Aj, aj, uz jsi se navrdtila?

No, tos tam dlouho nepobyla!
A jak m4s bledé tvéricky

a jak tu truchli$ o samote!
Coz nechutnaly hubicky

a lidské loze nehfdlo t&?

Kratké bylo milovdni,

dlouhé bude natikanf,

po hubic¢kdch muzskych st
nekone¢ny, véény pust!

Clovek je Clovek, zivla vyvrhel,

z kofent zemé dévno vyvrdcen,
béda, kdo jeho ldsku poznat che€l,

jeho kdo zradou je ted zatracen!

Milacek té zavrh’,
prestal té mit rdd,
a ted Jezibaba

m4 zas pomdhat?

Po zdletech svétskych,

dcerko rozmil4,

bys ted k sestrdm rdda se zas vrdtila?
Inu, mdm j4 radu,

dobrou radu mdm,

ale poslechnesli,

vi to rarach sim!

17 Antonin Dvordk: Aj, aj, uz jsi se navrétila? (Rusalka)

Hey, hey, you are back?

Well, that was a brief happiness!
And how pale your little cheeks are,
and how you mourn here all alone!
Didn’t the kisses taste good,

and was the lover’s bed not warm enough?

The lovemaking was short,

the agony will be long,

after the many kisses of your lover

an endless, eternal fast!

Man is man, lowest being,

long since rejected by the roots of the earth,
woe to him who wants to taste his love,

who he betrayed, is now damned!

The beloved rejected you,
ceased to like you,
and now the old witch

is to help you?

After earthly pleasures,

my dear daughter,

do you now wish to rejoin your sisters?
Well, I have some advice,

I have good advice,

but whether you will follow it,

only the devil knows!
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Lidskou krvi With human blood

musi$ smyti zivla proklet, you must wash away the curse,

za lsku, jiz chtéla’s miti for the love that has already been fulfilled
v lidském objeti. in the embraces of the beloved.

Budes zas ¢im’s byla prve, You will be the same as you once were,
nez té zklamal svét, before the world failed you,

ale horkem lidské krve but only hot human blood

Ize jen ozdravét. can heal.

Opusti té vsechna muka, All agonies will leave you,

budes $t’astna, budes hned, you will be happy, happy right away,
zahubili tvoje ruka toho, once your hand has killed the one,
jenz té oklamal, toho, who deceived you,

jenz té sved’! who seduced you!

Ten vezmi niz a slib, Now take the knife and promise,

ze poslechnes! that you will obey!
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