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1. Néra ménulio, néra ZvaigZdeliy

1.Néra ménulio,
Neéra zvaigzdeliy,

: Nér ant $ios zemés
Linksmy kalbeliy. :

2. Aptilo oras,
Nepucia v¢jas,
: Miega gyvumas
Akis sudé¢jes. :

3. Tik tia nemiega
Aukstas kalnelis,

: Pro kurj teka
Sraunus upelis. :

4. Per siurkstus zvirgzdus
Vanduva bega,

: Ant kalno med]
Lakstingé gieda. :

5. Aina zmogelis
Net susilenkes,

: Kad per rubeziy
Bridgs ir plaukes. :

6.Ant peciy sunky
Nesulj nesa,

: I8alis Ziuri,

Ar kas negaudo. :

7.1 Salis zitiri,

Ar kas negaudo,

: Ar kas negaudo,
Gal gudas Saudo? :

1. There is no moon, there are no stars

1. There is no moon,
There are no stars,

Upon this earth

There are no happy songs.

2. The air is still,

The wind does not blow,
All life is sleeping,

All eyes are closed.

3. Only the high hill
Is still not asleep
Not far from it

A river flows.

4. Over the rough stones
The water flows,

In a tree on the hill

A nightingale sings.

5. A man is walking

All doubled over,

After crawling and swimming
Across the border.

6. On his shoulders

He carries a heavy load,
Glancing over his shoulder —
Is anyone stalking?

7. Glancing over his shoulder —
Is anyone stalking?
Is anyone stalking,
Maybe the Russian is shooting?




8.PerSove gudas 8.The Russian shot down
Zmogu, nekalta, An innocent man,

: Kraujas iSbégo, His blood flowed,
Sanariams $alta: The body grew cold.
9.Tai tau lietuvi 9. So there you have it

Ir lietuvaite, Lithuanian lads and gals,
: Linksmos daineles Such happy songs

Ir pasakaites. : And happy tales.

PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891 Bernotiskiy village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. ANELE
ZAKEVICIUTE-RAMYLIENE, b. 1896, Liuklingénai village, Krokialaukis parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1911 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972
(LTRF k 5/6). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/V/165).

2. Sudiev mergaités lietuvaités,

1.Sudiev mergaités lietuvaiteés,
Sudiev, gélelés, zolynai,
Sudiev, malonios merguzglés,
Palikit sveikos amzinai.

2. Daugiau daineliy jys auksiniy,
Nebegirdésiu skambanciy,

Anei Zodeliy mylimiausiy,
Linksmai Sirdele glostanciy.

3. Ryto, poryt a$ izvaziuoju,
IS savo Zemés prigimtos,
Kurioj Saleléj apsistosiu,
Kame mano $irdis vaitos?

4. O jus, mergaités, pasilike,
Linksmai dainuokit Lietuvoj,
Ir man nei ‘sudiev’ nesakykit,
Tik paminékite dainoj.

5. AS ir dainuosiu iSvaziaves,
Palikes viens tarp svetimy.

Ir savo tévynei brangiausiai,
Pinsiu vainikg i§ dainy.

2. Goodbye, young Lithuanian girls

1. Goodbye, young Lithuanian girls,
Goodbye, flowers and green fields,
Goodbye, sweet maidens,

May you forever be well and happy.

2. Your golden songs

I will hear no more,

Nor the loving words

That make the heart happy.

3. Tomorrow or the day after I'm
leaving

From this land of my birth,

In what land will I end up?

Where will my heart moan in sorrow?

4. You, young maidens, who remain,
Sing happily in Lithuania,

And don’t even say goodbye to me,
Only remember me in song.

5.1, too, will sing in distant lands,
Alone, among the strangers.
And for my dearest country
I’ll make a wreath of songs.




PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891 Bernotigkiai village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909, lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF
k 5/14). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/V/173).

Editors’ note: The folk song is based on a poem by A. Jokubaitis. In the recording we hear Anele
Ramyliené’s surprised exclamation: Where did you get that song from?

3. Uzaugau Lietuvoj pas savo tévelius

1.UZaugau Lietuvoj
Pas savo tévelius,

: IS¢jau vandravot,
sau laimés paieskot. :

2. IS namy eidamas,
Graudingai verkdamas,
: Parpuoliau ant keliy,
Buciavau kryzel;. :

3. Eidamas per duris —
Durelés sugirgzda,

: Susuko balseliu:

— Mieliausias siineli! :

4. Einu per kiemg —
Zitréjau per langa,
Tévelis, sunelis,
Mociuté alpstanti.

5. Einu per darzelj —
Pamatau sesele:

— O4, broli broleli,
Tu rasi vargel;.

6. Einu pro svirnelj —
Gul mano brolelis,
Negirdi, nejaucia,
Kaip skauda sirdelj.

7. Einu pro stoinelj —
Suzvingo zirgeliai,
Nereiks man kinkyti,
Su jumis vazinéti.

8. Is¢jau per vartus —
Zituréjau dar karta,
ISvydau tévelius

3.1 grew up in Lithuania

1. I grew up in Lithuania
With my parents,

I went out to wander
My fortune to seek.

2. Leaving the house
Crying sorrowfully

I fell on my knees
And kissed the cross.

3. Going out the door,
The doors creaked.
Their voices cried,
“Our beloved son!”

4. Going through the yard
Through the window I look—
My father, his son,

My mother — fainting.

5. Through the garden I walk
My sister I see

—Oh, brother dearest,
Hardships you will find!

6. I walk walk by the barn,
My brother sleeps there
He does not hear or feel
How my heart hurts.

7. I pass by the stalls,

My dearest steeds neigh,
—I’ll no longer saddle you
Nor ride you again.

8. I walked out through the gates,
Once more I look back
I see my parents




Zegnojant kelelius.

9. Vaziuodams keleliu
Su savo prieteliu,
Galingai Zitiréjau,
Tévynés gailéjau.

10. Nuvaziavus keliu
In Siauliy miestelj,
Pas vagzalg stojau
Ir tenais zegnojau.

11. Bazny¢ias, kunigus
Ir visas gimines,

Ir visg Lietuva,

Kur augau ir buvau.

12. Masinon sésdamas,
Gailingai verkdamas,
Atgalios zitr¢jau,
Lietuvos gail¢jau.

13. Masina sujudo,
Man S$irdis nulitido —
Greitai pasimaciau,
Salel¢j vokieiy.

14. Nuéjau ant kranto,
Pamaciau akriita,
Man S§irdis nulitdo,
Kaip ant baisaus siido.

15. Susédom akrite
IS visur surinkti.
Daug buvo priisoky,
Lietuviy, palioky.

16. Gilumas vandeny,
Platumas mareliy.
Gal laimés nerasim
Ant mariy prazasim?

17. Jau néra ¢ia kapy,
Baznycios, kunigy,
Sirenos uzgiedos,

O Zuvys palaidos

Blessing the paths.

9. Driving down the road
Together with my friend,
I gaze sorrowfully,

Sad to leave my land.

10. Down the road we drove —
To the city of Siauliai,

To the station I went

And there I blessed:

11. The churches, the priests,
All my kinfolk,

And all of Lithuania

Where I grew up and lived.

12. Getting into the car,
Crying sorrowfully,

I looked back again
Sad to leave Lithuania.

13. The car started moving
My heart grew sad —

Soon I saw

The land of Germany.

14. 1 went to the seashore
And saw the ship,

My heart grew heavy

As if the world was ending.

15. We got into the ship
Having come from everywhere.
There were many Prussians,
Lithuanians, and Poles.

16. The depth of the waters,
The width of the seas!
Maybe we won’t find fortune
And instead die on the seas?

17. Here there are no graves,
No churches, nor priests,
The sirens will sing,

The fish will bury us.




18. Ein vilnys kaukdamos,
Akriitg supdamos,

Nér baimés didesnés,

Neér mirties baisesnes.

19. Maldelés uzmirstos
Ten buvo atmintos,
Visokios giesmelés
Sventiausios Panelés.

20. Uz¢jo ant mislies
Aus-bromo Panelé,
Kad ciidus daryty

Ir audras stabdyty.

21. O ir zydai ¢ionai
Kur garbin adonais,
Tulmudo neziuri,
Krik§¢ionis vis myli.

22. Jau uz dieny trijy
Papuolém Londone,
Tas miestas puikiausias,
Pasaul¢j graziausias.

23. Uz dieny dvylikos
Pribuvom Najurke,

“Te Deum laudamus”
Giedojom dziaugdamos.

24. Hobene sustojom,
Po miestg vaiksc¢iojom,
Amerikos mados

Ten pirkau sau rubus.

25. Pabaigém keliong,
Daineles dainuoti,
Amerikoj mislys,

Kaip duong reik pelnyt.

26. I$éjau | miesta,
Najurka pagirta,
Sudiev dabar visiems,
Gal nepasmatysim.

27. I8¢jau ant farmy,
Prie prakeikty karviy,

18. The waves howl past us
Rocking the ship,

There’s no greater fear

Nor a worst kind of death.

19. Forgotten prayers

Were then remembered

As were all kinds of hymns
To the Blessed Virgin Mary.

20. Thoughts were turned
Toward the Gates of Dawn,
Prayers for miracles

And for the storms to abate.

21. And all the Jews are here
who worship Adonai,

They look not at the Talmud,
The Christians they do love.

22. After three days,

We reached London,

The finest city,

Most beautiful in the world.

23. After twelve days,

We finally reached New York,
Singing happily

— Te Deum Laudamus.

24. Stopped in Hoben,
Walked around the city,
America’s fashions,

My clothes I bought there.

25. We finished our journey,
Singing our songs,

We must now think

How to earn our bread in America.

26. I went out into the city
The well-praised New York,
Goodbye to all,

We may never meet again.

27. 1 went to the farm,
To those cursed cows




Nezinau ka daryt, I don’t know what to do

Zad mane i§varyt. They say they’ll kick me out.
28. Motyna mieliausia, 28. My dearest mother

IS grabo kélusi, From her grave did rise

Per marias atplaukus, Over the seas she came

I Lietuva Saukus. To call me to Lithuania again.

EUGENIJUS KALEDA, b. 1932, William Penn Patch, Pennsylvania. Lived in Shenandoah,
Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 2/29). Text transcribed and translated by Elena
Braduinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/1V/80).

Collector’s note: Eugene sang this song from the already mentioned song book, “Naujos ir
Grazios Dainos” (New and Beautiful Songs), B. Demerackas, ed., Shenandoah, Pennsylvania,
1918. I copied these words from the book. The song was entitled “Kelioné¢ | Amerika” (The
Journey to America), pp. 114-116. No author was mentioned.

Editors’ note: The lyrics of this song are by Jonas Mykolas Burkus.

4. Oh you falcon, dear falcon
4. Vai tu, sakal sakaléli
1. Oh you falcon, dear falcon,

1. Vai tu, sakal sakaléli, You fly so high,
Tu aukstai lekioji. Oh you falcon, little bird,
Ot tu, sakal paukstuzeli, Always carrying the news.

Naujienas nesioji.
2.Go and fly over the seas,

2. Vai nulék uz jiiriy mariy, Over the high hills,
Uz auksty kalneliy. There you will find a happy country
Tu rasi ten linksma Salj — The land of Lithuania.

Lietuvos zemele.
3. First with your words

3. Pirmiausiais savo zodeliais Greet my old parents,
Pasveikink tévelius. Greet my brothers and sisters
Pasveikink brolius, seseles, And all the kinfolk.

Visas giminéles.
4. And tell them all,

4. Ir jiems visiems apsakykie, Dear little bird,
Mielas paukstuzeli. How sad it is to be
Kaip yr litidna, kaip nelinksma In a foreign country.

Svetimoj Salelé;j.

MARIJA PRANSKAITYTE-PIERI, age 40-45 yrs., born and lived in Mount Carmel,
Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 1/17). Text transcribed and translated by Elena
Bradunas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/1V/17).



Editors’ note: this immigrant song draws on Antanas Vienazindis’s poem.

5. Atskrend sakalélis

1. Atskrend sakalélis
Per zalig girele,

: Atmusé sparnelius
I sausg jeglele. :

2. Paziurek, mergele,
I sausg jeglele:

: Kai pradés zaliuoti,
Tai tu bisi mano. :

3. Sausoji jeglele
Zaliuoti pradéjo,

: Kurgi tas bernelis,
Kurs mane myléjo? :

4. Ar uz jiiry mariy,
Ar uz vandenéliy?

: Ar kitas mergeles
Myléti pradejo? :

5. Nei uz jiiry mariy,
Nei uz vandenéliy,

: Tik kitas mergeles
Myléti prad¢jo. :

5. A falcon comes flying

1. A falcon comes flying
Through the green forest,
He hits his wings
Against the dry fir tree.

2. Take a look, maiden,
At the dry fir tree,
When it will turn green,
Then you will be mine.

3. The dry fir tree

Has turned all green,
Where is that young lad,
The one who loved me?

4. Is he beyond the oceans?
Is he beyond the seas?

Or has he started to love
Other young maidens?

5. He is not beyond the oceans,
He is not beyond the seas,
Only other young maidens

He has started to love.

EUGENIJUS KALEDA, b. 1932 in William Penn Patch, Pennsylvania. Lived in Shenandoah,
Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 1/43). Text transcribed and translated by Elena

Braduinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/1V/44).

Collector’s note: He sang it from memory. The song is very popular among immigrants.

6. AS, Lietuvos vaikinukas

1. AS, Lictuvos vaikinukas,
Gromatg rasysiu,

: Amerikos gyvenima
Visiem apsaky(siu). :

6. L, a Lithuanian lad, will write a letter

1. I, a Lithuanian lad,
Will write a letter,
About life in America
I will tell everyone.




2. Amerika paslovinta, 2. America is praised

Kad daug darby yra, That there is much work,

: Kai pazitirau in tuos darbus, But when I look at that work,
Asarélés by(ra). : Tears begin to fall.

3. Amerikos dailios mergos, 3. The maidens of America
Auksu suZieduotos, All wear gold rings,

: Tik neyra tokios dailios, But they are not so beautiful,
Kad nevainikuo(tos). : Since they have no wreaths.
4. AS, Lietuvos merguzgle, 4. 1, a Lithuanian maiden,
Gromatg rasysiu, Will write a letter,

: Amerikos gyvenima About life in America
Visiem apsaky(siu). : I will tell everyone.

5. Amerikos dailts vyrai, 5. The lads of America
Auksu dziegoriuoti, Are all with gold watches,

: Tik neyra toki dailds, But they are not so handsome,
Kad necebatuo(ti). : Since they do not wear boots.

ONA DIDZIUNAITE-KALEDIENE, b. 1887, Alesninkai village, Simnas parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1910 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972
(LTRF k 6/35). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR
6071/V/237).

Collector’s note: started by Mrs. Kaléda. Mrs. Ramyla said she did not know it, but when lines
or words repeated, she sang along.

7. Mudu du broliukai 7. We two brothers, both unmarried
1. Mudu du broliukai, 1. We two brothers,

Abu nezenoti, Both unmarried,

: Uzsirukj po cigara, Smoking a cigar

Ainam kaip bagoti. : We walk like the rich folk.

2. 04, tai tas cigaras 2. Oh that cigar

Yra labai geras: Is mighty fine,

: Kad ir Slapias, kai patrauki, Even though it’s wet, when inhaling
Vis diimg padaro. : It still makes some smoke.

3. Kaip lietus uzeina 3. When the rain comes

Ir audros pakyla, And the storm rises,

: Tai mes mudu susikibj Then both of us together

Ainame po tiltu. : Go underneath the bridge.




4. Tiktai durniai dirba
Ir sau turtus krauna,

: O mes mudu susiprate
Teip sau ir gyvenam. :

5. Teip sau ir gyvenam
Kaip milijonieriai

: Ir nenorim darbo dirbti
Ar biti biznieriai. :

4. Only dumb folks work
And hoard their treasures,
But we two, who are wise,
Just simply go on living.

5. And so we go on living,

Just like millionaires,

We care not for work

Nor how to become businessmen.

ANTANINA CIURLIONYTE-KISIELIENE, b. 1891, Ricieliai village, Leipalingis parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1907. Lived in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, and later in Elmhurst (St.
Mary’s Villa Nursing Home). KATARINA POCEDZIUTE-STANKEVICIENE, b. 1882, Smilgiai
village, Sasnavo parish, Suvalkai district. Immigrated to the US in 1901. Lived in Baltimore, MD, and
later in Elmhurst (St. Mary’s Villa Nursing Home). Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 2/32). Text transcribed
and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/IV/83).

8. Ten, kur angliy kalnai stéri

1. Ten, kur angliy kalnai stéri,
Upés sulperiu srovena,
Kalnuose nér pievy, dirvy,
Mainieriai tenai gyvena.

2. Viens mainieris atéjtinas
Su pacia ten apsistojo.
Kalnai griuvo, dortas degg,
Vargse biit kalnuos bijojo.

3. Paciut tankiai vyra gundé :

— Cion nelaimé patikt gali,
Meskim, — girdi, — mainy kalnus,
I tévynés grizkim Salj.

4. Tiesa, sunkus ten gyvenims,
Reik vargelj kest tolydzio,

Bet ten néra gazo, Siiviy,

Nér pavojaus taip didziojo.

5. — Paciutéle, dar palaukim,
Dar 1§ mainy skepsus varo,
Geras laikas. Miisy gengvéj

8. There, where the hills of coal are standing

1. There, where the hills of coal are standing,

Where the rivers of sulfur flow,

Where in the hills there are no grasslands, meadows,
It is there that miners live.

2.0ne immigrant miner

Came to live there with his wife,

The hills crumbled, the dirt burnt,

The poor woman was frightened to stay there.

3. “Dear one,” she often coaxed her husband,
“Here, misfortune may befall us,

Let us leave these mining hills

And return to our homeland.

4. It is true that life is hard there,

And we must bear a lot of hardships,

But over yonder there are no gas explosions,
No such threatening danger.”

5. “Dearest wife, let us wait awhile,
They are still carrying skeps out of the mines,
It’s a good time. In our gangway




Stora vénis46 atsirado.

6. ,,Dar palaukim, dar palaukim®, —
Taip ja nuolat pats ramino

Ir vis dirbo, vis kankinos,

Kiek pralobes grizt ketino.

7. Pagalios, kada paliego,
Visos spékos mainuos liko.
Mato, sunkiai dirbt negali,
I tévyne grjzt sutiko.

8. — Grizkim, — tar¢ kartg paciai, —
Grijzkim, mieloj, i tévyne,
Siandien eisiu pasimt tul3is48,
Isdirbt dieng paskutine.

9. Ir i8¢j. Pati dziaugsminga
Puostis, rengtiesi pradéjo.
Laukia vyro. Ale vyras

Kur uztrukt turbtt tur¢jo.

10. Saul¢ leidzias. Vakars temsta.
V¢jas gatvés dulkes zarsto.
Klauso, girdi, lyg kas girgzda,
Lyg varteliy duris varsto.

11. Girgzda aSys, barSka ratai,
Kad per gatvés gruodus ritas,
Prie varteliy sustoj tymas,
Mainy mulais uzkinkytas.

12. Dirst per langa, ménuo $viecia.
Ant vezimo, prie§ ménulj,

Zitri — vyrai, mainieriai du,

O prie jy lavonas guli.

13. Moteriske, kad pamate,
Nesavu balsu suriko:

— Dieve! — tar¢, — mano vyras
Mane sirata paliko.

14. Ir, pribégus prie lavono,
Plese, tasé jo kriting...

Paciut Sauké: — Kas tau, kelkis,
Juk mes grjztam j tévyne!

They are opening a wide vein.

6.Let’s still wait, let’s wait a while,”
With such words he often calmed her,
Always working, torturing himself,
After saving up, he planned to return.

7. Finally, after he got tired and sick,
And all his strength was left in the mines,
He saw that he could work no more

And finally agreed to go back home.

8. “Let’s return,” he once said to his wife,
“Let’s return to our dear homeland,
Today I’'ll go and pick up my tools,

And finish this last day of work.”

9. And he left. The happy wife
Started to get ready.

She waited for her husband, but he,
It seems, must have been delayed.

10. The sun is setting. The evening is growing dark.
The wind scatters dust on the streets.

She listens and hears something creak,

As if the gates were being opened.

11. The axles creak, the wheels rattle
When riding over the cobbled streets,
Near the gate stops a team

Of harnessed mules from the mines.

12. She glances out the window, the moon shines,
Upon the wagon in the moonlight

She sees: men, two miners,

And near them a dead body lies.

13. When the woman saw this

She cried out in a voice not her own,
“God, she said, it is my husband,

He has left me to be a widow!”

14. And running to the body,

She tore and scratched his chest...

“Husband, dear, she cried, “what’s wrong? Get up,
For to our homeland we are returning!

10




15.,,] tévyne, i tévyne!..
Emé alpti, tuoj nurimo...
O at¢jes daktars rado

Tik du kiinu ant vezimo.

16. Ant rytojaus, uzporyto
Daug kaimyny ir kaimynky
SupraSyta j grytele
Mainieriy ty susirinko.

17. Ir prie liidno varpo balso,
Dideliai susigrauding,

Juos isleido, islydéjo

I kapus — visy tévyne.

15.

To our homeland, to our homeland!”

She started fainting, soon grew quiet...
And when the doctor came

He

16.
All

found two bodies on the wagon.

On the morrow, in the morning
the men and women neighbors

Were invited to the house

Of

17.
All

that miner and his wife.

And by the lonely toll of the bell
very sad and in great sorrow,

They said farewell and took them away

To

the graveyard — everyone’s homeland.

EUGENIJUS KALEDA, b. 1932, in William Penn Patch, and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania.
Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 1/32). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Braduinas-Aglinskas (LTR

6071/IV/33).

Collector’s note: This song Eugene Kaléda sang from a song book which he had and from which the
above text was copied. He did say that when he was still a “kid,” he knew the entire song by heart and
sang it at the local picnics. He could not remember where or when he learned the melody for it. This
song never appeared on any records and none of my other informants had ever even heard it. The song
was published in 1916, in Shenandoah in a song book entitled “Naujos ir Grazios Dainos” (New and
Beautiful Songs), edited by B. Demerackas. It was song No. 36 in the book, with the title “IS Amerikos

kalnakasiy gyvenimo” (From the Life of Miners in America). The author was Jr. Jonas.

Editors’ note: The priest, poet, and cultural activist Jonas Zilius published under the pseudonym Jr.

Jonas.

9. Tu, Lietuva, tu mieliausia

1. Tu, Lietuva, tu mieliausia
Mano motinéle,

Kaip prailgsta man be taves
Praleist valandéle.

2. Gardesné tavo duonelé
Nors stambi ruging,
Nei kaip svetimoj Saleléj
Nors balta kvietiné.

3. Pas tave linksmi pauksteliai
Daug graziau pagieda

9. Oh Lithuania, my dearest

1. Oh Lithuania, my dearest,
My little mother,

How lonely I get

Spending the hours without you.

2. Your bread is more delicious
Even though it’s thick and made of rye,
Not like the kind in this foreign land,

Even though white, but made only from wheat.

3. In your land the happy birds
Sing more beautifully,

11




Ir sukraun tavo kvietkeliai
Daug grazesnius ziedus.

4. Pas tave kvep ir v¢jelis,
Saulelé skaistesné,
Galbit Lietuvos Salelé¢j

Ir mirtis lengvesné.

5. Amerika paslovinta,
Kad daug darbo yra,
Kai pazitrai in tg darba,
AgSarélés byra.

6. Raso tévai, meldzia siiny
Pinigy atsiystie,

Kad zinoty, koks gyvenims,
Reikéty sublistie.

And your flowers bloom
With prettier blossoms.

4. There even the wind is fragrant,
The sun more radiant,

Maybe in the land of Lithuania,
Even death is easier to bear.

5. America is well-praised
Because there is plenty of work
But when you look at that work
Tears begin to fall.

6. The parents write, asking their son
To send them more money,

If only they knew the kind of life I lead,
They would have to shrink in horror.

PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891, Bernotiskiai village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972
(LTRF k 6/3). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/V/205).
Collector’s note: sung only by Mrs. Pikiinas. She said that she remembered how some
immigrants had written these words in a letter to relatives in Lithuania.

10. Ak, norécia dar nor kartg

1. Ak, norécia dar nor kartg
[ tévyng sa sugrizt,

Kur gimiau ir kur uzaugau,
Ta kaimelj pamatyt.

2. Jau tévelio, motinélés
Neberascia a$ tenai,
NeZinau a§, ar jie mir¢
Begyvenant §ic¢ionai.

3. AS nueiciau in kapelius,
Kur jie ilsis amzinai,

Ir parpulcia as ant keliy,
Jy gailécia Sirdingai.

10. Oh, I wish I could once more

1. Oh, I wish I could once more
Return to my homeland,

Where I was born and raised,
To see again that little village.

2. My father and my mother

There I would not find,

Now I don’t know if they are dead,
Living here so far away.

3. I would go to the graveyard
Where they rest for all eternity,

I would fall down on my knees

And long for them with all my heart.
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EUGENIJUS KALEDA, b. 1932, William Penn Patch, Pennsylvania. Lived in Shenandoah,
Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 1/46). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-

Aglinskas (LTR 6071/1V/47).

11. Kur Nemunas ir Dauguva

1. Kur Nemunas ir Dauguva,
Ten brangi miisy Lietuva.
Kur Sedupé miela plaukia,
Ten Salelé mis prigimta.

2. Tenai mergaités kaip rttos,
Visos — dukrelés Birutos.
Daro darzeliuos lyseles,

Séja kvietkas ir riiteles.

3. Leljjas, métas sodino,
Savo darzelius dabino.
Kad per vasarg zydéty,
Rezetos, métos kvepéty.

4. Kaip ateina Sventa diena,
Mas lietuvaiteés kiekviena
Riity, méty po Sakele,

Kad papuosty joms rankelg.

5. O kaip ateina vestuves,
Tikros mergaités, lietuvés
In darzelius grait skubija,
IS ruty vainikus pina.

6. O kai in bazny¢ia veda,
Ant galvos vainika deda,
Reiskig zenklg nekaltybe —
Tai lietuvai¢iy grozybe.

11. Where the Nemunas and Dauguva flow

1. Where the Nemunas and Dauguva flow,
There is our country — Lithuania,

Where the dear Sesupé flows,

There, is our native land of birth.

2. There the girls are like the rue,

All true daughters of Biruta,

They make flower beds in the garden,
They plant flowers and rue.

3.They plant lilies and mint,

Always decorating their gardens,

So that they would bloom all summer long,

So that the roses and mints would stay fragrant.

4. And when the holy day comes along,
All our Lithuanian girls

Decorate their hands

With rue and peppermint.

5. And when the wedding day comes,
All true Lithuanian girls

Run to their gardens quickly

And make their wreaths of rue.

6. And when going into church,

The wreath is placed upon the head,

It is a sign of innocence —

The pride and beauty of Lithuanian maids.

PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891, Bernotiskiai village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972
(LTRF k 5/23). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR

6071/V/182).

Editors’ note: This song is based on a poem by Mecislovas Davainis-Silvestratis.
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12. Tykiai tykiai Nemunélis teka

1. Tykiai tykiai Nemunélis teka,
: O dar tykiau mis sesuté verkia. :

2. — Sesut sesut, ko taip gailiai verki?
: — Zada mane uz naSlelio duoti. :

3. — Ar mokési naslelj godoti?
— Del ko, kodél as jo nemokeésu?

4. Per tris rytus dimuose laikysiu,
O ketvirtag Sarmu pagirdysiu.

5. Tykiai tykiai Nemunélis teka,
O dar tykiau miis sesuté verkia.

6. — Sesut sesut, ko taip gailiai verki?
— Zada mane uz bernelio duoti.

7. — Ar mokesi bernelj godoti?
— Del ko, kodél as jo nemokésu?

8. Per tris rytus klétel¢j laikysiu,
O ketvirta [...].

12. Quietly, quietly the Nemunas flows

1. Quietly, quietly the Nemunas flows,
But not as quietly as our sister weeps.

2. —Sister, why are you crying so sorrowfully?
—They are planning to give me to a widower.

3.—Will you know how to make a widower happy?
— And why shouldn’t I know how?

4. For three days I’ll keep him in smoke
And on the fourth, I’ll give him lye to drink.

5. Quietly, quietly the Nemunas flows,
But not as quietly as our sister weeps.

6.—Sister, why are you crying so sorrowfully?
—They are planning to give me to a young lad.

7. —Will you know how to make a young lad happy?
—And why shouldn’t I know how?

8. For three mornings I’ll keep him in the

guest-house,
And on the fourth... (?)

EUGENIJUS KALEDA, b. 1932, William Penn Patch. Lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded
in 1972 (LTRF k 2/27). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR

6071/1V/78).
Collector’s note: Sung from his notebook.

Editors’ note: Other variations of the song end thus: “O ketvirta vynu pagirdysiu” [And on the fourth,

I will give him wine to drink].

13. Ant kraSto mariy, Palangos miestely

1. Ant krasto mariy, Palangos miestely,
Kur gyven miisy broliai Zemaiteéliai,
Ten aukstas kalnas, Biruta vadytas,
Zalioms puseléms vir§uj apsodytas.

2. Nebuvo jiji kokia karalaite,
Tik i§ Palangos vargdiené¢ mergaite.

13. By the seashore, in the city of Palanga

1. By the seashore, in the city of Palanga,
Where our brothers, the Samogitians live,
There is a high hill, called Biruta,

The top is all covered with green pines.

2. She wasn’t any kind of a princess,

Only a poor girl from Palanga,
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[...] nei aukso auskarais
Ji nesipuosé vaikstinét pamariais.

3. Ji savo darbo marskinius dévéjo,
Trumpa rainuotg sijong turé¢jo,

An gelsvy kasy riity vainikeélj,

An balto kaklo gintaro $nitrelj.

4. Kad vieng kartg broliai susitarg
IS¢jo anksti zvejotie pamarém,
Sesuo, neSdama pietus laukneséliu,
Sutiko Sviesy kunigaikstj kely.

5. —Kas nors tu esi — aniuols ar mergelé?
Priimk tu mano ranka an Sio kelio.

Visad as buvau ponu zemes jiisy,

O nuo Sio laiko vyru tavo biisiu.

6. Kurs tave gavau pirmy kart matytie,
Liepsiu tau namus puikius pastatytie.
Tu ¢ia gyvensi nuo vyro myléta,

Tu, kuri rado Sirdy mano vietg.

7. Biruta jauna, mergelé gédinga,
Jauna Biruta, skaisti iSmintinga
Zemyn Ziaréjo, akeles nuleidus,
Atsidiiks¢jo ir puolé ant veido.

8. — Nors seniau sakiau prie§ dieva Perkiing,
Prisiekiau biitie nekaltyb¢j kiino,

Bet, kad yr tokia valia tavo, pone,
TeiSsipildo Sirdinga malone.

9. Tasai Jagélas, didis Keistus buvo,
Kursai Zemaicius valdé ir Lietuva,
Jojo daug karty kryZiokus naikytie,
Kurie noréjo mumis nuvargytie.

10. Ant béro zirgo, po meskos kalpoku,
Su Sviesu ginklu, su rago saidoku
Auksines kilpas su pentinais spardo,

O zirgs patkavoms $ilo Zemg ardo.

11. Paskiau Biruta tapo numyléta,
Pagimdé stiny Vytautg ant svieto.

With golden earrings she didn’t adorn

herself,

Walking by the seashore.

3. She wore her work shirt,

And a short, striped skirt,

On her yellow braids — a wreath of rue,
On her white neck — amber beads.

4. One morning her brothers left early
To go fishing in the seas,

The sister brought their lunch to them,
And on her way met the high bright lord.

5. —Who are you, an angel or a maiden?
Accept my hand, here on the road.

I always had been lord of the Samogitians,
From now on I’ll be your husband.

6. Here, where I saw you for the first time
I’11 tell them to build you a fine house,
You will live here, loved by your husband,
You, who have found a place in my heart.

7. Birute, the young, shy girl,

The young Birute, innocent and wise,
Looked down to the ground, lowering her
eyes,

She sighed and bowed to the ground.

8. — Even though long ago I made a promise
To the God Perkiinas to always stay chaste,
But since it is your wish, my lord,

Let it all be as you say.

9. Kestutis was a high Jagiella lord,

Who ruled over Samogitia and Lithuania,
Twice he rode out to fight the Crusaders,
Who had always wanted to destroy us.

10. On a chestnut horse, with a bear’s fur,
With a bright weapon and an echoing horn,
Golden stirrups, kicking with his spurs,
His restless steed kicking up the earth.

11. Then Birute was well-loved,
She gave birth to a son — Vytautas.
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PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1981, Bernotiskiai village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972
(LTRF k 4/6). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/V/133).

Collector’s note: Sung only by Mrs. Pikiinas. Mrs. Raymond commented that to her, the song seemed

like a litany.

Editors’ note: The folk song is based on a poem by XIX c. poet Silvestras Valitnas. In the second
stanza the forgotten words are: “Zemcitigais brangiais” [ With expensive jewels].

14. Gersim, broliai, uliavosim
1. [Gersim, broliai, uliavosim]
[Rytoj Sventa] — iSmiegos(im).

2. : Rytoj Sventa — iSmiegosim. :
: Kur zad¢jom, ten nujosim. :

3. : Aukstais kalnais raiti josim, :
: Nemunéliais plauktai plauksim. :

4. : Arti Vilniaus mes ten josim, :
: Vilniaus mieste apsistosim. :

5. : Vilniaus miestas brukavotas. :
: ASaréléms iSmazgotas. :

14. We will drink, brothers, and have a

good time

1. We will drink, brothers, and make merry
Tomorrow is a holiday, we’ll sleep.

2.Tomorrow is a holiday, we’ll sleep.
Wherever we planned, we’ll ride.

3. Over the high hills we’ll gallop,
Along the Nemunas river we’ll swim.

4. Close to Vilnius we will ride,
In Vilnius city we will stop.

5. The city of Vilnius is paved with stones,
And well-washed with tears.

EUGENIJUS KALEDA, b. 1932, William Penn Patch, and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania.
Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 2/22). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR

6071/IV/75).
Collector’s note: Sang from his notebook.

15. Oi, kas nedainuoja, kar¢iamoj
gerdami

1. Oi, kas nedainuoja,

Kar¢iamoj gerdami,

: O1 a$ padainuosiu

In vaiska aidamas. :

2. Palikau tévelius,
Brolius jir saseles,
: Oi tai as i8liejau

15. Who doesn’t sing while drinking in
the inn

1. Who doesn’t sing

While drinking in the inn?

Oh I will sing to you

While going off to war.

2. I left my parents,
Brothers, and sisters,
Oh, I cried many
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Gailias aSaréles. :

3. Per kaimel; jojau,
Kepuréle kéliau,

: Sakydams: ,,sudievu’
Visiem susiedéliam. :

3

4.Pro girelg jojau,
Medeliai sitibavo

: Ir balti berzelia(i)
Man ,,sudievu saké. :

5. Ainam jin prijoma
Susile, sukaite,

: Tévas ir motyna
Negali paaiti. :

6. Kokie ténai ponai
Seédi guzikuoti,

: O miusy broliukai
Stovi kaip parduoti. :

Sorrowful tears.

3. When I rode through the yard,
I raised my hat,

Saying “goodbye”

To all my neighbors.

4. I rode through the forest,
The trees were swaying,

And the white birches

To me “goodbye” were saying.

5. We are going to war
All hot and sweaty,
Father and mother

Are too feeble to walk.

6. Who are those big wigs
Sitting high —all buttoned-up?
While our dearest brothers
Are standing as if sold.

ANTANINA CIURLIONYTE-KISIELIENE, b. 1891, Ricieliai village, Leipalingis parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1907, lived in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, and later in Elmhurst (St.
Mary’s Villa Nursing Home). Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 3/10). Text transcribed and translated by
Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/1V/96).

16. Ulionai ulionai, Sirmiejai Zirgeliai 16. Oh uhlans, uhlans, oh gray steeds

1. [Ulion]ai ulionai,
Sirmiejai zirgeliai,

: Sirmiejai Zirguzéliai,
Jauniejai berneliai. :

2. An Zirgo sédéjau —
Pentinai zib¢jo,

: O mano merguzélé
Kaip saulé spindéjo. :

3. Tamsiojoj naktel¢j,
Zaliojoj girelé]

: Kalbino mane jauna
Jaunieji berneliai. :

1. Oh uhlans, uhlans,
Oh gray steeds,

Oh gray steeds,

Oh you young lads.

2. I mounted my steed,
My spurs sparkled,

And my young maiden
Was as brilliant as the sun.

3. In the dark night,

In the green forest,

I, a young maid,

Spoke to the young lads.
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4. Ne tik man kalbino,
Ir pasivyliojo,

: Ir aukso zieduzelj
Man padovanojo. :

4. Not only did they speak,
They also wooed me away,
And a golden ring

They gave to me.

EUGENIJUS KALEDA, b. 1932, William Penn Patch, and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania.
Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 1/36). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR

6071/IV/37).

Collector’s note: Sung from memory. He commented that this song was once very popular because

many people had the “local” record on which it was sung.

17. Ainu per uly¢ia

1. Ainu per uly¢ia,
Girdziu — kas ¢ia $neka,
Kad backuté uzbonélj
Parsiritus plak(a):

2. —Tu uzbone, tu pagone,
AS tau netes¢jau,

Tu 1§ mang i8viliojai

Iki vienam las(ui).

3. Pamyl¢jau vakar,
Pamyl¢jau Siandie,

O da bii¢ia pamyléjes,
Kad backute bt tyl¢jus,
Ir rytoj diene(l¢).

17. 1 walk down the street

1. I walk down the street,
I hear someone speak,
It’s the barrel rolling
And beating the little jug.

2. —You good-for-nothing jug,
I couldn’t hold out very long,
You squeezed out of me

My last drop.

3. I'loved yesterday,

I loved today,

I would have kept on loving

If the barrel would have stayed quiet
At least until tomorrow.

PETRONE KREVENAITE-JURGSENIENE, b. 1884, Padovinis village, Daukgiai parish,
Suvalkai district. Immigrated to the US in 1902 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania.
Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 1/1). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradtinas-Aglinskas

(LTR 6071/1V/1).

Collector’s note: After finishing this song Mrs. Jurgsenas recited the last stanza over again and
proceeded to explain why “this is like a story...The pitcher drained the barrel dry and so there
was no more beer. That is why they say — I would have even loved on the morrow, but they ran

out of beer.”

18. Tu arielka, tu pilkoji

1. Tu, arielka, tu pilkoji,
IS kur tu paré¢jai?

: Tegul tave tenai nesa
Viesuliniai v¢jai. :

18. You whiskey, you grey one

1. You whiskey, you grey one,
Where did you come from?

May the winds carry you back

To the place from whence you came.
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2. Tegu geria, tegu laka
Tave t¢ Sétonai,

: O nei Zmonés, nei lietuviai,
Nei Lietuvos ponai. :

3. Tu — pragaro gaspadine,
Tu — velnio sesyte,

: Visy grieky, visy bédy
Veislinga patyte. :

4. Ne i$ vieno i8viliojai,
Ka tiktai turé¢jo.

: Ne viens viska pralobaves
Su lazdele ¢jo. :

5. O kiek barniy, o kiek maldos
Namuose pakelei,

: Kiek nulauzei ranky kojy,
Kiek nosiy nuskéelei. :

6. O kiek vargo, o kiek bédos
D¢l mazy vaikeliy!

: Tu i8spaudei asareliy
Jiem(i)s 1§ akeliy. :

7. Jy tévelis per girtybe
Jau grabe88 gulé¢jo,

O vaikeliai maziuleliai
Duonutés nor¢jo,

O vaikeliai maziuleliai
Duonos netur¢j(o).

2. May the devils there

Drink and guzzle you down,
But not people, not Lithuanians,
Not the lords of Lithuania.

3. You, the housewife of hell,
The sister of the devil

Of all the sins and troubles
You’re the fertile wife.

4. From many you have taken
All that they have had,

Many, having lost it all
Walked away with a cane.

5. How many fights, how many prayers
You have raised in the homes,

How many arms and legs you’ve broken,
How many noses you’ve fractured!

6. And how many hardships and sorrows
You have forced on the little children,
How many tears you have squeezed
From their little eyes.

7. Because of his drinking

The father lay in his grave,
But the poor little children
For some bread did crave.

But the poor little children
Never got any bread.

PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891 Bernotiskiai village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909, lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972,
(LTRF k 6/2). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/V/204).
Collector’s note: P. Pikiinien¢ started the song, and A. Ramyliené¢ hummed the harmony.

19. Vis geriam, broliukai 19. We keep on drinking, brothers
1. : Vis geriam, broliukai,
Vis geriam geriam. :

Kuo daugiau gersim,
Geriau gyvensim.

1. We keep on drinking, brothers
We keep drinking, drinking

The more we drink,

The better we’ll live.
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2. : Rugelius, kvietelius
Pelés iskiilé, :

: O gaigaléliai
ISvétingjo. :

3. : O miisy broliukai
Turgun vaziavo, :

: Turgun vaZziavo

Ir aly géré. :

4. : Vis geriam, broliukai,
Vis geriam geriam. :

Kuo daugiau gersim,
Geriau gyvensim.

2. The rye and the wheat
The mice thrashed out,
And the roosters
Winnowed them.

3. Our brothers

Rode out to the market,
Rode out to the market
And drank beer.

4. We keep on drinking, brothers,
Keep on drinking, drinking,

The more we drink,

The better we’ll live.

PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891 Bernotiskiai village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909, lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972
(LTRF k 5/28). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR

6071/V/187).

20. Paséjau kanape

1. Pasé¢jau kanape
Ant mariy krantelio,

: Ei vija, kanapija,
Ant mariy krantelio. :

2. Isdygo kanapé
Ant mariy krantelio,

: Ei vija, kanapija,
Ant mariy krantelio. :

20. I planted the hemp

1. I planted the hemp
On the shore of the sea,
Ai vija, kanapija,

On the shore of the sea

2. The hemp grew

On the shore of the sea,
Al vija, kanapija,

On the shore of the sea.

EUGENIJUS KALEDA, b. 1932, William Penn Patch, Pennsylvania. Lived in Shenandoah,
Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 1/45). Text transcribed and translated by Elena

Braduinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/IV/46).

Collector’s note: Sung from memory. He said the song is much longer, explaining everything
that is done to the hemp, but he didn’t want to sing it, saying it becomes pretty boring. He
commented that at parties people used to sing it “like a round, i.e., one would start it, and then
the others would come in singing the same words but a few beats behind.”
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21. Paklausykit, merguzélés

1. Paklausykit, merguzélés,
Cia jums naujos pasakélés,
Nei nelyja, nei nesala,
Papriidziais audimai bala.

2. Raso blogas ¢ia navynas —
Mergas vaiskan imt ketina,
Nevaiks$c¢iosit kamasuotos,
Kasdien biisit cebatuotos.

3. Illgadantés bus dragiinés,
Péstinykés — lengvakiings,
O katra ilgy kojeliy,

Tai to(j) jodys ant kumeliy.

4. llgarankés — malkom nestie,
Storapilvés — duonai keptie,
Katra turés storg zuba,

Piis in misinging diida.

21. Listen, girls, here are new stories for you

1. Listen up, girls,

Here are some new stories for you,

It’s not raining nor freezing

Along the banks the linens are bleaching.

2. Here the written news is bad —

They’re planning to take girls into the army.
You won’t walk around in slippers,

Every day you’ll stomp around in boots.

3. The ones with long teeth will be dragoons,
The lightweight ones — part of the infantry,
And those who have long legs

Will be given mules to ride.

4. The ones with long arms will carry wood,
The big stomach ones will bake the bread,
And the one who has a fat lip

Will play the brass trumpet.

PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891 Bernotiskiai village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909, lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972
(LTRF k 6/9). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/V/211).

22. Sig naktele per naktele

1. Sia naktele, per naktelg
Miego nemiegojau,
: Lygioj lankoj lankuzeléj
Zirgelius dabojau. :

2. Ir atjojo bernuzelis
Vidury naktelés,

: Ir nujémé vainikelj
Nuo mano galvelés. :

3. — Pasakyk, mergele,
Ko verts vainikélis,

22, This night, all through the night

1. This night, all through the night
I did not sleep

In the wide fields

I tended the steeds.

2. In the middle of the night.
A young lad came

And took off the wreath
From my head.

3. — Tell me, maiden,
How much is your wreath worth?
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: Ko verts tavo vainikélis
Ir jaunos dienelés? :

4. — O uz mano vainikelj —
Simtas raudonyjy,

: O uz mano jaunas dienas —
Dar $esi Simteliai. :

5. Sig naktele, per naktele
Miego nemiegojau.
: Lygioj lankoj lankuzelé;
Zirgelius dabojau. :

6. Ir atjojo merguzelé
Vidury naktelés,

: Ir nujémé pentinélius
Nuo mano kojeliy. :

7. — Pasakyk bernel,
Ko verts pentinélis?

Ko verts tavo pentinelis
Ir jaunos dienelés?

8. — O uz mano pentinélius —
Simtas raudonujy,

: O uZz mano jaunas dienas —
M-m-m-m-m. :

What is the price of your wreath
And of your young days?

4. —Oh for my wreath —
A hundred red coins,
And for my young days —
Six hundred more.

5. This night, all through the night,
I did not sleep,

In the wide fields

I tended the steeds.

6. In the middle of the night,
A young maid came,

And took off the spurs
From my feet.

7. —Tell me, young lad,

How much are your spurs worth?
What is the price of your spurs
And your young days?

8. —Oh for my spurs —
A hundred red coins,
And for my young days
m-m-m-m-m.

EUGENIJUS KALEDA, b. 1932, William Penn Patch, Pennsylvania. Lived in Shenandoah,
Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 2/7). Text transcribed and translated by Elena

Braduinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/1V/57).
Collector’s note: Sung from memory.

Editors’ note: A harmonized variant of this song, sung by Mikas Petrauskas, was included on a
record released by US-based record label “Columbia”.

23. Oi, namo namo, $elmi berneli

1. — Oi, namo namo,
Selmi berneli,
: IS karCiameles géres. :

2. Dirva nearta,
Sienas nepjauta,
: Dalgelé nepustyta. :

23. Go home, go home, you young rascal

1. — Go home, go home,
You young rascal,
After drinking in the tavern.

2. The fields are not plowed,
The hay is not cut,
The scythe is not sharpened.




3. — Oi, nesirtipyk,
Jauna mergele,
: Mano sunkiais darbeliais. :

4. Dirva uzarsiu,
Sieng nupjausiu,
: Dalgele iSpustysiu. :

5. — 01, namo namo,
Jauna mergele,
: I§ jaunimélio Sokus. :

6. Linai neverpti,
Drobés neaustos,
: Stakleliai netaisyti. :

7. — Oi, nesirtpyk,
Jaunas berneli,
: Mano sunkiais darbeliais. :

8. Linus suverpsiu,
Drobes iSausiu,
: Staklelius pastatysiu. :

3. —Oh, don’t worry,
Young maiden,
About my hard labors.

4. I’ll plow the fields,
I’ll cut the hay,
I’1l sharpen the scythe.

5. — Go home, go home,
Young maiden,
After dancing with your friends.

6. The flax is not spun,
The linen — not woven,
The loom is not fixed.

7. —Oh, don’t you worry,
Young lad,
About my hard labors.

8. I’ll spin the flax,
I’ll weave the linens,
I’ll fix the loom.

ANTANINA CIURLIONYTE-KISIELIENE, b. 1891, Ricieliai village, Leipalingis parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1907 and lived in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, and later in Elmhurst
(St. Mary’s Villa Nursing Home). KATARINA POCEDZIUTE-STANKEVICIENE, b. 1882,
Smilgiai village, Sasnavo parish, Suvalkai district. Immigrated to the US in 1901. Lived in Baltimore,
Maryland, and later in Elmhurst (St. Mary’s Villa Nursing Home). Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 3/5).
Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/1V/91).

Editors’ note: In the recording K. Stankeviciené interjects a comment that in the 6th verse one should
sing “staklelés”.

24. Oi, varge varge, vargeli mano

1. Oi, varge varge,
Vargeli mano,
: Kada jas tavi,
Varge, iSvargsiu? :

2. AS paprasysiu
Savo brolelio,

: Kad sumazyty
Mano vargelj. :

24. Oh hardships, my hardships

1. Oh hardships,
My hardships,
When will I
Finish suffering?

2. I'will ask

My dear brother,
To lessen

My hardships.
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3. Mano brolelis
Nieko neatboja,
: Mano vargelis
Labiau bujoja. :

4. Oiir atjoja
Simtas berneliy,
: Keturi Simtai
Zirgy kojeliy, :

5. Keturi Simtai
Zirgy kojeliy,

: O1 ir atSviecia
Plieno dalgeliy. :

6. Jie kirs Sienelj
Ir dobilélius,

: Jie ri§ Zirgelius
Juodbérélius. :

7. Kada numirsiu,
Viska paliksiu,

: Ir tave, varge,
Tada uzmirsiu. :

3. My brother
Does not listen,
My hardships
Keep on growing.

4. A hundred lads
Come riding,
Four hundred
Legs of horses.

5. Four hundred
Legs of horses,
The steel scythes
Glisten.

6. They will cut the hay
And the clovers,

They will tie up

Their dark bay steeds.

7. When I will die,

I’ll leave everything,
And you, my hardships,
I will forget.

ANTANINA CIURLIONYTE-KISIELIENE, b. 1891, Ricieliai village, Leipalingis parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1907 and lived in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, and later in Elmhurst
(St. Mary’s Villa Nursing Home). Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 3/31). Text transcribed and translated
by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/IV/117).

25. IS mazumélés be motinélés

1. IS mazumélés
Be motinélés,

: Jauna papratau
Vargelj vargtie. :

2. I8 to vargelio
Gavau bernelj,

: Gavau bernelj,
Ta pijokelj. :

3. Jis mane baré,
IS namy vare:

25 . Motherless from childhood

1. From childhood days
Without a mother,
While still young

I got used to hardship.

2. Through those hardships
I got a lad,

I got a lad,

The drunken rascal.

3. He scolded me
And chased me out
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: — Aik sau, mergele,
Pas motin¢lg. :

4 — Gerai tu Zinai,
Selmi berneli,

: Kad as neturiu
Tévo, mociutés. :

5. Mano mociuté
Aukstam kalnely,
: AukStam kalnely,
Baltam grabely. :

6. Kad Dievas duoty
Giedrig dienelj,
: Kad atsiskirty
Grabo lentelé. :

7. Kad atsiskirty
Grabo lentelé,
: Kad atsikelty
Mano mociuté. :

8. Kad atsikelty
Mano mociuté,
: Kad ji pabarty
Ta pijokélj, :

9. Kad ji pabarty
Ta pijokelj,

: Kad jis nebausty
Ta siratél;. :

— Go on, girl,
Go back to your mother.

4.— How well you know,
You rascal lad,

That I don’t have

A father nor a mother.

5. My mother

Is on the high hill,
On the high hill,
In a white coffin.

6. Oh that God would grant

A clear day

So that the boards of the coffin
Would open.

7. So that the boards of the coffin
Would open up

So that my dear mother

would arise.

8. So that my dear mother
Would arise

So that she

Would scold that drunkard

9. So that she

Would scold that drunkard
So that he would not be cruel
To that orphan.

EUGENIJUS KALEDA, b. 1932, William Penn Patch, and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania.
Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 1/47). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas
(LTR 6071/1V/48).

Collector’s note: According to the singer, everyone in Shenandoah knew this song and used to
sing it at weddings and picnics.

26. Kad noriu, tai verkiu, 26. When I want to-I cry,
kad noriu — dainuoju when I want to—I sing

1. Kad noriu, tai verkiu, 1. When I want to — I cry,
Kad noriu — dainuoju, When I want to — I sing,

: Nuo sunkiy darbeliy From my hard work
NeiSsivaduoju. : I can never free myself.
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2. Skauda man rankeles
Nuo sunkiy darbeliy,
: Skauda man Sirdele
Nuo riis¢iy kalbeliy. :

3. Nedelios rytelj
Ejau vandenélio,
: Sutikau bernelj
Salia Saltinélio. :

4. — Pastatyk viedrelius,
Paguldyk naStelius,
: Pasils¢k, mergele,
Pailsink rankeles. :

5. — Dékui tau, berneli,
Uz meily Zodelj,

: Tokio negirdéjau
Nuo pat mazumeles. :

6. — Lik sveika, panele,
Taves nepamirsiu,

: In du tris metelius
Laiskel;j raSysiu. :

7. Kaip graitai praéjo
Tie du trys meteliai,

: O dar a8 neraSiau
Laiskelj panelei. :

8. — Karveléli mielas,
Leékie in tg Salj,

: Kur mano mielausia
Zalias riitas ravi. :

9. Paduokie laiskelj,
Tark meily zodel;.
: Kad a8, jos bernelis,

Sveikas, tik nelinksmas. :

10. Rasi mano mielg
Terp daugelio pany,
: O ji yr graziausia
IS jy visy any. :

2. My arms ache
From the hard work,
My heart aches

From the cruel words.

3. On Sunday morning
I went out for water,

I met a young lad

By the well.

4. — Put down your buckets,
Lay down your yoke,

Rest, dear maiden,

Let your arms rest.

5. — Thank you, dear lad,
For your kind words,
Such I haven’t heard
Ever since my childhood.

6. — Goodbye, maiden,
I won’t forget you,

In two or three years,
I’1l write you a letter.

7. How quickly went by
Those two, three years,
And I still haven’t written
The letter to my girl.

8. —Oh dear pigeon,
Fly to that land,
Where my dearest one
Is weeding her rue.

9. Give her the letter,
Tell her sweet words,
That I, her young lad,
Am well but not happy.

10. You will find my dear one
Among the many maidens,
She 1s much prettier

Than all the others.
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11. Plaukeliai geltoni, 11. Her hair is yellow,

Veideliai raudoni, Her cheeks are red,
: Akys kai zibuoklés Her eyes, like the violets,
Meilingiausiai zitiri. : Look on lovingly.

PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891 Bernotiskiy village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. ANELE
ZAKEVICIUTE-RAMYLIENE, b. 1896, Liuklingénai village, Krokialaukis parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1911 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972
(LTRF k 4/28). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR
6071/V/155).

Editors’ note: The last stanzas of the song (from “Karveléli mielas”/ Oh dear pigeon) are from a
poem of K. Sakalauskas-Vanagelis.

27. Pavasarélis jau atkeliavo 27. Spring has finally come

1. Pavasar¢lis jau atkeliavo, 1. Spring has finally come

: Seni ir jauni dainas dainavo. : The old and young will sing their songs.
2. Salta Ziemuz¢ jau iskeliavo, 2. The cold winter has gone away,

: Seng ir jaung dziaugsmas pagavo. : The old and young are happy and gay.

3. Kvietkeliai zydi, medziai zaliuoja, 3. The flowers bloom, the trees are green,
: Tiktai geguté ¢ia nekukuoja. : Only the cuckoo does not sing here.

4. Pavasarelio vos tik sulaukia, 4. Having awaited the season of spring,

: Linksmg dainelg visi uztraukia.: A happy song we all shall sing.

5. Kur tik paziiirai, $irdj vilioja, 5. Wherever you look, the heart is enticed,
: Sena ir jaung meilé daboja. : Love surrounds both young and old alike.

PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891 Bernotiskiy village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. ANELE
ZAKEVICIUTE-RAMYLIENE, b. 1896, Liuklingénai village, Krokialaukis parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1911 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972
(LTRF k 4/5). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradunas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/IV/132).

28. Vaiksciojo mergelé po 28. A young girl walked through the
levendry darzelj lavender garden

1. Vaiks§ciojo mergelé 1. A young girl walked

Po levendry darzelj, Through the lavender garden,

: Vaik$¢iodama, uliodama Merrily walking,

Levendréles skaite. : She counted the lavenders.
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2. — 01 jus, levandreles,
Graziis zolynéliai,
Ar nematét to bernelio,
Kurio as nor¢jau?

3. Kurio as$ nor¢jau,
Sirdely turéjau,

Sia naktelj per sapnelj
Zodelj kalbéjau.

4. Zodelj kalbéjau,
Ziedelj deréjau,

O as savo bernuzélj
Sirdely turéjau.

5. Uz stalo séd¢jau,

Per langg zur¢jau,

AS pamaciau, kas atjoja
Per lygy laukelj.

6. Atjojo bernelis
Per lygy laukelj

Ir pririSo zirguzélj
Prie riity darzel;.

7. ISeina mergelé

I8 levendry darzo

Ir nukelé tymo balng
Nuo béro zirgelio.

8. “— Merguzele mano,
Riteliy kvietkele,

Kad nuleidai tymo balna,
Priimk ir Zirgel;.

9. —Ima tave bala

Su tavo zirgeliu,
Atiduokie aukso zieda
Su meiliu Zodeliu.

10. — Atduodu ziedelj

Ir meily Zodelj:

Mergauk mergauk, merguzgle,
Dar trejus metelius.

11. — Kad a$ ir mergausiu,

2. “Oh you lavenders,
Pretty greens,

Did you not see

The lad I wanted?

3. The one I wanted,
And kept in my heart,
This night, in my dream
A word I spoke to him.

4. A word I spoke to him,
And bargained for a ring,
And my young man

I kept in my heart.

5. I sat by the table,
Looked out the window,

I saw someone riding
Over the flat fields

6. My young lad rode
Over the flat fields,
And tied his steed
By the garden of rue.

7. The young girl walked out
Of her lavender garden,

And took down the red saddle
From the bay steed.

8. “My dear young maid,
Flower of rue,

If you took down the saddle,
Also take in the steed.”

9. “May the devil take you
And your steed!

Give me back the golden ring
And the words of love.”

10. — I give back the ring
And the words of love:

“Stay single young maid,

For at least three more years.”

11. “Even if | stay single,

28




Tu kitos negausi,
O be mano valuzélés
Tu kitos nevesi.

You will never get another,
Without my consent,
You cannot marry another.”

EUGENIJUS KALEDA, b. 1932, William Penn Patch, Pennsylvania. Lived in Shenandoah,
Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 2/9). Text transcribed and translated by Elena
Braduinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/1V/59).
Collector’s note: Sung from his notebook. The exact same words appear in the song book which
he had, “Naujos ir Grazios Dainos,” p. 149. He probably copied the words in his notebook from
this source. The melody was exactly the same as “Kur tas Saltinélis”.

Editors’ note: In the recording the singer comments that the last two lines of each verse should
be repeated.

29. Tu, kleveli, garsusai medeli

1. [-Tu, kleveli], garsusai medeli,
Ko skambé¢jai girel¢j kertam(as),

2. Ko skambegjai gireléj kertamas,
Ko dund¢jai keleliu vezam(as)?

3. — Kirto mane du jauni broleliai,
Ir nuSoko in marias skiedrel(¢),

4. Ir nuSoko in marias skiedrelé,
Nusigrendé per marias tiltel(is).

5. Tuom tilteliu karieta vaziavo,
Toj karietoj mergelé seédéj(o),

6. Toj karietoj mergelé séd¢jo,
Sédédama labai gailiai verk(e):

7. — Vai, téveli, téveli Sirdele,
Nerazumng vaznyc¢ig pasamd(ei),

8. Nerazumng vaznycig pasamdei,
Nerazumniai keleliu vaziav(o).

9. Neatdar¢ karietos langelio,
Priptékdino geltong kasel(g),

10. Pripté¢kdino geltong kaselg,

29. Oh you maple, you famous tree

1. Oh you maple, you famous tree,
Why did you ring out when felled in the
forest?

2. Why did you ring out when felled in the
forest?

Why did you rumble when driven down the
road?

3. Two young brothers felled me,
And into the sea a chip fell.

4. Into the sea a wood chip fell,
Over the sea, a bridge extended.

5. Over that bridge, a carriage rolled,
In that carriage, sat a young maid.

6. In that carriage sat a young maid,
Sitting, she cried sorrowfully.

7. — Oh father, my dearest father,
You did not hire a good carriage.

8. You did not hire a good carriage,
It did not ride well over the road.

9. They did not open the carriage window
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Suvytino zaligja ritel(e).

My yellow braid was pressed

10. My yellow braid was pressed,
My green rue withered.

PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891 Bernotiskiy village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972
(LTRF k 6/10). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR

6071/V/212).
Collector’s note: Sung only by P. Pikiinas.

30. Nekelk, mociute, labai anksti

1.[- Nekelk, mociute], labai anksti,
Neverpk lineliy labai plonai,

2. Neverpk lineliy labai plonai,
Neleisk dukrele labai toli,

3. Uz jiriy mariy mélynyjy,
Uz zaliy giriy siibanciyjy.

4. Gyvenau meta, o ir antrg,
O an $io trecio sudimojau:

5. AS pasiverciau in gegute,
Vai a$ atlékiau pas mociute,

6. Vai as atlekiau pas mociutg,
Ir insitipiau in vysnele.

7. Kukavau ryta, vakarelj,
Nieks mang jaunos negird¢jo,

8. Nieks mang jaunos negird¢jo,
Nei an balselio nesuprato.

9. Aina mociuté per dvarelj,
Savo stinelius budydama:

10. — Kelkit, stneliai, kuo greiciausia,
Imkit strielbeles in rankeles,

11. Imkit strielbeles in rankeles,

30. Dear mother, don’t arise so early

1. Dear mother, don’t arise so early,
Don’t spin your flax so thinly,

2. Don’t spin your flax so thinly,
Don’t send your daughter so far away,

3. Beyond the deep blue seas,
Beyond the green forests, the swaying trees.

4. 1 lived for a year, and then a second,
And on the third I started thinking.

5. I turned into a cuckoo
And I flew away to my mother.

6. I flew away to my mother,
And I perched on a cherry tree.

7.1 sang in the morning and in the evening,
But no one heard me.

8. No one heard me,
No one recognized my voice.

9. The mother walks across the yard,
Waking her dear sons.

10. —Arise, my sons, quickly,
Take the bows into your hands.

11. Take the bows into your hands,
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Saukit gegute i§ vysnelés.

12. — Mociute mano, mano miela,
AS ne geguté, ne raiboji,

13. AS ne geguté, ne raiboji —
Tavo dukrelé vyriausioji.

Shoot the cuckoo out of the cherry tree.

12. —=Oh mother, my dearest one,
I’m not a cuckoo, not the mottled one.

13. I’'m not a cuckoo, not the mottled one,
I am your daughter, your eldest one.

PETRONE KREVENAITE-JURGSENIENE, b. 1884, Padovinis village, Dauksiai parish,
Suvalkai district. Immigrated to the US in 1902, lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded
in 1972 (LTRF k 1/9). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradtinas-Aglinskas (LTR

6071/IV/9).

Collector’s note: In the Lithuanian Folk Song Archive in Vilnius, this song has the greatest
number of entries, and is therefore said to be one of the most popular folk songs. Hence, it is
quite strange that none of my other informants knew it, and I have never heard refugees singing
it or seen it in their published song books. In several of the variants the girl turns into a duck

instead of a cuckoo and swims back to her mother.

31. Vaziavau diena, vaziavau naktj

1. Vaziavau dieng, vaziavau naktj,
: Ir privaziavau zalig pievelg. :

2. Toje pievel¢j, toje zaliojoj,
: Ten merguzelé Sienelj grebe. :

3. — O1, mergyt mergyt, mergyte mano,
: Tai man patinka darbelis tavo. :

4. Plaukiau per jiira, per nemunélj,
: Daplaukiau rutg ir lelijéle.

5. — Ot riita riita, ruta zalioji,

: Kas tave s¢jo, zalig ravéjo? :

6. — Sesel¢ s¢jo, sesé ravéjo,
: Siltas lietutis palaistinéjo. :

31. 1 rode all day, I rode all night

1. I'rode all day, I rode all night,
And I rode up to the green grassland.

2. In the grassland, in the green one,
A young maiden raked the hay.

3. —Oh maiden, maiden, my dear maiden,
Your kind of work really pleases me.

4. I swam over the seas, and over the
Nemunas,
I swam up to the rue and up to the lily.

5. —Oh rue, rue, you green rue,
Who planted you, who weeded you?

6. The dear sister planted me, the sister
weeded me,
The warm rain watered me.

PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891 Bernotiskiy village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. ANELE
ZAKEVICIUTE-RAMYLIENE, b. 1896, Liuklingénai village, Krokialaukis parish, Suvalkai




district. Immigrated to the US in 1911 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972
(LTRF k 5/2). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/V/161).

32. Kur auksti mirai, zerkolo langai

1. Kur auksti mirai,
Zerkolo139 langai,
: Palangémis aZerai. :

2. Tenai vaiksciojo
Jauna merguzélé
: Galvele Sukuodama. :

3. Maciau i§jodams,
Maciau parjodams,
: Maciau Zirgg balnodams. :

4. — Kad tu myl¢jai
Mane, bernuzéli,
: Kol man nieko nesakei? :

5. —Ka as sakysiu,
Jauna merguzéle,
: Kad tu kitus myléjai. :

6. Su kitais Sokai,
Kitus myl¢jai,
: O mane apkalbgjai. :

7. — Netiesg kalbi,
Jaunas bernuzéli,
: Neteisingi zodeliai. :

8. Su visais Sokau,
Visus myl¢jau,
: Tave Sirdy turéjau. :

9. Zydi bernelis
Mano Ssirdel¢j
: Kaip darze bijinélis. :

32. Where the tall manor with mirror
windows stands,

1. Where the tall manor stands,
With mirror windows,
Beneath those windows lay lakes.

2. There walked
A young maiden,
Combing her hair.

3. I saw her when I rode out,
I saw her when I came back,
I saw her when saddling my steed.

4. —If you loved me,
Dear young lad,
Why didn’t you tell me?

5. —Why should I tell you,
Dear young maid,
Since you loved others.

6. You danced with others,
You loved the others,
You only gossiped about me.

7. —That is not true,
Dear young lad,
Those are not true words.

8. I danced with many,
I loved many,
But only you, I kept in my heart.

9. The young lad blossoms
In my little heart,
Like a peony in the garden.

PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891 Bernotiskiy village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972




(LTRF k 5/26). Text transcribed and
6071/V/185).

translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas

(LTR

33. Nemielas svietas man

1. Nemielas svietas man,
Nemiela rozés man,

: Vien tik tave myliu,
Dél taves gyvenu. :

2. —Pazvelk tu | mane,
Man S§irdj suramyk,
: Nors vieng zodj tark,
Jei myli, pasakyk. :

3. Uz viena zodj tavo
Zadu tave myleét,

: Tada biisi visa
Auksu apkaisyta. :

4. Kaip aukselio nebus,
Meilé tada prazus,

: Tada galési ait

Kito vyro ieskot. :

33. To me the world is not dear

1. To me the world is not dear,
The roses are not dear,

I loved only you,

And live for you alone.

2. Cast a glance at me,
Put my heart to rest,

Say at least one word,
If you love me — tell me.

3. For your single word
I promise to love you,
Then you will be

All decked in gold.

4. When we run out of gold
The love will have to die,
Then you will be free

To go look for another man.

EUGENIJUS KALEDA, b. 1932, William Penn Patch, Pennsylvania. Lived in Shenandoah,
Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 1/38). Text transcribed and translated by Elena

Bradunas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/1V/39).
Collector’s note: Sung from memory.

34. Sauluté nusileido, ménulis
uztekéjo

1. Sauluté nusileido,
Meénulis uztekéjo,
Citia litilia,
Meénulis uztekéj(o).

2. Litidna graZzi panelé
Po langeliu séd¢jo,
Citciai litiliai,

Po langeliu sédéj(o),

1. The sun has set,
The moon has risen,
Ciu-¢ia lin-lia,

The moon has risen.

2. A pretty young maid
Sat by the window,
Cil-¢ia, lit-lia,

Sat by the window.

34. The sun has set, the moon has risen
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3. Po langeliu sédéjo,
Per langelj zitr¢jo,
Citiiai litiliai,

Per langelj zitr¢j(o).

4. — Ko sédi po langeliu,
Ko rymai ant rankeliy,
Citi¢iai litliai,

Ko rymai ant rankel(iy)?

5. — Eikie, jauna dukrele,
Gelsvy lineliy rautie,
Citiiai litiliai,

Gelsvy lineliy raut(ie),

6. Gelsvy lineliy rautie,
Jauny berneliy lauktie,
Cit¢iai lilliai,

Jauny berneliy laukt(ie).

7. — AS ty liny nerausiu,
Nei berneliy nelauksiu,
Cit¢iai lilliai,

Nei berneliy nelauks(iu).

8. Pareis mano bernelis
IS svetimos Salelés,
Cinciai linliai,

IS svetimos Salel(¢és),

9. I8 svetimos Salelés

Ir neramios draugelés,
Cinciai litliai,

Ir neramios draugel(¢és).

3. She sat by the window,
And looked out the window,
Citi-Cia, liti-lia,

And looked out the window.

4. Why are you sitting by the window?
Why are you leaning on your hands?

Ciu-¢ia, lit-lia,

Why are you leaning on your hands?

5. Go, young girl,

To pull out the yellow flax,
Cidi-¢ia, lit-lia,

To pull out the yellow flax.

6. To pull out the flax,

To wait for the young lads.
Cit-¢ia, lit-lia,

To wait for the young lads.

7. I will neither pull the flax,

Nor will I wait for the lads,
Cit-¢ia, lit-lia,

I will go out and have a good time.

8. My lad will come back
From the foreign lands,
Cit-¢ia, lit-lia,

From the foreign lands.

9. From the foreign lands,
From his restless company,
Cit-¢ia, lit-lia,

From his restless company.
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Sauluté nusileido, The sun has set,

Meénulis uztekéjo, The moon has risen,

Jauna grazi mergelé A pretty young maiden

Po langeliu sédéjo By the window was sitting.

—Ko sédi uz stalelio? —Why are you sitting by the table?

PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891 Bernotiskiy village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. ANELE
ZAKEVICIUTE-RAMYLIENE, b. 1896, Liuklingénai village, Krokialaukis parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1911 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972
(LTRF k 4/20). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR
6071/V/147).

Collector’s note: Mrs. Pikiinas started and Mrs. Ramyla joined in but commented that she used
to sing it “to a different note”. After they finished, I started to sing the song the way I had learned
it. Mrs. Ramyla recognized that the melody which I sang was the one she was familiar with, and
sang along with me. Mrs. Pikiinas also joined in. I then remembered a song which had the same
tune as the one first sung by Mrs. Pikunas. The words, however, were completely different. (See
Tape 4-B, No. 7). Mrs. Pikiinas said she had heard it once before and occasionally sang along
with me.]

Editors’ note: In the recording, Anel¢ Ramyliené remembers that this song was one of
Neverauskas’s favorites.

35. LakStingaléle, linksmas pauksteli 35. Oh nightingale, happy little bird

1. — Lakstingaléle, linksmas pauksteli, 1. —Oh little nightingale, happy little bird,
: Kodél neciulbi anksti ryteli? : Why don’t you sing early in the morning?
2. — Ko a8 ¢iulbésiu anksti rytelj, 2. —Why should I sing early in the

: Piemens i8draské mano lizdel;. : morning,

The shepherds have torn my nest apart.
3. Piemens i8draské mano lizdel;.
: Vanags iSgaud¢ mazus vaikelius. : 3. The shepherds have torn my nest apart,
The hawk has caught my little children.
4. Kalnais lakioju, dauboj nakvoju,
: Zilvigiy krime lizdelj kroviau. : 4. 1 fly over the hills, I sleep in the dell,
In the osier bush I made my nest.

5. Pramané mané Zmonés zZmoneliai:

: Saké nulesus kvieciy dirvelj, : 5. The people made up a story saying
That I picked the wheat seed from the
6. Saké nulesus kvieciy dirvelj, furrows.

: Saké pabaidzius palSus jautelius. :
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7. Nei as$ nulesus kvieciy dirvelj,
: Nei a$ pabaidzius palSus jautelius. :

6. That I picked the wheat seed from the
furrows,
That I frightened the dappled oxen.

7. I neither picked the wheat seed from the
furrows,
Nor have I frightened the dappled oxen.

EUGENIJUS KALEDA, b. 1932, William Penn Patch, Pennsylvania. Lived in Shenandoah,
Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 2/1). Text transcribed and translated by Elena

Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/IV/51).
Collector’s note: Sung from notebook.

Editors’ note: In the recording Elena Bradiinas comments that she really likes this song and that

her family sang it as well.

36. Ant kalno maliinélis, pakalnéj
eZerélis

1. Ant kalno malunélis,

Pakalnéj ezerélis,

Ten krykscia, maudos raiboj antelé
Maltino ezerély.

2. Nei krykscia, maudos
Raiboj antelé,

: Tik gailiai verkia
Mano mergelé. :

36. On the hill there stands a mill

1. On the hill there stands a mill,
Beneath the hill, there is a lake,
There, a mottled duck

Quacks and swims

In the lake of the mill.

2. It’s not the mottled duck
That quacks and swims,
It’s only my young maiden
That weeps sorrowfully.

PETRAS ZATAVECKAS, b. 1903, Kriksténai village, Kriokialaukis parish, Suvalkai district.
Immigrated to the US in 1914. Lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k
1/15). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/IV/15).
Editor’s note: A recording of this song by Jonas Biiténas was included on a record released by
“Victor”. Eugenijus Kaléda also sang this song (LTRF k 2/18, LTR 6071/IV/69).

Extended text:

1. Ant kalno maltinélis
Pakalnéj ezerélis,

Ten kryksté nardé raiba antelé
Maltino ezerély.

2. Tai ne antelé krykste,
Tai ne raiboji narde,
Tai gailiai verké jauna mergelé

1. On the hill there stands a mill,
Beneath the hill, there is a lake,
There, a mottled duck calls and dives
In the lake of the mill.

2. It’s not a mottled duck
That calls and dives,
A young girl sorrowfully weeps
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Netropijus bernelio.

3. — Berneli mano mielas,
Berneli dobiléli,

Atduok, berneli, man vainikélj,
Jau a$ taves nenoriu.

4. — Mergele, mano miela,
Mergele lelijéle,

Seniai suSériau j abrakelj
Riteliy vainikeélj.

Having no luck with the young lad.

3. Dear boy of mine,

Dear lad, sweet clover,
Give back to me my wreath,
I no longer want you.

4. My dearest maiden,

Dear girl, sweet lily,

Long ago, I fed to the horses
Your rue wreath.

37. Sauliuté raudona, vakaras netoli

1. Sauliuté raudona,
Vakaras netoli,

: Leidzia mani motinélé
Su saule namo(lio). :

2. Aisiu in darzelj,
Skinsiu tris géleles:

: Vieng tévui ir broliukui,
Ir Selmiu(i) berneliu(i). :

3. Téveliui ritele,
O broliui métele,
: O tam Selmiu(i) bernuzeliu(i)
Gailig dirgelele. :

4. Aisiu | stainele,

Vesiu tris Zirgelius:

: Vieng tévui ir broliukui,
Ir Selmiui berneliui. :

5. Broleliui zirgelj,

Tévui pabalnota,

: O tam Selmiui bernuzeliui
Ozj pazabota. :

37. The sun is red, evening is near

1. The sun is red,
Evening is near,

My mother is letting me
To go home with the sun.

2. I will go to the garden

And pick three flowers,

One for father, one for brother,
And one for the rascal lad.

3. A rue for father,

A mint for brother,
And for the rascal lad,
A prickly nettle.

4. I will go to the stable

And lead out three horses,

One for father, one for brother,
And one for the rascal lad.

5. A little steed for brother,
A saddled one for father,
And for the rascal lad,

A bridled goat.

ANTANINA CIURLIONYTE-KISIELIENE, b. 1891, Ricieliai village, Leipalingis parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1907. Lived in Philadelphia, and later in Elmhurst (St. Mary’s Villa
Nursing Home), Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 3/34). Text transcribed and translated by
Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/1V/120).

Collector’s note: The song is well-known among refugees.
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38. Esu a$ ant svieto kaip
paukstelis vienas

1. Esu a$ ant svieto
Kaip paukstelis vienas,
Daineles dainuoju

AS per kiauras dienas.

2. Turiu kambarelj
Ne su visu mazy,

Pritaisiau po langu
Dar sodnelj grazy.

3. Mégstu as ten biti,
Kai pauksteliai gieda,
Kai skrajoj bitelé
Apie puiky zieda.

38. 1 am on this earth alone, like a little bird

1. I am on this earth alone,
Like a little bird,

I sing my songs

The whole day long.

2. I have a little room,
Not all that small,
Beneath the window

I have a pretty garden.

3. I like to stay there

When the birds sing

When the little bee

Flies around the pretty blossom.

KORNELIJA KIZEVICIUTE (Sister Juozupa), age 66, born in Siauliai. When she was 26 years
old she left for France and became a nun. She immigrated to the US in 1955 and joined the Poor
Sisters of Jesus Crucified, in Elmhurst, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 3/24). Text
transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/IV/110).

Editors’ note: The song is based on a poem by Mykolas Seizis-Dagilélis.

39. Saulelé raudona, vakaras netoli

1. Saulelé raudona,
Vakaras netoli,

: Aiciau namo gulti,
Dar miego nenoriu. :

2. Sunku akmenéliui,
Per kurj vaziuoja,

: O man dar sunkesniai,
Kad zmonés meluoja. :

3. Sunku akmenéliui
Vandeny neskesti,

: O man dar sunkesniai
Nekaltai pakesti. :

39. The sun is red, evening is near

1. The sun is red,
Evening is near,

I would go home to sleep,
But I’m not yet sleepy.

2. It’s hard for a stone

When they ride over it,
It’s even harder for me
When people are lying.

3. It’s hard for a stone
Not to sink in the waters,
It’s even harder for me
To suffer when not guilty.
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KORNELIJA KIZEVICIUTE (Sister Juozupa), age 66, born in Siauliai. When she was 26 years
old she left for France and became a nun. She immigrated to the US in 1955 and joined the Poor
Sisters of Jesus Crucified, in Elmhurst, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972 (LTRF k 3/29). Text
transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR 6071/IV/115).

40. Aik Adomai iS rojaus 40. Adam, go out of paradise

1. : Aik, Adomai, iS rojaus, : 1. Adam, get out of paradise,

: Pazink procg artojaus. : Get to know the hardships of a plowman.
2. Pirmoji Ieva zmona, 2. The first wife was Eve,

Pirmoji leva gera The first Eve was good,

: Buvo, duokie man, Dieve. : Given to me by God.

3. : Buvo zal¢io sergétis : 3. Had to watch out for the serpent,

: Ir su juom nekalbétis. : Was not allowed to speak to him.

4. : Dabar jauni jir seni, : 4. Now all the young and the old,

: Visi mus stinQis vieni.: Are all our children in one.

5.: Adoms i§ Rojaus aidams, : 5. While walking out of Paradise

: Skruostus asaroms liedams: : Adam cried many tears.

6. : Raik Zeme kasinétie, : 6. One has to dig into the earth

: Norint save penétie. : in order to feed oneself.

7. : Puscius laukus iSariau, : 7. 1 plowed the wind-blown fields

: Pakol kiing apdariau. : Until I dressed my body with clothes.

PRANE STANKEVICIUTE-PIKUNIENE, b. 1891 Bernotiskiy village, Udrija parish, Suvalkai
district. Immigrated to the US in 1909 and lived in Shenandoah, Pennsylvania. Recorded in 1972
(LTRF k 5/31). Text transcribed and translated by Elena Bradiinas-Aglinskas (LTR
6071/V/190).

Editors’ note: Variation of the hymn about Adam and Eve (“Isz Rojaus Linksmo Miesto Yra
Jieva Iszmesta”). The hymn was published by Samogitian bishop Motiejus Valancius in a
hymnbook “Knyga giesmiy arba KANTICZKOS” (Vilnius, 1863).
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