Dfevény Kristus / Wooden Christ
composed by Jan Hanus to poems by Kamil Bednar

I.

Hlasam milost, milost dfevu lesnimu,
jez vydalo kriz.

A hlasam milost hifeblm Zeleznym

i nastrojum a rukam ¢lovéka.
Hlasam pravdu obéti a odpusténi,
aby se jiz nemnoizilo zlo

a ¢lovék mohl byti spasen.

Pokleknéme ve svych slovech,

pokleknéme ve svém Zivoté.

Vejdéme do Zivota jako do chramu

Nevsimajice si sldmy po zoldnétich Herodesovych.

Evangelium v ocich, evangelium v Ustech,
ve svych Slépéjich i skutcich, jako vychodisko i cil.

Hlasam milost,

milost dfevu lesnimu,

jez vydalo kiz.

A hlasdm milost hieblm Zeleznym
i nastrojiim a rukam clovéka.

Hlasam pravdu obéti a odpusténi,
aby se jiz nemnotilo zlo
a ¢lovék mohl byti spasen!

Pokleknéme ve svych slovech,

pokleknéme ve svém Zivoté,

vejdéme do Zivota jako do chramu

nevsimajice si slamy po Zoldnéfich Herodesovych,
evangelium v ocich, evangelium v Ustech,

ve svych §lépéjich i skutcich, jako vychodisko i cil!

| proclaim mercy,

Mercy to the forest wood,

That provided the cross.

And | proclaim mercy to the nails of iron,
and to the tools, and to the hands of man.

| proclaim the truth of sacrifice and forgiveness,
So that evil might multiply no further
And man might be redeemed!

Let us kneel in our words,

Let us kneel in our lives,

Let us enter life as a temple

Ignoring the stem Herod’s mercenaries have left behind,
Testament in the eyes, testament in the mouth,

In our footsteps, and deeds, as the starting point and the goal!

Poslal Herodes Zoldaky, uplnék, nelplnék,

aby v jediné noci, Uplnék, nedplnék,
povrazdili mozné pfisti spasitele,
a nebyli Zoldaci zli, nebyli zIi,

fikali si jen: Mame rodinu, Zenu a déti, chtéji jist,

i provedli rozkaz, Uplnék netplinék

a k ranu omyvali krev ze svych mecu a halaparten.

Zbyly kruté slapoty krutych lidi a plac
a pla¢ matek....

A prece jako lilie ve snach pnul se jeho hlas neumléen,
Rostl a silil v détském hrdle k velikému budoucimu slovu,
prosel mezi osidly, aby vrah védél,



Ze nelze zabit pravdu, Ze nelze zabit nadéji,
jen ubohé lidi.

A jiz tehdy rostlo dfevo ktize, uplnék, neluplinék,
a mladicky strom Septal do noci:

vidél jsem vrazdéni, vidél jsem vrazdéni,

ale nikoliv jesté ukriZzovani.

Poslal Herodes Zolddaky, Uplnék, neluplnék, Herod sent out his mercenaries, full moon or not full moon,

aby v jediné noci, Uplnék, nelplnék, so that in the course of one night, full moon or not full moon,

povrazdili mozné pfristi spasitele, they would slaughter potential future saviors,

a nebyli Zolddaci zli, nebyli zli, and the mercenaries were not bad, they were not bad,

fikali si jen: Mame rodinu, Zenu a déti, chtéji jist, they only thought: We have families, wife and children, they want to eat,

i provedli rozkaz, uplnék, neuplnék and they carried out the command, full moon or not full moon

a k ranu omyvali krev ze svych mecu a halaparten. and before morning washed the blood off their swords and halberds.

Zbyly kruté slapoty krutych lidi Left behind were cruel footprints of cruel people

a plac a pla¢ matek.... and weeping, and mothers’ weeping...

A prece jako lilie ve snach pnul se jeho hlas neumliéen, And yet, like a lily in dreams, his voice stretched unsilenced.

rostl a silil v détském hrdle k velikému budoucimu slovu, It grew and strengthened in the child’s throat into a great future word,

prosel mezi osidly, aby vrah védél, Passed through the traps to let the slaughterer know

Ze nelze zabit pravdu, Ze nelze zabit nadéji, That one cannot kill the truth, that one cannot kill hope,

jen ubohé lidi... Yet the poor people...

A jiz tehdy rostlo dfevo ktize, Uplnék, nelplnék, And already then, the wood of the cross was growing, full moon or not full
moon,

a mladicky strom Septal do noci: And the young, young tree whispered into the night:

vidél jsem vrazdéni, vidél jsem vrazdéni, I have seen slaughter, | have seen slaughter,

ale nikoliv jesté uktiZzovani. But not yet crucifiction.

111.

Zvednéte mne, zvednéte mne,

lezim na ulici jako ztracena drobnd mince,
pohlédnéte, jsem v modrém oparu nad fekou,
jsem vas sen, jsem vase vzpominka na matku,
jsem cinknuti IZi¢ky v Iéku pro chorého,

ale nejsem ten Iék, ani ta lzicka,

jsem ruka ktera jej podala.

Minuli jste mne moznd cestou do kostela,

nebo cestou do kasaren Herodesovych Zoldaka,
kde mate jakési jednani, kde mate jakési jednani,
stéle jen jednate s Herodesem

a ja zatim zmrzaceny trpim, trpim,

trpim, zmrzadeny ve vasi sobecké lidské lasce,
trpim, nebot mi nestaci vase klec.

Nosim v srdci cely vesmir
a cely vesmir udrzuji svou laskou.
Zvednéte mne, zvednéte mne!




Zvednéte mne, zvednéte mne,

lezim na ulici jako ztracena drobnd mince,
pohlédnéte, jsem v modrém oparu nad fekou,
jsem vas sen, jsem vase vzpominka na matku,
jsem cinknuti IZicky v |éku pro chorého,

ale nejsem ten Iék, ani ta lzicka,

jsem ruka ktera jej podala.

Minuli jste mne mozna cestou do kostela,

nebo cestou do kasaren Herodesovych Zoldaka,
kde mate jakési jednani, kde mate jakési jednani,
stdle jen jedndte s Herodesem

a ja zatim zmrzaceny trpim, trpim,

trpim, zmrzaceny ve vasi sobecké lidské lasce,
trpim, nebot mi nestaci vase klec.

Nosim v srdci cely vesmir
a cely vesmir udrzuji svou laskou.
Zvednéte mne, zvednéte mne!

Lift me up, lift me up,

I am lying on the street like a lost little coin,

Look, | am in the blue mist over the river,

I am your dream, | am your memory of your mother,
I am the clink of a spoon in a medicine for the ailing,
But | am not the medicine, nor the spoon,

| am the hand that has given it.

You have passed me by, perhaps on your way to church,

Or on your way to the barracks of Herod’s mercenaries,

Where you have some dealings, where you have some dealings,
You keep on dealing with Herod

Whilst I, crippled, suffer, suffer,

Suffer, crippled in your selfish human love,

| suffer, because your cage is not enough for me.

In my heart, | carry the whole universe,
And the whole universe | maintain by my love.
Lift me up, lift me up!

V.

Aj z temnot noci se k ndm jiz nerozbéhne beranek!
Coz nevidite, Ze od Golgaty je stale zatméno slunce
a stdle roztrzena chramova opona,

Ze ruce Zoldnéru tak jako v zastaveném filmu

stdle jen vrhaji kostky

o vsechno a o nic, o sebe samé,

o vas, o horsi Zivot a horsi smrt!

Za kazdé slovo dik( plivnuti,

za kazdy vykfik chvaly bodnuti,

za kazdy Zmolec modlitby trnovou korunu,
za kazdy dobry pocin hieb.

Takovi jste ke mné!

Ale jestlize chce byt ¢lovék kamenem v srdci,
slepcem pred zakony stvofeného,

chce-li byt hadem,

pomluv a IZi a uddvani chce-li byt strojem

a ménit jiné v nastroje koné temnot,

koné temnot, koné temnot,

jestlize chce byt zazdén proti svétlu,

aby nevidél, neslysel, necitil, kde m3,

je marné hlasani milosti, je marné hlasani milosti,
nebot chléb marnosti roste z této pady

a trni nicoty zadavi atomovy svét.




Aj z temnot noci se k nam jiz nerozbéhne beranek!
Coz nevidite, ze od Golgaty je stale zatméno slunce
a stdle roztrZena chramova opona,

Ze ruce Zoldnéru tak jako v zastaveném filmu

stdle jen vrhaji kostky

o vSechno a o nic, o sebe samé,

o vas, o horsi Zivot a horsi smrt!

Za kazdé slovo dikd plivnuti,

za kazdy vykrik chvaly bodnuti,

za kazdy Zmolec modlitby trnovou korunu,
za kazdy dobry pocin hieb.

Takovi jste ke mné!

Ale jestlize chce byt ¢lovék kamenem v srdci,
slepcem pred zakony stvorfeného,

chce-li byt hadem,

pomluv a IZi a udavani chce-li byt strojem

a ménit jiné v nastroje koné temnot,

koné temnot, koné temnot,

jestlize chce byt zazdén proti svétlu,

aby nevidél, neslysel, necitil, kde m3,

je marné hlasani milosti, je marné, je marné hlasani milosti,
nebot chléb marnosti roste z této pady

a trni nicoty zadavi atomovy svét.

Ah, from the dark of the night the lamb will now come running again!
Do you not see that from Golgotha the sun is still dimmed

And the temple curtain is still torn,

That the soldiers’ hand, like in a paused movie

Is still throwing the dice

Betting all and nothing, betting themselves,

Betting you, a worse life, a worse death!

For each word of thanks, a spitting,

For each cry of praise, stabbing,

For each bit of prayer, a crown of thorns,
For each good deed a nail.

This is how you treat me!

But if a man wants to have a heart of stone,

Blind towards the law of the created,

Should he want to be a snake,

Want to be a machine of gossip, lies, and indictment,

And change others into instruments of the horse of darkness,
Horse(s) of the darkness, horse(s) of the darkness,

If he wants to be immured from light,

Not to see, not to hear, not feel what he ought to,

Vain is his cry for mercy, vain, vain is his cry for mercy.

For the bread of futility grows from this sail,

And thorns of nothingness will suffocate the atomic world.

V.

Drevény Kristus na dfevéném kfizi
uprostied zelenavych krivek horské krajiny,
zrobeny umnou rukou venkovského fezbare,
po léta staval na rozcesti,

neZli jej strhli, po druhé mucili,

rozmetali a nechali leZet stopu valky.

LeZi tam dva tisice let

a lezel tam jiZ tisice let pred tim,

poslapan valkami a nekonecnymi zastupy smrti,
zalévan slzami, oZzehnut poZary,

potfisnén krvi clovéka i zvére —

a bude tam leZet dokavad jej nezvednete,
neodnesete s laskou dfevénou hlavu Krista,
neuslysite jeji slova, neuvedete v Zivot.

Drevény Kristus na dfevéném kfizi
uprostied zelenavych ktivek horské krajiny,
zrobeny umnou rukou venkovského fezbare,
po léta staval na rozcesti,

neZli jej strhli, po druhé mucili,

rozmetali a nechali leZet stopu valky.

Wooden Christ on a wooden cross

Amid the greenish curves of the mountain landscape,
Made by the skillful hand of a village woodcarver,
For years he used to stand at the cross-roads,

Before they tore him down, tortured a second time,
Dashed to bits and left lying as a footprint of war.




LeZi tam dva tisice let

a lezel tam jiz tisice let pred tim,

poslapdan valkami a nekone¢nymi zastupy smrti,
zalévan slzami, oZzehnut poZary,

potfisnén krvi ¢lovéka i zvére —

a bude tam lezet dokavad jej nezvednete,
neodnesete s laskou drevénou hlavu Krista,
neuslysite jeji slova, neuvedete v Zivot.

It has been lying there for two thousand years,

And was lying there thousands of years before,
Stepped on by wars and endless processions of death,
Watered by tears, burned by fires,

Stained by the blood of men and animals,

And he will keep lying there until you lift him up,

Until you carry the wooden head of Christ,

Until you hear its words and bring them to life.

VI.

Hlasam milost, milost tomu, kdo o ni place,
a hlasam pravdu obéti:

kdo dava, prijima,

kdo lakoti, ztraci,

kdo miluje, ten Zije,

ten, kdo nenavidi, umira,

kdo kleka, ten vzléta,

kdo hrozi nebeslim, zméni se v plaza,

kdo rozvaluje chramy, bofi svét,

kdo rozhani a pronasleduje véfici, vola samotu pekel,

kterou zaplnuje jen fev cirk( a pach krve padlych gladiatord.

Kdo dava, ptijima,

kdo lakoti, ten ztraci,
kdo miluje, ten Zije,
tuto milost vam hlasam!

HIdasdm milost, milost tomu, kdo o ni place,

a hldsam pravdu obéti:

kdo dava, prijima,

kdo lakoti, ztraci,

kdo miluje, ten Zije,

ten, kdo nendvidi, umira,

kdo kleka, ten vzléta,

kdo hrozi nebesiim, zméni se v plaza,

kdo rozvaluje chramy, bofi svét,

kdo rozhani a pronasleduje véfici, vola samotu pekel,

kterou zaplnuje jen fev cirkl a pach krve padlych gladiatord.

Kdo dava, prijima,

kdo lakoti, ten ztraci,
kdo miluje, ten Zije,
tuto milost vdm hlasam!

| proclaim mercy, mercy to him who cries for it,

And | proclaim the truth of the sacrifice:

He who gives, receives,

He who scrimps, loses,

He who loves, is alive,

He who hates, is dying,

He who kneels, is flying,

He who curses the heavens, turns into a reptile,

He who demolishes temples, destroys the world,

He who dispels and persecutes believers, calls down the isolation of hell,
Which is filled only by the roars of arenas and the odor of the blood of
fallen gladiators.

He who gives, receives,

He who skimps, loses,

He who loves, is alive,

This mercy | proclaim to you!




