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(O rok pozdéji. .

Slunce nad zdpadem. Breh Iryse.

Vidét daleko na kirgizskou step;

jurta, z ni je slyset zpév.

Vézriové spravuji lod, jini zednict.

Pozdéji vystoupi Gorjancikov se Skuratovem a
Aljejou.)

Hlas (za jevisiém — ze siepi)

A...a...
A...a...
{Kovovy zvuk motyk, lopat}
A...a...

{Tesafi na lodi.
Skuratov s Gorjandikovem poddvaji cihly. }

Gorjandikov
Mil§, mily Aljejo!
Poslys, Aljejo!
Tys mél sestru?

Aljeja
Mél - a proé se ptas?

Gorjandikov
Myslim, ze byla krasavice,
byla-li tobé podobna.

Aljeja

Ach, co na mné vidi§?

Ona byla také krasavice,

7e v celém Dagestané nebylo krasnéjsi.
Tys nevidél nikdy takou krasavici.

I moje matka krasavice byla.

Gorjandikov
A milovala &7

Aljeja
A comluvis?
Ona jisté ted z hofe umfela.
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ACTTWO

(A year later. Sun in the west. The bank of the
Irtish. View over the Kirghizian steppe.

Sound of singing from a native yurt. ]
Some prisoners are repairing a boat, otherslaying
bricks. Later, Goryanchikov appears with
Skuratov and Alyeya.)

Voice from the Steppe
Ah...ah...
Ah...ah...
(Clashing of picks and shovels)
Ah...ah...

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

Goryanchikoy

Dear, dear Alyeya!

Listen, Alyeya!

Did you ever have a sister?

Alyeya
Yes - why do you ask?

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

Alyeya

Ach, what do you see in me?

She was such a beauty, .
there was no finer in all Daghestan.

You've never seen such a beautiful girl.

My mother was beautiful too.

Goryanchikov
And did she love you?

Alyeya
What are you saying?
I'm sure she has died of grief by now.




Ona mé méla vic nez sestru rida.
Ona dnes v noci ke mné pfisla,
a nade mnou plakala.

Gorjanéikov
Poslyé, Al jcjo!
Chei t& udit cist a psat.

Aljeja
O. rad bych,
rad bych nauéil se!

Naug, prosim té,
Véziové
Hoj-ho, hoj-hi!

'GOljanﬁkov
Naucim té,

Véziové

Hoj-ho, hoj-hi!

I-lli?-ho, hoj-hi! Hoj-ho, hoj-hi!
(vdery sekerou)

Hoj-ho, hoj-hi! Hoj-ho, hoj-hi!
(stoZdr se kdci . ... sioZdr padne)

Prazdnik . . .1
Prazdmnik!
Prazdmik!

(Zvony 7 ddtky. Vézrové zahazuji ndéini.)

Yézen kuchay

71 Alexandr Petrovié,
bude prazdnik,

i téatr!

{odkvapi)

(Pochod: strdfe, placmajor, hosté.
Strdi v pozoru, duchovni Zehnd pokrmy
a feku Irtys.)

Duchovni
Pozdravljajem s prazdnikom!

Vemiové (KFiuji se)
1 my pozdravlajem!

{Vézriové se rozchdzeji za jidlem, skdCou
do Feky; kriZuji se.

Duchovni a major odchdzeji.

Vézriové a hosté zasedaji za stolem,

piji aj, jedt.)

Vézen kuchaf (nabizi pirozky)
Za gro$? Nebo za dva?

Maly vézen
Re? za dva!

(Ke stolu zasedaji Gorjancikov, Aljejaa
Skuratov.)

Skuratov
Bratfi, generdl jede!
Celou Sibif prohlizet bude!

She loved me more than my sister.
She appeared to me [ast night
and wept over me.

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

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

Teach me, I beg you!
Prisoners
nghﬂhoy high‘hol

Goryanchikov
1 will teach you, then,

Prisoners

High-ho, high-ho!

High-ho, high-ho! . ..

(sound of axes)

High-ho, high-ho! High-ho, high-ho!

(the boat’s mast is chopped through and falls)

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

(Distant bells. The prisoners cast their 1oofs
aside.)

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

{runs off}

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

Priest
Greetings on this holiday!®

Prisoners (crossing themselves)
Greetings likewise!®

(Prisoners disperse towards the food, some dive
into the river, serme cross themselves.

Exit Priest and Commandant.

Prisoners and guests sit down at a table,
drinking tea and eating.)

Cook-Prisoner (offering pirozhki® around)
A kopek’s worth? Or two? 1
Short Prisoner

Cut me two kopeks’ worth.

(Goryanchikov, Alyeya and Skuratov join the
table.)

Skuratov

Brothers, the General's on his way!
He’s inspecting the whole of Siberia!
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Maly vézen
. Zad4vit majora?

Cekunov
JakZe? Je to co do toho?

Maly vézei
A j4 tob€ pravim,
Zes hlupak, hlupak!

Skuratov
Jaj, ja pusty, zbyteiny clovek!

A mne sem poslali, Ze jsem se zamiloval.

Verové

A proto t& sem poslali!
Skuratov

Nu proto;

pfti té pithodé

postielil jsem jednoho Némce.
No, sud te,

stoji to za to mne véznit?

Yémoveé
Jsme zvédavi!
Povidej!

Skuratov
Kdyz povidat,

tak providat.
Opily vézen
On IZe, viechno k¢!

Skuratov
Poslouchejte!

Poslali mne v Jurjev,
pékné to mésto,
mnoho Némcd.

Divam se po Némkach.

I zalibila se mi némecké Lujza.

L.ujza a tetka byly pratky.
Z potitku jsem jen pod okny chodival.

Ale brzo nds préatelstvi spojilo.
Ona byla takova mild,

jakou jsem nikdy nepoznal.
Jachiélponitociono. ..

A ona mné:

"S4%0, to nemiize byt,

}& si chei svou nevinnost uchovat,
abych byla tvoji diistojnou Zenou!™
A sméje se, vybizi:

“zen se!”

Nu, pomyslete, ji se Zenit?
Opily vézeit (se pFipotdci)
I.ze! Viechno 1ze! Lie!

Skuratov
Ja se zenit? J4 se Zenit?

Toz rovnou k pltukovniku.
Opily vézen
Eze, viechno lze!
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Short Prisoner
Will he have the Commandant strangled?

Chekunov
Eh? What concern is that of yours?

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

Skuratoy
Oh what a vain and useless man [ am!

And they sent me here for falling in love.

Prisoners ]
That's why they sent you here?
Skuratov

Yes, that’s why.

Andin the end

I fired a shot at a German.

Now what do you think,

was that enough reason to put me in prison?

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

Skuratov
If the tale’s to be told

then I'll tell it.
Drunken Prisoner
He’s lying, it’s ali lies!

Skuratov

So listen!

They sent me to Yuryev,

a2 lovely town

with lots of Germans.

I couldn’t keep my eyes off their
womenfolk,

and took a liking to one German girl,
Luisa.

Luisa and her aunt were washerwomen.

At first T used just to stand under their
window.

But soon we were good friends.

She was such a dear thing.

I'd never known a girl like her before.

I asked her to let me do thisand that . . .

Bui she satd to me:

“Sasha, that mustn’t be:

I want to stay chaste

and be a proper wife to you!”

And she laughs and challenges me:

*(Go on—get married!”

Now just imagine - me getting married!
Drunken Prisoner (stuggers up)
Lies! All fies, lies!

Skuratov
Me get married? Me get married?

Well, 1 went straight Lo my colone).
Drunken Prisoner
Lies, all lies!




Skuratov

Tu Lujza jednou nepfisla.
Po druhé téz -

i po teti,

Pidi ji, Z4dn4d odpovéd’!
Coto?

Zchytrala?

Vidyt nikdy nelhala!
Lujza Ihit neuméla!
Pisu:

“KdyZ nepfijdes,

sam pFijdu, v tom vézi tetka!”

Piisla.
Piidla a place.
“S430, mdj bohaty pfibuzny chce si mne vzit!”

Jsem jako zafezany.

Ona plite.

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

O Lujzo!

Co za Stésti

jit za vojaka,

kdyz je untér!

Na druh¢ den

$el jsem k jeho magacinu.
Divam se v okno!

{opily vézer se zase bliZi)
Sedi Némec Ctyficet péti let,

nos hrbaty,

odi vypulené,

hodinky spravuje.
Chtél jsem rozbit okno,
Myslim si, ale na¢?

“Propadlo, co z vozu upadlo”
Pridel jsem k veleru do kasdren.
Leh jsem—a, Petrovili,

hotce zaplakal.

Opily vézen
Lez! Viechno leZ!

{Skuratov chyme opilce a mriti jim o zem}

Vémové

Hou! Hou! Hou! Hou!
Skuratov (usedd klidné)
Piesel den,

druhy, tretf,

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

Ze mne znat nebude.
Kdyz jsem v&dél, Ze se to skondi,
vezmu plait a rovnou k mm.

Pro viechen pipad
vsunul jsem pistolet,
Vejdu

“Zenich utesany,

ve fraku,

Lujza naproti nému.

Z boku statec tlusty.

Sedi a ml&i.

Némec vzkypil zlosti.

Lujza zbledla.

“Co vam libo?” pravil Némec. -
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Skuratov

Then one day Luisa didn't turn up.

Next day the same -

and the third.

I write her a letter—no reply!

What's up?

Is she getting crafty?

She'd never told me a lie!

Luisa didn't have it in her to lie!

I write her a note:

“If you don't come,

I'li come to you myself. Your aunt’s behind
this!™

She came.

She came, and wept.

“Sasha, this rich relation wants to marry me!”

I felt I'd been struck dead.

There's her crying.

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

Oh Luisa!

What sort of luck would it be

to marry a mere soldier,

even a corporal?!

Next day

I went along to the man’s shop.

Look in through the window.

(Drunken Prisoner comes up again}
“There he sits, a forty-five year old German,

hooked nose,

buiging eyes,

repairing a watch.

I felt like smashing the window.
Then I think, why?

“What falls off the cart is gone for good”
1 go back to barracks that evening,

lie down and - oh, Petrovich—

how bitterly I cried.

Diunken Prisoner
Lies! All lies!

* (Skuratov seizes the drunkard and throws him
down)

Prisoners
Ho! Ho! Ho! Ho!

Skuratov (siting down calmly)
One day passed,

a second, a third.

I never saw Luisa.

They told me he'd made her swear

to ignore me.
When [ realised it was all over )
I took my cloak and went straight to their place. »

Just in case,

I tucked my pistol in my belt.

I wentin.

There was the bridegroom, hair smoothed
down,

wearing tails,

and Luisa sitting opposite.

By her side a fat old man.

Tgey all sat silent.

The German was seething with anger.
Luisa went pale. :
“What can | do for you?" said the German.




Luka
 Mém j4 kosilu, Saravary plySové,
Saraviry plySové.

Maly vézen
Mél jsem domek o dvou poschodich.

Kedril® (s jevisté)
Opera bude,
opera Kedrii.
Opera bude,
opera Kedril.

Hra o Kedrilovi® a Juanovi

(Jevisté z ¢asti lodnich pofizené.
Hosté a vézni jako v hledist.
Gorjancikov a Aljeja sedi vedie sebe.
Hraji vézriové v poutech,

v improvizovanych kostymech. )

Don Juan {vyjde na jeviité)
Dnes bude muij posledni den!
J4 peklo volam k pomoci!
(Certi vylézaji z koutt.

Don Juan se jim brdni kordem,
zaiene je.}

I4 se vas nebojim!

}4 se vis nebojim!

Veznové

Naf! Naf! Naf! Naf!
Naf! Naf! Naf!

{Kedril se tfese strachy)

Don Juan

Elviru piived’!
erti se neboj!

VedeH pHiprav!

{Kedril pFivddi Elviru, ong se brdni,

Juan ji uchopi a libd.

Rytif vrazi do siné. Mece se kfiZuji.

Ryti¥ probodnut a Elvira s vykFikem prchd.
Don Juan si otird meé.

Kedril odviékd mrvolu.

Vraci se s jidlem, strkd vpFed Sevcovou.

Don Juan Sevcovou nechce; Sevcovi by rida.
Kedril vytlaéuje Serednou Sevcovou. )

Don Juan
Vedeti dones!

Kedril
Sejéas! Sejtas!
(odbihd)

(Kedril privddi narikajici popovou:
sdrn usedd s fidlem pod sl

Veselé ramilované pletky Dona
Juana s popovou.

Don Juan chee si odvddét popovou.
Certi vylézaji.)

Don Juan

Ne! Nebojim se vas!
(Certi berou Dona Juana)
Pomoc! Kedrile!
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Luka
“I've a fine shirt and velvet breeches too,
velvet breeches too!”

Short Prisoner _ )
*T'd a little house with upstairs, downstairs.”

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

the opera about Kedril!

We're going to have an opera,

the opera about Kedril!

The Opera “Kedril and Don Juan”

(A stage made of timber from boats.

Guests and prisoners sit down as if in theatre
stalls. Goryanchikov and Alyeya next (o one
another. Actor-prisoners still in leg-irons,
wearing improvised costumes. }

Don Juan (walks on to the stage)
This is the last day of my life!

I summon hell to aid me!
{Devils crawl our of every corner.
Don Juan brandishes his dagger
and chases them off.)

I'm not scared of you!

I'm not scared of you!

Prisoners

Bow-wow! Bow-wow!
Bow-wow-wow!

{Kedril shakes with fear)

Don Juan

Bring in Elvira!

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

(Kedril leads in Elvira, protesting.
Don Juan seizes her and kisses her,

- A knight rushes in. Duel with swords.
The knight is stabbed, Elvira flees screaming.
Don Juan wipes his sword.
Kedril drags the corpse off.
He returns with food, pushing a cobbler's wife in
front of him. Don Juan is uninterested - but she
would dearty like him! Kedril pushes the ugly
thing out again,)

Don Juan
Bring in the supper!

Kedril
Pronto! Prontol®

{runs off}

(Kedril leads in a priest’s wife, weeping, and
himself sits down to ear beneath the table.
Merry fliriation between Don Juan and the
priest’s wife, He tries to take her away.

The devils emerge from their corners. )

Don Juan

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




gedril

erti pdna berou!

(Don Juan s éerty odchizi)
Certi pana vzali,

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

{Kedril chytme popovou a miliskuje se s ni.
Hoduje s popovou.

Maly certik chytne zezadu popovou,
chechiot v obecenstvu)

Veéznové

Chi, chi, chi, chi, chi!
Chi, chi, chi, chi, chi!
Chao, cho, cho, cho, cho!
Cho, cho . ..

chi, chi. ..

cha, cha. ..

atd.

Kedril
Ted zatne pantomima o pékné mlynéice!

Pantomima o Pékné mlynsrce

(Skirotkin v uboru mladé miyndrky,
Nezvésiév v iloze miyndfe.

Miyndr se louci, dfiv viak ukdzal

pani bi¢. Ona rozumi . . .

M.Eméfka prede zamyslena. Viom nékdo
zaklepe.

Vejde soused mlyndi, nese ddrek,
cerveny sdiek. Miliskujf se.
Klepdni na dvere.

Mivndrka tlekand schovdvd souseda pod stid,

Vejde pisaiitk ve vojenském munduru,
vysipuje sehevédomé,

Uklanéyi se sobé navzdjem.

Pisafik vykroéi, zastavi se,

hrud vypne, hrdé se divd kolem,

pak dlowhvmi kroky biiZi se k miyndrce.
Objimaji se. Zase klepdni,

Kam s nim?

Mlvndrka pisarika priklopi.

Vstoupr Brahmin— Don Juan.
Brahmin hned objimd mivnarku.
Bouchdni na dvere.

Kam s Brahminem? Do pytle!
Mlyndfka naviékd nit, fii nemd.

toci vietenem, jeileii na zemi.
Miyndr vyrazi dvere.

Vytahuje proniho, drihého milovnika,
vyhazufe kopanci za dvefe.

Brahmin vylézd z ukrymy;

spadne s ného vie brahminské.
Mliyndr padd. Cerni vylézafi }

Don Juan
Proklet” bud™ Proklet’ bud’!

(Srii ohném, popadne miyndrku
a tanéi s ni do dpadu.)
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Kedril

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

(Kedril catches hold of the priest’s wife and flirts
with her. They enjoy the feast.

A finy devil catches the priest’s wife from behind.
Titters in the audience.)

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

He-he . ..

Ha-ha . ..

etc.

Kedril

And now for the pantomime: The Fair Miller’s
Wife.

Pantomtime: “The Fair Miller's Wife”’

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

The miller wakes leave, first showing

his wife the whip. She understands . . .

The wife spinning, deep in thought. A knock.

Enter their neighbour with a gift

of a red scarf. They flirt.

Knock at the door.

The miller's wife fearfully hides her neighbour
under the 1able. Enter clerk in army uniform,
walking perkily.

They bow 1o each other.

The clerk steps forward, stops,

thrusts his chest our, looks around proudy,
Strides up 1o the miller's wife.

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

The miller's wife hides him in a chest.

Enter Don Juan as a Brahmin.

He immediately embraces the miller’s wife.
Banging ar the door.

Where to put the Brahmin? Into a sack!
Miller's wife threads a needle with imaﬁ-inary
thread and wirns the spinning wheel where 1t
lies on the ground. The mifler breaks in.

He pulls out one lover, then a second,

and kicks them out of the door.

The " Brahmin™ crawls out of his hiding-place,
looking maost un-Brahminlike.

The miller faints. Devils re-emerge.)

Don Juan
Curses on you! Curses on you!

{Spitting fire, he takes hold of the wife and they
dance tll they drop. )




{Opona maiého jevi§té padd.
Setmélo se.

Véznové vétsinou zasli do kasdren;
pred vchodem sedi jesté Gorjancikov
5 Aljejou a piji éaj.)

Aljeja
Pékné hrali, co?

Miady vézen (k nejSerednéjsi pobéhlici v jiném
koute)
Na zdravi, a kdes ty zasidéla?

Pobéhlice
Straka na bidle déle sedi.

Milady vézei
Uz jsem té& dlouho nevidél!
Zchudlas, zchudlas!

Pobéhlice
Miize byt. Jak bych byla jehlu polkia!

Miady vézen
Za vojatky chodid?

Pobéhlice
A coi. Tfeba bez Zebra.
Tieba bez Zebra,

piece rada za vojacky!
Miady vézen

Nechod!

i my mame penize.
{Zajdou do mmy)

Vémové
Aj, aj, ajt

Sapkin (k staFickovi)
Staficku Antonici,
zdrav bud’! Chiéb sol!
0j, o},

oj, 0j'

Starik

KdyZ neblaznik, sedni.

Sapkin
Jamyslel, Zes umiel!

Stai’k
Umit napfed, a j& za tebou.

Luka (zdalky)

Oj pli&e, pliée mlady kozale

v nedt'astné hodiné.

Qj krage, krace Cerftounky havran
v daleké dolingé.

Véztiové

Aj, aj.aj. ..

Maly vézei (pfistupuje ke Gorjancikovovia
Alejejovi)

Prot nezdravite?

Nasim Kurskym dobrého chutnéni!

Gorjantikov
My, bratfe. nejsme Kurdti!

{The curiain drops on the litle siage.

It has grown dark meanwhile.

Most of the prisoners have gone into the bloc k.
Goryanchikov Is still sitting at the entrance,
drinking tea with Alveya.}

Alyeya
They acted well, didn’t they?

Young Prisoner (in another corner, 0 the ugliest
of the wenches}
Welcome, and where have you been hiding?

Wench
I neverstay longer in one place than a magpie on
a pole!

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

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

Young Prisoner
Been going with the young soldiers?

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

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

we’ve got money too.
(they disappear in the dark}

Prisoners
Ay, ay, ay!

Shapkin (1o the Old Prisoner)

Old Antonich,

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

oy, oy!

Old Prisoner
Unless you're mad, sit down.

Shapkin
I thought you were dead by now!

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

Luka {from a distance)
“Qy, how he weeps, the young Cossack lad
in his hour of misery.
Oy, how he caws, the raven so black
in the valley far away”
Prisoners
Ay. ay, ay. ..

Short Prisoner {approaching Goryanchikov and
Alyeya)

Why don’t you say hallo?

Enjoy the food, our good friends from Kursk!

Goryanchikov
We're not from Kursk, brother!




Maly vézen
Snad Tamboviti?

Gorjancikov
Nejsme Tamboviti,

Velky vézen
Hej, péni piji!

Maly vézen
Jaci pani? _
Zde viichni rovni, vEichni rovni!

Vimové
Viichni rovni . . .
Zde viichnirovni. . .

Gorjancikov
Checete-li, ddm vam, dam vam'

Cekunov (z kasdren)
Oj, place, place

na vraném koni,

0i, rozbij touhu mou!

Maly vézen (poskodi)

Dovolte . . .!

chtél bych se vds zeptat,

vis se zeptat,

zjakych pfijmi &aj si tu pijete?
Miéte asi penize!

Proto vy ve vézeni ¢aj chlastat?
Caj chlastat?

{Chyme diber, mriti jim, zasdhne Aljeju.

Aljeja padd zranén.)

Gorjantikov
0, Aljejo!

Véziové

Ubijstvo! Ub{jstvo!
(Zdvihajt Aljeju)
Biih spasil!

{Strdie zatlacuji vézné)
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Short Prisoner
From Tambov, perhaps?

Goryanchikov
We're not from Tambov.

Tall Prisoner
Hey, the lords and masters are drinking!

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

Prisoners
Allequal. ..
Here we're all the same . . .

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

Chekunov (from the prison block)
*“Oy, how he weeps and weeps,
riding his black steed, -
oy, if you could but rid me

‘of my pining heart!”

Short Prisoner (jumping up)

I beg your pardon . . .!

I'd just like to ask you,

to ask you,

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

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

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

Goryanchikov
Oh - Alyeya!

Prisoners
Murder! Murder!s

(They lift Alyeya up)
(God saved his Jife!p

(Guards come and push the prisoners off}




