Majka na Jane, Mori, Dumase

Majka na Jane, mori, dumase:
/I"Ne ti li, sinko, mori, omrutzna//
Puska na ramo, mori, da nosis?"

Jane na majka, mori, dumase:
//"Ne moga, male, mori, da gledam//
Taz turska cerna, mori, robija."

Jane si majka, mori, ne slusa,
//Nametna puska, mori, prez ramo//
| Cift pistovi, mori, na pojas,

Pa ojde v gora, mori, zelena,
/INa taja Pirin, mori, planina,//
Pri negovata, mori, druzina.

Jane druzina, mori, dumase:
/["Druzino verna, mori, sgovorna,//

Haj da se s turci, mori, bieme!"

Maiika Ha fHe, MopH, AyMalie:
//,He 11 TH, CHHKO, MOpH, oMpb3Ha//
Ilymka Ha pamMo, MOpH, Aa Hocui?"

flHe Ha malKa, MopH, AyMalle:
// ,He mora, mane, mopwu, aa raegam//
Ta3 Typcka yepHa, MOpH, po6ust."

flHe cu Malika, MopHu, He CJylIa,
//HameTHa mnyiika, MopH, npe3 pamo//
W uudT numosu, MopH, Ha TOSC,

[la onze B ropa, MopH, 3eJieHa,
//Ha Tas [lupuH, MopH, niaHuHa,//
[Ipu HeroBsaTa, MOpH, ApYKUHA.

AHe ppyxuHa, Mopy, AyMalle:
//,,Jlpy’1Ho BepHa, MOPH, CroBopHa,//
Xait ga ce ¢ Typuu, Mmopu, 6ueme!"

Mother said to Jane, "Son, aren't you weary of carrying a rifle on your shoulder?" Jane said to his mother: "Mother, | cannot
bear to see this evil Turkish slavery." Jane did not obey his mother, he shouldered his rifle, and thrust a pair of pistols in his
belt, and headed into the green forest of the Pirin mountains to be with his fighting band. Jane said to his fighting band:
"Oh, my fighting band, united and loyal, let us go and fight the Turks!"

Text from Macedonian Folk Songs book — David Bilides & Rachel MacFarlane
Source Recording: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1-YyREVPpcg



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1-YyREVPpcg

MORI BOLNA JE LEGNALA MALAJ] MOMA
Mopu BosiHa He Jlernana Manait Moma

Mori bolna je legnala, malaj mome, sega tri godini.
// Mori ne jomira, gidi malaj mome, nito le stanuva. //

Mori ne jomira, gidi malaj mome, nito le stanuva.
I/l Mori nikoj doktor, gidi malaj mome, lek ne i namira.

Pa tja na majka, gidi malaj mome, veli le govori.
“Mori ja ke umra, gidi stara male, mlada le i zelena.
Mori ja ke umra, gidi stara male, nito ozenena.

Mori iznesima, gidi stara male, na den Gergiovden.
I/l Mori da poslusam, gidi stara male, ergeni da svirat //

Mori iznesima, mene stara majka, kraj gora zelena.” //
Mori za gukala, siva kukuvica, na durvo visoko. //

Mori slusa slusa, taja malaj mome, siva kukuvica // Na
moma veli za moma zali, taja kukuvica //

“Mori gukaj, gukaj, siva kukuvice, gukaj nagukaj se,
Ce do godina, siva kukuvice, mene se ma nema.
Mene Se ma nema, siva kukuvice, tebe da slusam.”

A girl lay sick for 3 years, not dying, not getting up; there was no doctor who could find medicine to
cure her. She spoke to her mother, “Dear old mother, | shall die young and untried, | shall die
unmarried. Mother, carry me out on St. George’s Day so that | can listen to the bachelors play music.
Mother, carry me near the green forest.” There a gray cuckoo called out from a tall tree. The girl
listened and listened to the gray cuckoo, which spoke to her, grieving for her. “Oh, gray cuckoo, sing
your heart out, for in a year | will no longer be here to listen to you.”

Presented by Michele Simon
Grateful thanks to Tatiana Sarbinska & Rachel MacFarlane for lyrics transcription and translation



MORI BOLNA JE LEGNALA MALAJ MOMA
Mopu Bosina He Jlernana Manait Moma

Mopu 60JiHa iie sierHaJsia, Majlail MOMe, cera TPpU FOAUHHU
// MopH He HoMUPa, TN MaJlad MOMe, HUTO Jie CTaHyBa //

Mopu He OMUpa, TUAYM MaJlakl MOME, HUTO Jie CTaHyBa
// Mopu HUKOU JOKTOp, THAW MaJlall MOMe, JIEK He U Hamupa //

[Ia T Ha MaliKa, TUAU MaJlakl MOME, BEJI Jie TOBOPU
“MopH f Ke yMpa, TUAU CTapa MaJie, MJIa/ia Jie U 3eJIeHa.
Mope s Ke yMpa, TUAU cTapa MaJie, HUTO O)KeHeHa.

Mopwu n3Hecuma, ruu ctapa MaJjie, Ha ieH ['epriioB/ieH
// Mopu ga nociyiiaMm, T4 cTapa MaJie, epreHu ga cBupar //

Mopwu n3Hecuma, MeHe cTapa MalKa, Kpau ropa 3esieHa.”
// Mopu 3a rykasa, cuBa KyKyBHIla, Ha '/bPBO BUCOKO //

Mopu cayiia cayiia, Tas MaJlail MOMe, CUBa KyKyBHIIa
// Ha MoMa BeJsiy, 32 MOMa >kaJiy, Tast KyKyBuna //

“Mopu rykai, rykam, CUBa KyKyBHIle, TYKaW, Harykau ce,
Ye noroivHa, CMBa KyKyBHIla, MEHE 1lle Me HeMa
MeHe 11e Me HeMa, CUBa KyKyBHIla, Tebe Ja cayiiaM.”



Zheni Se, Sine, Ozheni Se / eHu Ce, CuHe, OxeHun Ce

KeHu ce, cnHe, oXKeHu ce,
[04€eKa, MoLle CUHE, A3 MOXKaM
[a T n3rnegam, CMHe, AeYMHA,
A ce n3paayBam Ha bynymHs!

[Npunes:

He mu cbopn maiko, He me Kopw,
He MM 3a4aBan A408u!

Henu 3Haew manko Wwo ctopy,

™ oT InbeTto me pasgenn!

He moXam, cMHe, He MmoXKam
TBOUTE APYrapu Aa rneaam,
c ybaBu HEBeCTU Noa, pbKa

N AeYMHA BOAAT 3a PbKa.

[Npunes

*eHu ce, cmHe, Ha ManKa
PapocT n manKka ga suaun!
He moxam, cuHe, aa rnegam
KocuTe Aa Tn benesr.

[Npunes

Get married, my son,

while | am still able

to take care of your children
and rejoice in your wife!

Chorus:

“Don’t talk to me, mother, don’t scold me!
Don't give me even more grief!

Don't you know what you did, mother?
You separated me from my true-love!

As sung by Irina Paskaleva with Shturo Make

Zheni se, sine, ozheni se
Dodeka, joshte sine, jaz mozham
Da ti izgledam, sine, dechinja,
Da se izraduvam na bulchinja!

Chorus:

Ne mi sbori majko, ne me kori,
Ne mi zadavaj jadovi!

Neli znaesh majko shto stori,
Ti ot libeto me razdeli!

Ne mozham, sine, ne mozham
Tvojte drugari da gledam,

s ubavi nevesti pod ruka

| dechinja vodjat za ruka

Chorus

Zheni se, sine, na majka
Radost i majka da vidi!

Ne mozham, sine, da gledam
Kosite da ti belejat.

Chorus

Son, i can't bear

to look at your buddies,

hand-in-hand with their beautiful wives,
leading their children by the hand.

Get married, oh son of your mother!
so your mother can see joy!

| can't bear to see, son,

your hair turning white.

Translation courtesy of Martha Forsyth & Rachel MacFarlane

Original composition by Vaska llieva
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