PA3BOJIE CE MJIAIO MAKEIIOHYE

Pasboie ce miago MakemoHue,
HHUKOj HeMa OfI POfi [a I'0 BUOH,
//O® nene, 3aBanu amaH, amMaH jabaunuye.//

CaMo JoIIyio egHO Majigj MOMe,
MaJjioj MOMe, HerOBO KOMIIIMBYE,
//O¢ nene, 3aBanu aMaH, aMaH OKO KaJemno.//

[oHerno My gBe-Tpu 61aru IOHYOH,
»,3€MH JIyIOo The Ojaru MoHymu.”
//Od nene, 3aBanu amaH, amaH jabaunuye.//

,Hejkam, MoMe Tue GJiaTH ITOHYOH.
Cpie Mmu u3rope MoMe 3a tebe.
//O¢ nene, Tu4YHO JIe, MOPU MOMeE, OKO KaJlelro.//

Ajnme ma ce HUe [Bajlla 3eMeMe,
0oyiKa ma MU MHHeE, Cplie He BeHe.”
//Od nene, TUYHO JIe, MOPU MOMeE OKO KaJlello.//

RAZBOLE SE MLADO MAKEDONCE

Raz-bo-le se mla-do Ma-ke-don-Ce,
ni-koj ne-ma od rod da go vi-di,
//Of le-le, za-va-li a-man, a-man ja-ban-dzi-ce.//

Sa-mo dos-lo ed-no ma-loj mo-me,
ma-loj mo-me, ne-go-vo kom-Siv-Ce,
//0f le-le, za-va-li a-man, a-man o-ko ka-le-So.//

Do-ne-lo mu dve-tri bla-gi po-nu-di.
“Ze-mi lu-do ti-e bla-gi po-nu-di.”
//Of le-le, za-va-li a-man, a-man ja-ban-dzi-ce.//

“Nej-kam mo-me ti-e bla-gi po-nu-di.
Sr-ce mi iz-go-re mo-me za te-be.
//Of le-le, li¢-no le, mo-ri mo-me o-ko ka-le-So.//

Aj-de da se ni-e dvaj-ca ze-me-me,
bol-ka da mi mi-ne, sr-ce ne ve-ne.”
//Of le-le, li¢-no le, mo-ri mo-me o-ko ka-le-So.//

RAZBOLE SE MLADO MAKEDONCE

Razbole se mlado Makedonce,
nikoj nema od rod da go vidi,
//Of lele, zavali aman, aman jabandzice.//

Samo dosSlo edno maloj mome,
maloj mome, negovo komsivce,
//Of lele, zavali aman, aman oko kale$o.//

Donelo mu dve-tri blagi ponudi.
“Zemi ludo tie blagi ponudi.”
//Of lele, zavali aman, aman jabandzice.//

“Nejkam mome tie blagi ponudi,
Srce mi izgore mome za tebe.
//Of lele, li¢no le, mori mome oko kaleso.//

Ajde da se nie dvajca zememe,
bolka da mi mine, srce ne vene.”
//Of lele, li¢cno le, mori mome oko kaleso.//

RAZBOLE SE MLADO MAKEDONCE

A young Macedonian man became ill,
and he has no family to see him.
//Ah my, my, the poor foreign guy.//

Only a young girl came,
a young girl, his neighbor.
//Ah my, my, a dark-eyed girl.//

She brought him a couple of sweet offerings.
“Young man, take these sweet offerings.”
//Ah my, my, the poor foreign guy.//

“Young girl, I don’t want those sweet offerings.
My heart has burned out for you.
//Ah my, my, beautiful dark-eyed girl.//

Let’s the two of us get married,

so my pain goes away and my heart stops
withering.”

//Ah my, my, beautiful dark-eyed girl.//
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