Overture

ACT 1

The square in Moscow in front of the Kremlin.

Scene 1
Chorus of People in different groups, later the
Patriarch lov, Priests, Shuisky, and Boyars.

CHORUSES OF PEOPLE:
Terrible sorrow now
has struck our native land.
Woe to you holy Russia,
and to all Orthodox people!

Boris the tsar died suddenly;
who will be our tsar?

Who will be a good father

to us poor orphans?

Battles are raging everywhere,
we’re threatened on all sides,
even now Polish armies

stand at Moscow’s gate!

It is said that with them
is lvan’s son!

Is he the true Dimitri?
God alone knows!

O who are we to believe?

Lord, hear your people!

To thee we flee.

Have mercy on us poor sinners!
(The Patriarch lov enters, followed by several
Priests and Boyars, Shuisky)

PATRIARCH:
Hear me, Orthodox people!

All our boyars

swore allegiance in the church

to the children of Godunov’s widow,
Xenia and Fyodor.

Serve the son of your tsar,

Predehra

PRVNi JEDNANI

Namésti v Moskvé pred Kremlem

1. vystup
Sbory lidu. Lid stoji v jednotlivych skupinach.
Pozd&ji patriarcha lov, kn&zi, Sujskij, bojafi.

SBORY LIDU:
Veliké hofe stihlo
mati¢ku rodnou zem,
6 béda Rusi svaté
a pravoslavnym viem!

Car Boris nahle skonal,
kdo bude carem nam,
kdo bude dobrym otcem
nam bédnym sirotam?

Ted vSude zufi boje,

nam hrozi ze vSech stran,
jiz stoji polské voje

u nasi Moskvy bran!

Ze s nimi jest, tak pravi
Ivana cafe syn,

zda Dimitrij on pravy,
to sam jen Hospodin!

Komu, ach, véfit mame?
Hospodi, slys lid svuj,
k tobé se utikame,
nas hfisné pomilu;j!
(V pravo ob,[evi se patriarcha, za nim nékolik
knéZzi, pak Sujskij a bojafi)?

PATRIARCHA:

Sly$ mne, lide pravoslavny!

VSichni tvoji bojarové
pfisahaji (pfisahali)? v soboru
détem vdovy Godunové

Xenii a Fjodoru.

Sluzte synu cara svého,



trust in the new young tsar.
Unanimously swear destruction
to the cause of the murdering
intruder!

PRIESTS:
Swear destruction to his cause!

PATRIARCH:
Ivan’s son died in infancy
in the arms of his weeping nurse.
The Polish adventurer misleads you!
Protect yourselves from him, O
believers!
(The Patriarch and Priests depart. The Boyars
and Shuisky step to the front of the crowd.)

PART OF THE CROWD AND BOYARS:
Hail to Fyodor, the tsar!
Our great tsar!

ANOTHER PART OF THE CROWD:
What are Godunovs to us, what are
tyrants to us?
Dimitri is lvan’s true son!

SHUISKY:
Men, | entreat you,
hear the voice of the Patriarch!
Russian men, is a Pole to give you a
master?
Orthodox Christians, what a disgrace
for you!

PART OF THE CROWD AND BOYARS:
God preserve us from accepting a
charlatan! He is just a brigand, a
Polish adventurer!

This is rebellion, an abominable
treason! To arms, we want to avenge
the tsar!

SECOND PART OF THE CROWD:
Your tsar Boris was a great sinner.
It was he who ended the rule of the
tsarevich!
Boris’ rule oppressed us.
We do not want his son as tsar!

nadéj nase mlady car,
snaham vraha vetfelého
svorné pfisahejte zmar!

KNEZI:
Svorné pfisahejte zmar!

PATRIARCHA:
Zemrel lvanav syn v mladi
v rukou chlvy placici,
polsky podvodnik vas svadi,
chrarite se ho, véfici!

(Patriarcha s knéZimi odchazi. Sujskij s bojary
postoupi do predu medi lid)

CAST LIDU A BOJARI:
Slava Fjodorovi caru,
velikému gosudaru!

DRUHA CAST LIDU:
Nac¢ nam Godunovav, na¢ nam
tyrantv?
Dimitrij pravy syn je lvanav!

SUJSKIJ:
Muzi, zapfisaham vas,
slySte patriarchy hlas!
Rusové! Ma Polak dat vam pana?
Pravoslavni, jaka pro vas hana!

LID A BOJARI:
Podvodnika uznat, chran vas Bah!
Rozbojnik to, polsky dobrodruh!

Vzpoura jest to, ohavna to zrada,
chopte zbrané, chceme cara mstit!

DRUHA CAST LIDU:
Vas car Boris velky hfiSnik byl,
careviCe vlady pozbavil!
Souzila nas Borisova vlada,
nechcem syna jeho carem mit!



(Both sides begin to fight. Basmanov enters from
back left with the army behind him. Basmanov
goes in amongst those fighting and separates
them. The quarrel abates. Shuisky withdraws to
the very right of the stage. Basmanov stays
center stage and during his speech turns
alternately to the left and right.)

Scene 2
All characters of the proceeding scene,
Basmanov and his Army.

BASMANOV:
Hear me, Moscow, the whole country
has now accepted Dimitri.
Only Moscow has shut her gates to
him and has paid no homage.

All our armies have gone over

to Dimitri’s side.

Do you want to wage a useless war,
to continue resisting?

Here before the gates of Moscow
stands the true Russian tsarevich.
He is hurrying into the arms of his
own mother, Marfa hastens to meet
her son!

PEOPLE AND BOYARS:
Marfa, Marfa, great princess!
She, his own mother, will know him!
If she recognizes him, we will believe
him!

BASMANOV:
Let us hasten to honour the tsar!

PEOPLE AND BOYARS:
Let us hasten to honour the tsar!

(All go after Basmanov; Shuisky remains.)

(Obé strany pocinaji patku. Basmanov vystoupi z
levé strany v pozadi. Za nim prichazi vojsko a
rozdéluje bojujici lid a bojary. Spor ustéva. Sujskij
ustoupi na pravo ke kraji jevisté. Basmanov
zustane uprostfed jeviSté a obraci se pfi svych
slovech stfidavé k obéma stranam)

2. vystup
Pfredesli, Basmanov, a vojsko

BASMANOQV:
Sly$ mne, Moskvo! Zemé cela
Dimitra jiz uznala,
Moskva jen se uzavrela,
poctu svou mu nevzdala.

Presly vSechny nase voje
k Dimitrovu tabrou,
chcete vésti marné boje,
setrvati v odporu?

Pfed branami Moskvy stoji
pravy rusky carevic

spécha v naru¢ matky svoji,
spécha Marfa synu vstfic!

LID A BOJARI:
Marfa, Marfa, velka knézna!
Zna se k nému rodna mat!
Jej-li uzna, véfit chcem!

BASMANOQV:
Spéjme caru poctu vzdat!

LID A BOJARI:
Spéjme caru poctu vzdat!

(yéichni odchézeji za Basmanovme, zustava
Sujskij)



Scene 3
Shuisky alone

SHUISKY:
The people rush blindly to destruction,
my pleas fall on deaf ears!
Woe to you, land of Russian, woe to
you!

Bow to him, cringe before him,
The self-proclaiming imposter,

in your blindness!

Impudent trick, such a daring plot;
with haughty insolence

he has blinded everybody’s sight!

OFFSTAGE VOICES:
Death to the Godunovs!

SHUISKY:
What a change in a short time!
Once they fearfully honoured Boris,
now the nation curses him,
God’s judgement!
Ha, you bold imposter,
just enjoy your fleeting happiness
and proudly lift your head high!
Your turn will also come
and God will grant that my hands will
shake your throne!

OFFSTAGE VOICES:
Death to the Godunovs!

(Xenia runs on wringing her hands)

Scene 4
Xenia and Shuisky

XENIA:
Help! Hear me! Have pity!
O God, where are you! O save them!
No, you know no pity,
you do not listen
and you destroy us.
The cries of the dying sound in my
soul, the imploring voice of my mother!

3. vystup
Sujskij sam

SUJSKIJ:
V z&hubu lid slepy uhani,
hluchou pousti zni mé volani!
Béda tobé, ruska zemé, béda!

Klarite se mu, kofte se mu,
samozvanci vetrelému,

v omameni vsém!

Odvazna lest, hra tak sméla
s drzosti pySného Cela
zaslepi zrak vSem!

HLASY ZA JEVISTEM:
At zhynou Godunovil

SUJSKIJ:
Jaka zména v malé chvili,
Borise jak v bazni ctili,
ted jej narod prokling,
boZi soudy!
Hoj, ty samozvance smély,
tahni jenom u veseli,
pySné vznasej hlavu svou!
Pfijde také chvile tvoje
a da Buh, Ze ruce moje
tim tvym trinem otfesoul!

HLASY ZA JEVISTEM:
At zhynou Godunovil

(Prichvata Xenie lomic rukama)

4. vystup
Xenie a Sujskij

XENIE:
Pomoc! Slyste! Smilovani!
Kde’s, 6 Boze! Ty je spas!
Ne, ty neznas slitovani,
neslysis a ni¢i$ nas!
Zni mi v duSi mroucich Ikani,
upénlivy matky hlas!



A rabble burst into our house,
and killed my mother and my brother!

“Death to the Godunovs!

Death to Tsar Fyodor!”

That was their cry and oh, what sights
I've seen!

Here my mother in a pool of blood,
there my brother lay dying!

OFFSTAGE VOICES:
Destruction to the house of Godunov!

XENIA:
Can’t you hear their calling?
They are following me, they are
looking for us!

SHUISKY:
My trusty sword will defend us.
I am with you and will protect you!

Scene 5
Enter people, boyars, Dimitrij and Basmanov

CHORUS:
See a golden sun has risen
above the whole land of Russia,
and a time of peace has come
and blessed hope for all!

Our lord and the true heir,
our tsar has returned;
with trust our gaze

is turned to him.

His mother recognizes him,

the whole land acknowledges him.
A time of peace has come,

and blessed hope for all!

DIMITRI:
Be blessed, O monument of our glory,
be blessed, Kremlin, pride of our
fatherland, the tomb of tsars, saints
and martyrs; you are the sanctuary of
our past!

K nam chatra lidu vrazila
a matku, bratra vrazdila!

»At zhynou Godunovi,
smrt caru Fjodorovi!"

Tak volali; a co jsem zfela!
Tu v krvi mat,

tam zmiral brat!

HLASY ZA JEVISTEM:
Zkaza rodu Godunovu!

XENIE:
Zda slysite to volani?
Stihaji mne, hledaji nas!

SUJSKIJ:
V8ak vérny mec€ nas ochrani,
ja's vami jsem a branim vas!

5. vystup

Vchazi lid, bojafi, Dimitrij a Basmanov

SBOR:
Hle, vzeslo zlaté slunce
nad celou ruskou zem
a doba klidu vzejde
a blaha spasa vsem!

Nas$ pan a dédic pravy,
nas car se navraci,

s divérou se naSe zraky
k nému obraci.

Jej uzna rodna mat,
jej uzna cela zem,

a vzejde doba klidu
a blaha spasa vsem!

DIMITRIJ:
Bud Zehnan slavy nasi pamatniku,
bud zehnan, Kremle, pycho otéciny,
ty schranko carq, svétcd,
mucécéednikd,
tys minulosti nasi svatyni!



O heart of Russia, when to thee we
hasten, our hearts swell with holy joy.
Holy are the rooms which we are to
enter; sacred is the earth on which we
kneel.
(Dimitri kneels in front of the Kremlin. The people
move during his speech. Marfa processes from a
door on the side shortly in a festive manner.
Dimitri is angled as not to see Marfa)

CHORUS:
He is surely the noble heir
of all our tsars!

DIMITRI:
Spirit of my fathers, bless your son,
that he may govern the nation to the
common good!
May the favour of the Lord be with me
for ever.
May he bless my coming!

| made a solemn oath to myself
that if | gained victory over the
murderers, | would at all times strive
to increase Russia’s glory;

O Moscow, be witness to my oath!

And if | cannot add to Russia’s glory,
nor make the people happy in this
land, oh curse me, Lord, for failing in
my promise! Let the anger of the Lord
strike me down!

MARFA:
How great his ardour,
how exalted his thoughts!
O blessed anticipation
that this is my lost son!
| have found my treasure;
O my child, this is my son!

BASMANOV, CHORUS:
God blesses his coming!
How he burns in his ardour
with love for the good of the
motherland

Ty srdce Ruska, k tobé-li spéchame,
v nadseni blahém dmou se prsa nam,
svata jsou mista, v néz se ubirame,

a svaty prach, ve kterém poklekam!

(Dimitrij se uklani pfed Kremlem. Mezi jeho reci
pohnuti v lidu. VtéZe déobe prisla zleve strany,
avSakzcela v popredi Marfa sZenskym pravodem
a zlstala stati zkraje. Dimitrij jest obracen tak, aby
jej nevidéla Marfa tvari vtvar)

SBOR:
On jisté nasich car
je dédic vneseny.

DIMITRIJ:
Praotcl duch necht Zehna svého
syna, by vladnout mohl k blahu
narodu, bud’ se mnou provzdy milost
Hospodina,
pozehnat ra¢ on mému pfichodu!

Ja svaté pfisahal sem v duchu sobé,
Ze zvitézim-li v boji nad vrahy,

chci slavu Rusi mnozit v kazdé dobé,
bud, Moskvo, svédkyni mé pfisahy!

A nebudu-li mnozit ruskou slavu
a blazit milovanou ruskou zem,
necht kletba Pané padne na mou
hlavu, necht Hospodin mne znici
hnévem svym!

MARFA:
Jak velky v nadSeni,
jak mysli vzeseny!
O blahé tuseni,
tot' syn muj ztraceny!
Ja nasla poklad svdj,
dité mé, syn to ma;!

BASMANOV, SBOR:
Buh zehna jeho pfichodu!
Jak laskou k vlasti zdaru
a laskou k narodu
on hara v nadseni!



and with love for the nation.
He is surely the noble heir
of all the tsars!

CHORUS:
See, Marfa goes to him!

BASMANOQV:

Leave the son alone with his mother!
(The chorus withdraws with Basmanov into the
background)

Scene 6
Marfa, Dimitri

(Dimitri, facing the Kremlin, turns back and hurries

to Marfa in the front of stage. Marfa steps slowly
towards Dimitri, but when she sees him closely
she is stunned, Dimitri hurries towards her and
falls at her feet)

DIMITRI:
(He kneels)
Mother, dearest mother!

MARFA:
(receding to the side)
O my God, | am destroyed!

DIMITRI:
(dearly)
O embrace me, beloved mother!

MARFA:
Arise, prince!

DIMITRI:

(gets up)
Prince! What awful words!

O speak to me as a mother does!

O comfort your child

with a loving glance!

Does not the voice of love speak in
your heart?

MARFA:
My heart is dead,

On jisté nasSich cart
je dédic vzneseny!

SBOR:
Hle, Marfa kraci k nam!

BASMANOQV:
Necht syn je s matkou sam!
(Sbor ustupuje s Basmanovem zcela do pozadi)

6. vystup

Marfa Dimitrij

(Dimitrij, jenZ byl obrécen ke Kremlu, se ohlédne
a spécha Marfé vstRIc, kteraz se naléza zee la v
popredi jevisté. Marfa kraci téZnékolik krokt
Dimitrovi vstfic, shiédnuvsi jej vSak z blizka,
zarazi se. Dimitrij spéché dale a dlesne ji k

nohoum)

DIMITRIJ:
(pohlekne)
Matko, draha matko!

MARFA:
(ustupujic ponékud stranou)
BozZe mdj, jsem zni¢ena!

DIMITRIJ:
(vroucné)
O, pfivifi mé k sobé&, matko milena!

MARFA:
Vstarite, knize!

DIMITRIJ:
(vstane)
KnizZe, slova straslival
O, promluv tak, jak matka mluviva!

O, potés dité své

v pohledu laskavém
zda Zadny lasky hlas
nemluvi v srdi tvém?

MARFA:
V mém srdci mrtvo jest,



destroyed by grief.
Alas, my hopes
| have now buried.

DIMITRI:
O wretched mother of mine,
cruel has been your fate;
your unhappy heart
has been starved of love!

MARFA:
His grief is genuine;
it tears my soul apart.
A battle rages in my soul
and terrible tortures!

DIMITRI:
All that you have suffered
| want to make up with love.
| want to bring your sick heart
back to life and make it young again!

I will raise you to glory,

| want to be your slave.

But first, O mother dear,

have pity on me and embrace me!

MARFA:
WIth youthful ardour
he believes himself to be my son.
In my terrible anxiety,
God, what am | to do?

MARFA:
Ah, wild passion
Roars in my breast!
Ancient hate,
Tribal hate,
Demands its rights!
| shall be avenged!

DIMITRI:
I'll raise you to the throne,
despite your murderous foes.
Those wretches who have done you
harm, I'll crush in my wrath!
The sacred throne of my fathers

je zalost znicila,
6 Zel! své nadéje,
jiz jsem je pohibila!

DIMITRIJ:
Uboha matko ma,
kruty tvdj osud byl,
ze srdce nestastné
o lasku uloupil!

MARFA:
Pravdivy jeho zal
mou dusi rozryva,
boj zufi v dusi mé
i muka strasliva!

DIMITRIJ:
V3e, co jsi trpéla,
chci laskou nahradit,
chci choré srdce tvé
k zivotu omladit!

Povznesu k slavé té,
chci otrok byti tvuj,
jenom mne maticko,
pfivif a pomiluj!

MARFA:
V mladistvém nadsSeni,
Ze syn muj, véfi sam,
v té désné uzkosti,
Boze, co pocit mam?

MARFA:
Hoj, vasen divoka,
buraci srdcem mym,
to stara nenavist,
nenavist plemenna
se hlasi k pravim vsym!
Pfec budu pomsténa!

DIMITRIJ:
Na triin t& povznesu
navzdory vrahum tvym,
ja bidné Skadce tvé
rozdrtim hnévem svym!
Tran svaty otcl mych



was overthrown by villainy,
but revenge will now pursue
those miserable villains!

BASMANOV:
Will she acknowledge her child
and clasp him to her breast?
If so, blessed peace will come;
cruel strife will pass away!
O poor Russial
O my dear people!
This single moment will decide your
fate!

MARFA:
My child! My son!

(She plunges into the arms of Dimitri. People
approach from all sides)

SHUISKY, BASMANOV, PATRIARCH,
BOYARS, PRIESTS, PEOPLE:
She accepts him.

DIMITRI:
What a sweet word, | have a mother!

SHUISKY:
She gives him out as her son
she accepts the pretender!
Cursed by the artful deceit of the
woman!

DIMITRI:
What a sweet word, | have a mother!
With what joy | overflow!
Wings grow, | fly higher,
I will achieve my cherished goal,
a young eagle, what rejoicing,
lift me high, my spirit, lift me high!

MARFA:
Child of vengeance, O my son!
Longing trembles through my soul,
a powerful, joyful yearning!
My gaze looks into the heights,
a new world opens before me,

byl dobyt zlo€iny,
vSak pomsta stihne jiz
ty bidné zlosyny!

BASMANOQV:
Zda pozna dité své
a k srdci pfivine?
Pak vzejde blahy mir,
svar kruty pomine!
O, Rusi uboha!
O, drahy lide muj,
okamzik jediny
rozhodne osud tvuj!

MARFA:
Mé dité! Synu mgj!

(Vrha se v naruc Dimitrovu. Lid se bliZi se vSech
stran)

SUJSKIJ, BASMANOV, PATRIARCHA,
BOJARI, KNEZI, LID:
Jej uznava!

DIMITRIJ:
Slovo sladké, matku mam!

SUJSKIJ:
Za syna jej vydava,
podvodnika uznava!
Kletbou budiz stihana
Zeny Salba prohnana!

DIMITRIJ:
Slovo sladké, matku mam!
Jakym §téstim oplyvam!
Kfidla rostou, letim vys,
cil mé touhy stiham jiz,
mlady orle, jaky ples,
vyS, mUj duchu, vys$ se nes!

MARFA:
Dité pomsty, synu mj!
Touha dusi prochviva,
touha mocna, blaziva!
K vysi zrak maj pozira,
novy svét mi otvira



what a sweet world - O my son!

BASMANOQV:
The tsarina accepts him,
the mother recognizes her son!
Let this moment be blessed,
be blessed, son of lvan!
Blessed be your coming!
You see your nation in the dust,
have mercy on your children!

SHUISKY:
She gives him out as her son
she accepts the pretender!
Cursed be the artful deceit of the
woman!
Fie on you, Russian people,
you kneel before a fake!

PATRIARCH:

The mother accepts him as her son.

Our resistance vanishes!
He is Ivan’s son,

let this moment be blessed!
Open wide, O Kremlin!
Welcome your lord!

THE PEOPLE:
The tsarina accepts him,
the mother recognizes her son!
Let this moment be blessed,
be blessed, son of lvan!
Blessed be your coming!
You see your nation in the dust,
have mercy on your children!

BOYARS AND PRIESTS:

The mother accepts him as her son.

Our resistance vanishes!
He is Ivan’s son,

let this moment be blessed!
Open wide, O Kremlin!
Welcome your lord!

(End of first act)
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sladké slovo — synu mfj!

BASMANOQV:
Cairfice jej uznava,
matka syna poznaval
Bud ta chvile blazena,
bud Zehnan, synu Ivana!
Zehnan budiz pfichod tvdj,
v prachu vidi$ narod svdj,
déti svoje pomiluj!

SUJSKIJ:
Za syna jej vydava,
podvodnika uznava!
Kletbou budiz stihana
zeny Salba prohnana!
Béda tobé, lide nas,
pfed padouchem poklekas!

PATRIARCHA:
Matka syna uznava,
odpor nas tu prestaval
On jest synem lvana,
bud ta chvile zehnana!
Otevii se, Kremle nas,
pana svého uvitas!

LID:
Caiffice jej uznava,
matka syna poznaval
Bud ta chvile blazena,
bud zehnan, synu Ivana!
Zehnan budiz pfichod tvdj!
V prachu vidi$ narod svuj,
déti svoje pomiluj!

KNEZi, BOJARI:
Matka syna poznava,
odpor nas tu prestaval
On jest synem lvana,
bud ta chvile zehnana!
Otevii se, Kremle nas,
pana svého uvitas!

(Konec prvniho jednani)



ACT 2
A hall in the Kremlin

OVERTURE
(the curtain rises)

Scene 1
Dimitri and Marina

DIMITRI:
What great joy is my reward
after a hard, cruel battle,
that | can adorn your head
with the tsar’s crown!
To elevate her whom | love
is the height of all joy!
| would even despise my throne
without your love, O beloved!
When my blissful soul
submerges its gaze in yours,
intoxicated, it drowns with joy
in a deep sea of love.

Every eddy of emotion
unites in one thought;

again and again | whisper it ardently:

we belong to one another,
eternally to one another!

In this happy moment may | make a
request?

Today in the wedding procession
you wore Polish clothes;

it aroused the nation’s anger.

You must become a Russian in
everything!

MARINA:
I, a Russian?
Never, my consort!
Noble blood runs in my veins,
| am proud of my lineage;
a Polish woman will never deny it!

JEDNANI DRUHE
Sin v Kremlu

Predehra
(opona se zadvihne)

1. vystup
Dimitrij a Marina

DIMITRIJ:
Jak velka slast mi odménou
po tuhém, kurém boji,
Ze mohu carskou korunou
ozdobit hlavu tvoji!
Povysit tu, jiz v lasce mam,
tot' vrchol mého blahal
| trdnem svym ja pohrdam
bez lasky tvé, 6 draha!
Kdyz duse moje blazena
svUj zrak do tvého nofi,
tu tone blahem zmamena
v hlubokém lasky mofi.

Veskeré citu vifeni

v jedné se mysli poji,

vzdy znovu Septam v nadsSeni:
jsme svoji, nééné svoiji!

Smim v chvili blahé prosbu vznést?
Dnes k svatebnimu pravodu

jsi polsky na se vzala Sat;

nevoli budil v narodu,

ty ve vSem Ruskou mas se stat!

MARINA:
Ja Ruskou?
Nikdy, druhu muj!
Krev Slechticka mi v Zilach vre,
ja hrda jsem na pavod svj,
ten Polka nikdy nezapfre!



DIMITRI:

Your task is to be a mother to the
people!

MARINA:

Does your people rule the Poles!
Its anger arouses my derision!

See, through the blood of our men
your crown was won, a gift of ours,
and our watchword must be,
“Long live Poland!”

DIMITRI:

Is this your love talking to me,

your pure, fiery love,

for which | longed?

Is this the fiery language of love,

my longing, my request, what does it
mean to youl!

Is it only for glory, the lustre of
Poland, that your soul burns?

MARINA:

Your honour is dearer to me than
anything; you must become great and
glorious;

always higher and higher you must be
carried and the wide world will kneel
before you!

Your honour is dearer to me than
anything etc...

DIMITRI:

Where is the passionate love of a
woman who is willing to sacrifice
everything?

Do I have to raise you higher and
higher and become a stepping stone
to your glory!

(Marina leaves Dimitri)

Why are you vanishing, lovely vision
of love?

Why are you vanishing, sweet vision?
Why is my faith in your love, Marina,
slowly fading from my soul?

DIMITRIJ:

Byt matkou lidu, ukol tvuj!

MARINA:

Je lid tvlj panem Polaka?
Hnév jeho budi vysméch muj!

Hle, krvi nasich junaku

tvlj dobyt vinek, nas to dar,
a heslo nase,

Polsky zdar!

DIMITRIJ:

Zda mluvi ke mné laska tva,

ta laska Gista, ohniva,

po niz jsem touzil?

Zda fec€ to lasky plamenna,

muj stesk, ma prosba co ti znamena!

Zda jen pro slavu, Polsky lesk
je duSe tvoje nadSena?

MARINA:

Mné nad vSe draha je tvoje Cest,
ty velkym, slavnym mas se stat,
vzdy vy$ a vySe mas se nést

a Siry svét pred tebou poklekat!

Mné nad vSe draha tvoje Cest, atd...

DIMITRIJ:

Kde zeny vrouci laska jest,

jez ochnotna vSe v obét dat?
Jen vys§ a vySe mam té vneést
a stupnéém k slaveé tvé se stat!

(Marina opousti Dimitrije)

Pro& mizis, lasky snéni krasné,
pro¢ mizi§, sladka vidino,

pro¢ zvolna v dusSi moji hasne
vira v tvou lasku, Marino?



| feel as if you have died to me,

as though without love | would stand
here alone!

With that faith, which my soul once
had,| am burying my happiness!

(Dimitri exits)

Scene 2
Marina, Polish Men and Women, Russian
Boyars and their Wives, later Dimitri

MARINA:
Raise your glasses higher,
let the rejoicing be noisier!
Today we celebrate with jubilation
the brilliant success of our campaign!

For faithful devotion and endeavour,
O heroes | thank you!

To your success and to the happiness
of Poland

| raise up this glass!

Let the fiery strains of the Mazurka
resound for us,

until joy transports our sight and
sound, then in that wild, noisy whirl
our soul will fly back to Poland!

They dance and play like this only in
Poland,it must seem to us

that we are home, for only

in that dear land do they know

how to enjoy themselves, to rejoice
and to laugh!

POLES:
They dance and play like this only in
Poland, it must seem to us
that we are home, for only
in that dear land do they know
how to enjoy themselves, to rejoice
and to laugh!

MARINA:

Mné jest, jak bys mi odumfela,

jak bez lasky bych stal tu sam!
S tou virou, jiz ma duse méla,
i blaho své ja pochovam!

(Dimitrij odchazi)

2. vystup
Marina, Polaci a Polky, rusti bojafi a bojarky,
pozdéji Dimitrij

MARINA:
Necht vySe se pohary vznasi
a hluénéji zazniva ples,
zdar skvély té vypravy nasi
my s jasotem slavime dnes!

Za oddanost vérnou a snahu,
6 rekové, dékuji vam!

Vam na zdar a ku Polska blahu
ten pohar zde vy$ pozvedam!

Necht’ mazuru ohnivé zvuky nam
znéji,

az rozkoSi unasi zrak nam i sluchu,
pak v divokém, hluéném tom reji
nas do Polsky zalétne duch!

Tak u nas jen tancia hraji,

Z2e doma jsme, ma se nam zdat,
vzdyt znaji jen v drahém tom kraji
se tésit a jasat a smat!

POLACI:
Tak u nas tanci a hraji,
Z2e doma jsme, ma se nam zdat,
vzdyt znaji jen v drahém tom kraji
se tésit a jasat a smat!

MARINA:



They dance and play like this only in
Poland etc...

There our spirit is free and life is
joyful, there our hearts are gripped by
ardent excitement, there, to you,

O beloved homeland,

our longing spirits fly!

They dance and play like this only in
Poland, etc...

POLES:
They dance and play like this only in
Poland, etc...

MARINA:
They dance and play like this only in
Poland etc...

RUSSIANS:
Alas, the hall of our tsars
is host to arrogant foreigners!
Despite us, the Poles
toasted noisily to their success!
We are not masters in our homes,
what impudence, what pride!

(both choirs approach each other
threateningly)

POLES:
The walls of the Kremlin will not
collapse,
they will be hallowed by dance;
singing and rejoicing should sound
here; learn to rejoice,
learn how to live!

RUSSIANS:
Just lift up your arrogant heads
defiantly in haughty laughter!
A cruel revenge for your pride
expect at our hands.

POLES:
Boldly in your vain resistance
prepare to arm yourselves!
A Polish nobleman does not fear

Tak u nas tanci, tak u nas hraji, atd...

Tam nas duch je voly a zivot je blahy,
tam srdce nam nadSeny uchvati ruch,
tam k tobé&, ty domove drahy,

nas touzici zalétne duch!

Tak u nas jen tanci a hraji, atd...

POLACI:
Tak u nas tanci, tak u nas hraji, atd...

MARINA:
Tak u nas tanci, tak u nas hraji, atd...

RUSOVE:
Béda, siné nasich carl
hosti drzou cizotu!
Nam navzdory, k Polsky zdaru
pfipijeli v jasotu!
Nejsme pany v domech svych,
jaka smélost, jaky pych!

(Oba sbory s vyhrtzkami postupuji proti
sobé)

POLACI:
Nezbofi se Kremlu stény,
budou tancem posvéceny,
zpév a jasot ma tu znit,
vy se ucte plesat, zit!

RUSOVE:
Jen vy vzdorné v pySném smichu
drza Cela vznaseijte!
Krutou splatku svého pychu
z ruky nasi Cekejte!

POLACI:
Sméle v planém vzdorovani
chystejte se k rozbroji,
vaseho se proklinani



your curses! polsky Slechtic neboiji!
(Marina leaves hastily through a door. Dimitri
enters through another door and divides the
choirs. Both sides recede and Dimitri passes
through the middle)

(Marina odchéazi chvatnym krokem pravymi
dvermi. Dimitrij v stoupi jinymi dvefmi a
rozdéluje obé strany. Hadka ustava, obé
strany se roz stoupi a Dimitrij prochazi voiné
jich stfedem)

Scene 3
Dimitri, Poles, Russians

3. vystup
Dimitrij, Polaci, Rusové

DIMITRI:
Back! | command you!
Let him who sows discord fear me,
with my might | will arrest him
and punish him, | vow!

DIMITRIJ:
Zpatky! Ja to kazi vam!
Boj se mne, kdo nesvar broji,
zastihnu jej moci svaoiji,
ztrestam jej, to pfisaham!

| will stifle these cursed quarrels,
and throughout all holy Russia
The peace must be kept,

this | swear!

Udusim ty svary klaté
a po celé Rusi svaté
mir ma byt zachovan,
to pfisaham!

RUSSIANS: RUSOVE:

Who can bear Polish arrogance?
Their dancing stirred our blood!
We want peace, this is a land of

Kdoz pych polsky muze snésti?
Krev nam zbouifil jejich rej!
Chceme mir, tot zemé Stésti,

happiness, keep the peace for us,
O tsar!

POLES:
We also want to live peacefully.
Why prevent our making merry
today? The rainbow proclaims peace
after a storm, after a battle,
song and merriment!

Change of scene

The Tsar’s tomb in Uspensky Cathedral. The
tombs of Ivan the Terrible and Boris Godunov
are visible

Scene 1
Dimitri
(looking at the tombs)

mir nam, care, zachovej!

POLACI:
I my klidné chcem si vésti,
pro¢ nam brani plesat dnes?
Mir po boufi duha vésti
a po boji zpév a ples!

PROMENA

Carska hrobka v Uspenském soboru. Vlevo
hrob Ivana Hrozného, vpravo hrob Borise

Godunova

1. vystup

Dimitrij

(ohlizi se spohnutim po hrobce)



DIMITRI:
From the wild storm of life
my soul hastened here longingly
to these deserted places
in the undisturbed sanctuary of
peace!

How peacefully you rest here
after the battle of life is over!
Would that the holy silence of the
tombs calm the storm in my soul!

To have throne and government in my

hands was my greatest wish,
and what is it to live splendidly?
Simply an illusion and empty
deception! Aided by treason and
murderers in battle,

admired by sycophants,

| live at this height of mine
deserted and unloved!

Scene 2

Dimitri, Xenia

(Xenia, hurried, enters through a small door on
the right carrying flowers in her arms. She goes
down the staircase looking back in anxiety)

XENIA:
| have escaped! But am | safe?

(She looks towards the entrance and continues
down the stairs)

How these villains chased me!
Driven on by my fear | ran away.
Here | am safe, in God’s sanctuary!

DIMITRI:
Unhappy girl! How her angelic,
maiden features tremble in fear!

(Dimitri hides behind the grave. Xenie advances
to Boris’ tomb; she decorates it with flowers)

DIMITRIJ:
Z divokého Ziti viru
s touhou duSe moje spéla
sem, v ta mista osaméla,
v nerusenou svatyn miru!

Jak tu klidné spocivate
po prestalém v ziti boiji!
Kéz to hroba ticho svaté
ztiSi boufi v dusi moji!

Trln a vladu v rukou miti
bylo nejvysSimi touhou,

a Cim je to skvélé Ziti?
Pfeludem a $albou pouhou!
Se zradou a vrahy v boji,
pochlebniky obdivovan

Ziji na té vysi svoji

opustén a nemilovan!

2. vystup

Dimitrij, Xenie

(Xenie chvatem vchazi malymi dvefmi vpravo v
popfedi, nesouc v narudi kviti, a sestupuje se
schodu stale se ohlizejic s tzkosti ke vchodu)

XENIE:
Unikla jsem! Zda jsem zachranéna?

(ohledne se ke vchodu a kraci dale se schodiiv)

Jak mé stihali ti zlosyni!
Prchala jsem hrizou pohanéna.
Zde jsem jista, v boZi svatyni!

DIMITRIJ:
Uboha! Jak se chvéje v zdéSeni
andélské to divCi zjeveni!

(Dimitrij skryva se za hrob. Xenie pokroCi k
nahrobku Borisovu a vénci jej; pak poklekne a
zpiva)



XENIA:

Oh dear father, dear above all things
beloved! Why have you abandoned
your poor children?

Why have you left us without
protection?

You have brought bitter grief upon us!

O my father, don’t you see us left all
alone! How your orphaned child cries
here!

We will die here oppressed in holy
Russia; we all long for you,

oh, we cry for you!

POLES:

XENIA:

Let us rejoice and be merry, have a
good time,

have a good time with bosom
companions!

What'’s living in this world worth
without a friend, without a girl,
without love affairs!

What do | hear? Their voices!
Again that song of the dissolute
rabble!

It's them! I'm not safe!

O the unhappy fate of a girl!
Xenia, see you're all alone,

you have not a friend now in the
world!

I have nothing to comfort my youth
other than your love, your picture in
my soul!

Bless me, spirit of my father,

care for your unhappy child!

DIMITRI:

O how lovely in her touching lament,
in her grief, how noble,

tender, warm in her childlike love,
an angel personified!

POLES:

Let us rejoice and be merry, have a

XENIE:

Batusko muj, 6 nad vSe drahy,
milovany!

Pro¢ jsi déti, ubozatka, opustil?
Pro¢ jsi zanechal nas bez ochrany?
Tézké Zaly jsi na nas dopustil!
Batusko mduj, nas zda-li vidi$ v
opusténi!

Jak zde tvoje dité place v sirobé!

Hyneme tu v Rusi svaté utidténi,
nSichni touzime,
ach, nafikame po tobé!

POLACI:

XENIE:

Radujme se, veselme se, kochejme
se,

s upfimnymi bratranky kochejme se!
Jaké je to Ziti v svété

be druha i dévéete,

bez milostné kochanky!

Co to slySim? Jejich hlasy!
Zas ta pisen zpustlé chasy!

Jsou to oni! Neni jista Zzenal
O neblahy osud dévéete!
Xenie, hle, tvoje opusténa
nikoho jiz nema na svété!

Nemam za potéchu mladi svého
nez lasku tvou v dusi obraz tvuj!
Zehnej mi, duchu otce mého,
nestastné dité své opatruj!

DIMITRIJ:

Jak je krasna v tklivém nafikani,
ve své Zalosti jak vzneSené,
nézna, vrouci v détském milovani,
andéla to bytost vtélena!

POLACI:

Radujme se, veselme se, kochejme



good time...

XENIA:
O my God! Where can | go?
O my God, save me!

Scene 3

Xenia, Dimitri, Neborsky, later Buchinsky
(Pole Neborsky enters from the left. Xenie has
stood up. Dimitri hides behind the tombstone)

NEBORSKY:
(at the entrance)
Hello, the girl is flirting with the dead,
come and have fun with the living!
(approaches Xenia)

XENIA:

(steps forward solemnly and with seeming calm)
Away, accursed murderer!
Have respect for sacred walls
and a defenseless girl!

NEBORSKY:
Come, our circle is merry!
Come, | am a good fellow!
Now leave your fruitless anger,
a girl’s resistance tempts me!
(steps towards Xenia trying to take her)

XENIA:
(retreats to Boris’ tomb)
God is with me
and the spirit of my father,
and desperation is my protection!

NEBORSKY:
Come into my arms,
my kissing will subdue
the burning of your anger,
will teach you how to love!

XENIA:
(struggling with him)
My God, where are you, my father!

se, atd...

XENIE:
O, miij Boze! Kam se d&ji?
O, muj Boze, dej mi spasy!

3. vystup

Xenie, Dimitrij, Néborsky, pozdéji Bu€insky
(Polak Néborsky pfichazi levym v chodem. Xenie
byla zatim vstala. Dimitrij u kryt za nahrobkem)

NEBORSKY:
(jesté u vchodu)
Hle, kraska s druhy mrtvymi,
pojd, radujme se s zivymil!
(blizi se ke Xenii)

XENIE:

(postoupivsi doprostied jevisté s licenym klidem)
Pry€, vrahu zlofeceny!
Mé&j v ucté svaté stény
a divku bezbrannou!

NEBORSKY:
Pojd, vesely nas kru!
Pojd, dobry ja jsem druh!
JiZz zanech marné hnévy,
mne laka odpor dévy!
(Pristupuje ke Xenii a snaZi se ji odvésti)

XENIE:
(ustupuje k Borisovu hrobu)
Je se mnou Blh
a otce mého duch
a zoufalost mi ochranou!

NEBORSKY:
Pojd v mé narudi,
a hvévu tvého plani
mé ztiSi celovani,
té lasce naudi!
XENIE:

(zapasi s nim)
O Boze, kdes ach, otée muj!



DIMITRI:

(Dimitri walks around Xenia)
Back, villain! | will defend the girl!
Fear my angerand await your
punishment with trembling,
| will grind you worms into the dust!

NEBORSKY AND BUCHINSKY:
Him! Damnation, it's him!
He will destroy us, oh woe to us,
let us hide, save ourselves!

XENIA:

(kneeling)
O God, you have saved me!
My father’s spirit was with me!

(Neborsky and Bucinsky continue retreating. By
the last words they are in the back)

Scene 4
Xenia, Dimitri

XENIA:

(at first quietly, bashfully, then in a more lively

manner)
O my protector! | stand here amazed,
is all this true? Can | believe my
senses?
A blessed freedom fills my bosom
and | have no words to thank you!
O my protector! Your beloved image
and the blessed moment of my
salvation will live forever in my
memory!

DIMITRI:
You thank me?
For making me happy?
That | have helped you in your
oppression has made me
indescribably happy!
But a single glance from your eye,
that sweet, timid glance of a girl,
tells me more than all your thanks!
But thank me, for my desirous spirit
longs for your voice, which sounds to

DIMITRIJ:
(Dimitri vstoupi a vyprosti Xenii)
Pry¢&, zlosyne! Ja chranim dévu!
Ty hroz se mého hnévu
a trestu Cekej v postrachu,
vas Cervy zdrtim do prachu!

NEBORSKY A BUCINSKY:
On, proklaté, on jest to sam!
On zni¢i nas, 6 béda nam,
skryjme se, spasme se!

XENIE:

poklekajic na kolena
0, Boze, tys mne zachranil,
duch otce mého se mnou byl!

(Néborsky a Bucinsky stale ustupuji. Priposled
nich slovech jsou jiz v pozadi)

4. vystup
Xenie, Dimitrij

XENIE:
(pocina nesméle, a vSak stale Zivéji)

Ochrance muj! Tu stojim zmamena,
zda pravda vSe a smim-li véfit sobé?
Ma prsa jima volnost blaZzena

i nemam slov, bych dékovala tobé!

Ochrance muj! Tvdj obraz mileny
a spasy meé okamzik blazeny,

ty vé€né budou zit v mém
vzpominani!

DIMITRIJ:
Ty dékujes?
Za to Ze Stastnym jsem?
Ze prispél jsem ti v utiSeni tvém,
mne Stastnym ucinilo k nevypsani!

V3ak oka tvého pohled jediny,
ten sladky, plachy pohled jediny,
ten sladky, plachy pohled div€iny
mi pravi vic, nez vZzechno tvoje
dékovani!



me like music from paradise, as yet
unheard!

| want to hear the sound of your
voice, to know that you are not just a
lovely vision, that your bewitching
soul does not dwell in dreams!

XENIA:
With trust | turned towards you.
O do not talk so, it would make me
blush; have patience, ah, have pity on
me!
Remember that you see me
frightened, my soul numbed with fear,
and that your jesting can only grieve
me!

DIMITRI:
Forgive me, | don’t know myself what
| am saying, just that | am overflowing
with what | have in my mind.
Never has my soul trembled like this!
How is it possible that | could wound
you with that which courses so
pleasurably through my soul?

XENIA:
O do not talk so, it would make me
blush etc...

DIMITRI:
How is it possible that | could wound
you with that which courses so
pleasurably through my soul?
These words of love, burning with
feeling! Forgive me, | don’t know
myself what | am saying.

XENIA:
And do you know, that to trifle with the
heart of a girl
who stands alone in all the world
is a grievous sin?
My heart is eager for warm sympathy,
and the fiery language of love
must sound more tempting to a poor
deserted girl.

V3ak dékuj jen, ma duse dychtiva
po hlase touZi, jenZ mi zazniva

jak hudba rajska, dosud neslySena!l
Chci slySet hlasu tvého zvuceni,
bych znal, Ze nejsi krasné vidéni,
ze ve snu nedli duse okouzlena!

XENIE:
Ja s duveérou jsem k tobé vzhlizela,
6 nemluv tak, bych rdit se musela,
méj utrpnost, ach, se mnou slitovani!

Pomysli, Ze mne vidiS zdéSenou,
a dusi moji strachem zmamenou,
Ze spi$ mne rmouti tvoje zZertovani!

DIMITRIJ:
Toz odpust mi, co pravim, nevim
sam, jen prekypuji tim, co v mysli
mam.

Tak nikdy duSe ma se nerozechvéla!
Jak mozno jest, by tebe ranilo,
co dusi mou tak slastné vifilo?

XENIE:
O nemluv tak, bych rdit se musela,
atd...

DIMITRIJ:
Jak mozno jest, by tebe ranilo,
co dusi mou tak slastné vifilo,
ta slova lasky, citu rozeplani!

ToZz odpust mi, co pravim, nevim
sam!

XENIE:
A vis-li ty, se srdcem dévcete,
jez odpusténo stoji ve svété,
Ze tézkym hfichem sobé zahravati?

Jet po soucitu vroucim dychtiva,
a vabnéji feC lasky ohniva
pro opusténou musi zaznivati!
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DIMITRI:
My words sound tempting in your
heart, O beloved, say that word
again,
which fills my soul with perfect bliss!

XENIA:
O stop, now, | blush with shame
at your words! See, this venerable
cathedral, this sacred tomb, is
disturbed by worldly talk!
I will go now, | don’t want to hear your
words!

(she tries to go. Dimitri delays)

DIMITRI:
O tell me where | can find you?

XENIA:
In Shuisky’s house | have protection,
Farewell now!

DIMITRI:
How cold your farewell!

XENIA:

Farewell now and remember me!
(Xenia wants to leave. Dimitri wants to follow but
she beckons him to stay. Dimitri looks for Xenia
as he exits)

DMITIRI:
I will not part from you, beloved!

XENIA:
Farewell now!

(Dimitri slowly walks back, looking around in
silent joy, then he covers himself with his
cloak, and is about to leave when he hears
steps and the voices of the conspirators. He
stands a moment, and hides in the vault
behind Ivan’s monument)

Scene 5
Dimitri (hidden), Shuisky, Conspirators

DIMITRIJ:
Ze vabné zni ti v srdci hovor maj,
6 milena, to slovo opakuij,
jez blahem neskonalym plni dusi
moul!

XENIE:
O ustan jiz, studem se zardivam
za slova tva! Hle, velebny ten chram,
posvatnou hrobku, svétsky hovor rusi!

Jiz jdu, naslouchat nechci sloviim
tvym!
(chce odejit. Dimitrij zdrZuje)

DIMITRIJ:
O povéz mi, kde tebe hledat smim?

XENIE:
V Sujského domé ochrana mi pfana,
bud s Bohem jiz!

DIMITRIJ:
Jak chladny pozdrav tva;!

XENIE:

Bud s Bohem jiz a na mne pamatu;j!
(Xenie odchazi. Dimitrij ji chce nasledovat, ona
mu v8ak kyne, aby zdstal. Dimitrij pohlizi za Xenii,
az odejde)

DIMITRIJ:
Ja neloudim se s tebou, milovana!

XENIE:
Bud' s Bohem jiz!

Dimitrij kraCi zvolna zpét, pohlizi kolem s
vyrazem nad$eni a blaha, zahali se v plast,
vezme klobouk, a jde ke schodum. U vchodu
se zastavi a nasloucha. Pak se vrati a ukryje
se za hrob.

5. vystup
Dimitrij (v ukrytu), Sujskij, spiklenci
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(Enter Shuisky. He looks around him and
beckons to the conspirators to follow him.
The conspirators step down into the front.
Dimitri hides behind the tomb. During the
singing the conspirators come through and
spread out along the passage, unfastening
their cloaks. Two of them carry torches and
thrust them into pillars)

SHUISKY:
Softly, follow me,
do not make a noise!
This church will conceal us.
Here no one will hear us
other than God the judge
in the height of heaven.

CONSPIRATORS:
Let us follow him softly!
Do not make a noise!
Here no one will hear us
other than God the judge
in the height of heaven.

(The conspirators come in and take off their
cloaks. They form a group round Shuisky,
who stands in the middle of the stage)

SHUISKY:
Listen! Here before the face of God
hear the voice of sober truth!
Awake you men!
Be ashamed of yourselves while
there’s time!
Steel yourselves to resist!
In the name of orthodox Russia,
Dimitri must fall.
Let us swear this together!

CONSPIRATORS:
How can we swear to destroy the
tsar? First give us proof!
Who is our tsar?

SHUISKY:
God alone knows!
That it is not Dimitri | have proof!

12

(Vystoupl Sujskij, ohliZi se kolem a kyne
ostatnim, aby jej nasledovali. V Sichni
sestupuji opatrné do pfedsiné; mezi zpévem
vchazeji a rozhaluji plasté. Dva spiklenci
nesou pochodné, jeZ vetknou za sloupy)

SUJSKIJ:
TiSe za mnou spéjte,
sumu nedélejte,
skryje nas ten chram!
Zde nas neuslysi,
nez na nebes vysi
boZsky soudce sam.

SPIKLENCI:
TiSe za nim spéjme,
sSumu nedélejme!
Zde nas neuslysi
nez na nebes nysi
bozsky soudce sam.

(Spiklenci tvofi kolem Sujského, jenz stoji
uprostred jevisté)

SUJSKIJ:
Slyste! Zde pfed Bozi tvafi,
slySte pfisné pravdy hlas!
Probudte se, muzi,
zastydte se v€as!
Vzmuzte se jiz k odporu!
Jménem pravoslavné Rusi,
Dimitrij, Ze padnout musi,
pfisahejme ve sboru!

SPIKLENCI:
Jak, caru pfisahati zmar?
Dfiv dukaz podej nam!
Kdo je nas car?

SUJSKIJ:
To vi Blh sam!
Ze Dimitrij to neni, dikaz mam!



| can call withesses,

they will swear before the living God
to confirm my statement.

I came to Uglich,

where nurses desperately mourned
over the dead tsarevich.

| saw them burying his tiny body.
What more do | have to say?

The Lord hears my words,

here at the tomb of lvan the Terrible
| raise my voice in oath!

DIMITRI:
(in hiding)
Do not swear!

CONSPIRATORS:
Who called us
where did that voice come from?
Do our ears deceive us?
Look there, what a horrid phantom!
Itis Ivan’s ghost!

DIMITRI:
I am not a phantom of horror,
I am not an empty vision.
This is |, your tsar and Lord!

SHUISKY AND PART OF THE
CONSPIRATORS:
Ha, you are in our hands,
your threat does not frighten us,
our tyrant must fall!

MOST OF THE CONSPIRATORS:
(stand in front of Dimitri to protect him)
Back!
To spill blood in a church
would arouse God’s wrath!
It is a terrible sin!

SHUISKY AND PART OF THE
CONSPIRATORS:
You don’t frighten us
and from our vengeance
you won'’t escape!
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Svédky zavolati mohu,
pfisahou k Zivému Bohu
stvrdit chci své udani!
Prisel ja jsem do Uglice,
u mrtvého carevicCe
chavy Ikaly v zoufani.
Vidél jsem trup jeho maly,
vidél, jak jej pochovali,

€O vam vice Fici mam?
Hospodin ma slySi slova,
zde u hrobu lvanova

k pfisaze hlas pozvedam!

DIMITRIJ:
(v Ukrytu)
Nepfisahej!

SPIKLENCI:
Kdo to volal nas?
Odkud znél ten hlas?
Zda nas sali sluch?
Hledte, hledte tam,
jaky hrozny klam!
Ivanuv to duch!

DIMITRIJ:
Nejsem pfizrak, nejsem zdéseni,
nejsem plané vidéni!
Ja to jsem, vas car a pan!

SUJSKIJ A CAST SPIKLENCU:
Hoj, ty sdm jsi v ruce nasi,
hrozba tva nas nezastrasi,
padnout musi tyran nas!

VETSINA SPIKLENCU:
(stavi se pfed Dimitrije k jeho obrané)
Zpatky!
ve chramu prolit krev,
tot’ vzbudit bozi hnév,
tot' hrozny hfich!

SUJSKIJ A CAST SPIKLENCU:
Nas nezastrasi
a pomsté nasi
ted nemine!



DIMITRI:
| am not a phantom of horror...

MOST OF THE CONSPIRATORS:
Back, this is a holy place,
it is a sin to spill blood here!

SHUISKY AND PART OF THE
CONSPIRATORS:
It is a crime to keep alive this cursed
breed, to spare the murderer of the
fatherland.

DIMITRI:
Fall on your knees!
Beg for my mercy!
I, your tsar and master, will punish
you!

SHUISKY AND PART OF THE
CONSPIRATORS:
You have rescued a murderer;
you have betrayed your brothers,
shame on youl!

MOST OF THE CONSPIRATORS:
Great tsar,
have mercy on us sinner,
forgive us!

(Curtain falls. A group kneeling round
Dimitri, and further on the right a group
threatening him)

DIMITRIJ:
Nejsem pfizrak, zdéSeni, atd...

VETSINA SPIKLENCU:
Zpatky, misto to je svaté,
hfichem krev tu prolévat!

SUJSKIJ A CAST SPIKLENCU:
Hfichem zivit plémé klaté,
vraha vlasti zachovat!

DIMITRIJ:
Na kolena padejte,
milost moji vzyvejte,
ztrestam vas, vas car a pan!

SUJSKIJ A CAST SPIKLENCU:
Vraha jste spasili,
bratry jste zradili,
hanba vam!

VETSINA SPIKLENCU:
O care veliky,
pomiluj viniky,
odpust nam!

(Opona pada. Jedna ¢ast sboru kleci kol
Dimitra, druha stoji opodal v pravo hrozic)
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ACT 3

Hall in the Kremlin. At the back a vaulted passage
raised above the rest of the stage with doorways
on both sides; higher than everything else on
stage. Behind the passage is a courtyard and
from the passage a wide staircase into the room.
In the room at the front, on a dais, a throne and
chairs.

Scene 1
Dimitri
(enters through doors on the right)

DIMITRI:
| have seen her, | have beheld Xenia,
my mind drinks with silent bliss,
| have seen an angel in her pure
beauty. My whole being trembled with
secret joy | would never have
suspected! | have seen her, and
forgotten the world!
O one so beautiful, why did you
appear to me,
like the light of the spring sun?
Why did you favour me in love
while condemning me to
hopelessness?
Why did my spirit drink nectar from
your lips,
only to be parched by torturing thirst?
Why did you trouble my bliss with a
phantom?
Xenia! Why did you appear to me?
A spring flower scorched by the frost,
thus our love flared up;
just a light and then darkness
threatens;
once again our spirits embrace,
then farewell, happiness in life;
fade, fade, destroyed flower!

JEDNANI TRETI

Sin v Kremlu. V pozadi klenuta, obloukova
chodba, s vychodem po obou stranach; vyssi nez

obloukem nékolik schoddu, jimiZ se sestupuje do
siné. Za timto obloukem, na zadni strané chodby,
Siroké dvéfe. V sini na levé strané dvére blize
pozadi, pak na povySeném misté kfeslo a vedle
ného dvé sedadla. Vpravo blize pozadidvére a
dvé vysokda okna; ke kazdému z nich vede
stupen.

1. vystup
Dimitrij
(vstupuje dvefmi v pravo)

DIMITRI:
Vidél jsem ji, Xenii jsem zfel,
mysli tichym blahem opojenou
ziral v Gistou krasu andéla,
slasti tajnou, nikdy netuSenou
cela bytost ma se zachvélal
Ji jsem vidél, na svét zapomnél!

Proc tak krasna ses mi zjevila,
jako slunka jarniho ty svit?

Pro¢ ses v lasce ke mné naklonila,
an mi beznadéjnost souzena,

pro€ z tvych ust ma duse nektar pila,
by pak prahla zizni mucena,

blaha pfeludem se trapila?

Xenie, pro€ ses mi zjevila?

Kvitek jara mrazem spaleny,

tim nam bylo lasky zaplanuti,
svitilo jen, a hrozi temnota,

jesté jedno v dusi obejmuti

a bud s Bohem S$tésti Zivota,
svadni, svadni, kvitku zni¢eny!



Scene 2

On the left side Marina enters, Marfa follows
behind her, then their company (Russians and
Poles). They all climb to an elevated space. At the
same time, the door behind the corridor opens
and the Boyars and Basmanov enter with the
Patriarch and Priests. Then the Poles enter from
the right side descending the steps following the
Russians. The russians stand on the right side,
Poles on the left, Basmanov is standing in front.
Dimitri sits down on the chair with Marfa on his
right and Marina on his left.

POLES AND RUSSIANS:
Greetings, tsar, God protect you!
You are blessed by God,
Long live our tsar and lord!

BASMANOV:
At council the verdict was passed:
Let Shuisky be executed!
Everyone is of one mind,
everyone cries glory ot the tsar!
Let intrigue be punished,
let the treacherous head fall!

POLES AND RUSSIANS:
Let intrigue be cruelly punished,
let the treacherous head fall!

BASMANOV:
Your wishes are law,
the nation is faithful to you.

O hear our sighs;
have mercy on your children!

RUSSIANS:
O hear these our sighs
have mercy on your children!

PATRIARCH:
Great tsar, incline your ear to us,
hear our earnest prayer;
| beseech you before God!

PRIESTS:
Great tsar, incline your ear to us,

2. vystup

Vlevo vchazi Marina, za ni Marfa, pakjejich
druzina (Rusky i Polkyd). VSecky vystupuji na
povySené misto. Zaroven se otevrou dvefe za
ohodbou, jimiz vchazeji rusti bojafi s
Basmanovem v Cele a patriarcha s knézimi.
Konecné pfichazeji z pravé strany Polaci a
sestupuji za Rusy ze schodu. Rusové se stavi v
pravo, polaaci v levo, Basmanov stoji vpopredi.
Dimitrij se posadi na kfeslo, Marfa po jeho
pravém boku, Marina po levém.

POLACI A RUSOVE:
Bud, care, pozdraven,
tys Bohem poZehnan,
bud’ ziv nas car a pan!

BASMANOQV:
Na snému ortel vynesen:
Bud Sujskij katem odpraven!
V&e jedné mysli jest,
vSe vola caru slava!
Necht pikle stihne trest,
at padne zradna hlava!

POLACI A RUSOVE:
Necht pikle stihne kruty trest,
necht padne zradna hlava!

BASMANOQV:
Je zakonem tvé pfani,
je narod véren tvuj.
O slys ty nase Ikani,
své déti pomiluj!

RUSOVE:
O slys ty nase Ikani,
své déti pomiluj!

PATRIARCHA:
Velky care, slkor se k nam,
vysly$ snaznou prosbu nasi,
Bohem tebe zaklinam!

KNEZI:
Velky care, sklor se k nam



hear our earnest prayer!

RUSSIANS:

O hear our sighs;
have mercy on your children!

BASMANOV:

Your wishes are law...

PATRIARCH:

Holy faith is suffering injustice;
Polish pride is rampant everywhere.
They make fun of our holy places;
they plague dishonoured Moscow.
The faithful grumble

that within the Kremlin

Mass is celebrated in Latin for the
tsarina.

O tsar, hear our warning voice!

PRIESTS:

Urge the tarina to our faith,
or else God’s wrath will pursue us!

PATRIARCH:

Otherwise the church faithful
will not recognize the tsarina,

(with emphasis)

and will invalidate your marriage!

MARFA:

Without delay grant the wishes

of your devoted people!

Hear, my son, the sighs of the people,
have mercy on your children!

O do not heed foreign wishes,

just believe the people!

DIMITRI:

Such words! Now hope!

This is just an illusion, not my
salvation!

My desires, my dream of love
are already sacrificed, buried!

vysly$ snaznou prosbu nasi!

RUSOVE:
O slys ty nase Ikani,
své déti pomiluj!

BASMANOV:
Je zadkonem tvé pfani, atd...

PATRIARCHA:
Svata vira pFikof snasi,
vSude vladne polsky pych.
Ze svatyn si tropi smich,
potupenou Moskvu souzi,
a lid repta véfici,
Ze se v Kremlu cafici
po latinsku slouzi!
Care, vystrazny slys hlas!

KNEZI:
Sklor carevnu k vife nasi,
sice hnév bozi stihne nas!

PATRIARCHA:
Jinak cirkev véfici
neuzna v ni cafici,

(s durazem)
zrusi platnost svatby vasi!

MARFA:
Bez vahani spini pfani
lidu svého oddaneého!
Slys, synu, lidu Ikani,
své déti pomiluj,
0, nedbej cizich pfani,
jen lidu duvéfuj!

DIMITRIJ:
Jaka slova, nadéj nova!
Klam to pouhy, spasy neni!
Jiz mé touhy, lasky snéni
v obét dany, pochovany!



MARINA:
This unheard of effrontery
arouses hatred and anger in us!
Let it be severely punished,
or else it will call for blood!

BASMANOQV:
Hear the sighing, hear the wishes
of your devoted people!
Hear, O tsar, our sighs;
have mercy on your children!
O do not heed foreign wishes,
just believe the people!

PATRIARCH:
Hear, O tsar, our sighs;
have mercy on your children!
O do not heed foreign wishes,
just believe the people!

POLES:
This unheard of effrontery
arouses hatred and anger in us!
It must be severely punished,
or else it will call for blood!

RUSSIANS:
Hear the sighing, hear the wishes
of your devoted people!
Hear, O tsar, our sighs;
have mercy on your children!
O do not heed foreign wishes,
just believe the people!

PRIESTS:
Hear, O tsar, our sighs;
have mercy on your children!
O do not heed foreign wishes,
just believe the people!

Scene 3

Dimitri turns and sees Xenia coming hurriedly
from the right side of the corridor, he passes by
her as if he wanted to evade her. All are looking
around and they make space for Xenia. Marina

walks to the middle of the stage while Xenia sees

MARINA:
Ta drzost neslychana
v nas boufi zast i hvév!
Bud pfisné potrestana,
neb zada, zada krev!

BASMANOQV:
Uslys Ikani, vyslys prani
lidu svého oddaného!
Slys§, care, nase Ikani,
své déti pomiluj!
O nedbej cizich prani
jen lidu duvéfuj!

PATRIARCHA:
Slys, care, nase Ikani,
své déti pomiluj!
O, nedbej cizich piani,
jen lidu duveéfuj!

POLACI:
Ta drzost neslychana
v nas boufi zast' i hnév,
bud’ pfisné potrestana,
neb zada, zada krev!

RUSOVE:
Uslys Ikani, vyslys prani
lidu svého oddaného!
Slys§, care, nase Ikani,
své déti pomiluj!
O nedbej cizich prani
jen lidu duveéfuj!

KNEZI:
Slys, care, nase Ikani,
své déti pomiluj!
O, nedbej cizich piani,
jen lidu duveéfuj!

3. vystup

Dimitrij se ohlédne a spatfi Xenii pfichazejici
chvatem z pravé strany chodby i pfejde rychle,
jako by se ji chtél vyhnouti. VSichni se ohlizeji a
ustupuji Xenii s cesty. Marina postoupi nékolik
kroku do stfedu jevisté. Xenie sestoupi se
schodl, ohlizi se Uzkostlivé a blizi se k Mariné.



the stairs and looks around in anxiety. Xenia
approaches Marina.

XENIA:
Let me go! For God'’s sake
let me see the tsarina!
(Anxiously looks around and approaches Marina)

THE WHOLE CHORUS:
Poor Xenia
has run here in tears!

XENIA:

(to Marina with desperate haste)
They are taking Shuisky now to his
end,
a terrible execution awaits him,
in a short while his grey head
will fall by the sword in blood.
Have pity!

(During Xenia’s singing Shuisky, with hands
bound, can be seen crossing the passage ehind
the room, followed by the executioner with a
sword, the guard, judges, and a priest)

To have mercy, to forgive

is your exalted task!

In the happiest moment of life
remember the unhappy,

have pity!

Like you | was an honoured
and adored tsar’s daughter;
here you see me humbled,
wretched, kneeling in the dust.
Have mercy!

MARINA:
In vain you ask for what is not in my
power;
only the tsar can pardon;
there stands the tsar!

(She points at Dimitri)

XENIE:
Nechte mne! Pro Bohal!
Pustte mne k cafici!

(Uzkostlivé se ohlizejic blizi se k Maring)

CELY SBOR:
Xenie neboha
spécha sem placici!

XENIE:

(se zoufalym chvatem k Mariné)
Sujského jiz vedou k cili,
Ceka hrozna poprava,
padne me€em v malé chvili
Seda hlava krvava.
Mé;j slitovani!
Pomilovat, odpustit,
vzneseny je ukol tvij!

(Mezitim pfechazeji chodbou za sini Sujskij
srukama spoutanyma, kat s mecem, soudcouve,
knézi a straze.)

V nejstastnéjsi chvili ziti
na nedtastné pamatuj,
mé;j slitovani!

Jako ty jsem byla cténou,
zboznovanou cafici,

zde mne vidi$§ pokofenou,
bidnou, v prachu kledici,
méj smilovani!

MARINA:
Marné zadas, co v mé moci neni,
jenom car udili odpustént;
tam stoji car!

(Ukazuje na Dimitrije)



(Xenia approaches Dimitri with a bowed head in
respect. Dimitri watched her and now stands in
front of her.)

XENIA:
(timidlly)
| kneel before your grace

(kneeling, she looks up and starts in horror)

Dimitri, it's him!
No, it is a horrid delusion!

DIMITRI:
Xenial

XENIA:

Alas, it's him!
(Xenia staggers and faints. Marfa’s and Marina’s
ladies catch her in their arms and take her off)

DIMITRI:
A terrible battle rages in my soul!
God, how can | bear that glance!

MARINA:
A terrible light shines in my soul,
how he trembled! He is a traitor!

MARFA, WHOLE CHORUS:
Grief has overcome her, her strength
has gone, unhappy girl!

(Basmanov steps up to the window on the right,
he goes up one step, opens the window and looks
out)

BASMANOQV:
They have taken Shuisky to his end;
the execution is nw beginning!
They are praying now, the
executioner is getting ready.
Shuisky is kneeling in submission...

(Xenie blizi se se sklopenym zrakem k Dimitriovi.
Dimitrij ji byl dfive spohnutim pozoroval; nyni stoji
v pfedu, napolo od ni odvracen.)

XENIE:
(nesméle)
Pfed milosti tvoji poklekam

(klekajic pohlédne vzhiru a vzchopi se zdéSena)

Dimitrij, tot' on!
Ne, to hrozny klam!

DIMITRIJ:
Xenie!

XENIE:

O béda, on to jest!
(Xenie omdléva, panny Marininy ji zachyti a
odvedou)

DIMITRIJ:
Hrozny boj mou dusi zmita!
BozZe, jak ten pohled snést!

MARINA:
Hrozné svétlo v dusi svita,
jak se chvél! On zdradcem jest!

MARFA, CELY SBOR:
Zal ji schvatil, dosly sily,
nestastna to divcina!

(Basmanov pfistupuje k oknu vpravo, vystoupi na
stuperi, otevie okno a pohlizi ven.)

BASMANOQV:
Sujského jiz vedou k cili,
poprava jiz po€¢ina!
Ted se modli, kat se chysta,
Sujskij kleka podroben...



DIMITRI:
(Dimitri steps quickly to the window and waves his
handkerchief)
A pure soul has pleaded for him.
Pardon, let him be free!

MARFA:
A pardon, a pardon, what a wonder!
The tsar is merciful!

BASMANOV, PATRIARCH, RUSSIANS AND
PRIESTS:
A pardon, a pardon, what a wonder!
The tsar is merciful!

MARINA:
Woe they have forgive the traitor;
for her, he did it for Xenia!

POLES:
A pardon, a pardon, what a wonder!
How he is merciful to traitors!

DIMITRI:
She knelt pleading in the dust!
How can | be deaf to her, to an angel!
(enthusiastically)
Russian people, your sighs
have awoken a response in my
breast.
I will protect without ceasing
the sacred faith of your fathers.
Let robbers bow their heads;
let him who blasphemes be taken
away in chains!
My people, in accordance with your
wishes,
| will expel the foreign hordes!

MARINA:
Ha, this wretched traitor!
Thus are our people rewarded!
This is a girl’s treacherous trick!
My honour is stained!
How can | bear this insult?
Brought to the ground,

DIMITRIJ:

(postoupi rychle k oknu mavaje Satkem.)
Prosila zar duse Cista,
milost, budiz svoboden!

MARFA:
Milost, milost, jaky div!
Dimitrij je milostiv!

BASMANOV, PATRIARCHA, RUSOVE,
KNEZI:
Milost, milost, jaky div!
Gosudar je milostiv!

MARINA:
Béda, zradci promiji,
pro ni, on pro Xenii!

POLACI:
Milost, milost, jaky to div!
Jak je zradcim milostiv!

DIMITRIJ:
Ona v prachu prosic klecela!
Jak oslySet ji, andéla!
(nad3sené)
Lide rusky, tvoje Ikani
budi ohlas v fiadrech mych,
chranit budu bez ustani
svatou viru otcu svych.
Zbojnici at hlavy sklani,
kdo se rouha, v pouta s nim!
Lide mj, ja k tvému pFani
cizi tlupy vyhostim!

MARINA:
Ha, bidny zradce ten!
Tak lid nas odménén!
Ta zradna divcéi lest!
Ma zkalena je Cest,
jak pohanu tu snést?
Za zem tu dobytou,



Polish blood spilt,
this traitor will tread on us!

MARFA:
Eternal glory be to you,
you love your nation,
0 my dear son!
Russia will give thanks to you.

BASMANOV, PATRIARCH:
Eternal glory be to you,
you love your nation,
0 my dear son!
Russia will give thanks to you.

RUSSIANS AND PRIESTS:

Eternal glory be to you,

you love your nation,

0 my dear son!

Russia will give thanks to you.
POLES:

Ha, this wretched traitor!

Thus is the Pole rewarded!

This base insult must be wiped out!

O righteous anger that calls for blood!

(Uttering threats the Poles go off up the steps
along the corridor to the left. Basmanov, the
Patriarch, the Priests and Russians, still bowing to
the tsar, follow along the corridor to the right.
Marfa leaves through the second door. Dimitri, at
Basmanov’s and the Patriarch’s exit goes up a
few steps, wanting to go after Marfa, but Marina
stands in his way)

Scene 4
Marina and Dimitri

MARINA:

(approaching hastily to Dimitri, passionately)
Why did you pardon Shuisky?
Now, boldly, confess to everything!
You did it for Xenia!

DIMTRI:
Be that as it may, how have | sinned?

krev polskou prolitou
nas Slape zradce ten!

MARFA:
Bud vécéna tobé slava,
mas v lasce narod svuj,
0, drahy synu ma;!
Rus tobé diky vzdaval

BASMANOV, PATRIARCHA:
Bud vécna tobé slava,
ty lid svij v lasce mas!
O, velky care nas!
Rus tobé diky vzdava!

RUSOVE A KNEZi:
Bud vécéna tobé slava,
ty lid svUj v lasce mas!
O, velky care nas!
Rus tobé diky vzdaval
POLACI:
Ha, bidny zradce ten!
Tak Polak odménén!
Ta mrzka pohana
ma byti smazana!
O spravedlivy hnév, to zada krev!

(Polaci odchazeji s vyhriizkami po schodech
chodbouklevé strané. Basmanov, Patriarcha,
Rusové a knéZzi kraceji klonice se Dimitrijovi
chodbou ku pravé strané. Marfa odchazi do
druhych dvefi. Dimitrij, jenz s odchazejicimi Rusy
byl postoupil az ke schodiim, chce jiti za Marfou;
Marina mu v8ak zastoupi cestu.)

4. vystup

Marina a Dimitri

MARINA:

(pristoupivsi chvatem k Dimitrijovi, vasniveé)
Pro¢ udélil jsi milost Sujskému?
Nuz, sméle jen, pfiznej se ke vSemu!
Tys Xenii to k vali ucinil!

DIMITRIJ:
Pro¢ udélil jsi milost Sujskému?



May | not pardon, or am | not master?

MARINA:

(mockingly)
You master! Who wouldn’t kneel to
you?
But to whom do you owe your throne?
Ungrateful one, you have forgotten so
soon!

(with growing anger)
How can you look me in the face?
You are a traitor and a liar before
God!

DIMITRI:
Marina, | swear to God, | will repay
my heavy debt to the last penny,
but | want to rule alone on the throne
of my fathers!

MARINA:
The throne of your fathers! You
fatuous fool!
Or do you believe they wore a crown?
And do you perhaps want to repay us
with silver and gold?
Now take revenge, Marina, reveal the
truth! You are a serf, you are a
Grishka Otrepyev!

Listen! At night

you were brought to my father as a
child. A mysterious man said in
secret: “Take in this lad,

the child will become a great man!”
And added these words:

“We were hired for the murder,

to kill Dimitri the son of Ivan.

We strangled him in the park on Boris’
orders.

| caught sight of the face of the dead
prince.

| trembled as if stabbed by a dagger,
in him | saw the very image of my
own son! Seized by a strange
thought, | pulled off a picture from his
neck, a holy picture, and a gold cross.

Nuz, sméle jen, pfiznej se ke vSemu!
Tys Xenii to k vali ucinil!

MARINA:

(posmésné)
Jsi panem ty! Kdoz tobé by se
neklanél?
V8ak komu trinem svym jsi zavazan,
ty nevdécny, zahy jsi zapomnél!

(se vzrastajicim bnévem)
Mné&, mazes-li pohlédni v tvar!
Tys zradce a pfed Bohem |haf!

DIMITRIJ:
Hoj, Marino, slys, splatim, pfisam \
Bah, do kopky posledni svij tézky
dluh, v8ak triinem otcu svych chci
vladnout sam!

MARINA:
Tran otcd tvych! Ty boude zpozdily!
Ci véFis, korunu Ze nosili?
A stfibrem, zlatem chce$ snad splacet
nam?

Nuz, pomsti se, Marino, pravdu zjev!
Tys nevolnik, tys Griska Otrepév!

Poslys! K otci v no¢ni dobé
pfinesen jsi byl co dité.
Tajemny muz pravil v skryté:
“Vemte toho hocha k sobé,
velkym muze stat se robé!®
A dale mluvil tato slova:
“Najati jsme k vrazdé byli,
bychom syna Ivanova
Dimitrije zavrazdili.

V sadé jsme jej zardousili,
dle pfikazu Borisova.
Vzhléd jsem ve tvaF zesnulého,
zachvél se, jak dykou tat,
vidim obraz syna svého!
Myslénkou pak divnou jat
strh jsem obraz z Sije jeho,
svaty obraz i kfiz zlaty.



Through the dark night | fled to a
monk | knew in a far-off monastery.
I hid my son with him;

with him | quietly hatched a plot.
The monk shortened his right arm
just as lvan’s son used to have.”
So the man said and gave the holy
cross to my father:

“Here you have a valid

proof, | entrust him to your care!”
This is your origin. This your glory!
All you are, you are because of our
hands!

DIMITRI:
Ha, Marina, you are lying. Not another

word!

How terrible are your words! Do you
know?

You wretched viper for home | burned
with love,

you are poisoning my soul with your
breath!

But | do not believe your words
anymore,

or your love, or your cruel threats!

MARINA:

Do you want witnesses? Do you want
me to swear?

DIMITRI:

Do you want to swear that for years
you have lying, that you and your
father have been deceiving me,

that my young life was your
instrument?

Did you lie only then, or are you also
lying now?

The sweet words which you spoke to
me,

the tender love with which you lured
me,

do you want to swear that it was all a
lie?

V dalny klaster noci tmavou

k znamému jsem prchnul mnichu,
u ného se syn mdaj skryval,

s nim jsme pikle kuli v tichu,
mnich mu zkratil ruku pravou,
jak to Ivanlv syn mival.

“Tak muz dél a kfiz posvatny
otci dal: , Tu dukaz platny,
svéfuji péci vasil

Hle, tvdj puvod! Hle, tva slaval
VSe, co jsi, jsi rukou nasi!

DIMITRIJ:

Hoj, Marino, ty 1ze§, ni hlesu dal!

Jak hrozna jsou slova tva, zda to vi§?
Ty bidna zmije, k niz jsem laskou plal,
ty dechem svym mou dusi otravis!
V8ak nevéfim ja vice slovim tvym,

ni lasce tvé, ni hrozbam tvym
ukrutnym!

MARINA:

Chces svédky mit? Chces, abych
pfisahala?

DIMITRIJ:

Chces pfisahat, Ze po |éta jsi lhala,
Ze klamala jsi ty i otec tvuj,

Ze nastrojem byl mlady zivot muj?
Zda dfiv jen Ihali jste, Ci nyni téz?
Ta sladka slova, jez jsi mluvila,

ta nézna laska, jiz’s mne vabila,
chces pfisahat, to vSe ze byla lez?
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MARINA:
| want to swear that you alone are the
traitor!
| want to swear that | have you in my
power!

DIMITRI:
O horrid apparition,
fearful doubt burrows through my soul
in hellish torment! Torment!

MARINA:
O horrid suffering,
these jealous words burrow through
my soul
in hellish torment!

DIMITRI:

(with great emotion and an internal struggle)
O who can tell me whether | can
believe you?
O who can tell me if | give power what
confusion there will be in the land,
what spilling of blood!

No, | want to remain master of my
fate, and if | was not born to rule,
then | will fight for this right for myself!

| wanted to sacrifice everything for
gratitude! Away with this constraint!
You have deceived me, | was
deluded!

MARINA:
For god’s sake, what are you saying?
Horror runs through me!
O take back those terrible words!
| deceived, but now I'm telling the
truth. | didn’t love you, as you rightly
say; now I’'m going mad with grief,
can’t you see?

O hear me out, | didn’t love you, etc...

MARINA:
Chci pfisahat, ze zradce ty jsi sam!
Chci pfisahat, ze v moci své t& mam!

DIMITRIJ:
O hrozné zjeveni,
pochybnost stradliva
v pekelné tryznéni
mou dusi rozryva!l

MARINA:
O hrozné trapeni,
ta muka zarliva
v pekelném tryznéni
mou dusi rozryva!

DIMITRIJ:

(s velkym pohnutim a bojem dusevnim)
O, kdo mi povi, zda ti véfit mam?
O, kdo mi povi, kdyz se vlady vzdam,
ty zmatky v zemi, krve prolévani!

Ne! Chci zUstat ja panem osudu,
a jestli nejsem zrozen k panovani,
toz prava toho sobé dobudul!

V8&e chtél jsem dat vdécnosti za obét,
pry¢ s poutem tim!
Vy klamali jste, ja byl oklaman!

MARINA:
Pro Buh, co di§? Mnou hriiza
prochvival
Ach, odvolej ta slova strasliva!
Ja klamala, vS§ak pravdu mluvim ted.
Ja lasky neznala, to pravdu dis,
ted Zalem Silim, zda to nevidis§?

O vysly$ mne! Ja lasky neznala, atd.
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O hear me out, you must hear me out!
| wanted to rule, you however always
resisted my wishes with manly
resolution. Your manly will won my
respect, unwittingly in my mind |
deferred to your spirit and did not
even suspect, o Dimitri, what you
have become to mel

You have tamed my pride for ever;
surely you see how | have been
humbled?

Here, grovelling in the dust | beg you
to give me your love!

(She tries to kneel down and clasp Dimitri’'s hand,
but he turns away from her. Marina stands up)

Alas, you turn from me!

Why must it be now that you cannot
believe me?

Tell me how | can convince you?
Just say it and | will do anything.

| want to sacrifice the thing dearest to
me,

listen now: | want to become Russian!

DIMITRI:

Go on asking, go on begging,
crouched in the dust!
| despise you, wretched woman!

MARINA:

Your faith will be my faith,
your every wish will be law to me!

(she kneels)

DIMITRI:

Go on asking, go on begging etc...

MARINA:

Alas, you turn away from me!

See, | am no longer Marina, have pity!
| want to sacrifice the thing dearest to
me, listen now:

| want to become a Russian!

O Dimitri, have pity!

12

O vyslys mne! Ty musi$ vyslySet!
Ja vladnout chtéla, tys vSak mému
prani vzdy odpor kladl v muzném
odhodlani. Mné muzna vule Ucty
dobyla, ja bezdéky v mysli se klonila
pfed duchem tvym a netusila ani,
0, Dimitfe, ¢im ses mi stall!

Tys pychu moji navzdy pfekonal,
zda vidi§, jak jsem pokofena?

Zde prosim v prachu ponizZena,
bys svou lasku mi daroval!

(Chce pokleknout a uchopit Dimitrijovu ruku, tento
se od ni odvraci)

O, béda, ty se odvracis!

Pro¢ pravé ted mi nevéfis?
Rci, jak t& pfesvédcCiti mam?
Pfikaz mi jen, vSe udélam!

To nejdrazsi chci v obét dati,
sly$ tedy: chci se Ruskou stati!

DIMITRIJ:

Pros, Zebrej v prachu sklonéna!
Tebou, bidna, pohrdam!

MARINA:

Tva vira bude virou mou,
mym zakonem tvé kazdé prani!

(pokleka)

DIMITRIJ:

Pros, Zebrej v prachu sklonéna! Atd.

MARINA:

O, bé&dal Ty se odvracis!

Hle nejsem vice Marinou, mégj
smilovani!

To nejdrazsi chci v obét’ dati,
sly$ tedy, chci se Ruskou stati,
O Dimitfe, m&j smilovani!



DIMITRI:
Go on asking, go on begging,
crouched in the dust!
| despise you, wretched woman!
Both your crying and fiery passion |
find repelling!
| hold the image of an angel in my
mind and | despise you wretched
woman!

MARINA:
Alas!
See, i am no longer Marina, have

(Dimitri contemptuously flings her aside and
leaves. Marina sinks in amazement, suddenly
with desperate strength, she rises and calls after
Dimitri)

Dimitri, tame your pride and anger,
and remember that you are Otrepyev!
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DIMITRIJ:
Pros, Zebrej v prachu sklonéna!
Tebou, bidna, pohrdam!
Mné protivno jak tvoje Ikani,
tak vasen tvoje plamenna!
Andéla obraz v mysli mam
a tebou, bidna, pohrdam!

MARINA:
O bédal
Hle nejsem vice Marinou atd.

(Dimitrij s opovrZenim ji odmrsti od sebe a
odchazi poklesa v ustrnuti, nahle zoufalou silou
se vztyCi a vola za Dimitri)

Dimitfe, krot svUj pych i hvév,
a pamatuj, Zes Otrepév!



ACT 4 CTVRTE JEDNANI

A courtyard in Shuisky’s house. A side garden; at  Nadvofi v domé Sujského. Stranou zahrada, v

the back a view of the Kremlin. pozadi vyhled na Kreml.

Scene 1 1. vystup

Xenia Xenie

XENIA: XENIE:

(she comes out of the house) (sama vychazi z domu)
| dreamt that pale Death Mné zdalo se, ze smrt bleda
touched me with her right hand. sahla na mne pravici.
Why did she not destroy my life? Pro¢ mé ziti neznigila?
All she did was kill within my spirit V dusi mé jen zahubila
the bud of blissful love. poupé lasky blaZzici.
| would gladly have died with him S nim bych rada skonala,
and thus overcome my grief. a tak zal svUj preckala,
Alas, alas! béda, béda!
He deceived me, he is wretched. Klamal mne, on bidnym jest!
This grief, ah, is the heaviest to Ten zal, ach, je nejtiz snést!
bear! Divy bol a hnévu plani,
Wild pain and a blaze of anger pfi tom sladké vzpominani
courses through my grieving spirit vifi dusi Ikajici
in the midst of this sweet memory a skuteénost désici
and with amazing strength ni¢i silou uzasnou,
destroys the frightening reality. bez miry jsem nestastnou!
Oh, I am unhappy beyond
measure!
(as if frightened, almost spoken) (jaksi ustrasené a skoro jen mluvit)
O alas, alas! Béda, béda!
Love led me astray, alas, alas! Zvadla laska, béda, béda!
Will God give me no peace of Zda Buh klid mé duSi neda?
mind? Citit bojim se i prati,
| fear even to hope for it, bojim se i mysleti,
| fear even to think of it. chtéla bych jen vymazati,
| want only to wipe out CO Vv mé psano paméti
what is inscribed in my memory upominkou plamennou.
with burning remembrance. Buh smiluj se nade mnou,
God have mercy on me. béda, béda!

Alas, alas!



Scene 2
Xenia and Dimitri

DIMITRI:
(remains standing in the distance)
Xenia!
XENIA:
(to herself, not looking around)
O God, it's him!
DIMITRI:

(stepping up to her)
Don’t turn your dear face from me,
hear the confession of a
depressed spirit!

XENIA:
Go away, | hate you!

DIMITRI:
Is there only anger in your soul?
Are you telling the truth?
And do you not see my great
torture?

XENIA:
(moved, turns to Dimitri)
Do | see it?

(Having looked at him, she stops herself and once

more turns away; to herself)
O God, be with me!

(to Dimitri)
| see only your sin and your fraud!

DIMITRI:
Only my sin? How well do you
know me?
Why have you such cruel word for
me?
Hear me first, this is surely the
right of someone who is unhappy?
But | know that in the safety of
your heart

2. vystup

Xenie a Dimitrij.

DIMITRIJ:
(v povzdali stati zustava)
Xenie!

XENIE:
(pro sebg, neoblizejic se)
O Boze, tot on sam!

DIMITRIJ:

(postoupi blize)
Neodvracej tvare milené,
vysly$ zpovéd duse skrousené!

XENIE:
Odejdi, t& v nenavisti mam!

DIMITRIJ:
V dusi tvé jen hnév? Zda pravdu
dis,
a ma velka muka nevidi§?

XENIE:
(v pohnuti obrati se k Dimitrij)
Zda je vidim?

(Pohlédnuvsi na Dimitrij zarazi sea znovu se
odvrati pro sebe:)

Boze, pfi mné st(j!

(K Dimitrij)
Vidim jen tvaj hfich a podvod tvi;!

DIMITRIJ:
Jen myj hfich? A zda jej dobfe
znas?
Pro¢ tak kruta slova pro mne mas?
Sly§ mne dfiv, tot’ parvo
nestastného!
Vs8ak ja vim, zZe v skrytu srdce
svého
bohaty zdroj lasky ukryvas.



XENIA:

you are harbouring a rich source of

love.
Xenia, surely | know your soul!

(to herself)

O God, how can | resist!

DIMITRI:

| have sinned; in a dream of love
| wanted to be happy for a
moment,

and in this sweet intoxication

| forgot about the whole world!

Is it a sin to burn with love?

| have a greater sin on my mind:
| wanted to give up your love,
with what torture God alone
knows!

Come what may, | must break the
cursed bonds

that bind me to the imposter.

(with growing excitement)

(he approaches Xenia, whose spiritual struggle is

evident)

Before God and in the sight of the
world,
Xenia, | want to be yours!

Neither your anger nor the threats
of the world

will take me from your feet;

here | will wait until my please
bring back your love to me!

until your eye glows with love
and is submerged in my soul,
until you confess to me in sweet
whispers

that | am eternally yours!

Say, will you be mine?

XENIA:
(throwing herself into his arms)

I am yours for ever!

DIMITRI:

O please say that again: | am
yours for ever!

XENIE:

Xenie, vzdyt dusi tvoji znam!

(pro sebe)

Boze muj, jak odolati mam!

DIMITRIJ:

HresSil jsem, ja v lasky snéni
chvili Stastnym byti chtél

a v tom sladkém opojeni

na svét cely zapomnél!
Zda j hiichem laskou plati?

Vétsi hfich ja v mysli mam:
lasky tvé ja chtél se vzdati,
s jakou mukou, vi Blih sam!
K podvodnici pouta kleta
zruSit musim, stdj co stj,

(s rostoucim nadsenim)
pfed Bohem i tvafi svéta,
Xenie, chci byti tvuj!

(Pristupuje ku Xenii, na této znati dusevni

boj.)

Mne tvdj hnév ni svéta hrozby
od tvych nohou nepohnou,
zde chci zdat az moje prosby
navrati mi lasku tvou!

AZ tvé oko v lasky plani
ponofi se v dusi mou,

az mi v sladkém zaseptani
vyznas se, jsem vécné tvou!

Miluv, chce$ byti mou?

XENIE:
(podavaijic se objeti jeho)

Jsem vécné tvoul!

DIMITRIJ:

O opakuj! Jsem vé&&né tvou!



XENIA:
I am yours for ever!

DIMITRI:
O Xenial

XENIA:
O Dimitri, my desire!
Do | wake or sleep?
Can | believe that you are now
mine for ever?
When | look into your eyes,
my soul plunges
into a sea of bliss,
O let me go on looking!
Let my soul expire
in that sea of bliss;
O dear soul,
so let me die!

DIMITRI:
O Xenia, my desire!
Do | wake or sleep?
Can | believe that you are now
mine for ever?
When | look into your eyes,
my soul plunges
into a sea of bliss,
O let me go on looking!
Let my soul expire
in that sea of bliss;
O eternally dear one,
so let me die!

XENIA:
O woe is me! Ah, what have |
donel!
Begone!

DIMITRI:
Never!

XENIA:
For God’s sake!
Let me go!

DIMITRI:

XENIE:
Jsem vécné tvoul!

DIMITRIJ:
0, Xenie!

XENIE:
O, Dimitrij, ma touho,
zda bdim, &i snim,
zda véfit smim,
ze vécné mym jsi ted!
Kdyz ziram v oko tvoje,
tu v blaha mofi,
muj duch se nofi,
6, nech mne zirat!
Necht zmira duSe moje
v tom mofi blaha,
0, duSe draha,
tak nech mne zmirat!

DIMITRIJ:
O, Xenie, ma touho,
zda bdim, &i snim,
zda véfit smim,
Ze véCné mym jsi ted!
Kdyz ziram v oko tvoje,
tu v blaha mofi,
muj duch se nofi,
6, nech mne zirat!
Necht zmira dude moje
v tom moii blaha,
0, duse draha,
tak nech mne zmirat!

XENIE:

Béda mi! Ach! Co jsem ucinila!

Odejdi!
DIMITRIJ:

O nikdy!
XENIE:

Pro Boha!

Opust’ mne!

DIMITRIJ:



Xenial

XENIA:
(hiding her face)
O dear mother!
O my father! O wretched me!
(with desperate horror)
| see them in my soul, the shades
of my family
and also the bloody face of my
brother,
how they curse me for my terrible
sins,
for my sinful, blasphemous love,
my love for you, the murderer of
my father!

DIMITRI:
Don’t talk like that; fat itself was the
murderer!

XENIA:

And the death of my mother? And of

my murdered brother?

DIMITRI:
With tears | have wiped away the
sins of my companions,
I am not guilty,
if only you would believe it!

XENIA:
See the insignia of power which
you wear;
you have snatched it from the
head of my father,
desecrator of the throne, our
destroyer!

DIMITRI:
| will return everything to the feet of
his daughter;
order me, and | will gladly give up
everything!
Cannot the love, which | ardently
bear for you,
placate the anger of your father?

Xenie!

XENIE:

(zakryvajic si tvar)
O matko mila!
O mdj otée! O ja neboha!

(se zoufalou hrazou)
ZFim je v dusi, rodi€a svych stiny
i tvaf bratra svého krvavou,
jak mi klnou pro mé tézké viny,
pro mou lasku hfisnou, rouhavou,
pro mou lasku k tobé&, vrahu otce
mého!

DIMITRIJ:
Nemluv tak, sam osud vrahem byl!

XENIE:
A smrt matky? Bratra vrazdéného?

DIMITRIJ:
Slzami jsem hfichy druhd smyl,
nejsem vinen,
kéz bys véfit chtéla!

XENIE:
Hle, znak moci, jimzZ se odivas,
otci mému strhl jsi jej z Cela,
svatokradce trinu, zhoubce nas!

DIMITRIJ:
V8&e to vracim k noham dcery jeho:
pfikaz mi, a rad se vSeho vzdam!
Zdaz nem(ize hnévy otce tvého
smifit laska, jakouz k tobé plam?



XENIA:
Never, never, my father's ghost
stands between us and threatens
us!
Never, never will we belong to one
another!

DIMITRI:
Xenia, must | die of grief?
Xenia, you have no pity!

XENIA:
Dimitri, have pity on me!
Have regard for my sorrow, for my
despair,
Dimitri, be a man and bury your
love!
Duty calls, O hear my crying,
devote your life to holy Russia,
and the quiet blessing of my pleas
will be with you forever, my
beloved!
Begone! Forget! Remember!
My beloved!

DIMITRI:
What torture oppresses my breast,
you my angel preach to me!
Your Dimitri is worthy of you!
Xenia, my love, farewell!

Scene 3
Xenia, then masked men

XENIA:
He has left! Now the sacrifice is
complete,
now love is buried.
Alas! O grief!
O my god!
Let grief and mourning
be my lot,
only let your
blessing protect him,
O my god!
Let my life also

XENIE:
Nikdy, nikdy! Mezi nami stoji
otce mého duch a hrozi nam!
Nikdy, nikdy nebudeme svaoiji!

DIMITRIJ:
Xenie, zda zalem zhynout mam?
Xenie, ty nemas slitovani!

XENIE:
Dimitfe, ty se mnou litost méj!
Patfi na maj zal, na mé zoufani,
Dimitfe, muzem bud a lasku
pochovej!
Vola povinnost, 6 sly§ mé Ikani,
svaté Rusi vénuj zivot svuj,
a mych proseb tiché pozehnani
bude s tebou vzdy, milacku ma;!
Odejdi! Zapomen! Pamatuj!
Milacku muj!

DIMITRIJ:
Jaka muka tisni moji hrud,
ty mné kaze$ andéli to muj!
Hoden tebe je Dimitrij tvuj!
Xenie, ma lasko s Bohem bud!

3. vystup

Xenie, pak zahaleni muzi

XENIE:
On odesel! Jiz obét dokonana,
jiz laska pochovana,
6 béda! 6 Zel!
O Boze mij!
Necht Zal a Ikani
adél muj,
jen jej at chrani
tvé pozehnani,
6 Boze mu;!
Necht Zalem nyje



pine with grief,
let him live happy
without Xenia,
O my God!

(exits)

MASKED MEN:
See she has walked here!
She is alone here,
it is quiet all around
here we will find her.

(They go into the garden. Hardly have they gone
when Marina, covered in a veil, runs in)

Scene 4

Marina

(As soon as they left, Marina enters surprised
shrouded in a veil)

MARINA:
| will revoke it, | will revoke
everything!
My order was terrible,
my spirit confused by passion.
There is still time! O God grant it
so!
| don’t wish for blood, O my God!
But where is she? | will save her!
(Xenia climbs wounded on the stage)

Scene 5
Xenia, then Shuisky, the people, finally Dimitri
and Basmanov

XENIA:
Help me, Dimitri, where are you? |
am dying, dying,
O my God!

(she sinks to the ground and dies)

i zivot muj,

necht Stasten Zije

on bez Xenie,

6 Boze mu;!
(odchazi)

ZAHALENi MUZI:
Hle, kracela sem!
Je sama tady,
je ticho vsady,
zde ji naleznem.
(Zachazeji do zahrady)

4. vystup
Marina
(Sotva za$li, Marina zahalena zavojem pfikvapi)

MARINA:
Ja odvolam, vSe odvolam!
Byl hrozny pfikaz muj,
a vasni pomaten maj duch!
Je jesté gas! O, dejz to Buh!
Ja nechci krev, 6 BoZze muj!
Kde jenom dli! Ji zachovam!

(Xenie potaci se ranéna na jevisteé)

5. vystup
Xenie, pak Sujskij, lid, posléze Dimitrij a
Basmanov

XENIE:
Pomoz, Dimitfe! Kde jsi? Hynu,
hynu,
6 Boze myj!

(Klesa k zemi a umira)



SHUISKY
Was that a cry? Or someone
weeping? A strange fear drives me on!

(he catches sight of Xenia)

Help! Listen!

Xenia has been murdered!

Xenia, say just one word,

Let the murderer not escape
revenge!

Look! She does not hear, she is no
longer living,

poor Xenia has died!

(People run on from all sides)

THE PEOPLE
Help! Hurry!
Xenia, ah murdered!
Our dear princess,
our white dove,
does not hear, does not live!
Our dear mother has been killed;
God punish the murderer!
Xenia has died!

DIMITRI:
What is this crowd of people, what
laments?

THE PEOPLE:
(Shuisky stands up and walks into the garden)
O horror, our little father, our tsar!

DIMITRI:
(catches sight of Xenia)
Xenial!
What a numbing of the senses!

(He kneels over Xenia)
Xenia, wake up and look at me!
Lift up your gaze to me just once!
Don’t you hear the voice of your
beloved,
don’t you feel any longer the
breath of love?
O she no longer hears me;

SUJSKIJ:
Ci to vykfik? Ci to Ikani?
Divna uzkost mne pohani!

(Spatfi Xenii)

Pomozte! Poslyste!

Xenie zavrazdénal

Xenie, rci slovo jediné,

at pomsta vraha nemine!
Pohlédni! Neslysi, vic nezije,
zhynula uboha Xenie!

(Lid sbiha se a vola)

LID:
Pomozte! Poslyste!
Xenie! Ach, zavrazdenal!
Knézna nase mila,
holubice bila,
neslysi, nezije!
Zabita mat draha,
BozZe, trestej vraha,
zhynula Xenie!

DIMITRIJ:
Jaky tu lidu sbéh, jaky tu plac?

LID:
(Sujskij vstane a odchéazi do zahrady)
O hrliza, batusko, care nas!

DIMITRIJ:
(shlédne Xenii)
Xenie!
Jaké to smyslu mameni!

(sklanéje se ku Xenii)
Xenie, probud’ se a prohlédni!
Jednou jen zrak svuj ke mné
pozvedni!
Zda hlasu milacka ty neslysis,
zda dechu lasky vice necitis?
O jiz mne neslysi,



her tender lips no longer breathe.

THE PEOPLE:
Alas, she feels, she hears no
longer;
her tender lips no longer breathe;
she has died, ah, poor girl, alas!

DIMITRI:
My Xenia! To have to die like this, O
Xenia!

(standing up from the corpse)
God, where is your mercy?
Is this your justice to us?

(He steps aside from Xenia, several girls take her
body into the house)

Moscow, hear my curse,

| vow a terrible revenge!

Scene 6
All preceding characters without Xenia, Shuisky
and Marina

SHUISKY:
(offstage)
Tremble, you murderess!

MEN:
(offstage)
Tremble, you murderess!

(Shuisky with several men drags the veiled
Marina from the garden)

SHUISKY:
You won’t escape us any more!

MEN:
(offstage)
You won’t escape us any more!

jiz nézna usta jeji nedysi.

LID:
O béda, neciti vic, neslysi,
jiz nézna usta jeji nedysi,
zhynula, ach, uboha, béda!

DIMITRIJ:
Ma Xenie! Tak zhynout méla jsi, 6
Xenie!

(povstavaje od mrtvoly)
Boze, kde tvé smilovani,
tak-li spravedliv jsi k nam?

(Odstupuje od Xenie, nékolik dévcat odnasi
mrtvolu do domu)
Moskvo, sly§ mé zaklinani,
pomstu strasnou pfisaham!

6. vystup

Predesli (bez Xenie), Sujskij, Marina

SUJSKIJ:
(za jevistém)
Chvéj se, vrazednice!

MUZI:
(za jevistém)
Chvéj se, vrazednice!

(Sujskij s nekolika muzi vieée Marinu zahalenou)

SUJSKIJ:
NeujdeS nam vice!

MUZI:
(za jevistém)
Neujdes nam vice!



THE PEOPLE:

(in amazement)
Woman, O behold!
We have her here, wretched viper,
how she trembles, how she squirms!

DIMITRI:
Wretched woman, show your face!

Marina!

THE PEOPLE:
Marina!
O horror, the tsarina herself!
Pure blood calls to heaven,
woe to us! For such great sins
God’s anger will strike all of us!

MARINA:

(stands unmoved, with desperate resolution)
Itis I' Why are you trembling?
On my account? For me perhaps?
| have no fear!

DIMITRI:
Marina! This cannot be;
Speak, say that this is an illusion!
No, you have not done the deed!
Who murdered her?

MARINA:
Why do you ask?

DIMITRI:
You know her!

MARINA:
| carry the blame,
| acknowledge it; you have me
here!

DIMITRI:
What horror, what torture!
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LID:

(v tzasu)
Zenétina, 6 vizte!
Tu ji mame, bidnou zmiji,
jak se chvéje, jak se sviiji!

DIMITRIJ:
Bidnice, zjev tvar svou!

Marina!

LID:
Marina!
O hrliza, sama cafice!
K nebi vola Cista krev!
Béda nam! Za velké hfichy
vS8echny stihne bozZi hnév!

MARINA:
(Marina stoji sama jiz bez pout uprostréd jevisté.
VSichni byli kolemi ucouvli)

Ja to jsem! Na€ vam se chviti?

Kvali mné? Za mne snad? Ja

strach nemam!

DIMITRIJ:
Marino! To nemuz byti,
promluv, povéz, Ze to klam!
Ne, tys nekonala ¢inu!
Kdo ji vrazdil?

MARINA:
Nac se ptas?

DIMITRIJ:
Ty jej znas!

MARINA:
Ja nesu vinu,
znam se k tomu, zde mne mas!

DIMITRIJ:
Jaka hrlza, jaka muka?



THE PEOPLE:
What horror, what horror!
Pure blood calls to heaven!
God’s wrath will strike all
us sinners for these sins.

MARINA:
How you have despised me as |
begged in the dust;
how you have trod on me, how you
have humiliated me.
You did not believe my despairing
love!
Believe in my revenge, since you
did not believe my love!

DIMITRI:
Unhappy woman, you lead
yourself to ruin,
you rush to destruction,
madwoman!
| vow that you will be sentenced!

MARINA:
| know that | must die; you die with
me!

(She turns to the people and points to Dimitri)
Kneel down, O people, kneel to
your tsar!

He is Grishka, the son of Otrepyev!

THE PEOPLE:
Otrepyev’s son!

DIMITRI:
Wretched woman! Liar! Stop,
madwoman!

THE PEOPLE:
How terrible, great God,
our tsar is Otrepyev’s son,
the Lord has deserted us!
From His people, His unfortunate’
people,
God has averted His face!

LID:
Jaka hrliza, jaka hrdzal
K nebi vola Cista krev!
HFiSniky nas za ty pychy
stihne vSechny boZi hnév!

MARINA:
Jaks mnou zhrdal, v prachu
Zebrajici,
jaks mne $lapal, jaks mne pokofil,
nevéfil jsi lasce zoufajici,
pomsté véF, kdyz lasce jsi nevéfil!

DIMITRIJ:
Nestastna, ty sebe vedes k zmaru,
ve zkazu se vrhas Silena!
Pfisahal jsem, bude$ souzena!

MARINA:
Vim, Ze zhynout mam, ty se mnou
zhyn!

(Marina obraci se k lidu, ukazuje na Dimitrije)
Klan se lide, klari se svému caru!
Griska je to Otrepéva syn!

LID:

Otrepéva syn!
DIMITRIJ:

Bidnice! Lharko! Ustan, Silena!
LID:

Jaka hraza, velky boze,

car nas Otrepéva syn!

Odpustil nas Hospodin!

Od lidu svého, ach, nestastného
odvratil se Hospodin!



SHUISKY:
Step back! Your rule has ended
here.
(he points to Marina)
Take her away!
Your right to power has collapsed!
(Marina is led away)

(to the people)
Now listen, people, you have proof!

(to Dimitri, striking him)
Let the Polish Satan die!

DIMITRI:
(resolutely)
Hear me first!
Step up boldly
And boldly aim at my head
If you can prove you are right!

BASAMOV, THE PEOPLE:
How bold, how he hurls himself to
destruction!
He behaves like a true tsar!

DIMITRI:
O make it an easy bet for one
who has lost his life already!
| have already lost, | lost you
What other course have I? Why
should | tremble?

SHUISKY:
He acts boldly, | swear to God
that is a daring adventurer!
Ho, call Marfa,
to reveal the truth to us!

BASMANOV:
How bold, he hurls himself to
destruction!
Ho, call Marfa,
to reveal the truth to us!

SUJSKIJ:
Ty odstup! Vlada tva tu dokonava!

(ukazuje na Marinu)

ji odvedte,

propadla moci praval
(Marina je odvedena)

(k lidu)
Ted slys, lide, dukaz mas!

(k Dimitrovi, doraZeje nan)
At zhyne polsky satanas!

DIMITRIJ:
(odhodlane)
Dfiv slySte mné!
Ty vystup sméle
a sméle zamif po mém cele,
dokazes-li, Ze pravdu mas!

BASMANOQV, LID:
Jak smély, jak se vrha v zmar!
On jedna jako pravy car!

DIMITRIJ:
O lehko v sazku davat sebe,
kdo prohral jiz co v ziti mél!
Ja prohral jiz, ja ztratil tebe,
co zbyva mi, na€ bych se chvél?

SUJSKIJ:
On hraje sméle, pfi sam Blh,
je odvazny to dobrodruh!
Hoj, Marfu, zavolejte,
at’ pravdu zjevi nam!

BASMANOQV:
Jak smély, jak se vrha v zmar!
Hoj, Marfu zavolejte,
at pravdu zjevi nam!



THE PEOPLE:
Marfa, Marfa!
Let us know the truth!
We will believe her!

(The chorus withdraws to the back awaiting the
arrival of Marfa)

Scene 7
All from preceding scene, Marfa, the Patriarch
and Priests

THE PEOPLE:
(Marfa arrives with the Patriarch and Priests)

Marfa! Marfa!
SHUISKY:

Is Dimitri your son?
THE PEOPLE:

Is Dimitri your son?
MARFA:

Yes, Dimitri is my son!
(big stirring)
PEOPLE:

Her son, his mother has
acknowledged him!

SHUISKY:
It's a deception! She is seized by
pity;
she wants to save the life of the
young man!
Let her swear to the living God!

PEOPLE:
Let her swear!

MARFA:
O God! Ah, my God!
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LID:
Marfu, Marfu!
At pravdu zvime,
ji uvéfime!

(Sbor ustupuje do pozadi ¢ekaje prichodu Marfy)

7. vystup
(sbor mezitim vzdalil se do pozadi ¢ekaje
pfichodu Marfy)

LID:
(Marfa pfichazi, s ni i patriarcha a knéZzi)
Marfo! Marfo!

SUJSKIJ:
Je Dimitr syn to tv(;?

LID:
Je Dimitr syn to tvuj?

MARFA:
Je Dimitr on, je syn ma;!
(Velké pohnuti)

LID:
Jeji syn, jej matka uznala!

SUJSKIJ:
Klam to jest! Ji litost pojala,
chce Setfit ziti mladého!
At pfisaha u Boha zivého!

LID:
At pfisaha!

MARFA:
O Boze! Ach, Boze miij!



PATRIARCH:

(holding a cross, approaches Marfa)
Swear to the Lord,
who reads into your soul
and harshly punishes guilt;
swear now on the holy cross!

PEOPLE AND PRIESTS:
Swear to the Lord,
who reads into your soul
and harshly punishes guilt;
swear now on the holy cross!

MARFA:
O my God!

DIMITRI:
See now, poor Marfa hesitates out
of love.

SHUISKY, BASMANOV, THE PATRIARCH,

PEOPLE AND PRIESTS:
Swear now!

PEOPLE AND PRIESTS:
See, she hesitates!

DIMITRI:
Be calm, poor woman!

BASMANOV, THE PATRIARCH:
See, she hesitates!
O look at the tsarina
Will she deny her oath?

PEOPLE AND PRIESTS:
See, she hesitates! Will she deny
her oath?

MARFA:
O God, my God
Ah, how can |
swear to the living God on your
cross?
O God, my God.....

PATRIARCHA:
Pfisahej Hospodinu,
jenz &te v tvé dusi
a tézZce stiha vinu,
pfisahej jiz na svaty kfiz!

LID A KNEZ:
Prisahej Hospodinu,
jenz &te v tvé dusi
a tézce stiha vinu,
pfisahej jiz na svaty kfiz!

MARFA:
O Boze miij!

DIMITRIJ:
Hle, Marfa uboha,
to z lasky vaha,
se zdraha!l

SUJSKIJ, BASMANOV, PATRIARCHA, LID:

PFisahej ji2!

LID A KNEZI:
Hle, ona vaha!

DIMITRIJ:
Bud klidna uboha!

BASMANOV, PATRIARCHA:
Hle, ona vaha!
O vizte caifici,
zda odpfisahne?

LID A KNEZi:
Hle, ona vaha, zda odpfisahne?

MARFA:
O, Boze muj,
ach, jakz jen mohu
k samému Bohu
pfisahat na kfiz tvij?
O Boze, Boze muj, atd.
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DIMITRI:
See, poor Marfa
hesitates out of love;
she is frightened and draws back!
Be calm, poor Marfa!

MARFA:
| am gripped by fear.
Must | give away
my only hope to destruction?
Why punish your servant?

DIMITRI:
Let no lie disturb
the peace of your soul.
Do not hesitate, poor woman;
| well know my fate
and have the strength to die!

SHUISKY, BASMANOV, THE PATRIARCH:

She is afraid

to call him son

before the Lord and draws back;
she trembles and hesitates!

PEOPLE AND PRIESTS:
See, she hesitates!
O look at the tsarinal
Will she withdraw her oath,
will she reach out her trembling
hand
to the cross?

MARFA:
O my God,
Ah, how can |....

DIMITRI:
See, poor Marfa....

SHUISKY, BASMANOV, THE PATRIARCH:

See, she hesitates!
Will she withdraw her oath,
will she reach out her trembling
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DIMITRIJ:
Hle, Marfa uboha,
to lasky vaha,
se dési, zdraha!
Bud klidna, Marfo uboha!

MARFA:
Mne hrliza schvati,
mam v zkazu dati
svou nadéj jedinou!
Pro¢ testas sluzku svou!

DIMITRIJ:
Necht pokoj v dusi
leZ neporusi,
nevahej, uboha,
svUj osud dobfe snam
a skonat silu mam!

SUJSKIJ, BASMANOV, PATRIARCHA:
Pfed Hospodinem
jej nazvat synem,
se dési a zdraha,
se chvéje a vaha!

LID A KNEZI:
Hle ona vaha!
O vizte cafici!
Zda odpfisahne,
zda ruku chvéjici
ku kFizi vztahne?

MARFA:
O Boze mijj,
ach, jakz jen mohu, atd.

DIMITRIJ:
Hle, Marfa uboha, atd.

SUJSKIJ, BASMANOV, PATRIARCHA:
Hle, ona vaha!
Zda odptisahne?
Zda ku kFizi



hand
to the cross?

SHUISKY, THE PATRIARCH, PEOPLE AND
PRIESTS:
Swear now on the holy cross!

DIMITRI:
O Marfal

MARFA:
O my God!
But you see my grief and forgive
me!

SHUISKY, THE PATRIARCH, PEOPLE AND
PRIESTS:
Swear now on the holy cross!

DIMITRI:
Marfa!

MARFA:
O my God!
He will die!

(She stretches out her hand to the cross, wanting
to swear)

DIMITRI:

Do not swear!

| don’t want a throne by fraud.
(Marfa withdraws her hand and faints)

SHUISKY:
See, she has denied him before
God!
So die, imposter, die!

(He shoots him, Dimitri falls, Basmanov catches
him in his arms. The chorus crowd round Dimitri
and kneeling, bare their heads, the Patriarch
blesses the corpse)

BASMANOV, THE PATRIARCH AND
PRIESTS:
He was a brave man; he is dead!

ruku vztahne?

SUJSKIJ, PATRIARCHA, LID A KNEZI:
PFisahej jiz
na svaty kfiz!

DIMITRIJ:
O Marfo!

MARFA:
O Boze mij!
V§ak bol maj zfis
a odpustis!

SUJSKIJ, PATRIARCHA, LID A KNEZI:
PFisahej jiz
na svaty kfiz!

DIMITRIJ:
O Marfo!

MARFA:
O Boze mij!
On zahyne!
(vztahuje ruku ke KfizZi, chtic pfisahati)

DIMITRIJ:

Nepfisahej!

Ja nechci trinu podvodem
(Marfa odtahne roku a omdléva)

SUJSKIJ:
Hle, zapfela jej pfed Bohem!
Tak zhyn, samozvance zhyri!

(Basmanov zachycuje Dimitra v naruci.
Patriarcha Zehna mrtvolu.
Shor kupi se kolem dimitra a pokleka k mrtvole.)

BASMANOV, PATRIARCHA A KNEZi:
Byl statny muz, on zahynul!
Byl dobry car, on zahynul!
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He was a good tsar; he is dead!
Lord, have mercy

THE PEOPLE:
Lord, have mercy!

Curtain falls

End of opera

Hospodin pomiluj!

LID:
Hoposidn pomiluj!

Opana zvolna klesa

Konec opery
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