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PROGRAM

Emil FrantiSek Burian:
Vojna [ lidova hra se zpévy a tanci na text lidové poesie
sebrané K. J. Erbenem

1. dil

I. Masopust
Il. Svatby
I1l. Odvod

1. dil

|. Hibitov

1. V zazem(
Ill. Na fronté

Prestavka

Fredric Rzewski:
Sblizeni pro vypravéce
a volné obsazeny ensemble (1971/72)

Cast 1: Sblizeni (1971)
Cast 2: Attica (1972)



PROGRAMME

Emil Frantisek Burian:
War [ a folk play with songs and dances,
based on folk poetry collected by K. J. Erben

Part one

I. Shrovetide

II. Weddings

Ill. Conscription

Part two

I. Cemetery

Il. Behind the Lines
1. At the Front

Intermission

Fredric RzewsKki:
Coming Together for narrator
and open instrumentation ensemble (1971/72)

Part 1: Coming Together (1971)
Part 2: Attica (1972)



Historickd zkuSenost ndm pomérné zietelné doklada, ze vétsina
tyranskych a diktatorskych ¢inli se alespoi rétoricky opirala

o hlas a vali lidu. Mnohdy i dobfe minéné cile pro vybudovani raje
na zemi se zhatily a v rukou vyvolenych se staly nastrojem utrpeni
toho stejného lidu, s jehoz podporou byly formulovany a realizo-
vany. Dvacet let po sarajevském atentatu tak pfi noci dlouhych
noz{ Hitler vyvrazdil za pomoci jednotek SS (Schutzstaffel) své
oponenty v Cele s $éfem SA (Sturmabteilung) Ernstem R6hmem
a definitivné nastartoval vrazdici masinérii budovani silné a jediné
Cisté Fise. V témze roce 1934 byl v Sovétském svazu zavrazdén
Sergej Kirov, §éf leningradské stranické organizace, ve své dobé
mnohem popularnéjsi nez Stalin. Vrazda se stala zdminkou pro
tzv. velkou €istku, monstrézni a obludnd divadelni pfedstaveni
kongici vrazdami osob, i fiktivné, stojicich Stalinovi v cesté

k vybudovani Uzasného a krasného socialistického svéta zalo-
zeného na vladé lidu. Lid v té dobé jesté nevédél, ze po prvni
svétové valce pfijde jesté désivéjsi svétova pohroma.

Zdanlivé opustme velké déjiny a zamérme svoji pozornost
na jednu prazskou ulici. Na jednom jejim konci stoji galerie Manes,
ve které v roce 1934 usporadal vytvarnik a teoretik Adolf Hoffmeister
vystavu politickych karikatur. Jiz o rok dfive Hoffmeister napsal,
ze karikatura ztraci svou ,humornou funkci a nabyva funkce
zbrané... miZe byt dokonce tragédii, ostfim pomsty a vzpoury".
Vystava byla pfimocare koncipovana proti nastupujicimu fasismu.
Ve vylohach smérem do ulice se tak objevily zcela srozumitelné
protihitlerovské koldaze Johna Heartfielda, které byly vytvoreny
z b&Zné dostupnych materiald v némeckém periodickém tisku a
na plakatech z politickych a agita¢nich kampani. John Heartfield
(1891-1968) se narodil jako Helmut Herzfeld v Berliné. Z aktivni
vojenské sluzby za prvni svétové valky byl propustén, poté co
predstiral nervové zhrouceni. V reakci na nacionalistické tendence
v povale¢ném Némecku se pfejmenoval na Johna Heartfielda.
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Byl ¢lenem hnuti dada, jeho tvorba byla charakterizovana silnym
pacifistickym a antifasistickym smyS8lenim. V Némecku se stal
nezadouci postavou, a tak se na par let stal Ceskoslovenskym
ob¢anem. Vystaveni jeho explicitnich antinacistickych, antihitle-
rovskych karikatur v Ceskoslovensku vyvolalo diplomaticky
spor s Némeckem, které si stéZovalo na vmésovani a urdzeni
zvolené vlady. V intencich ,mirného pokroku v mezich zdkona*“
a ,holubi¢i povahy” vlady, ale i vedeni galerie bylo pét ze sedmi
karikatur odstranéno. V roce 1939 musel John Heartfield opustit
Ceskoslovensko.

Na opacné strané ulice fungovalo dnes legendarni avant-
gardni divadlo D34, jeho ,neomezeny" viidce Emil Franti§ek Burian
(1904-1959) rovnéz odhodlané véfil v silu a moc lidu a rovnéz
povazoval tvorbu za ostfi, ndstroj pomsty a vzpoury. V poloviné
tficatych let se zacal intenzivné zabyvat lidovou tvorbou, chtél ji
vyuzit jako metaforu soucasné spolecenské a politické situace,
v lidovych textech spatioval Zivouci material, ktery by nemél pouze
lezet v archivech a byt Citankové citovan, ale ktery dle Buriana byl
nejvétSim ¢eskym bohatstvim ve smyslu socialnim. Jako hlavni
zdroj poslouZila sbirka Prostondrodni ceské pisné a fikadla (1864)
sestavenda Karlem Jaromirem Erbenem. Do montdze Burian spojil
pisné s vojenskou tematikou, k nimz nasledné pfipojil milostné pisné
i détska fikadla a rozpocitavadla. Kromé toho se do Vojny dostaly
i zvykové obfadni texty, napfiklad svatebni. Tyto ¢erpal jak z Erbeno-
vych sbirek, tak i z ndrodopisnych sbirek jiného plvodu. Soudasti
montaZze jsou také ukazky masopustnich tanct, prlvodd, svatebnich
zvyk{ i détskych her, které Burian ¢erpal z rdznych narodopisnych
zaznamU. Kromé téchto folklornich textl se ve hi'e objevil i manifest
rakousko-uherského cisafe FrantiSka Josefa I. o vyhlaSeni valky
Srbsku z roku 1914. Burian netouzil po laciném jevistnim efektu,
ktery by mu mohlo nabidnout vyuziti folklornich prvkd. Rovnéz jiz
nechtél pracovat s lidovou slovesnosti jako s nonsensem, jenz by
provokoval burzoazni méstanstvo. V podstaté pomérné neortodoxné
vytrhl Fadu textd z plvodniho kontextu a postavil je mnohdy do
diametralné odlisnych souvislosti. Doba dala dilu za pravdu, a tak
prosté fikanky a rymovacky dnes nesou pachut valeénych konfliktd
i koncentracnich tabord... Kazdopadné Burian byl jednim z prvnich
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tuzemskych autord, ktery nepfistupoval k lidové tvorbé folklo-
risticky, ale zajimalo jej bytostné zpfitomnéni balancujici na
hranicich umélecké, tedy plné ospravedlnitelné fikce...

Vojna, lidova hra se zpévy a tanci méla premiéru v divadle
D 35 22. ledna 1935. Jednalo se o hudebné, baletné, voicebando-
vou montaz, kterd ,povstala z nutnosti vytvorit novy dramaticko-
-lyricky svét na nasem jevisti vytvofeny ze zlomkd lidové poezie,
z prosté lyriky naseho lidu, nijak neupravené a nepfizplisobené”.
Jednotlivé obrazy byly voleny tak, aby po rusné scéné nasledova-
la scéna klidné&jsi, aby po dynamickém vzruchu byla hra na chuvili
statickou. V dnesnim provedeni se mozna ponékud rouhacsky
pokousime zbavit divadla a predstavit Vojnu jako autonomni hu-
debni dilo. Ostatné pfi provedeni Vojny na zajezdé ve Svycarsku
(v Curychu a v Bernu) v roce 1935 probihala predstaveni v ¢estiné —
mozna to trosku pfipominalo dadaistickou férii v Kabaretu Voltaire —
a tak se spiSe divaci zaposlouchali do svébytné, modernistické
hudebné&-rytmické struktury dila nez do obsahu lidovych textd.
| tak to dle Ucetnictvi rozhodné propadak nebyl. | bez porozuméni
textu je protivaleény apel Burianovy hry se zpévy zcela zfejmy.
Vojna se hréla je$té v roce 1939 v rdmci festivalu Prazské jaro, poté
se musela odmlcet, aby byla naposledy za Burianova zivota prove-
dena v roce 1955, ale to uz v Uplné jinych kulturné-spole¢enskych
souvislostech. Jeji ostfi to v§ak rozhodné neotupilo.

Nevim, zdali se John Heartfield a Emil FrantiSek Burian
nékdy osobné potkali. Pokud ne, tak je alespon velmi pravdé-
podobné, Ze oba znali tvorbu toho druhého. Kazdopadné dnes
jiz vime, Ze jejich jasné a srozumitelné protivale¢né apely stojici
samostatné nedokazaly lid pfesvédcit, aby se pokusil valce zabra-
nit. Doufejme tedy, Ze soucasné propojeni bude mit dérazné;jsi
spolecensky dopad, a kdyZ ne, tak to jisté bude alespon dvakrat
silnéjsi umélecky zazitek.

Snad azZ sociocentricky nekriticky apel k osvobozeni lidu
i jednotlivce je ideovym predpokladem velké ¢asti tvorby i Zivota
amerického klaviristy a skladatele Frederica Rzewského (1938-2021).
Skladby Coming Together a Attica z poc¢atku sedmdesatych let
tvofi kompozi¢ni celek inspirovany vézenskou vzpourou a jejim
krvavym potlacenim ve véznici Attica ve staté New York, pfi které
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zahynulo 43 lidi. Coming Together (1971) je postavena na recitaci
posmrtné vydaného dopisu viidce vzpoury Samuela Melvilla.
Neustale a fixné se opakujici basovy rytmicko-melodicky motiv
se posouva s urputnosti vpred, ale jeho zvraty jsou nec¢ekané, nic
se neda délat, ted to bude takto. Ostatni nastroje, od skladatele je
pfedepsana otevienad instrumentace, kraceji dle zapisu svobodné,
ovSem jejich kroky jsou jasné vyslapané basovou linkou. Recitator
se trefuje do hudebniho toku bez moznosti jeho ovlivnéni.

Attica (1972), kterd byva realizovana jako druhd ¢ast
kompozice Coming Together, je rovnéz napsana pro nespecifi-
kované obsazeni a rovnéz postavena na recitaci textu. Tentokrat
Rzewski cituje z textu Melvillova spoluvézné Richarda X. Clarka,
jenz byl také jednim z vidcd vzpoury, na rozdil od né&j véak prezil.
Kdyz byl propustén a odjizdél z véznice, prohlasil: ,Attica is in
front of me” (,Attica je prede mnou”). Rzewski opét text roztrha:
JAttica...”, ,Attica is...”, ,Attica is in...” atd. Text je intonovan na
jednom ténu, pro soubor je zapsana jednohlasa melodie, kterd
je vSak diky instrukcim harmonicky rozsifovana o improvizace,
kde jednotlivi hraci drzi hrany tén &i opakuji jiz zahrany motiv.

V podstaté libezna pisni¢ka kon¢i spole¢né drzenym ténem C -
ona libeznost je vSak spiSe tragicka — inu, boj jesté neskoncil.

Prameny lidové hudby jsou ukotveny v nesvobodé. Stvofil
ji lid pfipoutany k panstvi, pldé&, primyslu, lid véznény a ver-
bovany do armad. Touha lidu po osvobozeni byla nesCetnékrat
zneuzita demagogy a populisty, ale téZ vedla ke spontannim pro-
jevlim revolt, revoluci, vzpour a naslednych socialnich progresi.
Vedla k totalité i demokracii. Umélci, skladatelé a skladatelky jsou
rovnéz soucasti lidu, slysi jej, jeho vyzvy i starosti a ve své tvorbé
jej reflektuji. Hovorovy jazyk se v8ak rychle méni, aktivné reaguje
na dobové, kulturni a spole€¢enské udalosti, a tak i rychle starne
a zivé zlstava spide to, co bylo feceno, nez to, jak to bylo fe¢eno.
O svété vsak Ize vypovidat i jinymi prostfedky nez jazykem,
prostiedky, které starnou mnohem pomaleji nez jazyk, které jiz
ve své autonomii obsahuji potencidl aktudlnosti a zpfitomnéni,

a to bez translace do dnesni tvorby a jazyka lidu souc¢asného.

Viktor Panticek



Historical experience has shown us quite clearly that tyrannies
and dictatorships all too often claim to be acting in the name of
the people. Even well-intentioned attempts to build a paradise on
earth have often come to nothing and, in the hands of a chosen few,
become instruments for inflicting suffering on the very people
whose support helped initiate them. Twenty years after the
assassination of Franz Ferdinand in Sarajevo, during the Night
of the Long Knives, Hitler used the SS (Schutzstaffel) to murder
his opponents, foremost among them the head of the SA (Sturm-
abteilung), Ernst R6hm, setting fully in motion the murderous
machinery intended to create a strong, racially pure Reich. In the
same year of 1934, Sergei Kirov, head of the Leningrad Communist
Party and at the time considerably more popular than Stalin, was
assassinated in the Soviet Union. His murder became the pretext
for what came to be known as the Great Purge — monstrous,
grotesque show trials that ended in the deaths of those who stood,
or were merely alleged to stand, in Stalin’s way as he sought to
build a magnificent socialist world founded on the rule of the
people. At the time, the people did not yet know that the First
World War would be followed by an even more terrible global
catastrophe.

Let us now seemingly turn from the grand sweep of history
and focus our attention on a single street in Prague. At one end
stands the Manes Gallery, where in 1934 the artist and theorist
Adolf Hoffmeister organised an exhibition of political caricatures.
A year earlier, Hoffmeister had written that caricature was losing
its “humorous function and acquiring the function of a weapon...
it may even become a tragedy, the sharp edge of revenge and
revolt”. The exhibition was conceived as a direct response to the
rise of fascism. The windows facing the street displayed John
Heartfield’s unmistakably anti-Hitler photomontages, created
from readily available material taken from German periodicals
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and posters used in political and propaganda campaigns. John
Heartfield (1891-1968) was born Helmut Herzfeld in Berlin. He
was discharged from active military service during the First World
War after feigning a nervous breakdown. In reaction to the
nationalist tendencies of postwar Germany, he changed his name
to John Heartfield. A member of the Dada movement, his work
was marked by strongly pacifist and anti-fascist convictions.
He became persona non grata in Germany and for several years
made Czechoslovakia his home. The exhibition in Czechoslovakia
of his explicitly anti-Nazi and anti-Hitler caricatures provoked

a diplomatic dispute with Germany, which complained of interfer-
ence in its affairs and insults directed at its elected government.
In keeping with a policy of ‘moderate progress within the bounds
of the law’ and the conciliatory nature of both the government
and the gallery management, five of the seven caricatures were
removed. In 1939, John Heartfield was forced to leave Czecho-
slovakia.

At the other end of the street was the now legendary
avant-garde theatre D34, whose ‘supreme’ leader, Emil Frantisek
Burian (1904-1959), likewise believed passionately in the strength
and power of the people and similarly regarded artistic creation
as a sharp-edged instrument of revenge and revolt. In the
mid-1930s he began to take an intense interest in folk culture,
which he sought to use as a metaphor for the contemporary
social and political situation. He saw folk texts as living material
which should not simply lie dormant in archives or be quoted
like passages from a school textbook, but which, in Burian’s view,
represented the greatest Czech wealth in social terms. His principal
source was Karel Jaromir Erben’s collection Czech Folk Songs
and Rhymes (1864). Burian’s montage brought together songs on
military themes, to which he added love songs, children’s rhymes
and arithmetic rhymes. War also incorporated texts associated
with traditional customs and rituals, including weddings, drawn
both from Erben’s collections and from other ethnographic sources.
The montage also included examples of Shrovetide dances and
processions, wedding customs and children’s games taken from
various ethnographic records. Alongside this folk material, the play
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incorporated the 1914 declaration of war on Serbia by the Austro-
-Hungarian Emperor Franz Joseph I. Burian had no interest in the
cheap theatrical effects which the use of folk elements might
have offered him. Nor did he wish to treat folk literature as a form
of nonsense intended to provoke the bourgeois establishment.
Instead, in a distinctly unorthodox manner, he wrenched numerous
texts from their original contexts and placed them in radically
different settings. History was to vindicate the work: the simple
rhymes and verses now carry the bitter aftertaste of military
conflict and the concentration camps... In any event, Burian was
one of the first Czech artists to approach folk culture not as

a folklorist, but as material to be brought vividly into the present
—an approach poised on the boundary of artistic, and therefore
entirely legitimate, fiction...

War, A Folk Play with Songs and Dances was premiered
at the D 35 theatre on 22 January 1935. It was a montage of
music, ballet and voice-band performance which “arose from
the need to create on our stage a new dramatic and lyrical
world, fashioned from fragments of folk poetry, from the simple
lyricism of our people, neither edited nor adapted in any way”.
The individual scenes were arranged so that a bustling scene
was followed by a quieter one, and moments of dynamic excite-
ment gave way to brief periods of stillness. In today’s perfor-
mance, we are perhaps committing a minor act of sacrilege by
attempting to strip War of its theatrical dimension and present
it as an autonomous musical work. However, when War toured
Switzerland in 1935, with performances in Zurich and Bern,
it was performed in Czech — perhaps evoking something of
a Dadaist spectacle at the Cabaret Voltaire — and audiences
may therefore have responded more to the work’s distinctive
modernist musical and rhythmic structure than to the meaning
of its folk texts. Even so, judging by the accounts, it was certainly
no flop. Even without understanding the words, the anti-war
message of Burian’s play with songs is unmistakable. War was
still being performed in 1939 as part of the Prague Spring
festival, but was silenced thereafter. It was performed for the
last time during Burian’s lifetime in 1955, though by then in an
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entirely different cultural and social context. However, this did
nothing to blunt its edge.

| do not know whether John Heartfield and Emil FrantiSek
Burian ever met in person, though it is highly likely that they
were familiar with each other’s work. In any event, we now know
that their clear and unequivocal anti-war appeals, made inde-
pendently of one another, were not enough to persuade people
to try to prevent war. Let us hope, then, that bringing the two
together today will have a greater social impact — and if not, it
will at least make for twice as powerful an artistic experience.

An almost sociocentrically uncritical appeal for the liberation
of both society and the individual forms the ideological basis
of much of the work and life of the American pianist and com-
poser Frederic Rzewski (1938-2021). The compositions Coming
Together and Attica, dating from the early 1970s, form a compo-
sitional whole inspired by the prison uprising at Attica Correctional
Facility in New York State and its bloody suppression, in which
43 people died. Coming Together (1971) is built around the
recitation of a letter by Samuel Melville, one of the leaders of the
uprising, which was published posthumously. A fixed rhythmic
and melodic motif in the bass repeats relentlessly, driving dog-
gedly forward, yet its twists and turns are unexpected: there
is nothing to be done; this is simply the way things will go. The
other instruments - for which the composer specifies open in-
strumentation — proceed freely according to the score, although
their path is clearly laid out by the bass line. The narrator must
fit his words into the flow of the music, with no possibility of
influencing its course.

Attica (1972), which is usually performed as the second
part of Coming Together, is likewise written for unspecified
instrumentation and is similarly based on the recitation of a text.
This time Rzewski quotes Richard X Clark, a fellow prisoner of
Melville’'s and another of the leaders of the uprising, who, unlike
Melville, survived. On his release, as he was leaving the prison,
he declared: ‘Attica is in front of me.” Rzewski once again breaks
the text into fragments: ‘Attica...’, ‘Attica is...’, ‘Atticais in..., and
so on. The words are intoned on a single note, while the ensemble
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is given a unison melody which, through the accompanying
instructions, is expanded harmonically by improvisation, with
individual players sustaining a note they have played or repeating
a motif already heard. What is essentially a gentle, almost
beautiful song ends on a C held by the entire ensemble - yet its
beauty is tragic rather than comforting: the struggle, after all,
is not yet over.

The roots of folk music lie in conditions of unfreedom. It
was created by people bound to estates, to the land and to industry,
by people imprisoned or conscripted into armies. The people’s
desire for liberation has been exploited countless times by
demagogues and populists, but it has also given rise to spon-
taneous revolts, revolutions and uprisings, and to the social
advances that followed. It has led both to totalitarianism and to
democracy. Artists and composers, too, are part of the people:
they hear its voice, its demands and its concerns, and respond
to them in their work. Everyday language, however, changes
rapidly, responding directly to the events and cultural and social
circumstances of its time. It therefore also ages quickly, and what
remains alive is more often what was said than the way in which
it was said. Yet there are means other than language through
which we can speak about the world — means that age far more
slowly and that, by virtue of their autonomy, already possess the
potential to remain relevant and vividly present, without having to
be translated into the art and language of the present day.

Viktor Panttcek
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Brno Contemporary Orchestra

Soubor BCO - Brno Contemporary Orchestra byl zalozen v roce
2011 s cilem hrat sou¢asnou svétovou hudbu v Cesku a &eskou
hudbu po celém svété (s pfesahy k hudbé 20. stoleti). Touto
hudbou chce oslovit posluchaée a ukazat jim, Zze mize byt sou-
¢asti kazdodenniho Zivota. Soubor od svého zaloZeni pravidelné
koncertuje a kazdy rok nabizi abonentni dramaturgickou Fadu,
kterd pracuje s dramaturgii jednotlivych koncertd jako s kom-
paktnimi celky (¢asto ve spojeni s ostatnimi druhy uméni - film,
vytvarna umeéni, architektura, tanec...). Vybér a sefazeni jednot-
livych titull v rdémci jednoho koncertu pak dava vzniknout dalsi
kompozici pfindsejici nové vrstvy a vyznamy. Vedle toho soubor
nabizi ve spoluprdci s Muzeem mésta Brna fadu koncert( ve vile
Tugendhat. PGvodcem té&chto sofistikovanych dramaturgii je
muzikolog Viktor Pantl¢ek. Kromé své hlavni koncertni ¢innosti
soubor vystoupil na fadé prestiznich domacich i zahrani¢nich
festivall, jako jsou Férum Hradec Kralové, Moravsky podzim,
Velikono¢ni festival duchovni hudby, Forfest, Festival polské
hudby v Krakové, Modern Music Days Malta aj. Soubor spolu-
pracuje také s osobnostmi, jako jsou soélisté Milan Pal’a, Daniel
Wiesner, Nikol Bokova, Irena Troupova, Vilém Veverka, Pavel ZIamal
a dal$i. Zakladatelem, dirigentem a uméleckym vedoucim je Pavel
Snajdr. V roce 2020 odehral BCO sviij historicky prvni koncert
Prazského jara, ktery byl zivé streamovany z Brna, z foyer
Janackova divadla.
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Brno Contemporary Orchestra

The BCO - Brno Contemporary Orchestra — was established

in 2011 with the aim to play contemporary world music in the
Czech Republic and Czech music all over the world (with overlaps
to 20th century music). It wishes to speak to the audience through
music and show them that it can be a part of everyday life. Since
its foundation, the ensemble gives regular concerts and every
year it offers a dramaturgy line for subscribers, working with
the dramaturgy of individual concerts as with compact wholes
(often in combination with other types of art - film, fine arts,
architecture, dance...), whose selection and sequencing creates
other compositions offering other layers and meanings. Moreover,
in cooperation with the Museum of Brno, it offers a number of
concerts at Villa Tugendhat. Viktor Pantl¢ek is the creator of
these sophisticated dramaturgies. Apart from its main concert
activities, the ensemble has performed at a number of prestigious
national and international festivals, such as: Hradec Kralové
Music Forum, Moravian Autumn, Easter Festival of Sacred Music,
Forfest, Krakow Festival of Polish Music, Modern Music Days
Malta and others. The ensemble also works with personalities,
such as the soloists Milan Pal’a, Daniel Wiesner, Nikol Bdkova,
Irena Troupova, Vilém Veverka, Pavel Zlamal and others. Pavel
Snajdr is the founder, conductor and artistic director. In 2020,
BCO played the first historical concert of the Prague Spring that
took place in Brno, streamed live from the Janacek Theatre Foyer.
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Pavel Snajdr

DIRIGENT
Pavel Snajdr absolvoval obory skladba a dirigovani na JAMU pod
vedenim A. Pifiose (skladba) a E. Skotdka (dirigovani). Jako ¢len
skladatelského sdruzeni Bezmocna hrstka byl dvakrat ocenén
ve skladatelské soutézi Generace. S brnénskym souborem Ars
Incognita premiéroval na ¢tyfi desitky skladeb soudobych autord;
nékteré z nich vysly na CD. V roce 2001 s timto souborem
vystoupil na Prazském jaru a v roce 2005 na festivalu Prazské
premiéry. Spolupracoval s prednimi ¢eskymi symfonickymi
orchestry a divadelnimi scénami (mj. s filharmoniemi - brnénskou,
kralovéhradeckou, teplickou a PKF, SOCR, Narodnim divadlem
Praha, Statni operou Praha, Divadlem J. K. Tyla v Plzni ¢i
Moravskym divadlem Olomouc). V letech 2004-2007 byl anga-
zovan v Narodnim divadle Brno, s nimzZ se zu¢astnil japonského
turné; pozdé&ji v ném pulsobil jako dirigent Janackovy opery NdB.
Kromé klasického repertoaru ma v téchto kamennych institucich
na konté i nékolik svétovych a &eskych premiér baletd i oper
(Maté&j, Maldsek, Maskats, Nejtek...). Soustavné se vénuje
soudobé hudbé a se souborem BCO, ktery v roce 2011 zalozil,
uvedl nékolik desitek tituld ze souc¢asné Eeské i svétové tvorby,
z nichz bylo pofizeno mnoho live i studiovych nahréavek Ceskym
rozhlasem.
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Pavel Snajdr

CONDUCTOR
Pavel Snajdr graduated in Composition and Conducting at JAMU
under the direction of A. Piflos (Composition) and E. Skotdk
(Conducting). As a member of the composer’s association
Bezmocna hrstka (“The Defenceless Bunch”) he has been
awarded two prizes in the Generace composers’ competition.
With the Brno-based ensemble Ars Incognita, he has premiered
about forty pieces of contemporary authors; some of them came
out on a CD. In 2001, he performed with the ensemble at the
Prague Spring and in 2005 at the Prague Premieres festival. He
has worked with leading Czech symphonic orchestras and theatres
(including the philharmonic orchestras of Brno, Hradec Kralové,
Teplice and PKF, SOCR, Prague National Theatre, Prague State
Opera, J. K. Tyl Theatre in Pilsen, the Moravian Theatre in Olomouc).
In 2004-2007, he was engaged at the National Theatre Brno,
with which he participated in a Japanese tour; later, he worked
there as a conductor of the Janacek Opera of the National Theatre
Brno. Apart from classical repertoire, he has performed in several
world and Czech premieres of ballets and operas in these theatres
(Mat&jl, Malasek, Maskats, Nejtek...). He is continuously engaged
in contemporary music and with the BCO ensemble, which he
founded in 2011, he has mounted dozens of contemporary Czech
and international titles, with many live and studio recordings
made by the Czech Radio.
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Emil Frantisek Burian:
Vojna [ lidova hra se zpévy a tanci na text lidové poesie
sebrané K. J. Erbenem

1. dil
I. Masopust
[Vesnické hospoda o masopustul

SBOR [se veseli|
Masopuste, masopuste,
do kola nés, holky, puste,
masopust, masopust -
jen mne, holka, neopust!
[Pusti se do tance.|
Masopust drzime,

nic se nevadime
pospolu;

pro¢ bychom se hadali,
kdyz jsme se tak shledali
poznovu?

V dobrém jsme se sesli,
radi jsme se nasli
pospolu.

Dfive nez se rozejdem,
jesté sobé pripijem
poznovu.

[Sbor odtanéi. Zistanou &tyti pijéci.|

PRVNI PIJAK [vali soudek]
Ze to pivo nevypiju?

Ze to pivo vypiju!

Ze ten dzbanek o ten trdmek
ze ho tady rozbiju!

Ze to pivo nevypiju?

Ze to pivo vypiju!
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Tamhle stoji mdj kamaréd,
ja mu taky pfipiju!

SBOR [pfetansi]

Pime pivo pomaloucku,
dokud tece ze soudecku,
pime pivo, pime je,
Senkyfka nam naleje.

DRUHY PIJAK [pfehazuje pdllitry|
Nestarej se, Zeno ma!

Kde je pivo, tu jsem ja.

Nestarej se, Zeno ma,

kde mne najdes.

Kde je piva sklenice,

tu je taky my srdce,

nestarej se, Zeno ma,

tu mne najdes!

SBOR [pfetanci]

Tfebas ja byl otrhanek,

jen kdyZ ja mam piva dzbanek,
pivo, pivo Eerveny,

to je my potéseni!

TRETI PIJAK [balancuje s lahvemi|
Pi, bratfi¢ku, pi,

jen se neopi!

Kdybys propil dvojku,

v§ak mas hezkou holku.

Pi, bratfi¢ku, pi,

jen se neopi!

Kdybys propil ¢tyry zlaty,

7adnej za té nezaplati!

SBOR [pfetanci]
My se mame pékné,
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penize jsou v pekle,
my se mame pékng,
penize ty tam!

CTVRTY PIJAK [se nem(iZe udrZet na nohou, padd|
Alou, pani muzikanti!

Vemte svoje instrumenty,

zahrajte mi nahoru,

at se trochu napiju!

[Tus. Ctvrty s nédmahou povstane a tanéi - sélo.

Pti jeho tanci pfechézeji mladi milenci.|

ON [podnapily|
Tahle sklenic¢ka,
ta je malicka,

tou se mi opila
moje Ancicka.
Jajich vypil pét,
jesté jednou pét,
ona jenom jednu,
opila se hned.

PRVNI PIJAK

Jestlimné ma zena

néco fekne,

ja ji dam pfes hubu

jen to flekne.

[Ctvrty pijak dotanéil. Upadne.

Hospodou kraci soused, tlusty od brady po paty, se sousedkou
Sirs§i nez delsi. Vsechno ztichne a diva se po nich. V cesté jim
leZi Etvrty pijak. Soused se zastavi, Ceka, pak ho nohou odstréi
a jde. Ctvrty pijdk vyskoci, hrozi pésti a kFici za nim.|

CTVRTY PIJAK

Truc na truc nékomu
do naseho domu,
truc na truc nékomu
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do nasich vrat.
Z&dnej nam nemiize
za naSe penize,
zadnej nam nemuUze
rozkazovat!

SBOR [svolavé do tance|

Bratfi, bratfi,

budme jen veseli,

bratfi, bratfi,

radujme se:

nouze nam pfestala,

bida nam nastala,

bratfi, bratfi,

radujme se!

[Prichdzi chudak, sbird drobty po stolech a nafika.|

CHUDAK

Jaky mam trapeni,
kalhoty platény,

kapsa rozedrana,

$ajnl neni.

Kdyby $ajnl bylo,

to by mé tésilo,

to by bylo k mému
vyrazeni.

Kdyz jsem dost $ajnd mél,
chodil jsem, kde jsem chtél,
chodil jsem na vino

do hospody.

Ted kdyZ uz nic nemam,
smutné si vzpominam,
tedy napiju se doma vody.

SBOR [pfitanéi|
Masopust, masopust,
jen mne, holka, neopust!
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Masopuste, masopuste,
do kola nas, holky, puste!
|Obraz|

1. Svatby
[Tlampa& a Mlddenec. Oba maji na levé ruce prut rozmaryny
pfivdzany ervenou stuzkou.|

TLAMPAC [k obecenstvu|

Slovutné a vzacné poctivosti pani sousedé a pani sousedky!
Doufam, Ze vstoupeni nase s timto ctnym mladencem do pfibytku
vaseho v dobré obratite, téZ toto mé prosté promluveni ode mne
nachylné pfijmete. PfindSim zpravu, Ze poctivy mladdenec Jenik
Ouhora uminil sobé svlj svobodny stav mladenecky proméniti
a v stav svatého manzelstva vstoupiti, ku kterémuz stavu oblibil
sobé za manzelku poctivou pannu Rizenku, vlastni dceru véazeného
souseda Holého poctivé obce Klatov. | uznavajice nastavajici
manzelé a jich rodiCe, ze takovy sfatek svatebni bez vzacnych
panl soused( a pfatel, jak domacich tak i pfespolnich, pofadné
konan a zfizen byti nemUze, vzkladaji nami svou zadost na vas,
abyste tu lasku kfestanskou jim prokazali, cestu k nim vazili a ku
potvrzeni jich svatebniho sfatku je doprovoditi si neztizili a pak
z chramu pané zase do pfibytku slovutného muze Ouhory do
poctivé obce Klatov za vzacné a milé hosty najiti se dali, zaCez
oni i my, jakozto jich sluzebnici, snazné a uctivé zadame.
[Tlampa& a Mlddenec pryé. Nevésta v komore place.|

ZENICH [u okénka zpiva|
Kdes, holubi¢ko,

litala,

Zes sobé licko,

krasné peficko,
zrousala?

Budes-li jesté

litati,

budu ja na té,

ma holubicko,
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likati.

Poliknu na té

je¢nej klas,

dostanu ja té,

ma holubicko,

brzo zas.

Cije ta divei, &ije,

co mi tu kosilku Sije?
Ci je to ta holka mal3,
co mi tu koSilku dala?

SOUSED [u dvei|

Vitam vas, Svarni mladenci! Vejdéte do senci,
abyste po daleké cesté sobé odpocinuli

a nécim se obcerstuvili.

[V&ichni pryé, jen nevésta v komote ziistéva.|

NEVESTA

Vdavat se mam

a ja nechci

musela bych chodit

v bilym €epci.

Mamt ja vlasky kaderavy,
rlzovou pentli¢kou proplitany.

MLADENEC [k obecenstvu

Slovutni a vazeni pani, panicové a panny! Z pfi¢iny té svedl jsem
vas do pfibytku tohoto, Ze zde pfitomny panic Jenik Ouhora
uctivé vas za to zada, abyste s nim pro jeho nejmilej$i nevéstu,
$lechetnou pannu Rdzenku Holou, cestu vazili a ten jejich
manzelsky sfatek svou laskavou pfitomnosti ozdobili. A Ze jste
véichni pfitomni jiz imysl svij k tomu projevili a sem pfijiti se dali,
za to vam pan otec, pani matka i pan Zenich co nejvroucnéji dékuji.

SBOR ZENICHUV
Deme, deme, deme, deme,
deme, deme, deme, deme,
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deme, deme, deme, deme,
deme, deme, deme k vam,
date-li nam vasi dceru,
date-li ndm vasi dceru,
date-li ndm vasi dceru,
date-li ji nam?

NEVESTA

UZ jedou muziky ke dvoru!
Kam se jim schovam,
mati¢ko moje,

do domu?

SOUSEDKA

Kdyz jsi se jim chtéla
schovavat,

neméla jsi jim,
dcerusko moje,
slibovat.

NEVESTA

Ja neslibila,
jen jednomu:
svému milému,
roztomilému,
vérnému.

SBOR NEVESTIN

Déame, dame, dame radi,
chovali jsme vam ji z mladi,
déme, ddme, dame radi,
dédme my ji vam.

Pro¢ bysme vam ji nedali,
kdyZ jsme vam ji vychovali?
Pote si jen pro ni, pote,
pote, pote k nam.

[Nevésta se rozplace.|
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MLADENEC [k obecenstvuf

Ctné a $lechetné panny drizi¢ky!

I mnohovzacné panicky!

Prosim, ndm za zlé neméjte

a na mou fec€ pozor dejte,

jezdili jsme pfes hory a doliny,
pfes pole a kfoviny

vSude se ptajice,

vSude hledajice

jistého vzacného pokladu,

az nam dobfi lidé dali radu,

7e by se nachdzel v tomto pfibytku
a zvlasté v tomto pokojicku.

Okolo ného pak samy

Ze jsou jenom krasné panny

i vzacné pani co komornice,

toho pokladu ostfihajice.
Nechceme my ho zadnou zlou vali
ani spornymi slovy dobyvati,

ani zeleznymi sochory vypacovati,
nybrz mame dar pfipraveny,
stfibrem a zlatem okrasleny,
kteryzto jak jenom uhlidate,
doufam, ze nam ten vas poklad date.
Jen nezdrzujte dlouho nasi zadost,
at se rozmnozi véech pfitomnych radost.

NEVESTA

Jaké to trapeni

mam smutna na zemi,
boli mé&, boli hlavicka,
pro mé potéseni.
TecCe voda, tece,

na ty novy mlejny,
coz je tézko milovati
co k libosti neni.

Co k libosti bylo,
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to mé opustilo,
v dalekych, Sirych krajinach
mé je zanechalo.

SOUSEDKA [k obecenstvu|
Vitdme vas, pani mili,

vime, k jakému jste cili

sem v tento dim se pfibrali,
ze jste pokladu hledali,

jenz jest v tomto pokoji samém,
uprostfed krasnych panen.
Ale vSak to mate znati:

co vy chcete za néj dati,

Ze se nemUz vyrovnati
zadny dar, byt byl i zlaty.
AvSak jsme se dozvédéli,
ze byste vy s sebou méli
také krasného Zenicha,
jenz pro ten poklad pospicha.
Jemu my jej chceme dati,
aby se moh radovati

z jeho krasy, z jeho tvafi

a Sel s nim nyni k oltafi.

My pak za to propusténi
chceme miti zaplaceni,
vS§ak co byste dati chtéli,
jesté jsme nic nevidéli.

Ale kdyZ to uhlidame,

teprv vam ten poklad dame.

[Sousedi smlouvaji o véno.|
1. SOUSED

Deset zlatych...

2. SOUSED

Dvacet zlatych...

1. SOUSEDKA

Vem vic...
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2. SOUSEDKA
Vem vic...

1. SOUSED

Pé&t strychd...

2. SOUSED

Dva koné...

1. SOUSEDKA

PIna truhla...

2. SOUSEDKA
Vyminek...

1. SOUSED

A co chmelnice?
2. SOUSED

A co prasata?

1. SOUSEDKA

A co pastviny?

2. SOUSEDKA

A co slepice?

1. SOUSED
Dvacet. Ruku na to.
2. SOUSED
Pfidam. Tu je ruka...
1. SOUSEDKA

Co, tak lacino?

2. SOUSEDKA
Zlstane to prece...
OSTATNI

V rodiné.

MLADENEC
Nejmilej$i pane otée a pani matko! Na misté téchto ditek vasich
uctivé vds zadam za vase otcovské a matefské pozehnani.

SOUSED A SOUSEDKA

Pozehnani Boha v§emohouciho Otce, Syna i Ducha svatého
vstoupiz na vas a z(staf s vami vzdycky.

Amen!
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NEVESTA [lib4 jim nohy, placky|

Zaplat vam PanbUh v8ecky vase kroky, co jste kdy pro mne udélali!

A pro Panaboha vas prosim, jestli se mné ten stav manzelsky
nepovede, neopoustéjte mne!

ZENICH

Zaplat vam to Panbdh, Ze jste mné vasi dceru dobfe vychovali

a k dobrému ji vedlil [Alegoricky tanec sbor(, znazorfiujici odva-

Zeni nevésty z rodného domu.|

ZENICH
BUh vam Zehnej,

muj taticku, tenkrat

dékuju ja vam,
dékuju ja vam,
taticku, nastokrat!

NEVESTA
Blh vam Zehnej,

ma matic¢ko, tenkrat

dékuju ja vam,
dékuju ja vam,

mati¢ko, nastokrat!

ZENICH

Blh vam Zehnej,

my mily panenky,
ktery jste bejvaly,
ktery jste bejvaly
moje kamaradky.

NEVESTA

BUh vam zehnej,
mi mili mladenci,
ktefi jste bejvali,
ktefi jste bejvali
moji milovnici.
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ZENICH
Bejvali jste
a uzZ nebudete!

NEVESTA

Bejvali jste

a uz nebudete!
Taky-li vy na mne
smutnou, zarmoucenou,
nékdy vzpomenete?
UZ mne vezou,

a ja nic nevim kam,

a kdyz mne dovezou,
pak vSichni odjedou -
jen ja zGstanu tam!

NEVESTA, ZENICH

Za horama,

za tim ¢ernym lesem,
tam ja musim bydlet,
nic nebudu védeét,

ma mati¢ko, kde jsem.

1ll. Odvod
[Kdesi na ndvsi. Vojensky signal|

I. BUBENIK

Mym narodim! Bylo mym nejvroucné&j$im pianim, abych léta,
kterd z Bozi milosti jsou mi je$té dopifdna, mohl zasvétiti miru
a uchranil Svoje narody pred tézsimi obétmi a bfemeny valky.
V radé Prozfetelnosti bylo jinak rozhodnuto.

Il. BUBENIK

Mym narodim! Stale vyse $leha plamen nenavisti proti Mné

a Mému domu. Zloc¢inné fadéni saha pres hranici, aby na jihovy-
chodé mocnarstvi podkopalo zdklady statniho poradku, aby lid,
jemuz Ja v otcovské lasce vénuji Svoji plnou péci, rozviklalo
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v jeho vérnosti k panovnickému domu a vlasti, aby svedlo
dospivajici mladeZ a podnécovalo ji k zlo¢innym skutkdm
nerozumu a velezrady.

l1l. BUBENIK

Mym narodim! V této vazné chvili Jsem si pIné védom celého
dosahu Svého rozhodnuti a Své zodpovédnosti pfed VSemohoucim.
VSe jsem prozkoumal a uvazil. S klidnym svédomim nastupuji
cestu, kterou mi povinnost vykazuje.

VSICHNI TRI
Mym naroddm! Spoléham na Svoje narody, ktefi ve vSech boufich
vzdy v jednoté a vérnosti kolem mého triinu se zafadili a pro

REKRUT [cestou na vojnu si zpivé|
Ja tu nebudu,

véru nebudu,
nebudu tu slouzit,

je tu ma mila,

holka rozmila,

bude po mné touzit.
Ja tu nebudu,

véru nebudu,

tu cesti¢ku Slapat,
pfijde ma mila,

holka rozmila,

bude pro mne plakat.
Sbohem, ma mil3a,
holka rozmil3,

na koni¢ka sedam:
snad tebe vice,

mé milé srdce,

nikdy neuhlidam.
[Viteni bubnd|
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DRUHY REKRUT
Copak jsem vam,

pani sousedoveé,

copak jsem vam udélal,
ze jste vy meé vzali,

na mé zalovali,

pan hejtman mé odevzdal?
Zahrajte mnég,

pani muzikanti,
zahrajte mné nahoru.
Ma panenka prosi,
abyste nehrali,

Ze ja musim na vojnu.
[Tu$. Tanec rekruta.|

MILA [u vratek|
Kampak, mUj hole¢ku,
kampak jdes?

Ze si ani zde u nas
nesednes?

MILY [u vratek|

Kdyz uz mné, ma mil3,
Cas vysel,

kamaradi ¢ekaiji,

abych Sel.

Co mné das, ma mila,
na cestu?

Ten prstynek, ktery mas
na prstu?

MILA

Ten prstynek je mi téZko dat,
ale tebe jesté hif zanechat.

JINY REKRUT [pfibéhne k otcil
Nyc¢ko ndm nastaly
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smutny ¢asy,
ptivezli mundurd
na dva vozy.

Na jednom kabaty,
patrontase,

na druhém kaskety
a palase.

OTEC

Sedlakovi hodné je,
jak namlati, tak véje.
Zite&ko plati

za Ctyry zlaty,
pSenicka je za dukat,
¢ocCovicCka taky.

JINY REKRUT
Lejtafi sméfujou
dohromady,

Zze musi tatici

se synami.

Syn kazdej povida,
Ze nepude.

Jdéte tam, taticku,
coz to bude!

OTEC

Mas tam jit, synacku,
bez prodleni,

pfislo ndm uz z Vidné
poruceni.

Dostanes kloboucek
premovanej,

vod cisafe pana
darovanej.
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JINY REKRUT

Coz jsou se mne nahledali,

na tu vojnu nachytali,

uZz mne maji, uz mne vedou,

kontribu¢ni ¢eka s mérou.

[Jiny rekrut chce utéci, ale je pozdé. Na ndves uZ se schézeji
vsichni rekruti. Nastéva loudeni.|

REKRUTI

Jestli jsem ublizil

komu z vas, komu z vas,

proboha odpustte,

jdu od vas, jdu od vaés.

[S velikym nafkem pfibéhnou dévéata a matky.|

VSICHNI REKRUTI

Jestli jsem ubliZzil

co komu, co komu,

proboha odpustte,

jdu z domu, jdu z domu.

[Rekruti se Fadi a pochoduji. Zeny mévaji barevnymi $atky na
rozlou&enou.|

MUZI

Kdyz jsem ja Sel okolo domecku,
kde ma mila prebyva,

ach Boze,

kde ma mila prebyva,

ona sedi u svého stolec¢ku,
zlatem $atek vysiva,

ach Boze,

zlatem Satek vysiva.

Dobre je ti, ma zlata panenko,
zlatem Satek vysivat,

ach Boze,

zlatem Satek vysivat,

ale my ted, ubozi vojaci,
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musime masirovat,

ach Boze,

musime masirovat.

[Muzi odpochoduji. Stmivé se... Soused si mne ruce a Septé.|

SOUSED

Zite&ko plati

za Ctyfi zlaty,
psSenicka je za dukat,
¢ocovicCka taky.

ZENY

Ach Boze,

Boze rozboze,

hlava boli — poboliva.

1. dil
I. Hibitov
|V chalupé o piéstkdch. Dvé divky predou. Treti, téhotnd, place.|

PRVNI DIVKA [prede|
Za tim Vitochovym humnem -

DRUHA DIVKA
Béhal zajic s bubnem -

PRVNI
Pro¢ jsi ho nechytila -

DRUHA
Ze jsem mu nestacila —

PRVNI
Ja bych ti byla pomohla.

PLACICI DiVKA
AZ odtud pojedes,
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mdj holec¢ku,

ja pudu za tebou

za vojacku.

Co bys, méa panenko,
tam délala?

Vzdyt bys mé ve vojsku
nepoznala.

Udélala bych se
malym ptackem,
snasela bych se ti
nad klobouckem.
Udélala bych se
vlastovickou,
snasela bych se ti
nad hlavickou.
[Piace.|

PRVNI
Za tim kovarfovym humnem —

DRUHA
Litala straka s bubnem -

PRVNI
Pro¢ jsi ji nechytila -

DRUHA
Ze jsem ji nestacila -

PRVNI
Ja bych ti byla pomohla.

STARA ZENA
[ptichézi s chrastim|
Dlouho, muj holecku,
dlouho domd nejdes,
koné mas ve staji,
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hladem ti Fehtaji,

kdy je krmit pUjdes?
Dej jim, ma panenko,
dej jim kousek sena,
aby se nazrali,

na mne necekali,
kdyZ ja nejsem doma.
Dej jim, méa panenko,
dej jim kousek vicky,
aby se nazrali,

na mne necekali,

my vrany konicky.
[Stard Zena prejde. Placdici divka nahlas zaplace.|

PRVNI
Za tim Vavrovym humnem -

DRUHA
Plaval kapr s bubnem -

PRVNI
Pro¢ jsi ho nechytila -

DRUHA
Ze jsem mu nestacila -

PRVNI
Jé bych ti pomohla -

PLACICI DiVKA
Husafi, husafi,
pékné koné mate,
ja s vami pojedu,
kterého mi date?
Bud' toho bilého
neb toho vraného,
ja s vami pojedu
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do pole Sirého.

Do pole Sirého

na studenou rosu:
jesté se podivam

na skutec¢skou chasu.
Ti skutecsti chlapci,
jsou $varni jonaci,
jen Skoda preskoda,
7e jsou z nich vojaci.

PRVNI A DRUHA
Ach Skoda, pfeskoda,
Ze jsou z nich vojaci.

PLACICI DIVKA

Na té nasi kopanince

lezi vojak v rozmarynce,

lezi vojak zabity,
rozmarynkou pfikryty.

Pfisla k nému jeho mila,
SateCkem krev utirala,

dala jemu hubicku,

pfitahla ho k srdi¢ku.
Zvonte zvony, na vSe strany,
mdj mily je pochovany,
zahynul mné z rlZe kvét,
pro ktery mé tésil svét.
Zvoni koné podkovami

a vojaci Savlickami,

hraje hudba vesela

a mné srdce useda.

|Baba zafikdvacka pfijde jako na zavolanou.|

BABA

Kam jsou se ty Casy podély,
ktery v mej mladosti bejvaly?
Uz nejsou a nebudou,

36



trapi hlavu mou Sedivou.
[Divky jako déti tan&i okolo baby.|

PRVNI A DRUHA
Babicko, babic¢ko,
odpustte nas k muzice.

BABA
Neodpustim, dokud nepodojite krav.
[Divky se rozutekou a délaji, jako by dojily kravy.|

BABA

Uz nebudou vic ty ¢asy,
které nékdy byvaly.

UZ se nebudem tak mivat,
jak se nasi mivali.

Ten svét zlofeceny,

cely prevraceny,

nebyvalo jindy tak,
vSechno naopak.

|Dévéata zase okolo baby.|

PRVNI A DRUHA
Babic¢ko, uz jsme podojily, ted nas odpustte.

BABA
Jdéte si, ale v deset at jste doma.
[Divky tanéi s pometly a lopatami, na které navésely muZské cepice.|

BABA |napodobi troubeni ponocného|
HUt - hat - hdt - hat - hat

hdt — hat - hdt - hat - hat.

Odbila desata hodina,

chval kazdy duch Hospodina.

[Divky dotandily.|
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BABA
Kde jste tak dlouho byly?

PRVNI A DRUHA
U pani tety.

BABA
Co jste tam délaly?

PRVN| A DRUHA
Skladaly metly.

BABA
Co jste za to dostaly?

PRVNI A DRUHA
Buchticku s makem.

BABA
Co jste mné nechaly?

PRVNI A DRUHA

Pikslu s tabakem.

|Béba se zle rozchechta.

Divky se chytnou za ruce a ska&ou kolem ni.|

PRVNI A DRUHA

StéZuje sinase Dlra,

Ze ji tuze tlaéi mara.

[V&ichni ztichnou. Pladici divka nafika.
Béba jde k ni. Obchazi ji a zatikava.|

BABA

Po ¢em Slapes§? — O ¢em nevi$? — Co mas na srdci?
Co na jazyku? — Co Zid pravi? - Cemu neujde&?
Pfidla bédba zahnat mdru,

netladi uz mara D{ru.
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PLACICI DIVKA [vzdychne|
Ach Boze, Boze rozboze,
hlava boli — poboliva.

BABA

Jé baba po Bohu,
pomohu, co mohu.
A ¢eho nemohu,
necham Panubohu.
[Tanéi kolem divky.|

Urkla-li té panna,

pomahej té svatad Anna,

urknul-li t& mladenec,

pomahej té svaty Vavfinec,

urkla-li té zena,

pomahej té svata Majdalena,

urknul-li t& muz,

pomahej té svaty Majnus,

urkla-li té baba,

pomahej té svata Saba

ufknul-li té dédek,

pomahej té svaty Melchisedek,

urklo-li té dite,

pomahej té svaty Vite!

[Divky nahle prisko&i, zavdZou pladici divce oéi
a po&nou s ni todit po jevisti za babiho chechtotu.|

PRVNi A DRUHA
Kucababo, kam té vedou?

BABA
Do kouta.

PRVN| A DRUHA
Co v tom kouté?
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BABA
Kohouta.

PRVNI A DRUHA
Co v tom kohouté?

BABA
Zlaté klubko.

PRVN| A DRUHA
Co v tom klubku?

BABA
Zlata jehla.

PRVNI A DRUHA
Cov téjehle?

BABA
Zlata nit.

PRVNI A DRUHA

[Pusti bezviddnou divku, kterd se mota na viechny strany.|
Tedy si nas, Kucabdbo, chyt!

SBOR ZEN [kfi¢i jako ve snuf

Sama voda... sama voda...

Sama voda... sama voda...

|Opakuje se nékolikrat, az oslepend divka padne na stojici kfiZ,
do kterého je zabodnutd $avle. Pfi padu divky kFi&i Zensky sbor.|

ZENSKY SBOR
Hofil... Hofi...!
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1. V zazemi

BABKY

Strasi nas sedlaci, strasi,
Ze budou brambory drazsi;
neboj se, mij zlatej synu,
mame jich na celou zimu.

VALECNY INVALIDA S VOJENSKOU CEPICKOU

Zadnej nevi, co ja zkusim, zkusim,
zadnej nevi, co ja zkusim;
prazenou polivku,

na suchym rendliku,

celej tejden jist musim.

SOUSED [mne si ruce|
Sedum gros(,

vosum grosu,

déla to hromadu,
&tyrycet pét grejcard,
pul tolaru.

INVALIDA

Kdybych ja mél, co bych ja chtél,
ja bych si nestejskal:

krajic chleba a kus masla,

ja bych si zavejskal.

SOUSED

Ja nic nedélam,
preci se dobfe mam;
ja nic nedélam,
dobfe se mam.

A jini délaji,

preci nic nemaji;

ja nic nedélam,
dobfe se mam.
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BABKY

TFi Ctyry nedéle,

co nas mlynar nemele.
Neni to pravda, je to lez,
mlynar mele az podnes.
Mlyny jdou - klapajou —
a on jde za milou.

INVALIDA

Pekar pece housky,
ustipuje kousky,
pekafka mu pomah3,
ustipujou oba dva.

SOUSED

Sedum grosg,

vosum grosu,

déla to hromadu,
&tyrycet pét grejcard,
pdl tolaru.

BABEY
Strasi nas sedlaci, strasi,
ze budou brambory drazsi.

INVALIDA [kFici|
Svati, svati, svati,
pdjcte mi tii zlaty,
az ja budu svatym,
ja vam je oplatim.

Ill. Na fronté
[Ve srazené Fadé volné pochoduji frontou vojéci.
Nesou smrtelné ranéného druha na nositkach.
Unaveni pochodem usedaji kolem ranéného.|
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VECERKA Z DALKY [zpé&v|
Jdéte vojaci, jdéte lezet,
v§ak nemate co vecefet;
jdéte vojaci, jdéte spat,
vS§ak nemate co délat.
|Ranény zasténa.|

PRVNIi VOJAK [jako ve snuf
Hory a lesy,

ma mila, kde jsi?

UZ mi zavazali pentlickou viasy.
Pentli¢kou bilou,

to pro mou milou,

Ze jsem ja miloval

kazdej den jinou.
Nepomyslil jsem,

Ze budu vojak,

Ze budu od tebe

pry¢ masirovat.

Vzali mé moci,

ma mila, v noci,

nemeél jsem u sebe

zadny pomoci.

Na bubny tloukli,

muzika hréla,

ja jsem pry¢ odchazel,

ma mila spala.

RANENY

Ach, kdyby védéla
ma maticka,

Ze je rozSlapdna

ma hlavicka!

Ona by se za mne
pomodlila,

msi svatou by za mne
slouzit dala.



Ach Boze mUj mily,
kdoz ji povi?
Kterak pak se ona
o mné dovi?

PRVNI A DRUHY |ve volném pochodovém rytmul
Uz je ta laska

zapalena,

dali mné flintu

na ramena.

UzZ je ta laska

ve plamenu,

dali mné Savli

na femenu.

TRETI

Vzdycky jsem myslival,
Ze je vojna $pas,

ze tam budu tejden
nebo dvé nedéle,
pfijdu dom( zas.
Tejden, dvé nedéle
nebo hodinu.

Ach, to sam Panbh vi,
my rodice zlaty,

kde ja zahynu!

CTVRTY

Nestastna lucerna,
ta mi zhasla:

nez jsem se vobratil,
varta prisla:

tu mé vzali

a svazali,

dali mé hned za to
do Satlavy.
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PATY

Ma zlata maticko,
tvrdeé spite,

vy 0 mém souzeni
nic nevite.
Kdybyste, maticko,
to védéla,

rakev by se s vami
otevrela.

TRETI

Nefek jsem dnes tejden,

Ze budu vojak?

A kdyZz mé svazali,

co uz mam délat?

Vzali mé moci,

vzali mé v noci,

ja placu, nafikam,

nemam pomoci.

[Ranény na nositkdch se pozvedne. Je v horeéce, mluvi ke své milé.|

RANENY [bldboli|

Copak se ti stalo,

moje mila?

Ze jsi se tak celd

proménila?

Ze jsi smutna,

cela bled3,

zdali té hlavi¢ka

rozbolela?

[V&ichni k nému. Ticho. Hledi soucitné na ného.|

RANENY |v pfedsmrtném poslednim vzepéti sil|
Chces-li, holka, védét,

jakej je mGj ddm:

pod tim Sirym nebem

to daleky pole,
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to je ten mdj dim.
Chces-li, holka, védét,
jaka strava ma:

ta pecené konska

a voda dunajska,

to je strava ma.
Chces-li, holka, védét,
jakd postel ma?
Zelenej travnicek,
bilej jetelicek,

to je postel ma.
Chces-li, holka, védét,
jaka pefina?

Patrontas pod hlavu,
plastém se pfrikreju,

to ma pefina.

[Klesne.|

PRVNI [teskné/
PfesSkoda nastokrat
ty krve Cerveny,

ze bude vylita

na travé zeleny!

OSTATNI

PfeSkoda nastokrat

ty krve Cerveny,

ze bude vylita

na travé zeleny.

[Ranény umird. V tzkosti se chopi ruky prvniho vojéka.
Vidi v ném svou milou.|

RANENY

KdyzZ jsem ja Sel od své milé,
bylo slunko vysoko:

podivej se, ma panenko,

jak jsem ja uz daleko.
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PRVNI |v slzdch mluvi za milou ranéného|
Daleko jsi, mij hole¢ku,

daleko jsi ode mne,

ale jsi-li tak upfimny,

vSak ty pfijde$ zas ke mné.

RANENY

Byl jsem od ni troje hory,
jes$té na mne volala:
Odpust...

PRVNI
... odpust...

RANENY
mi mdj nejmilejsi...

PRVNI
... nejmilejsi...

RANENY
v ¢em jsem té rozhnévala...

PRVNI
... v¢éem...
[NemiiZe pro pldé&.|

[Vojéci spatfi vidéni hospody, kde se opiji sedldci, ktefi z(stali za
frontou a téZi z jejich utrpeni.|

SEDLACI [opile zpivaji|
Proto jsem se na vojnu dal,
vojna se mi libila,

koukni, holka, jak mi slusi
kamizola zelena.

Ta zelena kamizola

a vejlozky Cerveny,
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Capka Zlutd, zlaty tfapce
a knofliky stfibrny.

SELKY
Aby nas Panblh miloval,
milo...

PRVNI [se vzchopi a kfi¢i na sedlédky|
Ach Skoda, preSkoda

ty krve ¢erveny,

ze bude vylita

na travé zeleny.

OSTATNI VOJACI

PreSkoda nastokrat

ty krve Cerveny,

ze bude vylita

na traveé zeleny!

|Vidina mizi. ZGstdva jen mrtvy kamardd a vojéci, ktefi ho vysoko
pozvedaji nad hlavu a s tasenymi $aviemi jdou proti véice.|

VSICHNI VOJACI

Kdyz jste bratra zabili, zabili,
zabite nas taky.

Dejte pozor na sebe

a na svoje déti.
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Emil FrantiSek Burian:
War [ a folk play with songs and dances,
based on folk poetry collected by K. J. Erben

Part one
1. Shrovetide
|A village pub during Shrovetide|

CHORUS [Merrymaking|
Shrovetide, Shrovetide,

girls, come join us in the round,
Shrovetide, Shrovetide -

only don’'t desert me, girl!

[They begin to dance/

We keep Shrovetide merrily,

no quarrelling have we

among ourselves;

why should we fall out

when we are all together

once again?

In good cheer we met,

glad to find each other

once again.

Before we go our separate ways,
we'll raise another glass

once again.

[The chorus dances off. Four drinkers remain.|

FIRST DRINKER [rolling out a small barrel|
You think | won't drink all this beer?

Oh, I'll drink this beer all right!

And this jug against that beam -

I'll smash it here tonight!

You think | won't drink all this beer?

Oh, I'll drink this beer all right!
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There’s my old friend standing over there —
I'll drink to him tonight!

CHORUS [dancing across the stage|
Slowly, slowly drink the beer,

while there’s plenty in the barrel;
drink the beer, drink it down,

the landlady will fill our glasses.

SECOND DRINKER [tossing beer mugs|
Never you worry, wife of mine!

Where there’s beer, there you'll find me.
Never you worry, wife of mine,

where to find me.

Where there’s a glass of beer,

there you'll find my heart as well.

Never you worry, wife of mine -

that’s where you'll find me!

CHORUS [dancing across the stage|
Though my clothes be worn and torn,
so long as I've a jug of beer,

beer, beer, foaming bright -

that’s my one delight!

THIRD DRINKER [balancing bottles|
Drink, brother, drink,

just don’t get drunk!

Though you spend a couple of coins,
you've still got a pretty girl.

Drink, brother, drink,

just don’t get drunk!

If you drink away four guilders,

no one else will pay your bill!

CHORUS [dancing]/
What a life we lead,
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our money’s gone to the devil!
What a life we lead -
our money’s gone for good!

FOURTH DRINKER [unable to stay on his feet, he falls over|
Come on, you musicians!

Pick up your instruments,

strike up a tune for me,

so | can have another drink!

[Fanfare. The Fourth Drinker struggles to his feet and dances -
solo. As he dances, a pair of young lovers cross the stage.|

HE [tipsy|

This little glass,

so small and slight,

was all it took

to make my Annie tight.

| drank five of those,

then another five;

she only drank one

and was drunk in no time.

FIRST DRINKER

If my wife should

give me any lip,

I'll smack her in the mouth

and make it crack.

[The Fourth Drinker finishes his dance and falls over. A portly
neighbour crosses the tavern with his wife, who is broader than
she is tall. Everyone falls silent and watches them. The Fourth
Drinker is lying in their path. The Neighbour stops and waits, then
pushes him aside with his foot and walks on. The Fourth Drinker
jumps up, shakes his fist and shouts after him|

FOURTH DRINKER
To hell with anyone
who comes into our house,
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to hell with anyone

who comes through our gate!
No one can tell us,

when it's our money,

no one can tell us

what we can and can’t do!

CHORUS |[calling everyone to dance/

Brothers, brothers,

let us all be merry,

brothers, brothers,

let us rejoice:

the hard times are over,

the misery has just begun -

brothers, brothers,

let us rejoice!

|A pauper enters, picking up scraps from the tables and lamenting.|

PAUPER

Oh, what misery is mine,
trousers made of linen,
pockets torn to tatters,
not a penny in them.

If | had some money,

how it would delight me,
then I'd have the means
to enjoy myself.

When | had enough to spend,
| went wherever | pleased,
| went down to the tavern
to drink my wine.

Now that | have nothing,
sadly | remember —

so I'll stay at home

and drink my water.
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CHORUS |dancing on|

Shrovetide, Shrovetide — only don’t desert me, girl!
Shrovetide, Shrovetide, girls, come join us in the round!
[Tableau/

Ill. Weddings
[The Master of Ceremonies and the Bridegroom. Both wear a sprig
of rosemary tied to their left arm with a red ribbon.|

MASTER OF CEREMONIES [to the assembled|

Most worthy and honourable neighbours, good sirs and ladies!

| trust you will look kindly upon our entering your home with this
virtuous young man, and likewise receive these simple words of
mine with goodwill. | bring you word that the honourable young
Jenik Ouhora has resolved to relinquish his unmarried state and
enter into the holy estate of matrimony. As his wife he has chosen
the virtuous maiden Rlzenka, daughter of our respected neighbour
Mr Holy of the honourable town of Klatovy. The bride and bride-
groom and their parents, recognising that such a wedding cannot
properly be celebrated and solemnised without the presence of
worthy neighbours and friends, both from here and from further
afield, have therefore sent us to ask that you show them this
Christian kindness: that you take the trouble to make your way
to them and accompany them to the solemnisation of their marriage,
and thereafter return with them from the house of God to the home
of the worthy Ouhora in the honourable town of Klatovy, there
to be received as honoured and welcome guests. For this favour
they, and we as their servants, most earnestly and respectfully
entreat you.

[The Master of Ceremonies and the Bridegroom leave.

The Bride weeps in her room.|

BRIDEGROOM [singing at the window/
Where have you been flying,

little dove,

that your pretty cheek,

your lovely feathers,
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are wet with dew?

If you go flying again,

I'll set a snare for you,

my little dove,

and catch you.

I'll bait my snare

with an ear of barley;

then I'll have you,

my little dove,

back again soon.

Whose maiden is that, whose is she,
who is sewing this shirt for me?
Whose little girl, so fair, is that
who gave me this shirt to wear?

MALE NEIGHBOUR |[at the door|

Welcome, fine young lads! Come inside

and rest awhile after your long journey,

and take some refreshment.

|Everyone leaves. Only the Bride remains in her chamber.|

BRIDE

I’'m to be married,

but | don’t want to -

I'll have to go about

in a white cap.

I have such pretty curling hair,
with rosy ribbons woven through.

BRIDEGROOM'’S ATTENDANT [to the assembled|

Worthy and esteemed gentlemen, young men and maidens!

| have brought you together in this house because the young
gentleman here present, Jenik Ouhora, respectfully asks you to
accompany him to fetch his dearest bride, the virtuous maiden
RGZenka Hold, and to honour their marriage with your gracious
presence. And since you have all already shown your willingness
to do so and have gathered here today, the bridegroom’s father
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and mother, and the bridegroom himself, offer you their most
heartfelt thanks.

BRIDEGROOM’S CHORUS

Here we come, we come, we come,
here we come, we come, we come,
here we come, we come, we come,
here we come to you.

Will you give your daughter to us,
will you give your daughter to us,
will you give your daughter to us,
will you give her to us?

BRIDE

The musicians are coming to the house!
Where can | hide from them,

dearest mother, where in the house?

FEMALE NEIGHBOUR

If you wanted to hide away from them,
then you should never, my dear girl,
have given them your promise.

BRIDE

I made no promise but to one:
to my own true love,

my darling, my faithful one.

BRIDE'S CHORUS

Yes, we'll give her, gladly give her,

we have raised her for you from childhood,

yes, we'll give her, gladly give her, we will give her to you.
Why should we not give her to you,

when we raised her up for you?

Come and fetch her, come and fetch her,

come, come here to us!

[The Bride bursts into tears.|
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BRIDEGROOM'’S ATTENDANT [to the assembled|
Virtuous and noble bridesmaids!

And most worthy ladies!

Pray do not take offence at us,

but lend an ear to what | say.

We have travelled over hills and valleys,

across fields and through thickets,

asking everywhere, searching everywhere,

for a certain precious treasure,

until good people told us that it was to be found in this house,
and more particularly in this very chamber.
Around it, we were told,

are none but fair maidens

and worthy ladies serving as its attendants,
guarding that treasure well.

We have no wish to take it by force,

nor to win it with quarrelsome words,

nor to prise it out with iron bars;

instead, we have a gift prepared,

adorned with silver and gold,

and once you have seen it,

| trust you will give us your treasure.

So do not keep us waiting long,

but let the joy of all those present be increased.

BRIDE

Oh, what sorrow | endure on earth,

how my poor head aches for the one | love.
The water flows,

it flows towards the new mill;

how hard it is to love one

who does not please you.

The one who pleased my heart

has left me here behind,

abandoned me in far and distant lands.
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FEMALE NEIGHBOUR [to the assembled|
Welcome, worthy gentlemen,

we know well what purpose brings you
here into this house today:

you have come in search of treasure,
which lies within this very chamber,
surrounded by fair maidens.

But this you must understand:
whatever you may offer for it,

no gift could ever equal its worth,

even were it made of gold.

Yet we have heard it said

that you have brought with you

a handsome bridegroom too,

who hastens here to claim the treasure.
To him we are prepared to give it,

that he may rejoice

in its beauty and its lovely face

and take it now with him to the altar.
But for surrendering our treasure

we expect some payment;

and as yet we have seen nothing

of what you mean to offer us.

Once you show it to us,

only then shall we give you the treasure.

[The neighbours haggle over the dowry.|
FIRST MALE NEIGHBOUR

Ten guilders...

SECOND MALE NEIGHBOUR
Twenty guilders...

FIRST FEMALE NEIGHBOUR
Ask for more...

SECOND FEMALE NEIGHBOUR
Ask for more...

FIRST MALE NEIGHBOUR

Five strychs of land...
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SECOND MALE NEIGHBOUR
Two horses...

FIRST FEMALE NEIGHBOUR

A chest full of linen...

SECOND FEMALE NEIGHBOUR
A cottage for their old age...
FIRST MALE NEIGHBOUR

And what about the hop garden?
SECOND MALE NEIGHBOUR
And the pigs?

FIRST FEMALE NEIGHBOUR
And the pasture?

SECOND FEMALE NEIGHBOUR
And the hens?

FIRST MALE NEIGHBOUR
Twenty. Shake on it.

SECOND MALE NEIGHBOUR
I'll add a little more. Here’s my hand...
FIRST FEMALE NEIGHBOUR
What, that cheap?

SECOND FEMALE NEIGHBOUR
It'll stay...

OTHERS

In the family.

BRIDEGROOM'S ATTENDANT

Dearest father and mother! On behalf of these children of yours,
| humbly ask you to bestow upon them your fatherly and motherly
blessing.

MALE NEIGHBOUR AND FEMALE NEIGHBOUR

May the blessing of Almighty God, the Father, the Son and the
Holy Spirit, descend upon you and remain with you always.
Amen!

BRIDE [tearfully kissing their feet|
May God reward you for everything you have ever done for me!
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And for God'’s sake, | beg you, if my marriage should prove
unhappy, do not abandon mel

BRIDEGROOM

May God reward you for raising your daughter so well

and bringing her up to be good!

[An allegorical dance by the choruses, depicting the Bride being
taken away from her family home.|

BRIDEGROOM

God bless you,

my dear father,

I thank you now,

I thank you,

a hundred times, dear father!

BRIDE

God bless you,

my dear mother,

| thank you now,

| thank you,

a hundred times, dear mother!

BRIDEGROOM

God bless you,

my dear young maidens,
you who once were,

you who once were

my companions.

BRIDE

God bless you,

my dear young men,
you who once were,
you who once were
my suitors.

59



BRIDEGROOM
You who once were,
but never again!

BRIDE

You who once were,

but never again!

Will you ever think of me,
sad and sorrowful,

from time to time?
They’re taking me away,
and | don’t know where;
and when they get me there,
they’ll all ride away -
and I'll be left alone!

BRIDE AND BRIDEGROOM
Beyond the hills,

beyond the dark forest,
there | must make my home;
I'll have no idea,

dear mother, where | am.

lll. Conscription
[Somewhere on a village square. A military bugle call.|

FIRST DRUMMER

To My Peoples! It was My most fervent wish to devote the years
which, by the grace of God, may yet be granted to Me to the works
of peace, and to preserve My peoples from the grievous
sacrifices and burdens of war. In the councils of Providence,

it has been ordained otherwise.

SECOND DRUMMER

To My Peoples! Ever higher rise the flames of hatred against Me
and My House. Criminal agitation reaches across the frontier to
undermine the foundations of public order in the south-east of
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the Monarchy; to shake the loyalty to the ruling House and the
Fatherland of a people upon whom, in paternal affection, | bestow
My fullest care; to lead its young people astray and incite them
to criminal acts of folly and high treason.

THIRD DRUMMER

To My Peoples! At this grave hour, | am fully conscious of the
full import of My decision and of My responsibility before the
Almighty. | have examined and weighed everything. With a clear
conscience | now enter upon the path that duty has laid before Me.

ALL THREE

To My Peoples! | place My trust in My peoples, who through
every storm have always rallied in unity and loyalty around My
throne, and have been prepared to make the greatest sacrifices
for the honour, greatness and power of the Fatherland.

RECRUIT [singing as he sets off for the army|
I'll soon be gone,

yes, I'll soon be gone,

I won't be serving here;

my own sweetheart,

my darling girl,

will be longing for me.

I'll soon be gone,

yes, I'll soon be gone,

I won't walk this road again;
my own sweetheart,

my darling girl,

will come and weep for me.
Farewell, my sweetheart,

my darling girl,

I'm mounting my horse to ride;
perhaps I'll never,

my dearest love,

set eyes on you again.

[Drum roll]
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SECOND RECRUIT

What have | done,

good neighbours, tell me,
what have | done to you,

that you had me taken,

you denounced me,

and the captain sent me through?
Play for me now,

you musicians,

strike up a tune for me.

My sweetheart begs you

not to play any more,

for I must join the army.
[Fanfare. The Recruit dances.|

SWEETHEART /at the gate[
Where are you going,

my darling?

Won't you even sit here

a little while?

YOUNG MAN |[at the gate|
My time has come,

my darling girl,

my comrades are waiting
for me to go.

What will you give me,

my love, for the road?
That little ring you wear
upon your finger?

SWEETHEART
It’'s hard to give you this ring of mine,
but harder still to leave you behind.

ANOTHER RECRUIT [running up to his father|
Now the days of sorrow
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have begun:

two cartloads of uniforms
have arrived.

On one, the tunics

and cartridge belts;

on the other, caps

and sabres.

FATHER
A farmer’s doing well enough:

what he threshes, that he winnows.

Rye is fetching
four guilders,

wheat a ducat,
and lentils too.

ANOTHER RECRUIT
The officials are calling
everyone together,
fathers have to go there
with their sons.

Every son is saying

he won't go.

You go there, Father -
see what comes of it!

FATHER

You must go, my son,

without delay;

the order has already come
from Vienna.

You'll be given a fine hat
trimmed all round,

a gift to you

from His Majesty the Emperor.
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ANOTHER RECRUIT

How they searched and searched for me,

till they caught me for the army.

Now they’ve got me, now I'm taken -

the taxman waits there with his measure.

[The Other Recruit tries to escape, but it is too late. All the recruits
are already gathering on the village square. The farewells begin.|

RECRUITS

If I have wronged

any of you, any of you,

for God’s sake forgive me -

I’'m leaving you, leaving you.

[The girls and mothers run in, weeping bitterly.|

ALL THE RECRUITS

If I have wronged

anyone, anyone,

for God'’s sake forgive me —

I'm leaving home, leaving home.

[The recruits form ranks and march away. The women wave
coloured scarves in farewell.|

MEN

As | walked past the little house
where my sweetheart lives,

Oh God,

where my sweetheart lives,
there she sat beside her table,
embroidering a scarf with gold,
Oh God,

embroidering a scarf with gold.
You have it easy, my darling girl,
embroidering a scarf with gold,
Oh God,

embroidering a scarf with gold,
but we poor soldiers now must march away,
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Oh God,

must march away.

[The men march off. Dusk falls... The Male Neighbour rubs his
hands and whispers.|

MALE NEIGHBOUR
Rye is fetching
four guilders,
wheat a ducat,
and lentils too.

WOMEN

Oh God,

dear God above,

my head aches — aches with sorrow.

Part two

I. Cemetery
[Inside a cottage during a spinning evening. Two girls are spinning.
A third, who is pregnant, is weeping.|

FIRST GIRL [spinning|
Behind Vitoch’s barn —

SECOND GIRL
A hare ran by with a drum -

FIRST GIRL
Why didn’t you catch him?

SECOND GIRL
| couldn’t keep up with him -

FIRST GIRL
I'd have helped you catch him.
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WEEPING GIRL

When you ride away from here,
my darling,

I'll follow after you

and be a soldier too.
What would you do there,
my darling girl?

Among all those soldiers
you wouldn’t know me.
I'd turn myself

into a little bird,

and flutter above

your soldier’s cap.

I'd turn myself

into a swallow,

and flutter above

your dear head.

[|She weeps.|

FIRST GIRL
Behind the blacksmith’s barn —

SECOND GIRL
A magpie flew by with a drum -

FIRST GIRL
Why didn’t you catch her?

SECOND GIRL
| couldn’t keep up with her -

FIRST GIRL
I'd have helped you catch her.

OLD WOMAN [entering with a bundle of brushwood|
Long have you been gone, my darling boy,
your horses are in the stable,
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whinnying with hunger -

when will you come to feed them?
Give them, my darling girl,

give them a little hay,

so they can eat their fill

and needn’t wait for me

while | am away.

Give them, my darling girl,

give them a little vetch,

so they can eat their fill

and needn’t wait for me,

my fine black horses.

[The Old Woman crosses the stage. The Weeping Girl bursts into
loud sobs.|

FIRST GIRL
Behind Vavra's barn -

SECOND GIRL
A carp swam by with a drum -

FIRST GIRL
Why didn’t you catch him?

SECOND GIRL
| couldn’t keep up with him -

FIRST GIRL
I'd have helped you catch him.

WEEPING GIRL

Hussars, hussars,

what fine horses you ride!
I'll ride away with you -
which one will you give me?
Give me the white one

or else the black;
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I'll ride away with you

across the open fields.

Across the open fields,
through the cold morning dew;
I'll take one last look

at the lads from Skutec.

Those lads from Skute¢

are handsome young men;

it's such a crying shame

that they’re soldiers now.

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
Oh, what a crying shame,
that they're soldiers now.

WEEPING GIRL

On our little patch of ground

lies a soldier, rosemary all around;

there he lies, a soldier slain,

covered over with rosemary.

His sweetheart came and knelt beside him,
wiped the blood away with her kerchief,
gave him one last kiss

and held him to her heart.

Ring out, bells, on every side,

my love lies buried in the ground;

the fairest rose | had has died,

the one that made the world seem bright.
Horses ring out with their horseshoes,
soldiers rattle their sabres,

merry music fills the air,

while my heart sinks with sorrow.

[As if summoned, a wise old woman enters.|

OLD WOMAN
Where have all those days gone
that | knew when | was young?
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They’re gone now and will never return,
and they trouble my old grey head.
[The girls dance around the Old Woman like children.|

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
Granny, Granny, let us go to the dancing.

OLD WOMAN
Not until you've milked the cows.
[The girls scatter and pretend to milk the cows.|

OLD WOMAN

Those days will never come again,

the days we knew of old.

We’'ll never have the good times

our parents had before us.

This accursed world

has all been turned upside down;

it never used to be like this -

everything’s gone awry.

[The girls gather around the Old Woman again.|

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
Granny, we’ve milked the cows. Can we go now?

OLD WOMAN
Off you go, then, but be home by ten.
[The girls dance with brooms and shovels, draped with men’s caps.|

OLD WOMAN [imitating the night watchman'’s horn|
Hoo - hoo - hoo —hoo - hoo,

hoo —hoo —hoo - hoo - hoo.

The clock has struck the hour of ten,

let every soul give praise to God.

[The girls finish their dance.|
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OLD WOMAN
Where have you been all this time?

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
At Auntie’s.

OLD WOMAN
What were you doing there?

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
Making brooms.

OLD WOMAN
What did she give you for it?

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
A poppy-seed bun.

OLD WOMAN
And what did you bring me?

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
A tin of tobacco.

[The Old Woman bursts into a wicked cackle.
The girls take each other by the hand and skip around her.|

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
Our DUra says she’s in distress,
the nightmare weighs upon her chest.

|[Everyone falls silent. The Weeping Girl laments. The Old Woman
goes over to her, circles around her and chants an incantation.|

OLD WOMAN
What do you tread on? — What do you not know? —
What weighs on your heart? What is on your tongue? -
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What does the Jew say? — What can you not escape?
The old woman came to drive the nightmare away,
and now it no longer weighs on Ddra.

WEEPING GIRL [sighing/

Oh God,

dear God above,

my head aches — aches with sorrow.

OLD WOMAN

I'm an old woman, next to God,
I'll help you all | can.

And what | cannot help you with,
I'll leave in God’s own hands.
[She dances around the girl.|

If a maiden casts the evil eye on you,

may Saint Anne come to your aid.

If a young man casts the evil eye on you,

may Saint Lawrence come to your aid.

If a woman casts the evil eye on you,

may Saint Mary Magdalene come to your aid.

If a man casts the evil eye on you,

may Saint Mainus come to your aid.

If an old woman casts the evil eye on you,

may Saint Sabas come to your aid.

If an old man casts the evil eye on you,

may Saint Melchizedek come to your aid.

If a child casts the evil eye on you,

may Saint Vitus come to your aid!

[The girls suddenly leap forward, blindfold the Weeping Girl and
begin whirling her around the stage as the Old Woman cackles|

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
Blind old granny, where are they taking you?
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OLD WOMAN
To the corner.

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
What’s in the corner?

OLD WOMAN
A cockerel.

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
What's inside the cockerel?

OLD WOMAN
A golden ball of yarn.

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
What's inside the ball?

OLD WOMAN
A golden needle.

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
What's inside the needle?

OLD WOMAN
A golden thread.

FIRST AND SECOND GIRLS
[They let go of the limp girl, who staggers this way and that/
Then catch us, Blind Granny, if you can!

WOMEN’S CHORUS [crying out as if in a dream|

Cold... cold...

Cold... cold...

[This is repeated several times, until the blindfolded girl stumbles
against an upright cross with a sabre thrust into it.

As the girl falls, the Women’s Chorus cries out/
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WOMEN'S CHORUS
Firel... Fire...!

Il. Behind the Lines

OLD WOMEN

The farmers try to frighten us,

saying potatoes will cost us more;

don’t you worry, my darling boy,

we've enough to last the winter through.

DISABLED WAR VETERAN IN A MILITARY CAP
No one knows what | go through, go through,
no one knows what | go through;
toasted-flour soup,

from an empty saucepan -

that’s all | eat the whole week through.

MALE NEIGHBOUR
[rubbing his hands|
Seven groschen,
eight groschen,

it all mounts up:
forty-five kreuzers,
half a thaler.

DISABLED VETERAN

If I had just what | wanted,

I'd have no cause to moan:

a slice of bread, a bit of butter -
I'd shout for joy.

MALE NEIGHBOUR
| do no work,
yet | live very well;
| do no work,
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and I'm doing fine.
Others work away
and still have nothing;
| do no work,

and I’'m doing fine.

OLD WOMEN

Three or four weeks now,

our miller hasn’t milled.

That's not true, it's all a lie -

the miller’s grinding to this day.
The mill wheels turn and clatter,
while he goes off to see his girl.

DISABLED VETERAN

The baker bakes his rolls,

pinching off little bits;

the baker’s wife lends him a hand -
they both pinch bits off.

MALE NEIGHBOUR
Seven groschen,
eight groschen,

it all mounts up:
forty-five kreuzers,
half a thaler.

OLD WOMEN
The farmers try to frighten us,
saying potatoes will cost us more.

DISABLED VETERAN [shouting|
Saints, saints, saints above,
lend me three guilders;

when I'm a saint myself,

I'll pay you back in full.
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1ll. At the Front

[The soldiers march slowly across the front in a close-packed line.
They carry a mortally wounded comrade on a stretcher. Exhausted

by the march, they sit down around him./

LIGHTS-OUT CALL IN THE DISTANCE [sung/

Go, soldiers, go and lie down,

you’ve nothing for your supper anyway;

go, soldiers, go to sleep,
you've nothing else to do.
[The wounded man groans.|

FIRST SOLDIER [as if in a dream|
Mountains and forests,

my love, where are you?
They’ve tied up my hair

with a ribbon now too.

A ribbon of white,

all for my true love,

though every day

it was someone new | loved.

I never imagined I'd be a soldier,
that I'd have to march

far away from you.

They took me by force,

my love, in the night;

there was no one beside me

to come to my aid.

The drums were beating,

the music was playing;

| marched away

while my sweetheart lay sleeping.

WOUNDED SOLDIER
Oh, if only
my dear mother knew
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that my poor head

has been trampled through!
She would say

a prayer for me,

have a holy Mass

said for me.

Oh my dear God,

who will tell her?

How will she ever hear
what happened to me?

FIRST AND SECOND SOLDIERS [in a loose marching rhythm|
Now my love

has caught alight,

they’ve put a musket

on my shoulder.

Now my love

is all aflame,

they’ve hung a sabre

from my belt.

THIRD SOLDIER

| always used to think
war was just a game,
that I'd be there a week
or perhaps a fortnight,
then come home again.
A week, a fortnight,
perhaps an hour -

Oh, God alone knows,
my dearest parents,
where I'll meet my end!

FOURTH SOLDIER

That cursed lantern

went out on me;

before | could turn round,
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the patrol was there.
They seized me,

tied me up,

and straight away
threw me in the clink.

FIFTH SOLDIER

My dearest mother,

you sleep soundly,
knowing nothing

of all | suffer.

If you knew, dear mother,
what | suffer here,

your coffin would open
and you would rise from it.

THIRD SOLDIER

Didn’t | say a week ago

I'd end up a soldier?

And now they’ve tied me up —

what can | do?

They took me by force,

they took me at night;

| weep and | lament,

with no one to help me.

[The Wounded Soldier raises himself on the stretcher.
He is feverish and speaks to his sweetheart.|

WOUNDED SOLDIER [deliriously|
What has happened to you,

my darling girl?

Why do you look

so changed?

Why are you sad,

why are you so pale?

Has your poor head

begun to ache?
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[They all gather around him. Silence.
They look at him with compassion.|

WOUNDED SOLDIER |with a final surge of strength before death|
If you want to know, my girl,
what kind of home | have:
beneath the open sky,

that wide and distant field -
that is my home.

If you want to know, my girl,
what food | have to eat:
roasted horseflesh

and water from the Danube -
that is my food.

If you want to know, my girl,
what kind of bed | have:

the green grass beneath me,
the white clover too -

that is my bed.

If you want to know, my girl,
what covers me at night:

my cartridge belt for a pillow,
my greatcoat for a blanket -
that is all | have.

[He sinks back.|

FIRST SOLDIER [plaintively|
Oh, what a crying shame
for all that bright red blood
that must be spilt

upon the green grass!

THE OTHERS

Oh, what a crying shame
for all that bright red blood
that must be spilt

upon the green grass!
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/The Wounded Soldier is dying. In anguish, he grasps the First
Soldier’s hand. He sees his sweetheart in him.|

WOUNDED SOLDIER

When | left my sweetheart,

the sun was high above;

look at me now, my darling girl -
see how far away | am.

FIRST SOLDIER

lin tears, speaking as the wounded man’s sweetheart|
Far away you are, my darling boy,

far away from me,

but if your love is true,

you’ll come back to me.

WOUNDED SOLDIER

Three hills away from her | was,
and still | heard her call:
Forgive me...

FIRST SOLDIER
... forgive me...

WOUNDED SOLDIER
my dearest love...

FIRST SOLDIER
... my dearest love...

WOUNDED SOLDIER
for anything | did to hurt you...

FIRST SOLDIER
...anything...

[He is too overcome with tears to continue.|
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[The soldiers see a vision of a tavern, where the farmers who
have remained behind the lines are getting drunk and profiting
from their suffering.|

FARMERS [singing drunkenly|
That’s why | went off to the army,
the soldier’s life pleased me;
look, my girl, how well | look

in my green tunic.

That green tunic that | wear,

with its facings bright and red,

a yellow cap with golden tassels
and silver buttons too.

FARMERS’ WIVES
May the good Lord love us, love...

FIRST SOLDIER

[pulling himself together and shouting at the farmers|
Oh, what a crying shame

for all that bright red blood

that must be spilt

upon the green grass!

THE OTHER SOLDIERS

Oh, what a crying shame
for all that bright red blood
that must be spilt

upon the green grass!

[The vision fades. Only their dead comrade and the soldiers

remain. They raise him high above their heads and, with sabres
drawn, march against the war.|
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ALL THE SOLDIERS

If you've killed our brother, killed him,
then kill us as well.

But beware - for your own sake

and for your children’s.
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Fredric Rzewski:
Sblizeni pro vypravéce
a volné obsazeny ensemble (1971/72)

CGast 1: Sblizeni (1971)

Myslim, Ze za to, jak rychle ¢as ubihd, mize kombinace véku

a vétsiho sblizeni. Uz je to $est mésicl a mohu upfimné Fict, ze
jen malo obdobi v mém zivoté ubéhlo tak rychle. Jsem ve vyni-
kajici fyzické i dusevni kondici. Nepochybné mé ¢ekaji nepatrna
prekvapeni, ale citim se jisty a pfipraveny. Stejné jako milenci

v krizovych chvilich porovnavaji své emoce, tak i ja se vyrovnavam
se svym okolim. V té lhostejné brutalité, neustalém hluku, expe-
rimentalni chemii jidla, blouznéni ztracenych hysterickych muzi
dokazu jednat s jasnosti a smyslem. Jsem rozvazny, nékdy
dokonce vypocitavy, a jen zfidka se uchylim k teatralnosti, ledaze
bych chtél otestovat reakce ostatnich. Hodné ¢tu, cvi¢im, mluvim
s dozorci a spoluvézni a snazim se vycitit nevyhnutelny smér
svého Zivota.

Cast 2: Attica (1972)

Attica je pfede mnou.

82



Fredric RzewsKki:
Coming Together for narrator
and open instrumentation ensemble (1971/72)

Part 1: Coming Together (1971)

| think the combination of age and the greater coming together
is responsible for the speed of the passing time. It’s six months
now and | can tell you truthfully few periods in my life have passed
so quickly. I am in excellent physical and emotional health. There
are doubtless subtle surprises ahead but | feel secure and ready.
As lovers will contrast their emotions in times of crisis, so am

| dealing with my environment. In the indifferent brutality, inces-
sant noise, the experimental chemistry of food, the ravings of
lost hysterical men, | can act with clarity and meaning. | am
deliberate — sometimes even calculating — seldom employing
histrionics except as a test of the reactions of others. | read
much, exercise, talk to guards and inmates, feeling for the
inevitable direction of my life.

Part 2: Attica (1972)

Attica is in front of me.
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