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Ciganské melodie (Gypsy Songs), Op. 55

Anton Dvorak

Ma pisen zas mi laskou zni (My song sounds of love)

Ma pisen zas mi laskou zni, My song again rings to me with love,

kdyz stary den umirg; when the old day dies,

a chudy mech kdy na Sat svij and when the poor moss secretly gathers

si tajné perle sbira. pearls into its guise.

Ma pisen v kraj tak touzné zni, My song so longingly rings into the country
kdyz svétem noha bloudj; when I wander through the world,

jen rodné pusty dalinou only through the vastness of my native puszta
zpev volné z nader proudi. does my voice flow freely from my bosom.
Ma pisen hlu¢né laskou zni, My song sounds loudly with love,

kdyz boute bézi plani; when the storm hurries through the flatland;
kdyz tésim se, ze bidy prost when [ am glad that my brother is dying

dli bratr v umirani. free from poverty.

Aj! Kterak trojhranec muj (Ah! how my triangle ringing)

Aj! Kterak trojhranec muj pierozkos$né zvoni, Hey! How my triangle passionately rings out,
jak cigana pisen, kdyz se k smrti like a gypsy’s song, when he draws near to
kloni! death!

Kdyz se k smrti kloni, trojhran mu When he draws near to death, the triangle
vyzvani. rings to him,

Konec pisni, tanci, lasce, bédovani. End of song, dance, love, lament.

Konec pisni, tanci, lasce, bédovani. End of song, dance, love, lament.

A les je tichy kolem kol (The forest is quiet all around)

A les je tichy kolem kol, And the wood is silent all around,

jen srdce mir ten rusi, only my heart disturbs that peace,

a ¢erny kouf, jenz spécha v dol, and black smoke, which hurries into the valley,

mé slze v licich, mé slze susi. dries up my tears on my cheek, my tears.

Vsak nemusi jich ususit, However, it does not have to dry them up,

necht' v jiné tvafe bije. let it blow on another cheek.

Kdo v smutku mtze zazpivat, Whoever in sorrow can sing,

ten nezhynul, ten Zije, ten Zije! That person did not die, that person lives, that person

lives!



Kdyz mne stard matka (Songs My Mother Taught Me)

KdyZz mne stara matka zpivat,

zpivat ucivala,

podivno, Ze Casto, Casto slzivala.

A ted’ take placem snédé lice mucim,
kdyz ciganské déti hrat a zpivat,

hrat a zpivat,

Struna naladeéna

Struna naladéna, hochu, to¢ se v kole,
dnes, snad dnes prevysoko,

zejtra, zejtra, zejtra zase dole!
Pozejtii u Nilu za posvatnym stolem;
struna jiz, struna naladéna, hochu,
to¢, hochu, to¢ se kolem!

Siroké rukavy (Wide Sleeves)

Siroké rukavy a Siroké gate

volnéjsi ciganu nezli dolman v zlaté.
Dolman a to zlato bujna prsa svira;
pod nim volna pisen nasilné umira.

A kdo radujes se, tva kdy pisen v kvéte,

prej si, aby zaslo zlato v celém svété!

When my old mother taught me to sing,

to sing,

it’s strange that often, often she cried.

And now I also torment my swarthy face by weeping,
when [ teach gypsy children to play and to sing,

to play and to sing!

The strings are tuned, boy, spin in a circle,

today, maybe today very high

Tomorrow, tomorrow, tomorrow again down!

The day after tomorrow at the Nile at the sacred table;
the strings already, the strings are tuned, boy, spin,
boy, spin around, boy, spin around!

Wide sleeves and wide trousers

are more free to the gypsy than a gold dolman.
Dolman and that gold constrict an exuberant heart;
beneath him a free song violently dies.

And you who like it whenever your song is in bloom,
Wish that gold would be extinct in the whole world!

Dejte klec jestrabu (Give a hawk a cage)

Dejte klec jestiabu ze zlata ryzého;
nezméni on za ni hnizda trnéného.
Komoni bujnému, jenz se pustou
zene,

ziidka kdy ptipnete uzdy a tfemene.
A tak i cigdnu piiroda cos

dala:

k volnosti ho véénym poutem,

k volnosti ho upoutala.

Give a hawk a cage made from pure gold,
He will not exchange it for his thorny nest.
To a wild horse which gallops through a
puszta,

you seldom hitch a bridle and stirrup,

And so also to the gypsy, nature gave
something:

through an eternal bond with freedom,
with freedom, it bound him.



