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ABASARI CSARDAS

Jartam sarban Abasarban,
Csikot vettem a vasarban,
Bort is ittam abasarit,
Megismertem ott a j6 bort,
Meg a Sérit,

Megismertem ott a Sarit.

Megszerettem én a Sarit,
De jobban az abasarit;

A j6 bortdl jol elaztam,
Abasaron a Sarival

De megjartam,

A Sarival de megjartam.

Nem ihatok abasarit,

Mert elvettem én a Sérit.
Pincénk kulcsat zsebben hordja,
Ne a bornak, néki legyek

A bolondja,

Néki legyek a bolondja.

A CIGANYOK SATORA

A cigdnyok satora,
Ladi-ladi-lom, sarga liliom,
Leégett az éjszaka,
Ladi-ladi-lom, sarga liliom.
En a vajdat nem banom,
Csak a lanyat sajndlom,
Mert 6 volt az a zimberi-
Zombori szép asszony,

16 asszony, ladi-ladi-lom,
Sarga liliom.

CZARDAS OF ABASAR

| was in the town Abasdr,

I bought a colt in an old bar,
| drank the wine “Abasdri”
And got to meet pretty Sdri,
In Abasdr,

| got to meet pretty Sdri.

Sdri’s kiss was truly divine,

Even more the Abasdr wine,

Of the good booze, | must confess,
In Abasar, Sari and |

Drank to excess,

Then, my Sdri caused me distress.

I can’t drink more Abasdri
Because | married my Sdri.

She has locked up the winecellar,
Asking that instead of sweet wine
I should love her,

Instead of wine | should love her.

THE GYPSY CLAN’S CAMPING TENT

The gypsy clan’s camping tent,
Ladi-ladi-lom, yellow trout lily,
Last night up in smoke it went,
Ladi-ladi-lom, yellow trout lily.
The gypsy king’s no pauper,

I rue only his daughter,
Because she was the Zimberi-
Zombori girl frilly,

Good really, ladi-ladi-lom,
Yellow trout lily.
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A kisasszony Pozsonyban,
Ladi-ladi-lom, sarga liliom,
Selymet lopott egy boltban,
Ladi-ladi-lom, sarga liliom.

A young lady in Pozsony,
Ladi-ladi-lom, yellow trout lily,
Stole silk in a fine salon,
Ladi-ladi-lom, yellow trout lily.

Ne mondja a boltos ur,
Mert az apja foldesur,

Es az anyja a zimberi-
Zombori szép asszony,
J6 asszony, ladi-ladi-lom,
Sdrga liliom.

ADJ URAM ISTEN

Sok idegen foldet
Bolyongtam be én,
Messzi hegyek-volgyek
Keriltek elém.

De mindentt arvan
Jartam a hatart,

Es e zene szarnyan
Lelkem hazaszallt.

Refrén (1x)

Adj Uram Isten

Dus aranykalaszt!
Hozzon az Gj nyar
Gazdag aratdst!
Kapjon esét a hatdr,
Virdgot a rét!
Zengjen Ujra a madar
Ugy, mint valaha rég!

Refrén (2x)

Adj Uram Isten
Der(lisebb jovét!
Harmatos ronat,

Gazdag leveg6t!

Legyen boldog a sziviink,
Mint valaha rég!

Es legyen kék felettiink
Ujra még az ég!

The store clerk should not charge her,
Her dad is a landowner,

And her mom is the Zimberi-
Zombori girl frilly,

Good really, ladi-ladi-lom,

Yellow trout lily.

DEAR LORD, PLEASE GRANT US

I have roved on countless
Strange lands of this world,
In front of me many

Great sights have unfurled.
But how sad and lonely,
How orphaned | roam!

On wings of folk music

| just seek my home.

Refrain (1x)

Dear Lord, please grant us
Golden ears of wheat,

Grant us a rich harvest

As a summer treat!

Give the pastures lots of rain,
Flowers to the fields,

Let all the birds sing about
Our land’s bountiful yields!

Refrain (2x)

Dear Lord, please grant us
Much happier days,

Green meadows, fresh air,
Where our livestock graze!
Fill our hearts with happiness,
As you did before,

Let the sky be blue above
Now and evermore!
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Itthon vagyok Ujra,
Hazaértem én,
Felnézek az égre,
Ragyog ram a fény.
Ragyog ram az aldott
Aranynapsugar,

Ujra visszaszallott

A dalos madar.

Refrén 1, 2

A FALUBAN NINCS TOBB KISLANY

A faluban nincs tobb kislany,
Csak kett6, csak kettd,

Az egyiket elszerette

A jegyz6, a jegyz6.

A masik meg a kapuban
Neveti, neveti,

Mert 6t meg a segédjegyz6
Szereti, szereti.

Kitltek a vénasszonyok

A padra, a padra,

Isten tudja, mirdl folyik

A pletyka, a pletyka.

Nem kérem én a j6 Istent,
Csak arra, csak arra,
Valamennyit ragassza le
A padra, a padra.

I am back home again,
It’s a great delight,

I look to the blue sky,
And bask in sunlight.
As the rich meadow to
A sea of bloom turns,
In the golden sunshine
The song-bird returns.

Refrain 1, 2

THERE ARE TWO GIRLS IN THE VILLAGE

There are two girls in the village,
Only two, only two,

One of them, the young city clerk
Does pursue, does pursue.

Them the other girl smilingly

Is viewing, is viewing,

Because her the assistant clerk

Is wooing, is wooing.

All the old hags are sitting out

On the deck, on the deck,

They gossip about the town but
What the heck, what the heck.

I think it would be funny and
Really neat, really neat,

If the Lord glued all of them down
On the seat, on the seat.





