Szoveg / Text

Régi magyar receptek és mas népi forrasok felhaszndldsaval szovegét irta a zeneszerzé. /
/ Words by the composer (using old Hungarian recipes and other folklorian texts).

I.

Nagy a rangja a tyukhusnak, mert beldle
késziil a legizesebb husleves, a
tytkhusleves.

A gazdasszony szemlét tart a tikok felett.
Nem-tojut keres. Valamely halovany
torajuban biztos raakad. Két szarnyat hatra
fogja, a fejét hatraszoritja és a tragyadomb
mellett elmetszi a nyakat.

II.

Nem vot nékem vig kedvem egy ora
hosszat sem, ném tok én semmi kedvet
mote élek e vilagon! Jaj, ides parocskam,
ides jo parocskam, ides partfogocskam!

Minden eggyé eskiidott fehér ruhaba, fehér
koszortba, piros partaba, de bizony én
fekete ruhdaba, z6d partaba, z6d koszoruba.

Elmetszi, aztan kicsorgatja a vérét, aztan
elhajitja.

I11.

Nézze, hogy fut a kendermagos! Csupa vér
lesz a végén az egész udvar!

Na magara se bizom tobbé soha
tyukomnak levagasat, hallja-e kend?

Megkopasztja. Levagja a fejét. Kibontja a
begyét. Levagja két szarnyat. Levagja két
labat. Kiforditja a belét, ledobja a foldre. A
macska mormolva szalad el vele.

IVv.

Romlott testem a bokorba,
Piros vérem hull a hoba.
Hull a vérem, hull a hoba,
Piros vérem hull a hoba.

I.

Chicken meat has a high rank, because the
most delicious meat soup is made of that: the
chicken soup.

The housewife takes a visit among the hens.
She looks for a ,,non-layer”. Surely she finds
it among the ones with a pale comb. She
holds its wings back, pushes its head back,
and she cuts its throat next to the dunghill.

II.

I haven’t had a happy hour, I wasn’t happy
even in my whole life! Oh, my dear beloved,
my good dear beloved, my protector!

Everyone had a wedding in a white dress
with a white wreath and a red coronet, but I
had a black dress with a green coronet and a
green wreth.

She cuts it, and leaks its blood, and after that
she throws it away.

III.

Look, how the speckled runs! The whole
yard would be full of blood!

Well, I’ll never leave my chicken’s
slaughtering to you again, do you hear?

She plucks it. She smites its head off. She
dissects its breast. She cuts its wings off. She
cuts its legs off. She embowels it, and throws
the bowels down. The cat runs away with it
growling.

IV.

My diseased body falls in the bush

And my red blood pours onto the snow.
My blood pours and pours onto the snow,
My red blood pours onto the snow.



Ugy eltlindk, meglassatok,
Soha hirem nem halljatok.
Se hiremet, se nevemet,
Felejtsetek el engemet.

V.

A konyhaban mar forr a viz.

Benne a tyuk,

Benne a s6 a gyokér meg a laska.
Csattog a kés, a kanal,

Darabokban a tik mar uszik a talban.

Kot-kot-kot-kot-kotkodacs,
Nem lesz ebbdl tobb tojas!

Csattog a kés, a kanal meg a villa,

Kattog a fog meg a nyelv, ahogy izlel.

Donti be vigan ez étket a jonép,
Mit se torodve szegény életével.

Kot-kot-kot-kot-kotkodacs,
Nem lesz ebbdl tobb tojas!

I’ll dissapear, you’ll see,

And you’ll never hear about me again.
Neither about my being, nor my name.
Forget about me for ever.

V.

The water boils in the kitchen.

The hen is in the water, along with

The salt, the turnip and the soup stick.
The knife and the spoon click,

Now the hen flows in pieces in the bowl.

Cluck-cluck-cluck-cluck-cluck-gabble,
Ther’ll be no more eggs!

The knife, the spoon and the fork click,
The teeth and the tongue savor as they taste
The people engorges the food,

Taking no care to the poor little’s life.

Cluck-cluck-cluck-cluck-cluck-gabble,
Ther’ll be no more eggs!

(Rough translation)
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Duration: 9 minutes



