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FromDick Crum: I learned this song in Skopje, 1952, in which year it was the hitpravo tune in (FYR)
Macedonia, heard everywhere on the radioand in Skopje’s cafés. It was issued onared-label Jugoton
78 rpm about that time, with the above lyrics. Numerous variant lyrics have developed over the years.
(Editor: We couldn't find that red-label Jugoton; if anyone out there has it, please let us know. The
break we used here is from the rendition on Bitola, babam Bitola: Makedonske narodne pjesme i
kola, Jugoton LPY-V-780, courtesy of Rachel McFarlane.)

1) “Kako 1mITo € Taa yaiia IoJjiHa cO BUHO, (2X)

TaKa € ¥ MOJTO CpIIe TIOJTHO C jaJIoBU. (2X)

2) Jdann’ na nujaM, MMUJIa MaMo, J1a ce HarmjaMm, (2x)

jazioBuTE, MMITA MaMo, Jia 3a0opaBam?” (2X)

3) ”“Ja nocnymaj, MUIIM CMHKO, cTapa cu Majka, (2x)

M J1a [Mern, MU/IM CMHKO, dajie cu Hema. (2X)

4) TyKy 3eMHU, MUIIU CUHKO, ITyIIIKa OepnaHka, (2x)
a cu Oy, MUJIM CMHKO, I'ope B IIIITaHUHA,

TamMy TU €, MAJTM CMHKO, BEpHa JIpY>KMHa.”

As this glass is full of wine

“As this glass is full of wine, so my heart is full of grief.
Shall I drink till I'm drunk, dear mother, to forget my grief?”
“Listen, dear son, to your old mother, it will do you no good to drink.

Instead, take your trusty rifle, go up into the mountains, and join your faithful band.”



