KARAMFILKO, BILBIRKO

—Kapamdpuako, 6urbupko,

TH YepBeHa i1e6'bAKO

TH Ca, AKaHDBM, paasiie,
xeM daasire, opadine,
Ye TH BUHO He IHell,
BHHO U OeAa pakus,

'K Ha BUHO MUpHIIIEIII,
C KOTO CH, MapH, MUIHaAA?
—Abpe AyAO U MA2AO,
CHOIIA TOCTH UMeXMe,
MEH Ma Ma¥Ks IIPOBOAM
BHB 3MMHAHA 3UMHHI.
BBB 3UMHaHa 3UMHHUIIA,
BHB KbOBHaHa KSIBHHIIA
BHHO, PaKHs AQ TOYA.
Ay#fHaxa CHAHM BeTpOBe.
Ta MU M3racHa 6ypHOHa,
Ta U3IyCHaX 604BaHa,

Ta Ma BUHO YIIOPCKa,

Ta Ha BUHO MUPHIIIA.

Bulgaria, Rhodopes

—Karamfilko, bilbirko,
ti ¢ervena 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,
vilv zimnana zimnica,
vuv kjovnana kjavnica
vino, rakija da toca.
Dujnaha silni vetrove,
ta mi izgasna burnona,
ta izpusnah bo¢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.”

Presented by Maria Bebelekova

Translated by Rachel MacFarlane,
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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

Translated by Rachel MacFarlane, 2008



oT KA(I( SA SME ZAGALILI Rhodope Mt Kegion, Bulgaria

//Ot kak sa sme zagalili,//

//OT Kak ca cMe 3araiuin,//
//Dameno hubava, Dameno gizdava,//

//Ilameno xybapa, [laMeHO ru3fnana,/

//Xu4a HE CMe ca BHTIOBAJIH,// //Hi& ne sme sa vigjuvali,//

//Mlameno xyb6asa, [laMmeHo ru3ana,// //Dameno hubava, Dameno gizdava,//

//Snoéta vecer sa vigjahme,//

//CHola Bedep ca BUTAXME,//
//Dameno hubava, Dameno gizdava,//

//ameno xybasa, [laMeHO ru3nasa,//

//Tlycrnexme, myramexme,// //Pusidehme, pugaléehme.,//
Joppe cloHIe 3aje3e, Dorde slonce zaleze,
Mesecinka rog dade.

MecednHKa por Jiajie.

lovely Damena, we’d not been together at all. Last night

Since we fell in love, beautiful Damena,
il the sun had set, and the

we [finally] got together. We sat a while, we caressed a while, unt
crescent moon appeared (lit. the moon showed its hom).

Presented by Maria Bebelekova

Translated by Rachel MacFarlane, 2000
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NEHA CNU3A OT FOPULIA

[leHa cnusa OT ropuvua
[leHo, [eHO manka mome
Ha rnaBa n poOCHa KWUTKa

[leHo, [leHO manka Mome .

PocHa KuTka nporosaps,
[leHo, [leHO Marnka mome
He me gasav Ha momMuuTe
[leHo, [leHO manka Mome.

He momuuTe nyno xogAat
[leHo, [deHo manka Mome

Jlyoo xopaT, nyao HocAT
[leHo, [1eHo manka MOoME.

Han me gaBanm Ha mMomMuTe
[leHo, [leHO marika Mome
Ue MmoMuTe KpPOTKO XOOAT
KpoTko XO4AT, KPOTKO HOCAT.

UanbnHeHa AHka TaHeBa

DENA SLIZA OT GORICA

Dena sliza ot goritsa
Deno, Deno malka mome

Na glava irosna kitka
Deno, Deno malka mome.

Rosnha kitka progovarja,
Deno, Deno malka mome

Ne me davaj na momtsite
Deno, Deno malka mome.

Che momtsite ludo hodjat
Deno, Deno malka mome

Ludo hodjat, ludo nosjat
Deno, Deno malka mome.

Naj me davaj na momite
Deno, Deno malka mome
Che momite krotko hodjat,
Krotko hodjat, krotko nosjat.

Singer Yanka Taneva



MORE TA NALI VCERA DUMAHME

/[**More, ta nali véera dumahme,//
//VCera za snosti da dojdes,//

//More, zaedno da vecCerjame,//
//Naedno da sedenkjame?”’//

//*“More, ludo le, ludo pa mlado,//
Vecerja ni gosti dojdoja,
Mama mi rabota najde,

//More, bela pogaca da mesa,//
//1 rujno vino da toca.”//

“Say, didn't we agree yesterday
That you'dcome by last night,

So we could eat dinner together,

And sit together at the work party?”

“Oh, brash young man of mine,

We had guests drop by last night,

And mama found work for me to do:

A white-flour flatbread to knead,
And sparkling wine to pour.”
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