Leos Janacek (1854-1928)
Vylety pan¢ Brouckovy

(1908-1917)

Opera o 2 ¢astech

Libreto Viktor Dyk (Vylet pana Broucka do Mésice)
a Frantisek S. Prochazka (Vylet pana Broucka do XV.
stoleti) podle Svatopluka Cecha

Broucek, domaci pan (tenor)

Mazal, malif — Blankytny — Petfik (tenor)
Sakristian u sv. Vita — Lunobor — Domsik od Zvonu
(baryton)

Malinka — Etherea — Kunka (sopran)

Wiirfl, hostinsky na Vikarce — Caroskvouci — Konsel
(bas) .

Cisnicek — Zazracné dité — Zak (sopran)
Hospodyné pana Broucka — Kedruta (alt)

Umélci

Oblacny - Vacek Bradaty (baryton)

Duhoslav — Miroslav Zlatnik (tenor)

Harfoboj — Vojta od Pavt (tenor)

Umélec — 2. taborita (tenor)

1. tdborita (bas)

Zjeveni basnika Svatopluka Cecha (baryton)
Tanec¢nice, druzky Ethereiny, lid

CAST PRVNI

PRVNI DEJSTVI

UvVOD

gamlkld mésicni noc, preryvand ojedinélymi ozvuky Zivota.

Vikdrska ulicka na Hradcanech. Vievo vchod na Vikdrku;
osvétlend oteviend okna hostinské mistnosti. Vpravo stavba
chramu svatovitského. Po strané obydli sakristdnovo.

Noc, mésic v uplitku; chvilemi tahnou pres nebe mraky.

MALINKA

(vyjde z Vikarky rozhorlena, v patdch za ni Mazal)
Pak verit muzim, vérit muzam,

veérit muztm! Mazale!

Ty jsi vcera piece tancil!

MAZAL
(bezradné)
Véera?

MALINKA
Val&ik!

MAZAL
Valcik?

MALINKA
Mazur!

MAZAL
Mazur?

MALINKA
(Sermuje mu tanecnim porddkem pred ocima; prudce.)
Valc¢ik i mazur, mazur i polku,

Leos Janacek (1854-1928)

The Excursions of Mr. Broucek
(1908-1917)

Opera in 2 parts

Libretto by Viktor Dyk (The Excursion to the Moon)
and FrantiSek S. Prochazka (The Excursion into the 15th
Century) after a novel by Svatopluk Cech

Broucek, a landlord (tenor)

Mazal, a painter — Azurean — Peter (tenor)

The sexton from St. Vitus’ — Lunigrove — Domsik from
the Bell (bass-baritone)

Malinka — Etherea — Kunka (soprano)

Wiirfl, the Innkeeper at the Vikarka — Wonderglitter —
A councillor (bass)

The apprentice-waiter — The child-prodigy — The
student (soprano)

The housewife — Kedruta (contralto)

The Artists

Cloudy — Vacek the Beard (baritone)

Rainbowglory — Miroslav, the Goldsmith (tenor)
Harper - Vojta from the Peacocks (tenor)

The artist — 2nd Taborite (tenor)

1st Taborite (bass)

The apparition of the poet Svatopluk Cech (baritone)

PART ONE

ACTI

INTRODUCTION

A silent, moonlit night only occasionally disturbed by sounds of
life. Vikdrka Street at Hradcany on the left of the entrance to
the Vikdrka inn; lighted open windows of the inn. On the right
the building of St. Vitus Cathedral. At its side the sexton’s lodge.
Night, full moon; now and then clouds roll across the sky.

MALINKA

(furious, steps out of the Vikdrka, closely followed by Mazal)
Can one believe men, believe men?

Believe men? Mazal!

And so you did dance yesterday!

MAZAL

(helplessly)
Yesterday?

MALINKA
A waltz!

MAZAL
A waltz?

MALINKA
A mazur!

MAZAL
A mazur?

MALINKA
(violently waving a dance programme before his eyes)
A waltz and a mazur, a mazur and a polka.



vsecko, vSecko s tou Fanci!
(odhodlané)

A ja si vezmu pana Broucka!
(sakristdan vychdzi z domu.)

MAZAL

(libd Malinku)

Haha, haha, haha, pana Broucka,
Broucka! Dédka takového!

SAKRISTAN

(zpozoruje svou dceru s Mazalem; prekvapen)

Co to vidim?

(chopi Mazala za rameno, odtrhne ho od Mdlinky)

Tohle je vas kumst?
Tohle, pane Mazale!

MALINKA
Ale tatinku!

MAZAL
Ale pane sakristane!

UMELCI

(uonitr Vikarky)

Svata pravda, to je malvaz,
¢lovék by ho vypil nardz!
Svata pravda, svata pravda!

BROUCEK
(na zdprazi Vikarky vold)
Pane Wirfl! Pane Wiirfl!

UMELCI
Svata pravda, to je malvaz.

BROUCEK
(zlobné ukazuje na ulicni lampu)
Podrzte tu lucernu!

SAKRISTAN
Pan Broucek v rizové naladé!

MALINKA
(usmiva se na Broucka; lichotivé)
Pan Broucek v rizové naladé!

BROUCEK

(zlostné)

Ja v razové naladé¢, v rizové naladé?
Jdéte mi s tim holoubétem

z cesty, z cesty!

MALINKA
Ja? Z cesty?

SAKRISTAN
Ja? Z cesty?

MAZAL
(vysmésné)
Lalalalalalala.

All of them just with Fanny!
(resolutely)

And I shall marry Mr. Broucek!
(the sexton steps out of his house)

MAZAL

(kisses Malinka)

Ha-ha, ha-ha, ha-ha! Mr. Broucek,
Broudek! Such an ancient creature!

THE SEXTON

(recognizing his daughter and Mazal, surprised)
What do I see?

(he seizes Mazal by the shoulder and drags him away
from Malinka)

This then is your art,

This then, Mister Mazal!

MALINKA
But my dear father!

MAZAL
But, but my respected sexton!

THE ARTISTS

(in the Vikarka)

Holy truth ’tis, this is fine beer,

One could drink whole steins at one draught!
Holy truth ’tis, holy truth ’tis!

BROUCEK
(at the entrance to the Vikdrka)
Mister Wiirfl! Mister Wiirfl!

THE ARTISTS
Holy truth ’tis, this is fine beer.

BROUCEK
(angrily pointing to the street lamp)
Hold the street lamp upright, please!

THE SEXTON
Mr. Broucek in a rosy mood!

MALINKA
(smiling at Broucek, flatteringly)
Mr. Broucek in a rosy mood!

BROUCEK

(angrily)

I? In a rosy mood? In a rosy mood?
Away with you and the pigeon,
Away! Away!

MALINKA
I? Away?

THE SEXTON
I? Away?

MAZAL
(derisively)
La-la-la! La-la-la-la!



BROUCEK

(k Mazalovi)

A vy, pane Mazale!

Do srdécka mé hospodyné
vkradat se je zbyte¢no!

MAZAL

(vesele)

Lala la la la la la!

Aj, mily pane domaci!
Snad s mésice jste nespad’?

MALINKA
Hospodyné?

MAZAL
Zdédéna postel, duchna mekka, ...

MALINKA
Neni to ta Fandi, ...

MAZAL
... vyhraty pokoj ...

MALINKA
... s kterou tancil ...

MAZAL
... na vas ceka.

MALINKA

... mazur a valéik ...

(proti Mazalovi)

vsecko, vSecko!

O, ja se pomstim!

(odbiha, zastavi se vsak v pozadi a pozoruje vse bedlivé)

SAKRISTAN
O, ja se pomstim!
(zajde do Vikdrky)

BROUCEK

(naproti Mazalovi)

Je konec! Gresli ¢inze
od vas neuvidim!
Vysadim vds na ulici!

MAZAL

(ukloni se Brouckovi)

Snad s mésice jste nespad’?
(stane s gestem recitdtora)

Ztim, jak se sméje lidstvo dokola,
jak pracnou cestou dal se trmaci,
cval ofe, baj snu i let sokola.

BROUCEK
(popojde vravorave)
Hubo nevymachana!

MAZAL
Ma dcta, pane domaci!
(vejde do Vikarky)

BROUCEK

(to Mazal)

And you, Mr. Mazal!

It’s useless to try to steal the heart
of my housekeeper, useless!

MAZAL

(gaily)

La-la-la! La-la-la-la!

Ah, my dear mister landlord!
Haven’t you fallen from the moon?

MALINKA
His housekeeper?

MAZAL
An inherited bed, a feather-bed —

MALINKA
Is she not that Fanny -

MAZAL
— a well-heated room -

MALINKA
— with whom he danced —

MAZAL
— awaits you.

MALINKA

— a mazur and a waltz —

(to Mazal)

each dance, each dance!

O, I'll take vengeance!

(Mdlinka runs away, but stops in the background and
carefully observes everything)

THE SEXTON
O, I'll take vengeance!
(enters the Vikdrka)

BROUCEK

(to Mazal)

It’s the end! Not a farthing’s
rent will get from you!

I’ll put you out upon the street!

MAZAL

(bowing to Broucek)

Haven’t you fallen from the moon?

(with the gesture of a reciter)

Lo! Mankind is laughing all around

and painstakingly staggering on its way,
horses’ hoofs, dreams and falcon’s flight!

BROUCEK

(staggering forward)
Shut up, you dirty scoundrel!

MAZAL
My respects, Mr. landlord!
(enters the Vikarka)



WURFL
(na zaprazi k Brouckovi)
Téchhle msta ptjde az na mésic!

BROUCEK

(zastavuje se)

Na mésic? Blahova bazen!
Blahova bazen!

(mésic v uplriku vysvitne)

Dnes si mne vytahni!

V tvar se ti divam, sméle divam!

MALINKA

(vzadu na zdprazi)

Ja nestastna! Trikrat nestastna!
Stokrat nestastna!

BROUCEK

(vyrusen)

Nestastna — trikrat! Stokrat?

Pro¢ se tahate s takovym clovékem!?
Nic nema, ni¢im neni, ni¢im nebude!

MALINKA
Ach, co, co si mam pocit?
Nikdo mne nechce! Nikdo! Nikdo!

BROUCEK
Nikdo?
Nu, nejste oskliva!

MALINKA

(utird si slzy)

Myslite, pane domaci? Ne, ne!
Skoc¢im s mostu, véechno je marno!

BROUCEK
Neskakejte! Najde se nékdo lepsi.

MALINKA
Nenajde!

BROUCEK
Najde!

MALINKA

To se jen tak iika a nemysli
se pfi tom na nic;

tak rika, jen rika!

Vy naptiklad, pane domaci,
jisté byste mne nechtél!
(rozpldce se)

BROUCEK

Holoubku, holoubku,
(zavrdvora)

mij holoubku! Nechtél?

MALINKA
Vy byste si mne vzal?

BROUCEK
Pro¢ by ne?
Vzal bych si vas.

WURFL
(at the entrance, to Broucek)
Their vengeance will reach unto the moon!

BROUCEK

(standing still)

To the moon? Foolish worry!

Foolish worry!

(the full moon rises)

Pull me up today, do!

Boldly, yes boldly, I search your face.

MALINKA

(behind to house)

Unhappy me! Ah, thrice unhappy!
No, one hundred times!

BROUCEK

(disturbed)

Unhappy - one hundred times?

Why do you bother your head with such a man?
He’s nothing, just nothing, and nothing will remain!

MALINKA
Ah what, pray, what can I do?
Nobody wants me! No one! No one!

BROUCEK
No one?
Well, you’re quite good-looking!

MALINKA

(wiping away tears)

Do you think so, landlord Sir? No, oh no!
I’ll drown myself! Everything’s in vain!

BROUCEK
Do not do that! You will find someone better.

MALINKA
I shall not!

BROUCEK
You will!

MALINKA

You do not think what you are saying!
Do not think at all!

Idle talk, idle talk!

You, for instance, Mister landlord,
certainly would not want me!

(She starts crying)

BROUCEK
Little dove, little dove,

(staggers)
my little dove! Wouldn’t I?

MALINKA
You - you would marry me?

BROUCEK
And why not?
I’d marry you!



MALINKA
Prece, prece vzal?

BROUCEK
O, vzal bych si vas!

SAKRISTAN

(vyjde z Vikdrky se dZbanem piva a priblizuje se pomalu
k Brouckovi)

Moje dcera je pocestné dévce!

BROUCEK
(zaleknut)
Ale na mésici!

SAKRISTAN
Rikal jste, Ze si ji vezmete?

BROUCEK
Ale na mésici! Na mésici!

Odchazi vravoravé smérem k Zameckym schodtim, za
nim Malinka i Sakristan. Mésic zajde. Tma. Okna
Vikarky cervené sviti.

UMELCI

(uonitt Vikarky)

Laska, laska, ¢arovny kvét,
vezmes$, utrhnes, uvadne hned.
P14l jsi, plal jsi, pro co jsi plal?
Kvét-li nevonti, jde se dal!
Posledni noc je krasna noc,
svita, uz svitd, s panem bohem!
Laska, laska, sileny cit.

Rad¢j u Wiirfla pit!

Pivo! Pivo! Pivo! Pivo!

CISNICEK
(vybéhne z Vikdrky, hleda pana Broucka)
Pane domaci, ty uzenky!

UMELCI

(z okna)

Cha-cha-cha-cha-cha!

Pan domaci zapomnél uzenky!

CISNICEK
Pane domadci, ty uzenky!
(zabéhne za Brouckem do tmy)

UMELCI
(z okna)
Ty uzenky! Ty uzenky!

MALINKA

(ze tmy, v ddlce)

Oj, pane domdci, prec byste si mne vzal?
Prece, prece vzal -

SAKRISTAN
(hrozivé v ddlce)
Pane Broucku!

MALINKA
Would you, would you, now?

BROUCEK
Yes, indeed I would!

THE SEXTON

(emerges from the Vikdrka with a pitcher of beer and slowly
approaches Broucek)

My daughter is an honest maiden!

BROUCEK
(frightened)

Indeed, but on the moon!

THE SEXTON
You said that you would marry her?

BROUCEK
But only on the moon! Yes, on the moon!

Staggering he departs towards the Old Castle Steps,
followed by Malinka and the sexton. The moon

disappears. Darkness. The windows of the Vikarka glow

redly.

THE ARTISTS

(in the Vikarka)

Love, yes, love’s a charming flower,
take it, pick it, it withers at once.

You loved, you loved, why did you love?
Scentless the flower, life goes on!

The last night is a lovely night,

the day is breaking, farewell, farewell!
Love, yes, love’s a feeling so mad.
Drinking beer at Wurfl’s better!

So long live beer! So long live beer!

THE APPRENTICE-WAITER
(runs out of the Vikdrka in search of Broucek)
Mister landlord, the sausages!

THE ARTISTS

(from the window)

Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!

Mister landlord forgot the sausages!

THE APPRENTICE-WAITER
Mister landlord, the sausages!
(he runs after Broucek into the darkness)

THE ARTISTS
(from the window)
The sausages, the sausages!

MALINKA

(from the darkness, in the distance)

Oh, mister landlord, you would really marry me? —
Really marry me -

THE SEXTON
(threateningly, from the distance)
Mr. Broucek!



WURFL
(na zdprazi Vikarky vold)
Racte ndas zas brzo navstivit!

Sakristan s Malinkou se vraci domiti. Mazal od Vikarky

blizi se k oknu Malinc¢inu. Sakristan zajde do domu.

MAZAL

(tukad na okno)

Mailinko!

(zase tuka)

Mailinko, mam briliant!

MALINKA

(vybéhne z domu; zezadu k Mazalovi)
Chce mi néco rici?

Chce mi néco rici?

MAZAL

Mailinko, Malinko!

Cervéankii zhasl zhouci nach,
zaf luny spfi jiz na vodach

a dolt s hvézd se snasi k ndm
btih lasky sam.

MALINKA
(netrpélive)
Chce mi néco fici?

MAZAL
O, lasko ma —

MALINKA
Nekfticte —

UMELCI
Laska, laska, ¢arovny kvét!

MALINKA
- neklficte a pojdte!

UMELCI
Vezmes$, utrhnes$, uvadne hned!

MALINKA

Nekficte, pane Mazale,

tatinek by se mohl vzbudit!

Nuz, co mi chcete Fici?

(odchdzeji spolu smérem k Kdmeckym schodiim)

MALINKA
Kde mate briliant?

MAZAL

(nejisté)

Briliant?

(prudce)

Briliant?

(zajdou; z Upiné tmy, v niz se scenérie ztopila, vynori se
Ramecké schody v zdplavé mésicni zdre; za scénou)
M1j andéli,

(v ddlce; lehce)

kazdy den, v nedéli a v pondéli -

mij andéli!

WURFL
(from the threshold of the Vikarka)
Call upon us again soon, I pray!

The sexton and Malinka are returning home. Mazal,
coming from the Vikarka, approaches Malinka’s
quarters. The sexton enters the house.

MAZAL

(knocks at the window)
Malinka!

(knocks again)

Mailinka, I've a diamond!

MALINKA

(runs out of the house and calls to Mazal)
You wish to say something?

You wish to say something?

MAZAL

Malinka, Malinka!

The evening glow is extinguished,
the moon’s rays sleep on the waters
and from the starry sky descends
the god of love.

MALINKA

(impatiently)
You wish to say something?

MAZAL
O, my heart’s love —

MALINKA
Do not shout, —

THE ARTISTS
O love, o love, enchanting bloom!

MALINKA
— don’t shout, come close to me!

THE ARTISTS
Take it, pick it, it withers at once!

MALINKA

Do not shout, Mr. Mazal,

my father could well awaken!

Well, what do you wish to say?

(they depart towards the Old Castle Steps)

MALINKA
Where is the diamond?

MAZAL

(uncertainly)

Diamond?

(violently)

Diamond?

(they are gone; from the complete darkness into which the
whole scenery has vanished emerge the Old Castle Steps flooded
with moonlight; behind the scene)

My heart’s angel,

(in the distance, softly)

every day, on Sunday and on Monday, too —

my heart's angel!



MALINKA
gichotivé)

ervanki zhasl zhouci nach,
zaf luny spi jiz na vodach -

MAZAL )
O, lasko ma! O, lasko ma!

CiSNiCEK
(z ddlky, hledaje Broucka)
Pane domici!

MALINKA
Zda ve snu fi§ mne k sobé —

MAZAL
Zda ve snu ri$ mne k sobé...

(Broucek jde vrdvoravé podél zdi dopredu upiraje zrak na

mésic)

CISNIiCEK
Cha-cha-cha-cha!

MALINKA
Cha-cha-cha-cha!

MAZAL
Cha-cha-cha-cha!

BROUCEK

(ve snu leze na zed, promlouvaje k mésici)

Nevypadas tak zle,
ne tak zle, ne tak zle,
ty bledy brachu tam nahore.

CISNICEK
(z ddlky)

Pane domaci!

BROUCEK

Usmivas se tise,

tak spokojené,

jak bys nem¢l ani zdani

o trampotach, o starostech.

CISNICEK
Cha-cha-cha-cha-cha! Ty uzenky!
(blize)

Ty uzenky!

Cha-cha-cha!

BROUCEK

nas ubohych pozemstanii!
(na strese)

Na tobé neni domt,

které by svym majiteldm
pfinasely mrzutosti!
Mazalia v nich také nenti,
ktefi patii do blazince,

ne do domu poradného,
kde domaci gresli ¢inze neuvidi,
az ho zivot omrzi!

MALINKA

(flatteringly)
The evening glow is extinguished,
the moon’s rays sleep upon the waters —

MAZAL
O, my heart’s love! O, my heart’s love! -

THE APPRENTICE-WAITER
(from the distance, looking for Broucek)
Mister landlord!

MALINKA
Will you take me into dreamland -

MAZAL
Will you take me into dreamland -

(Broucek staggering forward along the wall, stares at the

moon)

THE APPRENTICE-WAITER
Ha-ha-ha-ha!

MALINKA
Ha-ha-ha-ha!

MAZAL
Ha-ha-ha-ha!

BROUCEK

(half asleep, climbs up the wall, addresses the moon)
You don’t look too bad,

look too bad, look too bad,

my pale and wistful friend up yonder.

THE APPRENTICE-WAITER
(from the distance)
Mister landlord!

BROUCEK

You smile very quietly,

so contentedly,

as if you had never heard of
worldly troubles, worldly worries.

THE APPRENTICE-WAITER
Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha! The sausages!
(nearer)

The sausages!
Ha-ha-ha-ha!

BROUCEK

O, certainly happier are your people
than we, the wretched earthlings!

(on the roof)

There are no houses on you

which would cause their troubled owners
worry and much anxiety!

There are no Mazals in them

who belong in asylums

and not in orderly houses

where the landlord does not see a farthing of rent

and life does not bring him joy!



CISNICEK

(vybéhne k Kameckym schodiim)
Jejda, jejda!

Jaka béda! Pan domaci —

BROUCEK
Ty neznas advokat,

CISNICEK
(bézi dolit po schodech)
- namozeny, okradeny!

BROUCEK

— ani bernich, na tob¢ nejsou noviny,

(Brouckoui proti jeho vili se mu zdvihaji nohy vys a vys)
které by bourily zlu¢

zpravami o zlodéjich, o bankrotech,

o zlod¢jich, o bankrotech,

(Brouckova figurina leti k mésici)

risské radé!

(svetlo roste, mésic na nebi mizi, vse se méni v bilou zdtopu)

HLASY Z HLOUBKY
(tenori)

Racte nds zas brzo navstivit!
Racte ndas zas brzo navstivit!

Krajina na mésici; v pozadi zdmek na slepi¢i noze,

od ného vinou se schodisté. Broudek lezi v mrakotach.

Iy s

Blankytny se snasi na Pegasu k Brouckovi, v ruce drzi
varyto. Blankytny uvaze Pegasa k lodyze vysokého
kvétu; Pegas obcasné dyse z ného vini.

BLANKYTNY

Ha! Ha!

Ky to netvor dési muij ustrnuly zrak!
(podrnkdvd o struny svého varyta)

Zda smyslt klam té zplodil,

¢i vééné noci mrak?

BROUCEK
(probouzi se)
Ale Mazlicku, jak jsi se to vyparadil!?

BLANKYTNY

Nedotykej se mého télesného pouzdral
Tys sprosty masity zok!

Jsem basnikem!

Jméno mé se rozléha po celém mésici!
Hvézdomir Blankytny!

BROUCEK

(nadsen)

Jak to?

Po celém mésici? Jak to?
Mam néjaky ztfestény sen?
Ne, ne! Ne, ne!
Myslenka blaznovskal!
Tim v$im je vinno

to Wirflovo pivo!
(pocita na manZeté)
Jedna, dvé, tri, Ctyfi,
pét, Sest, sedm, osm!

THE APPRENTICE-WAITER
(runs up to the Old Castle Steps)
Behold! Behold!

Woe upon us! Mister landlord —

BROUCEK
You don’t know any lawyers, —

THE APPRENTICE-WAITER
(runs down the steps)
- so very tired and even robbed!

BROUCEK

— or even tax collectors or daily newspapers, —

(against his will his feet rise higher and higher)

— which would make your stomach sick

with their reports of thieves and bankruptcies,

of thieves and bankruptcies, —

(Broucek is flying to the Moon)

— and parliament!

(light increases, the moon disappears and everything is veiled
in a white mist)

VOICES FROM THE DEPTH BELOW
(tenors)

Call upon us again soon, we pray!

Call upon us again soon, we pray!

A landscape on the moon; in the background a castle
on a chicken’s leg. Brouéek lies unconscious.
Azurean on Pegasus alights near Broucek, and ties
Pegasus to the stem of a flower.

Pegasus inhales its perfume.

AZUREAN

Ha! Ha!

What monster does frighten my astonished eye!
(he plucks the strings of his lyre)

Are you a dream of the mind

or of a dark night cloud?

BROUCEK
(awakening)
But my dear Mazal, how you have bedecked yourself!

AZUREAN

I beg you, do not touch my physical encasement!
You're a vulgar bag of flesh!

I'm a poet!

My name resounds in every corner of the Moon!
Astair Azurean!

BROUCEK

(frightened)

How so?

Every corner of the Moon? How so?
Am I having a foolish dream?
No, no! No, no!

What foolish thought is this!
To blame for all this

is Wiirfl’s fine beer!

(he reckons, on his cuff links)
One, two, three, four,

five, six, seven, eight!



BLANKYTNY
Ustan! Ustan! Ustarn!
Jak se zoves?

BROUCEK
Ne tak hrdé jako ty!
Matéj Broucek.

(vyskoct, uzenky vypadnou mu z kapsy, sbird je rychle)

Je jako sidlo splasené!
Tak!? Tak!?

To je pékné,

nezna svého domaciho!
Mam diém tfipatrovy,
mam dam tiipatrovy!
Bez dluht!

BLANKYTNY
(pléce, v2lykd)
Ou, ou! Ou, ou!

(drnkne)

BROUCEK
Tvaroh! Ted se mi rozplace, tvaroh,
ze mam dum tiipatrovy bez dluht.

BLANKYTNY
Ou, ou!

BROUCEK
- ze mam dam tiipatrovy
bez dluha.

BLANKYTNY

Ou, ou!

(drnka)

O, nemluv o takovych nicotnostech,

6, nemluv o takovych nicotnostech

a povéz, povéz, jaks slouzil véénym idedldm?
Krase, krase a lasce!

Snad ani nevis, co je laska!?

Co je krasa!?

BROUCEK

Oho, oho, oho!
Potkam-li divéici,
neodolam pokuseni
vzit ji za kulatou bradu!

BLANKYTNY

Ni slova vic!

Takto rouhati se
vzne$ené dastojnosti
posvatného zenstvi!
Ne, ne! Ne, ne!
(plactive)

Tys nikdy nemiloval,
tys nikdy nemiloval!
Nikdy, nikdy!

BROUCEK
Mluvte si, co chcete!

BLANKYTNY
Nikdy, nikdy!

AZUREAN
Stop it! Stop it!
What is your name?

BROUCEK

Not so proud as yours, I guess!
Matthew Broucek!

(he jumps up, the sausages fall out of his pocket, he picks them
quickly)

He’s like a dragonfly gone mad!
So!? So!?

Well, this is fine,

he doesn’t know his own landlord!
I’ve a three-storeyed house,

I’ve a three-storeyed house!

No mortgage!

AZUREAN

(weeps and sighs)

Ah, ah!

(plucks his instrument)

BROUCEK
Soft cheese!
Now he is going to cry, soft cheese, —

AZUREAN
Ah, ah!

BROUCEK
— because I own a house and
have no mortgage!

AZUREAN

Ah, ah!

(plucks the strings)

O, don’t speak of such miserable trifles!

O, don’t speak of such miserable trifles!

And tell me, rather, how you have served eternal ideals?
Beauty, beauty, yes, and love!

You do not know, perhaps, what love is?

What beauty is?

BROUCEK

Oho, oho, oho!

Meeting a lovely maid

I can’t resist the temptation

to take her by her rounded chin!

AZUREAN

Not a word more!

Such dreadful blasphemy

of all exalted dignity,

of all sacred womanhood!

No, no! No, no!

(plaintively)

You have never yet known love,
you have never yet known love,
never, never!

BROUCEK
Say whatever you want!

AZUREAN
Never, never!



BROUCEK
Mluvte si, co chcete!

BLANKYTNY

Ty neznas toho svatého zaru!

Neznas svatého zaru!

Az se ti brzo zjevi perla veskerenstva,
padni na kolena,

zlibej lem jeji fizy,

vznes k ni zrakt svych

s neskonalym obdivem!

Mluv k ni nadSenymi hymny,

mluv k ni nad$enymi hymny,

neb seraf, kterého spatfis,

je nedostiznym souborem vdéka.

Jiz patnécte let nyji k té hvézdé,
vzdychaje a lkaje vecernim ¢ervankim.

BROUCEK
Ubohy Matgji!

Kam jsi se to dostal,
kam jsi se to dostal!

BLANKYTNY

(u vytrient)

Etherea! Etherea!

0, hvézdny van jiz kane
v duSe moji Ser!

BROUCEK
Say whatever you want!

AZUREAN

You do not know that ever-sacred flame!
Do not know that sacred flame!

When soon now you perceive

the pearl of the universe,

fall quickly to your knees,

kiss the hem of her garment,

raise your eyes to her

with lasting admiration!

Talk to her in passionate hymns,

for lo, the seraph you will see

in an unsurpassed collection of charms.
Fifteen years now I worshipped this star,
sighing and sobbing to the glowing evening sky.

BROUCEK

Ah, there, my poor Matthew!
What state is this you’re in,
what state is this you’re in!

AZUREAN

(in exaltation)

Etherea! Etherea!

O, starry breath already
invades my dark soul!

Lunobor jako velky chumac bilych vlast a voust,
z n¢hoz ¢ouha naptazena ruka s dlouhou ty¢i, ke které
je pripevnéna velka zelenad sit na Ethereu, sestupuje po

Lunigrove, resembling a bundle of white hair and
whiskers from which a hand stretches out, holding
a long stick, to the end of which a large green net

schodisti zamku.

BLANKYTY
Jiz v kalich nader plane vonna hudba sfér!

BROUCEK
Ma to ten panbih divnou celadku!
Kdyz se takhle milujete, -

BLANKYTNY
Jiz citim v rajském blizku jeji vlahy zor,
jak v perlach vodotrysku —

BROUCEK
— kde se u vas berou déti?
Neslysi.

BLANKYTNY
— dalny meteor!

BROUCEK
Kde se u vas berou déti?

BLANKYTNY
(ucpdva si usi a kiici)
— dalny meteor!

LUNOBOR

Slysim té, pévce posvéceny,

plesné vitan bud,

polet kiidlem racka

na mou charou hrud!

(Etherea vychdzi ze zdmku v pritvodu druzek)
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for Etherea is fixed, approaches the castle.

AZUREAN
My bosom now is filled with music of the spheres!

BROUCEK
O God, now these strange beings I see here!
How odd the way you make love, —

AZUREAN
I already feel the nearness of her lovely eye
which sparkles in the fountain —

BROUCEK
- and where do your children come from? -
His ear's deaf!

AZUREAN
— a distant meteor, —

BROUCEK
— Where do your children come from?

AZUREAN
(stops his ears and shouts)
— a distant meteor!

LUNIGROVE

I hear you, blessed, blessed minstrel,
I bid you welcome,

and on a sea-gull’s wings

fly to my weak bosom!

(Etherea steps out of the castle accompanied by her maidens)



ETHEREA

Své pisné pfinasim vam

snivou astru,

v niz rosa blyska jako slzy barda,
jez voni jak aloe a narda

a neboji se kritikastrd.

DRUZKY

(tanecnim krokem sestupuji)

Své pisné pfindsi vam snivou astru,
jez voni jak aloe a jak narda

a neboji se kritikastrd.

ETHEREA
Své pisné peruti vas mékce zastru,
plamenna jez je jako zraky Sarda, ...

DRUZKY
Své pisné prinasi vam.

ETHEREA
... jez je jak hebounka srst leoparda
a Cista jak ¢ise z alabastru.

DRUZKY
Své pisné prinasi vam.

ETHEREA
A zni jak hudba Eolovych pistal,

jak Vesny ples, kdyz jasa do syringy, ...

DRUZKY
Své pisné pfinasi vam ...

ETHEREA
... an zlaté kvéty do vln sype dristal.

DRUZKY
... snivou, snivou astru!

BLANKYTNY
(k Brouckouvi)
Klekni na kolena!

BROUCEK
(Zlostné)

To by se mi chtélo!
Klekat, klekat ...

ETHEREA
Jak cherub rozechvi-li

s ¢elem sfingy svym kiidlem nebeského ...

BROUCEK
... pred néjakou zastérou klekat!

ETHEREA

.. zvonku kfi$tal a nebem zazni sladké

cingylingy!

BROUCEK

Klekat pfed néjakou zastérou!

Ma tcta, slecno Mali!

(vsichni strnou nad Brouckovymi slovy)

ETHEREA

I am bringing you my songs,

a dreamy aster,

in which dew glistens like the minstrel’s tears,
It smells just as good as aloe and nard

and has no fear of the critics’ shafts.

THE MAIDENS

(descending with dancing steps)

Her songs she’s bringing you, a dreamy aster,
which smells just as good as aloe and nard
and has no fear of the critics’ shafts.

ETHEREA
I'll cover you softly with my song’s downy wings,
flaming like the eyes of a proud Sard, -

THE MAIDENS
She’s bringing you her songs —

ETHEREA
— is as soft and as fine as a leopard’s skin
and pure like a cup of albaster.

THE MAIDENS
She’s bringing you her songs —

ETHEREA
Sounding like music on Aeolian harps,
like joyous Spring when blowing its syrinx —

THE MAIDENS
She’s bringing you her songs —

ETHEREA
— like golden blossoms scattered on the water.

THE MAIDENS
— a dreamy, dreamy aster!

AZUREAN
(to Broucek)
Kneel down, I bid you, kneel!

BROUCEK

(angrily)

I have no wish to kneel!
Kneel down, kneel down, —

ETHEREA
Like a celestial bell
set a ringing by the touch of a cherub -

BROUCEK
- to kneel down before a woman’s skirt, —

ETHEREA
— the crystal of his wings throughout the heaven
sweetly tinkles!

BROUCEK

- kneel before a woman’s skirt!
Greetings, my dear Miss Mali!
(all startled by Broucek’s words)



ETHEREA
(k Brouckouvi)
Dés vane od tebe jak od Meduzy!

LUNOBOR

(vzpamatuje se nejdiive; k Blankytnému)
Kdo je tvlij divny soudruh,

lahodné mi zjev!

V ném, zda se, nekoluje

nasich luht krev!

Zajdu si pro estetiku, ...

BLANKYTNY
pldce, procita z ustrnutt)
Ou, ou! Ou, ou!

LUNOBOR
... pfectu mu tii kapitoly!
(odchdzi)

BLANKYTNY
Mali! Mali!

ETHEREA

Tvtij pohled tluk mého srdce skoral,

a prece zni mi v nadrech sladky choral
a na rtech citim polibeni Muzy.

Ach, do tvych ryst jako v mofe hrtazy
muj duch se noii pro ¢arovny koral,
jak pode strzi smély horal,

kdyz vyhledava ametystt drazy.

Tak décko vabi otrnény nopal

svych kvétt nachem,

tak dusi Gebra zve plamen svaty:
Kridla sobé popal!

Tak dromedart zebra, lvi désné stopy!

BLANKYTNY
Ou, ou! Mtj vrahu!

BROUCEK
Co, co vam vnuka tu silenou myslenku?

ETHEREA

Jiz prcham jako vankem viiné kvétna, ...

BLANKYTNY
Ou, ou!

ETHEREA
... le¢ vratim se, jak motyl na lianu, ...

BLANKYTNY
Ou, ou!

ETHEREA
... kdyz bleskne duhou, ...

BROUCEK
Silenstvi!
(Etherea objimd Broucka)

ETHEREA
... jako zivy démant
ve vSech barvach vzlétna!
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ETHEREA
(to Broucek)
Fright now spreads from you just like from a Medusa!

LUNIGROVE

(coming to first, to Azurean)

Who'’s this strange comrade of yours?
Please tell me, my dear!

In him does not circulate

the blood of our land!

I'll fetch my book on aesthetics, —

AZUREAN
(weeps and awakens)
Oh, oh! Oh, oh!

LUNIGROVE
— I’ll read him two or three chapters!

(departs)

AZUREAN
Mali! Mali!

ETHEREA

Your look has stopped my heart from beating
and yet my bosom resounds with a choral.
And on my lips I feel the kiss of Muses.

And like a frightful sea, my spirit fathoms
your face’s features and seeks to find your heart,
like that courageous mountain dweller

who amid the rocks looks for the amethyst.
And like a child attracted by a flower,

I do not mind its thorn,

and like an ephemerid do not mind

the scorching flames of fire!

Lured just like a hon unto the dromedary!

AZUREAN
Oh, oh! You killer!

BROUCEK
What is that makes you think such a foolish thought?

ETHEREA
Oh, now I flee like a sweet scent in the breeze, —

AZUREAN
Oh, oh!

ETHEREA
— but I’ll come back again like a butterfly, —

AZUREAN
Oh, oh!

ETHEREA
— of rainbow colours, —

BROUCEK
Sheer madness!
(Etherea embraces Broucek)

ETHEREA
- like a living diamond
ablaze with sparkling colour!



BROUCEK
Nemate ani lot poctivého masa!

BLANKYTNY
Ou, ou! Ty vrahu ...

ETHEREA
Jsi muj, ...

BLANKYTNY
... naSich blahych dni,
jenz vyrval hadim drapem ...

ETHEREA
... jsi mdyj, jsi mi;j!

BLANKYTNY
... kralovnu mych snt!

BROUCEK
Tot vrchol ztresSténosti!

ETHEREA
Jsi mij, jsi mdj!

BLANKYTNY
O, skon¢i drava muka,
milosrden bud ...

ETHEREA
Jsi miij! Miij! Maj! Maj!

BROUCEK
Cozpak jsem vam ...

BLANKYTNY
... a ponor cepel dyky ...
(vlece Broucka k Pegasu)

BROUCEK
... odloudil vasi Ethereu!?

BLANKYTNY
... v moji charou hrud!
(Etherea s chvatem odvazuje Pegasa a usazuje nat Broucka)

ETHEREA
Hoj, hoj!

BLANKYTNY
Ou, ou!

DRUZKY
(pobadaji Pegasa)
Hoj, hoj!

ETHEREA
Pegase! Hoj, hoj!

BROUCEK
(odléta s Ethereou na Pegasu)
Silenstvi!

DRUZKY
Hoj, hoj!
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BROUCEK
You haven’t got a pound of honest human flesh!

AZUREAN
Oh, oh! — You killer —

ETHEREA
You’'re mine, —

AZUREAN
- of our blissful days,
who with his beastly claws did —

ETHEREA
- you’re mine, you’re mine!

AZUREAN
— rob me of my queen!

BROUCEK
Such is the height of madness!

ETHEREA
You’re mine, you re mine!

AZUREAN
O, put an end to torture
and show me mercy -

ETHEREA
You’re mine, you’re mine!

BROUCEK
Did I, perchance -

AZUREAN
— and drive your dagger through my —
(he drags Broucek to Pegasus)

BROUCEK
- seduce your Etherea?

AZUREAN
- ailing, pining heart!
(Etherea speedily unties Pegasus and seats Broucek on his back)

ETHEREA
Gee up, gee up!

AZUREAN
Oh, oh!

THE MAIDENS

(urging Pegasus)
Hoy, hoy!

ETHEREA
Pegasus! Hoy, hoy!

BROUCEK
(flying away with Etherea on Pegasus)
Sheer madness!

THE MAIDENS
Hoy, hoy!



Blankytny ustrnul, Etherea s Brouckem na Pegasu zmi-
zela. Druzky, pobizejice Pegasa, odbéhly za Ethereou.
Lunobor se vraci s rukopisy; nevidi, neslysi.

LUNOBOR

Prec¢tu mu tfi kapitoly.
Krasy luni projdi v kazni,
boj se v lasce, miluj v bazni,
v kidzni, bazni neuvazni!
(listuje rychle)

Krasy luni projdi v kdzni,
boj se v lasce, miluj v bazni,
v kdzni, bazni neuvazni!
(listuje divoceji)

Krasy luni projdi v kazni,
boj se v lasce, miluj v bazni,
v kdzni, bazni neuvazni!

BLANKYTNY

(probouzi se z ustrnuti)

Boufe $ilenstvi mnou smyka!
(zutivy smich)
Cha-cha-cha-cha!

LUNOBOR
Cha-cha-cha-cha!

BLANKYTNY
Boufre silenstvi mnou smyka!
Cha-cha-cha-cha!

LUNOBOR
Cha-cha-cha-cha!

(ohlizi se po Brouckovt)
Ethereo! Ethereo!

DRUHE DEJSTVi

Chram Vseumény v baje¢ném lesku, podoby hvézdovi-
té, se vstupnimi schody v popiedi; kazdy paprsek hvéz-

dy zasvécen jinému uméni a v ném jsou zivé ¢inni umél-

ci toho oboru. Trtin Caroskvouctho uprostted hvézdy,

pred nim kvétinami prostieny hodovni sttil. Caroskvou-

ci prihlizi protektorsky k pracujicim umélciim a podné-
cuje je.

CAROSKVOUCT

(vold do paprsku hudebniho)

Tuto melodii, ale do bombardonu!
(pochvaluje si)

Tak, tak! Tak, tak!

Také prochodil jsem $kolu,

ale k uciteltr bolu

nemél jsem nadani ku ¢teni, ku psani.

UMELCI
(projevy tvtircitho vzruSeni z paprsku bdsniki)
Svétlo svétel!

CAROSKVOUCH
Tvorby zavieny mi fiSe,
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Azurean stops, rooted to the spot. Etherea and Broucek
vanished. The maidens, goading Pegasus, run after
Etherea. Lunigrove returns with his textbook, unseeing,
unhearing.

LUNIGROVE

I'll read him two or three chapters.
Tread lunar scene with discipline,
fear love-making and love with awe,
don’t stick in awe or discipline!
(quickly leafing through the book)
Tread lunar scene with discipline,
fear love-making and love with awe,
don’t stick in awe or discipline!
(leafing violently)

Tread lunar scene with discipline,
fear love-making and love with awe,
don’t stick in awe or discipline!

AZUREAN

(comes to)

A storm of madness in me rages
(laughs violently)
Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!

LUNIGROVE
Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!

AZUREAN
A storm of madness in me rages.
Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!

LUNIGROVE
Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!
(looks for Broucek)
Etherea! Etherea!

ACTII

Curtain. The Temple of Arts in its magnificent
splendour, built in the shape of a star with the entrance
staircase in the foreground. Each of the star’s rays is
consecrated to a different branch of art and many artists
of the particular branch are very busy therein. The
throne of Wonderglitter stands in the centre of its star-
shaped dome; in front of it stands a flower-decked
banquet table. Wonderg-litter condescendingly observes
the working artists and encourages them.

WONDERGLITTER

(calling to the musical department)

This melody, yes indeed, but on the bombardon!
(contentedly)

So, so! So, so!

I, too, went through the schools alas,

but to my teachers’ extreme pain

I lacked all talent needed to write and to read.

THE ARTISTS
(expression of creative excitement in the department of poetry)
Light of all lights!

WONDERGLITTER
Creation’s a closed world to me,



kritizovat $lo by spise.
To vsak prilis nelaka,
mamté dusi dobréka!

UMELCI
(z paprsku malifi, obdobné)
Duchu duchut!

CAROSKvVOUCT

Nac se vrhnout v svété nasem?
Tak jsem se stal mecenasem!

Tak jsem si zajistil vé¢nost,
pristich pokoleni vdéc¢nost.
Maluji mne, tesaji,

(otevird se brana paprsku hudebniho)
do partest strkaji!

HARFOBO]

(vold na prahu paprsku hudebniho)

Usta zamknéte jiz!

Zpivati pocnu ja!

(Pegas pristane ke schodisti s Ethereou a Brouckem)

UMELCI

(zdéSeni)

Ptisera z dalavy!
(schovdvaji se do vsech koutii)
Ptisera z dalavy!

ETHEREA

(pada pred Caroskvoucim na kolena)
O, zastito nase!

Dopftej, dopiej milujicim ochrany!

BROUCEK
(Zlostné)
Milujicim? Jakym milujicim?

CAROSKVOUCT
(ptisneé)

A kdo jsi ty,

paobraze bozské krasy?

BROUCEK
Matéj Broucek!

UMELCI

& tkrytiy)

Matéj Broucek!

Matéj Broucek!

Matéj Broucek!

Matéj Broucek!

(zdzracné dité s flautou u ust zvédavé vystupuje z hudebniho

paprsku)

CAROSKVOUCT

(k Brouckoui)

Ano, poznavam t¢!

Vzdyt zaf tvého jména pronikla az sem!
O, pojdte, pojdte, dolekani slavici!
(umélci vylézaji z dkrytit)

LUNOBOR

(obiha se siti a_folianty)
Ethereo, Ethereo!

Moje dci! Nestastna dci!

to criticize would be my field,
but that does not attract me much,
for I'm a kind-hearted man!

THE ARTISTS
(from the department of poetry)
Spirit of all spirits!

WONDERGLITTER

‘What else was there for me to do,
than be a patron of the arts?

I'll enjoy immortality,

gratitude of generations.

They paint and they sculpt me —
(the gate of the music department opens)
- and compose songs about me!

HARPER

(at the threshold of the department of music)

I beg you, shut your mouth!

I'm going to sing now!

(Pegasus alights at the staircase with Etherea and Broucek)

THE ARTISTS
(frightened)

A monster from afar!
(they hide in all corners)
A monster from afar!

ETHEREA

(falls to her knees before Wonderglitter)

O you, our mighty shield!

Please give us, give us lovers your protection!

BROUCEK
(angrily)

Lovers? Lovers? What lovers do you mean?

WONDERGLITTER
(severely)

And wno are you,
image of godly beauty?

BROUCEK
Matthew Broudek!

THE ARTISTS

(in hiding)

Matthew Broucek!

Matthew Broucek!

Matthew Broucek!

Matthew Broucek!

(a child prodigy, curious, emerges from the music department,
“always with a piccolo at its lips)

WONDERGLITTER

(to Broucek)

Yes, I recognize you,

for the lustre of your name has thrust its way here!
O come, o come, you frightened nightingales!

(the artists abandon their hiding places)

LUNIGROVE

(running about with his net and folios)
Etherea, Etherea!

My daughter, unhappy child!



BLANKYTNY

(padne k zemi)

Boufe $ilenstvi mnou smyka!

(Lunobor polapi Ethereu v sit; Etherea se vymotdvd)

CAROSKVOUCT

(pohrdavé ukazuje na Blankytného; k Brouckovi)
Zde pénice Vargentinska!

(Lunobor siti odvléka polapenou Etherew)

ETHEREA
O, beda! O, béda!

BROUCEK
(radostné)
Uz si ji polapil!

CAROSKVOUCT

(predstavuje Oblacného)

Zde veleknéz mési¢ni poezie!
(umélci strhuji Broucka, aby poklekl)

OBLACNY

(k Brouckouvi)

Bud vitan! Bud vitan,
muzi osviceny!

TANEC

V paprsku vytvarném vyroji se tane¢nice a napodobuji
prehnané vzajemné vitaci posunky. Obla¢ny pada pred
Brouckem na kolena a strhne jej s sebou, pak jej zase
zdvihne. Chyti Broucka za obé ruce a svira jej; hledi mu
upfené do oci. Vrhne se Brouckovi do narudi a tiskne
prsa na prsa. Umélci a ostatni vrhaji se na Broucka vita-
jice jej. Broucek odleti od Obla¢ného.

BROUCEK
Tatrmane!

UMELCI

(ulisné k Oblacnému)
Titane pisni!
(pochlebujice)
Nedostizny!

BASNIK

(k basniku)

Nech se zulibat
za posledni epos!

JINY BASNIK

(odmitaje)

MI¢, ptiteli, ml¢!

Hledim z prachu za tvym orlim letem!

CAROSKVOUCT

(o Oblacném k Brouckouvi)

Jak by mohl byti k ¢emu,
kdyz neni pod mym vedenim!

UMELCI

(pomlouvajici prizoukujice Caroskvoucimu,)
Pisalek vSednich myslenek!

Neni to duch tvardi!
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AZUREAN

(falls to the ground)

A storm of madness in me rages!

(Lunigrove catches Etherea in his net, Etherea tries to free herself)

WONDERGLITTER

(scornfully pointing to Azurean; to Broucek)

Lo, the fool among the singers!

(having caught Etherea, Lunigrove drags her away)

ETHEREA
Woe is me! Woe is me!

BROUCEK

Goyfully)
At last he has caught her!

WONDERGLITTER

(introducing Cloudy)

Here is the archpriest of lunar poetry!
(the artists force Broucek to kneel down)

CLOUDY

(to Broucek)

Ah, I bid you welcome,
enlightened man!

DANCE

From the department of creative arts dancers emerge
imitating exaggerated gestures of welcome. Cloudy falls
to his knees before Broucek, pulling him down with him
and then rises with him. He takes Broucek by the hand
and embraces him, fixing his eyes. Hugs Broucek
fervently. Broucek tears himself away and the artists and
other people welcome Broucek, trying to embrace him.

BROUCEK
You clown, you!

THE ARTISTS

(to Cloudy, fawningly)
You, Titan of songs!
(flatteringly)

The unsurpassable!

POET

(to another poet)
Allow me to kiss you
for your last epic!

ANOTHER POET

(refusing to be kissed)

Stop, my friend, please stop!

From the dust I observe your eagle’s flight!

WONDERGLITTER

(to Broucek about Cloudy)

How could he amount to something
if he weren’t under my guidance?

THE ARTISTS

(acquiescing with Wonderglitter)

A scribbler of commonplace thoughts!
Not a creative mind!



CAROSKVOUCH

(prerusuje)

Pratelé, ted k malému obcerstveni!

(zdzracné dité vykazuje mista, rozndst kvétiny a sizicky, obsta-
rdvd stil)

ZAZRACNE DITE

(k umorenému Brouckovi)

Vzbud se!

(vsichni ubiraji se ke stolu a zasedaji k hostiné)
Zde tvé misto, hoste pozemsky!

Vzbud se! Vzbud se!

CAROSKVOUCH
Zazpivej mu mési¢ni hymnu!

ZAZRACNE DITE
Vzbud se a poslys!
Kratert kde jicny zeji,
na meésici domov mu;j!
Kde se ¢icha jen a neji,
na mésici domov miij!
Kde se sklebif tisic ryh
po rovinach kruhovych.
(k bezradnému Brouckovi)
Vzbud se! Vzbud se!

UMELCI
I tam zije Cechti plémé,
na Mésici domov mdj!

ZAZRACNE DITE

Vzbud se! Coz jesté neslzis?

(poddva slznicky; Etherea prikrdda se nepozorované
k Brouckovi)

ETHEREA
(vdsnivé jej laska)

O, sladky tvore!

O, sladky tvore, jehoz mati Géa,
(vasnivé liba Broucka)

jsi mtj, jsi mdj, jen maj, maj!
UMELCI

(odvraceji se v xddnlivém pohorsent)
Cichejte! Cichejte!

ETHEREA

Muj! Jak zefyrek to suslim,

volam to jak svoje: ,Allah!“ Muslim,
ze navzdy tva, je navzdy tva Etherea!

CAROSKVOUCIH
Zpivejte a cichejte!

UMELCI
Kratert kde jicny zeji.

BROUCEK
Ty pavucino!

CAROSKVOUCT
(prisné k Brouckouvi)
Hned poklekni!
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WONDERGLITTER

(interrupting them)

And now, friends, let us partake of a light meal!

(the child prodigy assigns seats, distributes flowers and tear-
bowls)

THE CHILD PRODIGY

(to the half-dead Broucek)

Wake up!

(all take their places around the banquet table)
Here is your place, O guest from the Earth!
Wake up! Wake up!

WONDERGLITTER
And now sing him the Moon anthem!

THE CHILD PRODIGY

Wake up and listen! —

Where you see the craters gaping
on the Moon, there’s my homeland!
Where one smells instead of eating
on the Moon, there’s my homeland!
Where a thousand lines are grinning
in the circular latitudes —

(to the helpless Broucek)

Wake up! Wake up!

THE ARTISTS
Even there the Czechs are living,
on the Moon there’s my homeland!

THE CHILD PRODIGY

Wake up! Are you not weeping yet?
(offers him a tear-bowl; Etherea stealthily
approaches Broucek)

ETHEREA

(fondling him passionately)

O sweet creature, you!

The Earth is your mother,

(kisses Broucek passionately)

you’re mine, you’re mine, just mine!

THE ARTISTS

(turn away, feigning offence)
Let us smell! Let us smell!

ETHEREA

Mine! I breathe it like a zephyr,

I shout it like the Moslem “Allah”!

That I am yours, forever yours, Etherea!

WONDERGLITTER
Let us sing and let us smell!

THE ARTISTS
Where you see the craters gaping —

BROUCEK
You spider’s web!

WONDERGLITTER
(sternly to Broucek)
Kneel down at once!



ETHEREA

(provdzi svij zpeév vznicenym vyrazem téla a pohybu.)
Etherea! Jiz prcham jako vidnkem viiné kvétna,
jiz prchdm jako vankem viin¢ kvétna,

le¢ vratim se, jak motyl na lianu,

kdyz bleskne duhou v reje paviand,

jak zivy démant ve vsech barvach vzletna.

Pak zarokota ebenova flétna

jak rajsky drozd mym dechem thymianu,

mym $tétcem vzplane tanec Indiant,

neb ménad ples, neb koutici se Etna.

A kouzlem hlasu, které slavik dal mi,

z mych rett trylek vypuci jak iris,

ti zakfepdit chci lehkou nozkou almy.

I tragédky si pripnu zlaty kyrys,

z mé fezby vyjde Juno s télem palmy.

A pod mym dlatem Isis a Osiris!

Jiz prcham, le¢ vratim se!

(Etherea vabi k sobé Broucka)

CAROSKVOUCT

(s trinu vznesené k Brouckovi)

Pros veleducha, aby paprsky své poesie
oslnil tvou hrubou pozemskou bytost!

BROUCEK

(zutivé se brani na vSechny strany)
Coz mne chcete sprahnout

s takovou netykavkou, pavucinou!

UMELCI
(dotiraji na Broucka)
Hned poklekni!

OBLACNY

(prudce k Brouckovi)

Nechci ti odepfit té chvilky povzneseni,
nestastny tvore!

Pfectu ti sto ghasel ,Mlhoviny hvézdné!“

LUNOBOR

(vbéhne s folianty a siti, Etherea pred nim prcha)
Prec¢tu mu tfi kapitoly!

(Broucek uvolnén uspokojené usedd)

CAROSKVOUCT
(zakrikuje Lunobora)
MI¢! Vynikas jen peclivou formou!

OBLACNY

(dord#i kfikem na Broucka)

Na modrém nebi zlaté slunce plane
v své lasce k tvorstvu vSemu od véka.
Vsemocnou vini zesilena

kane v klidu kvétin rosa od véki;

z kvétin viiné opojna

co vdécny a tichy dik stoupa od véki,
pod korou skal a pudy

ohen vécny stravuje se od veéku;

o strmé brehy viny mofe se tfisti

v trpélivé zkaze od vék;

z lidskych srdci ruda krev se prysti

v chladnouci prostor tiSe od véki!
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ETHEREA

Now I flee like a sweet breeze,

but I will return just like a butterfly,

when like a gay rainbow it alights

amidst the whirling apes,

like a live multicoloured diamond!

Piping with the voice of an ebony flute,

like the sweet bird of Eden,

by my thyme-scented breath,

by my brush an Indian dance is set aflame,

or a fairies’ ball, or billows rising from Mount Etna.
And from the charming voice a nightingale gave me,
a jubilant trill will issue from my lips.

I will dance for you on nimbly moving feet.

A tragedian’s golden mail

I, too, shall don and I shall sculpture luna

like a tall palm, and with my chisel Isis and Osiris!
Now I flee, but I'll return!

(Etherea tries to lure Broucek to her)

WONDERGLITTER

(from his throne, exaltedly to Broucek)

Beg the Great Spirit to cast down the rays of his poetry
to dazzle you, you coarse and earthly being!

BROUCEK

(vehemently defending himself)

Do you want to match me

with such a touch-me-not, with such a cobweb?

THE ARTISTS
(urging Broucek)
Kneel down at once!

CLOUDY

(vehemently to Broucek)

I will not deny you this moment of uplifting,
unhappy creature!

Hear a hundred verses from “The Starry Nebula”!
LUNIGROVE

(runs in with his folios and net; Etherea flees before him)
I'll read him three chapters!

(Broucek, relaxed, sits down)

WONDERGLITTER
(reprimands Lunigrove)
Stop! You’ve nothing but a polished form!

CLOUDY

(shouts to Broucek)

In the blue sky thc golden sun is shining,
loving all creatures since time immemorial.
And with entranced perfume the dew falls ever quietly
upon the thirsty flowers.

In the manner of grateful, silent thanks,

they emit their perfume,

under the rocks and ground, a fire eternal

is ever consuming itself;

against steep shores, sea waves ever thundering|
in eternal patient destruction;

from human hearts red blood has ever gushed
into cooling space, since time out of mind!



BROUCEK
(zoufale)

Co udélal jsem tomu ¢lovéku!?

ZAZRACNE DITE

(pfiskoci k Brouckovi a zavali ho kvétinami)

Cichej, ¢iche;j!

OBLACNY

Ach, nejsou ani dnes

nesmrtelni bozi bezpec¢ni

pred kone¢nym zanikem;
zivottim jako svétlim stejné hrozi
(Broucek usina)

tyz neblahy osud zanikem;
prahorské stény,

vékovité kmeny,

v§e poznamenano jest zanikem,;
a stejné pohled nejkrasnéjsi Zeny
je slibny zivotem i zanikem;
vSak duse, kterd vysoko jsi vzlétla,
nedej zastra$iti se zanikem;

neb existuji vécnosti a svétla

a jista jsou pred zhoubou a zanikem.

BROUCEK

(ze spanku)

Pane Wurfl!

Veprové se zelim a knedlikem!

OBLACNY
Béda! Na jeho fase
uhostil se makovy buzek!

CAROSKvVOUCT
(k Oblacnému)
O, velebny génie!

UMELCI
(zadriuji smich)
Chi, chi, chi, chi, chi!

CAROSKVOUCH
Nehors se,
nepfipravuj nas

o bozskou rozkos!

OBLACNY

Nuze!

(deklamuje dale, neddvaje se rusit)
Je slunec¢ny a cisty —

BROUCEK
(ze spankw)
Zadné strachy, Matéji!

OBLACNY
— jasny den, utrapy vSechny mizi, —

BROUCEK
Ten posledni parek —

OBLACNY
— touzebné ¢eka na té Stésténa —
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BROUCEK
(in despair)
‘What have I done to this talkative man?

THE CHILD PRODIGY
(leaps toward Broucek and showers flowers on him)
Smell them! Smell them!

CLOUDY

Ah, not even today

are immortal gods really secure

against final destruction;

Lives as well as worlds are profoundly threatened
(Broucek falls to sleep)

with just the self-same fate of ruin;

Primeval mountains,

primeval forests,

all are marked by fateful, final ruin;

even the looks of the loveliest woman

are also destined both to live and die;

but you, O soul that has soared to heaven high,
do not fear the thread of destruction;

for there are lights and also eternities

which in themselves are safe from all destruction!

BROUCEK

(from his sleep)

Mister Wiirfl!

Roast pork, kraut and dumplings!

CLOUDY
Woe to me! Upon his brow
the poppy-seed god has alighted!

WONDERGLITTER
(to Cloudy)

O, exalted genius!

THE ARTISTS
(restraining laughter)
Hi, hi, hi, hi, hi!

WONDERGLITTER
Don’t be angry,

do not deprive us

of divine pleasure!

CLOUDY

Well then!

(undisturbed he continues with his declamation)
It is a sunny and bright —

BROUCEK
(from his sleep)
Don’t be afraid, Matthew!

CLOUDY
— clear day and all torments will disappear —

BROUCEK
That last sausage —

CLOUDY
- goddess Fortune longingly awaits you —



UMELCI

(ustrnou vZdy jen pri slové ,nedohlednu*)
— v nedohlednu,

v nedohlednu! -

OBLACNY

- a jdes, bys v naru¢ pad ji,

a jdes,

(presel znendhla v zpév)

a je z tebe bidny vrak;

a stale rikas si;

tam v nedohlednu!

(vsichni znendhla upadnou v zamyslent)
A stale vlece se,

slepy vrak,

v marné snaze — v nedohlednu!

BROUCEK

(ze spanku)

Pane Wiirfl! Jesté jednu!
Jesté jednu! Jesté jednu!

ZAZRACNE DITE
(prindsi kvét)
Cichej, ¢iche;j!

CAROSKVOUCIH
Zpivejte!

UMELCI
Kratert kde jicny zeji, ...

ZAZRACNE DITE
Cichej!

UMELCI
... kde se ¢icha jen a neji.

ZAZRACNE DITE
Cichej!

BROUCEK

(probird se ze spanku, protird si oci)
O, dékuji, dékuji!

Mij nos namlsal se jiz dosti!

UMELCI

(zprou zaleknuti, pak hrozive)

Jiz nikdy vice neposkvrn tim Serednym slovem
nas cisty mési¢ni vzduch!

Jiz nikdy vice neposkvri tim Serednym slovem
nas Cisty mésic¢ni vzduch!

BROUCEK

(udiven)

Probtih, jakym slovem?

Snad nesmim mluviti o svém nose?
O svém nose?

UMELCI

Opoustime té ihned, ihned! Ihned!
(postupné odtancujt)

Ihned! Ihned! Thned!
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THE ARTISTS

(shudder at the words “in the distance”)
— in the distance,

in the distance! —

CLOUDY

— and you go to fall into her arms,
and you go,

(slowly he bursts into singing)
become a wretched wreck;

yet always muttering:

there in the distance!

(suddenly all fall into meditation)
And you plod on and on,

a blind wreck -

In a vain effort — in the distance!

BROUCEK

(from his sleep)
Mister Wiirfl, another beer!

Another beer! Another beer!

THE CHILD PRODIGY
(bringing flowers)

Smell them, smell them!

WONDERGLITTER
Let us sing!

THE ARTISTS
Where you see the craters gaping —

THE CHILD PRODIGY
Smell them!

THE ARTISTS
— where there’s smelling but no eating —

THE CHILD PRODIGY
Smell them!

BROUCEK

(awakens, wipes his eyes)

O, thank you kindly, so kindly!
My nose has had enough delights!

THE ARTISTS

(first surprised, then threateningly)
Never, never must you again
soil our pure lunar air

with that dreadful, ugly word!

BROUCEK

(astonished)

God, which word do you mean?
Am I p’raps forbidden

to talk about my nose? My nose?

THE ARTISTS
We shall leave you now at once, at once, at once!

(the artists leave the banquet hall with a slow, dancing movement)

At once! At once! At once!



CAROSKVOUCT
Kdybych to mohl jen tusiti!
Kdybych to mohl jen tusiti!
(odchdzi zdrcen)

BLANKYTNY

(procita z utrpného zamyslent)

Jakziv nebyl v mési¢ni spolecnosti!
(propukne v kecovity plac)

BROUCEK
Tedy opravdu? Bez zert?
Nemohu tomu ani vérit!

BLANKYTNY
Ou, ou! Ou, ou!

BROUCEK
Nos, chudéacek!?

BLANKYTNY
Ou, ou!
(odchdzi t¢Z)

Duhoslav ve vytvarném paprsku sedi vysoko na svém
obrazu, jehoz barvy jsou tak silné naneseny, ze po nich
vyléza a spousti se. Kyva dold.

DUHOSLAV

(na Broucka)

Pojd sem!

(Duhoslav slézd s obrazu)
Hled na mtj obraz!

BROUCEK

(pozoruje strakaty zjev Duhoslaviiy)
To je podivana!

Na tom je barvicek!

Hotova strakatina!

DUHOSLAV
(postoupiv k Brouckovi)
Zasnes? Vstan a pohled!
(ukazuje obraz)

A ted z této strany!

V374

(Duhoslav vldci Broucka pred obrazem z mista na misto)

Tak, nyni nechme slov
a divejme se do vecera!
Pak ti rozsvitim lustr.

BROUCEK

(po chvili, k s0bé)

Snad nemysli,

ze budu brejlat do veceral
(zakryvaje si todt, pojida parek)

DUHOSLAV

(pohlédne na Broucka)

On place! On place!

Kyvd na umélce, Umélci vystrkuji hlavy a vstupuji poznend-
hlu. Nejpozdéji Qazracné dité a Caroskvouc.

UMELCI
Place! Place!
On place! On place!
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WONDERGLITTER

If I could only just have guessed!
If I could only just have guessed!
(he departs in deep sorrow)

AZUREAN

(rousing from deep meditation)

He’s never graced a lunar society!
(bursts into bitter tears)

BROUCEK
Is it true then? Is it no joke?
I cannot make myself believe it!

AZUREAN
Oh, oh! Oh, oh!

BROUCEK
My nose! Poor thing!

AZUREAN
Oh, oh!
(he departs, too)

In the creative department Rainbowglory sits in sun-
shine astride his picture daubed so thickly with colours
that he can climb and slide on them. He nods down.

RAINBOWGLORY

(to Broucek)

Come here!

(he climbs down the painting)
I am more cynical than that!

BROUCEK

(his eyes fixed on Rainbowglory’s colourful figure)
Oh dear!

Plaits at the collar!

A toads hat!

RAINGOWGLORY

(approaching Broucek)

Amazed? Stand up and look!

(points to the picture)

And now from this side too!

(Rainbowglory drags Broucek from one place to another,
moves chairs)

Now, lets refrain from words

and take our fill until its evening!

Now I'll light a chandelier!

BROUCEK

(after a while, to himself)

Does he really think

I'll sit and stare till the evening?
(covering his face, he eats a sausage)

RAINBOWGLORY

(observing Broucek)

He’s weeping! He’s weeping!

He nods to the artisis. They stick out their heads and enter slow-
ly. The child prodigy and Wonderglitter are the last to enter.

THE ARTISTS
He cries! He cries!
He’s crying! He’s crying!



BROUCEK
gmdce)

erta placu!
Jim!

UMELCI

(zdrceni)

Ji!

(Duhoslav prchd zpét na obraz.)
Jit Ji!

(s hnéonym dZasem)

Tvari v tvar velebnému vytvoru

e

oddavas se té pozemské mrzkosti!

BROUCEK

(iip)

Mrzkosti!

Coz je ukajeni hladu mrzkosti?
Tot strasné!

(zoufale)

Tedy proto jsem se dostal na mésic!

Abych bidné zahynul hladem!

UMELCI
(itrpné)
Pro¢ bys zahynul?

BROUCEK
Boze muj! Boze mij!
Jak dlouho vydrzim?!

UMELCI
O, neplac, nepla¢, neplac!
O, ziv se korinkami!

BROUCEK
Prosim vas,
uz prestante s témi kofinkami!

ZAZRACNE DITE
Coz vy pozemstané
se nezivite korinkami?

BROUCEK

(zlostné)

Leda naci, naci vegetariani!
(samozrejme)

My ostatni jime maso!

CAROSKVOUCIH
(zdésen)
Maso!

UMELCI
(zdéSeni)
Maso! Maso! Maso!

BROUCEK

Co se lekate?

Snad nemyslite, ze maso lidské?
Jime jen maso prasat a telat!

UMELCI
Tot hrozné! Tot hrozné!
Tot hrozné! Tot hrozné!
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BROUCEK
(vehemently)

I’'m not weeping]!
I’'m eating!

THE ARTISTS

(broken -hearted)

He’s eating!

(Rainbowglory hastily climbs up his picture)
He’s eating!

(with angry amazement)

Face to face with a mighty work of art,
you can indulge in this earthly infamy!

BROUCEK

(sighing)

Infamy?

Is the stilling of hunger an infamy?

How dreadful!

(in despair)

So this is why I made my way to the Moon!
To perish miserably from hunger!

THE ARTISTS

(bitterly)
Why should you perish?

BROUCEK
O, my God! O, my God!
How long shall I endure?

THE ARTISTS
O, don’t cry, don’t cry, don’t cry!
O, feed yourself on flowers!

BROUCEK
I beg you, stop that nonsense
with those flowers and plants!

THE CHILD PRODIGY
So you, earthly creatures,
do not feed yourselves on herbs and plants?

BROUCEK

(angrily)

Well now, well now, p’raps only vegetarians!
(in a matter-of-fact manner)

All the rest of us live on meat!

WONDERGLITTER
(horrified)

Meat!

THE ARTISTS

(horrified)
Meat! Meat! Meat!

BROUCEK
Why are you so surprised?

You don’t perchance think I mean human flesh?

We eat only the flesh of pigs and calves!

THE ARTISTS
How dreadful!
How dreadful!



CAROSKVOUCH

Vy tedy bez litosti vrazdite,

trhate, hltate tvory bozi?

Délate ze svych tél

zivé jejich hroby?

Je-li mozno, aby vesmir v ltné svém
snasel takovou planetu,
potfisnénou kanibalstvim tak ohavnym!?
(ukazuje na zbytek pdrku)

A tohle tedy

zabité je zvire?

BROUCEK

(zutivé)

Zvite? Je to prosté maso praseci,
posekané nadrobno, nabité do stfeva —
(Caroskvouct a umélci padaji do mdlob)

ZAZRACNE DITE
Maso praseci —

— posekané nadrobno,
(slétd Etherea)

BROUCEK
— které — které —

ZAZRACNE DITE
nabité do streva,
které... které...

ETHEREA

(ktepct divoce okolo Broucka)
Tys kvét mi drazsi

nez Kytajci thea!

Své loutné svéfim to

a zlatym huslim,

zZe tvou je navzdy Etherea!
A zlatou knihu

svého ziti zauru

tvym drahym jménem,
sladsim nad aloe!

BROUCEK

(rozfoukne Ethereu)

Dost! Chci jist a pit!

(Broucek zutivé shazuje vse s hodovniho stolu a vbihd ke scho-
disti k Pegasovi; Lunobor béZi stfemhlavg za Brouckem)

BLANKYTNY
(procitd)

Boufre $ilenstvi mnou smyka!

LUNOBOR

(vold za Brouckem)

V kazni, bdzni, neuvazni!

V kazni, bazni, neuvazni! Neuvazni!
(Broucek sedd na Pegasa a odléta)

BROUCEK
(pobizi Pegasa)
Hoj, hoj, Pegase!

LUNOBOR
(zo0¢t a siti priklapi zbytky rozfouklé Etherey)
Ethereo! Ethereo!
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WONDERGLITTER

So without any regret you murder,

tear asunder and swallow Gods creatures?
Making of your bodies

their constant living graves?

Can the Universe really stand and suffer
the fact of such a planet?

Stained and soiled by such repugnant cannibalism?
(pointing to the sausage)

So that thing is, then,

a murdered animal?

BROUCEK

(furiously)

Animal? Its simply and purely pork meat,

cut into tiny pieces and then stuffed into gut —
(Wonderglitter and the artists faint)

THE CHILD PRODIGY
Meat, meat from a pig —

— cut into tiny pieces —
(Etherea flies onto the stage)

BROUCEK
— which is — which is —

THE CHILD PRODIGY
- and then stuffed into gut,
which is — which is -

ETHEREA

(dancing wildly around Broucek)
You’re dearer to me

than tea to the Chinese!

I'll sing it to a lute,

a gold violin,

that Etherea’s forever yours!
And the golden book

of my life I’ll conclude

with your name

sweeter than aloe!

BROUCEK
(blows up Etherea)
Stop! I want to eat and drink!

(in a fury, Broucek sweeps everything from the banquet table

and runs towards Pegasus; Lunigrove runs after Broucek)

AZUREAN
(comes to)
A storm of madness in me rages!

LUNIGROVE

(calls after Broucek)

Don't stick in fright or discipline!
Don't stick in fright or discipline! See you don’t stick!
(Broucek mounts Pegasus and flies away)

BROUCEK
(goads Pegasus)
Hoy, hoy, Pegasus!

LUNIGROVE
(sees the remains of Etherea and covers them with his net)
Etherea! Etherea!



ETHEREA ETHEREA
Béda! Woe is me!

Hudebni umélci s Harfobojem v ¢ele vystupuji Led by Harper, the musicians enter in a solemn
z hudebniho paprsku velebnym privodem kolem trinu procession around the throne celebrating Wonderglitter

oslavujice V(vjaroskvouciho a pozvolna zaujimaji sin. and slowly fill the hall. In the meantime Wonderglitter
Umélci a Caroskvouci mezi privodem ponendhlu proci-  and the other artists slowly recover from their swoon.
taji z mdloby. Caroskvouci s chvatem useda na trtin. Wonderglitter hastily sits on the throne.
MUZIKANTI THE MUSICIANS

Pozehnani tvoji rtové,

jimiz $tastni tisicové,
pozehnany bud tviij zor,
kterym vzpfimen chary tvor!

HARFOBO]

Pozehnani tvoji rtové,

jimiz $tastni tisicové,
pozehnany bud tviij zor,
kterym vzpfimen chary tvor!

MUZIKANTI

Pozehnani tvoji rtové,

jimiz $tastni tisicové,
pozehnany bud tviij zor,
kterym vzpfimen chary tvor!

HARFOBO]

Pozehnani tvoji rtové,

jimiz $tastni tisicové,

pozehnany bud tviij zor,

kterym vzpfimen chary tvor!
Nechtéj drasat, nechtéj dusi moji,
ptikyn libé, prikyn mému znoji;
cupfiny tvé mracné stale vénce,
dik ti za vSe vzdavam, oslavence!
Dik ti za vSe vzdavam,

dik ti za vSe vzdavam!

V374

(mlha se sndsi na _jevisté)

ZAZRACNE DITE
Pozehnani tvoji rtové,

jimiz §tastni tisicové,
pozehnany bud tvlj zor,
kterym vzptimen chary tvor!

Blessing upon your moving lips
which give happiness to millions,
blessed be your eager gaze
which gives strength to everyone!

HARPER

Blessing upon your moving lips
which give happiness to millions,
blessed by your eager gaze
which gives strength to everyone!

THE MUSICIANS

Blessing upon your moving lips
which give happiness to millions,
blessed be your eager gaze
which gives strength to everyone!

HARPER

Blessing upon your moving lips

which give happiness to millions,
blessed be your eager gaze

which gives strength to everyone!

Do not torment, do not crush my heart,
kindly approve, kindly affirm my art.
With lasting laurels I adorn your curls
and give my thanks to you, O, lauded man!
I give my thanks to you,

I give my thanks to you!

(mist envelops the scene )

THE CHILD PRODIGY
Blessing upon your moving lips
which give happiness to millions,
blessed be your eager gaze
which gives strength to everyone!

HUDEBNi UMELCI THE MUSICIANS

Slava! Slava! Slava! Glory! Glory! Glory!

(za scénow) (backstage)

Slava! Slava! Glory!

MEZIHRA INTERLUDE

Mlha zahali celé jevisté. Mlhy bilé. Nesmirny prostor Mist envelops the whole scene. White mist. Infinite,
nebesky s hvézdami. Rostouci srp Zemé. Mlhy se honi, heavenly space studded with stars. The growing image
hvézdy padaji a hoii, jedna z nich neméni ¢ervenou zar. of the Earth. Rolling mists. Falling burning stars, one of
Svitani nebeského prostoru. Znenahla objevuji se temné  them maintains its reddish glow. Day is breaking. Slowly
obrysy Vikarky s okolim z prvniho obrazu. Tma; cerve- the dark contours of the Vikarka and its environs appear
na svitilna v blizkosti Vikarky blika. Spole¢nost umélcti as in Act One. Darkness. The red light of the lamp near

vychazi z Vikarky, na zaprazi rozjareny Wiirfl. the Vikarka glimmers. A group of artists is about to

leave the Vikarka. Mr. Wiirfl stands at the entrance.

SKLADATEL A COMPOSER

(k Wiirflov) (to Wiirfl)

Cupriny tvé stale vénce, With lasting laurels I adorn your curls

dik ti vzddvam, oslavence! and give my thanks to you, O, lauded man!
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UMELCI THE ARTISTS

Za mok dobry celo vénce, For good beer a crown of laurels

dik ti vzddvam, oslavence! we give thanks to you, lauded man!

Slava! Slava, slava! Glory! Glory! Glory!

(zachdzejt) (they depart)

WURFL WURFL

(na zaprazi) (at the entrance)

Racte nas zas brzo navstivit! Call upon us again soon, I pray!

UMELCI THE ARTISTS

Slava! Glory!

WURFL WURFL

(zajde) (going in)

Zas brzo navstivit! Call upon us again!

UMELCI THE ARTISTS

(z dalky) (from a distance)

Slava! Glory!

(Malinka s Mazalem prituleni vychdzeji z pozadi ulicky) (Mazal and Malinka, embracing each other, appear in the
background)

MAZAL MAZAL

Daleko neni do rana, The morning is not far away,

jsme sami dva, we are alone,

ja a laska ma! just I and my love!

MALINKA MALINKA

Ja myslim, abyste Sel dal, I think you should now be going

k té, s niz jste v¢era tancoval. to her with whom you danced yesterday!

MAZAL MAZAL

To, Malinko, byl pouhy §prym, That, Malinka, was nought but a joke,

ja prece viibec netan¢im! for you know I don’t dance at all!

CISNICEK THE APPRENTICE-WAITER

(ptibiha od Kdmeckych schodit) (runs in_from the Old Castle Steps)

Pana Broucka v truhle domi vezou! They are carrying Mr. Broucek home!

V truhle! In a “box”!

UMELCI THE ARTISTS

(za scénow) (backstage)

Cha-cha-cha! Cha-cha-cha! Ha-ha-ha! Ha-ha-ha!

Ci$ni¢ek ptebiha jevi§té a vbéhne do Vikarky. Cervend  The apprentice-waiter runs across the stage and enters

svitilna u Vikarky uhasina. the Vikarka. The red lamp is extinguished.

CISNICEK THE APPRENTICE-WAITER

(z Vikdrky) (backstage)

V truhle! In a “box”!

MALINKA, MAZAL MALINKA and MAZAL

Daleko neni do rana, The morning is not far away,

jsme sami dva, we are alone,

ja a laska ma! just I and my love!
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CAST DRUHA

PRVNI DEJSTVi

UVOD

Klenotnice krale Vaclava IV. Nizké sklepeni, plné
nejvzacnéjsich klenott. Stény posazeny jaspisy, ktistaly,
ametysty a jinymi polodrahokamy ve zlaté ptdé. Zlaté
a stfibrné prilby, krunyte, mece, $tity, pasy, celenky,
spony, prsteny, nadoby, misy, pohary, kfize, talary atd.
vesmés drahokamy posazené. Kolem stén uméle
vykladané truhly, pobité zlatymi a stiibrnymi pruhy.
Podlaha z dlazdicek sttidavé zlacenych a stiibfenych.
Na sténach obrazy. Dveii a ni oken neni. Vlevo asi stopu
od zemé veliky obraz krale Vaclava IV. s ¢ernym psem;
vpravo jako protéjsek obraz podobny predstavujici
kralovnu. Tma. Z daleka, s vyse zaléha sem hlu¢na
rozprava.

HLAS

(shora)

Byly podzemni chodby,
tajné chodby, tajné Zalare.

JINY HLAS
(Oblacny)
Lidé uméli se také zavrtat do zemé.

BROUCEK

Bodejt ze!

Ja vérim v tunel pod Vltavou,
tady od nas z hradu.

WURFL
Inu, voni, pane domaci,
ledacos vétej,

ale pravda to bejt nemuze,
jako ten vcerejsi namési¢ni vylet!

HLAS
Hlupoty, smésné historie!
Dobrou noc, panové, dobrou noc!

HLASY
Cha-cha-cha-cha, cha-cha-cha-cha!

BROUCEK
Bodejt! Bodejt,

HLASY
Dobrou noc, panové, dobrou noc! -

BROUCEK
- stafi kralové byli by tak hloupif,
aby to vyzvonili takovym profesortim!

HLASY
Cha-cha-cha-cha, cha-cha-cha-cha!

WURFL
Stastnou dobrou noc! —

BROUCEK
Pom6c! Poméc! Poméc!
To je néjaka ¢ista historie!

PART TWO

ACTI

INTRODUCTION

King Wenceslas IV’s treasure chamber. A low-ceilinged
vault full of superb jewels. The walls are studded with
crystals, amethysts and other semiprecious stones in a
gold field. Gold and silver helms, armours, swords,
shields, belts, head-dresses, clasps, rings, vessels, dishes,
goblets, crowns, gowns, and so on studded with
precious stones. Around the walls stand artfully inlaid
chests reinforced with gold and silver belts. The floor is
a mosaic of gold and silver cubes. Pictures on the walls.
There are no doors or windows. On the left, a feet above
the ground, a portrait of King Wenceslas IV, on the
right a similar portrait of the Queen. Darkness. A noisy
conversation is heard in the distance.

A VOICE

(from above)

There were deep underground passages,
secret passages, secret jails.

ANOTHER VOICE
(Cloudy)
People also knew to barrow deeply underground.

BROUCEK

Naturally!

I believe in a tunnel under the Vltava
starting right here at the castle.

WURFL

You, my trusty mister landlord,

believe in many things,

however, it really can’t be true,

just like your yesterday’s excursion to the moon!

A VOICE
Nonsense! Ridiculous stories!
Good night, gentlemen, good night!

VOICES
Ha-ha-ha-ha! Ha-ha-ha-ha!

BROUCEK
Of course, of course —

VOICES
Good night, gentlemen, good night!

BROUCEK
— kings of old were not so foolish
as to divulge it all to such professors!

VOICES
Ha-ha-ha-ha! Ha-ha-ha-ha!

WURFL
A happy good night! -

BROUCEK
Help! Help! Help!
A funny trick seems to have been played on me!
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Kam jsem se to dostal?
Hej, pane Wiirfl!

Posvitte mi z toho sklepa!
Pékna hospoda, ta Vikarka!
Jednou na Mésic,

podruhé do sklepa,

div nohy nezlomis!

Pomoc!

Skripot zamku. Obraz krale Vaclava ndhle se otoci
a Broucek vpadne do klenotnice.
Shira se ze zemé.

Hrome, co je!

Jsem na dobré ceste.

Ze sklepa uz vyjdu.

Ta prokleta chodba mne vystrasila!

A nad hlavou to $uméni, jak kdyz jez huci!

(krtne)

Ha! Co je? Salen{ smysla?

(Skrtne podruhé a rozsviti lustr)

Jsem ziv, jsem ziv?

Kyho dabla!

Mdloby? Mrtvice?

Ne, ne! Nic!

Tohle jsou néjaké podivné sklepy.

Podzemni chodba. Uz je to jisté.

To snad je ten tajny tunel pod fekou.

Ale kde jsou dverfe? Kudy ven?

Na protéjsi strané? Hledejme! Jiz to mame!

(ukdZe se vychod a vyhled na Staroméstské ndmésti, casné
Jitro)

Jak to tam vypada se podivame!

Ale dfive zhasnéme zde z opatrnosti! 5
(zhasind lustr a zavre za sebou dvere. jev Svatopluka Cecha
v zelenavém osvétlent z drahokamii)

BASNIK

O, slunce velkého dne,

kdy zar tva zlatoskvéla

glorii slavy nesmrtné

véncila rektv ¢ela

téch pod Vitkovem vitéznych

na pamét pro budouci,

pro¢ k ironii do slov mych

dnes plane$ misto 6dy vrouci?

V ¢i zisk nas prohnétl cas, v ¢f zisk?
Ze rmut jsme misto skaly,

ze v liché prazdno zni nas hlas
prohravsich idealy?

O, slunce slavné, zapadlé té nasi sily!
Ruce mdlé kdy zvednou s,

krev kdy zavifi, ve volnosti zahyti?
Kdy vyjdes v zlatém plameni?

By uvital té v nadseni

Stastnéjsi basnik jasotné hymny slovy!
Ne prazdnych sloves hrou,

ne karikaturou, jako ja?

Ztrati se. Zadni opona i kulisy zmizi. Staroméstské
nameésti. Casné svitani.
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Where on earth can I be?

Hey, Mister Wiirfl!

Light my way out of this cellar!
Indeed, a fine inn, that Vikarka!
Now up to the Moon,

now down to the cellar,

one could break one’s legs!
Help!

The creaking of a lock, King Wenceslas’ portrait turns
round and Broucek falls into the treasure chamber.
He picks himself up.

Damn it! Whats wrong?

I am on my way out.

Out of this dark cellar!

That cursed corridor really frightened me!

And that roaring above my head, like a pushing weir!
(he strikes a match)

Huh! Whats this? Hallucination?

(he strikes another match and lights a chandelier)

Am I alive?

What the deuce?

A swoon? A deathly stroke?

No, no! Nothing!

A secret passage, thats for sure!

And this here is the royal vault.

But where is the door? How to get out?

On the other side? Lets have a look!

Well, here we are!

(an exit appears and a view ofthe Old Town Square; early

morning)

Now at last we shall see what it looks like there!

Yet first, for caution’s sake, lets put off the light.

(He extinguishes the chandelier and closes the door behind
him. An appearance of Svatopluk Cech in a greenish light,
reflected by the precious stones.)

THE POET

O, you Sun of that great day,

when your brilliant, golden rays

with immortal glory crowned

the heads of the brave heroes

who below Vitkov Hill triumphed

for future bright memories,

why do you mix with my words

with irony, ’stead of ardent ode?

Whose gain that times kneaded us, whose gain?
That we are dregs and not rocks,

that our words ring out in a void,

that we have lost our ideals?

O, Sun of glory which has set

on our power! Work-weary hands,

when will they rise, and when will our blood
revel once more in a freedom?

When will you rise again in flames?

So that with enthusiasm

a luckier poet may welcome you with joy!

Not an empty play of words,

nor caricature, like I do?

The apparition disappears. The backdrop and the
settings disappear. The Old Town Square. Early
morning.



BROUCEK

(stoji na rohu ulice s prospektem Spicatych stiti,

v o

arkyii a vizek)

Tuhle cesticku si zapamatujeme!
Tteba ji zase poznat.

Cha-cha!

Pane profesore!

Tohle je as zidovské mésto?
Davno nebyl jsem v té konciné.
Svétla tu neni!

Fuj! Louze!

Skandal! To dam do novin!
(vyhroZuje péstt)

Pockej, pocke;j,

slavny majestrate!

A nikde ani ¢loveka,

ani straznika!

Rodily Prazan ve tmé

bloudi svym rodnym méstem
jako svatojansky poutnik!
Hola! Hola hej -

s tou lucernou!

Cozpak nejde plyn?

Kyho vyra? To je naka maskara!
Utek to statista z divadla?
Hej, strycku, hej, strycku!

KONSEL
Jsi-li dobry, stuoj!

BROUCEK

Pro¢ na mne tak kricite?
Coz jsem pobuda?

A schovejte tu méchacku,
sic zavolam straznika!

KONSEL
Kterak ses ptipletl?

BROUCEK
A reknéte mi radéj, kde to jsem?

KONSEL

Tys, tys ajsa cizozemec?
Mluvis ne¢kaka zmatena redi,
sotnie rozumiem, co blebces,

a potvorné se odievas!

BROUCEK
Co mi tykas? Snad jsi bosnak?

KONSEL
Ml&ies!

BROUCEK
Kdyz ty ke mné ajsa,
tak ja k tobé téz potvorné, ajsa!

KONSEL

Mne za blazna?

(naprahne ruku)

Aj, aj, pohubkem ti splatim!

BROUCEK
Policaj! Policaj!
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BROUCEK

(stands at the corner of a Street with gabled houses, oriels and

turrets)

We must remember well this newly found shortcut!

It must be rediscovered.

Ha-ha!

Mister professor!

Yonder, no doubt, is the Jewish town.
I’ve not been in these parts for ages.
There is no light, though! -

Ugh! A puddle! -

Scandalous! I’ll tell to the press!

(he shakes his fist)

Just wait, just wait,

Council of aldermen!

And not a single soul in sight,

not a constable!

A born Praguer, in the dark
wanders through his native town
like on a St. John’s pilgrimage!
Hola! Hola hey!

There! A lantern!

Is the gas cut off?

What the devil, it must be a masquerade!
A performer from the theatre

Hey, good man, hey, good man!

THE COUNCILLOR
Hold if you be friend!

BROUCEK

Why do you shout at me?

Am I a tramp or what?

And pray, put the ladle away -
Or I'll call a policeman!

THE COUNCILLOR
Where did you arrive from?

BROUCEK
Oh, rather tell me kindly where I am!

THE COUNCILLOR

You are a foreigner for sure?

You speak a very confused language —

I hardly understand your rumbled words.
And how strangely odd the garb you wear!

BROUCEK
What style of speech! You’re a peddler?

THE COUNCILLOR
Be quiet!

BROUCEK
I’m speaking the same tongue,

the muddled tongue with which you spoke to me!

THE COUNCILLOR

You would mock me?

(he stretches out his hand)

I see your ears need boxing well!

BROUCEK
Polizei! Polizei!



KONSEL

Aha, ted mluvi patlaninti némeckd!
Jsi $pehér Zikmundov!

(otviraji se okna)

ZENSKE HLASY
Spehér Zikmundov!
Spehér Zikmundév!

BROUCEK

Ja $pehéft, vyzveédac?

Jakého Zikmunda?

Leda toho Zikmunda,

se kterym val¢il neboztik Zizka!

TENORI
Spehét Zikmundov!

KONSEL

(pohnuté)

Neboztik Zizka, korthve jehoz
vlaji na Vitkové?

A bliz je bozi den,

a bliz je bozi den!

SOPRANY
Spehét Zikmundév!

TENORI
Spehéi Zikmundév!

KONSEL
At zZiv nevyjde!

TENORI
Bific antikrist6v!

BROUCEK
Ale nezertujte, nezertujte!

Vim ze §koly, ze Zizka mlel Zikmunda

étrnéct set dvacet;
a my ted mame tisic osm set
osmdesat osm!

KONSEL

V tvé hlavé neni zdravo!
Dnes nedéle 1éta Pané
tisic Ctyfista dvacet!

K rychtaii ho vedme!

BROUCEK
Pomoéc!

HLASY
Spehér Zikmundov!
Spehér Zikmundév!

BROUCEK
Pomoc!
Pane Wiirfl, profesore!

BASY
Spehét Zikmund6v!
Bific antikristov!

THE COUNCILLOR

Aha, so now he is talking broken German!
You are Sigismunds spy!

(windows open)

WOMEN’S VOICES
Ah, Sigismunds spy!
Ah, Sigismunds spy!

BROUCEK

I, a spy? I, a spy?

Who is this Sigismund?

Not perchance, that Sigismund

"gainst whom late Zizka had to wage war?

TENORS
Ah, Sigismunds spy!

THE COUNCILLOR

(with emotion)

Late Zizka? He whose banners
now do fly high above Vitkov Hill?
And judgement day is near!

And judgement day is near!

SOPRANOS
Ah, Sigismund’s spy!

TENORS
Ah, Sigismunds spy!

THE COUNCILLOR
Let him not flee alive!

TENORS
The Antichrists agent!

BROUCEK
Kindly stop your jesting, stop your jesting!

I know from school that Zizka beat Sigismund

in 1420;
and now, gentlemen,
we are in the year 1888!

THE COUNCILLOR

You are ailing in your head!
This is a Sunday

in the year 1420!

Lets take him to the judge!

BROUCEK
Help! Help!

VOICES
Ah, Sigismunds spy!
Ah, Sigismunds spy!

BROUCEK
Help! Help!
Mister Wiirfl, Professor!

BASSES
Ah, Sigismund's spy!
The Antichrist's agent!



Zhrouti se. — Domsik pred svym domem, vysoky muz
obrostlé tvare. Cepice zvlastniho tvaru, modry plast

s Cervenou podsivkou, pod nim pfiléhavy cerny kabatec

s fervenym kalichem na prsou. Bila sukné ke kolentim,
cerny kozesinovy lem. Stiibrny pas kabelkou, dlouhy
me¢, uzké zelené nohavice, nizké cervené boty do $pi¢-
ky.

DOMSIK
Zacina se den Pané!

OZBROJENY LID

(z dalky)

Slyste, rytiefi bozi,
pfipravte se jiz k boji!
(vZdy silnéji a silnéji)
Chvalu bozi ku pokoji
statecné zpievajte!

DOMSIK
Pravim, kdo jsi ty?
Mluv! Mluv uz!
(hra se priblizuje)

BROUCEK

Dobry Cech!

(vyhrkne)

Pane, pane sakristan! Prisaham!

DOMSIK

(utrhne se)

Nejsem sakristan,

jsem Domsik od Zvonu.
M¢ bydlo zde!

BROUCEK

Hojsa, toz jsme kolegové!
(predstavuje se)

Matéj Broucek!

KONSEL

Neblebci halafance,
mluv sucho a cesky,
sic uvizne$ na rahn¢!

DOMSIK
Brucek? A zkad?

BROUCEK

(vpravuje se do pomeérii; vymlouvavé)
Z daleka, az — az —

az z turecké zemé,

az z turecké zemé!

Zapomnél jsem matefsky jazyk!

KONSEL
Nyni rozumime, nyni rozumime!

DOMSIK
Nyni rozumime, nyni rozumime!
KONSEL

Ajsa zatrhujes do
machometanské reci!
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He faints. — DomS$ik in front of his house; a tall man
with a hairy face. He wears a cap of an unusual

shape, a blue mantle with red lining, under it a close-
fitting black coat with a red chalice on the

breast. A white knee-high skirt edged with black fur. A
silver belt with a bag, a long sword, closefitting green
pants, low sharply pointed red shoes.

DOMSIK
The Day of the Lord begins!

ARMED PEOPLE

(from the distance)

Hear ye, hear ye, knights of God,
prepare yourselves for battle!

(their voices become louder and louder)
Sing ye in praise of the Lords peace,
sing ye loud and valiantly!

DOMSIK

I say, who are you?
Speak! Speak up!
(voices approach)

BROUCEK

A good Czech!

(bursts out)

Mister — Mister sexton, upon my oath!

DOMSIK

(curtly)

I’'m not the sexton!

I’'m Domsik from the Bell.
This is my house!

BROUCEK

Well, well then, so we are colleagues!
(introduces himself)

Matthew Broucek!

THE COUNCILLOR

Stop talking nonsense, stop it!
Speak clearly and in Czech,

or you’ll hang from the gallows!

DOMSIK
Brucek? Where from?

BROUCEK

(assimilating to the situation, he tries to find a way out of'it)
From afar, from afar —

from the land of the Turks,

from the land of the Turks!

I have forgotten my mother tongue!

THE COUNCILLOR
Now we understand you, now we understand you!

DOMSIK
Now we understand you, now we understand you!
THE COUNCILLOR

In your speech you mix in words
of the Mohammedan tongue!



DOMSIK

Bef se, Mat¢j,
dam ti bydleni!
Dobrych bitcti
bude nam treba!

OZBROJENY LID

(vstupuje smérem do Tynského chramu,
duddcek vpredu)

Slyste, rytiefi bozi,

ptipravte se jiz k boji!

Chvalu bozi ku pokoji -

KONSEL
Zacina se den Pané!

OZBROJENY LID
- statecné zpievajte!

DOMSIK
(pozastavi se na prahu, zahrozi k Letné)
Komusi bude v ném béda!

LID

Zacina se den Pané!

Komusi bude v ném béda! Béda!
Bédal!

(0zbrojeny lid vchdzi do chramu)
Antikristus jiz chodi,

zapalnt péci vodi,

knézstvo hrdé jiz plodi,

probtih znamenaijte!

Dudacek ztistane u vchodu Tynského chramu.

DRUHE DEJSTVi

Komorice v domé Domsikové od Zvonu vedle Tyna.
Klenutad mistnost v patie, cihlami dlazdénd. V jedné
stén¢ Siroké okno, jimz vidéti radnici a nameésti staro-
méstské. V levé zdi uzsi okno k Tynu; okno z kulatych
tabulek zalitych olovem. Malovana truhla, pfiméiené
stolice kolem stolu s trnozi; v pravém rohu rohova lavi-
ce, nahofe listva s nddobim. V levém rohu vysoka
nastlana postel s nebesy jako leSeni, pruhované pefiny
a podusky. Kamna s peci vlevo, dvefe vlevo a vpravo,
v kouté zbrané. Pokrocilé jitro letni. PIné slunce bije do
okna vlevo.

BROUCEK

(sedi na pelesti postele, protird si oci, zivd, rozhliZi se)
Kdybych zde nesedél

a tohle nevidél,

ekl bych, rekl bych,

ze jsme byli vecer u Wiirfla
ponékud veselejsi!

Tedy ctrnactset dvacet!

No, kone¢né, miize to byt,

miiZe to byt, jako s tim Mésicem!
Nemusim byt domaci

z Ostruhové ulice!

Mohu byt husita, ano,

DOMSIK

Come in, Matthew,
I'll give you shelter!
We shall have need
of many brave men!

ARMED PEOPLE

(enter in the direction of Tyn Church,

a bagpiper precedes them)

Hear ye, O, hear ye, knights of God,
prepare yourselves for battle!

Sing ye in praise of the Lords peace -

THE COUNCILLOR
The Day of the Lord begins!

ARMED PEOPLE
- sing ye loud and valiantly!

DOMSIK

(stands a while at the threshold and shakes his fist in the
direction of Letnd)

Some will not feel so well today!

ARMED PEOPLE

The Day of the Lord begins!
Some will not feel so well today!
Today!

(the armed people enter the church)
The Antichrist is walking,

live victims he is burning,
proud churchmen he is forming,
for heaven’s sake take heed!

The bagpiper remains standing at the entrance of the
church.

ACTII

A chamber in Domsik’s house near Tyn Church.

A vaulted room on the first floor, paved with bricks.

A large window in one wall through which the Old
Town Square can be seen. In the left wall a narrow win-
dow giving on the church, made of leaded window
panes. A painted chest, chairs and a table. In the right
corner a corner bench, on the wall a rack with vessels.
In the left corner a large feather-bed with striped pillow
cases. A large oven on the left, doors on the left and on
the right and weapons in the right corner. Advanced
summer morning. Full sunshine enters the window on
the left.

BROUCEK

(sits on the edge of the bed, rubs his eyes, yawns and looks around)
If I weren’t sitting here

and seeing all these things,

I would say, I would say

that we were just a little the worse

for drink last night at Wiirfl’s!

So this is 1420!

Well, after all it well may be,

it well may be, just like the moon story!
I need not be a landlord

from Ostruhova Street!

I may well be a Hussite, no?



(bije se do prsou)

ano, takovy ajsa husita,

jako ten kamarad Janktv!
Ale ja jim vypalim rybnik!
Jen si nemysli, Janku,

ze dam se rozsekat jak biftek!
K ¢emu? Proc¢?

Pro¢? Co mné to vynese?

Ne, ne, ne! Panové husité,
mne na vojnu nechytite!
(Kedruta vstrci hlavu, preehnd se a prdaskne dvermi)
I hrom do baby!

Hned po ranu!

(vold za ni)

Pani Novéakova!

Pani Novéakova!

Hé, snidat!

DOMSIK

Coz tu ¢inis?

Bodaj bys vylezl

z téch potvornych rach!

Nejprve vezmi odéni
kak ¢lovék naseho rodu.
Oblec se, Mat¢j!

BROUCEK

Dékuju pékné!

Toz do toho!

(obléka tésné nohavice)
Jaky kroj, tak se stroj!
(Zlostné)

Vsak ja vam vezmu roh!
Jen si nemyslete!

Jedna cervena jako krev,
druhé zelena, brcal!

To je krasa, ze by ¢lovék
z ktize vyletél!

DOMSIK
A dostroj se!

BROUCEK
Jen kdybych, kdybych védél...

DOMSIK
To je klok,
zahalis se jim naposled.

BROUCEK
To je zastéra k té sukni?

DOMSIK

Kukla! Aj, viz!

Aj hle, jesté obuv!
Vezmi §korné,

k ¢ervené zelenou,
k zelené Cervenou!

LID

(v Tynském chramu)
Slyste, rytiefi bozi!
DOMSIK

Jdiz od slova bozieho!
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(he strikes his chest)

Indeed, yes, a Hussite, as you say, no,

just like that old pal of Johnny’s!
But I shall teach you a lesson yet!
Don’t believe, my dear Johnny,
that I’ll let myself be cut to bits!
What for? Why?

Why? What would I gain thereby?

No, no, no! My grand, lordly Hussites,

I tell you, you won’t impress me!

(Kedruta puts her head in, crosses herself and bangs the door shut)

The devil take her!
Right in the morning!
(calls after her)

Mrs. Novakova!

Mrs. Novakova!
Breakfast, please! —

DOMSIK

Whatre you doing?

Its time that you crept out
of that funny garb!

Now first of all you must put on
some garments fit for one of us.
Do these things, Matthew!

BROUCEK

I thank you kindly!

What can I do!

(he puts on narrow pants)
Like custom, like garment!
(angrily)

But I shall dodge you yet,
don’t be so sure of me!

One as red as human blood!
The other greenish poison!
What a beauty! A man might well
jump out of his skin!

DOMSIK
Put on the rest!

BROUCEK
If only, only I knew —

DOMSIK
Here’s a cloak,
you will put it on last of all.

BROUCEK
Does this apron go with the skirt?

DOMSIK

A cowl! Here, see?

And look, here are your shoes!
Put on these shoes!

The red goes with the green,
the green goes with the red!

THE PEOPLE

(backstage)
Hear ye, hear ye, knights of God, -

DOMSIK

They’re returning from church service!



LID

Pripravte se jiz k boji,
chvélu bozi ku pokoji
state¢né zpievajte!

BROUCEK

Pékné zpivani!

Néco nového?
DOMSIK

Tys asasa ¢lovek!

Aj, od slova bozieho?

Vchazeji: Vacek Bradaty, Miroslav Zlatnik, Vojta od

Pavu a Kunka.

KUNKA

(rozjarena, raZové saty, v kyclich zlata paska, lem soboli, Tas-
naty, jasnomodravy plastik, vénec z perel a cet )

Aj, Zizka byl u stolu Pané.
Vedu ti hosty.

DOMSIK

Vitajte! Sedajte!

Zde Matéj Brucek!
Host muoj, dobry Cech!

BROUCEK

(dvorné se ukldani Kunce)

Ruku libdm, milostpani!
Uctiva poklona v§em pandm!

DOMSIK
(s usmévem)
Jeji Milost je na hradé!

VACEK
Vitaj, Matéj!

MIROSLAV
Vitaj, Matéj!

VOJTA
Vitaj!

DOMSIK

Tuto panna Kunka, moja dci.
Kedruto!

At vypijem na zdravi!
(Kedruta vbéhne)

A coz uz vsichni ve zbrani?

KUNKA
Aj, kazani Rokycanovo
lilo ohen v nadra bojovniki!

Kaézal: ,,Protoz stlijte pevné v pravdé,

v$e co Cinite,
¢inte jako synové bozi,

THE PEOPLE

— prepare yourselves for battle!

Sing ye in praise of the Lords peace,
sing ye loud and valiantly!

BROUCEK
I like their singing! —
What news do they bring?

DOMSIK
You are a curious bird! -
Here they come from church service!

Enter Vacek the Beard, Miroslav the Goldsmith, Vojta

from the Peacocks and Kunka.

KUNKA

(excited; in a pink gown trimmed with gold laces, edged with
sable fur, a light blue mantle, a wreath of pearls and spangles)

Zizka went to Communion table!
I am bringing you guests.

DOMSIK

Welcome! Pray be seated!
Here’s Matthew Bracek!
My guest, a good Czech!

BROUCEK

(bows to Kunka)

I kiss your hand, graceful lady!
My respects to all the gentlemen!

DOMSIK
(with a smile)
Her Grace is at the castle!

VACEK
Welcome, Matthew!

MIROSLAV
Welcome, Matthew!

VOJTA
Welcome!

DOMSIK

This is maiden Kunka, my daughter!
Kedruta!

Let us drink a mutual toast!
(Kedruta runs in)

Why are all in arms already?

KUNKA

Oh, the sermon of Rokycana

poured fire into the warriors’ breasts!

Said he: “And so stand firmly in the Truth,
everything you do,

do as though you are the sons of God!

doufejte, zet jest Kristus zvitézil, Do not forget the victory of Christ,

pomnéte na ného, do not forget Him who

jenz trpél od hrie$nikd protivenstvi, suffered at the hands of wicked sinners,

aby nepotuchli v své dobré zadosti, but do not weaken in your good resolve,

a spolu slozice kazdé bfimé, but bear together all your great burdens,

a odstavice kazdy hriech bézny, and refraining from normal human sin,

v trpélivosti k ustanovenému boji!“ be strong and patient in the predestined fight

1
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DOMSIK
(vpadne nadsené)
A bijte, zabijte,
zadného nezivte!

VACEK
Coz je zmuzilych, zbran chytnu!

DOMSIK

~~~~~

Daj Bth zdravi!

VACEK
Daj Bith!

MIROSLAV
Daj Buoh! Daj Buoh!

VOJTA
Daj Buoh! Daj Buoh!

VACEK
Daj Buoh zdravie! Daj Buoh zdravie!

BROUCEK

(ustrasené)

Panno Ku-Kunko, takto mluvi divky?
Pletete se do politiky?

MIROSLAV

Dopij!

(Broucek vypije nardz)

Jsi pitel dobry!

(Broucek se zakabon?)

Pro¢ se Skaredis?

Z toholi se hnévas,

ze dobrym pitelem té nazyvam?
Dobry pitel, dobry bitel!

VACEK

Dobry pitel, dobry bitel —
Umisli tak se bit,

jako umis pit,

pfisel jsi do Cech pravé vhod, pravé vhod!

MIROSLAV

A rci, Matéji,

jak o nas Cesich mluvi
v cizich zemich?

BROUCEK
Abych pravdu dél,
moc oblibeni nejsme!

VACEK

Slysim, zZe v ciziné
kaciifim nam spilaji?
A bachorky ohavné
o nas vymysleji?

DOMSIK

Mor na né,

lhare oSemetné!

Vsak tuto v zemi Ceské
bohd4 dame kazdému hénci,
Ze onémi na véky!

DOMSIK

(chimes in passionately)
And beat and kill and kill,
don’t pardon anyone!

VACEK
Brave men abound, they’ll take to arms!

DOMSIK
(raising his glass)
God grant you health!

VACEK
Good health!

MIROSLAV
Good health! Good health!

VOJTA
Good health! Good health!

VACEK
God grant you health!

BROUCEK

(afraid)

Maiden Kun-Kunka, should young maidens speak thus?
You are meddling into politics?

MIROSLAV

Drink up!

(Broucek drains his cup)

You’re a good drinker!

(Broucek makes a grimace)

Why are you grinning?

Are you perchance angry

because I said you were a good drinker?
A good drinker, a good fighter!

VACEK

A good drinker, a good fighter, 5

as they say back home, round about Zatec.

If you can fight as well

as you can drink, you have come to Bohemia just in time!

MIROSLAV

Tell me, Matthew,

what do they say of the Czechs
in foreign lands?

BROUCEK
Well, to tell the truth,
we’re not very popular.

VACEK

I have heard that abroad
they say we are heretics
and even dare to invent
lying tales about us!

DOMSIK

Plague on them,

treacherous liars!

But in this Czech land of ours
we’ll give every detractor his due
and silence him forever!
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MIROSLAV

Zel, Ze jméno &eské potupeno!
Co tu dinit,

nez do posledni kapky krve
braniti pravdy té

proti cirkvi, proti krali,

proti svétu celému!

Ale bojim se, Ze ani vitézstvi
nezastavi zmatkdl v zemi

z podtrzeni starych zemskych rada;
a z novych rozliénych uceni
rojicich se ve smélé mysli
knézi nasich!

ZAK

(drze, vtirave)

Tak, tak! Tak, tak!

Tot ohaveni zemé nasi,

zvlasté téch knézi taborskych...

den ode dne bludné nélezky vynaseji!

VACEK
Z ¢&eho chces ty, zaku holobrady,

vvs o s

trestati knézi taborskych?

ZAK
Ac holi bradu mam,
vSak v pismech jsem zb¢hly.

VACEK
MI¢iz, protivo nevlidna!

DOMSIK

Ustante! Neni doba k hadani!
Doba ¢ind je,

¢ind zbranémi —

VACEK
(k Brouckouvi)
A co ty soudis o téch sporech?

BROUCEK

(napije se porddné)

Predné - se zbrani mi dejte
svaty pokoj,

moh jsem se dat k ostrostielctim!
O vojenskou slavu,

o tu ja nestojim!

DOMSIK

(zaraZen)

Nevalné rozumim —
coz jsem ti nefek

ze Zikmund, antikrist,
je pred Prahou?

BROUCEK

Prosim té, Zikmund, Nezikmund!
Mn¢ je to jedno,

ja se bit nebudu.

(thostejné)

Mn¢ nic neudélal!

DOMSIK
(vdzné)
Jak se hanbim za tebe!
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MIROSLAV

Alas, the name of the Czechs has been dragged in mud.

But what can we do?

But fight until our last drop of blood
to defend our great Truth

against the Church, against the King,
indeed, against the whole world!

But I’'m afraid that neither our victory
will perforce stop the confusion
resulting from destruction of old orders
and the maze of different teachings
swarming in the audacious minds

of our Czech priests!

A STUDENT

(fresh and urging)

Yes, yes! Yes, yes!

And thereby do they wrong our country,
especially those Taborite priests —

who day by day invent and proclaim new heresies!

VACEK
Whats that you say, you beardless student,
you would chastise Taborite priests?

THE STUDENT
Beardless though I may be
I know my Scriptures well.

VACEK
Silence, you unworthy creature!

DOMSIK

Stop it both now, this is no time for quarrel,
no one deserves to be called a ruffian,

the least of all for some vestments’ sake!

VACEK
(to Broucek)
And what would you think of those vestments?...

BROUCEK

(first taking a drink)

First of all, do not talk to me

about weapons!

I could have joined the “sharpshooters”!
I do not care at all

for military glory!

DOMSIK

(confounded)

I don’t understand you!
Haven’t I told you

that Sigismund, Antichrist,
stands before Prague?

BROUCEK

Sigismund here, Sigismund there,
its the same to me,

I’'m not going to fight,
(indifferently)

He’s done no harm to me!

DOMSIK
(seriously)
I burn with great shame for you!



Nepftitel hubi nasi zem,
znajmilejstho Jana potupné usmrtil.
Tobé to nic neni?

VOJTA
Jemu to nic neni!

BROUCEK
(diplomaticky)

Ale dovolte, pratelé,
vojsko tady mate,

nac vam tteba civilisty?
Pro¢ bych bojoval

za ty berany?

VACEK

(Releznd ruka Vackova sevie Broucka v tyle)
Déam ti berany!

Machomet necisty!

VOJTA
Machomet necisty!

DOMSIK
(vyprostuje Broucka)
Ustante!

VACEK

(pusti Broucka)

Jak to ziras na mne?
Ty machomet necisty!

DOMSIK

(vyprostuje Broucka)
Ustante!

PETRIK

(za scénow) 5

Na Spitalsko! Na Spitalsko!

(vpadne do dvert)
Vzhéru! Vzhéru!

VeV 7

Krizaci prebrodili Vltavu!
(vSichni chdpou se zbrant)

MIROSLAV
Za jeden clovek!

VOJTA
Za jeden clovek!

DOMSIK
Za jeden clovek!

VACEK
Za jeden clovek!
(vybéhnow)

DOMSIK
Vezmi ten remdih!
BROUCEK

Dékuju mockrat,
jesté bych se popichal!

The foe is ruining our land,

has shamefully murdered our beloved John Hus.

And you remain untouched?

VOJTA
Yes, he remains untouched!

BROUCEK

(diplomatically)

I beg your pardon, my good friends,

herc you have an army,

why should you need civilians?

And as for those... those vestments:

Except perhaps to somc bloody protestants!

VACEK

(his iron hand claps Broucek’s neck)
You will pay for that!

You foul Mahammedan!

VOJTA

You foul Mohammedan!
DOMSIK

(extricating Broucek)
Come, stop that!

VACEK

(releasing Broucek)

Why do you stare at me?
You foul Mohammedan!

DOMSIK
(extricating Broucek)
Come, stop that!

PETER

(backstage)
Away to the Hospital Field!

(he bursts in)

Rise up! Rise up!

The Crusaders have crossed the Vltava!
(all seize their weapons)

MIROSLAV
As one man, lets go!

VOJTA
As one man, lets go!

DOMSIK
As one man, lets go!

VACEK
As one man, lets go!
(they run out)

DOMSIK
Take this flail with you!
BROUCEK

I thank you so kindly,
but I might prick myself!



DOMSIK
Tento samostfil, ¢i ten mec?
Rci, co chces?

PETRIK
(vystrkuje ho ze dveri netrpélive)
Vem tu sudlici!

BROUCEK

Nu, s panem bohem,
kdyz to musi byt!
(Kunka chape se zbrané)

PETRIK
Pro tva ruku neni zbran.

DOMSIK
Ty nejsi otuzila!
Osetiuj v mésté!

KUNKA
(néiné)

Otec mu;j!
Vratiz se zdrav!

PETRIK

Kunko, vycke;j!
Zvitézime! Zvitézime!
Kunko moje!

(polibi ji a rychle vybéhne)

BOJOVNY LID
(z dalky)
Hrrr, Tabor! Hrrr, Praha!

Hlahol zvonii na poplach. Velky ruch na namésti. Cer-

vena zafe ohnt. Ojedinélé rany z kast. Vzdaleny zpév
a vykriky.

KUNKA
Aj, nemam stani!

HLASY
Hrrr, Praha!

KUNKA

Bazen mne jima o otce,

o Petrika, o vSecku,

vsecku Ceskt zemi!

(klesne na kolena pred oknem, Kedruta klesne vedle ni)

HLASY BOJOVNEHO LIDU
Hrrr, Hus!

KUNKA

O krasnt Prahu!

O, vitézstvi jim daj,

Otce nas, jenz jsi na nebesich,

posviet sie jméno tvé, prijd kralovstvie tvé,
bud véle tva jako v nebi i zemi.

(vyskoct)

Nemam stani...

(chopt se zbrané a vybéhne)
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DOMSIK
This catapult or p’raps this sword?
Take your choice!

PETER
(tmpatiently pushes him through the door)
Well, then, take this pike!

BROUCEK

Well, if it must be,

if it must be!

(Kunka seizes a weapon)

PETER
Your hands not made for weapons!

DOMSIK
You are not fit for fighting!
Nurse the townspeople!

KUNKA
(tenderly)

O, father!
Return safely!

PETER

Kunka, stand fast!

We shall triumph! We shall triumph!
My dear Kunka!

(be kisses her and runs away)

VOICES OF THE ARMED PEOPLE
(from a distance)
Hurrah, Tabor! Hurrah, Prague!

Bells are tolling. Great commotion in the square.
Red glow of fires. Now and then the roar of cannon.
Distant singing and shouting.

KUNKA
I am so restless!

VOICES
Hurrah, Prague!

KUNKA

I’'m filled with fear for my father,
for Peter, for everyone

in our motherland!

(she falls on her knees before the window, Kedruta drops beside her)

VOICES OF THE ARMED PEOPLE
Hurrah, Hus!

KUNKA

- For beautiful Prague!

O, grant them victory,

our Father which art in heaven,

hallowed be Thy name, Thy kingdom come,
Thy will be done, on earth as it is in heaven —
(she jumps up)

I am so restless —

(She seizes a weapon and runs out)



KEDRUTA

(zadriuje Kunku)

Neodbihej!

Bud vtle tvda, bud véle tva jako v nebi
tak i v zemi, ...

BOJOVNY LID
(z dalky)
Ktoz jsi bozi bojovnici a zdkona jeho, ...

KEDRUTA
... chléb vezdajsi nas daj nam dnes ...

BOJOVNY LID
... prostez od Boha pomoci ...

KEDRUTA
... 1 odpust ndm nase viny,
jakoz i my odpoustime nasim vinik@m, ...

BOJOVNY LID
... a dufajte v ného, ze konecné ...
... vzdy s nim zvitézite.

sV

(Broucek vplizi se ostraZité do pokoje)

KEDRUTA

... a neuved nas v pokuseni

a neuved nas v pokusenti,

ale zbav nas,

(zhlédne Broucka, vyskoct; Broucek shlédne Kedrutu, zavadi
0 ni)

— zbav nas od zlého!

(Broucek strhdva ze sebe oblek a stroji se prekotné do svého)

BOJOVNY LID
(chvat na namésti — z dalky)
Povstan, povstan
v§eckno mésto Prazské, ...

Y

... véeckna H3e vérna této zemé Ceské,

BOJOVNY LID

- rytifské pokoleni,
vsecky moci zemské!
Povstan!

PROMENA

Staroméstské namésti. Slunce zapadu téhoz dne zaléva
staveni a pfedmeéty. Ptiboj lidu; vracejici se vojsko
Prazanti a Tabor® po porazce Zikmundové. Vpfedu
taborsti hodi s ru¢nimi praky a luky. Privod méstskych
ditek se zelenymi ratolestmi. Jan Zizka na koni s hejt-
many.

DETI

(za scénow)
Hejsasa! Hejsasa!
Blahajte!
Hejsasa! Hejsasa!
Bitunky vezi!

LID
(za scénow)
Vitajte! Vitajte! Vitajte!

KEDRUTA

(restraining her)

Don’t run away!

Thy will be done, Thy will be done on earth,
as it is in heaven!

ARMED PEOPLE
(from a distance)
Ye who are God's own warriors and of His sacred Law —

KEDRUTA
- Give us this day our daily bread, -

ARMED PEOPLE
— pray to God for His holy help -

KEDRUTA
- and forgive us our trespasses,
as we forgive those who trespass against us —

ARMED PEOPLE

- and believe ye in Him,

for finally ye shall always win with Him!
(Broucek stealthily enters the room)

KEDRUTA

—and lead us not into temptation,

and lead us not into temptation,

but deliver us -

(she sees Broucek and jumps up; Broucek sees Kedruta and
touches her)

— deliver us from evil!

(Broucek tears off his clothes and hastily changes into his own)

ARMED PEOPLE

(uproar in the square — from a distance)

Rise up, rise up,

ye, mighty town of Prague, —

- Rise up, all faithful kingdom of this Czech land.

ARMED PEOPLE
— the noble breed,
all earthly powers!
Rise!

CHANGE OF SCENE

The Old Town Square. The setting sun lights up build-
ings and objects. Masses of people; the returning armies
of both the Praguers and the Taborites, after Sigismundss
defeat. At their head Taborite fighters with slings and
bows. A procession of town children with green boughs.
John Zizka and his lieutenants on horseback.

CHILDREN

(backstage)

Heysasa! Heysasa!
Rejoice now!

Heysasa! Heysasa!
They’re bringing booty!

THE PEOPLE

(backstage)
Welcome!



PETRIK
(za scénow)
Ditky!

LID
Vitajte! Vitajte!

PETRIK
Ditky!

LID
Vitajte! Vitajte! Vitézi!

PETRIK

Ditky, v hromadu se sendéme,
proti bratfim pojdme,
ptikladem Melchisedechovym
chléb a vino nesme!

LID

Po nepratelském zvitézeni
vitajte, bratfi mili!

Po nepratelském zvitézeni
vitajte, bratii mili!

PETRIK
(uonitt Tynského chrdmu)
Ditky! Ditky!

(Broucek vybéhne z domu Domsikova, zalekne se zdstupu
a rychle se skrci v podloubi Domsikova domu)

I. TABORITA

Hle, tu skrcen jeden!
Zda se, ze jesté ziv!?
(Broucek zasténd)

II. TABORITA
Jsi-li poranén?

BROUCEK

Mozna, Ze jsem utrpél

néjaky vnitini traz...

Nebo byl jsem snad omracen?

IL.TABORITA
Kde mas zbran?

BROUCEK

(bezradné)

Nevim, kam se podéla.

(Wypravuje s pripadnymi posunky.)
Naprahl jsem ji proti jezdci,

ktery tryskem ke mné méfil,

vrazil jsem ji v§i silou koni do boku
kan se vzepjal — a kopytem mne omracil...
(rozehtiva se)

mec¢ uvizl koni v boku!

Ja ale bézel, bézel

vev 7z

a chtél jsem na kfizaky z boku, z boku!

ILTABORITA
Aj, ty chytrosti vymyslis!

L. TABORITA
Ze bys hejtmanem mohl byt!
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PETER

(backstage)
Children!

THE PEOPLE
Welcome! Welcome!

PETER
Children!

THE PEOPLE
Welcome! Welcome!

PETER

Children, let us gather together,
go to meet our brethren,

follow Melchisedech’s example
and carry bread and wine!

THE PEOPLE

After the defeat of the enemy,
welcome, dearest brethren!
Having conquered the enemy,
welcome, dear brethren!

PETER
(inside Tyn Church)
Children! Children!

(Broucek runs out of Domsik’s house, is frightened by the crowd
and hastily seeks cover in the arcades of Domsik’s house)

THE 1st TABORITE

Look, one is crouching here!
It seems he’s still alive!?
(Broucek groaning)

THE 2nd TABORITE
Have you suffered wounds?

BROUCEK

May be that I have suffered
some internal injury —

or did somebody knock me out?

THE 2nd TABORITE
Your weapon?

BROUCEK

(helplessly)

I don’t know where it can be. I raised it against a rider,
(be tells his story with appropriate gestures)

who was rushing fast towards me,

with all my might I thrust it in the horse’s side -
and then he reared — and-and-and

knocked me out cold with his hoof -

(he warms up to his story)

The sword stuck in the horse’s side!

But, I ran and ran and ran,

planned to attack the crusaders from the flank!

THE 2nd TABORITE
A fine story you are telling!

THE Ist TABORITE
Worthy of a real captain!



BROUCEK
(roste ve lhavosti)
Vtom potkam Zizku:

(Pettik vyjde z chrdmu Tynského, ubird se k domu Domsikovu
a zaslechne vypravovdani Brouckovo.)

BROUCEK

ze zle je, moc zle na hore!
Moc zle je, abyste mu
ptisli na pomoc!

PETRIK

(chytne Broucka za rameno)
Lhari! Stzen budes!
Hadi plemeno!

Dva jazyky v ustech

a babi dusi v tele!

KONSEL

(pristupuje k zdstupu)

Kaka mumraj pitvorna!

(k Pettikovi)

Jiz domluv!

(Kunka vystupuje nepovSimnuta z domu)

PETRIK

Byl jsem mu v patach,

hosti Domsika od Zvonu -

Bih mu daj slavu véénu!

(Kunka priblizuje se diistojné k Petrikovi)

KUNKA

Umfel mi tati¢ek, umrel,

(vrha se k Petrikovi)

podstipil smrt

(Broucek krci se ke sténé.)

- aby padl Antikrist!

Snal Bith korunu s hlavy mé,
(narikavé)

sirot1 ucinil mne!

(vrdvord, zachycena Vackem Bradatym)
Neplaci.

(vchdzi do domu)

Zivt otec mlj na nebesich, na nebesich.
na nebesich.

(zajde)

LID
(v chrdmu Tynském)
Vitajte! Vitajte!

PETRIK

Sel v nasem $iku

z brany Spitélské,

vtom rozrazili nas

zelezni rytifi.

Tu, ajta zfim,

an kleka pred rytiefem a vola:
»Majne hern, majne hern! Jsem vas!
Ne Prazan, ne Hus! Knade!“

VOJTA
Kfical: ,Knade! Knade!*
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BROUCEK
(emboldened in his lies)
Then I met Zizka: —

(Peter comes out of Tyn Church and walking towards Domsik’s
house, overhears Broucek’s prattling.)

BROUCEK

— “that things are bad there on the hill,
Yes, very bad, you should

hasten to his help!”

PETER

(seizes Broucek by the shoulder)

Liar! You shall be judged!
Viper’s ofispring, you!

With two tongues in your mouth,
a cowards heart inside you!

THE COUNCILLOR
(approaches the crowd)

What a funny masquerade!

(to Peter)

Have your say!

(Kunka, unobserved, leaves the house)

PETER

I was close on his heels,

a guest of Domsik’s from the Bell,
God grant him lasting glory!
(Kunka with dignity approaches Peter)

KUNKA

My dear father has died, has died!

(throws herself into Peter’s arms)

He has accepted death —

(Broucek crouches against the wall)

— to defeat the Antichrist!

Gods removed the crown from my head —
(lamenting)

- and made of me an orphan!

(she staggers and is caught by Vacek the Beard)
I weep not -

(enters the house)

for my father lives in heaven -

lives in heaven —

(she enters the house)

THE PEOPLE
(in Tyn Church)
Welcome! Welcome!

PETER

He too went with us

through Hospital Gate,

then we were split apart

by armoured knights.

Then, all of a sudden, what did I see... And there
I see how he kneels before a knight

and cries out: “Meine Herren, meine Herren!
I’'m yours! No Praguer, no Huss! Gnade!”

VOJTA
Shouted: “Gnade, Gnade”



KONSEL

Stzen budes! Stzen budes!
Klecals pted rytirem?
Kizicels: ,,Knade! Knade?
Majne hern! Majne hern!“

BROUCEK

(v uzkostech)

Ale panové, panové,
vzdyt §lo pfece o zivot!
Proboha, pratelé,
(pada na kolena)

smilovani!

KONSEL
Zbabélec! Pokrytec!

Potupa! Najohavnéjsi smrti propadnes!
(mdchne rukou a rychle odchdzt)

BROUCEK

Proboha, pratelé,

to nejsou zerty!

(lid se chape Broucka)

Ja nejsem bitec,

mezi vas nepattim,

ja jsem se jesté nenarodil —
ja nejsem —

ja jsem syn — budoucnosti!
smilovani!

VACEK
Upalte ho!

BROUCEK
Smilovani! Smilovani!

VACEK

Marné skuhras o dusi svou,
jejimz bohem jedinym byl brich
a svatyni plny sud!

BROUCEK
Smilovani! Smilovani!

VOJTA
Sud budiz rakvi jeho!

LID
V sud! V sud!
(Brouckovi strhnou klok a cpou ho do sudu)

KEDRUTA
(pribéhne z domu)
Antikrist! Antikrist!

(praskot drev, vyslehuji rudé plameny)

V sud¢ ho podpalte,

at hoti jako pekelna hranice,
kterd ho nemine,

co se nast¢hoval k vam

a stal se pricinou vSeho nestésti.
At hoti.

Jed k jeho babé

s ¢ernou dusi svou.

THE COUNCILLOR

You will be judged!

You knelt before the knight?
Begging: Gnade, Gnade!?
Meine Herren! Meine Herren!?

BROUCEK

(anxiously)

But see, gentlemen, gentlemen,
my life was dearly at stake!

For heaven’s sake, dear friends,
(he falls to his knees)

Mercy, mercy!

THE COUNCILLOR
A coward! Hypocrite!

Such disgrace! Horrible death will be your punishment!

(he waves his hand and swiftly departs)

BROUCEK

For heaven’s sake, dear friends,

this is no jesting!

(people take hold of Broucek)

I am no fighter,

I don’t belong with you,

believe me, I have not yet been born -
I am not -

I’m a son of future!

Mercy, mercy!

VACEK
Lets burn him!

BROUCEK
Mercy, mercy!

VACEK

’tis in vain you croak for your life -

— whose only god has been your stomach
and altar a full barrel!

BROUCEK
Mercy, mercy!

VOJTA
A barrel for his coffin!

THE PEOPLE
Barrel! Barrel! Barrel!

(they tear Broucek’s cloak and try to put him in a barrel)

KEDRUTA
(runs out of the house)
Antichrist! Antichrist!

(flames are blazing)

Right at him I shall now hurl
the devil’s accursed pouch

thats filled with evil spices

with which he cast a spell on us,

and did become the cause of all misfortune!

Go to Satan
and his grandmother
with your blackened soul!



PROMENA
Nadvori Vikarky.
Wiirfl se svickou v ruce na zaprazi,

CHANGE OF SCENE
Curtain rises. The courtyard at the Vikarka. Wiirfl,
holding a candle, stands at the entrance, Broucek in a

Broucek v sudé.

BROUCEK
Ach! Ach! Ach! Ach! Ach! Ach!

WURFL

Co to tady kunka?

(rozhliZi se; Becka se s Brouckem kutdli)
Pro vSechny svaté, 1ibéji vylézt!
Vzdyt je tam plno nefesti!

Pékné vypadaji! Krasné!

BROUCEK
Uz jsem doma, doma, doma!

WURFL
Zda se, ze utrzili rymu.

BROUCEK
Uz jsem doma, doma, doma!

WURFL
Neni divu, celou noc
v mokrém sudé!

BROUCEK
Uz jsem doma, doma, domal!

WURFL
A kde byli?

BROUCEK
(tajemné)

Daleko, moc daleko!
S Zizkou jsem mluvil,
s Rokycanou!
Krizaky jsem mlatil,
takto mlatil!

(stoupa po schodech)

Ja silné pomohl osvobodit Prahu!

WURFL

(podpira Broucka)

No jo, jo!

(0ba vystupuji po schodech)

BROUCEK

(ostraZité se rozhli#)

Ale neftikaji to nikomu!
(oba zajdou)
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barrel.

BROUCEK
Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!

WURFL
Whats all this moaning noise?

(he looks around; the barrel with Broucek inside rolls away)

For the love of all saints, get out!
It must be full of dirt and dregs!
You look fine, indeed! Lovely!

BROUCEK
I’'m home again, I'm home again!

WURFL
It seems that you have caught a cold!

BROUCEK
I am at home, at home, at home!

WURFL
No wonder! Spending all night
in a wet barrel!

BROUCEK
I’'m home again, I’'m home again!

WURFL
And where were you?

BROUCEK
(mysteriously)

Very far, oh very far!

I talked with Zizka

and Rokycana!

I thrashed the Crusaders,
thrashed them like this!
(he goes up the stairs)

I helped with all my might to liberate Prague!

WURFL

(supporting Broucek)

Yes, indeed!

(they both ascend the stairs)

BROUCEK

(carefully looking around)

But beg you, don’t tell anybody!
(both enter the inn)



