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Songs presented at Ti Ti Tabor 2003

Sarkozi karikazé

Lépé

Béita vize ziheg-zuhog a giton,

A szeret6m most ment erre 16hdton.
Tilosba'jar, mert tilos a szerelem,
Senki se ldssa meg, mikor 6lelem.

Kék virdggal viragzik a temetd,
Engem temessenek oda legelsobb.
Engem elsGébb, utdna a babamat,

Ne eméssze gyonge szivét a banat.
Engem elsébb, utdnaababdmat,

Ne tarthasson tobb szeretot magdnak.

Nem vagyok szép, csak a szemem fekete,
Nem vagyok én a lednyok eleje.

Sem eleje, sem az alja nem vagyok,
Barna legény szeretdje én vagyok.

Kisangyalom, ha meguntal szeretni,
Szabad néked mas szeretSt keresni.
Keres a te édesanyad gazdag lanyt,
Patikai szerrel éli vilagat.

Fiatalos belépd

A pilisi templom piros badogos,

Az én kedves kisangyalom de magos.
Ha magos is, nem koll arra gondolni,
Majd lehajol, ha meg akar csokolni.

Agas—bogas a didfa teteje,

De szép legény nevelSdik kedvemre.
Kék a szeme, szemoldoke fekete,
Edesanyja nem énnekem nevelte.

Sarga szeme van a kukoricdnak,
Bécsi szappan kell a pilisi lanynak.
Ha megmosdik a bécsi szappanjdval,
Odacsalja a legényt a szagdval.

Szép a rézsdm, ndla szebbet nem tartok,
Szebbre, jobbra, tudom, nem is taldlok.
Két orcdja nyilik, mint piros rézsa,
Nem kiilonb ndla a réti bokréta.

Kisangyalom, hatetudnad, amitén,
Milyenigazsziviilednyvagyokén.
Olyan igaz vagyok hozzad, mint a nap,
AKki koros-koriil jar az ég alatt.

by Erika Juhasz

Women's Circle Dance from Sarkoz

Walking

The water of Bdta falls over the dam,

My lover went this way on his horse.

He treads in forbidden territory, for love is forbidden.
Let no one see when I hug him!

The cemetery is full ofblue flowers,
Let me be the first who is buried there.
First me, then my lover,

So that his heart does not break.

First me, then my lover,

So he cannot have another lover.

I am not pretty but my eyes are black,

I am not the most beautiful among the girls.

I am not the most beautiful but not the ugliest either,
I am a brown lad's lover.

My little angel, if your are bored with loving me,
You may look for another lover.

Your mother will look for a rich girl

Who lives off pharmaceuticals.

Youthful Stepping-In

The church roof of Pilis is made of red sheet-iron,
My dear little angel is so tall.

Even ifhe is tall, I do not have to give it any thought,
He will bend down if he wants to kiss me.

The top of the walnut tree is branchy.

A fine lad is growing up to please me.
His eyes are blue, his eyebrows are black,
His mother did not raise him for me.

The corn has yellow grain,

The Pilis girl needs soap from Vienna.
When she washes up with herViennese soap,
She attracts the lad with its smell.

My rose is handsome, I do not need a more handsome one.
I know I won't find a prettier and better one.

His two cheeks open up like the red rose,

The meadow bouquet is not more handsome than he is.

My little angel, if you knew what I do,
What a faithful girl I am.

[ am as faithful as the sun

Which goes around beneath the sky.
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Csardas

1.

Hires decsi Horgas partjan van egy kerek erdd,
Kozepibe', két szElibe' térdig ér a mezd.
Kozepibe', két szélibe' térdig ér a gyonyorli mezd.
Léatod, babdm, mily' sokat ér egy igaz szeretd.

Rég hallom mar, rég hallom mar azt a szelet fujni,

Hogy engem a hires decsi bir6 vasra akar verni.

Ha vasra ver az a kutya bird, ugy sem aldzom meg magamat,
Anndl jobban zorgetem a ldbamon a vasat.

2.

Erdé, erdd, stird erdd aljaba’,
Busan sz6l a flilemiile bijaba’.
Busan dalol, keservesen konnyezi,
Bus dalara parja visszaérkezik.

Edesanyém de sokat kért a jora,
Hogy ne menjek este késén sehova.
Nem hallgattam a j6 anydm szavéra,
En 16ttem egy barna legény babdja.

Sok az irigy, mindenki haragszik rdm,
Szép se vagyok, mégis szeret a babdm.
Azt mondta, hogy olyan igazdn szeret,
Irigyeim beszélhettek eleget.

Hadd beszéljen az a sok biidos szajha,
Ne legyen ra senkinek semmi gondja.

Rezgd

Erik, érik a cseresznye,
Bodorodik a levele.
Mennél jobban bodorodik,
Az én szivem szomorodik.

Erd6, erdd, de magos vagy,
Kisangyalom, de messzi vagy.
Ha az erdét levaghatnam,
Aszeret6m meglathatnam.

Irigylik a lAnysdgomat,
Ezt a széles pantlikdmat,
Bokorra k6tom a végit,
Ugy sétdlok Batan végig.

Urém, iirém, fehér iirdm,
Héarom kislany az irigyom.
Azt is tudom, mér' irigyom,
SzeretGje szeret engdm.
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Csardas

1.

There is a round forest on the banks ofthe Horgas in Decs.
In its middle, at its two edges, the meadow is knee-high.

In its middle, at its two edges, the beautiful meadow is knee-
high,

See, my lover, how valuable a faithful lover is.

This wind I have been hearing for a long time,

That famous judge of Decs wants to put me in irons.

Ifthat cur of a judge puts me in irons, I won't let myselfbe
bowed,

I will shake the leg irons even more.

2.

Forest, forest, at the bottom ofthe thick forest,
The sad nightingale sings her sorrow.

She sings sadly, weeps bitterly,

Hearing her sad song, her lover comes back.

My dear mother has asked me many times to behave well
That I do not go anywhere late at night.

I did not listen to the words of my dear mother,

I became a lover ofa brown lad.

There are manyjealous people, everybody is mad at me.
I am not even pretty but my lover loves me anyway.

He said he loves me truly,

The jealous ones could talk all they wanted.

Let all those stinky sluts talk,

Nobody should be concerned about me.

Shaking

The cherry is ripening,

Its leafis curling up.

The more it curls,

The more my heart aches.

Forest, forest, you are so tall.

My little angel, you are so far away.
If1 could cut down the forest,

I would be able to see my lover.

They are envious of my girlhood,
My wide ribbon.

I will tie it in a bow and

Walk the length of Béta.

Sadness, sadness, white sadness.
Three girls are jealous of me.

I know why they are jealous,
Their lover loves me.
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Irigyeim sokan vannak,

Mind a kutydk ugy ugatnak.
Hadd ugasson, hadd csaholjon,
Csak engem meg ne harapjon.

Futo

1.

Ussén meg, babam, a ménkd,
Akkora, mint egy malomkd.
Haldlodat nem kivdanom,

De ha meglit, azt se bAnom.

Egye meg a fene magat,
Ameddig éri a kabat.

Ne tgy egye, mint a hajmat,
Reszelje meg, mint a tormaét.

// Te voltal szeretdbm, nem ma4s,

Usson beléd a nyilamlés.
Nyolc garasnak négy a fele,
Evett volna meg a fene.

Kis kertembe' fligefészek,
Ena legénynek nem hiszek.
Mer' a legény leanycsald,
Mind akaszt6fara valo!

2.

Eje—haja, retek haja,

Beteg a szeret6m anyja.
Adna Isten, hogy meghalna,
Barna fia ram maradna.

Ez a bajor enni vald,

Nem csizmara kenni valo.
Ez a kislany arra valo,
Esthajnalba’ forditsd ald'.

Fekete rojtos keszkeném,
Most 6smerdm a szeretom.
Olyan, mint a vékony nadszal,
Hajlik, mint a liliomszal.

Liliomszal, ne viragozz,
Enrdm, babdm, ne vdrakozz.
Mer' ha énram varakozol,
Soha meg nem hazasodol.

Héazasodj meg, ha meg akarsz,
Végy el engem, ha el akarsz,
Mer' ha engem elszalajtol,
Ilyen rézsat nem szakajtoi.
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Many are jealous of me,

They bark like dogs.

Let them bark, let them yelp,
But just do not let them bite me.

Running

1.

My lover, let the lightning hit you,
As hard as a mill stone.

I do not wish your death,

But ifit hits you, I do not care.

Damn you

All the way down to the edge of your coat.

Hell should not eat you as if you were an onion,

It should grind you up as if you were a horseradish.

You were my lover, nobody else,
Let the lighting hit you.

Half of eight farthings is four,

I wish you had been eaten up by hell.

In my little garden there's a lark's nest,
I do not believe any lad

Because they cheat on the girls,

All ofthem are ripe for hanging.

2.

Eje-haja, radish hair,

My lover's mother is sick.

I wish God granted her death
So I could have her brown son.

This grape is for eating,

Not for smearing it on a boot.
This girl is for

Turning under at twilight.

My black lacy kerchief,

I know my lover.

He is as slim as a reed stalk,
Bends like a stalk of lily.

Lily, do not bloom,

My lover, do not wait for me
Because if you wait for me,
You will never get married.

Get married if you want to,
Marry me ifyou want to.

But if you miss this opportunity,
You won't harvest such a rose.
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Kiikiill6 vidéki dalok—Magyarézd
1.

/. Vagjak az erdei utat, :/
/: Viszik a magyar fitkat. :/

/. Viszik, viszik szegényeket, :/
/: Szegény magyar legényeket. :/

/: Ugy elvisznek, meglassatok, :/
/: Soha hirem se halljatok. :/

/: Mikor hirem meghalljatok, :/
/: Gyaszlevelem olvassatok. :/

/: Gyere, pajtas, katondnak, :/

/: Ne maradj itthon szolganak. :/
/: Ne fogd meg az 6kor szarvat, :/
/: Fogd meg a puska derekat. :/

/: Ferenc Joska édesapénk, :/

/: Felesége édesanyank. :/

/. Szabott nékem inget, gatyat, :/
/: S mellé egy szlirke harisnyét. :/

2.

/:Magyaré6zditoronyalja,:/
/: Koros-koriil bazsardzsa. :/

Nem szakisztok, nem kell rézsa,:/
/. Tiéd agy se leszek soha. :/

Kertem alatt ne flityoréssz,

A kertemre ne csinalj rést!
Mert én szegény ledny vagyok,
Hozz4d ill16 én nem vagyok.

3.

Hej, az ézdi sugértorony,
Beleakadt az ostorom.
Akaszd ki, kedves galambom,
Két piros orcad csékolom.

/: Menyen férjhez az én rézsam,:/
Menyek a siratdjdba’,
Hagy bticstizzam utoljéra.

Bucsuzasunk rovid legyen,

Hogy sziviinkbe' kart ne tegyen.
Ez az utca végig veres.

Nalunk, r6zsdm, nincs mit keress.

Eriggy, ahol eddig voltal,
Ahol engem lecsufoltal.
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Songs from Kiikiill6 Region—Magvarézd

1.

They are clearing the forest road,
They are taking away the Hungarian lads.

They are taking the poor ones,
The poor Hungarian lads.

They will take me away, you will see,
You will never hear about me again.
When you will hear about me,

You will read my death notice.

Come, my buddy, and become a soldier,
Do not stay home and slave away.

Do not hold the horn of the ox,

Hold the waist ofthe gun.

Our dear father is Franz Josef,

His wife is our dear mother.

She sewed me a shirt and drawers,
And on top ofthat, a pair ofgray pants.

2.

The bottom of the tower of Magyardzd,
It is surrounded by peony.

I won't take one, I do not need a rose,
I won't be yours ever anyway.

Do not whistle underneath my garden,
Do not make a hole in my fence
Because I am a poor girl,

I do not suit you.

3.

Hey, high tower of Ozd,
My whip got caught in it.
Let it loose, my dear dove,
I will kiss your two cheeks.

My rose is getting married,
I am going to her farewell party
So I can say goodbye for the last time.

Let our parting be brief

So it does not break our hearts.

This street is red all the way,

My rose, you have nothing to look for at our place.

Go where you have been thus far,
Where you made fun of me,
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Embereknek, legényeknek,

Hogy mar nem kellek senkinek.

Ez az utca banat utca,
Bénatkébdglvankirakva.
Az én rézsam kirakatta,
Hogy én sirva jarjak rajta.

4.

Lefelé folyik a Tisza,

Nem folyik az tobbet vissza.
Csihajhaj, de csuhajhaj.
Rajtam van a babam csokja,
Ha sajnalja, vegye vissza.
Ajdarada nana...

Tiltnak, babam, tiknak téled,
Titkon se beszéljek véled,
Ej-haj csihajhaj, de csuhajja.
De én azért csak beszélek,
Ahollatlak, nemkertillek.
Ajdarada nana...

Szeress, rézsam, csak nézd meg kit,

Mert a szerelem megvakit.
Ajdarada nana...

Engemet is megvakitott,
Orokre megszomoritott.
Ajdarada nana...

5. 7

Buzat vittem a malomba,
Azt gondoltam torokbuiza.

//Torokbuza,édesmalé,

Szépéletanagyleanyé.//

Ugat a kutyam, a tarka,
JOn a szeretom, a barna.

// Habarna is, de nem cigény,

Szeretazengem,igazan. //

Meg akartam hazasodni,
Galambot akartam fogni.

Galamb helyett varjut fogtam,
Banom, hogy meghazasodtam.

/: A hdzassdg rosszra viszen,
A fekete foldbe teszen. :/
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Told men and lads
That nobody wants me anymore.

This street is the sorrow street,
It is made of sorrow-stones.
My rose had it made

So I can walk on it crying.

4.

The Tisza river flows downward,

Won't flow back anymore.

Csihajhaj, de csuhajhaj.

My lover's kisses are on me,

Ifhe is sorry about it, let him take them back.
Ajdarada nana...

My lover, they keep me away from you
So I cannot talk to you.

Ej-haj csihajhaj, de csuhajja.

But I talk to you anyway,

Wherever I see you, I do not shun you.
Ajdarada nana...

Love, my rose, but look whom you love
Because love blinds.

Ajdarada nana...

It blinded me too,

It made me sorrowful forever.
Ajdarada nana...

5.

I took some wheat to the mill,

I assumed it was corn.

Corn, sweet polenta,

The life ofthe grownup girl is nice.

My dog, the spotted one, is barking,
My lover, the brown one, is coming.
Although he's brown, he's not Gypsy,
He loves me truly.

I wanted to get married,

I wanted to catch a dove.

But instead ofa dove I caught a crow,
I am sorry that I got married.

Marriage causes trouble,
Takes you into the black earth.

6.,

Arok, drok, de mély drokba estem, Ditch, ditch, I fell into such a deep ditch.
Rélad, babdm, minden gondom levettem. My rose, I do not care about you anymore.
Ugy levettem [hogy] soha eszembe se jutsz, I do not care, you never cross my mind,
Josagodért fizessen meg a Jézus. Let Jesus pay you for your kindness.
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Arkoljaik a magyardzdi temetét, They are digging a grave in the Magyar6zd cemetery,
Engem temessenek oda legelGbb. Let them bury me there first.

Engem elébb, utanam a babamat, First me, than my lover

Hogy ne tartson mas szeret6t maganak. So he cannot have another lover.

Edesanyeim is volt nékem, de madr nincs,
Mert elvitte(a)magyar6zdi nagy arviz.
Kilenc hete, hogy a vizet, ej-haj, haldszom,
KoénnyeimtSl még a partjat se latom.

I used to have a mother too but not anymore

Because the big flood of Magyardzd took her away.

It has been nine weeks since I started to fish its waters,
I cannot even see its banks for my tears.

Kihaldsztam édesanydam kenddjét, I fished out my dear mother's handkerchief,

Négy szélire ravarrattam a nevét. I had her name embroidered on its four corners.
[S]kézepébe bubanatot, ej-haj, varrattam, I had sorrow embroidered in its middle

Arrdl tudjak hogy én drvan maradtam. So they know I became an orphan.

7.

Tudod, rézsdm, mit fogadtdl,
Mikor kiskertembe' voltal,
Csuhajja, de csuhajja.

Roézsat kértem, szegflit adtal,
Engem avval csalogattal.
Csuhajja...

Edesanyaim mondta nékem,
Minek a szeret§ nékem?
Csuhajja, de csuhajja.

De én arra nem hallgattam,
Titkon szeret&t tartottam.
Csuhajja...

Nézd meg, anyam, mit mutatok,
Milyen szép lanyt tdncoltatok.
Csuhajja, de csuhajja.
Egyenesebb a nddszdlnal,
Szebb a csukros violanal.
Csuhajja...

Két szine van a legénynek,
Mint a csoppnyi lepedSnek.
Csuhajja, de csuhajja.
Harom szine van a lanynak,
Mint a csokros violdnak.
Csuhajja...

Rég megmondtam a fenének,
Mennyi legény, mind egye meg.
Csuhajja, de csuhajja.

Mert a legény lednycsalo,

Mind akasztéfaravalo.
Csuhajja...

7.

You know, my rose, what you swore

When you were in my little garden.

Csuhajja, de csuhajja.

I asked for a rose but you gave me a carnation.
You teased me with that.

Csuhajja...

My dear mother told me
Why should I need a lover?
Csuhajja, de csuhajja.

But I did not listen to her,
Kept a lover in secret.
Csuhajja...

Look, my mother, what I show you,
What a nice girl is dancing with me.
Csuhajja, de csuhajja.

She is straighter than a reed,
Prettier than a bouquet of violets.
Csuhajja...

The lad is two-faced,
Like the little bed sheets.
Csuhajja, de csuhajja.
The girl has three sides,
Like a bouquet ofviolets.
Csuhajja...

I told hell a long time ago

There are lots oflads, it should eat all ofthem
Csuhajja, de csuhajja.

Because the lads cheat on girls,

They belong on the hanging noose.
Csuhajja...
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Szilagysagi dallamok

L.

Edesanyém is volt nékem,
Keservesen nevelt engem.
Eccaka font, nappal mosott,
Jaj, de keservesen tartott.

Edesanyém sok szép szava,
Kit fogadtam, kit nem soha.
Megfogadnam, de mar késé,
Elmosta a zéporesd.

Az irigyemnek a nyelve,
Szaradjon meg, mint a pernye.
Szaradjon meg, mint a kord,
Az akasztéfaravalo.

, a

Ugy égltliz, ha tesznek r4,
Sz4l a vildg, nem hajtok ra.
Annyit hajtok a szavéra,
Mint a k6t6m madzagéra.
Még arra is tobbet hajtok,
Ha leesik, szégyent valldk.

Elmennék én tindlatok,
De szemetes a hazatok.
Rézsarkantyum mind felszedi,
Rojtos gatydm elkeveri.

Szerettelek egy ideig,
Szinte hdrom esztendeig.
A negyedik most kezdddik,
Talan be is végezSdik.

2.

Megismerem a kardszi menyecskét,
Mer' gy koszon, adjon Isten jo estét.
En meg csak ugy betydrosan fogadom,
Adjon Isten teneked is, galambom. //

Nincs édesebb a létai dinnyénél,

Nincs kedvesebb a kardszi legénynél.
// Haromnak van hat krajcér a zsebében,

Ugy megyén a csapldrosné elébe. //

Edesanyaim, hol van az az édes tej,

Kivel engem katondnak nevelt fel?
// Meért nem adta oda egy kis lednynak,

Ne neveltél volna fel katonanak? //
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Songs from Szildgysag

L.

I used to have a mother too,

She raised me in great hardship.

At night she wove, at daylight she washed,
Jaj, she took care of me in great hardship.

My dear mother's many nice words,
Sometimes I heeded them, sometimes never.
I would heed them now but it is too late,
The downpour washed them away.

The tongues of my enviers

Should dry up like the flying ashes.
Should dry up like the weed,

The one that belongs on the gallows.

The fire stays alive if they put wood on it,
The world talks but I do not care.

I pay as much attention to it

As I pay to the sash of my underskirt.

I pay attention to that more than to their talk:
Ifit falls off, I am ashamed.

I would go to visit you,

But your house is full of litter.
My brass spurs will pick it up,
My fringed pants will stir it up.

I have loved you for a while,
Almost three years.

The fourth one starts now,
Perhaps it will end too.

2.

I can recognize the young wives of Kdrasz

Because they greet me with "May God give you a nice
evening."

I accept it like an outlaw:

"Let God give you one too, my dove."

There is no sweeter melon that the one from Léta,
There is no sweeter lad than the one from Kdarasz.
Three of them have six kreuzers in their pockets,
That is how they walk up to the wife ofthe innkeeper.

My dear mother, where is the sweet milk

With which you raised me to become a soldier?
Why did not you give it to a little girl

So I had not grown up to become a soldier.
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Még azt mondjak, sem asztalom, sem székem,

Kinek van hét szebb babdja, mint nékem?

//Enyématd, megatéhalompartja,

Melléilok, mikorjékedvemtartja. //

3.

A nagy utcan végestelen végig,
Minden kiskapuba' rézsa nyilik. .

// Minden kiskapuba' kett§, harom,

Vi

Csak az enyém hervadt el a nyaron.

Az a kislany férjhez akar menni,

A szomszédja el akarja venni.

Kedves lanyom, ne hagyjal itt minket,

Mi lesz veliink, ha te itt hagysz minket. //

Az a kislany piros pantlikdja,
Nem teszi mar tobbet a hajaba.
Tedd el, ldanyom, a ladafidba,
Majdjo lesz a kislanyod hajéba.
Ha ldnyod lesz, j6 lesz a hajéba,
Hafiadlesz, [a] csarddskalapjaba.

4.

Széna van az dlban,

A szénatartéban.
Megolellek, megesdkollak
Sej, a pitvar ajtoban.

Szeretlek, szeretlek,

Csak ne mondd senkinek,
Mig a templom kozepibe'
Sej, 6ssze nem esketnek.

Ha nem szeretnélek,
Fel sem keresnélek.
Ezt a hosszu, sdros utcat
Sohase' taposndm érted.

Ti Ti Tabor 2003

They say that I have neither table nor chair,
But who has a prettier sweetheart than 1?
The lake is mine and its banks are mine,
I'll sit down beside it whenever 1 wish.

3.

All the way down the big street,
Roses bloom by all the little gates.
There are two, three by all little gates,
Only mine withered this summer.

That girl wants to get married,

Her neighbor wants to marry her.

My dear daughter, do not leave us,
What will become ofus if you leave us?

The little girl's red ribbon,

She won't put it in her hair anymore.

Put it away, my daughter, into your chest,

Keep it for your daughter.

Ifyou have a daughter, she can put it in her hair,
Ifyou have a son, he can put it onto his csardas hat.

4.

There is hay in the pigsty,
In the hack.

I hug you, kiss you,

Sej, at the porch door.

I love you, I love you,

But do not tell anyone.

Till we get married,

Sej, in the middle ofthe church.

IfI did not love you,
1 would not visit you.
I would not tread this
Long, muddy street

Songs presented at Ti Ti Tabor 2002 by Erika Juhész
Translations(c)2003 I1diké Kalapacs & Wayne Kraft, reprinted by Ti Ti Tabor with permission
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