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Yasamaya mecbursun

Bugiin canin ¢ok sikkin, hersey sana zor
geliyor. Olabilir!

Bugiin agkin bitmis, o seni terkedip
gitmis. Olabilir!

Sanki sen hi¢ bilmedigin bir kaos
icindesin. Kimbilir!

Giinlerin getirdigi, senin yitirdiklerin
Sanki hi¢ umut yok, ¢ok yorgunsun

Ne olursa olsun, yasamaya mecbursun
Ne olursa olsun, yasamaya mecbursun

Bugiin duydugun haberler sana utang
veriyor. Olabilir!

Bugiin din ve irk ugruna cinayet
isleniyor. Olabilir!

Mostar Kopriisii ¢okmdis,

Neretva ne kadar tizgiin. Kimbilir!
Giinlerin getirdigi aglik ve gozyas:
Insan hep umut eder, biliyorsun bunu

Ne olursa olsun, yasamaya mecbursun
Ne olursa olsun, yasamaya mecbursun

Emina

Kapidzik otvori jer moga mi dina
Izvali¢u direk i baglame tvrde

Pa neka se na me svi alimi srde

Jer za tobom delija umire, Emina
Sino¢ kada se vracah iz topla hamama
Prodoh pokraj basce staroga imama
Kad tamo u bas¢i, u hladu jasmina

S ibrikom u ruci stajase Emina

Ja joj nazvah Selam, jest, tako mi dina
Nesce ni da cuje lijepa Emina

Vec u srebren ibrik zahvatila vode

Pa niz bas¢u dule zalijevati ode

You have to go on living

Today you feel down, and everything
seems harder; So be it!

Today, your love may have ended, they
may have left you; So be it!

As if you're in a chaos you’ve never
known. Who knows!

What the days bring, what you've lost
It feels like there’s no hope, you're so
tired

Whatever happens, you have to go on
living. Whatever happens, you have to
go on living

The news you heard today fills you
with shame. So be it!

Today, for religion and race, people
commit murder. So be it!

The Mostar Bridge has collapsed, how
sad the Neretva is. Who knows!

The days bring tears and hunger,

[Yet] humans always hope, you know

Whatever happens, you have to go on
living. Whatever happens, you have to
go on living

Emina

Open the little gate, by my faith I beg
you. I'll tear out the post and the
stubborn hinges. Let all the learned men
be angry with me. For because of you a
brave man is dying, Emina. Last night,
as I returned from the warm bath, I
passed by the garden of the old imam.
And there, in the garden, in jasmine’s
shade, With a pitcher in her hand, stood
Emina. I greeted her with “Selam” —
yes, by my faith. But beautiful Emina
would not even hear it. She dipped the




Pa niz bas¢u dule zalijevati ode

S grana vjetar duhnu, pa niz pledi puste
Rasplete joj one pletenice guste
Zamirisa kosa ko zumbuli plavi

A meni se krenu bururet u glavi

Zamal' ne posrnuh, mojega mi dina

Ali mi ne dode lijepa Emina

Samo me je jednom pogledala mrko

Al' haje al¢ak $to za njome crkoh

Niti haje al¢ak Sto za njome crkoh

Ajsi, ajSa, jabasa
Konja jase subasa

Po basdi se Sece, a ple¢ima krece

Ni hodZin mi zapis, niSta pomoc¢' nece
Ja kakva je pusta, moga mi imana
Stid je ne bi bilo da je kod Sultana
Stid je ne bi bilo da je kod Sultana

Umro stari pjesnik, umrla Emina
Ostala je pusta basca od jasmina
Umro stari pjesnik, umrla Emina
Ostala je pusta basc¢a od jasmina

Salomljen je ibrik, uvelo je cvijece
Pjesma o Emini nikad umrijet' nece
Salomljen je ibrik, uvelo je cvijece
Pjesma o Emini nikad umrijet' nece

Sejdefu majka budase

Sejdefu majka budase

ustani kceri moja, Sejdefo

Zar mislis majko

da ja spim

ja ti se mlada s duSom dijelim
zovi mi majko komsSije

i prvo moje gledanje

Sto smo se majko gledali

u Sajku ladu na more

silver pitcher, drew up water. And went
along the garden, watering the roses.

A breeze blew from the branches, and
down her houlders, unbinding her thick
dark braids. Her hair began to smell like
blue hyacinths, and my head began to
spin. I almost stumbled, by my faith,
but beautiful Emina did not come to me.
She only once gave me a stern glance,
Yet the wicked one cares not that I died
for her.

Ayshi, aysha, yabasha,

The subasa rides his horse.

He strolls through the garden, his
shoulders swaying, neither prayer nor
holy verse can help me now. Oh, how
empty she is—by my faith. There’d be
no shame if she were with the Sultan.

The old poet has died; Emina is gone.
The garden stands abandoned, no more
jasmine.

The pitcher is broken, the flowers
withered.But the song of Emina will
never die.

Sejdefa's mother wakes her

Sejdefa’s mother wakes her:

“Rise, my daughter Sejdefa!”

“Do you think, mother, that I'm asleep?
At my young age, I'm already parting
with my soul. Call the neighbours,
mother, and hear my first love—

the one whose eyes met mine

on a boat out at sea.”




Drama Kopriisii / Debreli Hasan

Drama kopriisii bre Hasan gece mi
gectin? Ecel serbetini bre Hasan
O0lmeden mi i¢tin? Anadan babadan bre
Hasan nasil vazgectin?

At martini debreli Hasan daglar inlesin
Drama mahpusunda bre Hasan namin
yurasun.

Drama kopriisii, bre Hasan, dardir
gecilmez. Soguktur sulari, bre Hasan,
bir tas icilmez. Anadan gegilir, bre
Hasan, yardan gegilmez .

Mezar taslarmi bre Hasan koyun mu
sandm? Adam oldiirmeyi, bre Hasan
oyun mu sandin? Drama mahpusunu,
bre Hasan evin mi sandin?

Aman bre Deryalar

Aman bre deryalar, kanlica deryalar
Biz nisanliy1z, deryalar, biz nisanlyiz
Ikimiz de bir boydayiz, biz delikanlyiz

Kircaali'yle Arda arasi, saat sekiz sirasi,
Yusuf'um, saat sekiz sirasi,

Civan da Yusuf'umu Ardalar aliyor,
yoktur, ah, caresi

Aman bre deryalar, kanlica deryalar
Biz nisanliyiz, deryalar, biz nisanhyiz
Ikimiz de bir boydayiz, biz delikanliy1z

Cikar abani, poturunu Yusuf'um
Dalgalar artacak, Yusuf'um, dalgalar
artacak

Demedim mi civan Yusuf'um
“kay1gimiz batacak?

Drama Bridge / Hasan from Debre

Did you cross the Drama bridge, oh
Hasan, at night? Did you drink the cup
of death, oh Hasan, before you died?
How did you turn away from your
mother and father, oh Hasan?

Mount your rifle, Debreli Hasan, let the
mountains resound. Let your name
spread in the Drama prison, oh Hasan.

The Drama Bridge is narrow, oh Hasan,
it can't be crossed. Its waters are cold,
oh Hasan, no one can drink a cup. One
can turn away from one’s mother, oh
Hasan, but not from one’s lover.

Did you think the gravestones, oh
Hasan, were sheep? Did you think
killing a man, oh Hasan, was a game?
Did you think the Drama prison, oh
Hasan, was your house?

Oh Bloody Seas

Oh seas, bloody seas

We are engaged, seas, we are engaged
We are both the same size, we are both
young.

Between Kircaali and Arda, around
eight o’clock, my Yusuf, around eight
o’clock. Arda river is taking my brave
Yusuf, there is no remedy ah.

Oh seas, bloody seas

We are engaged, seas, we are engaged
We are both the same size, we are both
young

Take off your coat and trousers, my
Yusuf. The waves will rise, my Yusuf,
the waves will rise. Didn’t I tell you,
brave Yusuf, “our boat will sink”?




Ederlezi

Sa o0 Roma, babo, e bakren ¢inen
A me, Coro, dural besava

A, odo, daje, amaro dive

Amaro dive, Ederlezi

E devado babo, babo, amende bakro
Sa o Roma, babo, e bakren ¢inen
Ej!

Sa o0 Roma, babo, babo

Sa 0 Roma, o daje

Sa o0 Roma, babo, babo

Ej! Ederlezi, Ederlezi

Sa o0 Roma, daje

Ej!

Hidrellez

Uziimiin ¢6piine, armudun sapina

Ne talipleri harcadim, koydum kapiya.
Esime dostuma, giildiirme komsuma
Neredeyse kismetim Rabbim ¢ikar
karsima.

Huyuna huyuma, buyunu boynuma
uydur
koynuna.

kurban oldugum, gireyim
Ay, ay, ay, evde kaldim vay

Kismetim baglands, tutustum eyvah

Ay, ay, ay, evde kaldim vallah

Adaklar adadim, tutsun ingallah.

Osman Aga
Osman Aga no¢ima lumpuje
za rakiju to se zna , zadnju paru da
Osman Aga imas$ lepu ¢erku
daj mi je, daj mi je , za bure rakije
Osman Aga ti si meraklija
Osman Aga ti si sevdalija
¢erka ti je kao cvet
da ti budem zet

Ederlezi

When the Romani come together, father,
and the bells ring out

And I, young one, will gladly dance

Oh mother, oh father, our day has come
Our day has come — Ederlezi

And may God bless us, father, father
When the Romani come together, father,
and the bells ring out, Hey!

When the Romani come together,
father, father

When the Romani come together, oh
mother

Hey! Ederlezi, Ederlezi

When the Romani come together,
mother, Hey!

Hidrellez

I find fault with the grape’s pit, the
pear’s stem, I've sent so many suitors
away, I pushed them out the door.

If it’s meant to be, may God bring my
future spouse to me.

May my destined partner match me
perfectly, and let me fall into their arms.
Ay, ay, ay, I couldn’t get married, oh
My destiny is blocked, I'm burning
inside oh dear

Ay, ay, ay, I couldn’t get married, truly
I made vows, may they be accepted

Osman Aga

Osman Aga parties all night long
Everyone knows he drinks rakija
Even his last coin goes to it. Osman Aga,
you have a beautiful daughter. Give her
to me, give her to me for a barrel of
rakija. Osman Aga, you are a pleasure-
seeker. Osman Aga, you are a romantic
soul.Your daughter is like a flower
Let me become your son-in-law
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Ori1, Mmaae, maae

Or11, mase, maze, TH, crapa

Maae, T uyaa au cu, 9yaa u pasdbpaaa
Tu uyaa au cu, yyaa u pasdbpaaa

Ye M1 ce >)XKeHU IBPBOTO A100€?

B ropa au aa naa aa ce obecs

B Tynaxa au aa naa aa ce ogass?

He, Mbaun cune, MbA4M, He Aymaii

A3 1m1e ga naa ga T IIOMCKaM

A3 111e ga 1aa ga T IIOMCKaM

/Ja T momuckam gpyra HeBecTa

/Ja Tu 1IonucKkam Apyra HepecTa
Anabep Mapmiika, Halll' Ta KOMIIINIIKa
O, maae, maae, Ti, crapa, Maae

A3 He c uckaM Anab6ep Mapniika

A3 He cu ckaM Anadep Mapuiika

A3 Hall ci cKaM ITBbPBOTO A100€

Durme, durme, kerido ijico

Durme, durme querido hijico.
Durme, durme sin ansia ni dolor.
Cierra tus luzyos ojitos,

Durme, durme con savor.

Cierra tus luzyos ojitos,

Durme, durme con savor.

De la cuna saliras,

y ala scola entraras

y tu alli mi querido hijico
a meldar t" ambezaras.

y tu alli mi querido hijico

De la scola saliras,
Novia hermosa tomaras
y entonces querido hijico
criaturas tiniras.

y entonces querido hijico
criaturas tiniras.

Oh, mother, mother

Oh, mother, mother, have you heard,
heard and understood? Have you
heard, heard and understood? That my
first love is getting married?

Should I go to the forest to hang
myself? Should I go to Tundja to drown
myself?

No, be quiet, son, be quiet, don't talk
I'm going to ask for you, I'm going to
ask for you, for another bride, for
another bride. Dilber Mariyka, our
neighbor .

Oh, mother, mother, I don't want Dilber
Mariyka, I don't want Dilber Mariyka. I
want my first love the most.

Sleep, sleep my beloved son

Sleep, sleep my beloved son

Sleep, sleep with no worries nor pain.
Close your beautiful eyes,

Sleep, sleep favorably.

Close your beautiful eyes,

Sleep, sleep favorably.

From your crib you'll leave,

And to school you'll go

And it's there my beloved son

That you'll learn to read.

And it's there my beloved son

That you'll learn to read.

From school you'll leave,

With a beautiful bride in hand,

And it's then my beloved son

That you'll have children of your own.
And it's then my beloved son

That you'll have children of your own.




Iste Hendek iste Deve

Kuyu basina vardim Zeynep'i gore'm
diye. Nasil haberin' almigsa day1 emmi
hep or'da. Dediler, “Ne ararsin? Kizi
almak mu istersin? Sana bir ¢ift soziimiiz
var hele buysa niyetin”. Iste hendek, iste
deve, ya atlarsin ya diisersin. Baktin
olmaz, vazgegersin, zordur almak
bizden kizi. Iste Halep, iste arsin, ya
asarsin ya bigersin. Baktin olmaz,
vazgegcersin, zordur almak bizden kizi.
Sogidin  dali uzun, Bargin gonli
hiiziin. Elim eline degmedi, varin

anlayin gayri.

Here’s the ditch, here’s the camel

I reached the wellhead to see Zeynep.
As if they heard the news, her uncles
were already there.

They said, “What are you looking for?
Do you want to take the girl?

We have a few words for you if that is
your intention. Here’s the ditch, here’s
the camel —either you jump over, or
you fall. Here is Aleppo, here is the
cubit, you either grow it or you reap it.
If you see it’s impossible, you give up;
it’s hard to take a girl from us.”

The willow’s branch is long, Baris’s
heart is sorrowful. My hand has not
touched hers—so understand it now.




