
Cântec de haiducie

Song about outlawry

Rough translation

Outlawry gets me out of poverty

Damn landlordry!

I took a musket and some bullets

Held my landlords’ way 

And took their coats

Their most expensive coats,

Which thing broke their hearts

But we will get you,

We will catch you, 

All you landlords together,

We will get your brains out 

And fry them on fire!



Phonetic transcription

[ˌhajduˈʧie ˌhajduˈʧie

tu mə ˈskapj de sərəˈʧie

haj li li li li li li ʃi da da da

ˌ hajduˈʧie ˌhajduˈʧie 

ˈmorʦij təj de ˌgəzdəˈʧie

ˈprinsej ˈpuʃka ʃi plumˈbu

ʦiˈnuj gazdelor druˈmu

ʃi le luˈaj koʒˈoku

ˌkoʒoˈʧelu skump pləˈtit

ˈinima din ˈpjept la fript

da və ˈprindem

haj li li li li li li ʃi da da da

ʦa ʦa ʦa ʦa

da və ˈprindem noj oˈdatə ʦa

pe toʦj ˈdomnij ˌlaoˈlaltə

və ˈfriʒem ˈkrejerij pə ʃpor

ɨn ˈvɨrfu kuˈʦɨtelor ʦa]

ˌ


