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Vagyok, vagyok, asszony nélkül vagyok 
Mer’ az asszony engemet elhagyott 
Elhagyott a csávóért, a cimbalmos fiáért 
A cimbalmos fekete hajáért 
 
Elhagyott a csávóért, a cimbalmos fiáért 
A cimbalmos fekete hajáért 
 
So me, so me biromnyake csoro 
Mukjasz manvoj paroklakjo mamo 
Mukjasz man parolakjo sudav les taj ogono 
Keras te bijo romano 
 
Mukjasz man parolakjo sudav les taj ogono 
Keras te bijo romano 
 
--- 
 
Vagyok, vagyok asszony nélkül vagyok 
Mert az asszony engemet elhagyott 
Elhagyott a csávóért, a cimbalmos fiáért 
A cimbalmos fekete hajáért 
 
Elhagyott a csávóért, a cimbalmos fiáért 
A cimbalmos fekete hajáért 
 
--- 
 

 
I am, I am, I am without woman 
Because she left me 
She left me for a chap, for the son of the cymbal player 
For the black hair of the cymbal player 
 
She left me for a chap, for the son of the cymbal player 
For the black hair of the cymbal player 
 
That I am, that I’m unmarried and poor 
She has already split from my mother 
She has already split and threw them a bag 
So that we make a gypsy wedding 
 
She has already split and threw them a bag 
So that we make a gypsy wedding 
 
--- 
 
I am, I am, I am without woman 
Because she left me 
She left me for a chap, for the son of the cymbal player 
For the black hair of the cymbal player 
 
She left me for a chap, for the son of the cymbal player 
For the black hair of the cymbal player 
 
--- 
 



Vagyok, vagyok asszony nélkül vagyok 
Mert az asszony engemet elhagyott 
Elhagyott a csávóért, a cimbalmos fiáért 
A cimbalmos fekete hajáért 
 
Elhagyott a csávóért, a cimbalmos fiáért 
A cimbalmos fekete hajáért 
 
So me, so me biromnyake csoro 
Mukjasz manvoj paroklakjo mamo 
Mukjasz man parolakjo sudav les taj ogono 
Keras te bijo romano 
 
Mukjasz man parolakjo sudav les taj ogono 
Keras te bijo romano 
 

I am, I am, I am without woman 
Because she left me 
She left me for a chap, for the son of the cymbal player 
For the black hair of the cymbal player 
 
She left me for a chap, for the son of the cymbal player 
For the black hair of the cymbal player 
 
That I am, that I’m unmarried and poor 
She has already split from my mother 
She has already split and threw them a bag 
So that we make a gypsy wedding 
 
She has already split and threw them a bag 
So that we make a gypsy wedding 
 

 


