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Zazpivej slavicku

1. Zazpivej m¢ muj maly slavicku
Zazpivej me veselsi pisnicku.

(:At” mée praca podruhy m¢ v zide
Rekni mé kdy Sohajic¢ek ptijde:)

2. Slavi¢ek mé cely vecer zpival

Nevim pro¢ se na me¢ smutné dival.

(:Chtél me fict Ze dneska marné cekam

at” si nékde potéSeni hledam:)

3. NepfiSel muj Svarni Sohajic¢ek
UZ nediva se do mich o¢icek

(:Kdyz mésic mé do svétnicki sviti
z litosti se bojim co se citi.

Little Goose Polka

Letéla husicka, letéla z vysoka
Nemohla doletét
Spadla do potoka, spadla do potoka.

Spadla do potoka, vodicku vypila
A to na znameni, ze jsi m¢ nechtéla
Ze jsi me nechtéla.

Letéla husicka, letéla z vysoka
PtiSel na ni sttelec, strelil ji do boka
Stielil ji do boka.
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Singing Mockingbird

Sing to me, my little mockingbird
Sing to me a happy song.

So that my work will pass quickly
Tell me when my lover will come.

The mockingbird sang to me all night
I don’t know why he looked at me so sadly.

He wanted to tell me that today I am waiting in vain
I should look for happiness elsewhere.

My handsome lover did not come.
He no longer gazes into my eyes.

When the moon shines in my room
With sadness, I am fearful what will happen.

Little Goose Polka

The goose flew, flew from above
She couldn’t finish (reach her destination)
She fell into the brook.

She fell into the brook, she drank water
And that means that you didn’t want me,
That you didn’t want me.

The goose flew, flew from above.
A sportsman came upon her, shot her in the side
Shot her in the side.



Na Nasi Pade€ Strasi (Haunted Garret)

(:Na nasi padé¢ strasi,

Az stoho vstavaji vlasy:)

(:Honza na zebtiku, nad¢la cavykd,

Kdyz na tu ptidu leze, udéla bum na dvére:)

(:Matka ji fikévala, aby si vdovce vzala:)
(:-Vdovec Ze nepije, svou zenu nebije,

Tak jako kazdy flama, flamuje az do rana:)

Wild Goose Waltz

(:Husicka divoka, letéla s vysoka:)
(:Vypila vodicku, vypila vodicku, vypila vodicku
S nasého potoka:)

(:Tu ¢istou vypila, kalnou tam nechala:)
(:Pro¢ jste nam ma mila, proc¢ jste nam ma mila,
Proc jste nam ma mild, proc¢ jste nam plakala:)

(:A ja jsem plakala, pro tebe Jenicku:)
(:Ze’s mi dal s potoka, ze's mi dal s potoka
Ze’s mi dal s potoka, kalné¢ho vodicku:)

w~

Cerny Cikan

Noc je krasna, noc je ticha.

Na horach 1 na doliné.

Kdo sem zdali, tak pospicha
lehkym krokem ku dédin¢?
Kdo to byl? Cikan, ¢erny cikan.

Milka lezi v noci jasny,

Na milacka vzpomina si.

Ach mtj boze, jak jsou krasny,
¢erné oci, cerné vlasy.

Kdo to byl? Cikan, ¢erny cikan.

Jak jsou krasné, divka jihne.
Hlava se ji kolem toci.

Kolem oken stin se mihne,

do svétnice n¢kdo skoci.

Kdo to byl? Cikan, ¢erny cikan.

Roaring Mountain

Zahucely hory, zahucely lesy,
(:Kam jste se podéli, kam jste se podéli,
Moje mladé Casy:)

Moje mladé Casy, neuzily krasy,
(:Moje mlada 1éta, moje mlada 1éta, neuzily svéta:)

Haunted Garret

In our attic (garret) something is scary
So that your hair stands on end.

John on a ladder, causes a commotion
When he climbs into the attic, he makes a boom on the door.

Mother told her to marry a widower
A widower doesn't drink, doesn’t beat his wife,
Like everyone else who goes on a spree until morning.

Wild Goose Waltz

Wild goose, she flew from above.
She drank water, drank water, drank water
From our brook.

She drank clean water, the muddy she left alone,
Why did you, my love....why did you, my love...
Why did you, my love, why did you cry?

I cried for you, Johnny
That you gave me from the brook

That you gave me from the brook.....muddy water.

Black Gypsy Waltz

The night is beautiful, the night is quiet
In the mountains and in the valleys
Who comes hurrying from afar

with light-footed steps to the village?
Who was it? Gypsy, the black gypsy.

The maiden lies in the clear night
Thinking of her beloved

Oh my God, how beautiful

are those black eyes, black hair

Who was it? Gypsy, the black gypsy.

How beautiful are the sentimental young girls
Their heads are spinning (dizzy)

A shadow flashes by the window

Someone jumps into the room

Who was it? Gypsy, the black gypsy.

Roaring Mountain

The mountains roared, the forest murmured
Where have you fled, where have you fled
My youthful years (times)?

My youthful times did not experience beauty
My young years did not experience the world.



