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(third stanza same as second)

O Abud!

Oh, the dew, the dew, the dew, it is on the cheeks of the opened roses.
If they don’t give you to me, I’ll destroy the high mountains.
Bring the mijwiz [flutelike instrument], O Abud, let the black-eyed woman dance.
Let Sabah the Songbird sing and let the world go to hell!

Bring the mijwiz and let the beautiful woman find us doing the debka.
Let the tulip branches sway to the sounds of our songs
And your eyes tempt us, and tell us about love
And the voices sing, saying: How beautiful is the time of the first fruits.

Please keep me in mind while you’re at the evening party
Wink at me and pretend not to be looking at me
Keep checking on me from time to time.
When you see my tears, or their promise, you’ll know who is the one I mean.
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