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Novy Spali¢ek, H.288 (1942)
(Folk-songs)

[1] Bohata mila

Dybych védél ja, ze nebudes ma,
osedlal bych si konitka, ty dévecko, ty malucka,
jel bych do pola.

Mezi vojaky, mezi sedlaky,
nevyplati§ mé, milenko,
pékné zlaté mé srdenko,
Styrma dukaty.

Dybys chodila, pékné prosila,
v pékném, bilém férusecku,
zlato nosila.

A ja bych rada, muj synecku,
vyplatila, sto tolarama.

[2] Opustény mily

Ach, vychodi, vychodi nad Jabornikem hvézda, pro¢ se ti, dévecko, moja laska nezda?
Ach, pro¢ se ti, dévecko, ma laska nelubi, dyt sme my sedavali jako dva holubi.

[3] Touha

A ja mam doma bratra rybare, ¢o mne on kazdu rybu ukéaze,

A ja se stanem drobnu rybecku, budu plavati bystru vodi¢ku.

A mam ja doma bratra vézdare, co on mi kazdl vézdu ukaze.
A ja se stanem vézdu na nebi, a svitit budu po celé zemi.

[4] Zviedava dievéa

Dievéa umiralo, eSte zavolalo: ¢ na druhem sveté mladenci budété?
Budéme, budéme, siva holubitka, budéme miluvat tvé ¢ervené licka.

[5] Vesela dievéa

Dybych ja méla sukriu, ¢ervenu, vdavala bych sa kazdl nedélu.
Dybych ja méla ¢erveny 5atek, vdavala bych sa kazdicky svatek.

[6] Smutny mily
Ej, smutno je mné, smutno, veselo mné neni, ej, ze mné vypovida moje potéseni.

Ej, uz mné tak nebude, jak mné byvavalo, ej, kdyz mné z hory z doly slunko svitivalo.
Ej, uz mné tak nebude, jak mné bylo vloni, vyrost mné hiebi¢ek na suchej jabloni.

Ej, smutno je mné, smutno, na mojim srdecku, jak dyby ho svazal hedbavni Sriurecku.

Ja, hedbavna sruretka, ta je tuze tenka, ja, ona se viezala do mého srdenka.
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New Anthology
(Folk-songs)

[1] Rich Lover

If | knew you wouldn’t be mine,
I'd saddle the horse, my girl,
and ride away.

Won't you pay me off among the soldiers,
among the farmers, my love,

my golden little heart,

with four ducats?

If you were to go and ask nicely,
wearing a nice white pinafore,
bearing gold.

I'd love to, my boy,

love to pay a hundred thalers for you.

[2] Jilted Lover

Oh, a star is rising above Jabornik, why don’t you, my girl, love me?
Oh, why don’t you like my loving you, we used to huddle like two doves.

[3] Longing

And | have a brother at home, an angler, he shows me every fish,
And I'll be a little fish, swimming in the swift stream.

And | have a star-gazer brother at home, he shows me every star.
And I'll be a star in the sky, and shine on the whole world.

[4] A Wondering Girl

A girl was dying, she still called: lads, are you going to be on the other side?
We will be, we will, grey little dove, we’ll love your red little cheeks.

[5] A Merry Girl

If I had a red skirt, I'd be wed every Sunday.
If | had a red scarf, I'd be wed every, every feast day.

[6] Sad Lover

Ey, | am sad, sad, I'm not happy that my girl wants me no more.

Ey, I'll never feel like | used to, when the sun shone from hill and dale on me.

Ey, I'll never feel like | did last year; the dry apple tree has sprouted a nail for me.
Ey, | am sad, sad, in my heart, as if it were bound by a silken thread.

Yes, a silken thread, so thin, it has cut my heart.
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[7] Prosba

Dej mné, Boze, ten dar, co se mné v noci zdéal, pod naSim vokénkem, hezké Sohajek stal.
Cernooky synek, jako rozmarynek, co se mné naprosil, o zlaté prstynek.
o zlaté prstynek, o zeleny vinek, abych mu ho dala, ze je hodny synek.

[8] Vysoka veza

Aj, veza veza, vysoka veza, ztratil jsem pérko od milej beza.
A kdo ho naSel, nech mné ho vrati, 8ak mu milenka dobre zaplati.

Rikadla a pisné na texty ¢eske lidové poezie, H.282bis (1940)
(texts collected by Karel Jaromir Erben)

[9] Koni¢ky na ouhoie

Ci jsou to konicky,

na tom nasem ouhoie?
Oni se tam pasou,

od samého poledne.

Kdybych ja védéla,
ze jsou mého milého,
ja bych je zahnala
do jetele bilého.

Kdybych ja védéla,

Ze jsou mého Jenitka,
ja bych je zahnala

do pékného zelicka.

[10] Ztraceny pantoflicek

V Strakonicich na rohu,
vedle pernikare,

ztratila jsem pantoflicek,
beZzte pro rychtare!

A vy, pane rychtafi,
fidte podle prava,
ztratila jsem pantoflicek,
nasla bych ho rada.

Ztratila jsem pantoflicek ve psenici,
ztratila jsem pantoflicek v Zité,
jen ty mné ho, muj Jenicku, hledej,
ztratila jsem pantoflicek levej.
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[7] Entreaty

Grant me, God, the gift | dreamt about in the night,

under our window, a pretty boy was standing.

A black-eyed boy like rosemary, begging a gold little ring off me.
A golden ring, a green wreath, because he was a good boy.

[8] A Tall Tower

Oh, tower, tower, tall tower, | lost a feather running from my lover.
And whoever has found i, let him give it back, she’ll sure well repay him.

Four Songs to Czech Folk Texts
(texts collected by Karel Jaromir Erben)

[9] Ponies on the Fallow Field

Whose are the ponies

On our fallow field?

They have been grazing there
ever since noon.

If | knew

that they belonged to my lover,
| would drive them

into the white clover.

If | knew

that they belonged to my Jeni¢ek,
| would drive them

into a lovely cabbage patch.

[10] My Little Lost Shoe

In Strakonice, on the corner
next to the gingerbread maker,
| lost my little slipper:

run for the magistrate!

And you, Mr Magistrate,

take charge according to the law!
| lost my little slipper

and I'd like to find it!

| lost my little slipper in the wheat,
| lost my little slipper in the rye,
Jenicek, just look for it for me -

I lost my little left slipper!
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[11] Piser nabozna

Povolal pan Biih s nebe andéla,
aby se podival , kde je Maria.
Maria kle¢i v gistém kostele,
ona se tam modli pfi bozim téle.

A kdo tu pisen tfikrat zazpiva,

tomu mily pan Buih §tésti, zdravi da.
Zpivala ji Maria panna,

kdyz kolibala boziho syna.

[12] Pozvani

Dlouho, holecku,

dlouho k nam nejdes,

ja jsem myslela,

Ze uz neprijdes.

Kdyz si k nam prisel,

pojd’ vecer s nami,

vsak nejses cizi,

jsi dobry znamy.

Three Songs after Poems by Guillaume Apollinaire, H.197 (1930)
(from Alcools, 1913, Guillaume Apollinaire, 1880-1918)
[13] La blanche neige

Hle andélé, andélé pii nebeském rdji, jeden jako dustojnik, druhy odén jako kuchtik, a ostatni péji.
Dustojniku s &tihlou tajli, po vanocich dostanes medajli. Jaro ti pfipne krasné slunce. Hle pan
kuchtik skube husy. Ach pada snih, pada, kéz bych mél svou milou ted v naruéi, v mém narudi.

[14] L’Adieu

Uz trham si vies, list se lame, podzim je mrtev, vzpomen zas. Zde na zemi se jiz neshedame, zde
neshledame se jiz, to voni ¢as, ta snitka, jez se lame, ach vzpomerite, ze ¢ekam vas.

[15] Saltimbanques

Podél zahrad a milita jede tlupa kejklita. Vzdaluji se od vesnice, bez kostelika, bez zvonice. Déti
jdou v houfu pted nimi jiné hledi za nimi. Jablori hrazou dech v sobé taji, kdyz ji zdaleka zamavaji.

Jejich torba je hranata, maji obruce ze zlata. Medvéd a opice v pestrych carech moudre slidi po
krejcarech.
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[11] A Religious Song

The Lord God called an angel from heaven
to see where Mary was.

Mary is kneeling in a bright church;

she is praying there before the Sacrament.

And whoever sings this song three times,

to him the dear Lord God will grant happiness and health.
The Virgin Mary sang it

when she rocked the Son of God to sleep.

[12] An Invitation

Dear boy, it is a long,

long time since you came to us,
it seemed to me

you would never come again.

When you come to us
come to us in the evening,
for you are no stranger,
you are a good friend.

[13] The White Snow

See those angels, angels in heavenly paradise, one as an officer, another dressed as

a cook, and the rest singing. You, officer with the slim waistline, you'll get a medal after Christmas.
Spring will be added on by the lovely sun. Look, the cook is plucking a goose. Oh, snow is falling,
would that | had my love in my arms now...

[14] Farewell

| am picking heather already, a leaf is breaking, autumn is dead, do remember again.
We’ll not meet here on earth again, not again, the scent is that of time, of the twig that breaks. Oh,
remember that | am waiting for you.

[15] The Acrobats

A band of comedians is driving past gardens and charcoal piles, leaving behind the village without
a church, without a bell-tower. A crowd of children is in the lead, others gaze after them. An
apple-tree is holding its breath in horror when it gets a wave from them. Their bag is square, their
hoops are made of gold. The bear and the monkey dressed in fancy rags knowingly pick the
coins.
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[16] Z détstvi, H.51 (1912)
(Detlev von Liliencron, 1844—-1909)

Dnes v starych listech byl jsem zahraban kdyZ jeden nahle do ruky mi pad,
na némz mne cifra roku stara zarazila ; tak davno bylo to, tak davno jiz.
Veliké, malé, hladké, vypouklé to pismo bylo a v ném kanék dost;

,Maj mily Frici! Stromy holé jsou. Na loupezniky jiz ni na vojaky

si nehrajeme. Turek zlomal nohu, a tetu Hanku boli stéale zuby.

N&5 papéa 5el kams na koroptvi hony. Vic nevim. Mam se dobre v8ak.

Pi§ brzy a bud hodné zdrav ! Sigmund tvadj bratranec a druh . .."

,Jsou stromy holé jiz." Smutek técho.slov mne nutil slozit tise listy, vzit
klobouk a rukavice, kabat, hal a ven mne nutil, ven do moji plané.

Ctyri détske pisné a fikadla, H.225 (1932)
(texts collected by Karel Jaromir Erben)

[17] Ajne, zvajne, traje

Ajne, zvajne, traje, stavéli jsme maje, na svatyho FrantiSka, pfiletéla jeptiSka, jeptisku my
prodame, koupime si korale!

[18] Vrk, vrkis

Vrka, vrka, sedlaku, sedlaku, chudy, chudy, nasej hrachu, hrachu, vdudy, vSudy, pro mé zuby,
zuby.

[19] Vstala, vstala
Vstala, vstala. vstala, devét policek oblitala, devét poli¢ek oblitala a ty jesté spis?
[20] Ma to hlavu jako ko¢ka

Ma to hlavu jako ko¢ka, ma to nohy jako koc¢ka, méa to ocas jako kocka, miouka to jako kocka a
neni to kocka. Co je to? Kocour!

[21] Koleda milostna, H.259 (1937)
(Folk poetry)

TFi sta ptacka stébetalo v tom lesiku javorovéem.

Co to oni §tébetali aj se hory zelenaly.

Svitilo se po véem dvore, po vsem dvofe az v komore.

V té komote bilé loze, na tom loZi mila lezi, zlaty prsten v ruce drzi.
Kdo ten prsten snimat bude? A kdoz jinej nez maj milej!

[22] Opusténa mila, H.67 (1912)
(Ludmila Grossmannova-Brodska, 1859-1935)

Méla jsem Sohaje, byl jak malovany, dala jsem mu 5atek pékné vySivany. VySivany Satek, vonitka
z muskatu slibil na maj kréek tfi 8ridry granatu. fikal, az na jare skfivan se ukaze, v kostele pan
pater ruce pry nam sva ze. Zatim Sohaj zomrel, zvonily mu hrany, plakaly pro ného véechny zdejsi

panny. Lazim ja mu na hrob liste¢ek Salvéje, ze zde je pochovana véechna ma nadéje.
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From Childhood

Today | was leafing through old papers when suddenly my hand picked one up with an old date on
it that made me pause; so long ago, so long ago it was.

The writing was big, small, straight and curled, with blots enough;

“My dear Fritz, the trees are bare. We don’t play robbers, nor soldiers any more.

Turek has broken a leg, and auntie Hanka has tooth-ache all the time. Father

has gone to shoot partridge somewhere. | do not know anything more. But | am well.

Write soon and keep in good health! Your cousin and friend, Sigmund...”

‘The trees are bare now.” The sadness of those lines made me quietly put the papers back, pick
up my hat and gloves, coat, stick, and step outside, out onto my plain.

Four Children’s Songs and Nursery Rhymes

[17] One, two, three

One, two, three, we were putting up may-poles on the feast of St Francis,
a nun has flown in, we’ll sell her and buy some beads!

[18] Coo, coo

Coo, coo, peasant, peasant poor, sow some peas everywhere for my teeth...

[19] She got up, got up
She got up, got up, rushed round nine fields...and you're still asleep?
[20] It’s got a head like a cat

It's got a head like a cat, legs like a cat, tail like a cat, it miaous like a cat
and it's not a cat. What is it? A tom-cat!

[21] Carol of Love

Three hundred birds a-chirping in the maple grove,

chirping what about till the hills turn green?

Sun shining all over the yard, in the chamber.

In the chamber a white bed, in it a lovely maiden with a gold ring in her hand.
Who will take the ring off? Who else but my beloved!

[22] The Jilted Maiden

| had a lover, he was like a picture, | gave him a lovely embroidered scarf.
An embroidered scarf, a bunch of scented flowers, he promised me three strings of garnets. He
said that when the skylark appears in the spring, the Reverend Father at the church will bind our
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[23] Jaskova zpévanka, H.37 (1911)
(Kazimierz Przerwa-Tetmajer, 1865—-1940)

Kragim, kraéim mezi vrchy, hraj mi struno, hraj!
Divam se tu kol dokola, jak je 8iry kraj!

Hledim, hledim, dokola kol, zvorite housle mé!
vzal bych tohle srdce svoje v obé dlané své.
Vzal bych, vzal bych srdce svoje zvon mi struno tam!
Hodil bych je komus k noham, kdyby bylo kam.
A hodil bych je dévéici té, v dal se pisni nes,
jez se kdesi, skryva v dali, tam, hej, dole kdes!
Hodil bych je, byt by puklo, zvori ma struno,

v tmy ale jenom jediné té co se libi mi.

Neni ji, véak, nikde neni, hraj mi struno, hraj,
jenom oc¢i moje leti, na svéta az kraj!

[24] Mluv ke mné dal, H.66 (1912)
(Kazimierz Przerwa-Tetmajer)

Mluv ke mné dal neb nikdo neslysi slov tvojich ¢ar mé Zaly utisi jak kvéty bych tva slova miloval.
Mluv ke mné dal.

Mluv ke mné dal o sladkych hovorech ja zde tu snil a kazdy slova dech v mém srdci sen a Stésti
vyvolal.

Mluv ke mné dal .

Dvé balady na slova lidove poezie, H.228 (1932)
[25] Putovali hudci

Putovali hudci, tfi varni mladenci. Putovali polem, rozmlouvali spolem.

Uhlédli tam dfevo, dievo javorové, na huslicky dobré. Pojdme mi ho stati, husli nadélati,

budi s ného troje hisle hlasné!

Ponejprv zarubli, drevo zasinalo, podruhé natali, dfevo zaplakalo, potreti zatali, dfevo promluvilo:
sNerubejte hudci, pfeSvarni mladenci, nejsem ja to dievo, jsem ja krev a télo.

Koren vykopeijte, otci mé dodejte, otcovi na radost a matce na zalost.

Ta mne zakinula, ze jsem s milym stala! O ne§¢asna mati, ktera kine déti!

[26] Sirota

Sla sirota hledat svoji mamuli¢ky. Kaj idé$ dévecko, mila sirote¢ko? Tva mamicka lezi u tych
velkych dvefi, ulom su prate¢ek klapni na hrobecek.

Aj, kdo mi to klupe po mojem hrobecku? To jsem ja maticko, vemté mne tam k sobé do tej ¢ernej

zemé. Co bys tu jidala sirotko méa mila, dybych rano stala pisecek sbirala, co bys tu pijala, dybych
rano stala, rosi¢ku sbirala? Di dévéa do domu mas tam mladi mamu. Jak do domu prisla, matka ju
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hands together. The boy has died, the bell has tolled, all his girls here have all cried. | am putting a
sprig of sage on his grave, that's where all my hopes lie buried.

[23] Jasek’s Song

Walk, | walk among the hills — play, my string, oh play —

| look around; how broad the landscape is!

I look, | look around. Peal magically!

| would take this heart of mine in both my hands.

| would take, | would take my heart. Peal, o string, for me there.

| would throw it (my heart) at somebody's feet if there were such a place.
| would throw it into wild eyes: go far, my wish,

which is hidden somewhere in the distance: hey there, a voice below!
| would throw it even if it bursts.

My land, | carry the string, but only to the one girl that | like.

But there is no such girl anywhere. Play for me, o string, play.

Only my eyes fly to the edge of the world.

[24] Talk to me further

Talk to me further, for no-one hears the magic of your words that sooth my woes,

| would love your words like | love flowers.

Talk to me further.

Talk to me further about the sweet talk | have dreamt about, with every word’s breath filling my
heart with hope and happiness.

Talk to me further...

Two Ballads to Folk Texts
[25] Travelling Fiddlers

Fiddlers on the road, three dashing fellows, walking and talking to each other.

They spotted some wood, maple wood, good for fiddles. Let’s cut it down, make violins, there’s
enough for three sound violins!

As they hewed, the wood hissed, second time the wood cried, third time the wood spoke: “Do not
hew, fine fellows, | am not wood, | am flesh and blood.

Dig up the roots, take me to my father, my father to please, my mother to grieve.

She cursed me for being with my boy. Oh, wretched mother who curses her children!”

[26] The Orphan

An orphan girl went looking for her dear mother. Where are you going, little orphan girl?
Your mother lies before the great gate. Pick a twig and knock on the grave.

Ey, who is knocking on my grave? It's me, mother, take me to you in the black earth. What would
you eat here, my dear, if | got up in the morning and picked a little sand; what would you drink
here, if | got up in the morning and collected some dew? Go home, dear, you have a young
mother there. As soon as she got home, the mother picked her up, spun her round three times and
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popadla, trikrat zatocila, za pec ju hodila. A Anicka lezi za pecem v kitecku. Prisli dva andélé, vzali
ji pod kidla. vyletéli nizko, vzlétéli vysoko.

Nasla jiz sirota, svoji mamulicky.

[27] Ty pi&es mi, H.48 (1912)
(Adolf Heyduk, 1835-1923)

Ty pises mi, ze pod okénci tvymi juz ptace kridélek svych pérce cisti, a mladé jaro s rymi
lahodnymi své pisné Sepce na javoru listi, a drobné zkazky na lip fadu dlouhou, 6 nepi$ tak, sic
pro té umru touhou.

A pises mi, ze na smréi a kiovi za rana slunko milym zrakem svita, Zze sladce dyse rozkvét
Serikovy, a briza v kader jehnédky juz vplita, ze haj i luhy zpévankou jsou pouhou, 6 nepis tak, sic
pro té umru touhou.

A pises mi, ze v jas se 8ati strané, a stara stremcha Zze se opét zdobi, ze sedly viastovice kolem
bané, a motyl v kukli lesk svych kiidel robi, ze diamanty horskou kvapi strouhou, 6 nepis tak, sic
pro té umru touhou!

A pise$ mi: Zel, ze tu nejsi také, bys se mnou ziel, jak v rozpucilém snéti svou radost zvatla ptace
temnozraké, a polnym fiadrem svatek jara svéti, kdyz reka z rana zlatou blyska prouhou, 6 nepis
tak, sic pro té umru touhou!

. V8ak ne, jen pi§, vzdyt Zelet neustanu, az cely Zivot na piseri se zméni, az v nebi oka tvého
hvézdou vzplanu a ret tvaj sen mych prani oruméni, pak cely zivot modlitbou bud pouhou: o Biih té
chrarn, sic umru, draha touhou!

[28] Pfani mamince, H.279bis (1939)
(Jifi Mucha, 1915-1991)

Toéi se kolo, toci, jako by mlynska voda na néj padala, to¢i se, nitku naviji, a na ni roky stale
dokola.
Toéi se kolo, to¢i, uz na padesat let. Dej Bih ty vase roky, ve zdravi navijet.

Dvé pisné, H.213 (1932)

[29] Chory podzim
(Guillaume Apollinaire, from Alcools, 1913)

Podzime chory, nejdrazsi, skonéis pout, az uragan zacne vat ti zas do razi.

A az do sadu tvych napadne snih.

Podzime muj, bohatsi zmiras a vio¢kx bilé plody té zdobi. Z hlubin nebeskych krahujci shlizeji na
vodniky a rusalky rusé, kterym je navzdy bez lasky Zzit. Z dali fije hlas zvuéi, teskné troubeni. Jak
jsem, podzime, rad, kdyz mi tvé hlasy zni, ovoce kryz na zem pada a vitr kdyz v slzach podzimu
ze zahrad listi hnané oplakava. Povadlou lici, nadraZzi spici, ziti prchajici.
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threw her behind the oven. Annie is lying in the corner behind the oven. Two angels turn up, take
her under their wings, fly low, rise high.

Now the orphan has found her beloved mother.

[27] You write to me

You write to me that under your windows a little bird is cleaning its wing feathers, and that young
spring is whispering its lovely rhymes on the maple’s leaves and chatting to the long line of limes,
oh, do not write, lest | die of longing for you.

And you write that in the morning the sun lovingly gazes at the spruces and scrub, that the lilac’s
blooms sweetly breathe, the birch is knitting its catkins into curls, the grove and mead just sing a
little tune, oh, do not write, lest | die...

And you write that the hills are brightly dressed, the old cherry is decorating itself, the swallows are
perching around the dome and a butterfly in its pupa is at work on the splendour of its wings, that
diamonds are rushing down the mountain rill, oh, do not write, lest | die...

And you write: pity, you aren’t here, too, so you could watch with me a naughty little bird prattling
merrily, and the countryside celebrating the spring feast when the river of a morning flashes its
golden banner, oh, do not write, lest | die...

But no, do write, | won’t stop my lament until my life will change into a song, until | burn like a star
in your eye and your lip marks my dream’s desire with red. Then remain a mere life-long prayer:
oh, God protect you, my dear, even though I'll die of longing!

[28] Best Wishes to Mother

The wheel is turning as if the mill's water was falling on it, it turns, taking up the thread year after
year, round and round.

The wheel has been turning for fifty years. May God let you go on rolling up your years in good
health.

Two Songs

[29] Sickly Autumn

Autumn sickly and beloved

you will perish when the hurricane rages in the rose gardens
when it has snowed

in the orchards

Poor autumn

you perish in the whiteness and the richness
of snow and ripe fruits

deep in the heavens
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[30] Kvét broskvi
(Chan Yo Sun, translated by Blanka Platkova)

Kvét vabnych broskvi chvél se,

jak by v zainém vanku motyl zaval rznym kiidlem.
Voda s Usmévem zrcadli mi §tihly pen.
Kdy skongi tryzei ma?

S vychodnim vankem jde vlaha viné
rozkvétajicich broskvi z dali mi vstfic.
Vnimam ji slab a mdly.

A téZce splyva vers s malatnych reta.
Ach, kéz prijde noc a pfijme moji tryzen
v svou vlidnou narug,

touzné zadany spanek.

TFi pisni¢ky k Vanociam, H.184bis (1929)

[31] Kvoéna
(Jean Aicard, 1848-1921)

Ko, ko, ko, ¢erna slepitka,snasi vajicka.

Ko, ko, ko, dej nam, slepicko, bilé vajicko.
Ko, ko, ko, dat jej nemohu, chci mit zakratko,
Ko, ko, ko, z vejce bilého, Zluté kuratko.

Pi, pi, pi, Zluty zobacek, uz se klube ven,

Pi, pi, pi, z pefi chomacek, preje dobry den.

[32] Kure
(Ferdinand de Gramont, 1815-1897)

Malé kute, Zluté kuie, kampak ses kvo¢né zabéhlo?

Dést kuratka netési, najdi si rychle pristresi,
Dést bubnuje kap, kap, kap,

® & © 2018 Naxos Rights Europe Ltd.

the hawks glide
over the sprites with green tresses the dwarfs
who have never loved

On the edges of distant woods
the rutting stages have bellowed

And how | love O season how | love your sounds
the falling fruits and no one gathers them
the wind and the forest that weep
all their tears in autumn leaf by leaf
the leaves
that are trampled
a train
that passes
life
sold off

[30] Peach Blossom

The blossoms of the charming peach trees were shimmering,
as if a butterfly waved its rosy wing in the glowing breeze.
The smiling water mirrors the slim stem.

When will my torment end?

An easterly breeze brings me the tepid scent

of flowering peaches from afar.

| sense it, feeble and faint.

The verse slips wearily from my lips.

Ah, would night come and clasp my torment

in its kind embrace,

the longed-for sleep.

Three Songs for Christmas

[31] The Hen

Cluck, cluck...the black hen is laying eggs.

Cluck, cluck...give us, little hen, a white egg.

Cluck, cluck...I can’t, | soon want to have,

cluck, cluck... a yellow chick from the white egg.

Peep, peep...a yellow little beak is getting through,
peep, peep...a little ball of fluff, wishing you a good day.

[32] The Chick

Little chick, yellow chick, where have you strayed to from the hen?
Rain is no fun for little chicks, run and find a roof over your head.

The rain is going pat, pat, pat,

8.573823
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Neschovavej se pod okap.

Malé kure, zluté kure, kampak ses kvoéné zabéhlo?
Malé kure, zluté kure, pro¢ porad tropis neplechy?
Na zelené zahradce oSkubalo jsi kosatce.

Jsi moc bujné na svuj vék, rozhrabalo jsi zahonek.
Malé kufe, Zluté kufe, pro¢ porad tropis neplechy?

[33] Kotatko
(Léon Alfred Fourneau, 1867—-1953)

Bylo jedno kotatko, mnau, mnau, bylo jedno kotéatko, tvarilo se jak nevinatko.

Bylo tuze nezbedné, mnau, mriau, bylo tuze nezbedné, zrana, vecer i za poledne.
Koté jako z klubitka, mriau, mriau, koté jako z klubitka, tahalo ziné ze slunicka.
Sluni¢ko to dohfalo, mriau, mrau, sluni¢ko to dohralo, koté na bfisku polehtalo.
Kotatko se od smichu, miau, mriau, kotatko se od smichu, valelo v travé po kozichu.
Jak se v travé valelo, miau, mnau, jak se v travé valelo, do rybnika se zkutalelo.

Sluni¢ko ho za chvilku, miau, miau, sluni¢ko ho za chvilku, vytahlo z vody za kosilku.

Pak sluni¢ko napadlo, mrfiau, miau, pak sluni¢ko napadlo, vybilit koté jako pradlo.
Od tédoby kotata, mriau, mriau, od té doby kotata, jsou bila a ne mourovata.

[34] Vocalise, H.188 (1929)
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beneath the gutter you'll get wet.

Little chick, yellow chick, where have you strayed to from the hen?
Little chick, yellow chick, you have been up to no good all the time.
You’ve dug up the irises in the garden.

You are too unruly for your age, you've scratched the flowerbed.
Little chick, yellow chick, why are you so naughty?

[33] The Kitten

There was a little kitten, miaou, miaou, a little kitten, it looked innocent.

It was very naughty, miaou,... very naughty, in the morning, evening, at noon too.
A kitten like a little ball, miaou,... a little ball, it pulled the yarn from the sun.

The sun got irritated, miaou,... it tickled the kitten’s tummy.

The kitten, laughing, miaou,...was rolling in the grass.

As it rolled, miaou,... it fell into the pond.

The sun a moment later, miaou,...pulled it out by its shirt.

Then the sun, miaou,... got an idea: bleaching the kitten like laundry.

From that time on, miaou,...kittens are white and not besmudged.

Vocalise

Tracks 1-8,13-22,24-28,30-33 translated by Karel Janovicky
Tracks 9-12, 29 translated by Geoffrey Chew
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