Tavaszi sz¢€l vizet araszt
(The spring wind makes the waters rise)

Tavaszi szél vizet araszt, virdgom, viragom.
Minden madar tarsat valaszt, virdgom, viragom.
Hat én immar kit valasszak? Virdgom, viragom.
Te éngemet, s én tégedet, viragom, viragom.

761d pantlika konnyti giinya, virdgom, virdgom.
Mert azt a sz¢él konnyen fajja, viragom, virdgom.
De a fatyol nehéz glinya, virdgom, viragom.
Mert azt a bu foldig huzza, virdgom, viragom.

®

The spring wind makes the waters rise, my flower.
Every bird searches for a partner, my flower.

And I, whom should I choose, my flower.

I choose you, and you choose me, my flower.

Green ribbons are light and delicate, my flower.
The wind can easily lift them, my flower.

But a veil is heavy clothing, my flower.
Because sorrow has made it heavy, my flower.



