L
odorova



antonin dvorak

Moravské dvojzpévy Moravian Duets
op. 32 Op. 32



1/ Aja ti uplynu

A ja ti uplynu

pre¢ po Dunajicku!
A ja chovam doma
takovu udicku,

co na ni ulovim
kdejaku rybicku.
A ja se udélam
divokym holubem,
a ja budu litat

pod vysokym nebem.
A ja chovam doma
takové havrany,

co mné vychytaju
kdejaké holuby!

A ja se udélam

ta veliku vrang,

a ja ti uletim

na uhersku stranu.

A ja chovam doma
takovutu kusu,
co ona vystteli

v§echném vranam dusu.

A ja se udélam
hvézdi¢ka na nebi,

a ja budu lidem

svititi na zemi.

A su u nas doma

takovi hvézdati,

co vypocitaju hvézdicky
na nebi.

A ty pfec budes ma,
lebo mi té, Pan Blih da!

1/ From Thee Now I Must Go

Watch, love, else some fine day,
hence I may swim away.

Vain't would prove; for all thy cunning,

I would match thee: with my running

line, I'd cast the bait would catch thee.

Then I'd change to wild dove,
and as lightwing’d rover live

in freedom, wand'ring

all this wide world over.

Ah, but I've a falcon,

train’d but to obey me,

An Iloose him,

tho’ thou wert the swiftest dove,
the swiftest dove, he'd stay thee.
Then, as a soaring kite,

hence, I would take my flight,
o’er our Puszta roaming,

on light pinions homing.

With my bowsped arrow,

swift as morning light, love,

I would pierce thy pinions,

stay thine errant flight, love.

Thy shaft ne’er would reach me,
for to Heav'n upsoaring,

I would be a bright star,

light o’er dark earth poaring.
Wise men know and name each star
that shines above thee;

they will lead thee to me,

an thou truly love me.

Then, by a law divine, thou shalt
ever more be mine!



2]

2 / Velet, vtacku

Velet, vtacku, velet
pies te hore, dole,
Velet, vtacku, velet
pies ten zabrdovské les.

Ach, kyZ je mné mozna,

k tomu véc podobnd s mym syneckem,

s mym synec¢kem mluvit dnes!

A mné néni mozna,
ani véc podobna,

a mné néni mozna,
daleko sme vod sebe!
Ty mizes mét hino,
ja také hiného,
zapomenem na sebe.

©

3 / Dyby byla kosa nabrésena

Dyby byla kosa nabrésena,
dyby byla votava,

co by vona drobnoé jetelinku,
co by vona Supala!

A Supaj, Supaj drobna jetelinko,
co je mné po tobé,

ma zlata panenko,

co je mné po tobé,

dys ty se mné provdala!

(2]

2 / Fly, Sweet Songster

Speed thee, swallow,

speed thee o’er the hills and valleys,
speed thee, swallow,

speed thee to the home where

I was born.

Where I first did meet him,

fondly there did greet him,

whom I miss,

now long to kiss,

and faith have sworn;

whom I miss and faith have sworn.

Since I ne'er may kiss thee,

thou must ever miss me,

since thou e’er must miss me,

I may never kiss thee more;
since I evermore must miss thee
whom my soul did once adore!

Love another lassie, I another laddie!
An the past be,

an the past be then forgot,

ours shall be a happy lot!

©

3/ The Slighted Sorrow

An my scythe were whetted sharp
and keen,

with the corn and autumn grain,

I would mow the flow’rs that
grow between them;

they for life should plead in vain.

Fair, blue-eyed flow'rets, wherefore
should I mourn you?

False, blue-eyed maiden, wherefore
should I scorn you?

With thy love o’erladen,

with these flow'rs fast fading

I would fain adorn you for your new
elected swain!



4/ V dobrym sme se sesli

V dobrym sme se sesli,
v dobrym se rozejdem,
takeli, mij synecku, maj
na sebe zapomenem?
Ja& na té zpomenu,

to nejedno v roce,

ja na t& ma panenko,

ja na té v kazdém kroce.

©

5 / Slavikovsky polec¢ko maly

Slavikovsky polecko maly,

nebudeme, synecku, svoji,

nebudeme, néni to mozna,

ani nam to, muj synecku, tva mama neda.

Co pak je ndm po na$é mame,

nasa mama, nama nevladne.

Jenom ty mé, ma panenko, jenom ty me chcej.
Jenom ty meé na dobré noc ru¢enky pode;j.

(4]

4 / Parting Without Sorrow

Ere we part, love, kiss me,

for we met in gladness:

I shall miss thee, thou wilt miss me
yet why part in sadness?

Once ev'ry year in May,

Love, thee must I remember,
fondly remember, night and day!
with ev'ry step, where e’er I stray.

(5]

5 / The Pledge of Love

Small our hamlet by the riverside, love—
I may never, never be thy bride, love;

for thy mother, oh, thy mother shows her
discontent,

she will never to our union give her

free consent.

What care we, whate’er our

mothers say, love,

though a thousand times they say

us nay, love,

we will never heed them, nor obey, love.
Thou art all my heart’s delight, love,

an thou to me stand

and when bidding me ‘Good Night’, love,
giv’'st thy tiny hand!



6]

6 / Holub na javote

Letél holubek na pole,
aby nazobal své vole.
Jak své volatko nazobal,
pod jabore¢kem posedal.

Pod jabore¢kem ma mila
zeleny Satek vysiva.
Vys$iva na ném vinecek,
Ze ju opustil synecek.

Vysiva na ném z raze kveét,
Ze ju opustil cely svét,
vyS$iva na ném vinecek,

Ze ju opustil synecek.

7 / Voda a plac¢

Okolo haji¢ka te¢e tam vodicka,
napoj mne, panenko, mého konicka.
Ja ho nenapojim,

ja se tuze bojim,

Ze jsem malic¢ka.

Pfed nasimi okny roste tam oliva;

povéz mneé, panenko, kdo k vam chodiva.

K nam zadny nechodi,
mne se kazdy boji,
ze jsem chudobna.

Pfed nasimi okny roste
z rize kvét.

povéz mneé, panenko,
pro¢ té mrzi svét?
Mne svét nic nemrzi,
mne srdenko boli,
plakala bych hned.

6]

6 / Forsaken

Down from her nest a wild
dove flew

towards a field where the ripe
corn grew,

filled her crop, then sought
her nest,

high in the willow, there

to rest.

There sits and weeps a maid
so fair.

Hot tears trill thro’ her gold
silken hair;

sits and broiders a wreath and
two rings.

“Forsaken am I!” she softly
sings.

Broiders a rose, and makes
sweet moan:

“How could he leave me to
die alone!”

7 / Brooklet and Tears

Thro’ the grove a brooklet flows in
leafy shade...

Wilt thou water my exhausted steed,
sweet maid?

I am but a child, Sir,

and your steed is wild, Sir,

and I am afraid.

Purple roses, clust'ring, half conceal thy door...
Sweet maid, surely thou hast lovers in galore...
Young men come and go, Sir,
but none stay to woo, Sir,
and my heart is sore.

All around thy cottage Spring her
blossoms spread...

Tell me, then, sweet maiden, why art
thou so sad?...

Ne'er have I known gladness;

wed to grief and sadness,

tears my heart would shed.

Maiden, fair sweet maiden,
with thy heart loveladen
seek a youth to wed!



o

8 / Skromna

Krédsna moja mila
jako rozmaryna,
moja galanenka
jako fialenka.

Nejsem rozmaryna,
nejsem ja fialka

ale sem galanka
Svarného Sohajka.

o

9 / Prsten
Hraj, muziko, hraj,
z cicha na Dunaj,

budem sa ubirat na milého kraj.

A vy, formané, Sirujte koné,

a vy, druzbové, sedajte, sedajte na née!

Ztracila sem vinek,

muj zlaty prstynek u mamic¢ky mej.

U mej matery v truhle zaméeny,
¢ervenym jabuckem
s milého srdeCkem zapecCaceny.

Hraj, muziko, hraj,
z cicha na Dunaj.

(8]

8 / The Modest Maid

Rosmarine or lily,

fairy queen is Nelly:
Breath of violets blowing,
cheeks like roses glowing.
Thou art my rosmarine!

I'm no rosmarine, love,
I'm no fairy queen, love,
I'm thy bonnie lassie,
love my bonnie laddie!

©

9 / The Ring

Lads and lassies gay,
sing a merry lay,

gay as merry May,

love shall lead the way,
by the Danube river.

Harness horse and cart,

and away then start!

Do not wait for me, (sweet lasses,)
but at once depart!

I have left my wreathlet
and my golden ringlet,

at my love’s behest,

in my mother’s chest

sealed with my love’s heart!

Haste ye now away,
lads and lassies gay,
sing your merry lay,
gay as merry May,

love shall lead the way!



o

10 / Zelenaj se, zelenaj

Zelenaj se, zelenaj,
zelena travo v lesi.
Jak se ja mam zelenat,
dy uz sem na pokosi?
Zelenaj se, zelenaj,
zelend travo v haju!
Jak se ja mam zelenat,
dy mé uz dotinaju?

Zelenaj se, zelenaj,
zeleny tulipane!

Jak se ja mam zelenat,
dy mné uz listi vjadne?
DyZ ty mé chce$ opustit,
muj Svarny galane.

Podivaj se, ma mila,
tam na tu suchu planku;
jesli se rozzelen4,
budes moju galanku.
Podivaj sa, ma mila,
tam na tu suchu planku;
jesli se rozzelena,
budes moju galanku.

Podivaj sa, ma mila,
tam na tu suchu jedlu;
jesli se rozzelena,
teprem si tebe vezmu.
UZ sem ja se divala,
ja, véera odpoledna;
zatrapena ta jedla,
dyZ se nic nezelena.

UZ sem se ja divala
véera, ba i dneska;
ja, uz se tam zelena,
ve vrSku haluzka.

10)

10 / Omens

Show thy verdure, waving grass
green by the purpling heather!
Ne'er more shall I green, alas!
soon neath the seythe I'll wither!
Show in verdure, fragrant grass,
as thou hast ofttimes shown thee!
Ne'er more shall I green, alas!

Now the keen seythe has mown me!...

Open, tulip, sweet and fair,

ope’ thy cup in its splendour!
How can I be sweet and fair,

open my calix slender?

Thou wouldst leave me to despair,
me to grief surrender!

See yon pear-tree, fond, sweet maid,
with'ring as it tow’rs above thee!
When again it blooms, sweet maid,
then again shall I love thee.

See yon pine-tree, weeping queen,
fast all its needles shedding;

when again it puts forth green,

then (love) shall be our wedding!

Ev'ry day the sun doth shine,

I'm on the watch with eyes keen....
Oh, confound that wretched pine!
not one tip it shows of green.
Yesterday, the birds gan sing,
early in the morning.

I awoke to see young Spring

hill and dale adorning.

Then the thought: “Now art thou mine!”
set my heart aglowing,

for upon our poor old pine

fresh green tips were showing.



o

11/ Zajata

Zalo dévée, zalo travu
nedaleko vinohradu.

Pan sa na nu z okna diva,
on si na fiu ruku kyva

,Siryj, koéi, $iruj kong,
pojedeme v ¢iré pole.“
Ciré pole projizdali,

az sa k dévcati dostali.

,Daj nam, dévce, daj ndm zaloh,
zes na panském travu zalo!“
Dévala jim svu plachti¢ku,

pan ju pojal za rucicku.

,UZ si, dévce, uz si moje,
libi sa mné li¢ko tvoje.
Tobé moje a mné tvoje,
libija sa nam oboje.“

12

12 / Neveta

H4jicku zeleny, kdo ta hajit bude?
Myslivca zabili, hajného nebude.
H4jicku zeleny, uz sem ta dohajil,
galanec¢ko moja, galanecko moja,
uz sem k vam dochodil.

H4ajicku zeleny, kdo ta hajit bude?
Galanec¢ko moja, kdo k vam chodit bude?
EScCe su hajici, co mia hajivali;

e$ce su pacholci, co k ndm chodivali.

EScCe su hajici, co mia hajit budu,
e$ce su pacholci, co k ndam chodit budu.

o

11 / The Maid Imprisoned

Went a maiden fair amaying,

o’er the summermeadows straying;
cut the grass hard by the vineyard...
In the distance stood the landlord;
came ariding o’er the meadows,
toward the evetide’s deep’ning
shadows;

till he stood beside the maiden,

by her cart with fresh grass laden:
“'Tis my land that thou art mowing
hence a forfeit thou art owing.”

With no look did he rebuke her,

by the hand he fondly took her:
“Maid, thou art my captive,” said he;
“an thou love me, I will wed thee!”
Quoth the maiden: “An thou love me,
marry me, and I will love thee.”
You'll be Master, I'll be Mistress

all the rest was told in kisses...

12

12 / Comfort

Dark forest green and old! Who will
your keeper be?

Slain is your huntsman bold; buried

on yonder lea.

Oh, thou sweet woodland lass. Oh, thou
dark woodland glen!

All must I leave, alas! All must I leave,
alas! never return again!

All must I leave, alas! never, never more
come back again.

Oh, ye dark woodlands green! Who will
your keeper be?

Oh, thou fair woodland queen! Who'll
now come courting thee?

Ah, never fear, my lad, they will look
after me!

I'm not afraid or sad, there’'s many

a bonnie lad will come acourting me!

I'm not afraid or sad, I'll ne’er an
oldmaid be,

there’s many a bonnie lad, glad to
come acourting me.



®

13 / Sipek

Slo dévée na travu
na lu¢ku zelenu.
Némohlo ji nazat
pro rosu studenu.
Po luc¢ce chodilo,
zalostné plakalo.
Nadeslo tam Sipek,
na tym Sipku kvitek.
Kvitku, mily kvitku,
ja tebe utrhnu.

Nétrhaj mne v zimé,
moja krasa zhyné.
Nétrhaj mne v leté,
dy slunec¢ko pece.
Nétrhaj mne v zimé,
moja krasa zhyné.
Utrhni mne z jara,
moja krasa stala.

[14)

14 / Zivot vojensky

Pod haji¢kem zelend sa oves,
neco ty mné, muj synecku, povéz!
Povim ja tobé néco nového,

Ze pojedem do pola ¢irého.

Co tam bude$, muj synecku jidat?
Chléb komisni vodi¢ku zapijat.

Kde tam budes, muj synecku, 1éhat?
V polu 1éhat, zbroju sa prikryvat.
Pozdrav mi ju, kamarade bratie,

at ona o mne uz véc neplace.

Pozdrav mi ju, aby neplakala,
aby na mne tfi leta ¢ekala.

Za tti leta, aZ ja z vojny pfidu,
potom si ju za Zeni¢ku vezmu.

®

13 / The Wild Rose

There was a bonnie lass

went to mow the meadow grass,
Dew fell so cold, alas!

she could not mow the grass.
Weeping, she turn’'d away,

sad, she did homeward stray;
Down where the brooklet flows,
she spied a budding rose.
“Autumn’s last rose so fair,

thou shalt adorn my hair!”

Cull’d neath cold winter’s sky,
soon ev'ry rose must die

Neath summersun’s hot ray,
spare me, to live a day!

But when sweet spring is come,
cull me, and take me home!

But when sweet spring is come,
cull me, and take me home!

14)

14 / The Soldier’s Life

Down by the grove green oats are showing,
Tell me something, my boy, tell me!

I will tell you my news,

I'll be riding far afield.

What will you, my boy, eat?

Ration bread, washed down with water.
Where will you, my boy, sleep?

In the field, with my arms for cover.
Greet her for me, comrade brother,

Stop her crying for me.

Greet her for me, stop her weeping,

Waiting for me for three years.

Three years hence, when I'm back from war,
I'll make her my wife.
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1/ Napadly pisné

Napadly pisné v dusi mou,
nezavolany, z nenadani,
jako kdyz rosy napada

po stéblokadetavé strani.

Kol se to miha perlami,

i citim dech tak mlady, zdravy,
ze nevim, zda jsou radost ma,
¢i pla¢ mé duse usedavy.

V$ak rosu luna zrodila,

a neni pisnim v dusi stani:
tekou co slast a slza ma —
a den se chysta ku svitani.

o)

3/ Zitné pole

Zitné pole, zitné pole,

jak to zraje vesele!

Kazdy klasek muzikantem,
klasu jak kdyz nastele.

Hedvabnym to Satem Susti,
veétrik v sko¢nou zadupe,
slunce objima a lib3,

jen to v stéblu zalupe.

Za motylkem vc¢elka Septem,
zda kdo v chrpé nevézi,

a ten cvréek posmévacek

s kiepeli¢kou pod mezi.

7itné pole, zitné pole,
jak to zraje vesele!

A mé mysl jako v tanci,
jak kdyz pisni nastele.

[15)

1/ Songs in My Soul

Songs have fallen in my soul,
Unbidden, unexpected,

Just like the dew settling

On the grassy tresses of the hill.

All around it twinkles with pearls,

I sense a breath so young, so healthy,
I know not if it is my joy

Or the bitter tears of my soul.

But the dew was born of the moon,
And the songs will not stand still:
They flow as both my weal and woe —
And the day to dawn is drawing near.

o

3 / Fields of Rye

Fields of rye, fields of rye,
Merrily ripening!

Every little ear a musician,
Ears aplenty.

They rustle with a silky swish,
The breeze beating a lively dance,
The sun embraces and kisses,
Causing every stalk to crackle.

The bee asks the butterfly
Who's there in the cornflowers,
The mocking cricket,

The little quail.

Fields of rye, fields of rye,
Merrily ripening!

And my mind is dancing
With songs aplenty.



o

4 / DuSe mlada

Tys jak majové to loubi,

kdyz se v teplé Sero sklada,

a v Sum dychne z nitra, z hloubi —
duse mlada!

Kazdy listek mluvou jima,

plna kvétu tva je vnada,

v tobé zpév, kdy vSecko difima —
duse mlada!

Vse ti svaté, velikanskeé,

a myslének sko¢na fada
jak ty musky svatojanské —
duse mlada!

Tak jsi divomocna vezdy,

ze tvym touham nebe stfada
do klenuti zlaté hvézdy —
duse mlada!

Taka jsi, ze na tva slova,
byt i hasly v poust a lada,
svéty rozniti se znova —
duse mlada!

o

6 / Slunicko bozi

Sluni¢ko bozi

z hory si vyskodi,
v zlaceném lozi
¢ervankem zatoci.

V radosti pravé
cely svét pozdravi
veselé, smavé
cestu si upravi.

Vsude se stavi,

ke vSem si pospési,
silu da, zdravi

a slzy utési.

Vseho si udba,
na vsecko zavola,
jako kdyz hudba
zahraje do kola.

Vsem blaho zmnozi
nejvice ¢lovéku —
sluni¢ko bozi

od véku do veku.

(17

4 / To a Young Soul

You are like an arbour in May
As it settles in the warm gloom,

Breathing from the depth of its heart —

Young soul!

Every leaf speaks to impress,
Your charm is full of roses,

In you there's song while others
slumber —

Young soul!

It is all sacred to you, huge,
Thoughts leap in long lines
Like fire-flies —

Young soul!

You are a powerful marvel,
Heaven, to satisfy your wishes,
Saves golden stars in you bower —
Young soul!

Thus at your command,

Though words falter over the plain,
The world will enkindle again —
Young soul!

o

6 / God’s Little Sun

God’s little sun

Jumps down the mountain,

From its golden couch
Spins the red sky.

In honest joy

Greets all the world,
Cheerful, laughing,
It makes its way.

It stops everywhere,

It hastens to everyone,
Giving strength, health,
Drying tears.

It cares for all,
Calling on all

Like some music
Playing to a dance.

It breeds happiness,
most of it all for man —
God’s little sun,

For ages and ages.
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7 / Hle na sta pisni z lesu leti

Hle, na sta pisni z lest leti
a na sta leti do lesa,

a kazda pisen jeden ptacek,
a v kazdém zem i nebesa.

A kazdy ptacek bohac velky,
car nejmocnéjsi ve zbrani,

jen tfeba mu, by v srdce sahnul,
a srdce vSech si podmani.

A kazdy ptacek mistr velky,
rek, kouzelnik v svém nastroji,
jen tfeba mu, by slovo vyiknul,
a neptatele odzbroji.

Tu mate obraz srdce mého:
sta pisni v jeho objeti,

a sotva z ného jedna prchne,
jiz na sta jinych pfileti.

D

8 / Kvétlo v poli jetelicka

Kvétlo v poli jetelicka,
jak myslének v dévceti,
a jen jeden ¢tverolistek
snil o sladkém ditéti.

A ja poslal broucky zlaté,
by jej spodem hledaly,

a pak vcelky pamlsalky,
by se v medu zeptaly.

Bylo ptani, namlouvani,
Sum a slasti vybuchy,

a ten jetel ¢tverolistek
pln panenské pfedtuchy.

A pak vysla jak slunicko,
kdyz svét jarem oslni —
sladké dité, sladké dité,
sen se tobé vyplni.

[19)

7 / Lo, Hundreds of Songs

Lo, hundreds of songs fly from the woods
And hundreds come flying in,

And every song a little bird,

And in each the earth and the heavens.

And every bird is very rich,

A most powerful tsar under arms,
Just needs to touch the heart
And everyone’s heart it will rule.

And every little bird a maestro,
Hero, wizard on its instrument,
Just needs to say a single word
To disarm its enemies.

That’s my own heart described for you,
Hundreds of songs in its embrace,
And no sooner should one escape,
Hundreds of others will come flying in.

20

8 / A Clover Field in Bloom

A clover field as full of bloom
As a girl's mind of ideas,

But only one quatre-foil

Is dreaming of a sweet baby.

I sent some golden beetles
To look for it down below,
And the bees, fond of sweets,
To ask amid the honey.

There was the asking, courtship,
Hum and gust of bliss,

The quatre-foil full

Of maidenly apprehension.

And then she rose like the sun,
Dazzling the world as in spring —
A sweet baby, sweet baby,

Your dream will fulfill.



21

9 / Lesy mléi

Lesy mléi, podfimuji,
kazdy dech si odméfi,
a tu leti ¢tverak veétiik,
zacechra je v kadefi.

Stara sosna hlavou vrti,
vétve dospat nemohou,
a to listi zvédavosti

na buku hned na nohou.

Vétiik mluvi, kde co sebral,
sosny ani neveéfi,

buky potfasaji hlavou,

listi jen se hastéfi.

Jedném Septa cosi tajné,
ty se kloni, taji dech,

a ty, co jsou pozdaleci,
Ze tu téz jsou na poslech.

Ctverak jen tak napovedél,
porouci se o les dal,

ale sosnam a tém bukim
po cely den v srdci hral.

22

10 / Dech jara

Dech jara sezval piatele,
a jakby neznal hrazi,

ité mé dusi pokynul,

ze do vSech ruzi vchézi.

Ze v modro leti s skiivankem
a v jeho pisni pryska,

ze bydli v hajich, ve stromech
a s ptacaty si styska.

Ze rozklada se na luhu

a s vankem dycha jemné,

Ze s jitrem jasa po horach —
a s pisnémi dli ve mné.

(21

9 / Silent Woods

The woods are silent, dozing,
Measuring each breath,
Suddenly the breeze, the joker,
Ruffles their curls.

An old pine is shaking its head,
Its branches lose their sleep,
And the leaves on the beech
Are up at once out of curiosity.

The breeze is telling what it’s heard,
The pines don't believe it,

The beeches shake their heads,
Their leaves just squabbling.

To some it whispers secrets,
They bend, hold their breath,
And the others further afield
Protest they want to hear it too.

But the joker was just teasing,

Now it takes its leave,

The pines, though, and the beeches
Will keep it in their hearts for the day.
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10 / The Breath of Spring

The spring’s breath has summoned
friends

And as if unaware of borders

Has also beckoned to my soul

And signalled entering the roses.

Flying to the azure with the lark,
Telling in its song

That it resides in groves, in trees,
And talks with little birds.

That it spreads over the mead

With its balmy breeze,

That in the morn it exults over the alp
And with its songs dwells in me.



)

12 / Vecerni les

Vecerni les rozvazal zvonky,
to ptéaci zvoni k tiché skrejsi:
kukacka zvoni na ty vétsi

a slavik na ty libeznéjsi.

Les kazdou vétev pisni kropi
a kazdy listek jeho dité,

na nebes strop jim lampu vési
a stfibrné z ni tahne nité.

A kazda nit na konci spanek,
sny jako jiskry v stromech skaci,
jen lanika se sebe je sttasa

a pred lesem se v rose maci.

Ted usnuli i zvonikové,

les dycha v prvnim zadiimnuti,
a jest-li slavik zaklokota,

to ze spanku je prokouknuti.

Ted vSechno spi, i lanka diima,
i zvonky visi dovybdélé,

noc kraci jako vseho dozvuk —
tak priroda si k spanku stele.

®

12 / The Evening Wood

The evening wood has touched off the bells,
It is the birds calling quiet time:

The cuckoo rings the big ones,

The nightingale the sweeter.

The wood sprinkles each branch with song
And every leaf as its own child,

It hooks up a lamp on the heavens,
Drawing silver threads from it.

And every thread has a dream at its end,
Dreams jump like sparks in the trees,
Only the doe shakes them off,

Dipping in the dew at the wood’'s edge.

Now even the bells have nodded off,
The wood draws breath in its first sleep,
And should the nightingale stir,

It just would peep-peep.

Now everyone'’s asleep, even the doe slumbers,

The bells are silent,
The night moves on like an echo of it all —
That’s how nature likes to make its bed.
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Hej

Hej, lepsie na doline ako na rovine, Hej
Hej, nie to kraj$ej hory ako je jedlova.
Hora ma pocuje, ni¢ nevyzaluje.

Ci v lete &i v zime, vzdycky je zelena.

Hora milena!

D

Beli Ze mi beli

Beli Ze mi beli

MO6j anjelik bieli,

¢i ma budes chovat
na moje starie dni?

Budem, mamko budem,
Ak sa neozenim,

A ked sa ozenim,

Od véas sa oddélim.
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Zaspievaj mi vtacik
Zaspievaj mi vtacik

Ute$ moje srdiecko

Ked ma zaboli

Ked mi moéze hlavka puknut,

Ked ma dusa bolieva,

Spomeniem si vzdy na teba,

Ked mi vtacik zaspieva.

@

Bol jeden gajdos

Bol jeden gajdos,

Co gajdoval za gros:

A to vSetko dziny dziny,
Od dzedziny do dzedziny.
Gajdosik moj!
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Hey

Hey, it’s better in the dell than on

the plain,

Hey, there is none finer than the

fir mountain,

It listens to me, will not tell on me.

In the summer, winter, it's
always green.
Lovely mountain!

D

Hushaby, Hushaby

Hushaby, hushaby,
My little angel bright,
Will you care for me
In my old age?

I will, mammy, I will,

If I don’t marry,

And when I have a wife,
I'll leave you.

29

Sing to Me, Little Bird

Sing to me, little bird,

Comfort my heart when it hurts,
When my head could burst,

When my soul ails,

I always think of you

When the little bird is singing to me.

27)

A Bagpiper

A bagpiper, piped for a penny
And all, dziny dziny,

From village to village,
Bagpiper mine!



D

Ked sa m6j najmilsi

Ked sa méj najmilsi pre¢ odber4,
Pride pod oblo¢ok, smutne vola.
Nevandruj, nevandruj, méj mily sam,
O dalekej ceste vselico znam.

D

Okolo mlyna

Okolo mlyna, ¢ervena hlina,
daj mi mlynarka svojeho syna.
Svojeho syna, mojeho Janka
Budu ma volat pani mlynarka!

29

Ej, BoZe moj

Ej, BoZze moj,

Kde Ze je otec moj
Ci orie &i seje,

Boze moj, kde Ze je?

(31

Spievaj si slavicku

Spievaj si slavicku, v zelenom hajic¢ku,
a ja si zaspievam iduc na travicku.
Travicka zelena, kade ja chodievam,
Lebo ja ju ¢asto slzami polievam.
Usta mi spievaj, o¢i sa mi smejt,

Ale od srdiecka slzy sa mi leju.

D

My Beloved

As my beloved is leaving,

Walks under a cloud, sadly he calls.
Don't wander alone, my dear,

A long journey, I know a lot about.

D

Around the Mill

Around the mill the earth is red,

Wife of the miller, give me your son.

Your son, Johnny mine,
I'll be called the lady of the mill!

29

Oh, My God

My God,

Where is my father?

Is he ploughing, sowing,
My God, where is he?

(31

Sing, Nightingale

Sing, nightingale, in the green grove,
And I'll sing myself, fetching grass.
The green grass where I walk,

So often watered with my tears.

My mouth sings, my eyes smile,

But tears flow from my heart.
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Vodu hrabala

Vodu hrabala, piesok viazala,
po tej robote tri dny lezala.
Zaplat mi mily, za td robotu,

¢o som viazala piesok v sobotu!
Zaplat!

@

She Raked Water

She raked water, sheaved sand,

After the work, for three days she lay.
Pay me, my love, for the toil,

Since I sheaved the sand on Saturday.
Pay!






