidé se budou rozchazet do svych domovt, bude to pravé dvacet let ode
dne, kdy Ivanka zmizela.

Po vSech obvinénich, které pfede mnou rodina Ivanky vznesla vuéi policii, jsem chtél ziskat
vyjadieni i druhé strany. Zavolal jsem na telefonni ¢islo jednoho z kriminalistd, které mi
poskytla novinarka Prokopova.

Muz v telefonu se omluvil s tim, Ze s&e mnou v souc¢asnosti nemuze mluvit, a odkazal mé na
mluv¢i policie Libereckého kraje Vlastu Suchankovou. Zanedlouho mi od ni ptisel strohy e-
mail, ze dékuje za zajem, ale mam se ozvat na konci ¢ervence. Hned jsem si uvédomil, ze to
bude tésné po promlceni piipadu.

Napsal jsem tedy zpét s dotazem, zda by mi mohla sd¢lit, pro¢ se nemizeme setkat uz ted’.
Odpovédéla, ze na ptipadu v soucasnosti probihaji ikony a nemohou se tak k nému
vyjadfovat.

Prestoze mi Koskovi tvrdili, ze policisté u nich uz roky nebyli, tenhle mail naznacuje, ze
policie na ptipadu tfi mésice pred promléenim znovu intenzivné pracuje.

Podcast ,,PohfeSovana“ jsme vytvofili s producentkou Dagmar Sedlackovou, dramaturgyni
Kristynou Majovou, zvukaii Adamem Levym a Vojtou Knotem. PohieSovanou vyrobil
Bionaut ve spolupréci se studiem Beep.

Audionaut je soucasti planety Bionaut.



PETR HATLE: Mrs Susova’s balcony gives a clear view over the grounds where the festival
is held. She herself takes an active part in the organisation of the festival and lends a hand
with cleaning up. Her sons, Ivana’s cousins are members of the organization team. Mrs
Susova shows me from her balcony where the event takes place.

PETR HATLE: Did it look similar those twenty years ago?

Marie Susova: Well, it has become way larger...the place was swarming. There are going to
be stands, to that end, stands up to that fence here, stands there and everything...

Back then the boss made a bet that he’d empty 70 hectolitres of beer. And he said: ““You must
have gone mad, it won’t get emptied...” And almost 75 hectolitres were emptied. And he
said: “If I lose, I’1l pay for the fireworks.”

PETR HATLE: I agreed with Mrs Susovi to stop by on 15 July to see this year’s Svijany
festival. It’s a big event for the whole village. Two sons of Mrs Susova, Ivana’s parents and
her brother have scheduled to come.

By the end of the festival, as people will leave for their homes, it will have passed twenty
years from Ivana’s disappearance.

After the accusations I heard family Kosek level at the police, I wanted to get a statement
from the other party. I dialled an investigator’s phone number which I was given earlier by
journalist Prokopova.

The man on the phone apologised that he couldn’t speak to me at the moment and referred me
to the police spokesperson for the Liberec region, Vlasta Suchankova. Shortly after I got a

brief email, in which she thanked for my interest but suggested I should get back to her by the
end of July. I realized immediately that it would be shortly after the case becomes time-barred

I replied with another question whether she could tell me why we couldn’t meet now. She
wrote back that there are currently some legal acts carried on within the investigation and
therefore they can’t comment on it.

Although the Koseks claimed that the police hadn’t visited them for years, the email suggests
that the police are working on the case intensively three months before the case becomes
time-barred.

The Missing Girl podcast was made in collaboration with producer Dagmar Sedlackova,

dramaturge Kristyna Majkova, sound engineers Adam Levy and Vojta Knot. The Missing girl
was produced by Bionaut in collaboration with the Beep studio.

Audionaut is a part of the Bionaut planet.



