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1. obraz: Lensky u mohyly Dmitrije Larina:

Lensky: »,Dmitrij Larin, sluha bozi,
general v zaloze a pan,

tu v miru lezi pochovan...
Kolikrat v naruci jsi meé nes.
Kdo z Zivych o tom uz ted'vi,
jak jsem si hraval od détstvi
s medaili cos mél z Ocakova...
Za Zenu Olgu chtéls mi dat
a rikals”:

Dockal bych se rad...”

Ze litost byla opravdova,

hned nad tim hrobem Lenskij psal
truchlivy, tichy madrigal...

<
Q<

Vyprav

Ves, v niz se Evzen nudil zase
byl kout, kde vladne mir a klid.
Kdo zhléd” se v Cisté, prosté krase,
musel zde Boha velebit.

Pansky diim stal tu v osaméni,
pred vichry kopcem ochranény,
na brehu ricky, za niz dal

se Siry prostor otviral.

Na lukach pésla se tam stada,
bélaly se tam vesnice

uprostred zlaté psenice

a pavucinu stint spradal
obrovsky sad, ted zplanély,

kde dryady driv bydlely.

2. obraz: Lensky a Onégin:

Vypravéc: Za par dnti Evzen nudou silel
uprostred poli, luk a stad,
i rozhodl se z dlouhé chvile,
Ze zavede tu novy rad.
Citil se moudre v osaméni.
Robotu v lehkou davku zménil
a chudas za to ze vsech sil
Boha i osud velebil.
U sousedU vsak klesl v cené.
Jeden moh” z klize vyletét,
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1st tableau: Lensky at the grave of Dmitri Larin:

Lensky:

Narrator:

~Here lies Dmitri Larin, servant of God,
brigadier and lord,

resting here in peace...

How oft you carried me in your arms.
Who alive today still knows

how, in childhood, | played

with your medal from Ochakov...

You wanted me to take Olga as my wife
and said: | hope to see the day...”

Standing over the grave,
for the grief was true, Lensky wrote without delay
a mournful, quiet madrigal...

The village in which Eugene once grew restless
is again a spot where peace and serenity reign.
Any who witnesses its pristine, humble beauty
must surely glorify God.

Here manor stood, solitary,

sheltered by hill from gale,

on the banks of a stream

beyond which open space unfurled.

Herds grazed the fields,

the villages radiated, white,

among the golden wheat,

and spider web shadows were woven

by the sprawling gardens, now gone wild,
where dryads had once dwelled.

2nd tableau: Lensky and Onegin:

Narrator:

Within days Eugene grew mad with tedium

and, surrounded by the fields, meadows, and herds,
decided—in his ennui—

that he will bring new order.

He felt wise in his solitude.

Hard labor turned to light

and, with every fiber of his being,

the poor man praised God and fate.

But amongst his brethren his esteem had fallen.
Some could scarcely tolerate
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ze n€ékdo drze méni svet,
jiny se usmal pobavené,

a napadla je stejna vec:

.Jak nebezpecny ztresténec!”
Onégin nebyl sam v té dob¢
ohniskem pfrisnych pohledd,
kriticky zajem poutal k sobé&

i dal$i z novych sousedd,

Vladimir, pfijmenim pak Lenskij.

Byl to duch primo gottingensky,
v rozkvétu krasy, mladych sil,
psal basné€, velmi Kanta ctil.

AZ z Némecka, z té mlzné dali,
si dovezl svou ucenost,
vznétlivou dusi, zvlastni dost,
touhy, jez pro svobodu plaly,
re¢ nadsenou a sklony k snim

a kadere az k ramendm. ...

A tak se sesli. Proud a kdmen,
verse a proza, led a plamen
snad jsou si vice podobné.
Ten rozdil od prvniho dne

je délil chladem protip6ld,
pak sblizil je, Ze za chvili

na konich druzné jezdili,

a pak uz byli stale spolu.

Tak lidé (ja to nejlip vim)

se z nudy pocti pratelstvim.

Onégin: »---.Nac brat sny blazenému,
jednou to skonéi poznanim,
tak aspon ted ho nezranim.
At veri v svet a lasku k nému.
Odpustme zaru mladych dni
i horecku, i blouznéni.”

3. obraz: Lensky mysli na Olgu:

Lensky: ,Uprostred ticha, klidu, svétla,
které ji daval rodny dim,
a pred oc¢ima rodic¢iim
nevinna konvalinka kvetla,
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Onegin:

the brazen attempt to change the world,
while others smiled, amused,

and thought the very same:

~.How dangerous a lunatic!”
However, Onegin was not then

the sole aim of harsh gazes;

there was another newcomer
drawing disapproving interest:
Vladimir Lensky was his name.

He was a true Gottingen soul,

in the prime of his beauty and youth;
a poet, a devotee of Kant.

Germany, that far-off mist,

was the fountain of his erudition,

the fiery soul, and, quite oddly,
desire that burned for freedom,
dream-prone with a fervent tongue,
with locks falling to his shoulders...

And so they met. River and stone,

verse and prose, fire and ice

are likely less dissimilar.

This disparity, from the first day,

separated them with the coolness of antipoles,
yet then brought them close,

so that soon they rode horseback in camaraderie,
and were together, always.

This is how (and | know this well)

tedium can teach one to honor companionship.

»--Why take dreams from a dreamer?

He will face reality soon enough,

so | will let him at least dream in the moment.
Let him believe in the world and in love.

Let us forgive the passion of youth,

the fever, the delirium.”

3rd tableau: Lensky, thinking of Olga:

Lensky:

~Amidst the quietude, the calm, the light
bestowed by her house of birth,

and, right before her parents’ eyes,

the chaste lily blossomed,
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Onégin:

Lensky:
Onégin:

Lensky:
Onégin:

Lensky:
Onégin:

Lensky:
Onégin:
Lensky:

Onégin:

Lensky:
Onégin:
Lensky:
Onégin:
Lensky:

jiz zatim v travé nenasel

vécny pud motyll a vcel.

Jak jitro vesela vzdy byla,
poslusnd, skromnd, zadny kaz,
jak polibeni lasky mila,

prostéa jak duse basnika.

Ty oCi nebem projasnéné,
ten usmév a ty lokny Inéné,
postava, pohyby i hlas!
Vsenani..."

,Ale prosim vas!

Basnicky neklid neustale?”
,UZ musim, Onégine.”
.BézZ.

Copak té drzim? Kde to ale
vecer co vecer zlstanes?”
,U Larind.”
+A co té nuti?

Vzdyt vécné stejné spocinuti
¢lovéka prece namaha.”

.Mé vibec.”

»1ys mi povahal!

O co, Ze vim, co se tam d¢je:
idyla ruska naprosta
a vzorna péce o hosta,
kdy téma debat zasadn€ je
ta vécné stejna prehlidka
pocasi, Inu a dobytka...”

,V tom prece neni nic tak zlého.”
,Priteli, nuda, jinak nic.”

Vas modni svet! Ja prcham z ného,
kruh rodiny mé tési vic,

kde...”

.Nech si svoje pastorale,
vSak nesm¢ju se tvoji chvale.

Skoda, Ze jdes, na¢ ale smich?
Ty, Lensky, moc rad poznal bych
tvou Phyllidu, kdyzZ je tak skvéla,
cil pro tvé slzy, verse, cit.
Nemohl bys mé predstavit?”

A1y Sprymujes...”

.Pro¢ bych to délal?”

~Moc rad.”

A kdypak?”

~1reba hned.

Prijmou nas radi, mazem~ jet. ”
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Onegin:

Lensky:
Onegin:

Lensky:
Onegin:

Lensky:
Onegin:

Lensky:
Onegin:
Lensky:

Onegin:

Lensky:
Onegin:
Lensky:
Onegin:
Lensky:

a flower that had yet to discover in the grass
the eternal urge of bees and butterflies.

Ever joyful like the dawning of a new day,
obedient, modest, without fault,

sweet as love’s kiss,

guileless as a poet’s soul.

Her eyes, brightened with the heavens,

her smile and her flaxen locks,

her figure, movement, her voice!

Everything about her..."

LAgain?

The poet’s constant restlessness?”

.| must go now, Onegin.”

.Go.

| am not keeping you. But where

are you staying, day in and day out?

,With the Larins.”

~And what keeps you there?

This endless leisure

must surely weary the soul.”

,Not mine.”

~What a disposition!

| can easily surmise what goes on there:

a perfect Russian idyll

with zealous hospitality,

where topics of discussion go no deeper
than the ever same

weather, flax, and cattle...”

Well, | see nothing wrong with that.”
.Boredom, my friend, nothing else.”

»You and your voguish world! That is what | try to escape;
a family circle brings me more joy,

where...”

~You can keep your pastoral ballad,

| am not mocking your worship.

Tis a pity you are leaving, but what of laughter?
You know, Lensky, | would very much like
to meet your Phyllida, if she is so great,

the attention of your tears, verses, sentiment.
Can you introduce us?”

~Surely you jest...”

Why would I?"

.| would love to.”

~Then when?”

~Why not now?

They will receive us with open arms, let us ride.”



4. obraz:

Vypravéc:

U Larina:

A uz je nesou hibety koni.
Jakmile vstoupi do dver,
domaci pani ¢eled honi,

a hosti je, jak nalezi.

Olzina rGzolici krasa
nebyla dana Tatanée
a sveézest, nad niz srdce jasa
nesnesla se ji na skrané.
Nemluvna, teskna, opatrna
a placha jako lesni srna,

v své rodiné uz odmala
jako by cizi byvala.

Lehko se do Delphiny vZije,
ani se prilis nesnazi

do Clarissy ¢i do Julie.

S tou zradnou knihou v podpazi

pak bloudi lesy cela bleda
a nachazi v ni to, co hleda
a ¢im ji srdce pretéka.

Ta zhava touha odvéka

ji cizi stesk a cizi vznéty

tak nuti do milostnych sn(,
Ze vzkaz pro svého hrdinu
si tiSe Septa po paméti....

5. obraz: Cesta domui:

Lensky:
Onégin:
Lensky:

Onégin:

Lensky:

Onégin:
Lensky:

LJak vidim, zivas, Onégine.”
+Zvyk, Lensky.”

.Ne, dnes je to jiné.

Nudi$ se, myslim, silnéji.”
.Koci! Tak pridej Andreji!

Taténa - ktera z nich to byla?”
~1a ml¢enliva, nesméla

jak Svétlana, ta zamusila.

U okna porad sed¢la.

Co rikas Olze?”

,Prijemna je.”

.Je jako bajna vidina!”
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4th tableau: At the Larin house:

Narrator:

And so they depart on horseback.

The moment they set foot in the door,
The matron of the house begins to bustle,
and waits on them, like a proper host.
Olga’s rosy loveliness

was not bestowed upon Tatiana,

and the sweetness that makes a heart rejoice

did not rest upon her brow.

Taciturn, melancholy, cautious,

skittish as a forest doe,

a stranger in her own family

since childhood has she been.

She identifies easily with Delphine
though makes little effort

at Clarissa or Juliette.

With insidious book tucked under arm,
she wanders the forests, pale,

and finds within it what she seeks

and that which overflows her heart.
That age-old burning desire

urges foreign longing and foreign purpose
into ardent dreams

that she softly whispers from memory
a message for her champion ...

5th tableau: Journey home:

Lensky:
Onegin:
Lensky:

Onegin:

Lensky:

Onegin:
Lensky:

.| see that you are yawning, Onegin.”
»A habit, Lensky.”

.No, today it is different.

| think your boredom has grown.”
~,Coachman! Drive faster, Andrei!

Tatiana - which one was she?”
»1he quiet, timid one,

like Svetlana, the somber one
She sat by the window.

What do you think of Olga?”
.She is pleasant.”

»She is a vision of fantasy!”
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Evzen Onégin
Onégin: ,Sladka jak zavarenina...” Onegin: ~Sweet as jam...”
Lensky: ,Odpust, EvZene, ale to je - “ Lensky: .Forgive me, Onegin, but that is -,
Onégin: »Nepfilis lichotive, vim. Onegin: ~Not very flattering, | know.
Vis vsak, Ze ja pocity svoje But you know that | never
nikdy pred tebou netajim. hide my feelings from you.
A kdybych basnik byl, pak, vis... And if | were a poet, then, of course...
Tatany vSiml bych si spis. | would notice Tatiana first.
V Olzinych rysech neni duch Olga’s features bear no soul
a zadny zivot, zadny vzruch. nor life, no excitement.
Upomina mé na Madonu She reminds me of van Dyke's
van Dycka - obla, nudna tvar Madonna - an oval, unexciting countenance
jak bledé hloupé luny zar like the dull, pale glow of the moon
vsazend v hloupém nebesklonu. set in a dull nightfall.
Nu, nemrac se, vzdyt ja vim téz, Well, do not frown, | too know
Ze za to prece nemuzes.” that this is by no fault of yours.”
Vypravéc: Stesk lasky Tatdna ma v patach. Narrator: Love’s desolation is at Tatiana’s heels.
Do sadu prcha zmameng, She flees to the gardens in a daze,
vtom hned se ji zas nechce chvatat, yet immediately wishes not to spur
tak stoji, zira do zemé. so she stands, staring down at the earth.
Prsa se nahle nadouvaji, Her breast suddenly swells,
tvar plane zarem , dech se taji, her face burns hot, her breath catches,
v usich ji zvoni stfeck sném ears ringing with oxfly swarm,
a zrak je jako osInén. her sight as if dazzled.
Nastala noc a bledy mésic Night has fallen, and the pale moon
z oblohy hledi a vse vi gazes down from the heavens, all-knowing,
a slavik zvu¢né napévy the nightingale’s melodies resound,
ve stinu korun loudi kdesi. begging in the shaded treetops.
7. obraz: Tatana a chiiva
Tatana: ,Otevri okno, je tu dusno. Tatiana: »Open the window, it is stifling in here.
Sed' u mé.” Sit with me.”
Chuava: ~Ty mas trapeni?” Nursemaid: .Is something the matter?”
Tatana: »Nejspis mi smutek brani usnout. Tatiana: .1t seems sorrow will not allow me to sleep.
Povidej néco z davnych dni.” Tell me of the bygone days.”
Chava: +Ach Tano, kdyz jsi byla mala, Nursemaid:  ,Oh, Tanya, when you were little,
ja spoustu pribéhu jsem znala; | knew many stories;
jedny se staly, druhé ne, some were true, others were not,
a vSechny byly tajemné. and all were mysterious.
Ted se mi z hlavy vytratily, But they have long since disappeared from my memory
jako by plamen svicky zhas. like the flame of a candle, extinguished.
10




Tatana:

Chuva:

Tatana:
Chuava:

Tatana:

Chuva:

Tatana:

Chuava:
Tatana:

Vypravéc:

12

Nastal mi, Tano, tézky cas.”
~Povidej chlivo, aspon chvili,
jak poznala jsi lvana.

Byla jsi zamilovana?”
»,Copak je tohle za otazku?
Nas vedli prisné odmala.
Nebozka tchyné by mi lasku
kostétem z hlavy vyhnala.”
A odkud tedy vzal se Zenich?”
»Jak bylo bozi poruceni,

tak dohromady dali nas.
Mneé bylo trochu pres tfinact
a Vana, ten byl jesté mladsi.
Dva tydny, moje rozmila,

k ndm starosvatka chodila,
az otec pozehnal. Ja v placi
se nechala vést pred oltar

a pop mi zpival otéenas.

Pak octla jsem se v cizim domé...

Ty ale neposlouchas...”

WVis,

takové teskno prepadlo mé.
Anebo bolest je to spis?
Takové k placi, k narku to je.”
L1y jisté stinés, dité moje!
Cimpak jen ja t& vylécim,
svécenou vodou nebo ¢im?”
,10 neni Zzadné ujimani.

Vi3, ja jsem zamilovana.”
,Dévenko zlata, propana!”

///// !ll

Oprena o stul Tana pise,
EvZen ji stale bliZsi je,

zplna si srdce vylije

a slova nehledaji skryse.

Ted uz je psani dopsano.
,Kdo ho ma dostat, Tatano?”

Evzen Onégin

Tatiana:

Nursemaid:

Tatiana:

Nursemaid:

Tatiana:

Nursemaid:

Tatiana:

Nursemaid:

Tatiana:

Narrator:

| have come on hard times, Tanya.

~Then tell me at least a little

of how you met lvan.

Were you in love?”

~What kind of question is this?

We had a strict upbringing.

My late mother-in-law chased thoughts of love
from my head with a broomstick.

,S0 how did you find your husband?”
+As if by God's will—

they brought us together.

| was scarcely older than thirteen

And Vanya—he was even younger.

For two weeks, my dear,

his mother visited,

until father finally gave his blessing. And |, in tears,
allowed myself to be lead to the altar
and the priest sang to me the Lord’s Prayer.
Then | found myself in a strange house...
But you are not listening...”

LAlas,

a melancholy has overcome me.

Or perhaps it is ache instead?

It compels me to weep, to lament.

~You must have fallen ill, my child!

With what shall | cure you,

holy water, or something else?”

Jtis not anillness.

Alas, | am in love.”

.Heavens, my dear child!”

.1 am. In. Loooooooove!”

Bent over a table, Tanya writes,

Eugene growing ever more dear,

she pours her heart onto the page,

the words spilling forth.

Now she has finished writing.

-To whom shall it be delivered, Tatiana?”

13



8. obraz:

Tatana pisSe dopis:

Tatana:

14

,PiSu vam, a uz jen to samo

je vic, nez do slov mohu dat,

a jako vam i mné je znamo,

Ze smite mnou ted pohrdat.

A prece - snad mi bude préno,
Ze spise s vroucim soucitem

se k mému zalu sklonite.
Nikdy bych nebyla tak sméla

a nemusel by se muj cit

pred vasim soudem hanbou rdit,
kdybych tu nad€ji jen méla,

Ze byste se snad na par chvil
jen obcas u nas zastavil,

zZe slySela bych vase slova

a mohla bych pak noci dnem
premyslet o tom jediném

a Cekat, kdy vas potkam znova.
Venkovska prosta spolecnost
vas ale pry moc nezabavi,

a my, i kdyz nas t&si host,
jsme ovSem malo zajimauvi.
Pro¢ jenom navstivil jste nas?
Vas neznat, nezndm utrpeni.
V zapadlé vsi by bézel ¢as

(nic mocnéjsiho nad né€j nen),

mé sny by jednou v popel zménil.

Hlas touhy by v mém srdci ztich”
a nerval dusi nezkusenou.

Pak stala bych se vérnou zenou
a ctnostnou matkou byla bych.
Ne, nechci s jinym Zivot spojit,
na ného city vyplytvat!

V uradku nebes prece stoji,

Ze z vyssi vale mam byt tva.

Ja cely zivot v sobé nesla
jistotu toho setkani.

Ted vim, Ze Bih mi toho seslal,
kdo do smrti mé ochrani ...

O tobé¢ davno sny mé byly,

tvQj zrak v nich zafil libezné,
tvlj hlas mé nitro rozeznél,
byls neznamy, a prec uz mily...
To nebyl sen, ten nezije!

Evzen Onégin

8th tableau: Tatiana writes a letter:

Tatiana:

.| am writing to you, but even this

is more than words can contain,

and you know, as do |,

that you can but scorn me now.

And yet—perhaps | will find luck

and you will instead respond

with earnest empathy to my despair.

| would never be so bold

and my sentiment would need not

blush with shame in your court of judgment,
if | but had hope

that you could, perhaps,

for a few short moments

visit, from time to time;

| could hear your words

and then, night and day,

Mmuse over it,

and anticipate the next time that | might see you.
However, | hear that modest country life
does not excite you,

and we, though we enjoy having guests,

are, of course, of little interest.

Oh, why did you visit us?

If I had not met you, | would not know suffering.
In this remote village, time would continue to pass
(and what is more powerful than time?),

my dreams would one day turn to ashes.
The voice of longing in my heart would grow silent
and would not rend the inexperienced soul.
Then | would become a faithful wife

and a virtuous mother would be.

No, | do not wish to bind my life to another,
to squander my emotions on him!

For the edict of the heavens avers

that the greater will gives me to you

All my life | have believed

in the certainty of that first encounter.

Now | know that god sent a man

who will protect me with his life...

It was you of whom | had dreamt for so long,
your eyes shone so enchantingly,

your voice resounded throughout my being,
you were unknown, yet already beloved...
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Jen vesel jsi, byl se mnou amen,
ja napul mdloby, naptl plamen,
si v duchu rekla: Tady je!

Jsi andél strazny, vérny pfitel,

a nebo zradny pokusitel?

Tak ucin pritrz pochybam.
Treba se duse marné vzpina,blahové hycka plany klam!
A ville osudu je jina...

Ne, to co ma byt, jen at je!
Osud ti svérim, tvou se stanu.
Upénlivé a slzavé

u tebe prosim o ochranu.
Predstav si, jak tu sama jsem.
Nikdo mé tady nepochopi,

ma mysl smi jen oci sklopit

a hynout v smutku bezhlasém.
Cekam té&. Srdci nadgji

jedinym pohledem dej znova,
anebo vyrkni tvrda slova

a t€zké sny spal radg;i!

Koncim! A bojim se to dist...
Strach a s nim stud mé hrdlo dauvi...
Jste-li vSak vy svou cti si jist,

ja svérim se ji bez obavy...”

9. obraz: Onégin cte dopis:

Onégin:

16

,Proc jenom navstivil jste nas?
Vas neznat, neznam utrpeni.

V zapadlé vsi by bézel ¢as

(nic mocnéjsiho nad néj neni...)"

»Znaval jsem krasky preuchvatné,
chladné a cisté jako mraz,
neuprosné a neuplatné,

jez nepochopi nikdo z nas.

Ja citil jejich pychy osten,

divil se okdzalym ctnostem

a vlibec, hrozil jsem se jich.
Zrovna jsem et jim na ocich

ten napis nad pekelnou branou:
.Zde zanechte vsech nadéji!”

Evzen Onégin

Eugene Onegin

That was no dream, for dreams do not live!

As soon as you entered, | was finished,

half afaint, half aflame,

| told myself: Here he is!

Are you guardian angel, faithful companion,

or treacherous seducer?

So put all doubt to rest.

Perhaps the spirit is lifted in vain,

naively cosseting a false illusion!

And fate’s will has else in store...

No, let what should be happen!

| will relinquish my fate to you, become yours.
Imploringly, tearfully

| beseech you for your protection.

Imagine how desolate | am here.

None here understand me,

| can but cast down my eyes

and perish in soundless despair.

| await you. Give my hope to my heart once again
with just one solitary glance,

or utter harsh words

and let these weighty dreams burn to ashes instead!
| shall write no more! And | am afraid to read my words...
Fear married with embarrassment stifle my breath...
However, if you are sure of your honor

| will surrender mine without fear...”

9th tableau: Onegin reading the letter:

Onegin:

»,Oh why did you visit us?

If I had not met you, | would not know suffering.
In this remote village, time would continue to pass
(and what is more powerful than time?),”

.| have known beauties beyond entrancing,
cool and pure as snow,

unrelenting and incorruptible,

beauties none will ever understand.

| felt the barbs of their vanity,

marveled at their pretentious virtues

and found them disquieting.

| could read in their eyes

the writing on the gates of Hell:

~Abandon all hope!”

17



Désily lidi radéji,

nez daly by jim laskou vzplanout.
Cim ale Tatana je vinna?
Tim, Ze je mile naivni,

ze s lidskou falSi nezacina,
Ze prosta touha hofi v ni,
ze miluje a nepredstira,

Ze v jeji lasce je i vira,

Ze hodla bez vahani jit
tam, kam ji vede jeji cit,

Ze nebe do vinku ji dalo
rozum i vlastni vile dost,
obrazivost i svéhlavost,

i Zar i néhu neskonalou?
Opravdu ji vas prisny soud
nemuze lasku prominout?”

.Dé&j se co dé&j! Ja osud svuijj
dnes do rukou tvych svéruiji ti,
modlim se k tobé. Pri mné stj
mé slzy v dlané tvé se friti..."

10. obraz: Onéginova odpovéd:

Vypravéc: Mezitim duse vSak si styska,
slzy se derou do oci.

Vtom z dalky kopyta...! Pak zblizka...

Do dvora brycka zatodi.

V ni Evzen. Proboha, je tady!
Tatana sinkou do zahrady
prolétne lehce jako stin,
zabofi nohy do kvétin,
probéhne pod starymi stromy,
neodvazi se ohlédnout.

Zivy plot, mastek, chladny proud,
par vetvi bezu jesté zlomi,

nez vtrhne na potocni breh,

a sotva popadajic dech,
usedne... ,BoZze mQj, je tady!
Co si ted mysli, jaka jsem!”
Zas utyrané srdce hladi

ji nad€je svym temnym snem.
Chveéje se, hori, ceka tise.
Najde ji Evzen? Neni slySet.

18
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They would rather daunt

than allow love’s flame ignite.

So where lies Tatiana’s fault?

In her charming naiveté,

that she indulges in the falseness of humankind,
in the pure desire alight inside her,

that she loves, and her sentiment is true,

that there is also faith in her love,

that she is prepared to go, without hesitation,
wherever her passion leads,

that the heavens have endowed her with
enough wisdom and will,

reflectance and willfulness

as well as unmatched fire and tenderness?
Indeed, cannot your severe court of judgment
grant her love?”

~Come what may! Today | will
surrender my fate to your hands,
| pray to you. Stand by me,

my tears spill into your palms...”

10th tableau: Onegin's answer:

Narrator: Meantime, however, the soul pines
tears sting the eyes.
And then—hoofbeats in the distance...! Then closer...!
A carriage turns into the courtyard.
And there sits Eugene. Dear God, he is here!
Tatiana flies into the garden
as light as a shadow,
sinks her feet into the flowers,
darts under ancient trees,
dares not look back.
Hedges, bridge, cool stream,
snapping a pair of elderflower branches,
until she bursts onto the riverbank,
barely catching her breath,
and sits... ,Dear God, he is here!
Oh, what he must think of me now!”
Again hope caresses her tortured heart
with her deepest fantasy.
She trembles, burns, waits silently.
Will Eugene find her? She cannot hear him.

Eugene Onegin
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Onégin:
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Nakonec divka povzdechne si

a zpé€t se vyda radéji.

Za prvnim zakrutem se zdé€si,
kdyz primo pred ni v aleji

kdo zni¢ehonic nevyvstane

jako sam Evzen. Zrak mu plane,
a jako kdyz ji popali,

tak nohy stat ji zstaly.

.Psala jste mi.

To nepoprete. Vzdyt jsem cet”

to davérivé osloveni

a vyznani, v némz fales neni.

M¢ tési vase uprfimnost.

Vsak rozrusila vic nez dost
vzpominky na mé zaslé casy.

To ale neni pochvala.

Bezelstné jste se vyznala,

i ja to povim bez prikrasy.
Uprimné se vam zpovidam,

jaky Ze jsem. Soud necham vam.
Kdybych moh” zit jinak nez dosud,
ze svéta snatkem vydélen,

kdyby mi urcil blahy osud,

ze budu otcem, manzelem,
kdyby mé na jedinou chuvili
rodinné slasti okouzlily,

jen vas bych vyvolil si hned

a po jiné se neohléd”.

Reknu vam - pro ty smutné ¢asykdybych mél najit ideal,
tak jenom vas bych vyhledal,
abyste dodala dnim krasy

a zahanéla bolesti...

Pak moh” bych mluvit o Stésti!
Nejsem vsak stvoren k blazenosti.
To neni srdce mého sen.

Nic nejsou platné vase ctnosti,

ja jsem jich zcela nehoden.
Odpfrisahnu vam (pfri svédomi),
Ze tiha manzelstvi vas zlomi.
Jsem ten, kdo at ma rad jak chce,
si zvykne, a je po lasce.

Jaky zivot méa chudak zena,

kdyz den i ve¢er bez muze

si styska, stale opusténa.

Evzen Onégin

Onegin:

At last, the lass sighs,

and begins winding her way back instead.
Just beyond the first turn, she startles
when, there, before her in the tree lane,
who but appears suddenly

than Eugene himself. His eyes afire,

her legs stop dead

as if they had been seared to the spot.

,You wrote to me.

You cannot deny this. | read

the trusting address

and declaration concealing no duplicity.

| enjoy your honesty.

But it agitated mightily

memories of my bygone days.

This, however, is not praise.

You confessed yourself without guile,

and so | will be truthful as well.

| will confess to you honestly

the kind of man | am. | will leave judgment to you.
If I could live differently than | have until now,
separated from society by marital union,

if | had a more blissful fate,

allowing me to be a father, husband,

if it had, for at least a single moment
enchanted me with familial bliss,

you are the one | would choose,

never to look at another.

| will tell you—if | were, for the hard times

to find my ideal

then you would be the one | seek,

so you could bring beauty to our days

and drive pain away...

Then | could speak of happiness!

But | was not created for bliss,

That is not my heart’s desire.

Your virtues have no purchase,

| am entirely unworthy of them.

| will swear to you (bear witness)

that the burden of marriage will break you.

| am one who, no matter the depth of my love,
will soon grow restless—and that is love’s end.
What life would it be for a poor wife

who awaits her husband, day in and day out,

Eugene Onegin
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Tatana:
Onégin:

Tatana:
Onégin:

11. obraz:

Nic horsiho byt nemuze,

nez kdyz si muz jen vazi zeny.
Pritom se citi ublizeny,

hnéva se, vSe si protivi,

mlci, je chladné Zarlivy.”
.Moznd, snad. Avsak vy jiny jste!”
»Jsem takovy, jsem si tim jist.
Pro tohle psala jste svdj list

tak vzletné€, vasnivé a cCisté?

To osud tak vas nema rad,

Ze mnou by chtél vas potrestat?
Sen mladi s léty v dusi chatra,
mnée z ného nezbylo uz nic...
Citim k vam cistou lasku bratra,
proto snad...”

,UZ nerikejte vic!”

»T1ak uz to chodi, moje mil3,
divka se ze sn vylécila

a zitra sni zas o nékom.

Tak pFece s jarem kazdy strom
si s novym listim zivot chrani.
To samo nebe chtélo snad.
Budete znovu milovat...

jen chce to sebeovladani.

Ja chapu, cenim si vas cit,
druhy v§ak moh” by ublizit.”

Lensky a Onégin:

Vypravéc:

Onégin:

Lensky:

22

Dohasl ohen, uhly zhavé

se potahuji popelem,

jen teplo z krbu dosud plave

v pokoji mirn¢ setmelém.

Kour z dymek tahne do komina
a pohar jiskfivého vina
doposud Sumi na stole.
Soumrak se klade na pole...

~1ak jakpak sousedovic sle¢ny?
Copak je s Olgou, s Tatanou?”

,Kdybys mi dolil byl bych vdé&&ny...

To stadi... VSichni zdravi jsou.
Zdravi t&. Kamarade, skvéla

Evzen Onégin

Eugene Onegin

languishing, forever deserted.
Nothing can be worse
than when a husband but values his wife.
But he in doing so, feels hurt,
is angry, is disgusted at everything,
is silent, coldly jealous.”
Tatiana: .Perhaps, maybe. However, you are different
Onegin: .l am such, of that | am certain.
Is this man the object of your letter,
SO poetic, so passionate, so virtuous?
Does fate detest you so
that it wishes to punish you with me?
With years, the dreams of youth expire within the soul;
there is nothing left of mine...
| feel pure brotherly love for you
perhaps that is why...”
Tatiana: »Say no more!”
Onegin: »This is how it is, my dearest,
a lass is cured of her fantasies
and tomorrow dreams of another.
Is it not how each tree in the spring
preserves its life, with the sprouting of each new leaf?
The heavens themselves surely wish it so.
You will love again...
it only requires strong will.
| understand, value your passion,
| would but cause you suffering.”

11th tableau: Lensky and Onegin:

Narrator: The fire died out, the glowing coals
veiling in ash,
only heat still radiates from the hearth
to the slowly darkening room.
Pipe smoke is drawn into the chimney
and goblets of sparkling wine
still effervesce on the table.
Dusk descends upon the fields...

'll

Onegin: .50 what with the neighbors’ lasses?
How are Olga and Tatiana?”
Lensky: »If you could refill my glass, | would be grateful...

That is enough...They are all in good health.
They send their greetings. Olga
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Onégin:
Lensky:

Onégin:
Lensky:
Onégin:

Lensky:
Onégin:

je Olga! Vzdycky krasna méla
ramena, prsa - tim spis ted!
Nac mluvit, jednou se mnou jed,
Zajels k nim dvakrat, a pak nic.
Co ma jim potom clovék fict?
Ostatné, ted' mas $anci, hochu,
napravit resty navstévou -

na pristi sobotu té zvou.”

MEP”

~Ano, Tatany je zkratka,

tak bude mensi oslava.

Vzkazuji Oljenka i matka,

abys jim kosem nedaval.”
,Bude tam ale spousta lidi,
zmatkd a zvastad, uz to vidim.”
»Ja zase jsem si jist, Ze ne.

Par pribuznych se priZzene.
Pojed, bud pritel!”

,Dobra jedu.”

.Ja védél, Ze mé nezradis.”
.~Zapomnéls vyprazdnit svou ¢i$

'll

12. obraz: Sen Tatany:

Vypravéc:

24

Tatané sen se hlavou Zene.
Jde sama samotinka v ném
po pusté louce zasnézené,
pokryté tesknym oparem.
Jen temny proud se snéhem vali,
jejz mrazy dosud nespoutaly,
a vinky kypi divoce

v zp€néném Sedém potoce.
Dveé tyce spojené jen ledem,
nejista lavka z kusu kry,

jez nebudi moc ddveéry,

jen ta tu na druhy breh vede
a divka pred hlubinou vod
ted stoji plna nejistot.

Tatanu leka proudna voda

a hnéva ji to vic nez dost,

ze neni, kdo by ruku podal

a prevedl ji pres ten most.

Evzen Onégin

Onegin:
Lensky:

Onegin:
Lensky:
Onegin:

Lensky:
Onegin:

is wonderful, my friend! She has always had a beautiful
décolletage and breasts—all the more so now!
But why speak of it, come with me next time,
then you can at least make peace with them.
You visited them twice, and then nothing.
What is one to tell them then?

Anyway, you will have your chance, lad,

to make up for your absence with a visit—
they invite you for next Saturday.”

~Me?”

2Yes, Tatiana’s name day is nigh,

so there will be a small celebration.

Olyenka and her mother beg

that you do not rebuff.

»But there will be so many people,
commotion, and chatter, | can see it now.”
.1, however, am certain there will not be.

a handful of relatives will converge.

Come, be a friend!”

Very well, | shall go.”

.| knew you would not betray me.”

.You forgot to empty your goblet!”

12th tableau: Tatiana’'s dream:

Narrator:

A dream swirls in Tatiana’s mind.

She walks, alone,

along deserted meadow frosted with snow,
shrouded in a sorrowful mist.

The flurries bring but a gloomy current,
not yet vanquished by the frosts,

and waves are seething wildly

in the foaming grey stream.

Two posts linked only by ice:

a precarious footbridge of floes

that does not inspire trust.

But only this leads to the other shore,
and the lass now stands

before the depths of the water,
brimming with uncertainty.

Tatiana fears the roiling water

and finds herself greatly angered

that there is none to offer his hand

to aid her in crossing the bridge.

Eugene Onegin
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Tu néco hne se pod zaveji,

a kdopak odtud zjevi se ji?
Hunaty medvéd kolohnat.
Vyjekne, medved zacne rvat.
Kdyz podal packu plnou drapd,
tu t€zko bylo odfrici.

Se srdcem prudce busicim,
oprena o chlupatou tlapu,
dala se prevést pres potok.
Jde dél, on za ni krok co krok....
Tatana lesem, medvéd za ni.
Snih po kolena saha ji.

Co chvili o vétve se zrani,
hned po krku ji Slehaji,

hned z usi rvou ji nausnice.
Neohledne se za stfevicem,
jenz zGstal vézet v zave;i.

| Satek necha radgji,

kdyz na atéku sklouzl z paze.
Medvéd je za ni! Jen ne stat!
Stydi se vykasat si Sat,

aby ji v béhu neprekazel.
Utika, ale zda se ji,

Ze uz ji sily schazeji.

Kdyz padne, chytne ji a nese
medvédi sluha na tlapach,

a ona ani nepohne se,
nadechnout se ji brani strach.
Po lesni cesté dal s ni b&zi.
Vtom chatr¢. Vidét je jen stéZi,
jak snih ji, vanicemi hnan,

zaleh” svou vahou ze vsech stran.

Jen z okénka se zare line

a povyk ozyva se tam.

Medvéd rek: ,Tady kmotra mam.
U néj si chvili odpocines!”

Pak do predsin€ vnese ji

a slozi vedle vereji.

Zvolna se Zivot vracel do ni,
kdyz medvéd zmizel z predsing.
Za dvermi kfik a sklenky zvoni
jak pri pohrebni hostiné.

Nevi, co ma byt zase tohle.
Stérbinou dovniti upre pohled
a vidi, jak tam u stolu

Evzen Onégin

Suddenly, a movement from amongst the drifts,
and who emerges in front of her gaze?

A bear: hulking, shaggy.

His offer of a claw-filled hand

could scarcely be refused.

With heart bounding out of chest,
supported by the shaggy mitt,

she allows herself to be lead across the stream.
She continues on her way,

he after her, step by step...

Tatiana wends through the woods, the bear wends too.
The snow is up to her knees.

Branches continue to lash, wound,
thrashing here against her neck,

here ripping earrings from their lobes.

She does not look back for the lost slipper
caught deep in the drift.

Even her scarf lay abandoned

when it skimmed to the ground in her flight.
The bear pursues! Just do not stop!
Modesty will not allow her to hitch up skirts
to free her feet for escape.

She runs, but feels

her strength begin to wane.

When she falls, she is caught and carried

by that bear servant, in his paws,

and she, unmoving,

unbreathing in her fear.

He runs with her further along forest path.
And there, a hut. Barely visible

for the gale-driven snow,

which blankets with its weight from around.
Only the window betrays signs of life: a light,
and a commotion within can be heard.

The bear says: ,Here lives my master.

You will rest here a while with him!”

Then he carries her into the vestibule

and lays her down next to the doorframe.
Slowly, she comes back to life

when the bear vanishes from the vestibule.
Shouting echoes from beyond the door

and goblets ring as if at a funeral wake.

She wonders what this now might be.

She peeks through a crack and gazes inside
and sees beasts seated

Eugene Onegin
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obludy sedi pospolu.

Jedna mé rohy, tlamu psi ma,
druha zas hlavu kohouti,
skret s ocaskem jak na pouti,
kostra se drzi hrdé¢, zpfima,
vedle ni divny ko¢kocap

a védma s vousem jako drab.
A jsou tam jesté vétsi hnusy -
rak na pavouku jezdici,

na dlouhém tenkém krku husy
se todi lebka s ¢epici.

VEétrny mlyn je stvarka hrava,
kozacka tanci, kridly mava.
Splyva tu jek a zpév a smich
do zvukul vic nez nelidskych.
Nejvice Tatanu vSak rani
jeden host na téch bésnohrach,
k n€émuz ji pouta cit i strach.
Onégin sedi s priSerami

a vprostred divé besedy

ke dverim vrha pohledy.
Staci, kdyz gestem vybidne je,
usluzné vSichni priskodi,

rvou sborem smichy, kdyz se sméje,

zmlknou, kdyZ svrasti obodi.
Vladne jim, to je Tané jasné.
Boji se méng, i kdyz Zasne.
Zvédavé vezme za dvere

a malicko je otevre...

Vtom dychne prlivan necekané
a sfoukne plamen ze svici.
Leknou se védmy, plivnici,

s planoucim zrakem ale vstane
Onégin a jde ke dverim

a strasidelna rota s nim.
Rozrazil EvZzen zprudka dvere
a banda pekelnické sbére
méri si divku nestfidmé

a kazdy krici: ,Patri mé!”
+Mné!” fekl EvZen tvrdym hlasem.
Vtom bésna chaska zmizela

a v mrazivé tme ocitla se

s nim divka sama docela.
Evzen ji zvedne jako chmyf,
do kouta k lavici s ni mir,

Evzen Onégin

together around a table.

One has horns, the maw of a dog,
the other has a rooster’s head

an orc with a tail as if at a fair,

a skeleton sits proudly, rigid,

next to it a peculiar cat-stork

and a pythoness with a beard like a catchpole.

And there are also greater beasts—

a crayfish seated on a spider,

on a long, thin neck of a goose a

a hatted skull spins.

The windmill is a playful creature,

a dancing Cossack, wings beating.

It mingles shrieks and song and laughter
into sounds scarcely human.

But Tatiana is most wounded

by one guest in that demonic play,

who binds her to himself with passion and fear.

Onegin sits with the beasts,

and throughout the wild conference
steals glances at the door.

He need only gesture,

and all jump obligingly,

roar a chorus of laughter when he laughs,
fall silent when he raises brow.

His is their master,

of this Tanya is sure.

She is less afraid, though still astonished.
She inquisitively grips the door

and opens, ever so slightly...

At that instant, a draft rushes, unexpected,
and extinguishes the candle’s flame.
The sorceresses, goblins all startle,
but rising with fiery gaze:

Onegin strides to the door

followed by the beastly crew.

Eugene abruptly flung open the door,
and the fiendish rabble

hungrily eyed the lass

and each proclaim: ,She belongs to me
»To me!” said Eugene, with force.

The raving lot promptly vanishes

and, in the icy darkness, the lass

finds herself alone with him.

Eugene lifts her like a feather,

'll

Eugene Onegin
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sloZi ji, sedne blizko ni,

zprudka k ni hlavu nakloni....
Vtom svétlo! Dovnitr Olga vkroci
a za ni Lensky. Onégin
naprahne ruku proti nim,

divoce blyskaji mu od¢i,

netési ho ta navstéva.

Tatana malem omdléva.

Spor vzplane mezi témi tfemi.
Tu Evzen popadne vsak n(iz

a Lenskij sesune se k zemi.

Noc opét z&erna jako tus.

Zni vykfrik... Chatr¢ zachvéje se...
A Tatana se vzbudi désem...

13. obraz: Ples u Larinu

Vypravéc: Pak ale prsty Jitfenciny
zazehnou jednou svitani
a den se t€Si na jmeniny.
Vzdyt dnes je prece Tatany!
Od rana daim je plny hosti
z okolnich vsi a usedlosti
uz bezpocet se sjelo jich,
v kibitkach, v bryc¢kach, na sanich.
Velitel mistni roty pé&si
ted prave prijel, hrdy rek.
Na néj se vdechny matky tési,
je idolem vsech slecinek.
Vstoupi a hlasi skvélou zpravu,
az radostné to Sumi v davu.
Sam plukovnik pry rozkaz dal
sem poslat hudbu. Bude bal!
Na chvili tsta odml¢i se.
Je tfeba zvykat, upijet.
Zni cinkot pribord a misek
a sklenic ovsem jakbysmet.
Brzy je ale po tom tichu,
zas plamen spord, salvy smichu,
nevnima nikdo souseda,
sam kazdy krici, jak se da.
Tu Lenskij ve dvefich, a za nim
Onégin (Boze jaky host!)
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Eugene Onegin

takes her to the corner bench,

lays her down, sits close to her,
abruptly leans his head to hers...
Suddenly, light! Olga enters

with Lensky not far behind. Onegin
raises his hand toward them,

eyes glinting wildly,

displeased with the company.
Tatiana nearly faints.

A clash flares up amongst the three.
Eugene, however, grabs a knife,
and Lensky collapses to the floor.
Night again darkens, inky black.

A cry resonates...The hut trembles...
And Tatiana awakens in fright...

13th tableau: The ball at the Larin house

Narrator: However, then the rays of morning star
kindle the morning dawn,
and the day looks forward to festivity.
For today is Tatiana’s day!
The house brims with guests from early morn
from villages and settlements nearby;
countless have already convened,
by kibitka, droshky, and on sleigh.
The commander of the local infantry
has just arrived, a proud hero.
All the mothers await him eagerly,
he is the idol of every lass.
He enters and announces wonderful news,
making the crowd murmur excitedly.
The colonel himself has issued an order
for musicians to come. There will be a ball!
For a moment, mouths are silent.
They must consume, imbibe.
The clinking of cutlery on bowls echoes
and of course glasses ring too.
Soon, however, the silence is broken,
again disputes flare, laughter peals,
paying no heed to one’s neighbor,
each shouting with all their might.
Then, there appears Lensky in the doorway, and behind him,
Onegin (Lord, such a guest!)

31



32

Matinka vola: ,To je dost!”
Nastane velké posouvani
pribord, zZidli najednou

a pratelé si prisednou.

Jak Stvana lanka vydésena,
bleda jak mésic v poledne,
Tatana pres stil na Evzena
své c¢erné oci nezvedne.
Divoky zar ji v prsou busi

a nedolehne k jejim usim,
jak ti dva zdravi. Do oci

ji slana voda vyskodi.

Citi, Zze mdloba zas a znova
pokousi se ji povalit,

vuli si ale vnuti klid.
Vymackne ze sebe dvé slova,
ac je to pro ni nesnadné,

ze zidle ale nespadne.
Tragicka hystericka scéna

¢i uslzena oddanost,

to nebylo nic pro Evzena,
toho si kdysi uzil dost.

Hned jak se na hostiné octl,
hnéval ho ruch a pokrik hostt,
a kdyz pak spatfil chvéni ras
té teskné divky, bral ho das.
Dopalen radné na Lenského,
hned snoval hroznou odplatu
a v pomstychtivém zachvatu
si rek, co vyvede mu zlého.
Zatim si v duchu tropil smich
z karikatur vSech pritomnych.

Jednotvarné jak morské viny,
bourlivé jak vir zivota

valcik svym rytmem mistnost pini,

proud pard uz v ni klokota.
Nadesla Evzenova chvile.

V duchu se chechta potmésile,
jde k Olze, ukloni se ji

a uz se v kole vznaseji.

Ted spolu sedi malou chuvili

a on ji cosi vypravi,

pak vprostred druzné zabavy
se znovu zprudka roztocili.

Evzen Onégin

Mother exclaims: , At last!”

At once a great shuffle ensues,

cutlery and chairs

and friends find their places.

Like a hunted doe, frightened,

pale as the moon at midday,

Tatiana, across the table,

lifts not her dark eyes to Eugene.

A wild blaze beats within her breast,

and the two guests’ greetings

fall deaf upon her ears. Salty tears

brim in her eyes.

She feels faintness once and again
attempt to knock her down,

but her strength of will imposes calm.
She manages two words

though it is difficult,

but does not topple from her chair.

A tragic, hysterical scene

or tearful devotion

would not be Eugene’s preference,

he had already had his fill years past.

As soon as he arrived at the banquet,

he is angered by the commotion and the guests’ revelries,
and then when he witnessed the trembling eyelash
of that woeful lass, the devil himself took him.
Properly furious with Lensky,
immediately contriving a terrible revenge,
and in his vengeful fit,

imagines the evil he will bring unto him.
Meanwhile, in his head he mocks

the caricatures of all those present.

As monotonous as maritime waves,

as stormy as the vortex of life,

the waltz rhythms fill the room,

the stream of couples already roiling.
Now is Eugene’s chance.

Laughing maliciously to himself,

he walks up to Olga, bows to her,

and in an instant they are rising in a whirl.
Now they sit together awhile

and he narrates one thing or another,
then, in the midst of the convivial entertainment
they once again begin to whirl.

Eugene Onegin
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Lenskij:

(]
(¢4

Vyprav

Sél zasne, Lenskij jakbysmet.
Sam nevi, co si pomyslet.

~Neni to davno, byla v plenach...
A jak je nahle proménéna!

A jak je ndhle do svétal
Povétrnice! Koketa!!”

Lenskij tu ranu neunese.
Prokleje Zenskou proradnost,
uz nechce tady dal byt host,
chce koné&, domU rozjede se.
Spor bude resit pistoli,

pak at se stane cokoli.

14. obraz: Duel

Vypravéc:

34

Uctivé psani, ale chladné,

ac stylisticky vyspélé.

Lenskij v ném vyzval kazdopadné
na souboj svého pritele.

Onégin nechtél plytvat slovy

a v prvnim hnuti posli¢kovi

bez planych okras pravil jen

Ze on je vzdycky pripraven.
...Kdyz na to chvili myslel ted.
vycital si tu odpovéd.

JTed kupredu!” A aniz mir,

dva protivnici klidné jdou
pevnymi kroky, prvni ¢tyri

uzZ prave maji za sebou,

ke smrti prvni ¢tyri schidky.
Pohybem vla¢nym, nijak prudkym,
pistoli prvni EvZzen zved’.

Pak usli jeste krokd pét.

Ted uz i Lenskij, pomstou hnany,
pres musku okem hleda cil.
Vtom Onégin v3ak vystrelil...

V tu chvili osud zvonil hrany.
Lenskému svaly povoli

a ruka pusti pistoli.

Evzena nahle polil chlad.

Pritele zkousi zavolat...

Evzen Onégin

Lensky:

Narrator:

The room is astonished, Lensky even more.
He knows not what to think.

.Not long ago, she was in diapers...
And how suddenly she changes!
And how suddenly worldly!

How fickle! Coquette!”

Lensky cannot bear the blow.

He curses female perfidy,

wishing no longer to be their guest

he seeks his horse, homeward bound.
He shall resolve this dispute with a bullet,
and then, well, come what may.

14th tableau: The duel

Narrator:

A dispatch, civil yet cool,

perhaps even stylistically mature.

In it, Lensky challenges

his comrade to a duel.

Onegin wishing not to mince words,

in his reflexive response to the messenger
without undue frivolities, said only

that he is always at the ready.

...But when he reflects now upon that moment,

he regrets this retort.

~Now forward!” And, without taking aim,
two opponents walk—calm,

resolute steps, the first four

left in their wake:

four steps closer to death.

With flowing movement, not too swift,
Eugene raises first his pistol.

Then five more steps the men do take.
Now Lensky too, revenge-driven,
through the crosshairs seeks his aim.
But it is Onegin who fires first...

At that moment, fate’s bell has tolled,
Lensky’s body slackens,

and hand releases pistol.

Eugene, in a cold sweat,

tries to call out to his friend...

Eugene Onegin
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Onégin:

15. obraz:

Ten vSak uz do tajemné dali
odesel na usvitu let,

jako kdyz nézny mlady kvét,
pres n€jz se drsna boure vali,
je zlomen vétrem ledovym,
jako kdyz z ohné€ zbude dym...
Je mrtev...! Pfed tou konstataci
se Evzen stranou odpotaci

a na své lidi zavola.

Nato je ztuhla mrtvola

Setrn€ ulozena v sanich

a sekundantu svéreno

je tohle strasné biremeno.

Ja prvni s touhle hrou mé¢l prestat,

mél jsem projevit takt a cit

a misto jesitného gesta

to mladé srdce odzbrojit.

Ja, ktery ho mél prece rad,

jsem nemél se dat hnévem hnat.
Ja zabil ho. A ted bych silel.
Pomysleni to strasné je.

Co na tom k Certu, Ze jsem strilel
podle pravidel souboje?

Konec narkl vSem. Tak uz dost.
Ja posledni jsem spalil most.

Tatana navstivi diim Onégina

Vypravéc:

36

Byl vecer. Nebe tmavlo. Vody
plynuly tiSe. Bzucel hmyz.

Uz rozesly se chorovody.

Mél rybar ohen v hajku briz
tam za rekou. A v Sirém poli,
jez stribfrity svit luny polil,

do vlastnich Gvah zabrana

Sla dlouho sama Tatana.

Sla, $la, az nahle nedaleko
pod kopcem vidi pansky dam,
ves rozbiha se k lesikiim,

sad Sumi nad prusvitnou rekou.
A jak se diva, srdce ji

zacalo tlouci rychleji.

Evzen Onégin

Onegin:

15th tableau:

Narrator:

Eugene Onegin

His friend, however, has already departed
to the mysterious realm,

passing on the wings of dawn,

like a gentle, young bloom

in a fearful storm caught,

broken by the icy winds,

like smoke that from fire remains...

He is dead...! Faced with this statement,
he staggers aside

calls out to his comrades.

Then the stiff corpse

is gently laid into the sleigh

and his second is entrusted

with this terrible burden.

| first should have ended this game,

| should have shown consideration and sentiment,
and instead of vain gestures

disarm that youthful heart.

I, who loved him,

should not have given anger purchase.

| killed him. And now I shall go mad.

The thought alone is horrific.

Why the devil did | shoot

by the rules of duel?

No more lamentation. Enough is enough.
| have burned the final bridge.

Tatiana visits Onegin’s house

Evening has fallen. The heavens have darkened. The water
flows quietly. Insects buzzing.

The chorovods have long since dispersed.

A fisherman kindles fire in a birch grove

there, beyond the river. And in the expansive field,
flooded, silvery, by the moon,

lost in own thought,

Tatiana walks, solitary.

She walked and walked, when suddenly, near,

at the bottom of a hill a manor appears,

the village scattered among the groves,

the gardens rustle above translucent river.

And, as she watches,

her heart begins to quicken.

37



Pochyby nuti k premysleni:
JJit tam &i nazpatek se dat...?
Neznaji mé€ tu, on tu neni...
Prohlédnu si ten ddim a sad.”
Starena rekla: ,Pojdte dal.
Tam u krbu pan sedaval.”
Tatana na vse se tu diva
rozdychtényma ocima.

Ji kazda drobnost zda se tkliva,
kazda véc ji tu dojima.

Na kule¢niku vprostred kouli
tu jedno tago zapomnél,
jezdecky bicik preskromné

v zahybu pohovky se chouli.

16. obraz: Tatana pred sochou Napoleona

Vypravéc:

17. obraz:

Konecné tedy Tana vnika
a zacita se dal a dal

do duse toho daremnika,
k némuz ji osud pripoutal

a po némz vzdycha v no¢nim tichu.

Ma podivinstvi, zal a pychu
od pekel nebo od nebes

ten andé€l, namysleny bés?
Je to jen odlesk napodoby,
jen hejsek z Moskvy, ktery snad
si od Harolda pujcil 3at,

a pitvori se po vzoru

dnes popularnich autor?
Odpovéd hleda zanicené

a jeste vecer nema ji.

Docela pfi tom zapomene,
Ze na ni doma cekaji.

Dva sousedé tam t€Si matku.
Ta kvali Tataninu shatku

tu horekuje:

matka a soused planuji svatbu

Larina:

38

»-.Propana,

UzZ neni dité€ Tatanal...
Olga ma muze a je mladsi,
i tahle by se méla vdat.

Evzen Onégin

Doubts bring thoughts into her head:
»Should | go, should | turn back...?

They do not know me here, he is not here...
| will look about the house, the gardens.”
The old crone said: ,Come in.

He used to sit by that fireside.”

Tatiana takes it all in

with hungry eyes.

To her, every detail is plaintive,

every object moves her soul.

On the billiard table, in the center of the ball
a cue lay, forgotten,

a riding crop sits modestly

in the fold of the sofa.

16th tableau: Tatiana before the statue of Napoleon

Narrator: At last Tanya has found a way in
and can penetrate further
into the soul of the rogue
to whom fate has bound her,

and for whom she sighs in the night’s silence.

Is his eccentricity, sorrow, and pride
heaven- or hell-given,

this angel, this self-important beast?

It is but a reflection of imitation

just a rake from Moscow, who perhaps
a guise from Harold borrowed,

and masks himself to model

after the trendy authors?

She seeks the answer fervently

but evening falls, and still there is none.
She forgets entirely

that she is awaited at home.

Two neighbors there console her mother.
She laments over

Tatiana's wedding:

17th tableau: Mother and neighbor plan a wedding

Larina: ....Dear God,
Tatiana is no longer a child!...
Olga has a man and is younger,
and this girl need marry too.

Eugene Onegin
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soused:
Larina:

soused:

Larina:
soused:

Vypravéc:

Tatana:

Vyprav

40
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Jenomze jak to udélat,

kdyz na Zenichy jen se mraci?
Nestoji o zddného z nich,

jen smutna bloudi po lesich.”
,Neni to laska?”

»,Brachu draha!

Bujanov chtél ji - neuspél.
Petuskov taky - marné snaha.
A husar Pychtin - bohuzel.
MU0j BozZe, hned by se byl zenil!
A Tané dé€lal pomysleni,

ja myslela: Ted da si fict.

A zase z toho neni nic...”

~Tak méla by ses, matko, radsi
do Moskvy v zimé vydat s ni!
Tam nevésta se uplatni.”
+Ach, otle, prijem nepostaci.”
»Na jednu zimu je ho dost.

A ne-li, ptj¢im hotovost.”

Zamlouvalo se staré pani,
co poradili sousedé,

a rozhodla se bez meskani,
Ze do Moskvy se pojede.

~T1ak sbohem, udoli ma mil3,

vy kopce, kde jsem Stastna byla,
vy lesy kourmem pokryté,

i ty, maj mily blankyte!

Bud sbohem, tichy kousku svéta,
tvlj mir ted musim vymeénit

za svétsky shon a hluk a trpyt....
Tak sbohem, svobodna ma léta!
Kam se to Zenu, kdopak vi?

Co pro mé osud pripravi?”

Dnes k vyssim spolecenskym tridam
jsem muze pristup zajistil.

Ted jeji stepni plvab hlidam

plase i s trochou zavisti.

Davem téch prymkua, drahych Satd
aristokratt, diplomat(

a hrdych dam se propléta,
usedne, hledi do svéta.

Pred ni se tvare mihaji

Evzen Onégin

neighbor:

Larina:

neighbor:

Larina:

neighbor:

Narrator:

Tatiana:

Narrator:

But how to achieve it,

when she turns suitors away with her scowls?
She does not care for any of them,

only wanders forests, sad, alone.”

s it not love?”

,Dear brother!

Bujanov wanted her—he did not succeed.
Petuskov too—in vain.

And the hussar Pychtin— alas.

Dear God, he would have married instantly!
And Tanya was intrigued,

| thought: now she will see reason.

And again, nothing...”

~Then, mother, you should instead

set off for Moscow in the winter!

There a bride will find success.”

+Alas, father, we have not the means.”

»It is enough for one winter.

And if not, | will lend the funds.

The neighbors’ suggestion,

was appealing to the old lady,

and so she decided without further ado
that they shall be Moscow-bound.

~Farewell, my beloved valley,

you hills, where | was once happy,

you forests cloaked in mist,

and you, my dear azure blue!

Godspeed, my quiet little corner of the world,
your peace | must now yield

to worldly bustle and noise and glitz....

So farewell, my days of freedom!

Wherefore | rush, who may know?

What does fate hold in store?”

To the higher social classes

Today the muse is assured access.

Now | guard her lowland charms

shyly and with a measure of envy.

She wends through the crowd

of insignia, lavish dresses,

aristocrats, diplomats

and proud dames,

and then she sits, staring out at the world.

Eugene Onegin
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Onégin:

Knize:

42

jak trapné, strasSidelné reje.

.Jak se to tvari, podivin?”
Furiantstvi, ¢i spiSe spleen?

Kdo je to, copak se v ném déje?”
.Je to snad Evzen?” ,Urcité!”

A kdypak pfijel, nevite?”

Onégin néjak prekonal,

Ze druha zabil pfi souboji

a bez namahy, bez cile

zil do dvaceti Sesti let.
Lenost a chandru v sobé¢ spoijil.
Bez prace, zeny, uradu

mél pustou, zddnou naladu.
Ve své vsi dal uz neunesl

to osaméni luk a lesq,

kde denné vérné€ chodil s nim
pritelav zkrvavély stin.

Jen cestovani zbyvalo mu,
tak n¢jaky cas cestoval,

az nudou nevédél, co dal.
On netusil, kdyzZ prijel dom(,
7e jako Cackij octne se

tam z lodi rovnou na plese.
Vtom zmlknou nactiutrhadi,
jen tichy Sepot plni sal.

To k hostitelce dama kraci

a za ni vazny general.

Byla tak prosta, klidna, ticha,
z tvare ji nehledé€la pycha,
marniva snaha o Uspéch

a drzé prezirani vSech.

Byla jak zivy predobraz

,Du comme il faut...”

.Je tohle mozné? Coz jsem slepy?”

uzasl EvZzen. ,Ze by snad...
Opravdu ona! Z pustych stepi...”
A neprestaval upirat

pres lornon pohled na ty rysy,
jez nezna ted, jeZ znaval kdysi.

»Znas, mily knize, tamhletu,
Tu v malinové baretu?”
,Pojd se mnou, at se predstavis.”

Evzen Onégin

Onegin:

Prince:

Eugene Onegin

Faces flit past

like awkward, frightening flurries.

~Look at his face, the odd man.

Is it bravado or is it spleen?

Who is it? What turmoil stirs inside?”
,Could it be Eugene?” It is he!”

»-And when did he arrive, do you know?"

Onegin somehow overcame

having killed his comrade in the duel

and that he reached his twenty-sixth year
without effort, without aim.

Within him mingle languor, malaise.
Without work, wife, order,

a hollow mood of emptiness.

In his village, he could no longer bear

the solitude of the meadows and forests
where he walked, day in and day out,

with the bloodied shadow of his friend.
Travel was the only thing left,

so travel he did for some time,

until his boredom knew no bounds.

He knew not when he arrived home

that, like Chatsky, he will find himself
alighting from boat to the ball.

Suddenly, all maligners silence,

only quiet whisper fills the hall.

There, a lady to the hostess walks,

and behind her, a solemn general.

She was so modest, so clam, so quiet;
pride, vain pursuit of success,

brazen blindness to all around:

none of these shone from her countenance.
She was like a living archetype

,Du comme il faut...”

s it possible? | must be blind!”

Eugene was astounded. ,Could it be...”
Truly, it is she! From the barren steppes...”
And through his lorgnette he could not tear
his gaze away from those features

that he knows not now, but had known once.

.Do you know, dear Prince, that lady

in the red beret?”
»~Come with me, introduce yourself.”
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Onégin:
Knize:
Onégin:
Knize:
Onégin:
Knize:
Onégin:
Knize:
Onégin:

Vypraveéc:

18. obraz:

(0]
)¢

Vyprav

19. obraz:

»A kdo je to?”

,Ma Zena, vis?"

»Jsi Zenaty?”

,Dva roky, hochu.”

»S kym?”

,S Larinovou.”

.S Tatanou?”

.Tak vy se znate?”

+Ano, trochu.

Mam blizko jejich vsi tu svou.”

Knize se tvari potesene

a ihned predstavi své zené
pritele svého, prizen svou.
Na Evzenovi spocinou

ty vazné vyrovnané oci....
Je stale stejné zariva.
Kdovi, co uvnitF proziva,
hlava se ji vSak nezatoci.
Zdvofrila, vlidna, laskava
vita ho, ruku podava.

setkani Onégina s Tatanou v Petrohradé

Nezbledla, nesvrastila celo

a nezacala nachovet,

obodi se ji nezachvélo,
pevnéji nesevrel se ret.

| kdyz se sebevice snaZil,
nenasel stopu na té tvari

po plaché divce, kterou znal.
Chtél konverzovat ... Nemoh” dal.
Par dotazll spi$ ona méla:
Kdypak Ze pfijel a kde byl?
Co rodny kraj, ten navstivil?
Pak unaven€ na manzela
stocila od¢i, vySla ven...

On stoji jako primrazen.

Onégin:

44

dopis Onégina Tatané

,KdyzZ vyzndm vam svij tajny zal,
vim, ze to hrdou dusi rani,
pak nic nez horké pohrdani

Evzen Onégin

Onegin: ,But who is it?”

Prince: .My wife, of course.”
Onegin: ,You are married?”

Prince: ~Two years, my dear fellow.”
Onegin: »To whom?”

Prince: ~To Larina.”

Onegin: »To Tatiana?”

Prince: ,S0 you know one another?”
Onegin: 2Yes, a little.

My village is not far from hers.”

Narrator: The Prince looks delighted
and at once introduces his friend to his wife.
A gaze from steady eyes
falls upon Eugene...
She, still ever as radiant.
Who can know what turmoil lies inside,
but her head spins not.
Polite, hospitable, kind,
she welcomes him,
offers her hand.

18th tableau: Onegin and Tatiana’'s encounter in St. Petersburg

Narrator: She did not pale, nor furrow her brow,
and did not begin to blush,
her eyebrows did not even tremble,
her mouth did not further set.
No matter the effort he exerted,
he could not in that face uncover
the timid lass that he had known.
He wished to converse...He could not continue
It was she instead who posed the questions:
When did he come, and where had he been?
And then, wearily turned
eyes to her husband, and went out...
He stands as if frozen in place.

19th tableau: Onegin’s letter to Tatiana

Onegin: JIf | confess my secret grief,
| know that it will injure a proud soul,
then nothing but bitter contempt

Eugene Onegin
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uz abych od vas necekal.

Co chci a pro¢ jsem tolik smély,
Ze z duse svéruji se vam?

Snad odpovéd vas rozveseli

a mozna spise pohnéva.

Ja vasi ndklonnost mél kdysi,
nebyl jsem vsak dost velkorysy
a z malichernych ddvodi

se nechté¢l poddat okouzleni,
ja nade vse si pysné cenil

svou cituprazdnou svobodu.
Pak stalo navic mezi nami,

ze Lenskij pri souboji pad”...
Co srdce tési, blazi, mami,

ja svému zacal odpirat.

V mém srdci $tésti nahradily
jen pocit volnosti a klid.

Ted musim kruté zaplatit

za to, jak strasné€ jsem se mylil...
Ne, jenom byt tam, kde jste vy,
a zplna vasi krasu vnimat,

lovit vas pohled, tsmévy
ocima zamilovnyma,

celou svou dusi vidét jen,
jak je ta vase prelibezna,

byt zmaten, zdrcen, popleten...
To je ma radost, jinou neznam!
A z toho vSeho nemam nic.

Marn¢ se snazim blizko byt vam.

MUQj ¢as je vzacny ¢im dal vic
a ja tu mdle a nudné plytvam
své beztak neutésné dni

a vyhlizim ten posledni.

UZ neni mi moc ¢asu prano,
a abych moh” se smifit s tim,
ja musim veédét kazdé rano,
Ze pres den zas vas uvidim.
Mam strach, ze naleznete pouze
zchytralou prostopasnou lest
v mé pokorné a tiché touze.
Tu vytku ale musim snést.
Kdybyste védéla, jak laska
dokaze busit do vSech cév,
jak hlava, ktera sama praska,
se snazi krotit horkou krev,

Evzen Onégin

could | from you expect.

What do | desire, and why am | so bold
that | confess my soul to you?

Perhaps the answer shall cheer you

or perhaps anger you instead.

| once had your favor,

but was not generous enough,

and for doubtless petty reasons

did not wish to give in to enthrallment,
| valued proudly, above all,

my unaffected independence.

And then between us came

the death of Lensky in duel...

Whatever pleases, gratifies, enchants the heart

| began to deny my own.

In my heart independence and stillness
took the place of happiness.

Now | must pay bitterly

for my terrible mistake...

No, if only I could be there with you,
and take in fully your beauty,

seek your gaze, your smiles

with adoring eyes,

to but see with my entire soul

how close yours is to mine,

to be puzzled, prostrate, disoriented...
That is my happiness, there is none other!
And from it, | have nothing.

In vain | attempt to be near you.

My time is ever more precious

and here | lifelessly, drearily waste

my already wretched days

and look toward the final one.

| do not have much time left,

and to reconcile this fact,

each morn | must know

that | will see you again that day.

| fear that you may only see

a wanton, cunning ruse

in my humble, quiet longing.

However, this reproach is a cross | must bear.

If only you knew how love

can pound throughout every vein,
how the mind, at its breaking point,
attempts to tame burning blood,

Eugene Onegin
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20. obraz:

Tatana:

48

jak chtél bych u nohou vam vzlykat.
objimat vase kolena

a Spitat hlasem prosebnika
vyznani, prani zmatena!
Musim vsak hlidat zrak i slova
a nasilim jim nutit chlad,
vesely pohled predstirat

a nenucen¢ konverzovat...!
Dal uz se vzpirat nebudu

sam sob¢, jsou to snahy plané.
Vy rozhodnéte, co se stane,

ja podrobim se osudu.”

posledni setkani Tatany s Onéginem

,Dost, vstante. Co vam povim ted,
to skryvat nemohu a nechci.
Dam vam svou jasnou odpoved.
Vy proslov ke mné jste uz mé¢l,

a ja jsem mlcky, poslusné

si vyposlechla vasi lekci

tam u nas na vsi, v zahradg,

ted zase ja jsem na rad¢.

Ja byla mladsi, Onégine,

a mozna lepsi, zda se mi.

Vy uz jste ovSem poznal jiné,

a tak jste zlstal studeny

a vyznani jste odbyl klidné.

Do dneska krev mi v Zilach stydne,
kdyz vzpomenu si na pohled,

se kterym jste ty Feci ved”.

Byl tolik chladny. Uznam ale
pres vSechen tehdejsi svij zal,
Ze jste se tenkrat zachoval
uslechtile a dokonale.

Co jste té hloupé holce rek’,

za to vam vyslovuji vdék.

Daleko od pozlatka mésta,

kde nebyl hluény modni svét,
jste o mou lasku prosté€ nestal.
Proc¢ v patach béhate mi ted?
Co vas tak za mnou popohani?
Mozna jen to, Ze znenadani
mam postaveni ve svete

Evzen Onégin

20th tableau:

Tatiana:

how | wish to sob at your feet,
embrace your knees,

and whisper in supplication
confessions, chaotic longings!

But | must watch my gaze, my words,
and forcefully impose cool,

put on a cheerful facade,

and converse nonchalantly...!

| will no longer deny

my thoughts, these are vain efforts.
You shall decide what shall be,

| shall submit to fate.”

The final meeting of Tatiana and Onegin

~Enough, rise. What | shall tell you now
| cannot hide nor do | wish to.

| will offer my clear response.

You had already submitted you declaration,
and |, silently, obediently

did heed your sermon

there, at our house in the village, in the garden,
and now comes my turn.

| was younger, Onegin,

and perhaps better, it seems to me.
You, however, had certainly had others,
and so you remained cool,

and rebuffed my declaration calmly.
Even today, my blood runs cold

when | remember the look

that accompanied the words.

It was so cold. I, however, will submit
that despite my woe,

you acted then

with nobility and perfection.

What you told that foolish girl,

for that | must articulate thanks.

Far from the glitz of the city,

far from worldly noise and vogue,

you simply cared not for my love.

Why do you hound me now?

What is it that draws you to me?
Perhaps only the fact that suddenly

| have worldly worth,

Eugene Onegin
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a Ze jsem Zenou knizete...”
,Nic o mych citech nevite!”

»Z€ muzZ ma z bitev mnohou ranu,
Ze u dvora je staly host

a ze mou hanbu spolec¢nost

by denné méla na programu,
mne odsoudila za vinu,

ve vas vSak méla hrdinu?

Ja placu. Jestli Tanu mladsi

a Cistsi mate posud rad,

tak povim vam, ze mnohem radsi
snasela bych ted strohy chlad,
kritické vytky, britké vtipky,

nez tyhle snahy o polibky

a dopis notné¢ slzavy.

Tehdy jste pro mé predstavy
mél aspon litost shovivavou

a pochopeni pro miadi.

A ted vas malost privadi?

vy s vasim srdcem, s vasi hlavou
snad nepoznate mélky cit

a hodlate mu otrocit?

Ta okazalost, Onégine,

ten prepych, slava, bohatstvi

a uspéch, ktery z toho plyne -
Ze marnivy svet o nas vi,

to vSechno pro me pranic neni.
Hluk, lesk a prazdné paradéni
ted rada vymenila bych

za zpustly sad a za par knih,

za prosty, tichy navrat domd,
za davnéa mista, davny cas,

kdy prvné potkala jsem vas,

a za hrbitov, kde v stinu stromu
bdi krizek spolu s oblohou

nad moji chGivou nebohou...
Docela blizko bylo Stésti

a vSechno jinak mohlo byt.

M{Uj osud vSak mél jiné cesty.
Méla jsem se mu protivit?
Kdyz matka uslzenym hlasem
mée zaklinala, védéla jsem,

Ze manzelstvi meé nemine.
Ted z toho plyne jediné:
Nechte mé byt,vyslyste mdj hlas.

Evzen Onégin

Onegin:
Tatiana:

and that | am wife of a prince...”
~You know nothing of my feelings!”

»that a man has sustained many battle wounds,

that he is permanent guest at court,
and that society would have my shame
daily on its program,

would condemn me, blame me,

and in you find its hero?

| weep. If it is the younger,

purer Tanya that you still love,

then I will say that | would much rather
now bear austere iciness,

critical reproaches, trenchant jokes,
than this beseeching for embraces

and these tear-filled letters.

You had once had for my conceptions
at least indulgent pity

and consideration for my youth.

And now small-mindedness compels you?
You with your heart, with your mind,
do you not recognize shallow sentiment
and intend to be enslaved?

The opulence, Onegin,

the luxury, fame, wealth,

and success that comes from it—-

that the vain world knows about us,

all of this means nothing to me.
Commotion, glitz, and empty pomp,

| would gladly yield

to the crumbling gardens and a few books,
for a simple, quiet homecoming,

for the bygone places, bygone times,
when | first met you,

and for the cemetery, where, in the shadow of trees

a cross keeps vigil with the sky
over my nurse, now long gone...
Alas, my fate took a different path.
Should | have opposed it?

When my mother’s tearful voice
swore against me, | knew

| could not escape marriage.

Now follows but this one thing:
Leave me be, heed my voice.

After all, you were able to carry in your heart

your dignity and honor across the world.

Eugene Onegin
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Vzdyt dokazal jste v srdci nést
svétem svou dulstojnost a cest.
Proc¢ bych vam lhala, miluji vas,
jenze uz svého muze mam,

a tomu vérnost zachovam.”

Evzen Onégin

| shall not lie, | do love you,
but | already have a husband,
and to him | pledge my faithfulness.”

Eugene Onegin
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