chenék Fibich
SARKA

Predehra

PRVNI DEJSTVI

Obétni haj bliZe Vysehradu. Nalevo povyseny kamenny stolec.
V pozadi jsou videét hradby Vysehradu.

Hdjem se dlouzi posledni lehké stiny Sera, nad vrcholky lesa
se pocind rdit vychod. Na dolejsich stupnich stolce sedi Viasta
s hlavou sklonénou do dlani. Po chvili povstane

svs

a rozhliZi se hdjem.

VLASTA

Stinové vy dusi zemielych, jiz

lehkym kiidlem v héji svatém stromt
témé obletujete, proc¢ v dali

oku mizite?... O, posttijte v svém
plachém tékani!... Hle, zhava touha

pudi mé, bych v kmitnych sborech vasich
nasla tu, jez odesla, by bolest

druzkou ndm jen zistavila v odvet!...

Slunecni paprsky stdle vice prozatuji hdj.

Marné volam!... Marn¢!

Mizi ve vy$inach! -

K vétvicim jiz vraceji se ptaci,

strach jez pfed dusemi zapudil,

a jarym pénim zdravi odchod stint! -

Unesena nddhernym obrazem vychdzejiciho slunce.

Nad lesem, hle, z pevné brany nebes
slunce vystupuje jako skvély rek,
jenz v mocné dlani $titem zlatym vladne!

Nahle se zachvéje a zahali si toar rizou.

Skryj se, hlavo porobena,
svaty lesk by jeho na té nepad! -

Klesne opét na stupné stolce. Nahle v pozadi hdje se ozve
Sustot. Nad koruny stromii vyleti ostiiz, za nim se vzduchem
kmitne $ip a zasahne ho. Ptak se chvili trhané zmitd, pak
klesne na zemi. Jakmile dopadl, z houstiny vybéhne Sdrka

sV

s lukem v ruce, spéchd k ptaku, pozvedne ho a prohlizi.

SARKA

Mrtev! Bystte §ip muj pfimo k prsoum
letél! Teplou krev jiz lacné zemé pije!
Vam za obét ruka ma ho

sklala, vam, bozi vé¢ni!

Polozi ptika do pozadi, kde je misto pro Zertvu.

Statnost svou a silu

k nohdm vasim zbozn¢ kladu;

zar ten mladistvy, jenZ v nitru plane,
za zertvu vam davam!

gclenék Fibich
SARKA

Overture

ACT1

Sacrificial grove near VySehrad Castle. Left, an elevated stone
throne. The ramparts of VySehrad Castle are seen in the
background. The last elongated shadows of dusk are falling on
the grove, just as the eastern sky over the treetops is turning
crimson. Vlasta is sitting on tle lover steps of the throne,
holding her face in her hands. After a while she rises and looks
over the grove.

VLASTA

Shadows of departed souls fluttering on your light
wings arend the sacred grove’s treetops,

why have you disappeared

from view in the distance... Have the sun’s

golden arrows dispersed you?... Stand still,

in your hurried journey!... Behold, a yearning

urges me to seek in your vanishing hosts the one that
has departed, leaving pain as our only legacy!...

The sun’s rays continue to penetrate the grove.

I cry in vain!... In vain! They disappear

in the heights above! -

The birds, who by the dead

were frightened away, now return to the trees,
their gay song green the shadows’ departure! —

Fascinated by the glorious spectacle of the rising sun.

Above the forest, behold, from the solid gates of heaven,
the sun is rising, like a magnificent hero,
wielding a golden shield in his mighty hand!

She shivers suddenly, then hides her face in her robe.

Hide, enslaved head,
from the holy lustre of his shield! -

She drops again on the steps of the throne. A rustle is suddenly
heard from behind the grove. A falcon shoots across the sky. An
arrow flashes with a whizz and hits the bird, which jerks and

drops dead on the ground. Sdrka comes running from the shrubs,
holding a bow, hurries towards the bird and examines its body.

SARKA

Dead! My arrow flew straight to its breast,
the thirsty earth now drinks its warm blood!
My hand has struck it down

in sacrifice to you, eternal gods!

She places the bird in the background on the sacrificial stone.

My courage and my strength

I humbly lay down at your feet;

I bring to you in sacrifice my passionate youth,
that burneth in my breast!



Tu spatii Viastu, jeZ posud sedi v zadumdni na stupnich stolce.

Viz, zde déva
sama v zadumani!

Postoupt bliz.
Aj, tot Vlasta!

VLASTA

vytrhne se ze zamysleni a vzchopi se
Séarko! — Ty! — Ach, také bloudi§ zvér
jak vyplasena! -

SARKA

§ trpkou vycitkou

Vlasto, proc se stranis
Vysehradu sini? s tebou bychom
nebyly tak klesly!

VLASTA

s hrdou vdZnosti se vzprimi

Robou byt jsem méla?

Pohrdani, posméch ziiti kolem sebe?

Uptené pohlédne na Sdrku.

Mluv vsak; temnych zvésti
mrak ja vidim na tvém cele.

SARKA

prudce

V svaté hédje houstiny

zda hanba nase nedolétla?

temné
Zadunély rany

padné v §tit a rohti hlahol volal
k radé prvni, Libuse co v smrti

stin nam klesla. S druzkami jsem spéla

k Vysehradu. Ale vysméch jen a
zloba zasti vitaly nas v ocich

muzt. Hradbou pevnou pred kamennou

sini dleli, s tsklebkem nas slali

ke krbu a ku vfetenu. Dosti

pry té zZenské vlady, muz zas bude
panem zeny! Navzdy od zlatého
stolce stupnd vystvali nas! Vse to
hlavné dilem Ctiradovym, jehoz
pychu prava nase urazela.

VLASTA
Béda! Poroba jen tidélem ted nasim!

SARKA

K ¢emu malomocné stesky!
Nyni doba k ¢intim! Jitra toho
Premysl a muzi slavnou zertvu
vzniti zde, by bohy naklonili
vladé svoji. Vyckame zde a sva
prava tteba moci zadat budem!
viz, tam druzky nase jiz se blizi!

Hdjem se poriznu schazeji divky.

She sees Vlasta sitting on the steps of the throne.

Behold, a maiden
sitting alone a-pondering.

She approaches closer.
It’s Vlasta I behold!

VLASTA

pulls herself together

Sérka — it’s you! — You too are wandering,
like a frightened animal! -

SARKA

bitter, reproachful

Vlasta, why do you avoid

the halls of Vysehrad? With you,
we would not have sunk so low!

VLASTA

proud, standing upright

Should I have become a slave

and suffered disdain and ridicule all around me?

She looks frankly at Sdrka.

Speak up! a cloud
of dark newes I behhold on your countenance.

SARKA

abruptly

Has not our shame

yet reached the sacred groves?

darkly

Thunderous strokes

of shields and blows of horns,

resounded in the session of the council, its first
since Libuse fell in the shadows of death.

With my fellow maidens I hurried to Vysehrad.

But only mockery and hateful scorn greeted us

in the eyes of men who barred the entrance

to the stone hall. mocking us,

they sent us back home to our hearths and spinning
wheels. Enough of women’s rule, they said, man shall
be woman’s master again! They chased us

from the throne’s golden steps — forever!

all this is chiefly Ctirad’s work. His pride

has been offended by our rights!

VLASTA
Woe! Oppression will now be our only lot!

SARKA

Poor-spirited complaints are of no avail!

now is the time for action! In the morning
Premysl and his men will offer here

a solemn sacrifice, seeking to move

the gods in favour of their rule. Wi shall wait here
to claim our rights, if need be by force!

Look, our sisters are coming!

The maidens arrive in the grove from different directions.



DEVY

S tesknym srdcem v koby svatého my
haje vstupujem, nebot vécni

odvratili od nés prizen svoji!

SVATAVA
Nase obét nemila jich zraku!

RADKA
Slova chvély odmitaji némé!

CASTAVA, RADKA, MLADA, SVATAVA
Knézno Libuse, ty v krajich vé¢énych
slys, jak osifely tvoje druze!

LIBYNA
Zlatym $titem ochrany nam bylas,
poroby §ip vnik’ ted v prsa nase!

CASTAVA, RADKA, SVATAVA, DEVY
Pohasla jiz svétla oci tvojich,
z nichz k ndm linula se pfizen véénych!

DEVY
Béda! Béda! Béda!

SARKA

Hoj, vy dévy malé mysli! Lépe,
zda se, ja ze chapu zamér boht!
MIceni zda jejich nedi zfejmé,
samy bychom k dilu spély?
nemiluji vééni slabost, bazen,

v srdci smélém jen si oltar stavi!

VLASTA

Jjez dychtivé naslouchala sloviim Sdrky,
vroucnéji ji obejme

Svata véstba mluvi tsty tvymi!
Libu$e nam tebou pokyn dava!

DEVY
Jasny jiz nam smysl slova tvého!
Vlastni silou pouta strhat mame!

VLASTA

nadsené

Slyste, vé¢ni, prosby hlas a pravo
svaté vratte nam! At vzejde nam jak
slunce jas jiz volnost zarna!

DEVY

Slyste, véc¢ni...atd.

Z poroby ted prachu povzneseme své
témé! Prisahdme svaté, Ze i Zivotem sva
prava hajit budem!

Sméle vitézstvim jiz spéjme k cili!

MUZI

zdali

Vitejte nam, svatohaje stiny! Vitejte nam!
Kam nas vede zboznych citt plani!

VLASTA

trpce

Nuze, ustupme jiz stranou, trpkym
udélem jak porobenych byva!

THE MAIDENS

With grieving hearts we enter

this sacred grove. The eternal gods
have denied us their favours!

SVATAVA
Our sacrifice found no grace in their eyes!

RADKA
Silently rejecting words of praise!

CASTAVA, RADKA, MLADA, SVATAVA
Princes Libuse, hear, in the eternal realm,
how dejected your maidens have become!

LIBYNA
You were the golden shield of our protection,
our hearts are pierced by arrows of oppression now!

CASTAVA, RADKA, SVATAVA AND THE MAIDENS

The lights in your eyes have gone out,
the radiation of the favour of the eternal gods!

THE MAIDENS
Woe! Woe! Woe!

SARKA

Oh, you fainthearted maidens! Better than you,

it seems, do I understand the god’s designs!

Is it not perhaps intended to tell us

to promote the cause ourselves?

The eternal ones don’t favour weakness, fear,

only in courageous hearts do they erect their altars!

VLASTA

who has been listening eagerly to Sarka’s words
embraces her warmly

Holy prophecy speaks through your lips!
Through you LibuSe conveys to us her commands!

THE MAIDENS
The meaning of your words is clear to us!
We are to tear our chains with our own strength!

VLASTA

enthusiastically

Hear, eternal ones, the voice of supplication,
return to us our holy right. Let bright
freedom be reborn like the sun’s light.

THE MAIDENS

Hear us, eternal gods...

From the dust of oppression we will raise
our heads! We swear a solmn oath

to defend our rights even with our lives!
boldly by victory let’s advance to our goal!

THE MEN

arriving from the distance

Welcome, shades of the holy grove! Welcome!
The flame of devout feelings has led us here!

VLASTA

bitterly

Stand aside now, it is the bitter
lot of slavery!



Divky postoupt napravo do hdje.

SARKA

divd se do lesa, ndahle se prudce zachvéje
a vykrikne

Ctirad!

temné

Opét vidim hanbu nasi,
ponizeni!

V hanbé k zemi sklonit

hrdé ¢elo to, by v pokoreni

citil moc a vladu zeny! Kde jen
najit kouzla, ktera by ho spjala?...

R levé strany vyjde dvandct Zencii bile odénych, s lipovymi
vénci na hlavdch a s varyty v rukou; v jejich cele kraci Vitoraz
a nese smolnici, jiZ se md zanitit Zertva. Za nimi jdou jinosi,
nesouct k Zertvé bohaté dary kvitim a ratolestmi ovéncené. Pak
ve skupindch prichdzeji kmeti, lesi a vladykové. V jejich stiedu
knize Premysl, jemu je nejbliZe Ctirad. Premysl vystoupi na
stolec, muZi se seskupt kolem ného. Dévy ziistdvaji v pozadi,
Jediné Vlasta za ndsledujict teci Premyslovy stdle postupuje
bliZ a s napétim a s vyrazem nadéje naslouchd jeho sloviim.

MUZI
Zdrav bud statny Piemysl, nas knize!

PREMYSL

Ptizen bohti véem! Mné pozdraveni
budte vsichni vy, kdoz paskou svatou
se srdcem mym spjati jste, s mym zalem
nezmérnym a mocnym, stiny své jenz
v dusi rozsypal! jiz odpustte mi

bozi vékozizni, s nitrem tesknym

k obéti ze vasi pfistupuji;

radostno a milo vSak co v dobach
blahych bylo, trudem ted se stalo.
Dvakrat bolestné ty upominky

Stesti!

Ladumd se.

Vétve dv¢, hle, tzce spolu

vyriistaly na pni svorné lasky.

Haluze se jejich proplétaly,

listky s néhou k sobé chylily se!

Jeden tsmév slunce obé blazil,

kropila je rosy jedné vldha.

Snézna zimy pfize, svézi jara

kvéty v uzké obéti je obé spjaly.

V stinu jejich ptacci tichy

utulek svilj méli, ochrané jich

svéiujici hnizda. Slunna zare

Stésti kolem §irila se, zdar a

pozehnani na vSem vykvétaly!

Nahle nicici dlan Morany kol

spéla, kruté podlomila jednu

z druznych vétvic! S listim svadlym k zemi
schylila se! Libu$e ma, zafny

sne ty mého ziti, z néhoz bédny

procitl jsem s nitrem bolem zdranym!
Ach! Kde jsi? Kam zmizel zjev tvlij jasny?

The maidens move to the right side of the grove.

SARKA

looks towards the forest; suddenly she shidders violently
and cries out

Ctirad!

somberly

Again I see our shame,

our disgrace!

Oh, to bow down to the ground, in shame,
this proud brow, to humble him

by making him feel woman’s power and rule!
But where to find the magic to chain him?...

Twelve priests in white robes with wreaths of lime-tree branches
on their heads and carrying lyres emerge from the lefi; Vitoraz
is as the head of the procession, carrying a torch to light the
sacrificial fire. They are followed by pages with with rich
sacrificial offerings covered by flowers and green twigs. behind
them are elders, clan leaders and chiefiains. Prince Premysl is
in the centre, Ctirad walks at his side. Premysl ascends the
throne and the men stand around him. The maidens remain
in the background except for Vlasta, who comes closer in the
course of Premysl’s speech. She listens to his words, an
expression of tension and hope reclected in her coutenance.

THE MEN
Welcome, mighty Pfemysl, our ruler!

PREMYSL

Blessings of the gods to all! and greetings
to you, bound by holy bond

to my heart, to my grief,

so vast and powerful, which has spilled
shadows in my soul! Forgive me,

eternal gods that I have come to the altar
of sacrifice with grief in my heart;

what formerly was gay and happy

now sorrowful has become.

Twice painful are those memories

of happiness!

He pauses.

Two branches grew closely together

from the trunk of harmony and love.

Their shoots interwined,

their leaves caressing tenderly.

The same sun smiled down on both of them,
moisture from the same dew watered them.

The white snow of winter, the spring blossoms,

made their embrace close.

The birds nested in their shade,

seeking shelter and protection

from them. The sun’s brilliant light

spread happiness all round, prosperity and

blessing blossomed everywhere!

Then suddenly the ruinous hand of death swept along,
inflicting a mortal blow

on one of the amorous branches. Its foliage

withered and bent to the ground. Oh, Libuse,
radiant dream of my life, from which I have awoken
sorrowful and broken-hearted.

Where are you? Where has gone your brilliant being?



Kde t¢ hledat ma mé zoufalstvi, ma
laska, moje touhy? — Zel, 6 zel mi,
zes mne opustila! — vSak jiz skryj se
zraktim cizim rano oteviena!
Nemuzno jest v zalu klesat!

k lidu

Nuze, ptistupme jiz k Zertvé slavné, slova

chvély vzdejme bohtim spdsam, by nam
utéchu a mocnou pftizen slali!

Premysl sestoupi k Zertvé, jiz Vitoraz pripravuje s
Jinochy. Ten pak podd kniZeti smolnici, jiZ Zertou zaniti.
Vitoraz a Zreci stoji v polokruhu pred Zertvou.

VITORAZ
Boze vécny, vladce svétla, tmy a

/v Y7

plamennych téz §ipti z toulce mracen!

VITORAZ A ZRECI

Svarohu, ty v sidle vékovitém,
jemuz koff vsech se bohti sbory,
tajici se v lesich, fekach, skalach,
pred nimz uklani se slunce zlaté,
po tvrdé jez hradbé nebes kradi,
métic kroky svymi zivot lidsky!
Prijmi obét, jiZ ti zanitila

srdce nase, kofici se tobé!

ZRECI A MUZI

Slova chvély necht zni bohtim spasam!
Silu vitézici muzi kladou

v paze, moudrost v dusi chrabrou, aby
zemi spravoval a vedl k slavé!

SARKA

Hoj, vy muzi, chlubné zmije! K vysi
vécnych chcete vrhat pych sviij! Nikdy
bozi nezehnaji kfivdé! Vase

obét ohavna jich jasné lici

a bud rozmetana!

Vrhne se k Zertvé, vytrine jednomu muzi mec a rozmetd
Zertou. MuZi, prekvapeni neocekdvanym ttokem, pozdé se
snazi tomu zabrdnit. Ostatni dévy kromé Viasty spéji Viasty

spéji Sdrce na pomoc a zdpasi s muzi.

DEVY
Vzhuru!
Krivdu mstéte!

MUZI
Hruza! Knizete i boht
pohana to sméla!

DEVY
Pomsta svata

ved nés!

MUZI
Zbésilé vy, zpatky, zpatky!

PREMYSL
Slyste vsichni jménem Libu$e muj hlas!

Where shall my despair search for you,

my love, my desire? — Woe, oh woe to me, now that
you have left me! —

Hide from strangers’ eyes, you open wound!

It is unmanly to bow in sorrow!

Jfacing the crowd

Let us now start the holy ceremony, words
of praise let us sing to the gods,
to pray for consolatioon and their mighty favour!

Premysl steps down to the altar where Vitoraz and the pages
are preparing the offering. Vitoraz hands Premysl the torch to
light the fire. Vitoraz and the priests atand in a semicircle in
front of the altar.

VITORAZ
Our God eternal, ruler of the light and the darkness,
and of piercing arrows from the clusters of clouds!

VITORAZ AND THE PRIESTS

Oh, Svaroh, in your ageless seat,

to you hosts of gods bow in reverence,
concealed in woods, rivers and rocks,
revered by the golden sun,

moving across heaven’s strong ramparts,
measuring with its steps human life!
accept this sacrifice, kindled by our hearts
that bow in homage to you!

THE PRIESTS AND THE MEN

Let songs of praise rise to gods the saviours!
They put victorious strength in man’s arms,
and wisdom in his brave soul,

to make him rule the land and lead it to glory!

SARKA

Oh you men, you boastful vipers!

Hurling your pride at the eternal gods’ throne!
The gods will never bless injustice. Your
sacrifice is repulsive to their brilliant face,

it must be swept away!

She throws herself at the sacrificial pile, seizes a man’s sword
and scatters the pile. Surpriised by the unexpected attack, the
men try to keep her bac{c, but it is too late. The other maidens,
except Vlasta, come to Sarka’s help and struggle with the men.

THE MAIDENS
Forward!
Vengeance!

THE MEN
Horror! What daring insult
to the ruler and gods alike!

THE MAIDENS
May sacred vengeance
guide us!

THE MEN
Are you mad? Stop it! stop!

PREMYSL
Hear, all of you, in Libu$e’s name,



Oh, ochraiite jiz pfed zlobou vasné
svaty zemé mir!

Divky a muéi ustdvaji v pitce a ustupuji, jen Sdrka stane pred

stolcem v hrdém vzdoru.

CTIRAD

Muj knize, viz, zda

pravdou slova m4, ze bejli Zenské

vlady prili§ sméle kolem stolce vzrostlo?

Ukde na Sarku; Jizlivé

Krasna jest! VSak lice dévy

Salbou jen! Tot skvély kvét, jenz plny
otravy! Ty dlané bilé zasti

nastrojem! Ta Gista rizova jen
pomstou dychajf a pychu zna jen
srdce ledové!

MUZI
O, prones soud svij!
Krev my zadame za vinu jeji!

VLASTA

predstoupt pred stolec

Svatym jménem tim, jez sam jsi vzyval,
voldm k tobé¢, knize! Diive sly$, nez
soudit budes$! Zadam pravo jen!

DEVY
Chceme pravo jen!

PREMYSL
Ja svatost prava chranit vzdycky budu,

s pohledem na Sdrku

ale plenit bejli bezpravi! Nuz
mluv, kdo po pravu zde volas!

VLASTA

predstoupt blize

Jlako blahy ohlas doby zaslé v dusi
zvudi slova dojemna! Ta slova
zalné lkala nad zlomenou snéti,

z druzného jez svazku vyrvana, jiz
nikdy nemiize chranit stolec zlaty. —
Vétev ale stihla, hrda kvéty

bilé v rozpuk vypéstila, jez ji

casti téla byly. A kdyz padla
podlomena ranou smrti, kvéty
bilé, setieseny, skanuly jak

slzy ke zlatého stolce stupnim. —

O rci, knize, pro¢ ty kvéty vétve
drahé $lapat chces ted ve porobu,
proc¢ je zdeptat v pokoteni?

s nadsenou vroucnosti

Slys mé!

Z hloubi bolu

svého k tob¢ tpim! 5

Vrat ndm prava svatd! Dej, at Sarka

v snémech slavnych véhlasny me¢ tfima,
Vlasté svér zas desky svaté a necht

my voice! Beware of evil passions,
and defend the land’s sacred peace!

The maidens and the men stop fighting and draw back. Sdrka

stands facing the throne in difiance, proud.

CTIRAD

My Prince, please consider

if I speak the truth when I say that women’s weeds
have too boldly grown around the throne?

He points at Sdrka; with a sneer

A beauty she is! But a maiden’s loveliness
is but a deceit! A lovely blossom

yet full of poison! Those white hands are
an instrument of hatred! The rosy lips
breathe revenge, and pride only

dwells in her icy heart!

THE MEN
Pronounce your judgement!
We demand her blood in punishment!

VLASTA

approaches the throne

In the sacred name you yourself invoked,

I call on you, my prince! First hear me

before passing judgement! I demand but justice!

THE MAIDENS
We demand justice!

PREMYSL
I shall always defend the sacred rights,

with a glance at Sdrka

I shall weed out injustice! Speak,
speak up, you, who calls for justice!

VLASTA

comes nearer

Like the blissful echo times past
your moving words sound in my heart! Those words
lamented over the broken branch,

torn from the tender caress,

that can never again protect the golden throne! -
A tender branch, blessed with white

blossoms which were a part of its being.

And when it fell,

uprooted by the wound of death,

the white blossoms shaken to the ground, fell,
like tears on the steps of the golden throne. —
Oh, tell me, prince, why you want to trend down
the precious blossoms into contempt,

why humble them?

with enthusiastic warmth

Hear me!

I address you from the depth of my pain
sufferingly!

Restore our sacred righte! Let Sarka

hold her renowned sword in the great councils,
entrust Vlasta with the sacred books and



dévy strezi ohen pravdozvéstny,
jehoz plamen spravedlivé chrani!
Laska svata k praviim tém nds poji,
srdce z nader s nimi bys nam vyrval!

vvs

Poklekne v nejuyssim zanicent.

DEVY
Vyslys! Vyslys prosby nase vrouci!

PREMYSL

dojat

Povstan, Vlasto! Ne tam misto zeny!
Ucta, laska pravem bud ji svatym,
ale muz jen v zemi nasi vladni! -

%74

Vlasta povstane s vyrazem nejoyssiho bolu.

Ve znameni smiru, Sarko, slys,
sy « 14z
ja zivot tob¢ davam!

SARKA

prudce

Co muj zivot!

Jinou milost, knize, ptej! Ty zenou
zhrdas, nuze silu jeji zmér!

Mné dovol v zépas jiti s tim, jejz muzi
zvoli! Bozi, sami sudte, na ¢i
strané pravo! Komu nejmocné;jsi
plamen zasti v oku hara, ten at
jest muj sok! — Ta slova vyzyvaji
tebe, Ctirade!

CTIRAD

Mné v posméch tvoje slova!

Selmu dravou pust a Ctirad

pouhou rukou rvat se bude s drapem
ostrym, tura zkroti tvrdou pésti,

ale nikdy neskloni se, aby

silu méfil v plitce smésné s zenou!

SARKA

se zbrant tasenou vrhne se proti nému divoce

Urazku tu zivotem mi splatis!

VLASTA

Jizadrit

nikdy vrazdou! Bojem pfimym spéjme
k pravu!

DEVY

Vzhiru k boji!

MUZI

Nuze v zépas!

let the maidens guard the oracle fire,

whose flames protect those living in justice!

Sacred love binds us to those rights!

You would tear our hearts from our breasts with them!

She kneels down, overcome by emotion.

THE MAIDENS
Hear! Hear our ardent prayers!

PREMYSL

moved

Arise, Vlasta! That is not woman’s place!
Respect, and love should be your sacred right,
but only men will rule our country! -

Vlasta rises with an expression of the deepest pain.

As a sign of peace, Sarka, hear,
I give you your life!

SARKA

abruptly

What worth is my life?

Bestow on me a different favour, my prince!

You scorn women, well, try our strength!

Allow me to fight one of your men whom your
company will choose. May the gods themselves decide
on whose side justice lies!

Whose eye reflects the greatest hatred,

leet him be my rival. — These words are a challenge
to you, Ctirad!

CTIRAD

Your words are but a mockery!

Let loose a beast of prey

and with bare hands Ctirad will fight

sharp claws, will beat a bull with strong fists.
But never will he condescend to measure

his strength in a ridiculous fight with a woman!

SARKA
draws her sword and attacks him wildly
You will pay with your life for this insult!

VLASTA

holds her back

Not by murder! Only by combat
can we attain our rights!

THE MAIDENS
Forward! Into combat!

THE MEN
Let us fight, then!



CD 2

DRUHE DEJSTVi
Uvod

Husty, divoky les. V pozadi obzor uzavien chlumy, mezi nimiz
se volnym svahem vine uZlabina. nalevo ze strané padd
pramen. Kuptedu se rozestupuje les v nevelkou mytinu, na niz
nalevo se rozkladd mohutny dub, jehoZ silné koreny se misty
proryvaji piidou. Slunecni jas se tlumené prodird korunami
stromil a vrha zlatozelenavy svit na mytinu. Poriznu jsou zde
roztrouseny kameny a parezy porostlé mechem; v pozadi na
dpati chlumil lezi nekolik vyvrdcenych kmenil, opTedenych
lesnim rostlinstvem. V pozadi se v uzlabiné objevi Vlasta. Na
pleci se ji houpd toulec se Sipy a luk, na hlavé ma prilbici,

v ruce ostép a stit. Zastavi se a vold zpét do lesa.

VLASTA

Heja! Heja!

R dali odpovidaji hlasy dév.

DEVY

Heja! Heja!

Kdroven se zacnou v uZlabiné objevovat dévy, podobné

ozbrojené jako Viasta.

VLASTA
sejde na mytinu

Stavte krok! Jsme u cile! Zde svaty
dub, kde druzky vyckame.

Stane pod dubem.

Deévy sestupuji tZlabinou na mytinu.

Ve ticho 5
posud kolem. Ani Sarka zde!
Prec mrakem temnym leti vzdy!

Osteép zarazi do zemé, Stit o néj opre.

Jiz tézka krvi nase zbran!

Dnes kruty byl to boj!

Usedne pod dubem. Dévy se shromdZdi kolem ni.
Byl Zbislav chrabry rek a mrtev

lezi jiz; jest ubit jeho rod

i Celed veskera a statna téla

jich jsou Selmam potravou!

DEVY

A statnd téla jich jsou Selmam potravou!
VLASTA

rozhlédne se kolem a lice jeji se zasmust
Vsak zel, ze naSe krev téz za obét!

povstane

ACT TWO
Introduction

Thick wild forest. A valley winds down a slope, with woods
blocking the far horizon. A stream meanders on the left. In
Jront of us, the forest recedes into a small clearing with a huge
oak-tree on the left. Its mighty roots have penetrated through
the ground. The shaded sun behind the tree crowns throws a
golden green light on the clearing. Here and there we scattered
rocks and tree stumps overgrown with moss. In the background
lie several fallen trees, overgrown with foliage. Vlasta appears
in the background. She is wearing a helmet, carrying a lance
and a shield in her hand and a bow with arrows on her
shouldder. She stops and calls back into the forrest.

VLASTA
Heya! heya!

The maidens’ voices answer her from a distance.

THE MAIDENS
Heya! Heya!

The maidens start appearing on the slope, they are all armed
like Vlasta.

VLASTA
walks down to the clearing

Halt! We have reached our goal, this sacred oak
where we will await the arrival of our sisters.

She stands under the oak-tree.
The maidens are descending the slope and appearing on the
clearing.

Silence still reigns all around.
Sarka is not yet here. And she always
speeds forward like a dark cloud!

She sticks her lance into the ground and leans her shield
against it.

Our arms are weighed down with blood already.
it was a cruel fight today!

She sits under the oak tree, the maidens gather around her.

Zbislav was a brave hero but dead

he lies already; his whole clan have been slain
and all his servants. Their strong bodies

are now being devoured by wild beasts!

THE MAIDENS
Their strong bodies are being devoured by wild beasts!

VLASTA
looks around her, sorrow fills her countenance
Alas, our blood too was shed in sacrifice!

She rises.



Vy, dévy bojovné, jez zivot daly

jste za nasi svatou véc, vam vééna budiz Cest!

DEVY
Vy, dévy bojovné!
Vam slavna pamét bud!

Uhodi zbranémi o stity.
Vsak krvava pomsta bud smirem vam!

Devy také odkladaji zbrané, zavésuji je na stromy a zardZeji do
zemé. Pak se rozlozi kolem Vlasty, jez usedla pod dub. £ pravé
strany vystoupt Radka, Mlada a osm dév. Vsechny jsou ve
zbroji a dvé z nich nesou Satem pokryty Stit.

MLADA, RADKA A DEVY RADCINY
Hoj! Zdravy budte, sestry!

DEVY VLASTINY
Zdar bud vam! Vam zdar!

VLASTA A DEVY VLASTINY
Zda stastna byla vase zbran?

RADKA
predstoupi pred Viastu, za ni se postavi dvé dévy,
které nesou Stit zakryty Satem

Dnes bozi s nami byli v dile. V spici
dédinu my vtrhly boufi divou. —

V mziku zrudlo vSechno plameny a krvi!
Hoj! Tu bledy tfas vée muze jal,

ze v uték dali se! My vSechny

pobily je jako psy, ze zivi

zustali jen dravci hladovi, jiz

vzduchem krouzili!

Strhne Sat ze Stitu.

Zde nova zdoba
na Dévina hradby!

Pozvedne za viasy zkrvdcenou hlavu muZe.

DEVY VLASTINY
s radostnym obdivem
Pelej lech!

RADKA
Byl krutym nepfitelem dév!

RADKA, MLADA A VSECHNY DEVY
s divokym posméchem
Nuz s nami, reku, na Dévin!

Deévy poloZi zas hlavu na stit a odnesou.

VLASTA

To statny ¢in byl, Radko!

Dobry byl dnes boj! Vam diky,
bozi vééni! Slunce vitézstvi ndm
vstava z mraki krvavych a slavné
kyne ¢as, kdy hrdy Vysehrad jiz
pred nami se skloni!

Heroic maidens, who have laid down their lives,
for our sacred cause, honour to you forever!

THE MAIDENS
Heroic maidens!
may your memory remain sacred!

They strike their arms against their shields.
May your consolation be bloody vengeance!

The maidens lay down their arms, hanging them on the
branches and sticking them in the ground. They spread out
around Vlasta who has seated herself under the oak-tre. From
the right, Radka, Mlada and eight maidens appear. All are
armed and tw of them are carrying a shield covered with cloth.

MLADA, RADKA, RADKA’S MAIDENS
Hoy! Sisters, good health!

VLASTA’S MAIDENS
Good luck to you! Good luck!

VLASTA AND VLASTA’S MAIDENS
Have your arms brought you success?

RADKA
stands in_front of Vlasta, two of her maidens,
carrying the shield with the cloth, stand behind her

Today the gods were our side.

We rushed into a sleeping village like the storm. —
At oonce crimson flames covered all,

and blood! Hoy! The men grew pale and trembling
and ran for their lives! We killed them all

like dogs. And only birds prey

circling the sky above

stayed alive!

She pulls the cloth from the shield.

Look at this new prize
for the ramparts of Dévin Castle!

She lifts a bloody man’s head by the hair.

VLASTA’S MAIDENS
admiringly
Pelej, the chieftain!

RADKA
A cruel enemy of women!

RADKA, MLADA AND ALL THE MAIDENS
mocking wildly
Come with us, now, aou hero, to Dévin Castle!

The maidens lay the head on the shield and carry it away.

VLASTA

A heroic deed, Radka!

You fought well. And our thanks to you,
eternal gods! The sun of victory rises
from bloodstained clouds, the day is
drawing near when proud VySehrad

will bow before us!



DEVY
Vam diky, bozi véc¢ni!

V ddlce je slyset roh.

MLADA, VLASTA A DEVY
Libyna to sdruzi!

Mlada vezme roh a odpovi.

Dévy Radciny také odkladaji zbrari a usedajt.
Radka a Mlada jsou nejblize Viasté. £ lesa se ozve
dusot koni a hlasy.

LIBYNA
S bésy v zavod lette! Hojo!

SVATAVA
v lese
Hojo! Jsme ti v stopé!

sV

Mezi poktik dév se misi Zalostné prosby zajatych Zen.

ZAJATE
v lese
Béda! Slitovani!

DEVY
Plesny klus to! Vitézné se blizi!

R lesa z pravé strany vystoupi Libyna a Svatava
ve zbroji a kaidd drii koné na uzdé.
Volaji zpet.

LIBYNA
Zajaté sem!

SVATAVA
Koné uvazte!

Devy priviéknou nékolik spoutanych Zen, mezi nimi divku ve
svétlém rouchu svatebnim. Jiné dévy odvadéji koné.

ZAJATE
Béda! Slitovani!

LIBYNA A SVATAVA
kynou spoutanym
Zde nase kofist!

ZAJATE ZENY

lomi rukama, nékteré poklekaji, nevésta klesd k zemi jako ve
mdlobdch

Soucit méjte! Zpét nds

pustte k milym nasim v chaty!

VLASTA
tdzavé
Zeny jaté?

LIBYNA

ukédze na omdlelou divku
Nevésta to Sobka, druha
Ctiradova. Medovinou vse kdyz
zpito bylo, zprostied svatebniho

THE MAIDENS
We thank you, eternal gods!

In the distance a horn is heard.

MLADA, VLASTA AND THE MAIDENS
That must be Libyna and her company.

Mlada picks up a horn and answers by blowing it. Radka’s
maidens also lay down their arms and sit down.

Radka and Mlada sit close to Viasta. The irot of horses and
voices are heard from the forest.

LIBYNA
Be it a chasing race! Hoyo!

SVATAVA
in the forest
Hoyo! We follow you!

Pleading from the captured women is heard between the cries
of the maidens.

CAPTIVES
in the forest
Woe! Mercy!

ALL THE MAIDENS
A joyous trot! Victoriously drawing nearer!

Libyna And Svatava emerge from the forest on the right, both
are wearing armour and leading their horses by their bridles.

They call back.

LIBYNA
Bring the captives here!

SVATAVA
The up the horses!

The maidens drag in several women with their hands tied, a
young girl in bridal raiment among them. Other maidens lead
the horses away.

CAPTIVES
Woe! Mercy!

LIBYNA AND SVATAVA
beck on the captives
Here is our booty!

THE CAPTURED WOMEN

raise their hands, some drop to their knees. The bride falls to
the ground, about to faint.

Mercy! Give leave to us

to return to our loved ones at home!

VLASTA
askingly
Women prisoners?

LIBYNA

points to the girl who has fainted

This is the bride of Sobek,

a friend of Ctirad.

When they were all drunken with mead
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veseli my uloupily ji
ijeji druzky.

P¥i pronich slovech Libiny vystoupt z lesa Sarka v temném
zadumdni; vyslechne vse.

SVATAVA
Za nami vSak muZzi
v sled se dali.

LIBYNA

Pomstou nejprudsi se

Ctirad s lidem hnal, le¢ v housti lesni
stopu ztratili.

SARKA

dychtivé

Co dis? Ze Ctirad

za vami se dal? Pak pfijde sem?

CASTAVA
Ja v lese ztela jej, on houstinou se
plizil, jak by hledal zvéf.

HOSTA
A sam byl,
celed asi jinam slal.

SARKA

To chvile pomsty.

Rychle vzhiiru! Vlasto, slys, to

dilo pfenech mné! Jen malou druz mi

ku pomoci dej. Chci, mnou by klesl!

Mala msta vSak smrt! On musi v hanbé zhynout!

VLASTA

Jak si zadas, stan se! Pomni
vsak, Ze Cestno, aby bojem padl
bohatyr, ne Isti!

SARKA
prudce
On padne! Na tom dosti! -

VLASTA
Na kun zajaté a vzhturu
na Dévin!

ZAJATE
O béda! Slitovani!

DEVY
Marné lkani! Na Dévin jiz vzharu!

Deévy odejdou s Viastou a zajaté odvlekou s sebou. Mlada,
Radka, Hosta, Castava a osm dév zustanou.

SARKA

pro sebe, jako by nahlas pokracovala ve svych myslenkdch
Jako temny stin ta zast se plizi

zitim mym! Ja noci probdéla

pro hled ten pohrdavy,

jenz mé v dusi pali!

prudce

at the wedding feast
we captured her with her campanions.

After Libyna starts speaking Sdrka emerges from the forest.
She frowns, listening to the story.

SVATAVA
The men, however,
chased after us.

LIBYNA

They wanted to take revenge,

Ctirad and his men, but in the forest shrubs
they lost all trace of us!

SARKA

eagerly

What do you say? Ctirad

chased you? He will come here, then?

CASTAVA
I caught sight of him in the forest,
he waded through the shrubs as if seeking for game.

HOSTA
He was alone,
he must have sent his servants elsewhere.

SARKA

This is the moment of revenge!

Rise quickly! Vlasta hear me,

you leave this action to me! Give me but

a small company to help! He will fall by my effort!
But death is not enough! In shame he must die!

VLASTA

Do as you wish! Remember, it is fitting
thet a fighter should die in combat,
not by ruse!

SARKA
violently
he will die! That is enough! —

VLASTA
Put the captives on horseback,
and to Dévin Castle shall we ride!

CAPTIVES
Mercy! Pity!

THE MAIDENS
Vain your laments! Forward to Dévin!

The maideens and Vlasta depart, dragging the captives along.
Mlada, Radka, Hosta, Castava and eight maidens stay.

SARKA

to herself; she continues to voice her thoughts
The harted creeps like a dark shadow
through my body! I lay awake long nights
thinking of that scornful look,

which scorches my soul

violently



Jeden musi ustoupit! To ¢ar snad je,
vsak smrt jej jisté zlomi.

Obract se k dévam,
Jez v pozadi ocekdvaji jeji rozkazy.

Blize sem! vy fikate,
MR
ze krasna jsem?

Jejt otdzce.

Nuz, zdali krasnd jsem, se tazi

vas! Zda krasna tak, by vnada moje
zpijela jak viiné kvéta ¢arnych

v noci mésicné, jez vily sobé

v kadeft pletou?

SVATAVA, MLADA, RADKA,
CASTAVA, A DEVY
Krasna! Krasna jsi!

LIBYNA
Sli¢na jsi jak jablon kvetouci!

SVATAVA
Jak studanka, v niz sveézi les se zhlizi.

MLADA
Jako jitra tismév rizovy!

OSTATNI DEVY

Jsi krasna jako letni noc,

jiz hvézdna zdoba v kstici plane!
Krasna, 6 krasna jsi!

SARKA
chladné, vsak s uspokojenim
Nuze, dosti slov! Cas pili!

pro sebe, s divokou rozkosi

Jako had se k nému vplizit chci
a jako had svou obét zardousim — v své
naruci — svym dechem palcivym!

Kvapné vystoupt k dubu, strhne Sat z hrdla a z ramen,
pricemz temné kadere rozproudt se ji po Siji.
Vasnive:

Oh, Ctirade, ty zhrdlas bojem pfimym.
Nuze viz, ted nemam jiné zbrané

nezli mladost svou a krasu! Ale

témi tebe v zapas smrtelny ja

vyzyvam! - sem, Radko!

Strhne si pds a podd ho Radce.

Rudku pftivaz!

Svatavo, tvlj pas! Zde pevné k dubu
pfipoutejte mé!

DEVY

Co zadas, hrozno jest!
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One must give in! It might be charmms,
but death will overcome them!

She turns facing the maidens who are awaiting her commands
in the background.

Come nearer!
You say that beautiful I am?

The maidens draw closer. They regard her astounded as if they
didn’t understand her question.

I am asking you: am I beautiful?

So beautiful as to enchant

like scents of magic flowers

which nymphs during the moonlight
weave into their locks?

SVATAVA, MLADA, RADKA,
CASTAVA AND THE MAIDENS
Beautiful! Beautiful you are!

LIBYNA
Beautiful! Like an apple-tree in blossom!

SVATAVA
Like a fountain reflecting a green forest!

MLADA
Like a rosy smile of dawn!

THE OTHER MAIDENS
Beautiful like summer’s
night, lighted up with stars!
Beautiful you are, beautiful!

SARKA
cooly but satisfied
Enough is said! Time speeds on!

to herself, passionately and wildly

I shall sneak up to him like a snake
and strangle him in my arms -
I will burn him my breath!

She runs towards the oak-tree, pulls the clothes from her arms
and shoulders. her dark wavy drops down her neck and arms.
Pagssionately:

Oh, Ctirad, you scorned my chalenge to a direct fight,
so I nhave no other weapon left

but my youth and beauty. And

thus, I challenge you to a mortal fight! —

Radka, come here!

She pulls off hergirdle and hands it to Radka.

Tie my hand!
Svatava, your girdle. Tie me tightly
to this oak-tree here!

THE MAIDENS
Your request is dreadful!



SARKA
velitelsky
Ja poroucim!

DEVY
bojdcné
Nuz, stan se vule tva!

Dévy udini, jak Sdrka rozkdzala.

SARKA

ukdZe volnou rukou vedle sebe na zem
Sem, Mlado, poloz roh! A slyste:

v lesa houst se skryjte, az vas hlahol
rohu zavola!

DEVY 5
My opustit t¢ mame, Sarko?

SARKA
Nevahejte jiz, kdo vzbudit nechcete mtij hnév!

DEVY
odchadzeji
Nuz, budiz s tebou zdar!

Ziistane jen Sdrka privazand k dubu.

Rapadajict slunce vysild zlatorudou zari na mytinu.

Ve utichlo, jen les Sumi, cervdnky vZdy vice blednou a jiZ jen
slaby odlesk vrhaji na Sarku. Soumrak se pocind rozklddat
lesem aZ se vse ponoti v prizracnou temnotu letniho vecera.

SARKA

zvedne jeji hlavu

Ve ticho kolem. Les jen

$umi tahlou pisni! — Kolébavko
mladi mého, zpéve dumny korun
staletych, svym hlasem tklivym budis
mrtvé sny, jez v dusi lezi jako
kvéty svadlé! Oh, kde jste, vy léta
détstvi blahého, kdy znala jsem jen
hvozdy ztmélé, slunné luciny

a skalin strmych hrdé vrcholy?

s horoucim zanicenim

Ja snila tehdy o velikém Stésti,
horoucim jak slunce poledni, jez
usta zhava tiskne k zemi zkvetlé,
ze mu v rozkosi pak kvéty dava
vse a viiné! — Ale slunce mé ted
rudé jest a krev jen z né¢ho kane!

zoufale

Marné v hriizach vrazdéni a bojt
hleddm zapomnéni, klid! mé bolem
divym mudi myslenky, Ze zije on!

Bud zhyne, nebo ruka jeho

da mi smrt, vSe jedno, jen kdyz zhasne
boufny zar, jenz v nitru pla a hara!

PlIny mésic se vynori nad vrcholky stromil a stribrnym svitem
obléva les. Zddli se ozve zpév blizictho se Ctirada.

SARKA
commandingly
I command you to do so!

THE MAIDENS
in fear
May your will be done, as you say!

The maidens do what Sdrka has ordered them to do.

SARKA

points with heer free hand to the ground
Mlada, lay your horn beside me, here!
Hide in the forest, until the call

of my horn you hear!

THE MAIDENS 5
Are we to leave you lone, Sarka?

SARKA
Delay no longer, unless you want to rouse my anger!

THE MAIDENS
departing
Good luck to you!

Sérka stays alone, tied to the oak-tree. The sunset throws a
crimson-gold light on the clearing. Everything grows silent,
only the forest is humming, the red clouds are growing pale,
throuwing a faint reflection on Sdrka. Twilight penetrates the
Jorest and turns into the transparent darkness of a summer
night.

SARKA

raises her head

Silence reigns all around. The forest’s

gentle humming sound is heard. — The lulabby
of my youth, the song of gloomy aging trees,
you keep awakening dead dreams

with your haunting voices,

which lie like faded flowers in my soul.

Where have the years of blissful childhood gone,
when dark forests were all I knew,

and sunny meadows and proud mountain-tops?

pasionately

I dreamt of boundless happiness,

glowing like the midday sun

that presses hot lips to mother earth,

giving it passionate blossoms

and fragrances! — But my sun is crimson now
and only blood drips from it!

desperately

In vain I seek forgetfulness and peace

in horrors of wars and killing.

I am tormented by the thought that he is alive!
Either he must die, or I will be slain by his hand,

no matter! As long as the passionate fire

is quenched that burns in my heart, driving me mad.

Afull moon rises above the tree tops. its silver light floods the
Jorest. From the distance we hear ctirad’s singing as he
approaches nearer.
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CTIRAD

Mésic bily v doubravinu
lesklym §$titem mava.
Reky budi z mohyl stinu,
drubh jich k ziti vstava.

SARKA
On! Tot on!

CTIRAD

blize

Na palouku v fadach stanou
jako na bojisti.

Mece zafi, zraky planou,
oStépy se tristi!

SARKA
Jiz blizi se! Mé tizkost jima!
Pro¢ mé vasen vtrhla k zrady ¢inu?

Levou volnou rukou se snaZi rozvdzat pouta.
Pry¢! Chci pfimo jit mu vstfic!

Ctirad se objevi v UZlabiné.

Pozdé! Bozi sami rozsoudili!

CTIRAD

stane

Lada luzna z hvézdné vyse k nim se snasi letem,
véndi skran a plné cise

vécné slavy kvétem!

Sestupuje tiZlabinou.

Tady spocinu. Dal marné bych se
stopou bral. Tam na vrcholu zrak mé
neklamal, to Vlasty divy voj jiz

letél na Dévin a zajaté vIék’

s sebou! O, jen lid sviij miti, od néjz
pomsty nedockavost odtrhla mé,

a jiz krev by byla pych ten smyla!
Nutno nyni vyckat rdna a pak

muze ku utoku sebrat rdzné.

Usedne na balvan na pravé strané a zacne odklddat zbrar.

Lada luzna z hvézdné vyse
k nim se snasi letem,
vénci skran —

Vsimne si Sdrky, jez jako ve mdlobé sklonila hlavu k riadrim;
vzchopi se.

Tam cos béla se a sviti, jak by
kvéty bilé plaly na kmeni... Snad
klamny zjev to vily, ktera muze
laka v zhoubnou naru¢ svou?

Prikroct blize.

Ci snad to zena?

CTIRAD

The silver moon rises,

brandishing its shiny shield.
Awakens heroes from the shadows,
they rise to live!

SARKA
It’s he! He’s coming!

CTIRAD

closer

On the clearing they are lined up
as if it were a battlefield.

Swords shining, eyes ablaze,
lances are splittered!

SARKA
He is coming closer! I am anguished!
Why has passion forced me to such treachery?

She tries wildly to free her shackles with her left hand.
Away! i want to go and meet him face to face!
Ctirad appears in the valley.

It is too late! The gods themselves have decided!

CTIRAD

pauses

The lovely starry heights

send wreaths of flowers on their heads,
and filled bowls, flowers of eternal glory.

Walking down the vallery.

I shall rest here. In vain would I follow the trail further.
My eyes did not betray me when I saw

Vlasta's company from the hill-top

dragging the captives to Dévin.

If only my men were present! Why

have I fled from them, urged on by impatience!

I would have demanded blood in vengeance!

Now I'll have to wait till morning.

To assemble my men for a bold attack!

He sits down on a rock on the right and starts to discard his
armour.

The lovery starry heights
send wreaths of flowers
on their heads -

He cathes sight of Sarka who has head to her brest as if
Jainting; he stands up.

Something shining white I see,

like white blossoms shining on a tree trunk...
Could it bee, perhaps, the phantom of a nymph,
seducing men into her ruinous embrace?

He draws closer.

Or can it be a woman?
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Pokroci jesté blize, stane pred Sdrkou,

na niz pravé padne piny svit mésice; pohlédne ji do tvdre,
vykfikne:

Sarka!

Ucouvne v didivu. Sarka se nehybd, vypadd jako by ji
premohla uinava a bolest. Ctirad se k ni priblizi.

Mrtva snad?

SARKA
zasténd
Ach!

CTIRAD

Zije!

Ale tryzni zmamena. Kéz véasna
jesté pomoc ma!

Wtrhne lovecky niZ a pretne pouto na pravé ruce, jed
bezvladné klesne podle téla. Pak klekne k derce a chystd se
prerezat pouta kolem téla; jak se ji dotkne, Sdrka, jako by
nabyvala védomi, zaupt.

SARKA
O béda! Pomoc!

CTIRAD
Sarko, sly$, jsi v rukou ochrannych;
6 mluv, co stalo se ti?

SARKA

stdle s hlavou sklonénou, nepohlédne na ného jako by ho
neznala

Vlasty divy voj tak ztyral mé

a zveéti vydal v pospas,

Ze jsem chranit chtéla Zeny zajaté.

CTIRAD

dojat

Ty s ubohymi soucit
mélas! Diky méj!

SARKA

Pozvedne hlavu, upte na Ctirada pohled, pak vztyci proti
nému obé ruce, jako by se chtéla branit, a vzkrikne.

O hriiza! ty!

Jsem ztracena!

stranou
Jen silu, silu, pomsto krvava!

CTIRAD

poustane

0, vzpamatuj se, Sarko,
pfinasim ti pomoc!

SARKA

jako by nevéftila jeho slovim

Vysméch jesté, vysméch,

Ctirade! — Jsem v moci tvé! Ja vim, mé

¢eka smrt. Vzdyt neprateli jsme!

Ty nenéavidi§ mé. Ja nemam pravo

doufat v zachranu. Vsak za jedno jen prosim.
rychle skon¢i jiz muj zivot!
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Drawing still closer, he comes to stnad in front of Sdrka,
whose face is illuminated by full moonlight. He looks at her,
and cries out:

Sarka!

He draws back astounded. Sarka stays motionless, feigning
exhaustion and pain. Ctirad draws nearer.

Perhaps she’s dead?

SARKA
moans
Oh!

CTIRAD

She is alive!

She’s overcome by pain! I hope
my help has come in time!

He draws his hunting knife and cuts the bond tying her right
hand which drops lifelessly along her body. He kneels down,
getting ready tu cut Sarka’s remaining bonds. As soon as he
touches her, Sdrka moans as if gaining consciousness.

SARKA
Woe! Help me!

CTIRAD
Sarka, listen. You are in friendly hands!
But speak, what has befallen you?

SARKA

with her head still bent does not look at him, as if she did not
know him

Vlasta’s wild troups have tortured me and left me

to the mercy of the beasts of prey, because

I defended the captives.

CTIRAD

impressed

You had compassion

with the defenceless. My thanks to you!

SARKA
raises her head and looks at Ctirad. She raises both hands as if
trying to protect herself and cries out
How terrible! It’s you!

I'm lost!

aside
Strang, streng for bloody vengeance!

CTIRAD

rises

Oh, calm down, Sarka,

I have brought you help!

SARKA

as if she didn’t believe his words
Mockery, mere mockery, Ctirad!

I am in your power. I know that

death awaits me. We are enemies.

You hate me, I have no right

to expect salvation. I have but one favour
to ask: Finish my life quickly!



Slituj se, vzdyt posledni to prosba!

Skloni opét hlavu, jako by odevzddna svému osudu ocekdvala
smrtict ranu.

CTIRAD

Zadej spise, proti sobé abych
zbran svou obratil! O dovol, dovol,
abych ochrancem ti byl!

SARKA
stranou
Jiz zrady jed mu otravuje krev!

k Ctiradovi

Ty nechce§ moji smrt?

Ty odpoustis? Ne, ne, to blahy klam!

vzdyt zhrdas$ mnou a zast jen pro mne mas!
O, nech mé zemfit!

CTIRAD

Tétce, s namdhavé tajenou, propukdovajici vdsni
Ano, nenavidél jsem! Ja nenavidél,
Séarko, krasu tvou. O, slys$is? Zast jsem
mél ku vlnam kadef, z nichz sije
bélostna ti sviti jako kvéty

bilé z temnych hlubin vod, a zast jsem
mél k tvym retm rzovym i zraklim
zafivym, jez fasou temnou planou
jako hvézdy lesni houstinou. To

stale bodalo a $tvalo mne, bych
zeleznymi svaly tebe stisk’

a drtil, az bys k nohdm mojim sklesla
neziva! Nuz nazyvej to zasti,

ale nechtéj, abych bez ni zil!

SARKA
vztyci se viteznym vykrikem
O bohové!

pak s licenou oddanosti opét pravi:

jsem v moci tvé, chci byt té
poslusna; nuz pojd a rozvaz moje pouta.

CTIRAD
opét pred ni poklekne a zacne rozvazovat pouta
Ty se chvéjes, Sarko!

SARKA
Z lesa vane chlad.

Vezme jeho ruku a pritahne ji k pasu.
Zde jesté pouto tisni!
Skloni se k Ctiradouvi.

Tise! Slys$im srdce tvé, tak blizko u mne bije! Ruka tva
se také chvéje — snad — snad to také chlad?

Pouto povoli, Sdrka sklesne Ctiradovi na prsa, jako prekondna
tnavou a slabosti.
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Have mercy, it is my last request!

She again boows head, as if reconciled to her fate, awaiting the
death blow.

CTIRAD

You’d better ask me

to turn my sword against my own heart.
Permit me to protect you!

SARKA
aside
Treacherous poison is already entering his blood!

to Ctirad

You do not desire my death?

You have forgiven me? No, no, it’s all but a delusion.
You scorn me and nothing but hatred

you have for me. Oh, let me die!

CTIRAD

weighed down by his rising passion

Yes, Indeed, I hated you.

I hated your beauty, Sarka. Hear me out.

I even hated your locks of hair

from which your whhite neck shines like blossoms
white from the dark depths of the waters,

I hated your rosy lips, and sparkling

eyes, through dark eyelashes that shine

like stars through the forest bush.

Your image has pierced and haunted me,

I wanted to crush you with my great strength,
so that you’d drop to my feet,

dead! Call it hatred, if you like,

but don’t ask me to live without it!

SARKA

rises with a victorious cry

O, gods!

She continues with feigned submission:

Your power rules over me, I want to be
obedient; come and untie my shackles.

CTIRAD
kneels in front of her and starts untying her shackles

You are trembling, Sarka!

SARKA
A cold wind is blowing from the forest!

She takes his hand and draws it towards her waist.
Here the fetters still hold fast!
She bends down towards Ctirad.

Be silent. I can hear your heart beating
so close, shaking — perhapsa — perhaps it’s the cold?

Her bonds untied, Sarka falls into Ctirad’s arms as if overcome
by fatigue and weakness.



Ach, odpust!

Tak jsem znavena, tak slaba,

ty tak Slechetny,

ja nezaslouzila si tvoji dobroty!

Nahle se mu prudce vytrhne z ndruce.

O, bozi! Co se déje se mnou?

Pro¢ tak duvétivy jest, tak Slechetny?
ja urazky a krutost cekala!

CTIRAD
kyne pod dub
Sem usedni a pohov tdéim znavenym.

SARKA
stranou, jako by se cemusi zoufale branila
Ne, ne! Ja nemohu!

k Ctiradovi
O, nech mé odejiti!

CTIRAD

skokem se octne u ni a uchvdti ji do ndruce;

s horouct vdsni

Nikdy! -

Moje jsi a nikdo mi té nevyrve! Jsi ma, ma!
Spise dravci kotist vyrvat chtéj! Ja citil sladky
dech tvij na své tvari, v narudi jsem

tiskl teplé télo tvé a vnadna

hlava tva mi dlela na srdci,

a ted mi zmizet chce$? A myslis, abych
dale zil s tim zZarem v nitru svém, jenz
spalit hrozi celou bytost mou?

trhavé, hlasem dusenym vdsni

0, miluji tél... ma jsil... Sly$, mal...
Neb usmrtim té!

SARKA
se zoufalym vypétim sil se mu vyrve z ndruce, vytrhne ze Satil

dyku a napiihne ji proti Ctiradovi s vykiikem
Nedotykej se mne!

Ctirad stoji pred ni nepohnuté a divd se na ni okem
vdsné a ldsky. Sdrka zvolna spusti napreZenou ruku
a odhodi zbra.

SARKA
zoufale
Marné!...Nemohu!...

Klesne po poslednim vnitinim boji Ctiradovi na prsa;
horoucné:
Nuz vezmi mé i Zivot mdj!

Usta jejich setkaji se v dlouhém polibend.

CTIRAD

Jiz vééné mal!
SARKA

O, zmiram blahem!

Forgive me!

I am exhausted and weak,

you are so noble, I am not worthy
of your kindness!

Abruptly she pulls away from him.

Eternal gods! What is the matter
with me? Why is he so trusting, so noble-hearted? I
expected insults and cruelty from him!

CTIRAD
pointing to the oak-tree
Sit down here, rest your tired body!

SARKA
aside, as if struggling
No! No! I cannot do it!

addressing Ctirad
Let me depart!

CTIRAD

Jumps toward her and embraces

her passionately

Never!

You are mine, and no one will take you away

from me. You’d rather take away from beasts of prey
their victims! I felt your sweet breath on my cheek,
your warm body held close in my arms, your lovely
head reposed upon my breast, and now you want to
leave me? You think I can go on living with this passion
in my heart? The passion which threatens

to burn my whole body?

his passion is revlected in his stuttering voice

I'love you!... You are mine!...

Hear me!...

SARKA

desperate, pulls back from his embrace. She pulls a dagger

Jrom her dress and draws it against Ctirad, shouting
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Don’t touch me!

Ctirad remains standing motionless, regarding her with love
and passion. Slowly, Sarka drops her wxtended hand and
throws down the dagger.

SARKA
desparately

It’s all in vain!... I cannot!...

After the final emotional struggle she falls into Ctirad’s arms —
passionately:
Take me then! And take my life as well!

Their lips meet in a long kiss.

CTIRAD
Mine forever!
SARKA

To die of bliss!



CTIRAD

Mneé jsi zivot dala!
SARKA

Léska zivot n4s!

CTIRAD
O rci, Ze nesmim jen?

SARKA

vroucné

Té miluji jak kvét, jenz v teskném stinu
lesa touzné snil a ¢ekal, svétlo miluje!
Ach, ty jsi slunce mé, ja hofim

ve tvém objeti, a vydechnout na tvych
ustech nech mé zivot mij!

CTIRAD

Bliz, jen blize na ma nadra!

Jen v jedno splynout! -

Jen v jedno splynout! -

Véeéné, nerozluéné a tebou v jedno!

CTIRAD
Jak jsi krasna!

SARKA

Citi$ zar, jenz z nader Sleha?

CTIRAD

Retem ziznivym ja piju krasu tvou

a kazdym douskem roste opét

touha palciva! — Citi§ zar, jenz z nader $leha?

OBA
V proudech zlatych
obléva nas lasky blaho!

%74

Sdrka klesne mu v nejoyssim opojent na prsa.
Ctirad ji odvede pod dub a jemné prinuti, aby usedla;
sam ji usedne k nohdm.

CTIRAD
Viz tu krasnou noc, tak plna néhy jest!
To nasi lasky zvést kol vane piirodou!

SARKA

Hle, tisic jisker hofi ve vysi!
CTIRAD

Ja vechny vidim plati ve tvém oku!
SARKA

Vini skladkou kvéty dychaji!
CTIRAD

Vsak sladsi usta tva!

SARKA

Tot blahy sen!

CTIRAD

O, kouzlem spjalas mé!
SARKA

Blahy sen!
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CTIRAD
You have given life to me!

SARKA
Love is our life!

CTIRAD
Tell me, it’s not a dream!

SARKA

passionately

I love you like a blossom,

which in the forest darkness

has waited longingly dreaming of light.
Let me expire my life,

pressing close to your lips!

CTIRAD

Come closer,

closer to my breast!

Let us dissolve in union! -
Forever, without ever parting!

CTIRAD
How beautiful you are!

SARKA
Do you feel the fire streaming from my heart?

CTIRAD

My thirsty lips drink up your beauty,

and with every kiss my yearning grows! —

Do you feel the fire streaming from my heart?

BOTH
The bliss of love
engulfs us with streaming love!

In ecstasy she sinks into Ctirad’s arms. He leads her under the
oak-tree and gently bids her to sit down, taking
a place at her feet.

CTIRAD
Look at the lovely night, so full of tenderness!
It is our that has affected nature around us!

SARKA

Behold! A thousand fiery sparks are burning in the sky!
CTIRAD

I see them all reflected in your eye!
SARKA

The blossoms breathe a sweet fragrance!
CTIRAD

Yet even sweeter are your lips!

SARKA

A blissfull dream!

CTIRAD

You have enchanted me!

SARKA

Blissful dream!



Nahle se mu prudce vytrhne z 0béti.
Oh, béda! Pry¢, rychle pry¢! O jdi!

CTIRAD
Jen s tebou!

SARKA

klesne pred nim na kolena

Zaklindam té laskou svou i bolem
zoufalym! Sv{ij zivot zachran! Na roh
tento znameni a z lesa tlupa

lita dév by prikvacila! Ach!

M¢j slitovani s zenou bidnou!

Odpust, odpust, ja té znicit chtéla zradou!

CTIRAD

pozvedne ji

Zrada lasku tvou mi dala, proto

zehnam ji! — V8ak pfed Zenami mél bych
ustoupit zbabéle? Ty sketu

nemohla bys milovat!

Uchopt roh; Sdrka sna# se, aby mu ho vyrvala vsak marné.
Ctirad zatroubt, pak vezme mec. & ddli se ozve odpovéd dév.

M1j meci, vzhiru!
Hotov k boji jsem a véncit
bude laska zbran mou vitézici!

SARKA

Hrtza! Kfidlem netopyiim zrada
jiz se blizi; oko krvi blyska,

z tlamy jed ji kane! M¢, mé zachvat,
prisero, ja vzbudila té, ale

jeho Setti! Miluji, miluji jej!

DEVY

zddli

Heja! Heja! Heja!

CTIRAD
Sarko, divéru méj v lasku mou a silu!

Obejme Sdrku jednou rukou, v druhé dr mec.

DEVY

se zbranémi tasenymi a se smolnicemi prikvapi
z riiznych stran s posmésnym pokiikem

Hojo! Selma v 1é¢ku padla! Bijte!

Bijte!

CTIRAD
Ostrym zubem chce se $elma branit!

RADKA
zezadu vrazi mu ostép do ramene, Ze mu mec vypadne z ruky
Ostfejsi vS§ak moje zbran jest!

CTIRAD
Zmije Istiva!

SARKA
stranou
Béda! Jak jej spasit?

Suddenly she frees herself from Ctirad’s arms.
Woe! Away! Quickly away! Please flee!

CTIRAD
Only with you!

SARKA

sinks to her knees before him

I implore you with my love

and desperate sorroe! Save your life!

As soon as I give the signal with this horn

a horde of angry maidens will rush out from the forest!
Have mercy with a sinful woman! Forgive me!

forgive me! I tried to destroy you with treachery!

CTIRAD

lifis her up

Your treachery has given me love,

I therefore bless it! — Should I flee
from womenfolk? How could you

love a coward?

He picks up the horn. Sarka tries to take it away from him.
Ctirad blows the horn and picks up the dagger. The maidens
answer from a distance.

My sword, forward!
I’am ready to fight,
my love will crown my victorious weapon!

SARKA

Oh, how awful! On a bat’s wings
treachery is approaching. Bloodshot eyes,
and poison dripping from its mouth!

Kill me, you monster, I awoke you,

but spare him, the one I love!

THE MAIDENS
from distance
Heya! Heya! Heya!

CTIRAD
Sarka, you must trust me and my strength!

embraces Sdarka with one hand, holding his sword in the other

THE MAIDENS
with drawn swords and torches, come running towards
them in every direction mocking and shouting

Heya! The beast cought in the snare!
Strike him! Strike him!

CTIRAD
The beast wants to defend itself with sharp teeth!

RADKA
pierces his shoulder from behind, his sword drops
My weapon is much sharper!

CTIRAD
Treacherous viper!

SARKA
aside
Woe! How can I save him?
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Dévy vrhnou se na ného a spoutaji ho.

DEVY
Hojo! Nas jest!

Sérka vrhne se mezi Ctirada a dévy a hrozivé se vztyci. Dévy
ustoupt.

SARKA

k dévam

Zpatky! Mgj jest on a pravo
nad Zivotem jeho mam jen ja!

TRETI DEJSTVI

Uvod

Pusté kamenité ddoli mezi skalami, v pozadi dZict se

v priismyk. Jednotlivé skdly se zvedaji v ostrych a prikrych
obrysech a mezi jejich vtesy prozird jen uzky pruh obzoru. —
Na povyseném skalnim vystupku stoji knize Premysl ve zbroji,
kolem ného ozbrojeni muzi. Uprostred muzii Sdrka; jednu
ruku ma ukrytu v tasdch pldsté, do néhoz je zahalena,
druhou rukou se opira o stit.

PREMYSL

S vojem svym jsem tebou vést se dal az
v skalni tuto skry$, a¢ tajemna mi
posud tvoje zvést. — Ty, Zeno zkazy,
vést chces§ nasi zbran? Ty, kterd zasti
krvela¢nou zivi§ onu san, jez

hubi dédiny a rolim zpustlym

setbu mrtvol dava?

MUZI
hrozivé
Vrazednice kleta! V zhoubu chce nas vlakat!

Sdrka stoji micky a nepohnuté.

PREMYSL

Jak ti vérit mam,

ze zdar mi prenasis,

kdyz zmar jen z tebe vla a krvi nasi
dlan tva zbrocena?

MUZI
Hoj! V kotist ndm ji vyde;j!

PREMYSL

Mluv, co tebe pfivadi? Snad

svétly zakmit litosti pad’ v temné
nitro tvé a hledas nyni smiru ocistu?

SARKA

zdporné kyne hlavou
Ja litost necitim

a smiru nehleddm!

vroucné

Vsak prece jasna
zare nitrem rozlila se, ze vse

The maidens attack him and bind his hands.

MAIDENS
Heya! He’s ours!

Sdrka makes her way between Ctirad and the maidens. The
maidens draw back.

SARKA

to the maidens

Get back! He is mine and I have

the right to do what I want with his life!

ACT THREE
Introduction

A barren rocky valley between rocks. A narrowing pass

in the background. The different rocks, their spikes in steep
outlines, showing but a narrow strip of the horizon.

— Prince Premysl stands on a high cliff wearing his armour,
surrounded by armed men. Sdrka is standing in their midst; she
is hiding one hand in the pleats of her coat, the other she leans
against her shield.

PREMYSL

You have led me and my men of arms

until this rocky hiding place we reached,
though I still find your message mysterious.
You, a woman of destruction, want to lead
my army? You who live from bloodthirsty
vengeance that destroys villages and brings
a crop of death to our fields laid barren?

THE MEN
threateningly
You cursed murderess! Enticing us to ruin!

Sdrka reamins standing motionless in silence.

PREMYSL

Why should I

trust you to bring success,

when you bring but destruction and
your hand is stained with our blood?

THE MEN
Hoy! Give her to us, our booty!

PREMYSL

Speak, what has brought you here? perhaps

a bright flash of remorse in your dark soul;
and you now search for peace and forgiveness?

SARKA
shakes her head

I feel no remorse
and seek no peace!

ardently

and yet a flood of light
has filled my heart and all else
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jiné v stiny zapadlo! A zar ta
svata moji ocistou!

Poda Premyslovi mec, jeji méla ukryty v pldsti.
Znas tuto zbran?

PREMYSL
To me¢ jest Ctiradtv!

MUZI
Ha, slyste!
Ctirad zabit jest!

PREMYSL

Pak chvéj se ty i

tvoje druzky! — Srdce mého kus s nim
jste mi vyrvaly! Oh! Hrozné pomstén
bude rek! Ja z vasich tél mu vztycim
mohylu, z niz bude Zertvou stoupat
krve vasi dym! a ty, jez drze

honosis se ¢inem krvavym, ty
poselkyné hrozné Morany, jiz

v/Y

prvni v temnou {i§ své pani spéj!
k muziim
jest vase!

Sérka zvedla zatim mec Ctiradiiv, jejé Premysl spustil na
skalisko; muzi vrhnou se na ni.

MUZI
Bidné v mukdach zhyn!

SARKA

vyrve se jim a vybéhne na vyvySeny vystupek skalni
Slys, vé¢na obloho,

z niz stfely smrtici se

vinika nadra vryvaji!

Ohni, slys, jenz hady zhavé k trestu

vysilas, i vodo dravi, slys, jez

kotist svoji v chladné zkazy vrhas hlubiny!

Bodne se mecem do obnazeného ramene.

Svou krvi tvrdim hroznou

ptisahu a bohti véénych sbor mi
svédky bud! Sviij zivot chci vam dati
v plen, v8ak spaste Ctirada!

PREMYSL
To neni klamu hlas!
On zije!

MUZI
zgcouv{i
Zije! Zije! Ctirad zije!

SARKA

sestoupt mezi muze

Jako hejno

krkavcti se zene divéi voj

a obét svoji vlékne za sebou.
Sem dorazi se sluncem polednim
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is fading in forgerfulness. This sacred light
is my redemption!

She hands Premysl the sword which she had hidden in her coat.

Do you recognize this weapon?

PREMYSL
It si the sword of Ctirad!

THE MEN
Harken!
Ctirad is dead!

PREMYSL

Then tremble,

you and your friends. — My heart

is torn asunder with his death!

I shall take vengeance! From your bodies

I will build a pyre, from which your blood’s

steam will rise in sacrifice! And you who

boast shamefully of this bloody deed,

you, messenger of the terrible death goddess Morana,
you will be first to join your mistress’s realm!

to the men
She is yours!

Meanwhile Sdrka picks up Ctirad’s sword that Premysl
dropped on the rock. The men move towards her.

THE MEN
Die like a dog suffering!

SARKA

gets away from them and jumps to a rock

Hear me, eternal

sky, who sends your lethal arrows,

into the breast of guilty men.

Hear me, oh fire, that sends fiery snakes to punish,
you wild water, which thrusts your victims into the cold
depths of destruction!

She thrusts the sword into her naked arm.

With my own blood I swear

a dreadful oath, and gods eternal

be my wittnesses! I want to offer you my life
but save Ctirad!

PREMYSL
This is not
a voice that lies! He is alive!

THE MEN
draw back
He is alive! He is alive! Ctirad is alive!

SARKA

descends among the men

Like a flock

of ravens the army of maidens drives ahead
dragging their victim along. Here

they’Il arrive with the midday’s sun. Before



a driv nez zapad rudy pohasne,
ma Ctirad v mukach zivot dokonat.

PREMYSL A MUZI
Hoj! Vzhtru! Zbrané k dilu!

SARKA

Opatrnost zada divek lest!

M¢ bdélym okem ucirite

a sami se tajné skryjte! Uder na miij
§tit bud poslem marnych proseb mych
a k itoku vam znamenim!

PREMYSL

Jak plazu zlého muz se §titi Isti,

le¢ nutnost zrady zbran nam vtiska

do dlané. neb kruta doba kruté ¢iny zada!

Muzi a Premysl odejdou mezi skaly do pozadi a vpravo.

SARKA

sama

Kam mé vedes, zrady prisero? Kam? —
Pro¢ v srdce spary svoje zatinas? Proc¢? —
a prec tak musilo se stat! On musi zit
byt vSechno kleslo v zmar a zkazu!

Odejde mezi skdly napravo. £ levé strany prijde spoutany
Ctirad v privodu Radky, Svatavy, Libyny, Mlady, Hosty
a Castavy; za nimi Viasta. Pak ostatni dévy. Viechny jsou
ozbrojeny; nékteré prindseji kil a kolo a rizné ndstroje

k usmrcent Ctirada. Dévy a Ctirad statnou napravo.

VLASTA

k Ctiradovi

Spravedlivy soud tvé viny zvazil

tiz a trest ji vyméfil. — Ty, Ctirad,
vladyka, jenz v nepratelstvi krutém
proti nam jsi brojil, krvi splatis krev,
jiz prolila tva zbran! Dnes jesté

v kolo vpleten bud!

DEVY
Tak stan se! Zemfes jesté dnes!

Deévy tise odejdou do pozadi, kde délaji pripravy k usmrcent
Ctirada. Vztyci kil, postavi kolo, rozdélaji hranici. Viasta
prochdzi mezi nimi a prohliZi pripravy. Fen dvé ozbrojené
dévy zistanou jako strdZ nablizku Ctirada.

CTIRAD

usedne na skalisko

Jen sporych chvili zakmit

prchavy a hrozna ruka tva,

6 Morano, jiz navzdy skv¢ly dar mi vyrve zZivota!

DEVY
My smirnou obét
dame stinim padlym dév!

CTIRAD

Ach! Zemfit!

Zemfit! Kdyz jsem pocal zit! — Kdyz
Stésti ¢ise zlatozarna prvné ke rtim

the crimson sunset,
Ctirad is to die in torment.

PREMYSL AND THE MEN
Forward! To arms!

SARKA

Beware, the maidens plan a ruse! My watchful eye
will stay on vigil; meanwhile, hide secretly

inside these rocks. A stroke against

my shield will be the sign of my vain pleading
and the signal for you to attack!

PREMYSL
Men shrink back in forror from deceiful ruse like from a
snake, but need makes us accept this treachery. Cruel
times call for cruel deeds!

The men and Pfemysl hide among the rocks, in the background
and on the right.

SARKA

alone

Where have you brought me, awful treachery? — Why
tear asunder my breast with your claws? Why? —

It must be so! He must live, even if all else in

ruin willm be brought!

She hides between the rocks on the right. Ctirad, handcuffed,
enters from the left, followed by Radka, Svatava, Libyna,
Mlada, Hosta and Castava. Viasta follows with other
maidens. They are all armed: some carry a pole and a wheel
and other instruments of torture. The maidens and Ctirad
pause on the right.

VLASTA

addreses Ctirad

A court of justice has examined your guilt,

and pronounced its verdict. — You, Ctirad,

a nobleman who, in cruel enmity,

has struggled against us, will pay with your blood
for the blood shed by your arms! This very day
your body will be thrust in the wheel!

THE MAIDENS
So be it! You’ll die this very day!

The maidens walk silently to the background where they
prepare Ctirad’s execution. They raise the pole, the wheel,
and make a fire. Vlasta observes their work. Only two armed
maidens guard Ctirad.

CTIRAD

sits on a rock

Some fleeting moments only

before the dreadful hand of yours,

Morana, will take away the wondrous gift of life!

THE MAIDERNS
A peaceful sacrifice
we’ll offer to the shades of the dead maidens!

CTIRAD

O, to die!

To die just when I have started to live! — When
the golden cup of happines was first raised
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prahnoucim se schylila a oku
uzaslému slunce lasky vzeslo zarici!

DEVY
Hoj! na ohnivém koni duse poleti!

CTIRAD

Ja nelekam se,

smrti chladna, muk ni stinti tvych, v§ak
zel mi jest, ze laska moje se mnou

musi umfit! Chtél vlozit bych ji, slunce
vécné, v zlaté srdce tvé! A ukryt

ji ve skalin mocnych nerozborny

klin! Ji vdechnout touzim sladkou vini,
kterou chvi se kvét, i v zlaté viny

kladt zirnych, jimiz dme se lan!

a rozezvucet ji v tklivé dumé borti
koruny, i stfibrolesklych bysttin
$umnych proudy zpénéné! Pak laska
ma by nalezla v nadrech zchladlych
hrob, vsak vééné by ve vécné krase
jarem vzkvétala!

Plala v jasu svém!

Mezi skalisky objevi se Sdrka, Stit zavési na skdlu, mec polo¥i
pod néj; patii na ctirada, vsak on ji nepozoruje.

CTIRAD

Ach, zehnana bud,

moje lasko! Vé¢né zehnana bud
za to, Zes mi zivot dala, i ze
davas smrt. Chci obé vziti z ruky
tvoji s blahou vdé¢nosti!

DEVY
Jiz jest cas!

LIBYNA, SVATAVA, MLADA, RADKA, HOSTA
A CASTAVA

vezmou varyta a péji blizice se k Ctiradovi, ostatni dévy
ozbrojeny ubiraji se za nimi, Vlasta v jejich cele
Morano svata!

Morano hrozna!

Opust svou Fisi

podzemni, temnou!

La¢nym svym retem,

la¢nym svym sparem

pro obét chvate;!

DEVY

Morano svata!

Morano hrozna!
Pro obét chvate;j!

VLASTA
se dotkne svym mecem Ctiradovy hlavy
Morano, svou obét vezmi!

DEVY

divoce odhazuji mece, ostépy, varyta, aby se vrhly na Ctirada
Zmar! Zmar!

Krev tvou chceme!

SARKA
vrhne se k Ctiradovi a peoné ho obejme;

to my dry lips, and my stunned eye beheld
the sun of love so radiant!

THE MAIDENS
Hoy! On a fiery horse your soul will ride!

CTIRAD

I am not afraid,

0, cold death, of torture or of shade,

I am but grived that my love

must die along with me! I want, eternal

sun, to place it in your golden heart! And hide
it in the mighty rocks® invincible

embrace! I want to breathe it into a sweet scent,
of trembling blossoms, golden waves,

and fertile ears growing in the fields!

To hear its echo in the yearning trees,

the forest and the silvery streams,

whiling currents humming! My love

would then not find its grave,

in my cold body, but would eternally bloom forth
in spring’s eternal beauty!

And burn in its own briliance!

Sdrka appears among the rocks. She hangs her shield on a rock
and lays her sword underneath. She looks at Ctirad who is
unaware of her presence.

CTIRAD

Oh, blesed be

my love. Blessed forever,

for giving life to me, for
giving death. From both I take
with gratitude the two!

THE MAIDENS
The time has come!

LIBYNA, SVATAVA, MLADA, RADKA, HOSTA AND
CASTAVA

take their lyres and start singing as they approach Ctirad. The
other maidens are armed and_follow with Viasta in front
Sacred Morana!

Terible Morana!

Depart from your kingdom

underground and dark!

With thirsty lips,

with thirasty claws,

hasten to fetch your victim!

THE MAIDENS

Sacred Morana!

Terrible Morana!

Hasten to fetch your victim!

VLASTA
touches Ctirad’s head with her sword
Morana, take your victim!

THE MAIDENS

throw their arms aside ready to mattack Ctirad
Death! Death!

We want your blood!

SARKA
throws herself at Ctirad and embraces him firmly;



dévy v ddivu ucouvnou
Laska ma ti Stitem bude!

CTIRAD
Sarko! Kterak zmirat mam,
kdyz ty jsi u mne?

Obejme ji horoucné.

Jdi! Jdi! O jdi!

SARKA

jen u tebe mij Zivot i ma smrt!

DEVY .

Tot klam! — Zda Sarka? — Ha, zradkyné!
Hoj!

Zpatky, zbésila, nebo sdilej osud jeho!

SARKA
Vlasto, ty mé slys! Ty velka
bylas vzdy a §lechetna!

VLASTA

Co rici jesté chces?

Ty srdce své, v némz pomsta
svata stolec vztycila, jsi bidné
zneuctila klamem otravnym, jenz
z zeny ¢ini robu muzovu!

Ty zlomila jsi svaté prisahy

a zradila své druzky i stin drahy
Libuse! Bud vyvrzena z kruhu
naseho a navzdy prokleta!

DEVY
Bud prokleta!

SARKA
Ach!

Rastre si todr; kdyZ opét pozvedne hlavu, zazdri jeji lice
nadsenim.

Viz, tak slaba jsem, ze

v prosbé ruce spindm pted tebou,

a prec tak silna, Ze se nedésim ni

kletby tvé! To divnd, velkd moc, jez

spjala mé!... Ja marné proti ni se

branila! Jak boufe jarni nahle

prilétla, jez stromy, kete, kvéty

zachviti ve viru zavratném! Vsak

jedno véz, Ze ona jenom dava

blazenost a zivot! Nechci moc ni vladu bojovnou!
Vse vracim vam, jen odejit nam pfejte s laskou nasi!

Opét se privine k Ctiradovi.

VLASTA

On jest souzen! A ty souzena jsi s nim!
DEVY

Jest souzen!

Viasta v/cyne dévdam, ty se vrhnou na Ctirada a Sdrku;
chtéji Sarku od ného odtrhnout a vlecou ho ke kolu.

the maidens draw back in surprise
My love will shield you!

CTIRAD
Sarka! How can i die
when you are with me?

He embraces her passionately.
Go! Go! Oh, go!

SARKA
At your side I will live or die!

THE MAIDENS

This can’t be true! — It is Sarka? - traitor!
Hoy!

come back, You’re raving, or share his fate!

SARKA
Vlasta, hear me out! You have always been
so kind and noble-hearted!

VLASTA

What more

have you to say? your heart filled with vengeance,
like a sacred throne, you’ve shamed

by poisoned illusions which turn woman

into amn’s slave. You’ve

broken your sacred pledge and

betrayed your sisters as well as

Libuse’s memory! We cast you from our midst!

A curse on you!

THE MAIDENS
A curse on you!

SARKA
Oh!

She hides her face and when she raises her head, her face
changes expression.

Look how weak I am

my hands I clasp and beg you,

yet strong enough not to fear

your curse! A strange, compelling power

has overcome me... In vain have I fought
against it! Suddenly, like a spring storm,

it rose, and blew past trees, shrubs,

and the blossoms. But do remember one thing,
it alone contains all bliss and life.

I desire no power nor worldly rule! I return all to you,
just let us leave to take our love with us!

She re-embraces Ctirad.

VLASTA

He is condemned! And you stand condemned with him!

THE MAIDENS
He is condemned!

Viasta beckons to the maidens. They assault Ctirad and Sérka.

They try to tear away from him and drag him towards the
wheel.
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CTIRAD
Sarko, zachran se!

SARKA
se vyrve dévdm a bézi ke skdle, kde zavésila stit

Pak souzeny jste vy téz!
Uchopi mec a bije do Stitu.
Hojo! Hojo! Hojo!

Mezi skalami muZi odpovidaji a pak se s tasenymi zbranémi
vyriti ze skal; Premysl je v jejich cele.

MUZI

Hojo! Hojo!

Bijte! Bijte! Nezivte ni sestru
ani dceru!

DEVY
Tot zrada! Zrada! Beda!

PREMYSL
Bozi, zbranim nasim Zehnejte!

Deévy zanechaji Ctirada a v zdéSeni a ve zmatku chdpou se
svych zbrani, muzi na né dordZeji. Rozpoutd se kruty zdpas.
Mugzi zatlact konecné dévy do priasmyku mezi skaly.
Ziistanou jen Ctirad a Sdrka.

SARKA
sejme mu pouta
Ziv a zachranén!

CTIRAD
Tvou spasen laskou!

Klesnou si do ndruce. V ddli ozyvd se tresk zbrani.

Slysis vale¢ny ten hluk a tfesk?
Pro¢ ramé ranéno a ku pomoci
nemtz’ spéti pratelim!

svs

Quedd se vichr a prihdni temnd, tézkd mracna. Blizi se boute.

SARKA
pro sebe temné
A mé to dilo!

Ctirad vystoupi na skalisko, z néhoZ se otvird rozhled smérem
za bojujicimi.

CTIRAD

Jako dubii les jsou muzi rady,
ale jako klasti zralych zen

jiz dévy klesaji!

SARKA

pro sebe, s vjrazem rostouct hrizy

Tou rukou vrazdény!

Boure se jiz rozpoutala, hrom duni a blesky kmitaji se mraky.

CTIRAD
Sarka! Save your life!

SARKA
[rees herself from the maidens and runs to the rock where her
shield is lung

Thenyou are condemned as well!

She picks up the sword and strikes her shield.
Heya! Heya! Heya!

The men answer her call. Their sword drawn, they come
rushing from the rocks with Premysl at their head.

THE MEN

Heya! Heya!

Strike them! Strike them! Don’t spare
sister or daughter!

THE MAIDENS
This is treason! Treason! Woe!

PREMYSL
Gods eternal, bless our arms!

The maidens leave Ctirad and pick up their arms in great
anguish and confusion. The men start atiacking them. A cruel
battle rages. The men manage to drive the women back into
the rocky pass. Only Ctirad and Sdarka remain on the stage.

SARKA
loosens his shackles
Alive and saved!

CTIRAD
Saved by your love!

They fall into each other’s arms. The clash of amour is heard
in the distance.

Do you hear the noise and thud of war? Why
with my wounded arm must I remain
unable to help my friends?

A wind rises, bringing black clouds. A storm is approaching.

SARKA
to herself dimly
This is my work!

Ctirad climbs to a rock from which he has a view of the
battlefield.

CTIRAD

Like an oak-tree forest stand

the ranks of men, but like ripe ears of corn
the maidens are falling.

SARKA
to herself with an expression of growing horror
This hand has killed them!

The storm is raging with thunder, and lighining scintillating in
the cloud.
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CTIRAD
Jak stvana zvéf jiz muzim
vitézicim v obét padaiji!

Sestoupt se skaliska.

SARKA
M¢ hrtiza, hrtiza jima!

Pevné se privine k Ctiradovi.

CTIRAD

V naru¢ mou se skryj a

opustme ta mista zdhuby a smrti!
Viz, i nebe jiz se dava

v hnévny boj!

Boute stdle roste, setmélo se, jen Zlutavy kmit bleskil proryvd
temné mraky.

SARKA
pro sebe
Ty duse mrtvych, kde as tékaji!

Vykrikne:
Zda slysis? — Selest!
Pojd, jiz pojd!

tiskne se k nému

CTIRAD
Tot vichru peruti, ty Sumét
budou dnes ndm v lasky sen!

Chtéji odejit mezi skaly napravo. Tu jako by blok ndhle rozdélil
clonu temnych mraki, a mezi se ve vysi objevi zsinale,
zkrvavélé zjevy pobitych dév. V popredi Vlasta, Libyna,
Svatava, Radka, Mlada, Hosta, tstava a jiné zjevy se ztrdceji
ddle v mracnech. Boure utichne.

SARKA

na né hledi okem vytiesténym, pak hlasem hriizou
dusSenym vydechne

Viz, — tam!

CTIRAD
Ten mrak?

SARKA
vytrhne se mu a pokroci proti zjeveni

Co chcete ode mne, vy zjevy
bledé, krvavé?

Qoufale vykrikne:
Ach! Nejsem, nejsem vinna!

CTIRAD
Co té dési?

SARKA
Viz, ty mrtvé
tam? — Ty zbrané krvavé?

CTIRAD
Like haunted animals they fall-
victims of the victorious men!

He steps down from the rock.

SARKA
Horror, overwhelms me!

She fraws closer to Ctirad.

CTIRAD

Hide in my arms and

let’s flee from ruin

and desth here! Look, even the heaven
has joined the angry light!

The storm keeps gaining in force. Dusk falls, and only yelow
Slashes of lightning zig-zag through the black clouds.

SARKA
to herself
Souls of the dead, where are they wandering!

She cries out:

Can you hear — Rustling!
Come along! Come!

Sérka presses her body to Ctirad’s.

CTIRAD
Those wings of wind will whisper
today in our dreams of love!

They prepare to leave between the rocks to the right. As if
lightning would suddenly divide the screen of black clouds,
pale apparitions of bloodstained maidens appear above them.
Viastné in the forefront. Libyna, Svatava, Radka, Mlada,
Hosta, Castava and other apparitions, dispersing in the
clouds. The storm dies down.

SARKA

stares at them bewildered then cries out in horror
look — over there!

Look - over there!

CTIRAD
The cloud?

SARKA

tears herself away and steps towards the apparitions
What do you desire from me, you pale
bloodstained apparitions?

She cries out desperately:
I am not guilty! Not guilty!

CTIRAD

What has terrified you so?

SARKA

Look, there are the dead

there! — Can you see their bloodstained arms?
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CTIRAD
Jen blesky mrakem kmitaji.

ZJEVENT

Jiz s nami pojd!

Nas ceka divy let! Vsak drive
hrtiza vysaje ti krev!

SARKA
vrhne se k Ctiradovi
M¢ chran svou laskou!

CTIRAD
Vzdyt jen laska nase s nami jest!

ZJEVENI DEV

Kam chces se skryti! Zrada tva jak la¢na
vl¢ice se plizi za tebou!

Jiz schvati té! Jiz srdce z nader chce ti rvat!

SARKA
Jiz blizi se! Jiz rukou smrti
po mné sahaji!

Klesne Ctiradovi do ndruce jako beze smyslii.

CTIRAD

Tim svatym zarem,

jimz mé k sobé spjalas, zaklinam té,
zapud chmury désivé a se mnou

pojd! O pojd! J& v naruéi na vielém srdci
svém té ponesu, pies kameny

a hlozi v tichy dvorec sviij! — Tam lipy
mile v okna kyvaji a stfasat

budou kvéty v blahé lasky sny!

Mezi tect Ctiradovu svit bleskii pohasne a zjevent dév se ztrdct
v temnu. Sdrcina todr se jasni, jako by procitala z désného
snu.

SARKA
A véénym, vé¢nym pokvete nam jarem zivot!

CTIRAD
O pojd!

OBA
Pojd!

Jejich dsta se k sobé prFiblizi, vtom se opét
osvétli zjeveni dév.

ZJEVENI DEV
Krev mas na ustech! Nasi krev!

SARKA

zoufale se vytrhne ze Ctiradova objeti

O hraza!

Zas téch o¢i mrtvych vycitka!

Jsou zde! Jiz blizi se! A mezi nas se
derou! Nikde spasa! Nikde zachrana!

nikde!

CTIRAD
Jest v lasce! V lasce!
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CTIRAD
I see but lightning in the clouds!

APPARITIONS OF THE MAIDENS
Come with us!

A wild flight awaits us! But first
horror will suck up your blood!

SARKA
throws herself at Ctirad
Proctect me with your love!

CTIRAD
Only our love is here with us!

THE APPARITIONS

Where do you want to hide? your treachery

will follow you like an angry she-wolf.

It’s strangling you. It wants to tear your heart out!

SARKA
They keep approaching! Death’s hand
is snatching me up!

She sinks into Ctirad’s arms — senseless.

CTIRAD

By the sacred fire

which binds me to you I beseech you,

dispell your dreadful images and come

with me! Come! In my arms that touch a fiery heart
I'll carry you. Over stones and

thorns into my quiet home! The lime-trees

beckon gaily through the windouws, shedding
their blossoms of blissful dreams of love!

While Ctirad speaks, the lightning and apparitions are
swallowed by darkness. Sarka’s face brightens, it seems she has
woken up from a nightmare.

SARKA
our life will flourish like eternal spring!

CTIRAD
Come!

BOTH
Come!

Their lips are about to touch, when the apparitions of maidens

appear.

THE APPARITIONS
Blood on your lips! Our blood!

SARKA

desperately tears herself aways from Ctirad’s embrace
Horror!

The reproach of those dead eyes again!

They’re here. Drawing nigh! They’ll

come between us. There is no salvation!

No salvation anywhere!

CTIRAD
There is: in love, in love!



ZJEVENI DEV

Kdo ty rany prsoum dal?
Kdo srdce proklal v nadrech?
Kdo?

Kdo v tisi temnou Morany nas slal?
SARKA

M¢ hrtiza chvati!

ZJEVENI DEV

S nami pojd!

SARKA

Jen jedna spasa!

Smrti, pfijmu mé i moji lasku!

Vbéhne na skdlu a vrhne se dolil; zjeveni zmizi, slunecni svit

prozari mraky.

CTIRAD
Sarko! — Sam! Sam! A dal mam iti!

KONE
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THE APPARITIONS

Who has wounted our breasts?

Who pierced out hearts?

Who was it?

Who sent us into the dark kingdom of Morana?

SARKA

I am struck with horror!

THE APPARITIONS

Come, join us!

SARKA

Only one salvation! Death, receive me
and my love!

She climbs up the cliff and throws herself down. The

apparitions disappear. The sun shines through the clouds.

CTIRAD

Sarka! — Alone! Alone! How shall I go on living alone!

THE END



