Zlodéj

O fojtovym syné
Z1a novina slyné
Ze ukrad ¢étyry koné
V lese Bukoviné

Zaved jich do mésta
Dostal za né tfi sta
Kdpil si on za né
Boty Snurované

Z Uterka na stfedu
Uz Janicka vedu
Vedu ho silnici
Kati k Sibenici

Sibenko ty $ibena
Pro kohos stavéna
Kdybych to byl védél
Ze na ni viset mam

Thief

Bad news

About mayor’s son
He stole four horses
In Bukovina forest

He lead them to town

Sold them for four hundred
He bought himself

Laced shoes

From Tuesday to Wednesday

They are already leading Johnny

The executioners are leading him on the road
Towards the gallows

Gallows tall and square
For whom are you built
If I only knew

That | am to hang there



