Ludomir Rézycki - Ballada, op. 60, st. Adam Asnyk (parafraza)

Ballada

Chlopca mego | mi zabrali, |
W $wiat daleki | go pognali, |
Matulu! |

W $wiat daleki | go pognali, |
Datam na mszg | sznur korali: |
Niechaj Pan Bog

go ocali, |

Matulu! |

Do szeregu poszedt z bronia, |
Smier¢ tam pewna; |

poszedt po nig: |

Mito$¢ moja nic nie moze, |
ani zal mdj | nie pomoze. |

Nie pytaja, |czy kto ginie, |
nie pytaja wrogi! |

Czy sercom ludzkim drogi? |

Czy placz siostry za nim ptynie? |
czy matka umiera z trwogi, |
kiedy pyta $mierci srogiej, |

Kto ginie? |
I ptacze z bolu, trwogi, |
I ptacze z bolu, trwogi. |

Tam samotnie ginie z rany, |
z dala swoich, |
na zoranej krwig ziemi. |

Spojrzyj na nas, Ty, Panienko, |
I nad serca mego meka |
zlityj sie,

0 gwiazdzista |

Niebieskiego dnia jutrzenko! |
Oston jego swoja reka, |
przeczysta! |

W $wiat daleki | go pognali, |
Datam na mszg | sznur korali: |
Niechaj Pan Bog

go ocali, |

Matulu!

Transkrypcja fonetyczna

Xwoptsa mego | mii zabralii, |
f §viat dalekii | go pognalii, |
matulu! |

f §viat dalekii | go pognalii, |
dawam na mge | snur koralii: |
Nexaj pan bug

2o otsalii, |

matulu! |

do seregu pogedw z brona, |
$miert§ tam pevna; |
posedw pong:|

miiwosts moja nits ne moze, |
ani zal muj | pe pomoze. |

ne pitaja, [{st kto giipe, |
e pitajdw vrogii! |

tsi sertsom lutskiim drogii? |

ﬁi pwats costri za pim pwine? |
tst matka umiera s trfogi, |
kiedi pita Smiertei srogiej, |

kto giipe? |
ii pwatge z bulu, trfogii, |
i pwatse z bulu, trfogii. |

tam samotne giine z rant, |
z dala sfojix, |
na zorangj krfia zemdi. |

spojzij na nas, ti, panpenko, |
i nat sertsa mego meka |
zliituj e&w,

o gviazdzista |

nebieskiego dnpa jut-senko! |
oswon jego sfoj3w renk3dw, |
psetsista! |

f §viat dalekii | go pognalii, |
dawam na mge | snur koralii: |
Nnexaj pan bug

go otsalii, |

matulu!

Ballade

They away took | my beloved boy, |
And they drove him | into far world, |
My Mother! |

And they drove him | into far world, |
I gave a string | of beads for Mass: |
May God save him,

may God save him, |

my Mother! |

Into ranks he went with his gun, |
Death certain there; |

he went for it: |

My love cannot do anything, |
neither my grief | will help my boy. |

They do not ask | who is dying, |
Enemies do not question! |

Do people’s hearts long for him? |

Does his sister’s cry follow him, |
does his mother die of despair, |
when she asks terrible death, |

Who’s dying? |
And cries in pain and fear, |
And cries in pain and fear, |

There he dies alone from his wound |
far from loved ones, |
on heavily blood-soaked ground. |

Look upon us, Virgin Mary |
And over my heart’s agony |
Have compassion, |

oh Morning Star |

Morning Star of heavenly day! |

Stretch your gracious hand to save him |
Holy Virgin! |

And they drove him | into far world, |
I gave a string | of beads for Mass: |
May God save him,

may God save him, |

my Mother!



