Carl Michael Bellman versei

&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp
No 38

Arrdl, hogyan allt diszérséget Mollberg
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspBoman kaplar sirjanal

,Utat!” A profosz arany szekercéjével agal,

Kotrodik is szaporan félre a nép.

< Dob > A kurtabajszu trombitas mar

Fujja is rakveres képpel hangszerét.
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspBuffog a nagydob,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspMollberg labujjhegyre all,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspDormaog és harsog,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp, Allj!” kiabal.

Mint aki megkergult, dobverét lengetve bészen

Teljes erével az ott a dobba csap.

< Dob > Amaz cintanyért verdes 0ssze,

Teli pofaval a kiirtés pruttyogat.
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspCsapol a karja:
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspSzénvondval kongat az
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspSzornyu ricsajjal
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspVasfazekat.

Joénapot, Mollberg! Mint kacsa csampaz, hii, de peckes!
Jol benyakalt, a szeme konnyel tele.
< Dob > Nyomaban meg buzgon iigetnek,
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Hl cimborai: Lazac, Vig, Durrbele.
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspZubbonya széjjel,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspRangatja derékszijat.
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspHallga, vezényel:
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp, Balra! Vigyazz!”

Jaj, mama, intsen mar oda végre hat szegénynek!

Folyton ide vigyorog, s biccent felénk.

< Dob > Ruganyosan utemre lépked.

Lépést tarts! Egy-ketté-egy! Egyszerre 1épj!
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspS mily elegans, ni:
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspUj pardka, rajta copf,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspTiszta kamasni,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspGyaszszalagok!

Cajsa, a Dalberg néje meg all busan pityeregve,

Fekete szoknyaban, s bavan kancsalit.

< Dob > Hegedtjét nyaggatja egyre

A fogadds, s ime szol a harfa, csitt!
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspLam, imakonyvet
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspMarkolaszva billeg ott
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspGyaszban az 6zvegy,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp]dl beivott.

Jon a menet. Mondd, temetni vajh’ kit visznek éppen?

A szegény Boman az, vizkor 6lte meg.

< Dob > Lam, cimboraja megy kozépen,

Wingmark: a fején pardka diszeleg.
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n



bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspGyaszszalagokkal,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspMellette Bergstrom halad,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspEde csapossal,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspVeégil a pap.

Ott megy a Szent Katalin templom csampas toronydre,

Ott meg a Bujj-be kocsmaros kocog.

< Dob > Na most, dobos, csapj jol a borre!

Triangulum csilingel, és szdl a dob.
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspOtt ni, a kantor
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspAsét hurcol, rajta fold,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspRészeg a jambor,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspUtemre diilong.

Boman a kaplar mar deszkat arul. Odavan hat?

Hat bizony 6 oda, vége van neki.

< Dob > A Barna Ajtoban a bajszat

O szegény mar soha nem vikszolja ki.
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspHajsza az élet,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspS 1dam mit ér? Lyukas hatost!
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspBucsuzunk toled,
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspCimbora, most.

Nézd csak, az 6rdog bujt ma belétek? Allj sorba!

Igazodj, a muskétakat vallra fol!

< Dob > Tisztelegj! Jobbra at! Mozogj, na!

Fol a csovet! Tiizelj! Most labhoz, okor!
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspZengje ma hosét
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspBacchus népe mindeniitt!



&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspEljen, az 6rség
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp]ol sikerilt!

&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspRakovszky Zsuzsa forditdsa

&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&n
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspNo 18
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nb
sp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspDidergés

E foldet el kell hagyni végleg,
Bacchusnak bucsut mondhatok,
Isten hozzatok, jé borok,

Nektar, mit a sziiret kipréselt
Epp mostan, éltem alkonyan.
Joijj, hivlak, kétségheesésem!
Korsom tekerd koriil kotéllel,

S akassz fel ra! egy korty csupan.

Ures kupém, mely egykor éltet
S dertt csopogtetett belém,
Most siromon hever szegény,
Mikozben mas szuszog, pofékel,
Hol én csiicstultem, éppen ott.
Mint szinpadon, a cimborakat
Ugy latom: tiiz koril pipaznak,
S a kampén mas kalapja 16g.

Rémlik, kupat urit az EInok

A kocsmaasztal tulfelén,

S babéros kancsét nyujt felém
R6t parazsas pipaja mellol,

Am kancsi, vak, mint jémagam.
De mar nem érzek izt a szamon,



Akar a frissen sult kalacson,
A 1égy, mivel melege van.

A négyes szamu Kkrigli Ore,
Rézsas pofaju cimboram,
Mint anglius matréz, vidam,
Akarha tiz font von a bére -
Kild am a poklok mélyire,
Es menten kétfelé hasitna
Ha lelkem ég6 kinjait ma
Feledve, nem iszom vele.

De nem: nem izleli a nyelvem
Tobbé az 6bor csoppjeit:

Még anniyt nyog ki tan: proszit,
S a vér megall az ereimben;
Mar zsibbatag, nehéz a comb,
Karom jeges, fagyott a 1dbam,
Orrom csOp0dg, s az éjszakaban
A lelkem rémiilten bolyong.

Igen, ahol Bacchus mosolygott
Szuszékomrdl is egykoron,
Mivel kecsegtetsz még, csehdm?
Utravalém sovany savé most

Es zabpehelyleves csupan,
Hashajtopor papirtasakja,
Doktorkopeny, sok szaraz flaska:
Csak ezt hagyom magam utan.

&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspéen
bsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp
&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspBaka Istvan forditdsa

(Szegedi Radio, 1993)
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