BELA SUM, BELA, JUNACE

p )
bena cvM, 6enta, roHaye,
Ilana ceM cBeTa -orpena.

)
Emvn 6e Kapnek ocTaHan
U Toii He 1ele /-ocTaHa,

W Toii He miente ocTaHa,
AM’ Oelrre B MOTJIa OTOHAJ.

B Marnona Huio Hemernie
JIro siiHO Bakiio itoBuepue,

CuBo cH cTajio naceiie,
C mepsna raiiga ceupsiiie.

Bela stim, bela, junace,
Cala sum sveta ogrela.

Edin be Karlik ostanal,
I toj ne SteSe ostana,

I toj ne SteSe ostana,

Am’ beSe v mogla otonal.

V maglona nisto nemese
Lju jadno vaklo jovcerce,

Sivo si stado pasese,
S Serjana gajda svirjase.

[ am so fair, young man, that I have lighted up the whole world. Only Karliik Mountain was left
in the dark, though it didn’t want to be. But it was covered in thick fog. There was nothing in that
fog except for a dark-eyed young shepherd who was tending his gray flock and playing on his

decorated bagpipe.

Presented by Maria Bebelekova

Translated by Rachel MacFarlane, 2008
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ZJOMNI MA, MOMNE LE

//’3boMHEM Ma, 3b0MHHI, MOMHE ne,//
//Vle mmam Mepak Ha Tebe
Ve umam CEBILO Ha Tebe.”//

“Kak f1a Ta 3p0Ma, ronaye
I'a meman xouta rpajesa.
//K'blie M fia 3uMyBame,
Kbpe mum na nerypame?”//

“MomHe ne Mapu Xy6aga,
Tu Tonko3 Mu ca muceran.
3uMe UM na 3UMyBaMe

B pasrOHO moute mmpoxko.
Jlere mmm na neryBame

B 4ocTana ropa semnena.”

“Marry me, oh girl, I am madly in love with you!” “How can I m

/["Zjomni ma, zjomni, momne le.//
//Je imam merak na tebe,
Je imam sevdjo na tebe.”//

"Kak da ta zjoma, junace
Ga nemas kosta gradena.
//Klde §tim da zimuvame,
Kiide §tim da letuvame?”//

“Momne le mari hubava,
Ti tolko
Zime §tim da zimuvame

i. . v
Sa nisetas.

V ravnono pole Siroko.
Lete §tim da letuvame
V Costana gora zelena.”

don’t even have a house built? Where will we spend the winter? Where will we spend the

summer?” “Oh beautiful girl, you don’t understand me atall. W

wide field. We’ll spend the summer in the thick green forest.”

Presented by Maria Bebelekova
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airy you, young man, when you

e’ll spend the winter in the vast



SJODNAL MI E MLAD TERZIJA

CbOZHAM MU € MJIaJ| Tep3us,
Mai Tep3us, a6aDKu,

Ta Ji10 Kpoy, Ta Jilo ue
MoMuH ¢ycTaH reBesveH.

OTz0Jy BbPBY MaJika MOM3,
Masika MoMa Mapym4uua,
Ta Jit0 BbpPBY, Ta Jit0 I/1b0/i4,
Ta J10 nuTa MJIaJ TeP3UA:

“Komy muem ¢pycTaHieKa,
dycTanuexa reBesven?”
Muiaji Tep3usd OTroBaps:
“Te6e Iy 1K, MaJKa MOME,

“Jla ry HocuIl, Mapy14uIe,
Jla ca ru3punl, 1a ca KUYuil,
Jla ca myKaT AVIIMaHUHE,
XeM U MoiiHe, XeM ¥ TBolHe,”

Rid <
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Sjodnal mi je mlad terzija,
Mlad terzija, abadZija.

Ta lju kroi, ta lju Sie
Momin fustan gevezien.

- Otdolu viirvi malka moma,

Malka moma Marusica,
Ta lju viirvi, ta lju gljoda,
Ta lju pita mlad terzija:

“Komu $ie§ fustanceka,
Fustanteka gevezien?”
Mlad terzija otgovarja:
“Tebe gu §ija, malka mome,

“Da gu nosi$§, Maruscice,
Da sa gizdis, da sa kidis,
Da sa pukat duSmanine,
Hem i mojne, hem i tvojne.”

A young tailor sat down to sew a maiden’s dark red skirt. Up walked a young maiden, little

Marugka. She walked up to the young tailor, ga

zed at him and asked, “Who are you sewing

that pretty dark red skirt for?” “I'm sewing it for you, young maiden. [ want you to wear it,
little Marugka, with lots of pretty jewelry and ornaments so that when our enemies see it,

they will burst with jealousy.”

abadzija > Turkish abaci, tailor who specializes in garments of thick woollen cloth (aba)

gevezien > Turkish giivez, dark red or violet
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KARAMFILKO, BILBIRKO

—Kapamuaxo, 6mabupxo,

TH YepBeHa e6’bAKO

TH Ca, AKaHDBM, Paadine,
xeM paasiie, Gopadilie,
Ye TH BUHO He MHell,
BHHO U OeAa pakus,

II'bK Ha BUHO MHUPHIIIEIII,
C KOTO CH, MapH, ITUHMHAAA?
—Abpe AYAO U MAQAO,
CHOIIJa TOCTU UMeXMe,
MeH Ma Ma¥Ks IIPOBOAM
BBB 3UMHAHa 3UMHHUIIA.
BBB 3UMHAHa 3UMHHUIIA,
BBB KbOBHaHa KABHHIIA
BMHO, PaKHs Ad TOYA.
Ay#Haxa CHAHU BETPOBE.
Ta MM M3racHa 6ypHOHa,
Ta U3ITyCHaX OOYBaHa,

Ta Ma BUHO YTIOPCKa,

Ta Ha BUHO MUpPHINA.

Bulgaria, Rhodopes

—Karamfilko, bilbirko,
ti cervena jebiilko,

ti sa, dzantim, faljase,
hem faljase, forljade,

. Ce ti vino ne pies,

vino i bela rakija,

pik na vino mirises,

s kogo si, mari, pijnala?
—Abre ludo i mlado,
snosta gosti imehme,
men ma majkja provodi
viv zimnana zimnica,
viv zimnana zimnica,
vuv kjovnana kjavnica
vino, rakija da toca.
Dujnaha silni vetrove,
ta mi izgasna burnona,
ta izpusnah boc¢vana,
ta mi vino uporska,

ta na vino mirisa.

—Little carnation, little nightingale, you red apple, you have been boasting that you don’t drink wine
and clear brandy, but you smell of wine. Who have you been drinking with? —Oh, you brash young
man, we had guests last night. My mother sent me to the cold cellar to tap wine and brandy into the
wrought copper pot. Strong winds blew and blew out the lamp and made me let go of the barrel and get
splattered by the wine—and that’s why I smell of wine!

Presented by Maria Bebelekova
Translated by Rachel MacFarlane,



STIGA SI HODIL, SINO LJO

“Ctura cu X0 UJ, CHHO JIbO,
[To cesia u o rpafioBe.
//CTtura cu Jioraj MOMUHE,
MomuHe, Mi1aJiu HeBeCTU.//

“AM’banu a ca oXkeHul1,
JloBeu MJia/ia HEBecCTa
//Ha ceemMmHaliceT TOAUHH,
Ocamuazecra panana.”//

“Mauie Jie, cTapa MaluMHKO,
Korono mucnuii ga 3omMa?
//Ce ma 6UKepUH ia X014,
[lak Hest HeMa Jia 30Ma.//

We ma cu 30Ma Mapyza,
Mapynaa, MmoMa xy6aga,

//Ye Mu e, masne, jerHana

Ha moiico kanoTo capuonn.”//
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“Stiga si hodil, sino ljo,
Po sela i po gradove,
//Stiga si logal momine,
Momine, mladi nevesti.//

“Am’ fani da sa oZenis,
Dovedi mlada nevesta
//Na sedemnajset godini,
Osamnadesta fanala.”//

“Male le, stara majcinko,
Kogono misli§ da zoma?
//Se §ta bikerin da hoda,
Pak neja nema da zoma.//

“Je Sa si zoma Maruda,
Maruda, moma hubava,
//Ce mi e, male, legnala

Na mojso kljoto saréoci.”//

“You've done enough wandering around villages and towns, my son. Stop deceiving the
girls and young brides. You need to get married, bring home a young bride of seventeen

» 1

years, one who's just turning eighteen.

Old mother of mine, whichever girl you think I
should marry, I'm going to stay single and not marry her! I'm going to marry the beautiful

Maruda, because she has taken possession of my cursed heart.”
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SOS MA KARAS, MAJCINKO

Coc Ma Kapalll, MalIMHKO, COC Ma MOMPMIIL,
//TTo 1| BpeMsi, MalYMHKO, 1 3a MeHe,//

U 3a MeHe, MalTYMHKO, Jla CIIOMUHAIII.

W3nuim Ma, MailYiHKO, Ha BpaTaHa,
//Komuuii BpaTa, MAlYMHKO, a OTBOpHILY/

U 3a MeHe, MalldUHKO, J]Ja CITOMHMHAIII.

W3nuim Ma, TEKO JIb0, Ha caMapsiH,
//Komunin KoHye, TERKO b0, a Ba3choaHen//

U 3a MeHe, TeNKO NIbO, ja CIOMMHAIII.

Sos ma karas, maj¢inko, sos ma momris,
//Do §ti vremja, maj¢inko, i za mene,//
I za mene, majcinko, sa spominas.

Izpisi ma, majcinko, na vratana,
//Kol¢i$ vrata, majcinko, da otvoris//
I za mene, majcinko, da spominas.

Izpisi ma, tejko ljo, na samarjan,
//Kol¢is konce, tejko ljo, da vazsjodnes//
I za mene, tejko ljo, da spominas.

Why do you hassle me, mother dear, why do you speak to me so harshly? I'll be gone soon
enough and you’ll miss me then. Carve my portrait, dear mother, on the door—whenever you
open the door, you’ll think of me. Carve my portrait, dear father, on your saddle. Whenever you
mount your horse, you'll think of me.

Presented by Maria Bebelekova
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Rhodope Mt. Region, Bulgaria

SLANA PADNA, GANE
//*‘Slana padna, Gane, slana padna

/“Cnana nagHa, ['aHe, ciiaHa nagHa
Iy nyneny, l'ane, mmpuHeHO.// Pu puleny, Gane, Sirineno.//

//Ta pupari, Gane, ta pupari

//Ta nynapu, 'ane, Ta mynapu
Ran busiljak, Gane, viiv gradinka.//

Pan 6ycunsik, ['aHe, BbB rpajHKa.//
//Ta ne moga, Gane, ta ne moga,

/[Ta ne Mmora, I'aHe, Ta He Mora,
Ta ne moga kitka da ti svija.”//

Ta He Mora KMTKa Jia TH CBHs.”//
Vikna moma Gana, ta zaplaka,

‘Bukna MoMa I"aHa, Ta 3amiaka,
“ITycra #a ycraHe KaTy CllaHa, “Pusta da ustane katu slana,
ITycra ga ycrane KaTy cliaHa, Pusta da ustane katu slana,
Hety Mu nynapu pal Gycansik!” Detu me pupari ran busiljak!”

“Frost has covered the wide field, Gana, and it withered the early basil in the garden. Now I can’t
make up a bouquet of it for you.” Gana cried out, “Damn that frost that withered my basil!”

Presented by Maria Bebelekova
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