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Postavy

StaFenka Buryjovka
(vyminkarka a hospodynée ve mlyne) —
mezzosopran nebo alt

Laca Klemern
(nevlastni bratr Stevy, vauk starenky) — tenor

Steva Buryja
(nevlastni bratr Laci, vnuk starenky) — tenor

Kostelni¢ka Buryjovka
(vdova, starencina snacha) — sopran

Jeniifa

(jeji pastorkyrna) — sopran

Starek — bas

Rychtar — bas

Rychtarka — sopran nebo mezzosopran

Karolka
(jejich dcera) — sopran nebo mezzosopran

Pastuchyna — alt

Barena
(sluzka ze mlyna) — sopran

Jano
(pasdk) — sopran

Tetka — alt

Sbor rekrutl, ¢eledi, dévcat, vesni¢ant a muzikant

Characters

Grandmother Buryjovka
(a life-tenant and housekeeper at the mill) —
Mezzo-soprano or Contralto

Laca Klemeii
(Steva’s half-brother, Grandmother Buryjovka’s
grandson) — Tenor

Steva Buryja

(Laca’s half-brother, Grandmother Buryjovka’s
grandson) — Tenor

Kostelnicka Buryjovka

(a widow, Grandmother Buryjovka’s daughter-in-

law) — Soprano

Jenufa
(her foster-daughter) — Soprano

The Foreman — Bass
The Mayor — Bass
The Mayor’s Wife — Soprano or Mezzo-soprano

Karolka
(their daughter) — Soprano or Mezzo-soprano

The Shepherdess — Contralto

Barena
(a maid at the mill) — Soprano

Jano
(a herdboy) — Soprano

Aunt — Contralto

Chorus of recruits, servants, girls, villagers, and
musicians

PRVNI JEDNANI

Podvecer. Osameély podhorsky mlyn. Vpravo pred
domovnim stavenim sinka z drevénych sloupii.
Stranika, kroviny, nekolik pokacenych diev, vzadu
strouha.

Prvni vystup

Jeniifa drzi kvétinac rozmaryje v ruce, stoji na
vyvySeném miste u struhy a zpod dlané pohlizi do
dalky. Starenka sedi v sirice, vybirajic brambory z
vrchovatého kose, vykrajuje ocka a hazi do niise.

Vilevo na pokdceném stromeé sedi tmavovlasy Laca;

orezava krivakem bicisté.

Jenufa

(k sobé)

Uz se vecer chyli

a Steva se nevraci,

a Steva se nevraci!

Hrliza se na mne vésala po celou noc,
a co jsem se rana dockala, znova!
(zoufale)

O Panno Maria,

jestlis mne oslysela,

jestli mi frajera na vojnu sebrali

a svatbu prekazili,

jestli mi frajera na vojnu sebrali

a svatbu prekazili,

hanba mne dozene k zatraceni duse,
k zatraceni duse!

O Panno Maria, bud’ mi milostiva!
O Panno Maria!
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ACT ONE

Late afternoon. A lonely mill in the foothills. On the
right, in front of the house, a porch supported by
wooden posts. A small slope, bushes, several felled
trees, in the background, a millstream.

Scene One

Jeniifa, holding a pot of rosemary, stands on a
raised spot by the millstream and looks into the
distance, shading her eyes with her hand.
Grandmother Buryja sits in the porch, taking
potatoes from a heaped basket, cutting out the eyes
and tossing them into another basket. On the lefft,
dark-haired Laca sits on a felled tree, whittling a
whipstock with a knife.

Jenufa

(to herself)

Soon it will be evening

and Steva has not come back,

and Steva has not come back!

Dread has haunted me all through the night,
and when morning came, it began again!
(desperately)

O Virgin Mary,

if you have heard my prayer,

if my lover has been taken away as a soldier
and our wedding prevented,

if my lover has been taken away as a soldier
and our wedding prevented,

shame and dishonour will drive me to damnation,
to damnation!

O Virgin Mary, please have mercy on me!
O Virgin Mary!
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Takovou kytkou,

kterou dostal muj frajer
na pocest, mohu se pysit,
mohu se pysit!

Laca

(k sobe)

Budes se ji pysit!

(k Jeniife)

A on na tobé¢ nevidi

nic jin¢ho, jen ty

tvoje jabluckové lica!

A pftesto zlistane

stokrat lepsi nezli ja!
(podiva se na niiz)

Tenhle kiivak by ti

je mohl pokazit.

(Laca blizi se k Jeniife, v pravici drzi vonicku a
krivak — zimnicné rozcilen.)
Ale zadarmo ti tu

voni¢ku nedam!

(Chce ji obejmout.)

Jenufa
(brani se)
Laco, uhodim té!

Laca

(v jejim braneni, jak se k ni shyba, prejede ji
krivakem tvar pri slovech)

Co mas proti mné?

Jeniifa

(vykrikne)

Jezi$ Maria!

Tys mi probodl lico!

(Pritiskne si fertusek na tvar. Barena lomi rukama.)

Laca

(klesa u ni na koleno,
obestiraje ji naruci)

Co jsem to urobil

Jentifa!

Co jsem to urobil

Jentifka!

Ja t’a lubil od malicka, 1abil,

A posy like this,

given to honour my sweetheart,
I can wear with pride,

I can wear with pride!

Laca

(aside)

You’ll wear it with pride!

(to Jeniifa)

And he sees nothing

in you but those

apple-like cheeks of yours!

And even so, he’ll still be

a hundred times better than me!

(looks at the knife)

This knife could

spoil them for you.

(Laca approaches Jeniifa, holding the posy and the
knife in his right hand, feverishly agitated.)
But I won’t give you

the posy for nothing!

(He tries to embrace her.)

Jenifa
(defending herself)
Laca, I’'ll hit you!

Laca

(As she struggles against him and he bends toward
her, he draws the knife across her cheek as he
speaks.)

What have you against me?

Jenufa

(crying out)

Jesus Maria!

You’ve cut my cheek!

(She presses her apron to her cheek. Barena wrings
her hands.)

Laca

(sinking to one knee beside her

and putting his arms around her)

What have I done,

Jentfa!

What have I done,

Jentifka!

I’ve loved you since we were children, loved you,

od malicka...

od malic¢ka lubil,...

od malicka lubil...

od malic¢ka lubil
(Jenufa utika do jizby.)

Starek a Stafenka
(pribéhnou)
Co to? Co se to d¢je?

Barena

(s chvatem)

Nestésti se stalo,

Nestésti se stalo!

laskovali o hubicku,

on si podrzel kiivak v ruce
a tak nechtéja

ji poskrabl né&jak lico.
Zaplat’ Panbiih,

ze ji netrefil do oka!
Zaplat’ Panbth!

(Starek bezi za Jeniifou do jizby.)

Starenka
Samou zalost vyvadite,
vyvadite chlapci!

Starek

(vraci se)

Statenko, pojd'te k Jentifé, ona miize z toho zemdlit!
Poslete pro kostelnicku, at’ jde hojit, honem hojit!

(Starenka pospicha do jizby. Zdrceny Laca vzchopi
se a utika.)

Starek
(vola za nim)
Laco, neutikej, tys ji to urobil naschval!
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since we were children...

since we were children I’ve loved you...
since we were children I’ve loved you...
since we were children I’ve loved you.
(Jenuifa runs into the house.)

The Foreman and Grandmother Buryja
(running in)
What is it? What’s happened?

Barena

(hurriedly)

There’s been an accident,

there’s been an accident!

They were fooling around over a kiss,
he still had the knife in his hand,

and so, without meaning to,

he somehow scratched her cheek.
Thank God

he didn’t catch her in the eye!

Thank God!

(The Foreman runs into the house after Jeniifa.)

Grandmother Buryja
Nothing but sorrow you cause,
you boys!

The Foreman

(returning)

Grandmother, come to Jentfa, she may faint from
it! Send for Kostelnicka, let her come and tend her,
quickly, tend her!

(Grandmother Buryja hastens into the house. The
devastated Laca pulls himself together and runs

off.)

The Foreman

(calling after him)

Laca, don’t run away, you did that to her on
purpose!



https://www.librettoarchive.com/

Jeniifa by Leo$ Janacek — Czech—English libretto

at’ mn¢ nikdo nespatii!
Mamicka mi porad vyc¢itaji,
trnim to boda do duse!

Uz je vecer,

smim odbednit okenicky.
Vsude tma,

jenom mésicek bédnym lidem zafi
a plnicko hvézd...

a Steva jesté nejde —

a zase nedojde!

Kdyby tak chlapcoka vidél,
jak modré oci otvira...

A kde je mij Stevuika —
kam jste mi ho dali?

Jeniifa

(Bézi do komory a zase pribéhne zpét —
prevraci periny.)

Kde je mij Stevuska?

Place a narika,

jéa ho prece slySim. —
Neublizujte mu, dobfi lidé,
jé to vSecko zavinila,

ja a Steva.

Kam jste mi ho polozili?
Spadne tam,

ach spadne.

Zima mu bude,

zima ukrutnd!

Neopustéjte ho!

(Vykrikne.)

Dockajte!

J& ho pfijdu branit.

(Ubiha ke dverim, jez jsou zamknuty; tapajic po
nich, upadne na zem, klidnée.)
Kde to jsem?

To je mamincina jizba —
dvete zamknuty,

dvete zamknuty.

(potésene)

Ze ho §ly mamicka

ukazat do mlyna!

Aha, do mlyna —

Stevova synka!

(starostlive)

Ale modlit se musim za n¢ho.
Tu u marianského obrazku.

so that no one sees me!

Mother keeps reproaching me,
piercing my soul with thorns!

It is evening already;

I may unfasten the shutters.
Darkness everywhere,

only the moon shines for suffering people,
and the sky is full of stars...

and Steva still isn't coming —
and again he won't come!

If only he could see the little boy,
how he opens his blue eyes...
And where is my little Steva —
where have you put him?

Jenufa

(She runs into the chamber and comes back again,

turning over the bedding.)
Where is my Stevuska?

He is crying and wailing,

I can hear him!

Do not hurt him, good people,
I caused all of this,

Steva and I.

Where have you laid him?
He will fall,

ah, he will fall.

He will be cold,

terribly cold!

Do not abandon him!

(She cries out.)

Wait!

I will come and protect him.

(She runs to the door, which is locked, feeling along

it with her hands, she falls to the ground, calmly.)
Where am 1?

This is Mother’s room —

the door is locked,

the door is locked.

(reassured)

Mother must have gone

to show him at the mill!

Ah yes, to the mill —

Steva’s little son!

(anxiously)

But I must pray for him.

Here, by the picture of the Virgin.

Jeniifa

(Sejme si obrazek

na stolek a poklekne.)
Zdravas kralovno,

matko milosrdenstvi,
zivote sladkosti,

tys nadéje nase!

Bud’ zdrava, bud’ zdrava,
my k tob¢ volame,
vyhnani synové Evy,

my k tobé vzdychame,
lkajici a placici

v tomto slzavém udoli.
Ach, obrat’ k ndm své
milosrdné o¢i,

a JeziSe,

ktery jest plod Zivota tvého,
nam po tomto putovani ukaz,
6 milostiva, 0 privétiva,
0 presladka Panno Maria!
(zimnicnou reci)

A Stevuska mi ochraiiuj,
(Sramot u dveri)

a Stevuska,

a Stevugka mi ochrariuj,
(zabuseni na okno)

a neopustaj mi ho,

matko milosrdenstvi!

Sedmy vystup

Jeniifa, Kostelnicka.

Jenufa

(vyskoci)
Kdo je tam?

Kostelnicka

(za dvermi,

ustrasené, tézce oddychujic a tetelic se)
Jentifko, ty jsi jesté vzhtru?

Otevii okno!

Jeniifa
(pootvira okno)
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Jeniifa

(She takes down the picture,
places it on the table and kneels.)
Hail, Holy Queen,

Mother of mercy,

our life, our sweetness,

and our hope!

Hail, hail,

to you we cry,

banished children of Eve,
to you we sigh,

mourning and weeping

in this vale of tears.

Ah, turn toward us

your merciful eyes,

and show us Jesus,

the fruit of your womb,
after this our wandering,

O merciful, O loving,

O sweet Virgin Mary!
(feverishly)

And protect my little Steva,
(a noise at the door)

and my little Steva,

protect my little Steva,

(a knocking at the window)
and do not abandon him,
Mother of mercy!

Scene Seven

Jeniifa, Kostelnicka.

Jenufa

(jumps up)
Who is there?

Kostelnicka

(outside the door,

frightened, breathing heavily and trembling)
Jentifko, are you still awake?

Open the window!

Jeniifa
(opens the window slightly)

30
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Dvanacty vystup

Jeniifa, Laca.

Jeniifa

Odesli.

Jdi také!

Vsak v¢il vidis,

ze s mym bédnym Zivotem
svij spojit nemuzes!
Bud’' s Bohem...

a pamatuj si

a pamatuj si,

zes byl nejlepsi ¢lovek,
nejlepsi ¢lovek, jehoz
jsem poznala na svété!
Zes mi zimysIn& poranil
to lico, to jsem ti davno
odpustila. To jsi hiesil
jenom z lasky,

jako ja... kdysi.

Laca

Ty odejdes do svéta

za hodnéj$im Zivotem

a mne nevezmes s sebou,
Jenitko?

Jenifa

Vis, Ze mne budou volat k
soudu, ze kazdy se na mne
s opovrzenim podiva?

Laca

(Ziveji)

Jenufka,

Ja1to pro tebe snesu,

ja ito pro tebe snesu!

Co nam do sv¢éta,

kdyz si budeme na utéchy!

Jeniifa
(prekonana)

O Laco, duga moja!
O pojd, 6 pojd’!
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V¢il k tob¢é mne dovedla
S Twel laska ta vétsi,
cene Twelve co Panbth s ni spokojen!

Konec opery
Jeniifa, Laca.

Jeniifa

They have gone.

You go too!

Surely now you see Libretto by Leo§ Jandcek,
that you cannot join adapted from the play Jeji
your life to my wretched one! pastorkyna by Gabriela Preissova
God be with you...

and remember,

remember

that you were the best man,

the best man

I have ever known in this world!

That you deliberately wounded

my cheek, I forgave you long ago.

You sinned

only out of love,

as [ once did.

Laca

You will go out into the world
to seek a better life,

and you won’t take me with you,
Jentfka?

Jeniifa

You know they will call me to court,
that everyone will look at me

with contempt?

Laca

(more animatedly)

Jenufka,

I will bear even that for you,

I will bear even that for you!

What do we care about the world,

if we can be a comfort to each other!

Jenufa

(overcome)

Oh, Laca, my soul!
Oh, come, oh, come!

53
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Now I have been led to you
by that greater love,

the love that God approves of!

End of the opera

English translation by Dmitrii Murashev
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