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“Rusalka” by Antonin Dvorak libretto (Czech = English)

Osoby

Rusalka - sopran

Vodnik - bas

Princ - tenor

Jezibaba - alt

Cizi kné€Zna - mezzosopran
tfi lesni zinky - soprany, alt
Hajny - baryton

Kuchtik - sopran

Lovec - baryton

rusalky, princova druzina, svatebni hosté

Act 1
Lesni zinky:

Hou, hou, hou,

stoji mésic nad vodou!
Zvédave se v hloubku diva,
po kameni ke dnu splyva,
hastrmanek hlavou kyva,
starou hlavou zelenou.
Hou, hou, hou,

kdo to chodi noci tou?
Hastmanku, mésic stoupa,
uz se tob¢é v okné houpa,
za chvili se k tobé vloupa,
ve tvou skiifiku stéibrnou!
Hou, hou, hou,

mésic bloudi nad vodou!
Po jezefe tanci vanek,
probudil se hastmanek,
hastrmanek, tatrmanek,
hou, hou, hou,

Bublinky uz ze dna jdou,
hou, hou, hou,

hatrmanek nad vodou!
Hastrmanek chce se Zenit,
ktera z vas chce vodu pénit,
dédka Cesat, loZze zménit,
s babkou hastrmanovou?
Hou, hou, hou...
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Characters

Rusalka, the Naiad - soprano

The Water Sprite - bass

The Prince - tenor

The Witch - contralto

The Foreign Princess - mezzo-soprano

The Three wood nymphs - sopranos, contralto
The Gamekeeper - baritone

The Turnspit - soprano

The Hunter - baritone

the naiads, The suite of the Prince, wedding guests

Act 1

The wood nymphs:

Ho, ho, ho,

the moon is standing over the water!
Curiously it peers into the depths,
flowing over the rock to the bottom,
Vodnik nods his head,

ho, his old green head.

Ho, ho, ho,

who goes there through the night?
Vodnik, the moon is rising,

swinging into your window.

Soon it will sneak in,

ho, into your silvery chamber!

Ho, ho, ho,

the moon is roaming over the water!
A breeze is dancing along the lake,
Vodnik has awoken,

that jester,

ho, ho, ho.

Bubbles are now rising from the bottom,
ho, ho, ho,

Vodnik above the water!

Vodnik wants a woman,

which of you wants to foam the water,
comb the old man’s hair, change places,
ho, with Vodnik’s wife?

Ho, ho, ho...


http://www.murashev.com/opera/Rusalka
http://www.murashev.com/opera/Anton%C3%ADn_Dvo%C5%99%C3%A1k
http://www.murashev.com/opera/Rusalka_libretto_English_Czech
http://www.murashev.com/opera/Rusalka_libretto_English_Czech
http://www.murashev.com/opera/libretto.php?libretto_id=170-171&print=1
http://www.murashev.com/opera/libretto.php?libretto_id=170-171&print=1
http://www.murashev.com/opera/Composers
http://www.murashev.com/opera/Operas
http://www.murashev.com/opera/Links
http://www.murashev.com/opera/forum
http://www.murashev.com/opera/About

Vodnik: The Watersprite:

A warm welcome from the wood to the lake!

What, do the boisterous girls feel sad there?

Down on the bottom I’ve got nothing but splendour,
and I’ve got golden fishes there by the sackful.

I pékné vitam z lesa k jezeru.

Jakz, je tam smutno bujnym sle¢inkam?
Mam dole na dné samu nadheru

a zlatych rybek na pytle tam mam.

Rakosim se kmitnu,
ruku svou jen napnu,
po slecince chnapnu,
za nozky ji chytnu,
stahnu si ji k nam!

Lesni zinky:

Hastrmanku heja hej,
tedy si nas nachytej!
Kterou chyti§ muzicku,

da ti péknou hubicku,
ale Zena, ha, ha, ha,
za us$i ti vytaha!

Tedy si nas nachyte;j!

Vodnik:

Uli¢nicka havét'!

Kterak zbrkle padi!

Horem, dolem, dolem, polem,
inu mladi!

Rusalka:

Hastmanku, taticku!

Vodnik:

Kyho $laka, ditg,

snad mi tady v mésicku,
nesusis mé sité?

Rusalka:

Hastrmanku, taticku,

nez se vody zpéni,

seckej se mnou chvilicku,
at’ mi smutno neni!

Vodnik:

A vida, smutno!

I’1l dash through the reeds,
just stretch out my hand,
grab a little miss,

catch her by the feet,

pull her down to our abode.

The wood nymphs:

Vodnik, come on, hey,
so catch us!
The one you catch, dear man,

will give you a nice kiss,
but your wife, ha ha ha,
will pull your ears!

So catch us!

The Watersprite:

Roguish creatures!

How madly they run!

Up and down, through the field,
well, they’re young!

Rusalka:

Vodnik, daddy dear!

The Watersprite:
Good grief, child!

What are you doing?
Drying my nets here in the moonlight!

Rusalka:

Vodnik, daddy dear,
until the waters foam up
stay with me a while,

so I won’t feel sad!

The Watersprite:

What, you’re sad?



Rusalka:

VSsechno feknu ti!

Vodnik:

A dole taky?

Rusalka:

Smutno k zalknuti!
Vodnik:

Dole, kde je samy rej?

Neni mozna, povide;j!

Rusalka:

Chéla bych od vas,

hlubin téch se zbyti,

¢lovékem byt

a v zlatém slunci Zziti!

Chtéla bych od vas,

hlubin téch se zbyti.

Vodnik:

Mohuliz véfit vliastnim usim svym?
Clovékem byti? Tvorem smrtelnym?
Rusalka:

Sam vypravéls ty zveésti neznameé,
ze maji dusi, které nemame,

a duse lidi, ze jde nebi vstfic,

kdyz ¢loveék zhyne a kdyZ znikne v nic!
Vodnik:

Dokud rodna koléba t€ vina,

nechtéj dusi, ne, ta je hiichu plna!

Rusalka:

A plna lasky!

Rusalka:

I'1l tell you all!

The Watersprite:

And down below, too?

Rusalka:

So sad I could suffocate!
The Watersprite:

Below, where it’s all dancing and play?
Impossible! Speak!

Rusalka:

I"d like to leave you all,

to leave the depths,

to be human

and live in the golden sunshine!
I"d like to leave you all,

to leave the depths.

The Watersprite:

Can I believe my ears?

To be human? A mortal being?
Rusalka:

You yourself used to tell strange tales,

that they have a soul, which we don’t.
And the souls of people go to heaven,

when the human dies and vanishes into nothing!

The Watersprite:

As long as your native wave cradles you,
don’t wish for a soul. It’s full of sin.

Rusalka:

And full of love!



Vodnik:

Vodo praveéka,
snad nemilujes, dité, Coveéka?

Rusalka:

Sem casto prichazi

a v objeti mé stoupa;

$at shodi na hrazi

a v loktech mych se koupa.

Lec pouhou vlnou jsem,

mou bytost nesmi zfit.

O vim, Ze ¢lovékem diiv musela bych byti,
jak ja jej objimam a vinu ja jej v ruce,

by on mne objal sam

a zulibal mne prudce!

Vodnik:

Dité, z noci do noci

tvoje sestry budou pro té plakat!

Uz ti neni pomoci,

¢lovek-1i t& v svou moc doved” zlakat!

Rusalka:

Hatrmanku, muZzic¢ku,
on mne musi zocit,
povéz, povéz, taticku,
co mam smutna pocit?

Vodnik:

Ztracena doveéku,

prodana ¢loveku!

Marno je lakat t& doll v re;j.
Jezibabu si zavolej,

ubohé Rusalko bleda!...
Béda! Béda! Béda!

Rusalka:

Meésicku na nebi hlubokém,
svétlo tvé daleko vidi,

po svété bloudis Sirokém,
divas se v ptibytky lidi.
Meésicku, postij chvili,
fekni mi, kde je muj mily?
Rekni mu, stfibrny mésicku,
mé Ze jej objima rameg,

The Watersprite:

Ye ancient waters!
Don’t tell me, child, you love a human!

Rusalka:

He often comes here

and steps into my embrace,

throws his clothes on the bank

and bathes in my arms.

But I’'m only a wave;

he’s not allowed to see my being.

Oh, I know I’d first have to be human,

so that as I embrace him and enfold him in my arm
he might himself embrace me

and kiss me fervently!

The Watersprite:

Child, night after night

your sisters will weep for you!

There’s no help for you, once

a human has enticed you into his power!

Rusalka:

Vodnik, dearest,

he must be made to see me!
Tell me, daddy,

what am I, sad creature, to do?

The Watersprite:

Lost forever,

lost to the world of humans!

It’s futile to entice you below to our merriment.
Call Jezibaba,

oh poor, pale Rusalka!

Alas! Alas! Alas!

Rusalka:

Oh moon in the deep sky,

your light sees far,

you roam over the wide world,
and peer into human dwellings.
Oh moon, stay a while,

tell me, where is my love?

Tell him, silvery moon,

that my arms enfold him,



aby si alespon chvilicku,
vzpomenul ve snéni na me.
Zasvét mu do daleka,
fekni mu, kdo tu nan ¢eka!

O mné-li duse lidska sni,

at’ se tou vzpominkou vzbudi!

Meésicku, nezasni!

Ta voda studi!

Jezibabo, Jezibabo!

Vodnik:

Uboha Rusalko bleda!

Béda! Béda! Béda!

Rusalka:

Jezibabo! Jezibabo!

Jezibaba:

Lkéanim, Stkanim, nafikanim,
kdo mne budi pted svitanim?

Rusalka:

Jezibabo, 1¢ku dej mi,
vodni kouzlo se mne sejmi!
Jeziaba:

Slysim cosi, ¢ichdm cosi,
ozvi se a poveéz, kdo jsi?
Rusalka:

Rusalka jsem, vodni vila,
dej mi 1éku, dej, tetko mila!
JezZibaba:

Jsi-li vila, zjev se hbité,

ukaz se mi, krasné dité!

Rusalka:
Vlnami jsem upoutana,

so that for at least a moment
he’ll remember me in his dream.
Shine for him into the distance,
tell him who awaits him here!

If the human soul dreams of me,
may he awake with that thought!
Oh moon, don’t fade!

That water chills me!

Jezibaba! Jezibaba!

The Watersprite:

Oh poor, pale Rusalka!

Alas! Alas! Alas!

Rusalka:

Jezibaba! Jezibaba!

Jezibaba:

Lamenting, sobbing, wailing!
Who’s waking me before dawn?

Rusalka:

Jezibaba, give me a potion,
take the watery magic from me!

JezZibaba:

I hear something, I sniff something,
speak up and tell me who you are!

Rusalka:

I’m Rusalka, a water nymph.
Give me a potion, dear aunty!

Jezibaba:

If you’re a nymph, show yourself nimbly,

Show yourself to me, lovely child!

Rusalka:
I’m fettered by the waves,



do leknini zamotana.
Jezibaba:

Vytrhni se, cupy, hupy,

pospés ke mné do chalupy!

Pust’ ji vinko, pust’ ji ke mng,

at’ se nozky dotknou zemé!
Nozicky, neste ji, nozicky, drzte ji!
Vida, jak nozic¢ky chodit uz umé;ji!

Rusalka:

Jezibabo! Pomoz!

Staleta moudrost tva vSechno vi,
proniklas piirody tajemstvi,

za noci hlubokych o lidech snis,
odvékym zivlim rozumis.
Pozemské jedy, paprsky mésice,
dovedes svafit na 1éku tisice,
dovedes spojit, dovedes bofit,
dovede$ usmrtit, dovedes stvorit.
Clovéka v piideru, piiseru v ¢lovéka

dovede proménit moudrost tva odveka.

Rusalky za noci hrozbou svou strasis,
pro lidské strasti divné 1éky snasis,
pro nas i pro lidi

ve svété dalekém

sama jsi zivlem,

sama jsi ¢lovékem.

Se smrti vé¢nost je véno tve,

pomoz mi pomoz, zazra¢na zeno!
Pomoz mi!

Jezibaba:

To ja znam, s takovou se chodi k nam!
Ale slys, pilné slys,

nezli 1éku okusis:

perly mas, krasu mas,

pomohu-li, co mi das?

Rusalka:

Vse, co mam, si vem,
ale udélej mne ¢lovékem!

Jezibaba:

A nic vic? Pranic vic?

Proto pfislas upé&jic?
Voda té uz omrzela,
lidského jsi lacna téla,
milovani, laskovani,
hubicek a cukrovani.

tangled in water lilies.
Jezibaba:

Tear yourself out, step, hop,

hurry into my hut!

Let her go, little wave, let her come to me,
let her feet touch the ground!

Little feet, carry her, little feet, hold her!
Lo, the feet already know how to walk!

Rusalka:

Jezibaba! Help!

Your wisdom of the centuries knows all,

you’ve penetrated nature’s mysteries,

in the deep nights you dream of people,

you understand the age-old elements.

From earthly poisons and moonbeams

you can brew thousands of potions.

You can join, you can demolish,

you can kill, you can create.

Human into monster, monster into human,

you can transform them with your age-old wisdom!
In the night the water nymphs tremble before you.
For human woes you prepare wondrous cures,

for us and for people

in the wide world

you yourself are a natural element,

you yourself are human.

An eternity with death is your dowry.

Help me, wondrous woman!

Help me!

JezZibaba:

I know all about that, such wishes are brought to us!
But listen, listen closely,

before you taste the potion:

You’ve got pearls and you’ve got beauty.

If I help you, what will you give me?

Rusalka:

All that I have you can take,
but make me human!

JezZibaba:

And nothing more? Nothing more at all?

That’s why you’ve come snivelling?
You’ve had enough of water,

and you hunger for a human body?
For loving and playing,

kisses and sweetness.



To ja znam, s takovou se chodi k nam! I know all about that. Such wishes are brought to us!

Rusalka: Rusalka:

Tvoje moudrost vSechno tusi, Your wisdom knows all.

dej mi lidské télo, lidskou dusi! Give me a human body, a human soul!
Jezibaba: Jezibaba:

Dam ti, dam, véz to rarach sam! I will, I will, by the devil, T will!

Ale ty mi musi$ dat But you must give me

prisvitny sviij vodni $at. your diaphanous, watery dress.

A kdyz lasky neokusis na svéte, And if you don’t find love in the world,
zavrzena musis Ziti v hlubinach zas prokleté. you must live as an outcast back in the depths, accursed.
Ztratis-li tu lasku, If you should lose the love

po niz cit tvlij prahne, for which your feelings crave,

kletba vodnich moci then the curse of the watery powers

zas t¢€ v hloubku stahne. will drag you back into the deep!

A nez nabudes ji, budes trpét téz: And before you win it you’ll also suffer:
pro vsechen lidsky sluch néma ztistanes! to all human ears you’ll remain mute!
Chces byt néma, chees, Do you want to be mute, do you?

pro toho, jejz milujes? For the one you love?

Rusalka: Rusalka:

Jeho-li lasku poznat smim, If I can know his love,

rada, vér, pro n¢j onémim. gladly, believe me, I’1l go mute for him!
Jezibaba: Jezibaba:

Stiez si ho a to véz: Guard him, guard him, and know this:
prokleta-li se vrati§ ve vodnikovu fis, If you return cursed to Vodnik’s realm,
milacka svého také zahubis, you’ll destroy your lover, too!

stane se navzdy obéti, He’ll become forever the victim
vécného tvého prokleti! of your eternal damnation!

Rusalka: Rusalka:

Cistou dusi, &istou lidskou dusi, With a pure human soul

moje laska vSechna kouzla zrusi! my love shall overcome all spells!
Jezibaba: Jezibaba:

Tedy pojd’, honem pojd’, Come, then, come quickly,

do chaty mne vyprovod.. come with me into my hut!

V krbu jedy navatime, We’ll brew up poisons in the fireplace,
Rusalku tim napojime, and give them to Rusalka to drink!

ale potom ani muk, But then not a word.

Cury mury fuk! Abracadabra!

Cury mury fuk, Abracadabra,

bila para vstava z luk! white mist is rising from the meadows!

Kapka krve draci, A drop of dragon’s blood,



deset kapek zluce,

teplé srdce ptaci,

pokud jeste tluce.

Sko¢, mlj mourku, sko¢ a skoc,
varem v kotli pozatoc!
Cury mury fuk,

nelekej se vetsich muk!

Tot’ tvé lidské véno,

a to musis piti,

tim co uvafeno,

jazyk zdievéni ti.

Sko¢ mutj mourku, hola hej,
v hrdlo ji tu §tavu vlej!
Cury mury fuk,

ale ted’ uz ani muk!

Vodnik:

Uboha Rusalko bleda!
Béda! Béda! Béda!

Lovec:

Jel mlady lovec, jel a jel,
lani bilou v lese uvidél.
Hluboké oci ta méla,
zda-li ji stihne ma strela?
O, mlady lovée, dale spgj,
tu bilou lanku nestiile;j,
varuyj se jejiho téla!
Zda-li ji stihne ma sttela?

Princ:

ten drops of bile,

the warm heart of a bird,

already the kettle is hissing.

Jump, my tomcat, jump,

stir the brew in the kettle!
Abracadabra,

don’t be afraid of greater torments!
This is your human dowry,

and you must drink it.

This brew

will make your tongue go wooden.
Jump, my tomcat, come on, hey,
poor this juice down her throat!
Abracadabra,

but now not a word!

The Watersprite:

Oh poor, pale Rusalka!
Alas! Alas! Alas!

The Hunter:

A young hunter rode and rode,
he saw a white doe in the forest.
Deep eyes she had,

will my arrow strike her?

Oh, young hunter, hurry on,
don’t shoot this white doe,
beware her body!

Will my arrow strike her?

The Prince:

Zde mihla se a zase zmizela! Here I glimpsed her and then she vanished!

Horem a dolem, lesem a polem, Over hill, over dale, through forest and field,
this wondrous creature passes quickly by
and here the track has vanished completely!

And a mysterious rippling

podivna zvét ta miha se kolem
a tady stopa znikla docela!
A tajemnym vInénim potaji,

in these waters entices me into their arms,
as if inviting me to cool the passion of the hunt

ty vody mne v lokty své lakaji,
jak bych mé¢l divoky lovu cit,
v objeti jejich zas ochladit. in their embrace.
Krok vazne mi, stesk citim neznamy, My stride falters, i feel a strange yearning,

my weapon falls from my weary hand.

The hunt has scarcely begun, and suddenly has tired me,

that strange magic has seized me again!

zbrain z unavené ruky pada mi.
sotva lov zacal, unavil mne vraz,
divné to kouzlo, zajalo mne zas!

Lovec: The Hunter:

Lan nebyla to, lovce, sttj! That was no doe, Hunter, stop!
Bth tvoji dusi opatruj! God protect your soul!
Srdce tvé smutno je zcela, Your heart is terribly sad,

koho to stihla tva stiela? whom did your arrow strike?



Princ:

Ustanite v lovu, na hrad vrat'te se.
Podivné ¢ary bloudi po lese,
divnéjsi ¢ary v dusi mam.

Domii vrat'te se, chci byti sam!

Vidino divna, presladka,

jsi-li ty ¢loveék, nebo pohadka?
Ptisla jsi chranit vzacné zveéfi,
kterou jsem zahléd’ v lesa Sefi?
Ptisla-lis prosit za ni,

sestficko bilych lani?

A nebo sama, jak vstiic mi jdes,
kofisti lovcovou byti chces?
Svira ti Gista tajemstvi,

¢i navzdy jazyk tvij ztich™?
Néma-li usta tva, Bah to vi,
vylibam odpovéd’ s nich!
Odpoveéd zahadam,

jez mne sem lakaly,

jez mne sem volaly,

pres trni, ptes skaly,

abych tu kone¢né v blazeny dnesni den,
dité, tvym pohledem nahle byl okouzlen.

Co v srdci tvém je ukryto,
mas-li mne rada, zjev mi to!

Sbor rusalek:

Sestry, jedna schazi z nas!
Sestficko, kam odeslas?

Vodnik:

Ptes hory, pies hory,
doly a lesy!

Sbor rusalek:

Sestticko, kde jsi?

Princ:

Vim, Ze jsi kouzlo, které mine,

a rozplyne se v mlzny rej,

le¢ dokud ¢as nas neuplyne,

0, pohadko ma, neprche;j!

Mty skoncen lov, na¢ myslit nail?
Tys nejvzacnéjsi moje laf,

tys hvézdicka zlata v noc temnou,

The Prince:

Stop the hunt, return to the castle.
Strange magic is wandering in the forest,
and stranger magic in my heart.

Return home, I want to be alone!

Wondrous vision, immensely sweet,

are you human or a fairy tale?

Have you come to protect that rare creature
I glimpsed in the dimness of the forest?
Have you come to beg for her life,

oh sister of the white doe?

Or do you yourself, as you come toward me,
want to be the hunter’s booty?

Are your lips sealed by a secret,

or has your tongue fallen forever silent?

If your lips are mute, God knows

I’ll kiss an answer from them!

An answer to the mysteries

that enticed me here,

that called me

past thorns, past crags,

for me finally, on this blissful day,

child, to be suddenly enchanted by your gaze!
What’s hidden in your heart?

If you love me, give me a sign!

The Naiads:

Sisters, one of us is missing!
Sister dear, where have you gone?

The Watersprite:

Across hills, valleys,
and woods!

The Naiads:

Sister dear, where are you?

The Prince:

I know you are magic that will pass

and dissolve into a play of mist.

But while our time lasts,

oh my fairytale, don’t flee!

My hunt is over, why think of it?

You are my most precious doe,

you’re a golden star shining into the dark night.



pohadko m4, pojd’ se mnou!

Act?2
Hajny:

Jarku, klouCe milé,
dopovéz,

jaka ze to kratochvile
na zamku se stroji dnes?
To je hosti na sini

to je prace v kuchyni,
na stolech a na policich
podivného nadini!

Kuchtik:

Mame ti ted’ shanku,

mily stry¢e Vanku,

od vecera do svitani
neustane prace ani!
Pomysli si, pomysli si,
zdas to, stycku, slysel kdysi?
Princ ti nasel v lese

divné stvorenti,

a s nim, podivme se,

snad se ozeni!

Nasel pry ji v lesich tvych,
ve tvych lesich hlubokych.
Ale at’ ji vzal kde vzal,

jé bych se ji stry¢ku bal!
Holka je ti néma,

kapky krve nema,

chodi jako vyjevena!

To by byla ¢ista zena!

Hajny:

Je to pravda vskutku,
co se mluvi vSude?
Muj ty mily smutku,
uz to takhle bude!

At nas Pan Buh chrani,
myslivec jsem stary,
Ze v tom milovani
vézi divné cary!

U nas v lese strasi
§lakovité moci,

lesem divni brasi
chodi o ptnoci.

Je-li v t€le duse slaba,
uhrane ji Jezibaba,

My fairytale, come with me!

Act 2

The Gamekeeper:

Do tell, dear boy,

what else?

What kind of entertainment

is being prepared in the palace today?
So many guests in the banquet hall,
work in the kitchen,

fabulous dishes

on the tables and shelves!

The Pantryboy:

We’re in a rush now,

dear uncle Vanék,

from dawn to dusk,

we never stop working!

Just imagine, uncle,

have you ever heard such a thing?
The Prince found in the forest

a strange creature,

and it seems - can you believe it? -
he might marry it!

They say he found her in your woods,
in your deep forest.

But wherever he got her,

uncle, I’d be scared of her!

The girl is mute

and has not a drop of blood,

She walks about as though stunned!
What a fine wife she’d make!

The Gamekeeper:

Is it really true,

what they’re saying everywhere?
My poor, dear boy,

it seems that it is!

May the Lord God protect us.
As an old huntsman I say

that in this loving

lies strange magic!

My forest is haunted

by sinister powers,

in the forest strange comrades
walk about at midnight.

If the soul in the body is weak,
Jezibaba will hex it,



pode hrazi

tuze snadno

hastrman t&

stdhne na dno!

A kdo vidi lesni Zinky
bez kosilky, bez sukynky,
omami ho lasky chtic.
Pan Biih s nami

a zI¢ pry¢!

Kuchtik:

Stry¢ku, ja se bojim!

Hajny:

Inu, neni div!

Pan Bth hiichtim tvojim
budiz miostiv!

Kuchtik:

Nas princ vzdy tak Svarny byl,

kterak se ted’ proménil!
Neni, jako byval, neni,
bloudi jako omamen,
stara Hata na modlent,
dava za néj den co den.
A pan faréf, jak to slySel,
varovati prince piisel.
Ale princ, ne a ne,

holka pry tu ziistane!

Hajny:

Proto jsou tu hosté jiz!
Proto se tak prazdni spiz!
Proto jsem honem vlek’
plno zvéte na zamek!

Kuchtik:

Nastesti, jak zda se,
nemélo to byt,

vSechno muze zase

jina pokazit!

Stard Hata vypravi,

jak pry je princ vrtkavy,
uz pry jeho laska mizi,
jinou pry zas v mysli ma,
po jakési knézné cizi,
hazi pry uz o¢ima.

beneath the banks of the lake

it can easily happen,

the water gnome will drag you

to the bottom!

And whoever sees the wood nymphs,
without blouse, without skirt,

will be dazed by a craving for love.
The Lord God be with us,

and away with evil!

The Pantryboy:

Uncle, I’m afraid!

The Gamekeeper:

Well, it’s no wonder.
May the Lord God have mercy
on your sinful soul!

The Pantryboy:

Our prince was always so handsome,
how he’s changed now!

He’s not as he was, no,

he wanders about as in a trance,

the old woman Hata has prayers

said for him every day.

And when the priest heard about it

he came to warn the prince.

But the prince would hear none of it —
the girl is to stay!

The Gamekeeper:

That’s why the guests are here!

That’s why everything’s being taken from the cupboards!

That’s why I hurried to bring
lots of game to the palace!

The Pantryboy:

Luckily it seems

it wasn’t meant to be:

another woman

may spoil everything!

Old Hata tells

how the prince is fickle.

She says his love is already fading,

that he has another woman on his mind,
that some foreign princess

has now caught his eye!



Hajny:

Pabuh dej, panbuth dej,

ve zdravi ho zachove;j!

Ja byt princem, bez okolk
vyhnal bych tu cizi holku,
nez mne v peklo zamota,
at’ se klidi zebrota!

Kuchtik:

Hu! Tam si vede princ tu obludu!

Hajny:

Ja na ni také ¢ekat nebudu!

Princ:

Jiz tyden dlis mi po boku,

jak z baje zjev dli§ pfede mnou,
a marné v o¢ich hluboku

tvou bytost hledam tajemnou!
Ma snatek dat mi teprve,

co laska davno chtéla,

by rozhotela jsi do krve

a byla zenou mou zcela?

Proc¢ chladi tvoje objeti,

vzplat vasni pro¢ se boji?

Proc¢ uzkosti jen zachvéti

mam v naruci se tvoji?

A marn¢ dusim smutny cit,

z naruce tvé se nelze vyprostit,

byt stokrat byla jsi chladna, nesm¢la,

mit musim tebe docela!

Cizi knéZna:

Ne, neni to laska, hnévivy je to cit,
ze jina dli, kde ja jsem chtéla byt,
a ze jsem jeho miti neméla,

at’ Stesti obou zhyne docela!

Zda na chvili princ vzpomene si ptec,

ze hostitelem tézZ je milenec?

Ma4 na to S§tésti, jimz vas blazi svét,

téz cizi host jen némé pohlizet?

Princ:

Ach, vycitka to véru v¢asna,

The Gamekeeper:

Oh Lord God, may it be so.

Preserve him in good health!

If I were the prince, without ado

I’d chase out that strange girl,

before she entangles me in hell.

Let that good-for-nothing get out of here!

The Pantryboy:

Ugh, here comes the prince leading that creature!

The Gamekeeper:

And I’'m not going to wait for her!

The Prince:

For a week already I have you by my side,
I see you before me like a vision from a fable,
and vainly in your deep eyes

I seek your mysterious being.

Am I to find only in marriage

what love has long craved?

That your ardour might be ignited

and you might be my woman completely?
Why does your embrace chill me,

why is it afraid of passion?

Why is a pang of anxiety all

that I feel in your arms?

And vainly I suppress a feeling of sadness;
from your arms there’s no escape.
However cool you are, and timid,

I must have you, possess you completely!

The Foreign Princess:

No, it’s not love, it’s a feeling of rage,

that another dwells where I wanted to be,

and that I was not destined to have him.

Let happiness die completely for both of them!
Will the prince remember for a moment, after all,
that the lover is also a host?

This happiness the world bestows on you:

should a guest only gaze on it silently?

The Prince:

Oh, a truly timely reproach,



a s vasich rtikd rad ji snasim,
i zenich véru, knézno krasna,
je predevsim jen sluhou vasim!

Cizi knéZna:

A vase laska, citti vasich pani,
vas nepokara za to slovem ani?
Ci v pohledu svém tolik néhy ma,
ze mluvi s vami pouze o¢ima?

Princ:

Lec o¢i jeji fici zapomnély,

ze hostitel se nepozornym stal.
Necht’ nahradi ted’ rychle, svolite-li,
co roztrzit jen chvili zanedbal.

Nac¢ rozpaky tvoje,

a proc se tolik chvéjes?

V svou komnatu pospés

a stroj se k plesu jiz!

Cizi knéZna:

0, vystrojte se v Saty piebohaté,
mam dvornost jeho,
vy vSak srdce mate!

Vodnik:

Béda! Béda!

Uboha Rusalko bleda,

v nadheru svéta zakleta!
Béda!

Cely svét neda ti, neda,

vodni ¢im fiSe rozkvéta!
Stokrat bys byla ¢lovékem,
ve jhu jsi spjata odvékém.
Byt mél té ¢lovek stokrat rad,
navzdy ho nemtizes upoutat!
Uboha Rusalko bleda,

zajata v kouzlo lidskych pout!
Voda tva vSude té hleda,
nadarmo chce t& obejmout!
Az se zas vratis k druzkdm svym,
budes jen zivlem smrticim,
vratis se zitim uvadla,
prokleti zivli jsi propadla!
Uboha Rusalko bleda,

v nadheru svéta zakleta!

Sbor:

and from your dear lips I bear it gladly!
Even the bridegroom, lovely princess,
is above all only your servant!

The Foreign Princess:

And your beautiful bride, mistress of your emotions,
has not a word of reprimand for you?

Or has she so much tenderness in her gaze

that she speaks to you only with her eyes?

The Prince:

But her eyes forgot to say

that the host has become negligent.

Let him now quickly compensate, if you allow,
for his absent-minded, momentary neglect.
Why your anxiety?

And why do you tremble so?

Hasten to your chamber

and dress for the ball!

The Foreign Princess:

Oh, don a fabulous gown!
I have his courtesy,
but you have his heart.

The Watersprite:

Alas! Alas!

Oh poor, pale Rusalka,

sent by a spell into the dazzling world!
Alas!

The whole world will not give you

what blooms in the realm of water!

You could be a human a hundred times,
but you’re bound to the ancient yoke.

A human could love you a hundred times,
but you can’t bind him forever!

Oh poor, pale Rusalka,

captured by the magic of human fetters!
Your water seeks you everywhere,

in vain wanting to embrace you!

When you return to your sisters

you’ll be only an element that brings death.
You’ll return faded by living;

you’ve fallen victim to the curse of the elements.
Poor, pale Rusalka,

sent by a spell into the dazzling world!

Chorus:



Kvétiny bilé po cestg,

po cesté vSude kvetly,
hoch jel a jel k své nevésté
a den se smal tak svétly.
Nemeskej, hochu, k milé sp¢s,
dorostes zahy v muze,
zpatky az tudy pojedes,
pokvetou rudé ruze.
Kvétiny bilé nejdiive,
upalem slunce zasly,

ale ty riize ohnivé,
svatebni loze krasli!

Vodnik:

Uboha Rusalko bleda,

v nadheru svéta zakleta!
Béda!

Na vodach bily leknin sni,
smutnym ti druhem bude,
pro tvoje loze svatebni,
nekvetou rize rudé!

Rusalko, znas mne, znas!

Rusalka:
Vodniku, taticku drahy!
Vodnik:

Proto jsem pfisel v zamek vas,
bych ziel t& truchlit tak zahy?

Rusalka:

Taticku, vodnicku, spas mne,
uzkost mne pojala hrozna!
Béda, ze chtéla jsem zradit vas,
béda, kdo ¢lovéka pozna!
Béda! Béda!

Jina jej krasou jala vraz,
divokou lidskou krasou,

a mne uZ nezna zas,

Rusalku prostovlasou.

Vodnik:

On ze t¢ zavrh’, jenZ mél t¢€ rad?
Musis ted’, musis vytrvat!

White flowers along the way,

all along the way they bloomed.

A lad rode and rode to see his bride
and the day smiled so brightly.
Don’t tarry, lad, hasten to your beloved.
Soon you’ll grow up to be a man.
When you come back this way

the blooms will be red roses.

The white flowers were first

to wilt in the hot sun.

But these fiery roses

adorn the wedding bed.

The Watersprite:

Poor, pale Rusalka,

sent by a spell into the dazzling world!
Alas!

On the waters a white water lily dreams;
it will be your sad companion.

For your wedding bed

no red roses bloom!

Rusalka, do you recognize me, do you?

Rusalka:
Vodnik, daddy dear!
The Watersprite:

Have I come to your palace
to see you grieving so soon?

Rusalka:

Daddy, Vodnik, save me, save me;

horrible anxiety has seized me!

Oh, that I wanted to betray you all!

Wretched is the one who knows humans!

Alas! Alas!

Another woman’s beauty ensnared him at once:
wild, human beauty.

As for me, he no longer knows me,

Rusalka with her flowing hair!

The Watersprite:

What, he rejected you? The one who loved you?
You must now persevere!



Rusalka:

O marno, 6 marno to je,

a prazdnota je v srdci mém,

jsou marny vSechny vdéky moje,
kdyz zpola jsem jen ¢lovékem!
O marno to je, mne uz nezna zas,
Rusalku prostovlasou.

Ji hoti v o¢ich vasné sila,

té lidské vasné prokleté!

Mne voda chladna porodila

a nemam, nemam vasne té!
Prokleta vami, pro n¢j ztracena,
odveékych zivla hlucha ozvéna.
Zenou ni vilou nemohu byt,
nemohu zemfit, nemohu zit!
Nemohu zemfit, nemohu Zit!

Vidis je, vidis? Jsou tu zas!
Taticku, spas mne, spas!

Cizi knéZna:

Vam v o¢ich divny zar se zraci
a nasloucham vam zmamena.
Jste stale vrelejsi a sladsi,

0, princi, co to znamena?

Kam prchla vase vyvolena,

ta bez feci a beze jména,

kam prchla, aby vidéla,

Ze princ je zménén docela?

Princ:

Kam prchla? Mily Biih to vi!

Le¢ zménou mou jste sama vinna.

A letni noc to nepovi,

ze zajala mne kouzla jina!

O nazvete to rozmarem,

ze miloval jsem jinou chvili,
a bud’te zhavym pozarem,
kde dosud luny svit plal bily!

Cizi knéZna:

Az pozar mij vas popali,

a vSechny vase vasné zdési,
az odejdu vam do dali,

co s leskem luny pocnete si?
Az obejmou vas lokty slicné
té némé krasky nameésicné,
¢im k vasni hr'at se budete?
O skoda, $koda vasné té!

Rusalka:

Oh, it’s futile, it’s futile,

and my heart is empty.

Futile are all my charms,

when I’m only half human!

Oh, it’s futile, he know longer knows me,
Rusalka with her flowing hair.

Her eyes blaze with the force of passion,
that accursed human passion!

Whereas I am born of cool water,

and lack that passion!

Accursed by all of you, for him lost,

a faint echo of the ancient elements!
Neither woman nor fairy can I be;

I cannot die, and cannot live!

I cannot die, and cannot live!

Do you see them, do you? They’re here again!
Daddy, save me, save me!

The Foreign Princess:

I see a strange glow in your eyes

and listen to you dumbfounded.

You’re ever more ardent and sweet!

Oh prince, what does this mean?

Where has your chosen one fled?

The one without speech and without name?
Where has she fled? She should see

that the prince has changed completely!

The Prince:

Where has she gone? Dear God knows!
But this change is your own fault!

And the summer night won’t tell

that a different has captured me!

Oh, call it a whim

that I loved another for a while.

And be a blazing fire,

where till now burned the white light of the moon!

The Foreign Princess:

When my fire has seared you

and horrified all your passions,

when I leave you and travel far away,

what will you do with the lustre of the moon?
When you are embraced by the lovely arms
of that mute, somnambulant beauty,

what will warm you to passion?

What a waste of that passion!



Princ:

A kdyby cely svét

chtél klnout moji touze,
vy jste ten zhavy kvét,
byt kvetl chvili pouze!
Ted’ teprve to vim,

¢im mielo moje télo,
kdyz lasky tajemstvim
se uzdraviti chtélo!

Co z lasky oné zbude,
jiz v osidla jsem pad’?
Rad strham vSechny svazky,
bych vas mohl milovat!

Cizi knéZna:
O teprve ted’ poznavam,
ze namluvy mi nahle kynou,

pan Zenich, zda se, nevi sam,
zda namlouva si mne, ¢i jinou!

Princ:

Mrazi mne tvoje ramena,
bila ty kraso studena!
Vodnik:

V jinou spés naruc, spes,
objeti jejimu neujdes!
Princ:

Z objeti moci tajemné,
spaste mne!

Cizi knéZna:

V hlubinu pekla bezejmennou,
pospéste za svou vyvolenou!

Act 3

Rusalka:

Necitelna vodni moci,
stahlas mne zas v hlubinu,

The Prince:

And if the whole world

should condemn my longing,

you are the glowing blossom,

even if it bloomed for a moment only!
Only now do I realize

why my body was languishing,
when in the mystery of love

it sought a cure!

What will remain of that love

in whose snares I became entangled?
Il gladly throw off all bonds

to be able to love you!

The Foreign Princess:
Oh, only now do I realize
that courting suddenly beckons to me.

The groom, it seems, does not himself know
whether he’s wooing me or another!

The Prince:

Your shoulders freeze me,

you white beauty, white and cold!
The Watersprite:

Rush into the arms of another, rush, rush.
From the embrace of this one you’ll never escape!

The Prince:

From the embrace of a mysterious power
save me!

The Foreign Princess:

Into the nameless abyss of hell
hurry after your chosen one!

Act 3

Rusalka:

Oh insensitive watery power,
you’ve dragged me back down into the deep.



pro¢ v tom chladu bez pomoci
nezhynu? Pro¢ nezhynu?

Mladosti své pozbavena,

bez radosti sester svych,

pro svou lasku odsouzena
tesknim v proudech studenych.
Ztrativsi svij puvab sladky,
milackem svym prokleta,
marn¢ touzim k sestram zpatky,
marng touzim do svéta.

Kde jste, kouzla letnich noci
nad kalichy lekninti?

Pro¢ v tom chladu bez pomoci
nezhynu? Pro¢ nezhynu?

Jezibaba:

Aj aj, uz jsi se navratila?

No tos tam dlouho nepobyla!
A jak mas bledé tvaticky

a jak tu truchli§ o samoté!
Coz nechutnaly hubicky

a lidské loze nehtalo t&?

Rusalka:

Ach béda, tetko rozmila,

vSe zradilo mne, vSe jsem ztratila!

Jezibaba:

Kratké bylo milovani,

dlouhé bude naftikani,

po hubic¢kach muzskych ust,
nekonecny, véény pist!

Clovek je &lovek, zivla vyvrhel,
z kotenll zemé& davno vyvracen,

béda, kdo jeho lasku poznat chtél,

jeho kdo zradou je ted zatracen!

Rusalka:

Tetko moudra, tetko, rci,
neni mi, neni pomoci?

Jezibaba:

Milacek t€ zavrh’,
prestal t¢ mit rad,
a ted’ Jezibaba
ma zas pomahat?

Why in this chill, hopeless,
don’t I perish, oh, why don’t I perish?

Deprived of my youth,

without the joy of my sisters,
condemned for my love,

I pine in the cold currents.

Having lost my sweet charm,

cursed by my beloved

in vain I long to return to my sisters,
in vain I long for the world.

Where are you, magic of summer nights,
over the chalices of water lilies?

Why in this chill, helpless,

don’t I perish, oh, why don’t I perish?

JezZibaba:

What, what? You’re back already?
Well, you didn’t stay there long!

And what pale cheeks you have,

and how you’re grieving here all alone!
What, were the kisses not to your taste,
and didn’t a human bed warm you?

Rusalka:

Oh, alas, dear auntie,
everything betrayed me, everything is lost!

Jezibaba:

Short was the loving,

long will be the moaning,
after kisses from a man’s lips
endless, eternal fasting!

Humans are humans, cast out by the elements,

long ago torn from the roots of the earth.

Wretched the one who wanted to know human love,
the one whom human betrayal has now damned!

Rusalka:

My wise auntie, tell me auntie,
is there no hope for me?

JezZibaba:

Your sweetheart rejected you,
stopped loving you,

and now Jezibaba

is to help you again?



Po zéletech svétskych,
dcerko rozmila,

bys ted’ k sestram rada se zas vratila?
Inu, mam j4 radu,

dobrou radu mam,

ale poslechnes-li,

vi to rarach sam!

Lidskou krvi

musis§ smyti zivla prokleti
za lasku, jiz chtélas miti

v lidském objeti.

Budes zas, ¢ims byla prve,
nez té zklamal svét,

ale horkem lidské krve

1ze jen ozdravét.

Opusti t€ vSechna muka,
budes $t'astna hned,
zahubi-li tvoje ruka toho,
jenz t& oklamal, toho,
jenz t& sved”!

Rusalka:

Jezibabo, béda, co to chce§?

Jezibaba:

Ten vezmi ndz a slib,
ze poslechnes!

Rusalka:

Jde z tebe hriiza; nech mne nech!
Chci vé&¢né trpét v tizkostech,
chci vé¢né citit kletbu svou,
svou celou lasku zhrzenou,

svou beznadéj chcei vSechnu zfit,
le¢ on musi §t'asten byt!

Jezibaba:

V lidsky zivot potmé&sily
touha tva té vabila,

a ted’ nemas tolik sily,

bys krev lidskou prolila?
Cloveék je ¢lovékem teprve,
v cizi krev ruku kdy?z stopil,
zbrocen kdyz vasni do krve,
blizniho krvi se opil.

A ty Zes chtéla ¢lovekem byt
a ¢loveéka vasni omamit?
Prazdna ty vodni bublinecko,
mési¢ni bleda zahalecko,

After worldly adventures,

dear girl,

you’d now like to return to your sisters?
Well, I do have advice,

good advice I have,

but whether you’ll listen,

the devil himself knows!

With human blood you must wash away
the curse of the elements

for the love you wanted to have

in a man’s embrace.

You’ll be again what you were before,
before the world deceived you,

but only the heat of human blood

can cure you.

Freed of all torments,

you’ll be happy at once,

if your hand kills

the one who deceived you,

seduced you!

Rusalka:

Jezibaba, alas, what are you saying?

Jezibaba:

Take this knife and promise
you’ll obey!

Rusalka:

You horrify me; let me be, let me be!
I want to suffer eternally in anguish,
to feel forever my curse,

my whole rejected love.

I want to see all my hopelessness,
but he, he must be happy!

Jezibaba:

To the human life of deceit

your longing enticed you

and now you haven’t the strength

to spill human blood?

Humans are not humans until

they’ve wet their hands in another’s blood,
when, incited by passion, they have become drunk
on the blood of a neighbour!

And you wanted to be a human

and intoxicate a man with passion?

You empty little water bubble,

you moonlit, pale good-for-nothing,



jdi, trp si z vékt do véka
a seschni touhou
po svém ¢loveku!

Rusalka:

Vyrvana zivotu v hlubokou samotu,
bez druzek, bez sester mam se brat.

Mila¢ku vim, to vim,
nikdy vic t€ nespatfim,
6 béda nastokrat!

Sbor rusalek:

Odesla jsi do svéta,

uprchla jsi na§im hram,
sestiicko ty prokleta,
nesestupuj k nam!

V nase tance nesmi sem,
koho ¢lovek objal jiz,
rozprchnem se, rozprchnem,
jak se priblizis!

Z tvého smutku vane strach
v radostny nas hravy rej,

s bludickami v bazinach

za noci si hrej!

Lakej lidi svitem svym,

na rozcestich tékej ted’,
svétylkem svym modravym
do hrobu jim svét'!

Na hrobech a rozcestich
jinych sester najdes rej,

v reje vodnich sester svych
uz se nevrace;j!

Hajny:

Ze se bojis? Tresky, plesky,
vSak tu jini byvavali!
Zaklepej a povéz hezky,

co ti doma prikazali:

princ Ze nosi tézkou dumu,
Ze se poplet na rozumu,
jakas pekla stvira klata,

ze k nam prisla do hradu

a ze prosi stard Hata
Jezibabu o radu!

Kuchtik:

Mné uz chromne noha,
vI¢i mlhu mam,
pro zivého Boha,

go, suffer for ever and ever
and shrivel up with longing
for your human!

Rusalka:

Torn from life into deep solitude,

without companions, without sisters I’m to live.
Oh my love, I know, I know,

I’ll never see you.

Oh, woe is me a hundred times!

The Nymphs:

You went away into the world,

fled from our fun and games,

you sister accursed,

don’t come to us!

Our dances are off bounds

to one whom a human has embraced,

we’ll run away, run away

if you come near!

Your sadness wafts fear

into our happy playing,

with will o’ the wisps in marshes

in the night you should play!

Lure people with your glow,

at forks in paths you should move about now,
with your little blue light

enticing them to the grave!

On graves and forks in paths

you’ll find the dancing and playing of other sisters,
to the games of your watery sisters

don’t return!

The Gamekeeper:

Scared, you say? Chatter, babble!
After all, others have been here!
Knock and say nicely,

what they told you at home to say:
that the prince is tormented,

that he’s lost his wits,

that some accursed creature from hell
came to our castle,

and that the old woman Hata begs
Jezibaba for advice!

The Pantryboy:
My legs are paralyzed,

I can’t see clearly.
For the living God,



stry¢ku, jdi tam sam!

Hajny:

Kolikrat jsem tudy Sel,
temno leckdy byvalo jiz,
tys mi Cisty strapytel,
7e se staré babky bojis!

Kuchtik:

Ondy, kdyz jsi u nas byl,
sams mne, strycku, postrasil,
nediv se ted’, mily brachu,
ze mam v lese plno strachu!

Hajny:

Redi sem, fedi tam,

to tak n€kdy pridavam.
Ale ted’ honem hled’
vyzveédéti odpoved’!
Vzmuz se, hej, zaklepej,
na radu se babky ptej!

Kuchtik:

Ja bych jisté breptal,
jakou uzkost mam,
abys tedy zeptal

se ji na to sam!

Hajny:

Styd€l bych se stydél,

byt ja otcem tvym!

Ale abys vidél,

ze se nebojim!

Jezibabo, Jezibabo! Hola, hola!

Jezibaba:

Kdo to hluc¢i? Kdo to vola?

Hajny:

Stara Hata k tobé¢ posila,
abys, Jezibabo, radila!

uncle, go there yourself!

Gamekeeper:

How many times I've passed this way;
sometimes it was already dark.

You're a real scaredy cat,

that you're afraid of an old woman!

The Pantryboy:

Once when you were visiting us,
you yourself, uncle, frightened me,
so don't be surprised, dear comrade,
that in the forest I'm filled with fear!

Gamekeeper:

Jabber, jabber,
sometimes I spice it up.
But now quickly try

to get an answer!

Be a man, hey, knock,
ask the hag for advice!

The Pantryboy:

I’d surely jabber,
I’m so scared.
You’d better ask her
about it yourself!

The Gamekeeper:

Ashamed I’d be, ashamed,

if I were your father!

But just so you can see

I’m not afraid!

Jezibaba, Jezibaba! Hello, hello!

JezZibaba:

Who’s making that noise? Who’s calling?

The Gamekeeper:

Old Hata is sending us,
Jezibaba, for your advice!



Jezibaba:

Za tu radu, za rozumu $petku,
tohle vyzle posila mi k snédku?
Jen co vykrmi se chudinka,
bude z ného pékna pecinka!

Kuchtik:

Pust’ mne z téchto mist!
Strycku, ona mne chce snist!

Jezibaba:

Ha, ha, i ty maly zmetku,

hloupé stvoteni,

to bych méla k snédku,

Cistou peceni!

Pro peklo at’ roste proklety rod vas!
A ted’ honem povéz,

co mi fici mas.

Kuchtik:

Nas princ tézce stuné, prevelice,
uhranula srdce jeho

jakas kouzelnice.

Ptived’ si ji na hrad, vSe ji dal,
jako vlastni zivot sam ji miloval.
Jeho zenou byla by se stala,

ale krasna kouzelnice svatby nedockala.

Prince kdyz uz zmatla docela,
nevérna ta kouzelnice zmizela.
Cely hrad je kouzlem
zmamen podnes,

d’abel sam tu kouzelnici

do pekla si odnes”!

Vodnik:

Kdo ze ji odnes” ?

Koho Ze zradila?

Prokleté plémé,

jez vas sem posila!

Tvorové bidni!

On sam ji zradil,

uvrh’ ji v prokleti!

Hajny:

Hastrman!

Kuchtik:

Jezibaba:

In exchange for that advice, for a pinch of wisdom,
she’s sending me this puny boy to munch on?

As soon as we fatten him up, the pitiful thing,

he’s make a nice little roast!

The Pantryboy:

Let me go, let me get out of here!
Uncle, she wants to eat me!

Jezibaba:

Ha, ha, you little runt,

stupid creature.

You’d make a fine roast

to eat!

May your accursed race grow ripe for hell!
And now say quickly

what you’re supposed to tell me!

The Pantryboy:

Our prince is very, very ill,

his heart bewitched

by some sort of enchantress.

He brought her to the castle, gave her everything,
loved her like his very own life.

She would have become his wife,

but the lovely enchantress didn't stay for the wedding.
When she had him thoroughly confounded,
that unfaithful enchantress vanished.

The whole castle is in a magical

stupor to this day.

The devil himself took that enchantress
and carried her off to hell!

The Watersprite:

Who do you say carried her off?

Whom do you say she betrayed?

Accursed the breed

that sends you here!

Wretched creatures!

He himself betrayed her,

cast her into damnation!

The Gamekeeper:

The water gnome!

The Pantryboy:



Strycku! Proboha, strycku!

Vodnik:

Pomstim se, pomstim,
kam #i§ ma dosaha!

Jezibaba:
Ha, ha, ha, ha!
1. lesni zinka:

Mam, zlaté vlasky mam,
svatojanské musky slétaji se k nim,
ruka moje bila vlasky rozpustila,
mesicek je ¢ese svitem stiibrnym.
Mam, mam, zlaté vlasky mam!

2. lesni zinka:

Mam, bilé nozky mam,

probéhla jsem palouk celicky,
probéhla jsem bosa,

umyla je rosa,

mesicek je obul v zlaté strevicky!

3. lesni zinka:

Mam, krasné tilko mam,

na palouku v noci

sviti jeho vdék.

Kudy bézim, v§udy moje bilé udy
do stiibra a zlata Sati mésicek!

Lesni zinky:

Dokola, sestfi¢ky, dokola,
v lehounky noc¢ni vanek,
za chvili z rakosi zavola
zeleny hastrmanek.

UZ tu je, uz tu je,

uz si site€ spravuje,

uz tu je, uz!
Hastrmanku, heja hej,
honem si nés nachytej!
Kterou chyti§, muzicku,
da ti péknou hubicku.
Ale Zena, hastrmanku,
ha, ha, ha, hastrmanku,
za usi ti vytaha.
Hastrmanku, heja hej,
honem si nas nachyte;!

Uncle, for God’s sake, uncle!

The Watersprite:

I’1l take my revenge, I will,
wherever my realm extends!
Jezibaba:

Ha, ha, ha, ha!

The 1st wood nymph:

I have golden tresses, yes I do.

The fireflies fly down to them.
My white hand has let my tresses down.

The moon is combing them with its silvery light.

I have golden tresses, yes I do!
The 2nd wood nymph:

I have white feet, yes I do.

I ran through the whole meadow.

I ran barefoot

and the dew washed them.

The moon shod them in golden slippers!

The 3rd wood nymph:

I have a lovely little body, yes, I do,

and on the meadow at night

it shines with its charm.

Wherever I run, my white limbs

are clothed in silver and gold by the moon.

The wood nymphs:

Let’s dance, sisters, let’s dance
into the gentle night breeze!

In a moment from the reeds we’ll hear calling
the green water gnome!

Here he is, here he is,
mending his nets,

here he is!

Vodnik, come on, hey,

quickly catch us!

The one you catch, dear man,
will give you a nice kiss.

But your wife,

ha, ha, ha, Vodnik,

will pull your ears!

Vodnik, come on, hey,

quickly catch us!



Vodnik:

Nelaskujte plase,

déti zlatovlasé,

rodna voda nase

lidskym rmutem zkalila se.

Lesni zinky:

CoZe nam rusi vesely rej?
povidej, muzicku, povidej!

Vodnik:

Hluboko na dné sténa
sestrami zavrzena
uboha Rusalka bleda!
Béda, 6 béda!

1. lesni zinka:

Citim slzu ve zraku,
chlad mne nahle oval.

2. lesni zinka:

Do $edivych oblakt
mésicek se schoval.

3. lesni zinka:

Tma se tiskne v skrané mé,
sestry, sestry, prchnéme!

Princ:

Bila moje lani!

Pohadko! Némy prelude!

Mému nafikani, spéchu bez ustani
konec uz nikdy nebude?

Ode dne ke dni touhou §tvan
hledam t& v lesich udychan,
noc-li se blizi, tusim t€ v ni,
chytam t€ v mlze mésicni,

hledam té Siré po zemi.

Pohadko, vrat’ se mi!

Tady to bylo,

mluvte, némé lesy!

Vidino sladka, milenko m4, kde jsi?
Bila moje lani! Kde jsi?

Pti vSem co v mrtvé srdci mam,
nebe i zemi zaklinam,

The Watersprite:

Don’t tease me coyly,
golden-haired children.

Our native waters

have clouded with human grief.

The wood nymphs:

What’s spoiling our merry games?
Tell us, dear man, tell us!

The Watersprite:

Deep on the bottom is moaning,
rejected by her sisters,

poor, pale Rusalka!

Oh, alas!

The 1st wood nymph:

I feel a tear in my eye;
a chill has suddenly blown on me.

The 2nd wood nymph:

In gray clouds
the moon has hidden.

The 3rd wood nymph:

Darkness is pressing into me.
Sisters, let’s flee!

The Prince:

My white doe!

My fairy tale! My mute vision!

Will my lamenting, my constant rush
never end?

From day to day driven by longing,

I seek you, panting, in the woods.

If night approaches, I sense you in it,

I grasp at you in the moonlit mist,

I seek you all over the earth!

My fairy tale, come back to me!

This is the place,

speak, silent woods!

Sweet vision, my love, where are you?
My white doe! Where are you?

By everything I have in my dead heart,
I invoke both heaven and earth,



zaklinam Boha i bésy,
ozvi se, ozvi, kde jsi?
Milenko ma!

Rusalka:

Milacku, znas mne, znas?
Milacku, jesté vzpominas?

Princ:

Mrtva-lis davno, zni¢ mne vraz,
ziva-lis jesté, spas mne, spas!
Rusalka:

Ziva ni mrtva, zena ni vila,
prokleta bloudim matohou,

marn¢ jsem chvili v loktech tvych snila

ubohou lasku, lasku svou.
Milenkou tvoji kdysi jsem byla,
ale ted’ jsem jen smrti tvou!

Princ:

Bez tebe nikde nelze zit,
mize§ mi, mize$ odpustit?

Rusalka:

Proc¢ volal jsi mne v naruc¢ svou,
pro¢ Usta tvoje lhala?

Ted mé&sicni jsem vidinou,

v tva muka neskonald!

Ted tebe $alim v no¢nich tmach,
je zneuctén muj klin

a s bludi¢kami na vodach

té svedu do hlubin.

Proc¢ volal jsi mne v naruc svou,
proc usta tvoje lhala?

Tys hledal vasen, vim to, vim,

tys hledal vasen, jiz ja jsem neméla,

a ted-li t€ polibim,
jsi ztracen, jsi ztracen docela.

Princ:

Libej mne, libej, mir mi ptej,
nechci se vratit ve svéta rej,
do smrti tfeba mne ulibe;j!

I invoke both God and the demons!
Show yourself! Where are you,
my love?

Rusalka:

My love, do you recognize me, do you?
My love, do you still remember?

The Prince:

If you’re long since dead, destroy me at once!
If still alive, save me, save me!

Rusalka:

Neither alive nor dead, neither women nor nymph,
accursed, I wander as a phantom.

In vain, for a moment in your arms

I dreamed of my pitiful love.

Your lover I was,

but now I’'m only your death!

The Prince:

Without you life is not possible anywhere!
Can you forgive me?

Rusalka:

Why did you call me into your arms?
Why did your lips lie?

Now I’m a moonlit apparition

for your eternal torture!

Now I deceive you in the dark of night;
my womanhood is defiled

and with the will-o’-the-wisps on the waters
I entice you into the depths.

Why did you call me into your arms?
Why did your lips lie?

You sought passion, I know, I know,
which I lacked.

And now if I kiss you

you’re lost completely!

The Prince:

Kiss me, give me peace!
I don’t want to return to the merriment of the world!
Keep kissing me till T die!



Rusalka:

A tys mi, hochu myj, tolik dal,
proc jsi mne, hochu mdj, oklamal?
Zda to vis, hochu, zda to vis,

z loktd mych Ze se nevratis,

ze zkazou

to v loktech mych zaplatis.

Princ:

Vsechno chci ti dat,

libej mne, libej tisickrat!
Nechci se vratit, zemru rad,
libej mne, libej, mir mi pfej.
Nechci se vratit, zemru rad,
nemyslim, nemyslim na navrat!

Rusalka:

Laska ma zmrazi vSechen cit,
musim t€, musim zahubit,
musim t¢ v lednou naru¢ vzit!

Princ:

Libej mne, libej, mir mi pte;j!
Polibky tvoje hiich muj posvéti!
Umiram $tasten,

umiram ve tvém objeti!

Vodnik:
Nadarmo v loktech zemfe ti,

marny jsou vSechny obéti,
uboha Rusalko bleda! Béda!

Rusalka:
Za tvou lasku, za tu krasu tvou,
za tvou lidskou vasen nestalou,

za vSecko, ¢im klet jest osud muj,
lidska duse, Bih té pomilu;j!

libretto by Jaroslav Kvapil
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Rusalka:

And you, my lad, gave me so much,
why, my lad, did you deceive me?

Do you know, my lad, do you know?
That from my arms you’ll never return?
That with this annihilation

in my arms you’ll pay for it?

The Prince:

I want to give you everything,

kiss me a thousand times!

I don’t want to return, I’ll gladly die,
kiss me, kiss me, give me peace.

I don’t want to return, I’ll gladly die,
I’ve no thought of returning!

Rusalka:

My love will freeze all your senses!

I must destroy you,

I must take you into my icy embrace!
The Prince:

Kiss me, give me peace!

Your kisses will absolve me of my sin.

I die happy
in your embrace!

The Watersprite:

In vain he’ll die in your arms,
futile are all sacrifices,

Oh poor, pale Rusalka! Alas!

Rusalka:

For your love, for that beauty of yours,
for your inconstant human passion,

for everything by which my fate is cursed,

human soul, God have mercy on you!

libretto by David R. Beveridge
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