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We rode three horses with sleigh bells, 
And in the distance were flashing lights. 
Ah, how would I like to be back with you now 
To dispel my soul from the melancholy. 

On a long road, lunar night, 
And with the song, the one that flies jingling into the distance. 
And with the old seven-stringed (guitar), 
The one that tormented me so at night. 

Yes, it turns out we were singing for nothing, 
Burning in vain night after night. 
If we are done with the old times, 
Then those nights have also left. 

On a long road, lunar night, 
And with the song, the one that flies jingling into the distance. 
And with the old the seven-stringed (guitar), 
The one that tormented me so at night.  

Ah, how would I like to be back with you now 
To dispel my soul from the melancholy. 

On a long road, lunar night, 
And with the song, the one that flies jingling into the distance. 
And with the old seven-stringed (guitar), 
The one that tormented me so at night.
