CD1

[ Uvod

1. JEDNANI

Véziové

(2] (Ten.I) Pfivedou dnes pana!

(Ten.Il) K nam pana!
(Ten.l) Mezi nas pana!

Luka
Cert troje bozy roztrhal
nez nas tu vSecky sehnal!

Velky vézei
Kudy lezes?
Pitoma palice!
Posttij, postu;!

Maly vézen

Ty sam uhni!
Jak mamut tu stoji.

Velky vézen
Birjulina krava
stelna z chleba Cistaka

k hodtim vrhne Sestnact telatek.

Maly vézen

Co to za ptaka?

Jaky?

(peésti dorazeji na sebe)

Velky vézen
Taky!

Maly vézen
Jaky?

Velky vézei
Taky!

Maly vézen
Jaky?

1

CD1
Prelude
ACT ONE

(Prison courtyard in a Russian penal colony on
the river Irtish. Early morning. Prisoners leaving
their block, washing themselves. In one corner
some of them are teasing an injured eagle,
others file into the prison canteen ... Young
Alyeya comes out of the block ... Most of the
prisoners are silent, some cross themselves as
they wash at the water buckets...)

Prisoners’ Chorus

(Tenors 1) They're bringing a nobleman here today!
(Tenors 1) A nobleman amongst us!

(Tenors 1) A nobleman to join us here!

Luka
The devil wore out three pairs of boots
before he rounded our lot up!

Tall Prisoner

Where are you going?
Stupid idiot!

Stop still, stop still!

Short Prisoner

What are you bawling about?

Get out of the way yourself!

The man’s standing there like a mammoth.

Tall Prisoner

Biryula's cow'

got pregnant on our fine prison bread,
she'll drop sixteen calves for the big feast.

Short Prisoner

What kind of bird are you?

What sort, eh?

(they start pummelling each other)

Tall Prisoner
This sort!

Short Prisoner
What sort?

Tall Prisoner
This sort!

Short Prisoner
What sort?
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Velky vézei
Taky!

Maly vézen
Jaky?

Velky vézen
Taky!
Kahan!

Maly vézen

Tys podlec

a ne kahan!

Luka (roztrhava je od sebe)
Jste oba hodni!

Snadli baba kysku s chlebem,
a dostali knutem!

(Velky vezen odchazi)

Véziové
Mezi nas vedou pana!

(Vstupuje pod strazi Gorjancikov, vystraseny,
v méstském jésté ustroji.)

Maly vézen
Mezi nas vedou pana.

(Placmajor prichazi)

Placmajor (ke Gorjancikovovi)

(3] Jak t& nazyvaji?

Gorjancikov
Alexandr Petrovi¢ Gorjancikov.

Placmajor

Poruciku, hned s nim do vézeni,

hlavu odfit! Okovy ptikovat!

A jaké to Singli?

Je to nejnovejsi stiith? Odkuds to vzal?
Z Petrohradu?

Straz
Jeho vlastni Sat,
vase blahorodi!

Placmajor

Vsechno sebrat!

Prodat!

Vézen nema mit nic vlastniho!
A hled’ se dobte chovat!

2

Tall Prisoner
This sort!

Short Prisoner
What sort?

Tall Prisoner
This sort!
Heron!

Short Prisoner
You're scum,
you're no heron!

Luka (separating them)

You're two very good lads.
“They ate the old woman'’s curds
and bread and

got a whipping for it

(Exit Tall Prisoner)

Prisoners
They're bringing a noble to join us!

(Enter Goryanchikov under guard, frightened,
still wearing city clothes.)

Short Prisoner
They're bringing a noble to join us!

(Enter Commandant)

Commandant (to Goryanchikov)
What's your name?

Goryanchikov
Alexander Petrovich Goryanchikov.

Commandant

Lieutenant, off to prison with him,
shave his scalp. Fix leg-chains on him.
And what sort of army coat is that?
The latest coat? Where did you get it?
In Petrograd?

Guard
They're his own clothes,
your honour!

Commandant

Take everything away!

Sell it!

A prisoner mustn’'t have anything of his own!
And mind you behave properly!
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Abych neslysel.

Nu tak ...

Za nejmensi piestupek metly.
A jak to vyhlizi§?

Zbojnik? Tulak?

(tahd ho za vousy)

Gorjancikov
Jsem politicky pfestupnik.

Placmajor

Jak?

Ty drzy!

Sto metel! V tu minutu!

(Placmajor odchaczi.

Gorjancikova odvadi straz.

Aljeja jde s uzkosti za Petrovicem ...
Vykriky bolesti za scénou ...

Velky vezen s orlem, drzi ho za zobdk.)

Velky vézen
Zvire! Neda se!

Maly vézen
At’ tieba zdechne!

Velky vézei

Ale ne ve vézeni!
Ptak volny, surovy,
nepiivykne vézeni.

Maly vézen
Véru, ze neni jako my!

Starik
Zmatls to. Vzdyt’ on ptak,
amy jen lidé!

Véziiové
Vzdyt’ on ptak, a my jen lidé!

Maly vézen
Nikito, pust’ ho!

Velky vézen

Orel, car lest!
Bratfi, orel car lesu,
car lesu!

Maly vézen
Pust’ ho, Nikito! Pust’ ho!

(Velky vezen pusti orla, jenz bije zlomenym

kiidlem a vleze v kout zahrady.)

| don't want to hear any reports.

Right then ...

For the slightest offence — a thrashing.
And what do you think you look like?
Some brigand? Some tramp?

(he pulls his beard)

Goryanchikov
I'm a political offender.

Commandant

What's that?

Impudent thing!

A hundred lashes - this very minute!

(Exit Commandant.

Goryanchikov is led off by a guard.

Alyeya follows him anxiously ...

Cries of pain offstage ...

Enter Tall Prisoner with eagle, holding it by the
beak)

Tall Prisoner
Savage beast! It won't give up!

Short Prisoner
Let it die, then.

Tall Prisoner

Not in prison, though.

Your wild bird, untamed,

it'll never get used to prison.

Short Prisoner
True, it's not like us.

Old Prisoner
You've got it mixed up. It's a bird,
and we're just humans!

Prisoners
It's a bird, and we're just humans!

Short Prisoner
Nikita, let him go!

Tall Prisoner

An eagle, tsar of the forest!

The eagle, brothers, is tsar of the forest,
tsar of the forest!

Short Prisoner
Let him go, Nikita! Let him go!

(The Tall Prisoner releases the eagle. It flaps its
broken wing and walks off into a corner.)
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Véziové

Orel car lesu!
Starik

Vidis.

| Vidis, jak belha!

Véziiové

Orel, car lesu!

Starik

| Vidis,vidis, jak belha!

Placmajor (vriti se)
Bijte!
Bijte pokrytce, lhare!

(Strdze zatlacuji vézné.)

Straz
Do préace, do prace!

(Véznové usedaji k praci; jind skupina stroji se
vyjit na venkovskou prdaci.)

Véziové

[2]|(Ten.) Neuvidi oko jiz téch krajt
Bassi) Neuvidi oko jiz téch kraji
(Ten.) v kterych ja zrozen.
Bassi) v kterych ja zrozen.
(Ten.) Opét muceni,
Bassi) Opét mucent,
(Ten.) bez viny.
(Bassi) bez viny.

(Aljeja se stareckem usedaji u vehodu
do kordekvardije.)

(Ten.) Srdce zaboli, zateskni.
(Bassi) Srdce zaboli, zateskni

(Vezern Skuratov prisedne si ke skupiné, jez sije
lapte)

Skuratov

Ja mladé na hodech byla,
lyzky umyla,

v polévku vlila,

omastek seskrabla,
pirohti napekla.

Véziiové
A—a—

Skuratov
Beze mne mé ozenili,

4

Prisoners

Eagle, tsar of the forest.
Old Prisoner

Look,

llook at him limping!

Prisoners

Eagle, tsar of the forest.
Old Prisoner

|Look, look at him limping.

Commandant (rushing in)
Beat him!
Beat him, the hypocrite, the liar!

(Guards push the prisoners away.)

Guard
On with your work! Your work!

(The prisoners sit down to their work, or get
ready for working in the fields.)

Prisoners

(Tenors) My eyes will never see the land —
(Basses) My eyes will never see the land —
(Tenors) — in which | was begot.

(Basses) — in which | was begot.

(Tenors) Tortured once more —

(Basses) Tortured once more —

(Tenors) — through no fault of our own.
(Basses) — through no fault of our own.

(Alyeya and the Old Prisoner squat down at the
Guard-house entrance.)

[(Tenors)The heart ails, the heart pines.
(Basses) The heart ails, the heart pines.

(Prisoner Skuratov joins the group who are
sewing boots)

Skuratov

“| was a young lass serving at the feast,
washing the spoons,?

making the soup,

scraping fat from the pans,

baking the pirozhki!"3

Prisoners
Ah-h—

Skuratov
"l wasn't there when they married me,
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ja ve mlyné byl!

Luka

Vyje!

Zpival vlk a on mu pisen ukrad.

Skuratov

O Luka, O Luka!
“Maly ptacek,
ostry drapek!”

Luka
Jaky Luka?
Pro tebe jsem Luka Kuzmic!

Skuratov
Nu tedy, Luka Kuzmic!

Luka
Zadny Luka Kuzmic.
Pro tebe jsem strejcek!

Skuratov

Nu tedy, Cert s tebou,

i se strejckem!

A ja ti chtél dobré slovo povédét!

A ja ti chtél zbohatnout, uz chtélo se mi
zbohatnout!

Ach bratfe, hlavo, draha!

Kdyz jsem se s Moskvou rozloucil,

byl jsem rad, ze hlava §la se mnou.

S Bohem, Moskvo, zaplat’ Bih za zivot,

za volny vitr!

S Bohem, Moskvo.

A hodné mi jich nalupali.

Luka
A ¢ims potom zbohatnul?

Skuratov
Zkusil jsem boty $it.

Luka
A kupovali?

Skuratov

Nasli se takovi.

Boha se nebali,

otce, matku nectili.

0, selhal mdj Zivot ubohy!
O, selhal muj zivot!

0, pockej na chvilcicku.
Akulin muz pfisel na dvr.
Tra-la-la-la ...

(Skuratov krepci)

5

For | was at the mill!”

Luka

Howl!

He heard a wolf singing and stole his song!

Skuratov

Oh Luka, Luka!
"A tiny bird,

but sharp claws!”

Luka
How do you mean “Luka”?
You must call me Luka Kuzmich!

Skuratov
Very well, Luka Kuzmich!

Luka
Don’t call me Luka Kuzmich!
Call me uncle!

Skuratov

Very well, to hell with you

and to hell with uncle too!

And | wanted to say nice things to you!
And | wanted to get rich, | was just on the
point!

But brother mine, how | love this head.
When | said goodbye to Moscow

| was lucky my head came with me.
Farewell, Moscow, thank God to be alive,
thank God for the open air!

Farewell, Moscow.

And they gave me such a thrashing.

Luka
And how did you get rich after that?

Skuratov
| tried sewing boots.

Luka
And did people buy them?

Skuratov

| found a few customers.

They were men who feared no God,
honoured neither father nor mother!

Oh, my wretched life was in ruins!

My life was in ruins!

Ah, wait a little moment,

“Akulina’s husband has come into the yard.”
Tra-la-la-la ...!

(Skuratov does a dance)
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Luka
Jsss8! Blazne!
J3§3ss! Blazne!
Véziové

Clovek zbytecny...!
Clovek zbytecny!

(Skuratov se zhroutr)

Luka (nepovsimne si Skuratova)

(5] Aljejo, podavej nitku!

Jsou zpuchtelé, komisni.

Aljeja (pribéhne)
Na trhu koupili.

Luka

Nase krejcovskeé jsou lepsi.
U které podlé baby

je bere invalida?

Aljeja
U tetky.

Luka
To znaci u kmotry?

Aljeja
U kmotry.

Luka
Takovy sme$ny byl.

(Skuratov lezi nehybné)

Divam se,

véznili nas dvanact chochl.*
Mezi nimi on,

a place!

Pravil, odsoudili.

A coz ty moje déti?

Ja jemu pravil:

“Bagu, ni!”*

A vin bisov syn,*

a piset, piset. 14

Nu, bacu sobi,*

co by zdechl!

A porad piSe, piSe.

A jak pise,

tak i propadla moje hlava.
Tak cert by solil, ten major.
Pojd’ jen, pojd’ jen!

Mluv s nim!

Uvidis!

6

Luka
Ugh! Fooll!
Ugh! Fool!

Prisoners
A man good for nothing ...!
A man good for nothing!

(Skuratov collapses)

Luka (ignoring Skuratov)
Alyeya, give me some thread!
These ones are rotten, prison shop stuff.

Alyeya (running up)
They were bought at the market.

Luka

Our tailor's threads are better.

What old market woman

does the quartermaster buy them from?

Alyeya
He gets them from “Auntie”

Luka
You mean “Godmother”

Alyeya
Yes, “Godmother”

Luka
A funny fellow he was.

(Skuratov lies on the ground, motionless)

| look round,

they've got twelve of us Ukrainians in prison.
He was one of them,

weeping!

He had his say, they passed sentence.

"And what about my children?”

| spoke up:

“| see what you're up to. Never! "4
And that son-of-a-devil clerk?

goes on writing, writing.®

So | look around me and say*

“Go to helll”

And he writes that down too, keeps on writing.
And as he writes

| feel my head dropping off.

Devil take him, that governor!
“Come along, come along,” | think,
“Talk to him!

Then you'll see!”
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Micel jsem.

Vzbouril jsem chochly.

Na majora si stézovali.

A ja uz zrana vypujcil jsem si u souseda niz.

Rozzutil se major.
Jede.

Vie to mezi chochli.
Vletél major.

“Co to?

Ja car i Bih
Jak to fek,
byl naz mojich rukou.

“Ne,” pravim, “Vase blahorodi!”
A jdu k nému bliz a bliz.

“Jak by bylo mozno,

byste nam byl car i Bah?”

“A ty, co? Zbojnik?”

“Ne,” pravim,

a jdu k nému bliz a bliz.

12

“Buih nas vSemohouci, vSevédouci,
On jedin jest!

On jedin jest!

A car?

On jedin jest nade vémi nami! A vy,
pravim

“vy jen jesté major z carské milosti,
a pro vase zasluhy.”

“Jak, jak, jak?”

zakdakal!

Vbodl jsem mu ntiz do zivota.
Prevalil se.

.... Aljeja, niti!

(zurive pretrhne nit)

Aljeja, niti!

Jsou zhnilé!

>

(skripaji vrata z kordekvardije)

Véziiové
A zprazili té za to?

Luka
.... Nu, zprazili.
Aljeja, ntizky!

0j, zprazili, bratii.

“Zbojnika budou kaznit.”

A vSechen narod se sbéhl.
“Vrazednik!”

“Vrazednik!”

“Vrazednika budou kéaznit — kaznit

12

But | said nothing.

| got all the Ukrainians worked up.

They grumbled about the governor.

Early that morning | borrowed a knife off a
neighbour.

The governor was in a fury.

He was on his way.

The Ukrainians were seething.

The governor burst in.
"What's going on?

I'm the Tsar here, I'm God
As he said the words

the knife was in my hand.
“No, Your Honour!" | said.
And | go closer and closer to him.
“How can that be,

that you're our Tsar and God?”

“What are you, then? Some brigand?”
“No,” | said.

And | get closer and closer to him.

1

"Our Lord God omnipotent, all-seeing,
He is the only God,®

the only God!

And the Tsar?

He alone is above us alll And you,”

| said,

"“you are only governor by the Tsar's grace
and for your services.”

“What, what, what!"

he quacked!

| stuck the knife into his belly.

He toppled over.

... Alyeya, more thread!

(breaking a thread angrily)

Alyeya, thread!

These are rotten!

(Creaking of guard-house gate)

Prisoners
And did they beat you for that?

Luka
... Yes, they beat me all right.
Alyeya, scissors!

(Alyeya is still staring fixedly at the gate. Guards
bring out Goryanchikov, weak from the beating.)

Oh, brothers, did they beat me!

“The brigand’s going to be punished!”

All the Ukrainians came running.

“"Murderer!”

“Murderer!”

“The murderer’s to be punished — punished!”
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Rvali.
O, jak hlup ten narod!
Kat na mne kfic¢i: “Pfilipnu ti!”

Myslim, ze umiram...

Staiik
A umfels?

Luka
Hlupaku!

2. JEDNANI

Hlas (za jevistem-ze stepi)

[6] A...a...

A... a...
(kovovy zvuk motyk, lopat)
A a...

Gorjancikov
Mily, mily Aljejo!
Poslys, Aljejo!
Tys mél sestru?

Aljeja
M¢l — a pro¢ se ptas?

Gorjancikov
Myslim, ze byla krasavice,
byla-li tob¢é podobna.

Aljeja

Ach, co na mné vidis?

Ona byla taka krasavice,

ze v celém Dagestan¢ nebylo krasnéjsi.
Tys nevid¢l nikdy takou krasavici.

I moje matka krasavice byla. 8

They were all shouting.

What a stupid race!

The hangman shouts: “Now |I'm going to give it
to you!”

| thought | was at death’s door...

(Goryanchikov limps across the yard. The gate
closes behind him.)

Old Prisoner
And did you die?

Luka
|diot!
(throwing his tools down)

(They all watch the gate closing behind
Goryanchikov. They abandon their work.)

ACTTWO

(A year later. Sun in the west. The bank of the
Irtish. View over the Kirghizian steppe. Sound of
singing from a native yurt. Some prisoners are
repairing a boat, others laying bricks. Later,
Goryanchikov appears with Skuratov and
Alyeya.)

Voice from the Steppe

Ah ... ah ...
Ah ... ah ...
(Clashing of picks and shovels)
Ah ... ah ...

(Carpenters working on the boat.
Skuratov and Goryanchikov are passing bricks.)

Goryanchikov

Dear, dear Alyeya!

Listen, Alyeya!

Did you ever have a sister?

Alyeya
Yes — why do you ask?

Goryanchikov
I'm sure she was a beauty
if she was like you.

Alyeya

Ach, what do you see in me?

She was such a beauty,

there was no finer in all Daghestan.
You've never seen such a beautiful girl.
My mother was beautiful too.

Janacéek: From the House of the Dead



Gorjancikov
A milovala t&?

Aljeja
A co mluvis?
Ona jiste ted’ z hote umiela.

Ona m¢ méla vic nez sestru rada.

Ona dnes v noci ke mné pfisla,
a nade mnou plakala.

Gorjancikov
Poslys, Aljejo!
Chci t€ ucit Cist a psat.

Aljeja
O, rad bych,
rad bych naucil se!

Nauc¢, prosim té.
Véziové
Hoj-ho, hoj-hi!

Gorjancikov
Naucim té.

Véziové

Hoj-ho, hoj-hi!

Hoj-ho, hoj-hi! Hoj-ho, hoj-hi!
(udery sekerou)

Hoj-ho, hoj-hi! Hoj-ho, hoj-hi!
(stozar se kaci... stozar padne)

Prazdnik...!

Prazdnik!
Prazdnik!

Vézen kuchai

Alexandr Petrovic,

bude prazdnik,
1 téatr!
(odkvapi)

Duchovni
Pozdravljajem s prazdnikom!

I my pozdravljajem!

9

Goryanchikov
And did she love you?

Alyeya

What are you saying?

I'm sure she has died of grief by now.
She loved me more than my sister.
She appeared to me last night

and wept over me.

Goryanchikov
Listen, Alyeya!
I'd like to teach you to read and write.

Alyeya
Oh, how | would love,
love to learn that!

Teach me, | beg you!
Prisoners
High-ho, high-ho!

Goryanchikov
| will teach you, then.

Prisoners

High-ho, high-ho!

High-ho, high-ho! ...

(sound of axes)

High-ho, high-ho! High-ho, high-ho!
(the boat’s mast is chopped through and falls)

The rest of the day's free!
Work's over!®
Work’s over!8

(Distant bells. The prisoners cast their tools
aside.)

Cook-Prisoner
Alexander Petrovich,
we've got the evening off
and a theatre show!
(runs off)

(March: guards, Commandant and civilian
guests appear. Guards stand to attention, a
priest blesses the prepared victuals and the
river Irtish.)

Priest
Greetings on this holiday!®

Prisoners (crossing themselves)
Greetings likewise!®
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Vézen kuchai (nabizi pirozky)
Za gro§? Nebo za dva!

Maly vézen
Rez za dva!

Skuratov
Bratfi, general jede!
Celou Sibif prohlizet bude!

Maly vézen
Zadavit majora?

Cekunov
Jakze? Je to co do toho?

Maly vézen
A ja tob¢ pravim,
zes hlupak, hlupak!

Skuratov
Jaj, ja pusty, zbytecny clovek!

A mne sem poslali, Ze jsem se zamiloval.

Véziové

A proto t¢ sem poslali!
Skuratov

Nu proto;

pti té ptihodé

postielil jsem jednoho Némce.
No, sud’te,

stoji to za to mne véznit?

Véziiové
Jsme zvédavi!
Povidej!

Skuratov
Kdyz povidat,

tak povidat.
Opily vézen
On lze, vSechno lze!

Skuratov
Poslouchejte!

(Prisoners disperse towards the food, some dive
into the river; some cross themselves. Exit
Priest and Commandant. Prisoners and guests
sit down at a table, drinking tea and eating.)

Cook-Prisoner (offering pirozhki® around)
A kopek’s worth? Or two?

Short Prisoner
Cut me two kopeks' worth.

(Goryanchikov, Alyeya and Skuratov join the
table.)

Skuratov
Brothers, the General’s on his way!
He's inspecting the whole of Siberial

Short Prisoner
Will he have the Commandant strangled?

Chekunov
Eh? What concern is that of yours?

Short Prisoner
And what | tell you is
that you're a fool, a fool!

Skuratov
Oh what a vain and useless man | am!
And they sent me here for falling in love.

Prisoners

That's why they sent you here?
Skuratov

Yes, that's why.

And in the end

| fired a shot at a German.

Now what do you think,

was that enough reason to put me in prison?

Prisoners
We want to hear more!
Tell us about it!

Skuratov
If the tale's to be told

Then I'll tell it.
Drunken Prisoner
He's lying, it's all lies!

Skuratov
So listen!
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Poslali mne v Jurjev,

pekné to mésto,

mnoho Némci.

Divam se po Némkach.

I zalibila se mi némecka Lujza.
Lujza a tetka byly pracky.

Z pocatku jsem jen pod okny chodival.
Ale brzo nas pratelstvi spojilo.
Ona byla takova mila,

jakou jsem nikdy nepoznal.

Ja chtél po ni to ¢i ono...

A ona mn¢: .

“Saso, to nemuze byt,

ja si chei svou nevinnost uchovat,
abych byla tvoji distojnou zenou!”
A sméje se, vybizi:

“Ozen se!”

[Nu, pomyslete, ja se Zenit?
Opily vézen (se pripotaci)
|LZe, vSechno 1ze! Lze!

Skuratov
Ja se zenit? Ja se zenit?

[Toz rovnou k plukovniku.
Opily vézen
|LZe, vSechno 1ze!

Skuratov

Tu Lujza jednou neprisla.

Po druhé téz —

ipo tfeti.

Pisi ji, zadna odpoved’!

Co to?

Zchytrala?

Vzdyt’ nikdy nelhala!

Lujza lhat neuméla!

PiSu:

“Kdyz nepfiijdes,

sam piijdu, v tom vézi tetka!”
Prisla.

Prisla a place.

“Saso, muj bohaty pfibuzny chce si mne vzit!”
Jsem jako zafezany.

Ona place.

“Chtel bys mne zbavit toho §tésti?”
A objima mne.

O Lujzo!

Co za Stésti

jit za vojaka,

kdyz je untér!

Na druhy den

Sel jsem k jeho magacinu.
Divam se v okno!

1

They sent me to Yuryey,

a lovely town

with lots of Germans.

| couldn't keep my eyes off their womenfolk,
and took a liking to one German girl, Luisa.
Luisa and her aunt were washerwomen.

At first | used just to stand under their window.
But soon we were good friends.

She was such a dear thing,

I'd never known a girl like her before.

| asked her to let me do this and that...

But she said to me:

"Sasha, that mustn't be;

| want to stay chaste

and be a proper wife to you!”

And she laughs and challenges me:

“Go on - get married!”

[Now just imagine — me getting married!
Drunken Prisoner (staggers up)
|Lies! All lies, lies!

Skuratov
Me get married? Me get married?

[Well, | went straight to my colonel.
Drunken Prisoner

[Lies, all lies!

Skuratov

Then one day Luisa didn’t turn up.

Next day the same —

and the third.

| ' write her a letter — no reply!

What's up?

Is she getting crafty?

She'd never told me a lie!

Luisa didn't have it in her to lie!

| ' write her a note:

"“If you don't come,

I'll come to you myself. Your aunt’s behind this!”
She came.

She came, and wept.

"“Sasha, this rich relation wants to marry me!”
| felt I'd been struck dead.

There's her crying.

"Would you want to rob me of my luck?”
She puts her arms round me.

Oh Luisa!

What sort of luck would it be

to marry a mere soldier,

even a corporal?!

Next day

| ' went along to the man's shop.

Look in through the window.
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(opily vezen se zase blizi)

Sedi Némec ctyficet péti let,
nos hrbaty,

oci vypulené,

hodinky spravuje.

Chtél jsem rozbit okno.
Myslim si, ale na¢?
“Propadlo, co z vozu upadlo.”

Prisel jsem k veceru do kaséren.

Leh jsem — a, Petrovici,
hotce zaplakal.

Opily vézen
Lez! VSechno lez!

Véziové
Hou! Hou! Hou! Hou!

Skuratov (useda klidne)

Piesel den,

druhy, tfeti.

S Lujzou jsem se nesesel.
Vzal pry z ni ptisahu,

Ze mne znat nebude.

Kdyz jsem védel, ze se to skonci,

vezmu plast’ a rovnou k nim.
Pro vSechen ptipad

vsunul jsem pistolet.

Vejdu.

Zenich ucesany,

ve fraku,

Lujza naproti nému.

Z boku stafec tlusty.

Sedi a mlci.

Némec vzkypil zlosti.
Lujza zbledla.

“Co vam libo?” pravil Némec.
“Co mi libo? Hosta vitej!
Vodky nalive;j!

Ja k tob¢ v hosty pfisel!”
“Sednéte!”

“A co ty tak hrubg?

Tys mi druhem,

jdu k tob¢ s pratelstvim!”
“Nemohu jim byt,

tys sprosty vojak!”

“Ty hastrosi, vis,

Ze ja mohu s tebou d¢lat, co chci?

Chces, bych té zastielil?”
“To nesmite d¢lat.”
“Nesmim?” “Ne!”

There he sits, a forty-five-yearold German,
hooked nose,

bulging eyes,

repairing a watch.

| felt like smashing the window.

Then | think, why?

"What falls off the cart is gone for good.”

| go back to barracks that evening,

lie down and — oh, Petrovich —

how bitterly | cried.

(Drunken Prisoner comes up again)

Drunken Prisoner
Lies! All lies!

(Skuratov seizes the drunkard and throws him
down)

Prisoners
Ho! Ho! Ho! Hol!

Skuratov (sitting down calmly)

One day passed,

a second, a third.

| never saw Luisa.

They told me he'd made her swear

to ignore me.

When | realised it was all over

| took my cloak and went straight to their place.
Just in case,

| tucked my pistol in my belt.

| went in.

There was the bridegroom, hair smoothed
down,

wearing tails,

and Luisa sitting opposite.

By her side a fat old man.

They all sat silent.

The German was seething with anger.
Luisa went pale.

“What can | do for you?" said the German.
“What can you do? Make a guest welcome!
Pour out some drinks!

|'ve come to be entertained!”

" Sit down!”

“Why this rudeness?

You're my comrade,

I've come to offer my friendship!”

“| cannot be your friend,

you're a common soldier!”

“You scarecrow, do you know

I'm allowed to do whatever | like with you?
Would you like me to shoot you?”

“You're not allowed to do that”

“Not allowed to?"” “No!”
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“Tak, tu mas!”

Vysla réna, spadl.
Zenské kiici. Ja utekl.
Soudili.

Usoudili zelenou lavici.

Véziové
A Lujza?

Skuratov
O, Lujza.
(Machne divoce rukou)

Maly vézen

Major chtél se Zenit.

Dvefe ukézali.

Cerna kobyla, nevybilis do bila

Vézen Kovar

Cerna kobyla, nevybili$ do bila
Luka

Mam ja kosilu, Saravary plySoveé,
Saravary plySové.

Maly vézen

Mé¢l jsem domek o dvou poschodich.

Kedril (s jeviste)
Opera bude,
opera Kedril.
Opera bude,
opera Kedril.

Hra o Kedrilovi a Juanovi

Don Juan (vyjde na jeviste)

[9] Dnes bude mij posledni den!

ja peklo volam k pomoci!

Ja se vas nebojim!
Ja se bas nebojim!

Véziové
Naf! Naf! Naf! Naf!
Naf! Naf! Naf!

“Right, here you are!”

A shot rang out. He fell down.
The women screamed. | made off.
They took me to court.

Sentenced me to Green Street.”

Prisoners
And Luisa?

Skuratov
Oh, Luisa.
(He waves his hand wildly)

Short Prisoner

The governor wanted to marry.

But they showed him the door.

If a mare's black you'll never wash her white.

Blacksmith-Prisoner
If a mare’s black you'll never wash her white.

Luka
“I've a fine shirt and velvet breeches too,
velvet breeches too.”

Short Prisoner
" I'd a little house with upstairs, downstairs.”

Kedril® (from an improvised stage)
We're going to have an opera,

the opera about Kedril!

We're going to have an opera,

the opera about Kedril!

The Opera “Kedril and Don Juan”

(A stage made of timber from boats. Guests
and prisoners sit down as if in theatre stalls.
Goryanchikov and Alyeya next to one another.
Actorprisoners still in leg-irons, wearing
improvised costumes.)

Don Juan (walks on to the stage)

This is the last day of my life!

| summon hell to aid me!

(Devils crawl out of every corner.

Don Juan brandishes his dagger and chases
them off.)

I'm not scared of you!

I'm not scared of you!

Prisoners
Bow-wow! Bow-wow!
Bow-wow-wow!
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(kedril se tresse strachy)

Don Juan

Elviru pfived’!
Certt se neboj!
Vecefi priprav!

Don Juan
Veceii dones!

Kedril

Sejcas! Sejcas!
(odbiha)

Don Juan

Ne! Nebojim se vas!
(Certi berou Dona Juana)

Pomoc! Kedrile!

Kedril

Certi pana berou!
(Don Juan s certy od chazi)

Certi pana vzali,

chi, chi, chi, chi, chi, chi!

Véznové

Chi, chi, chi, chi, chi!
Chi, chi, chi, chi, chi!
Cho, cho, cho, cho, cho!

Cho, cho...
chi, chi...
cha, cha...
atd.

14

(Kedril shakes with fear)

Don Juan

Bring in Elvira!

Don’t worry about the devils!
Get supper ready!

(Kedril leads in Elvira, protesting.

Don Juan seizes her and kisses her.

A knight rushes in. Duel with swords.

The knight is stabbed, Elvira flees screaming.
Don Juan wipes his sword.

Kedril drags the corpse off.

He returns with food, pushing a cobbler’s wife
in front of him. Don Juan is uninterested — but
she would dearly like him! Kedril pushes the
ugly thing out again.)

Don Juan
Bring in the supper!

Kedril
Pronto! Pronto!®
(runs off)

(Kedril leads in a priest’s wife, weeping, and
himself sits down to eat beneath the table.

Merry flirtation between Don Juan and the

priest’s wife. He tries to take her away. The

devils emerge from their corners.)

Don Juan

No, I'm not afraid of you!
(The devils seize Don Juan)
Help! Kedril!

Kedril

The devils have got my master!
(Exit Don Juan with the devils)
The devils have taken my master,
he-he! He-he! He-he!

(Kedril catches hold of the priest's wife and flirts
with her. They enjoy the feast. A tiny devil
catches the priest’s wife from behind. Titters in
the audience.)

Prisoners
He-he-he-he-he!
He-he-he-he-he!
Ho-ho-ho-ho-ho!
Ho-ho...

He-he ...

Ha-ha ...

etc.
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Kedril Kedril
Ted za¢ne pantomina o pékné mlynaice! And now for the pantomime: The Fair Miller's
Wife.
Pantomima o Pékné mlynarce Pantomime: “The Fair Miller's Wife"”

(Sirotkin dressed as the young miller's wife,
Nezvyestev as the miller.

The miller takes leave, first showing

his wife the whip. She understands ...

The wife spinning, deep in thought. A knock.
Enter their neighbour with a gift

of a red scarf. They flirt.

Knock at the door.

The miller’s wife fearfully hides her neighbour
under the table.

Enter clerk in army uniform,

walking perkily.

They bow to each other.

The clerk steps forward, stops,

thrusts his chest out, looks around proudly,
strides up to the miller’s wife.

They embrace. More knocking at the door.
Where to put him?

The miller's wife hides him in a chest.

Enter Don Juan as a Brahmin.

He immediately embraces the miller's wife.
Banging at the door.

Where to put the Brahmin? Into a sack!
Miller's wife threads a needle with imaginary
thread and turns the spinning wheel where it
lies on the ground. The miller breaks in.

He pulls out one lover, then a second,

and kicks them out of the door.

The “Brahmin” crawls out of his hiding-place,
looking most un-Brahminlike.

The miller faints. Devils re-emerge.)

Don Juan Don Juan
Proklet’ bud’! Proklet’ bud’! Curses on you! Curses on you!

(Spitting fire, he takes hold of the wife and they
dance till they drop.)

(The curtain drops on the little stage.

It has grown dark meanwhile.

Most of the prisoners have gone into the block.
Goryanchikov is still sitting at the entrance,
drinking tea with Alyeya.)

Aljeja Alyeya
[11] Pékné hrali, co? They acted well, didn't they?
Mlady vézen Young Prisoner (in another corner; to the
ugliest of the wenches)
Nazdravi, a kdes ty zasidéla? Welcome, and where have you been hiding?
15
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Pobéhlice
Straka na bidle déle sedi.

Mlady vézen
Uz jsem t¢ dlouho nevidél!
Zchudlas, zchudlas!

Pobéhlice
Mize byt. Jak bych byla jehlu polkla!

Mlady vézen
Za vojacky chodis?

Pobéhlice
A coz. Tieba bez Zebra.
Tieba bez zebra,

prece rada za vojacky!
Mlady vézen
Nechod’,

i my mame penize.
(Zajdou do tmy)

Véziové
Aj, aj, aj!

Sapkin (k stafickovi)
Staricku Antonici,
zdrav bud’! Chléb sol!
0Oj, 9j,

0j, 0j!

Starik
Kdyz neblaznis, sedni.

Sapkin
Ja myslel, zes umiel!

Starik
Umii napfed, a ja za tebou.

Luka (zdalky)

Oj place, place mlady kozace

v nest’astné hodiné.

Oj krace, krace ceriiounky havran
v daleké doliné.

Véziové

Aj, aj, aj...

Wench

| never stay longer in one place than a magpie

on a pole!

Young Prisoner
Haven't seen you for a long time.
You've got thinner, much thinner!

Wench
That's as may be. Look as if | swallowed a
needle?

Young Prisoner
Been going with the young soldiers?

Wench
What of it? If they broke my ribs,
broke my ribs,

I'd still want to go with the soldiers!
Young Prisoner
Don't do that,

we've got money too.
(they disappear in the dark)

Prisoners
Ay, ay, ay!

Shapkin (to the Old Prisoner)

Old Antonich,

good health to you. Bread and salt.
Oy, oy,

oy, oy!

Old Prisoner
Unless you're mad, sit down.

Shapkin
| thought you were dead by now!

Old Prisoner
You die first, and I'll follow you.

Luka (from a distance)

“Qy, how he weeps, the young Cossack lad
in his hour of misery.

Oy, how he caws, the raven so black

in the valley far away.”

Prisoners

Ay, ay, ay...
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Maly vézen

Pro¢ nezdravite?
Nasim Kurskym dobrého chutnani!

Gorjancikov
My, bratfe, nejsme Kursti!

Maly vézen
Snad Tambovsti?

Gorjancikov
Nejsme Tambovsti.

Velky vézen
Hej, pani piji!

Maly vézen
Jaci pani?
Zde vSichni rovni, vSichni rovni!

Véziové
Vschni rovni...
Zde vSichni rovni. ..

Gorjancikov
Chcete-li, dam vam, dam vam!

Cekunov (z kasdren)
0j, place, place
na vraném koni,
0j, rozbij touhu mou!

Maly vézen (poskoci)
Dovolte...!

Chtel bych se vas zeptat,

vas se zeptat,

z jakych pifjmu ¢aj si tu pijete?
Mate asi penize!

Proto vy ve vézeni Caj chlastat?
Caj chlastat?

Gorjancikov

0, Aljejo!
Véziové

Ubijstvo! Ubijstvo!
(Zdvihaji Aljeju)
Biih spasil!

(Straze zatlacuji vézne)

Short Prisoner (approaching Goryanchikov and
Alyeya)

Why don't you say hallo?

Enjoy the food, our good friends from Kursk!

Goryanchikov
We're not from Kursk, brother!

Short Prisoner
From Tambov, perhaps?

Goryanchikov
We're not from Tambov.

Tall Prisoner
Hey, the lords and masters are drinking!

Short Prisoner
What lords and masters?
We're all equal here, all the same!

Prisoners
All equal...
Here we're all the same ...

Goryanchikov
If you want a drink, have some, have some!

Chekunov (from the prison block)

“Qy, how he weeps and weeps,

riding his black steed,

oy, if you could but rid me of my pining heart!”

Short Prisoner (jumping up)

| beg your pardon ...!

I'd just like to ask you,

to ask you,

at whose expense you're drinking that tea?
Presumably you have money.

Is that why you can afford tea in prison?
All that tea?

(He seizes the tea-churn, throws it and hits
Alyeya, who falls down injured.)

Goryanchikov
Oh - Alyeyal

Prisoners

Murder! Murder!®
(They lift Alyeya up)
God saved his life!

(Guards come and push the prisoners off)
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CD2
3. JEDNANI

Scéna 1

Aljeja

[1] Isaj, prorok bozi

bozi slova mluvi.

Gorjancikov
A co se ti nejlépe libilo?

Aljeja

To, kdyz pravi:
odpoustej, neublizuj,
miluj!

De¢lal velké divy!
Ptaky z hliny tvofil,
vdechl na ni

a on vzlétl,

a on vzétl! VzIétl!

Cekunov (dondsi jim caj)
Napij se!

Aljeja

Hled’, papir, pero, inkoust —
Cekunov

Napij se!

Aljeja
Ja uz umim psat!

Luka (umirajicr)

1888! Chlap! Nasel si pana!

Cekunov
Ja ze chlap?

Luka

Ty chlap!

Slyste, dobfi lidé, nevéri,
divi se!

Cekunov

Co ti do toho?
Vidis, osamoceni, jsou jak bez rukou.

18

Ch2
ACTTHREE

Scene 1

(The prison hospital, late afternoon. Row of
plank beds. Backstage, tile-stove with an old
prisoner lying on it.)

Alyeya (lying in a fever, Goryanchikov sitting
beside him)

Jesus, prophet of God,

utters the words of God.

Goryanchikov
And what did you like the best of his words?

Alyeya

The part where he says:
Forgive, harm no man,

be loving!

He wrought great miracles.
He made birds out of clay;

he breathed on the clay

and this bird flew up in the air!
It flew up! Flew away!

Chekunov (offering Goryanchikov and Alyeya
tea)
Have a drink!

Alyeya
Look, I've got paper, pen, ink —

Chekunov
Have a drink!

Alyeya
| can write already!

Luka (dying)
Ugh! Servant! And he's found himself a master!

Chekunov
Calling me a servant?

Luka

Yes, you — a servant!

Just listen, good folk — he won't believe it,
he's amazed!

Chekunov

What business is it of yours?

Can't you see, all on their own, like men with no
arms.
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Pro¢ neposlouzit?
Ty blazne s §tétinatym rypakem!

Luka

Kdo Stétinaty rypak?
Cekunov

Ty, ty, ty!

Luka
A tys krasavec?
Mas hubu jak vrani zobak!

Cekunov

Jsi Stétinaty rypak!

A kdyz t¢ Bih pokotil,
lez a umirej!

Luka

Radgji boté€ se poklonim-
Starik (na peci)
Gospodi pomiluj!

Luka
— nez papuci.
Ach! Ach! (kasle)

Ach! Ach!
Staiik
Gospodi pomiluj!

Sapkin (na Lukovo kaslani)

O bratfi, ta bolest, to nic!

Neni horsi,

nez kdyz té tahaji dlouho za usi!

Vézinové
Proto ti tak trci!

Velky vézei
Kdo ti vytahal za usi?

§apkin

Ispravnik. Pro tulactvi.

Sli jsme dva, ja a Jefim jakysi.

Na poli voli, v mésté strach!

Proto my nejdfiv v krému.

Rozhlizime se, pfiblizuji se k nam jacisi.
“My troje u generala Zezulky slouzime.”
Ukazali dilo. A my

téze noci vpadli do dvora bohatého kupce.
Dopadli nas vsechny.

Sam tulak, sam tulak,

a rovnou k okresnimu.

Vstoupil, sedl

Why not serve them?
You idiot with your bristly snout!

Luka

Who's got a bristly snout, then?
Chekunov

You have, you have!

Luka
And you're some beauty?
You've a face like a crow's beak!

Chekunov

You're a bristly snout!

And since God has brought you low,
just lie there and die!

Luka

I'd rather bow to a jackboot —
Old Prisoner (on the tile-oven)
God have mercy!®

Luka
— than to an old slipper!
Oh, oh! (coughing)

Oh, oh!
Old Prisoner
God have mercy!

Shapkin (as Luka coughs)

Brothers, that pain is nothing!

Worst of all

is when they pull your ears without stopping!

Prisoners
So that's why yours stick out so!

Tall Prisoner
Who pulled you by the ears then?

Shapkin

The police. For being a vagabond.

There were two of us, me and this Yefim.
Cattle out in the fields, panic in town.

So first of all we went to an inn.

We look around, and some men come up to us.
“We're in General Cuckoo's? army, us three.”
They showed us their scheme. So together
that night we broke into a rich merchant'’s villa.
They caught the lot of us.

“Vagabonds, all vagabonds" -

and it was straight to the District
Superintendent.

He came in, sat down,
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s takovymi bakenbardami.
My tulaci divny narod.
Na hlavé mu drva $tipej, zapomene.

Vsechno zapomene.

A okresni zpfima na mne,

jako z becky:

“Kdo jsi?”

“Nevim, vSechno jsem zapomné¢l.”
“Pockej, tva hlava je mi znama!”
A bélmo na mne vypouli.

“Tvé jméno?”

“Hmatni a upaluj!”

“A tvoje?”

“A ja za nim. Skute¢né mne tak volaji,
vase blahorodi!”

“A kdo t& tak nazval?”

“Dobii lidé,

svét neni bez dobrych lidi.”

“A kdo jsou ti dobti 1idé?”
“Pozapomnél jsem, racte prominout,
otce i mat’, pozapomnél.”

“Hybaj do vézeni!

Aty sedni!

Ber pero, pis!”

A chytne za ucho

a tahne a tdhbne

atahne a ta...

Véziové
Co se zblaznil?

Sapkin

“Pro smilovani, vase blahorodi -
a tahne, tahne,

“Jen pis!”

A to jeden pisafik

téz mél dlouhé usi,

a zdrhl jim s penézi!

“Jen pis!”
Véziové

Co se zblazil?
Sapkin

A tahne.

Ja ¢maral,

Véziiové

sedmeroglazyj solil, —
Co se zblazil?

Sapkin
— ja ¢maral, sedmeroglazyj solil,

sedmeroglazyj solil.

20

chap with sidewhiskers like this.

Us tramps are queer folk.

Use our heads as chopping blocks and we'll still
forget everything.

Forget everything.

The Superintendent went straight for me,
like a ton of bricks.

“Who are you?”

“Don’'t know, forgotten everything.”
“Wait a bit, | know that head of yours!”
And he opens his eyes wide at me.
“Your name?"

" Grab-and-rush-forit!”

“And yours?"”

“Follow-him-quickly. They really call me that,
Your Honour!”

“And who gave you that name?”

"Good folk —

the world’s full of good folk.”

"And who do you call good folk?"”

"|'ve forgotten, forgive me Sir,

father and mother, forgotten the lot!”
"Off to prison at the double!

And you there, sit down.

Take a pen and write!”

And he takes me by the ear

and pulls and pulls,

and pulls and pulls ...

Prisoners
Had he gone crazy?

Shapkin

“For pity’s sake, Your Honour —"

and he pulls and pulls -

"Just keep writing!"”

Then there was this clerk,

he had long ears too,

and he did a bunk with all their cash!

"Keep on writing!”
Prisoners

Had he gone crazy?
Shapkin

And he goes on pulling.
And | go on scribbling

and old Seven Eyes' keeps tugging —
Prisoners

Had he gone crazy?

Shapkin

—and | go on scribbling. Seven Eyes keeps
tugging,

Seven Eyes keeps tugging.
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Skuratov
O Lujzo! Lujzo!
O Lujzo!

Véziové
MIGis!
Skuratov
O Lujzo!
Véziové
MIcis!
Skuratov
Ja pistol pritiskl k ¢elu
a—
Véziové
MIGis!

Skuratov
—a—

Starik

[2] M4 d&t’atka mild,

jiz vas neuvidim, jiz vas neuvidim.
Gospodi, pomiluj ny —

Siskov

Pockej, pocke;j!

Starik

Gospodi —

Siskov
Pockej, pockej. Nepiedbihe;j!
Ptijde na bulvar — vSichni se klani —

slovem bohac!

Cerevin
Obchodoval?

(Skuratov jumps up from his bed, delirious, and
dances)

Skuratov
Oh Luisa, Luisa!
Oh Luisa!

Prisoners
Keep quiet!

Skuratov
Oh Luisa!

Prisoners
Keep quiet!

Skuratov
| put a pistol to her head
and —

Prisoners
Keep quiet!

Skuratov
—and then -

(They push Skuratov down on his bed and hold
him.)

(Silence in the sick-bay. Darkness, except where
the old man lies awake with his candle.
The patients fall asleep.)

Old Prisoner

Dear little ones,

I'll never see you again, never again.
God have mercy upon us —

Shishkov
Wait a moment, wait!

Old Prisoner
God —

(Complete darkness. Shishkov and Cherevin
seated on a bed.)

Shishkov

Wait a bit, wait. Let me take my time!

So he comes along the main street — everyone
bows —

in a word, stinking rich!

Cherevin
A merchant was he?
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Siskov

Statek velky, délnikt plno,

v pasece vcelin, i dobytek prodaval.
Ptijde do trhu.

“Zdravsté, batusko!”

“Zdravstvuj i ty!” “Jak s tvou praci?”

“Moje prace jako saze bila.” “A co jinak?”

“Po htichu, nebe zakufuji.”
Tak kazdé slovo

u ného po rublu.

Mél dva syny a dceru Akulinu.

Cerevin
Ta byla tvoje zena?

Siskov
Pockej, nepiedbihej!
Ji Fika Morozov si namluvil.

Luka (umirajici)
Oh!
Oh!

Siskov
“Ty,” pravil Filka ku starymu,
“Dé&lme se. Vrat mi moje penize!

Coz ja u tebe pachol¢im?

Nechei s tebou obchodovat!

A Akulku,” pravil, “brat si nebudu,
ja na vojnu pijdu,

feldmarsal se vratim!”

Stary jej na kopejku vyplatil.

“Jsi ztraceny Clovek!”

A on jemu: “Ztracen ¢i neztracen!
Ale u tebe, Seda brado,

nauci se ¢lovek Sidlem mléko sbirat.
A Akulku si piece nevezmu.

Jauz s ni spal!”

“Jak, ty smi§ hanobit poctivého otce,
poctivou dceru?

Kdy jsi s ni,

psi maso, hadi zihadlo, spal?”

A cely se zatiasl.

Gorjancikov

Zti8 se, Aljeja, ztis se!
Siskov

“A nejen to,” povida,

“Tak to zato¢im, ze si ji nikdo nevezme,

protoze je necestna.

S podzimku do podzimku s ni obcuji —

a uz ji nechci.”
A stary tak fval

Shishkov

Big farm, lots of labourers,

beehive in the copse, cattle to sell.

He comes to market.

“Greetings, little father"®

"Greetings to you.” “How's your work going?”
“Work? Like white soot” "And what else?”
“Filling the sky with my pipe-smoke, I'm afraid.”
Every word

of his was worth a rouble.

He'd two sons, and a daughter Akulina.

Cherevin
That was your wife, was it?

Shishkov
Wait a bit, don't run on ahead!
Filka Morozov had talked his way round her.

Luka (in his agony)
Oh!
Oh!

Shishkov

| say, you," says Filka to the old man.

“Let's settle accounts. Give me my contract-
money back!

Am | going to be your servant-boy?

| don't want any dealings with you.

As for Akulina!” he says, “marry her | won't;
I'm off to the army,

I'll come back a field marshal!”

The old man pays him off to the last kopek.
“You're a doomed man!”

But Filka tells him: “Doomed or not doomed,
staying with you, greybeard, is as useful

as learning to ladle milk with a bradawl.

And I'm not going to marry Akulina.

I've slept with her already!”

“What's that? You dare to disgrace an honest
father and his honest daughter?

When was it,

cur's meat, adder’s fang, that you slept with her?”
And his whole body shook.

Goryanchikov

Keep quiet, Alyeya, keep quiet!’®
Shishkov

“Not only that,” says Filka,

“I'll make such a to-do that no one marries her,
because she's lost her honour.

From one autumn to the next I've been tupping
her —

and now | don't want her!”

And the old man gave such a roar
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az zem se zatiasla.
Luka (umirajicr)
Ach! Ach!

Siskov
A z jitra do vecera, zpit,
u dévek sed¢l do rana.

Cerevin
To znaci, ze s Akulinou drzel stale?

Siskov

Pockej, nepiedbihej!

“A ted’ ptjdem vrata dehtem mazat!”
A sli jsme a namazali.

Staiik kfici:

“Tma ve svété a hniloba!”

Marja Stepanovna kiici:

“Ze svéta ji zhladim!”

Sousedé slysi

jak Akulinu fezou z rana do noci!
A ta holka fve a place.

Viézitové (162ky dech)
M R

Siskov

A Filka kiiéi:

“Slavna dévecka Akulina!
Slavna milovnice!

Cisto si chodis,

bélo se nosis!

Mluv, koho milujes?”

A ja Sel mimo a kfi¢im:
“Cest budiz vasi milosti!
Cisto si chodis!

Kde to beres? S kymze to zijes?”

Sotva jsem domluvil, pohlédla na mne
takovy ma velkyma ocima.

Véziové
M —

Siskov

A matka mysli ze se mnou dovadi.

“Co se zubis, nestydata?

Zabiju té.

Uz neni mou dcerou! UZ neni mou dcerou

Cerevin
To ze lehka byla?

Siskov
Pockej, poslouchej!
Lezim, moje mat’ pfichazi.

that the very ground shook.
Luka (in his agony)
Oh! Oh!

Shishkov
And from morning to evening, dead drunk,
he sat up with the girls all night.

Cherevin
So you mean he kept on with Akulina?

Shishkov

Wait a bit, don't rush on ahead!

“Lets go and tar his front gate!”

And we went and smeared tar over it.
The old man shouts:

“The world’s in darkness and corruption!”
Marya Shtepanovna cries:

I"ll rid the world of that girl!”

The neighbours hear them

beating Akulina from morning till night!
And the girl screams and weeps.

Prisoners (sighing)
Mmm...

Shishkov

And Filka shouts:

“Noble damsel, Akulina!

Noble sweetheart!

What clean clothes you walk round in,
what fine white things you wear!

Tell us, who's your lover?”

I'm passing by and | shout:

“Honour to Your Grace!

What clean clothes you have!

Where do you find them? \Who do you live
with?"”

The words were hardly out and she looked at
me with those big eyes of hers.

Prisoners
Mmm ...

Shishkov

Her mother thinks she’s flirting with me.
“What are you smiling for, hussy?

I"Il kill you.

No daughter of mine! Not mine any more!”

Cherevin
She meant she'd been playing around?

Shishkov
Wait a bit, listen to me.
I'm lying in bed, up comes mother.
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“Tys podlec, zen se.

Akulku ted’ ti radi daji!”

Filka mi hrozi:

“Zes Akul¢in muz?

A ja tobé zebra vyrazim!

A's Zenou tvoji,

kdyz zachci, celou noc spat budu.”

A ja na to: “Lzes, psi maso.”
Véziové
M —

Cerevin
A nabizeli ti ji?

Siskov
Nepospichej!

[3] A ja byl, bratticku, az do svatby zpit!
Po oddavkéch nas privezli
a posadili.
A stryc pravi: “Dilo skonceno,
kdyz ne cestné, toz pevné!”
Po zvyku nés do komirky dali
a zanechali.
Ona sedi bila,
ni kapky krve v lici,
vlasy jako len, oci velké,
jak néma v domé, tak divna!

A ja na ni bykovec si pFipravil!
A ona vysla prede mnou —

Cerevin
Jak? Nevinna?

Véziové
A

Siskov

Cista, nevinna!

Nevinna! Cestna, z ¢estného rodu.

A ona takova mila, pfemila...

O, proc¢ ji Filka pied svétem o Cest ptipravil?

Cerevin
O, ano! Ano!

Siskov

Ja poklekl u postele,

ruce vztycil.

“Milenko, Akulino, dité drahé,
odpust’ mi!

Ja téz t& mél za necestnou.”
Ona sedi pfede mnou na posteli
a place.
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“You're a good-for-nothing, get married.

They'll be happy to let you have Akulina!”
Filka threatens me.

“You — Akulina’s husband?

I'll break your ribs.

And with your wife

I'll sleep all night whenever | fancy.”

And | say to him: “You're a liar, cur's meat!”
Prisoners
Mmm ...

Cherevin
And did they offer you the girl?

Shishkov

Not so fast!

| was drunk, brother, right up to the wedding!

After the ceremony they brought us back

and sat us down.

And uncle says: “The job’s done.

Not with honour, but good and proper!”

As custom has it, they put us in the bedroom

and left us to it.

She sits there all white,

not a drop of blood in her cheeks,

hair like flax, eyes staring,

like a dumb girl in the house, so strange she

was!

And | had a whip ready for her.

But she turned out, when she was with me, to
be -

Cherevin
What? Still innocent?

Prisoners
Ahhh ...

Shishkov

Pure, innocent!

Innocent. A good girl from a good family.

And she was so kind, so very kind ...

Oh why did Filka have to shame her in public?

Cherevin
Yes, why, why?

Shishkov

| knelt down by the bed

and raised my hands.

"“Darling Akulina, treasure child,
forgive me!

| too thought you'd been dishonoured.”
She sits on the bed in front of me

and cries.
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Polozim ji ruce na ramena,

sméje se, sm&je se a place.

A jak ji tak vidim, fikam si:
Potkat Filku, nebude ziv na svété!

A staficti rodiCové jsou z toho zdéseni.

A matka na kolenou place, a stafik:
“Kdybych byl védel, ze je Cista,
jiného byl bych ji vyhledal!”

Cerevin )
Tak, tak! Tak to ma byt!

Siskov

Pockej, nepiedbihej!

Na druhy den, cely zpit,
bézim po navsi a kii¢im:
“Dejte mné Filku Morozova,
podlce, nestydu!”

Brzo mne tii lidé zmohli.
A Filka mi pted lidmi:
“Tys hlupak!

Vzdyt’ tebe zpitého Zenili!
A vi§, v tom stavu,

cos ty mohl poznat?”

Ja pfijdu domu.

“Vy jste mne zpitého zenili
Matka se do mne pusti, a ja:
“Ty mas, matusko,

zlatem usi ovénceny.

12

Podej sem Akulku!”
Starik (na peci)
Kdo to kiici?
Siskov
O, bratie,
jabil,

mlatil Akulku, dokud jsem nepadl.
Cerevin
Ano, nakonec nebij zeny, nebij zeny —

tak ona —?

Siskov

Ona sedi, ml¢i,

v okno hledi, place.
A ja biju, biju.

Starik

Mné je ji zal —
Jsi podlec,

| put my hands on her shoulders;

she laughs, she laughs and she cries.

And seeing her like that, | say to myself:

“If I find Filka, I'll skin him alive!"”

Her old parents were horrified.

Her mother goes down on her knees sobbing,
and her old man, he says: “If I'd known she was
chaste I'd have found her another man!”

Cherevin
That's it! That's how it should be!

Shishkov

Wait a bit, don't rush on ahead!

The next day, dead drunk,

| rush across the village green shouting:
“Give me that Filka Morozov,

that impudent skunk!”

Pretty soon three men got hold of me.
Filka started on me in front of the others:
“You fool, you!

They got you married when you were drunk!
And in that state, you know,

how could you tell the difference?”

So | get home.

“You got me married when | was drunk!"”
Her mother starts on me and | say to her:
“Mother dear, your ears

must be stuffed with gold.

Give me that Akulina!”
Old Man (on the tile-stove)
Who's that shouting?
Shishkov

Oh brother,

| beat and

thrashed Akulka till | couldn’t stand up.
Cherevin
Yes, after all if you don't beat a woman, if —

that's right — and what did she do?

Shishkov

She sits there, saying nothing,
looking at the window, crying.
And | go on beating, beating —

Old Man

| feel really sorry for her —
You're a scoundrel,
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psi maso!
Siskov
— a ja prece biju, biju!

Ubiju!

Véziiové
Uz ml¢! Uz ml¢! Uz ml¢!

Cerevin
[4] S Filkou jste se opét spiatelili?

Siskov

Pockej, nepiedbihej!

Za Ivanova syna

dal se na vojnu.

“Ja vas dobrodinec,

vy mne musite ctit!”

S dcerou spi,

za bradu hospodaie taha.
Do vinné 14zné baby nosily!

“Vratama nechci!

Vylomte plot!”

Vylomili a on vesel.

Filka koneéné vystiizlivél.

Filku Morozova vedou!

Na vojnu vedou!

A on se uklani na vSechny strany!
A v tu chvili jde Akulka ze zahrady.

On u vrat zastavi.

seskoci s vozu.

Hluboce se ji uklani.

“Dusa moja, jahoda,

miloval jsem té tfi goda!
Odpust’ i ty, Cestného otce Cestna dcero!
Ja podlec, ja v§im vinen!”

A hluboce se ji poklonil.

Akulka se zastavila, zaleknuta:
potom poklonila se mu az po pas
a pravila:

“Odpust’ i ty, dobry molodce,
zla nemam na tebe!”

Aljeja

Ach!

Siskov

Ajazaniv jizbu,

“Cos to jemu, psi maso,
fekla?”
Aljeja
Ach! Ach!
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cur's meat!
Shishkov
—and | go on beating, beating,

till she's senseless!

Prisoners
Say no more! No more! No more!

Cherevin
And then you made friends with Filka again?

Shishkov

Wait a bit, don't rush on ahead!

He joins the army

in place of lvanov's own son.™?

“I've done you a good turn,

you must respect me!”

He sleeps with the daughter

and makes a fool of the master.

The old women take him to his steam-bath, put

wine in it.

“I'm too good to go in through the gate.

Knock down the fence for me!”

They do, and he goes in.

Filka finally sobers up.

They come to march Filka Morozov away,

away to the army!

And he bows in all directions.

At that moment Akulina comes out of the
garden.

He stops at the gate,

jumps down from the cart.

Bows low in front of her.

“Dear heart,® little strawberry,

these three years® |'ve been making love to you!

Forgive me, chaste daughter of a good father!

I'm a scoundrel, I'm the guilty one!”

And he bows low to her again.

Akulina stops short, frightened,

then bows from the waist

and says:

“And forgive me too, gallant lad®

| wish you no harm!”

Alyeya
Ah-h!

Shishkov
And | follow her indoors:
“Cur's meat, what did you

say to him?"
Alyeya
0O-oh. O-oh.
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Ach!
Siskov
A ona,

Vet Ci never,

pohlédne na mne:

“Ja jeho miluju,

vic nez cely svét jeho miluju!”
J385— ty!

A ten den

cely den ja s ni nemluvil.

A vecer pravim:

“Akulko, ja tebe zabiju!”

V noci jsem nespal,

v sifl jsem vysel vody se napit.

Luka (umirajici)
Ach!

Siskov
Slunce vyskocilo.

Luka
Ach!

Siskov
Pravim:
“Akulko, pojedem na pole!”

Ona nato; “Casu malo, prace mnoho

Zaptaham koné,

mlc¢im.

(Luka umird)

Versty tii jsme projeli lesem.
Koné¢ zastavim.

“Vstavej, Akulko! Tvij je konec!”

Ona stoji dolekana. MI¢i...
“Modli se k Bohu!”

Vytdhnu ntiz a chytnu ji za vlasy
a po hrdle nozem!

Staiik
Cloveék zahynul!

Aljeja

Zloc¢inec, Petrovi¢. Ach to je zloCinec.

Starik
Straz!

O-oh.
Shishkov
And she,

believe it or not,

looks me straight in the face:

“|' love him,

love him more than the whole world!”
Grrr — youl!

And that day,

all day, | say not a word to her.

And come the evening, | say:

"Akulina, 1'm going to kill you!”

| couldn’t sleep that night.

| went out into the hall for a drink of water.®

Luka (in agony)
O-oh!

Shishkov
The sun pops up in the sky.

Luka
O-oh!

Shishkov

| say to her:

“Akulka, we're going out to the fields!”

And she says: “Time's short and much to be
done!”

| harness the horse

silently.

(Luka dies.)

For three versts we drive through the wood.
| pull the horses up.

"Up we get, Akulka! This is the end for you!”
She stands there, scared stiff. Not a word.
“Pray to God!”

| pull out my knife, catch hold of her by the hair,

and cut her throat!

Old Prisoner
Someone has died!

(Shishkov whips round. They all rush to the
corpse.)

Alyeya
He's a criminal, Alexander Petrovich! What a
criminal!

Old Prisoner
Guards coming!
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(The gates open and a guard enters.

Guard and doctor walk up to the corpse. One of
the prisoners closes the dead man’s eyes. The
Old Man lays a wooden cross on his chest.
Shishkov looks closely at the face — and
recognizes Filka.)

Siskov Shishkov

Filko! Tos ty! Filka! So it's youl!

Starik Old Prisoner

I jeho matka zrodila. He was born of a mother, too.

(The officer starts back at the sight of the dead
man. The Old Man gives him a blessing.
Shishkov's eyes follow the corpse as the guards
carry it away.)

Siskov Shishkov

Psi maso! Psi maso! Cur’s meat! Cur's meat!

Psi maso! Psi maso! Cur’s meat! Cur's meat!

Straz Guard

Volaji: Alexandr Petrovi¢ Gorjancikov! They are calling for Alexander Petrovich

Goryanchikov!

Aljeja Alyeya
Proc¢ t& volaji! Why are they calling you?
(He clings to Goryanchikov)

(The guard leads Goryanchikov away.
The sick prisoners are startled.)

Véznové (za scénou) Prisoners (off stage)

Hou, hou! Ho, ho!

Hou, hou! Ho, ho!

(treskot nastrojii ku praci) (Noise of tools being collected.)
Hou, hou! atd Ho, ho! etc.

Scéna 11 Scene 2

(Setting as for Act One. Hospital area at rear.
Sunshine. Prisoners filed up for work. Guard
brings Goryanchikov on. Enter Commandant,

tipsy.)
Placmajor Commandant
[5] Petroviéi! Alexander Petrovich!
Ja jsem t¢ urazil. | did you wrong.
Dal jsem té zmrskat nadarmo. | had you thrashed for nothing.
Vim to! Now | know!
Ja toho lituji. Rozumis mi? | am sorry. Do you understand me?
Ja, ltis |,
ja, ja toho lituji. I, who am apologizing.
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Gorjancikov
Rozumim.

Placmajor
Hej, postujte.

Véziiové
Hou, hou!

Placmajor

Ja, tvij velitel, t& pozval,
abys mi odpustil.

Vis, co to je?

Tys cervik ptede mnou!
A jesté méne:

tys arestant!

(Véznové se post uchuji.)
A ja, z bozi milosti placmajor, major.
Rozumis ty tomu?
Postijte!

Véziové
Hou, hou!

Placmajor

Ja se s nim smifim.
Citis to plne?

Dovedes to chapat?
Ja, major!

(objima Gorjancikova)
Nu — a — Petrovici,

co se ti dnes zdalo?

Gorjancikov
O matce se mi zdalo.

Placmajor

Vic — a lepsi!
Tys svoboden!
Mat’ prosila.
Zde ptikaz!

(k strazi)
Odkujte okovy!

Vézen kovar

Odklepnuto!

Véziové

Hou! Hou!

Aljeja (vrha se Gorjancikovovi na 5iji)

Tys otec muj!

Goryanchikov
| understand.

Commandant
Hey there, stand still!

Prisoners
Ho! ho!

Commandant

|, your commander, have invited you
to forgive me.

Do you know what that means?
You're only a worm to me!

Even less —

you're a convict!

(The prisoners nudge one another.)
And | am the commandant by God's grace.
Can you understand that?

Stand still there!

Prisoners
Ho! ho!

Commandant

I'lll make my peace with this man.
Do you really feel it?

Can you understand it?

|, a major -!

(he embraces Goryanchikov)

—and, well, Alexander Petrovich ...
what did you dream about last night?

Goryanchikov
| dreamt of my mother.

Commandant

It's something more than that — still better!
You're free!

Your mother must have asked for it.

Here's the order!

(to the guard)

Strike off his irons!

(Alyeya appears at the sickbay gate.)

Blacksmith-Prisoner

They're off!

Prisoners

Ho, ho!

Alyeya (throwing himself on Goryanchikov's
neck)

You are my father!
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Véziové
Hou!
Gorjancikov
Mily, dobry!

Zda nekdy te jesté uvidim.

Aljeja
Tys otec muj!

Gorjancikov (/iba okovy)
Novy zivot!
Véziové

Pust’ ho, Nikito!

Gorjancikov
Zlata svoboda!

Véziiové
Orel car!
Orel car!
(Velky vezen otvira klec)
Svobodal!

Gorjancikov
Vzktiseni z mrtvych!

Vézinové
Svobodicka!

Svoboda, svobodicka!
Svoboda, svobodicka!
Vidis, ani se neohlizi!
Svoboda, svobodicka!
Orel car!

Straz
Marrs!

Véznové
Svoboda, svobodicka!
Orel car!

Prisoners

Ho!

Goryanchikov

Dear lad, good lad!

Will | ever see you again, | wonder.

Alyeya
Father of mine!

Goryanchikov (kissing his old fetters)

Life starts again.

Prisoners (to the Tall Prisoner who has the
eagle in its cage)

Let him go, Nikita!

Goryanchikov
Golden freedom!

Prisoners

The eagle is Tsar!

The eagle is Tsar!

(The Tall Prisoner opens the cage)
Freedom!

Goryanchikov
Resurrection from the dead.

Prisoners

Dear freedom!

(The eagle, its wing now healed,
flies off...)

Freedom, dear freedom!
Freedom, dear freedom!

See, it doesn't even look back!
Freedom, dear freedom!

The eagle is Tsar!

Guard
Quick march!

Prisoners
Freedom, dear freedom!
The eagle is Tsar!

Straz Guard
Marrs! Quick march!
Gorjancikov Goryanchikov
Novy zivot! Life starts again!
(Aljeja s placem se k nému tull) (Alyeya nestles against him tearfully)
A ty jisté mysli$ na dalny Dagestan! And you, for sure, are dreaming of faroff
Daghestan!
Aljeja Alyeya
Biih zaplat’ tobé! Bih odplat’! God repay you! God reward you!
30
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Straz
Marrs!
Vézinové
Hou, hou!

Guard
Quick march!

Prisoners
Ho, ho!

Translation © Deryck Viney
All rights reserved.

Notes

(Janacek's language, always terse and elliptical,
is in this opera complicated by deliberate use of
Russian, Ukrainian and Old Church Slavonic
words for local colour. Since his knowledge of
Russian was far from perfect, occasional
obscurities resulted which Czech editors tried to
clarify, sometimes adding to the confusion. The
text used in this recording reverts in some
places to Janacek’s original words, for reference
to which | am indebted to John Tyrrell. D.V.)

T The reference is obscure.

2 Janacek's lyzky (edited to Czech [Zice) was
evidently intended to be Russian (correctly
lozhky).

3 Pasties.

4 These lines are in Ukrainian. But basu is obscure
— perhaps miswritten by Janacéek for bacu.

5 Old Church Slavonic, as used in Orthodox liturgy.

6 Russian word(s).

7 Allusion to the double file of green-uniformed
guards between which prisoners had to pass
when sentenced to corporal punishment.
Jandacek's ulici (street) was changed to lavici
(bench) through an editorial misunderstanding.

8 The name puzzled Dostoyevsky, who thought it
possibly a local corruption of Kyril (Cyril).

9 That s, living in the open.

Russian, referring to the Police Superintendent.

Village custom, to mark the house where a girl

lived who had been dishonoured.

12 In Dostoyevsky’s novel Chichkov (Shishkov)
relates:

‘In my part of the world, when a lad makes up
his mind to enlist as a substitute for another,
he is master of the latter's house and
everybody in it until he is called to the colours
... Marosof played merry hell... He slept with
the daughter, pulled the master of the house
by his beard after dinner... They had to heat
the bath for him every day and... give him
brandy fumes with the steam...” (Translated
H. S. Edwards).

13 The Czech words appear in the autograph as an
insertion in Janacek’s not very legible hand, with
the additional word “Courage!”
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14 A Russian form has been used anomalously,
since the surrounding words are Ukrainian.

5 Voda, “water” has in later editions replaced the
original vodka, perhaps because of a
misunderstanding. Dostoyevsky's vodka can only
mean spirits, whereas in Czech according to
context the diminutive of voda could imply
simply “a little water”
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RIKADLA

1
uvobD

Il

RiPA SE VDAVALA
Ripa se vdavala,

celer piskal,

mrkev tancovala,

a kren to vSecko spiskal,
fikadla spiskal.

Tidli, tidli... tidli dudli.

11|

NENI LEPSi JAKO Z JARA
Nenf lepsi jako z jara,
zelenéd se v poli tréva,

koza lezi na mezi,

nic ji lezet nemrzi.

v

LEZE KRTEK

Leze krtek podle meze,
vyméruje louku;

sysel za nim pytle veze,
7e bude mlit mouku.

\'
KAREL DO PEKLA ZAJEL
Karel do pekla zajel

na bilém koni, ¢ert ho tam honi.

Neveédél kudy, koupil si dudy.

Neveédél nic, koupil si klic.

Vi

ROZTRHANE KALHOTY
Roztrhané kalhoty,

vitr do nich fouka,

budu si je za$ivat;
pavouk niti souka.

Vil

FRANTA RASU

Franta rasu hrél na basu,
staré kravé u ocasu.
Stara krava byla rada,
7e ma Frantu kamarada.

NURSERY RHYMES

|
INTRODUCTION

]

THE SUGAR BEET’S WEDDING
The sugar beet was getting wed,
the celery played the fife,

the carrot was a-dancing

and the horse-radish fixed it all up,
put the rhymes together.

Tum-ty, tum-ty...tiddledee tum.

1]

NOTHING BETTERTHAN SPRINGTIME
Nothing better than springtime,

green grows the grass in the field,
nanny-goat lies at the edge,

she’s never against a rest.

v

MOLE COMES CRAWLING

Mole comes crawling along the bounds,
measuring up the meadow;

Hamster behind him with a barrow of sacks
says he's going to grind some flour.

\'

CHARLIE WENT ON A RIDETO HELL

Charlie went on a ride to hell

on a white horse, the Devil chasing him.

Didn't know the way, bought himself bagpipes.
Still didn't know, bought a pair of tongs.

Still knew nowt, bought himself a key.

VI

TROUSERS IN RAGS
Trousers in rags,

the wind blows through them,
I'll sew them up,

Spider spins the thread.

Vil

FRANK THE KNACKER’S SON

Frank the knacker’'s son played his bass fiddle
behind the old cow’s tail.

The old cow was delighted

to have Frank for a pal.
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vl .
NAS PES, NAS PES...
N&s$ pes, nas pes
zldmal ocas;

pro svoji dobrotu

stréil ho do plotu;

nas pes, nas pes
zIdmal ocas.

IX
DELAM, DELAM KAZANi...

Délam, délam kazani,
Ctyri koCky svézany,
a paty pes, do pece vlez,
ukrad tam topinku,
bézel s ni po rynku;
potkala ho krava,

to byla jeho méama;
potkal ho buli¢ek,

to byl ten taticek,
potkal ho bejcek,

to byl ten strejcek;
potkal ho hrebecek,
to byl ten dédecek;
potkala ho kozi¢ka,
to byla jeho babicka.

X

STARA BABA CAROVALA...

Stara béba ¢arovala,
z je€mene kroupy,
z prosa jahly délala,
to byly jeji Cary.

Xl

HO, HO, KRAVY DO...
Ho, ho, kravy do,

nesé mliko pod vodd,
nesé mliko pal zidlika.
Kde je nase jalova?

U boziho kostela.

Kostel se bofi, stodola horf.

Sko¢ panenko do vody,
mas tam zlaté koraly.
Nac¢ bych ja tam skakala,
sukynky si machala,

kde bych si je susila?

U pastyra v koutku,

na zeleném proutku.

Vi

THAT DOG OF OURS, THAT DOG OF OURS...

That dog of ours, that dog of ours,
he's broken his tail;

in his trusting way

he stuck it through the fence;

that dog of ours, that dog of ours
has broken his tail.

1X

| PREACH, | PREACH YOU THIS SERMON
| preach, | preach you this sermon,

four cats tied together,

the fifth was a dog who climbed in the oven
and stole a slice of toast,

ran across the square with it;

the Cow met him there,

that was his Mum;

the Bullock met him,

that was his Dad;

the Calf met him,

that was his Uncle;

the Colt met him,

that was his Grandpa;

the little Goat met him,

that was his Grandma.

X

THERE WAS AN OLD WOMAN WEAVING
SPELLS...

There was an old woman weaving spells,
turning barley into groats,

raw millet into shelled,

those were her magic tricks.

X1

EE BA GUM, T'COWS DO CUM...
Ee ba gum, t'cows do cum,
carrying milk reight under t'watter,
carrying ‘alf a jug o'milk.

Weer be ahr young ‘eifer?

Reight beside God's church.
Church falls dahn, barn's on fire.

Jump in t'watter, lass,

tha'lt find some gold beads there.
Why sh'd ah jump in

an get me skirts all wet?
Where'd ah dry them?

In t'shepherd's ‘ut, in t'corner,
ovver ‘is green stick.
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X

MOJE ZENA MALUCICKA...
Moje Zzena malucicka,
postavim ju do hrncicka;
prikryjem ju poklievic¢kou
nech Gvre mi s polievéickou.

XIl
BABA LEZE DO BEZU...

Béba leze do bezu,
ja tam za ni polezu.
Kudy béba, tudy ja,
budeme tam oba dva!

XV

KOZA BiLA HRUSKY SBIRA...
Koza bild hrusky sbira,

strakata je tfese,

bila je ponese

zitra do Kolina.

XV

NEMEC BROUK, HRNCE TLOUK...

Némec brouk, hrnce tlouk,
hézel jimi pfes palouk,

a s palouku do louze,
Selma némec v hrdlo Ize.

XVI B

KOZA LEZi NA SENE ...
Koza lezi na seng,

ona se na mné sméje,
chytim kozu za bradu,
povedu ji do Brodu.

V Brodé koze nemaju,
Sidlem mléko jidaju,
pantokem chleba krajaju,
méchem drva Stipajul

XVl

VASEK, PASEK, BUBENIK...
Vasek, pasek, bubenik,
zahnal kozy za rybnik.

kozy se mu splasily,

do vody mu skogily.

XVl

FRANTIKU, FRANTIKU...
Frantiku, Frantiku,

dobra kasa na mliku,
esce lepsi na smetang,
ale se ti nedostane.

X

LITTLE WEE WIFE OF MINE..
Little wee wife of mine,

I'll put her in the pot,

cover her over with the lid

so she'll boil nicely in the soup.

X

GRANNY’S GONE OFFTO THE LILAC BUSH...

Granny'’s gone off to the lilac bush,
I'll go in behind her.

Wherever she goes, I'll go too,
then there'll be the two of us!

XIvV

THE WHITE GOAT PICKS UP THE PEARS...
The white goat picks up the pears,

the piebald shakes them down,

the white one will carry them

to Kolin town tomorrow.

XV

GRUMPY GERMAN SMASHED THE POTS...

Grumpy German smashed the pots,
chucked the bits across the green,
off the green into the pond,

crafty German, telling lies.

XVI

NANNY GOAT’S LYING INTHE HAY
Nanny goat’s lying in the hay,

having a laugh at me,

I'll go and catch her by her beard

and take her off to Brod.

In Brod they've got no goats,

Osup their milk with a cobbler’s awl,
slice their bread with axes,

chop their wood with bellows!

XVl

TED, FRED, DRUMMER BOY...
Ted, Fred, drummer boy,

drove his goats out past the pond;
the goats bolted

and jumped into the water.

XV

LITTLE FRANK, LITTLE FRANK..
Little Frank, little Frank,

porridge and milk is fine,

even better porridge and cream —
but there'll be none left for you.
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XIX

SEDEL MEDVID NA KOLODI ...

Sedél medvid' na kolodi,
nohaveci kraje,

koloda sje pohinaje,

on kolodi laje.

Hop, cup, cumandra,
cumandra ta moloda!

XIX

BRUIN SAT UPON A LOG
Bruin sat upon a log,

cutting out his trousers;

log tips up,

Bruin growls:
Whoops-a-daisy, mucky thing,
what a mucky little thing!

© Derek Viney
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