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SONG TEXTS

YIDDISH AND
HEBREW SONG
IN THE WEIMAR

REPUBLIC

May 7,2024 | 7:00pm ET

This event is part of Carnegie Hall’s Fall of the Weimar
Republic: Dancing on the Precipice festival.




PROGRAM

Ostjudisches Wiegenlied — Eastern European Lullaby

Music BY LEON KORNITZER, TRADITIONAL, CA. 1933

Di alte kashe — N>Wp YU5X 77 — The Ancient Question
Music BY LEON KORNITZER, TRADITIONAL, CA. 1933

Elul-Melodie 11

Music BY LEoN KorRNITZER, ORIGINAL YIDDISH POEM BY MORRIS ROSENFELD, CA. 1933

Yerusholaim — DY9W17? — Jerusalem
Music BY LEON KORNITZER, TRADITIONAL, CA. 1933

Op. 53 No. 1, Wie einsam wiirde ich — m51 0y — I Remainded Lonely
Music BY JosepH ACHRON, WORDS BY DAvID FRISHMAN, 1923

Es fiel eine Triane — 1YyNT17 171901 §V1 — The Tear Drop Dropped
Music BY ISRAEL BRANDMANN, WorDs BY CHAIM NACHMAN BIALIK, 1933

Op. 34 No. 1, Minhag khadash — w1 2731 — A New Way

Music BY JoEL ENGEL, WoRDS BY CHAIM NACHMAN BIALIK, 1923

Op. 34 No. 2, Eins, Zwei, Drei — W5W ,0°nw ,nnX — One, Two, Three
Music BY JoEL ENGEL, WorRDS BY CHAIM NACHMAN BIALIK, 1923

Op. 34 No. 3, Der goldener Pfau — 72177 930 — The Golden Peacock

Music BY JoEL ENGEL, WorRDS BY CHAIM NACHMAN BIALIK, 1923

Shotns — DILXW — Shadows
Music BY LAZAR WEINER, WORDS BY YEHOASH, CA. 1936

Op. 32 No. 3, Die lockigen Haare Dein — 119 11°18 037 9V — Your Curly Hair
Music BY MIKHAIL GNESIN, ORIGINAL GERMAN PoEM BY TicHON TSCHURILIN,
TRANSLATED INTO HEBREW BY SHAUL TCHERNIKHOVSKI, 1923

Boker te’ireni dimati — *nynT 217°YN P2 — In the Mornings Tears Wake Me
Music BY ALEXANDER KREIN, WoRrRDs BY A. EFRAT, 1923

Rakim merokh panayikh — 7°18 771 039 — Soft and Tender Face
Music BY ALEXANDER KREIN, WORDS BY MANDELSTAM, 1923

Bearbeitungen Ostjiidischer Volkslieder — Arrangements of Yiddish Folksongs
Music BY STEFAN WoOLPE, TRADITIONAL, 1923-1925

Drei Paléstinensische Volkslieder — Three Palestinian Folksongs
Music BY A. M. ROTHMULLER, VARIOUS WORKS, 1931



Ostjiidisches Wiegenlied | Eastern European Lullaby

TRANSLITERATION

Shlof mayn tokhter, sheyne, fayne,
In dayn vigele,

Kh'vel mikh zetsn nebn dir

Un zingen a lidele,

Kh'vel dikh vign, lider zingen
Lyulinke, mayn kind.

Shlofn geyt di neshome aroyf

Un shraybt di aveyros in di bikher,
Du mayn kind host nokh keyn zind,
Kenst shlofn ruik un zikher,
Lyulye, lyulye,

Shlof mayn gedule,

Lyulinke, mayn kind.

Music BY LEoN KORNITZER

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

Sleep my daughter, beautiful, fine,
In your cradle,
I'll sit beside you
And sing you a little song,
I'll rock you and sing to you
Lullaby, my child.

The soul goes up to sleep
And inscribes bad deeds in the books,
You, my child, still have no sins,
And can sleep peacefully and secure,
Lullaby, lullaby
Lullaby, sleep my big girl,
Lullaby, my child.

(Translation by Goldie Gross)
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NYWP YOIN 17
Di alte kashe | The Ancient Question

Music BY LEoN KORNITZER

TRANSLITERATION ORIGINAL YIDDISH
Fregt di velt an alte kashe: :NOWP YUIN IN 0OUN 7T 0AYI8
Trala-tradi-ridi-rom? ?D:p"W’W"W:‘_(WU‘Jg'?!:ﬂU
Entfert men: tradi-ridi-reylom, ,DIﬁ”Tﬁ’T’ﬂ_ﬂU VN vIvHvIY
Oy, oy, tradi-ridi-rom! IDNIYTPI7INOD N NN
Un az me vil, ken men dokh zogn: tray-dim! D720 JJANT INT JVND WP 99 VN IN N
Blaybt dokh vider di alte kashe: NYWP YUON 9T VTN INT 02792
Trala-tradi-ridi-rom? ?D:p"W’W"W:‘_(WU‘Jg'?!:ﬂU

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

The world asks an ancient question:
Trala-tradi-ridi-rom?
The answer is: tradi-ridi-reylom,
Oy, oy, tradi-ridi-rom!
And if you want, you can even say: tray-dim!
Still the ancient question remains:
Trala-tradi-ridi-rom?

(Text and translations from THE Yost AND CHANA M1LOTEK YiDDISH SONG COLLECTION at the Worker’s Circle)



Elul-Melodie 11

Music BY LEON KORNITZER — ORIGINAL YIDDISH POEM BY MORRIS ROSENFELD

GERMAN

Der Sommer gestorben,
Verwelkt und verdorben

Die Bliimelein blou und rot.
Was Leben spriihte,

In Schonheit bliihte,

Liegt eingeschlummert und tot.

In Sturm und Wetter

Wirbeln die Blitter,

Sein Sterbegebet sagt der Wald.

Es bebt in der Zweigen,

Dann Stille und Schweigen,

Auch das heiligste Lied ist verhallt.

Hoch oben kreisen die Vogel.

Sie reisen und wenden zum Meer ihren Blick.

»Wohin dei zieht ihr,”
Wie weit entflich ihr,
,1hr Lieben, wankehrt ihr zuriick?“

Da klingen hernie der wehmiitige Lieder:
LWir wissen, das Wandern muf sein,

Ubers Meer, iibers Meer!

Doch die Wiederkehr ist Gottes Wille allein.”

Oh, 't is cold and windy,
There is an end of summer!

ENGLISH TRANSLATION
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The birds sing

Their song of passage
And turn their eyes towards the ocean.
Beloved, where do you fly?
Pray, tell me how far away?
And tell me when will you return?

The flowers wither in the valley;
All beauties disappear,
And suddenly all is rocked into slumber of death.

The storm hurls down the dry leaves,
And disperses the dead flowers.
The forest rustles its last confession,
And a little later
Even the holiest song will cease.

The woeful melodies are poured forth in bitterness,
And the painful answer is:
“We all know only,
We must fly away,
But God knows of coming back!”

(English translation from SonNGs FRoM THE GHETTO by Morris Rosenfeld, translated by Leo Wiener)



nRA/ARE
Yerusholaim | Jerusalem

Music BY LEoN KORNITZER

TRANSLITERATION

Droysn blozt a vint a kalter,

A shreklekhe Kislev nakht.

Baym lempl zitst an alter,

Inem kemerl farmakht.

Zayn bord shney vays,

Di oygn glien,

Er veynt azoy heys baym share-Tsien.

Oys hartsnstifn hert men im rufn

Eyntsik un aleyn dos vort:

Yerusholaim! Yerusholaim! Du mayn tayer ort.

Amol flegt mikh mayn tate libn,

Ikh ver zayn eyntsik kind.

Yetst hot er mikh fartribn

Vegn mayne groyse zind.

Shoyn azoy fil yoren trog ikh zayn tsorn,
Mayn hor zaynen shoyn gro gevorn.

Ikh muz vandern,

Fun eyn ort tsum andern,

Fun eyn ort tsum andern.

Yerusholaim! Yerusholaim! Du mayn tayer ort.

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

A cold wind blows outside,
An awful Kislev night.
An old man sits by the lamp,
Shut away in his room.
His beard snow white,
His eyes glowing,
He cries so hard at Zion’s gates.
From his heart’s depth one hears him calling
Only one word:
Jerusalem! Jerusalem! You are my precious place.

(Translation by Goldie Gross)

ORIGINAL YIDDISH
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Once my father loved me,
[ was his only child.
Now he has driven me out
For my great sins.

For many years I have carried his anger,
And my hair has already become gray.

I must wander,

From one place to another,
From one place to another.
Jerusalem! Jerusalem! You are my precious place.



"m5m v

Op. 53 No. 1 Wie einsame wurde ich | | Remained Lonely

Music BY JoSEPH ACHRON — WORDS BY DAVID FRISHMAN

TRANSLITERATION

Im khalomi ve-im sodi nisharti
Ariri.

Eli! Hahifrazti leha’amin

Bi u've’shiri?

Yadati: mot amut, ve’ish
Moti lo yevake.
Mini-arafel al-gali lo yera’e
Kokhav mefake.

Shney susim kodrim ve’ayefim
Imshekhu aroni

Vetsahalu nekhaim, vegeshem tored
Yered be’yom oni.

Haya ekhad asher hifriz

Al khalomot nidakhim.

Akh hine makhar ve’khayav ve'tslilav —
Khasal! U’kevar nishkakhim.

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

I remained lonely,
Just me, my dream and secret,
Alone on my own.
Have I had too much belief in my poem?

By now, [ know:
Not one will shed a tear after I'm gone.
Through the foggy night,
Not a star will be seen.

One rainy, cloudy day,
My day of grief,
Two gloomy, tired horses
Will pull my coffin.

One day, a dreamer;
The next —
One’s life poetic sounds
Forgotten at once!

(Translation by Netta Ehrlich)
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Es fiel eine Trine | The Tear Drop Dropped

Music BY ISRAEL BRANDMANN — WORDS BY CHAIM NACHMAN BIALIK

TRANSLITERATION

Natof natfa ha’dima - va'yipol kav-or
Va'yakena,

Tsina hikta levavi: od akhat me’at —
Ve’dimati eynena.

U’vekhoser kol elekh, va'tsar-li me'od —

Hi dalala —
Ve'af lev arel ekhad lo-nakva, af lo
Mi’ktsat shena gazal.

Ve’ana olikh et-onyi, ve’ani ana ba?
Al mishkavi

Emtse dima od akhat, makhatsitha la’khem

U’makhatsita li’levavi.

Ve’ha'or ekhar la’'vo urafe ha'or
Me’hakhyoteni;

Shemesh akhat bamarom ve’shir yakhid la’lev

Ve'eyn sheni.

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

The tear drop dropped and a line of light

Fell and hit it,

Cold struck my heart; only a moment

And my tear vanished.

And empty handed [ walk, and am sad

And my tear is wasted —

And not one heathen heart by it pierced,

Not a bit of sleep troubled.

And where should I take my poverty,

Where should I go?

ORIGINAL HEBREW
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On my pillow [ strain another tear, one half yours

One half my heart’s own.

And the light was slow to come
And its glow was too faint to revive me;
There is one sun above, one song in a heart
And no second coming.

(Translation from SoNGs FROM BIALik: SELECTED PoEms oF HAyIM NAHMAN BIALIK, translated by Atar Hadari)
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Op. 34 No. 1 Minhag khadash | A New Way

Music BY JoEL ENGEL — WORDS BY CHAIM NACHMAN BIALIK

TRANSLITERATION

Minhag khadash ba la'medina:
Simlat shesh u’khtonet pasim -
U’v’shabatot, beyn ha'etsim,
Porkhim neshikot va’agasim.

Minhag khadash ba lamedina:
Na’aley meshi im kishurim —
Va'aley tsavar na’ara akhat
Tolim atsmam shney ba’khurim.

Minhag khadash ba la'medina:
Etmol Khana, makhar Penina;
Aval Khezkeli makhmadi -

Li le’vadi, li le’vadi.

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

A new way has come to the land:
A dress of silk and stripy blouse -
And on the Sabbath, in the woods

Kisses blossom with the pears.

A new way has come to the land:
Shoes of silk with ties —
And on the neck of every girl
There hang now two boys.

A new way has come to the land:
Yesterday Hannah, today Pearl;
But my Yeheskeli, my sweet

Is mine, all mine.

ORIGINAL HEBREW
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(Translation from SoNGs FRoM BIALIK: SELECTED PoEms oF HAYIM NAHMAN BIALIK, translated by Atar Hadari)
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Op. 34 No. 2 Eins, Zwei, Drei | One, Two, Three

Music BY JoEL ENGEL — WORDS BY CHAIM NACHMAN BIALIK

TRANSLITERATION

Akhat, shtayim, shalosh, arba -
Hizmin el lekha isha — bkhar ba!

Al titmameha, al te’akher,
Shema yekadmekha akher.

Af anokhi dvash ma’tsati —
Akh-lo ba el-pi u’sefati.

Shtayim hayu la’almana:
Akhat shekhora ve’akhat levana.

Lo almot — margaliyot,
Predot naot ve'yefeyfiyot.

Ashrey mi shera’a pneyhen -
Va’ani ahavti shetey’hen.

Akh eyn magid, akh eyn poter,
Mi me’hen ahavti yoter.

Avra et, lo eda kama,
Va'etmahameha, va'etmahameha.

Pitom ba ha’shed va’khatfan —

Shed gdal-blorit ve’shed gdal-safam.

Va’ani nisharti, golem,
Ravak zaken ad ha'olam.

U’mi’kan le’khol-hane’arim
Musar heskel umeysharim:

Akhat, shtayim, shalosh, arba -
Hizmin el lekha isha — bkhar-ba!

Al titma'me’ha, al te’akher,
Shema yekadmekha akher.
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION

One, two, three, four —
Find yourself a wife — choose her!

Do not dally, don’t be late
Or someone else’ll get there first.

I myself found me some honey
But it never came to my lips.

Two she had her, this one widow:
One brunette and one had fair hair.

Not girls — pearls,
Fillies fine and gorgeous,

The joy of whoever saw their face
And I loved both of them.

But who'll foretell and who'll say
Which of them I loved more.

The time went, I don’t know how
I dillydallied, dillydallied.

Suddenly a demon came and scarfed them
A demon with a ponytail and handlebar mustache.

And I remained, silly bugger,
An old bachelor ever after.

And from this to all the young men
A moral to the wise and let who learns learn.

One, two, three, four —
Find yourself a wife — choose her!

Do not dally, don't be late
Or someone else’ll get there first.

(Translation from SONGs FROM BiaLik: SELECTED PoEms oF Hayim NAHMAN BIALIK, translated by Atar Hadari)
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Op. 34 No. 3 Der goldener Pfau | The Golden Peacock

Music BY JoEL ENGEL — WORDS BY CHAIM NACHMAN BIALIK

TRANSLITERATION ORIGINAL HEBREW
Tavas zehavi parakh lo - - 1% 17B 72777 DY
Ana ta'uf, tavas zehavi? ?7271 010,90 1IN
- Af ani el evrey-yam - - 0%-72Y ON AN Y -
- Tire sham et-David levavi? 29225 T¥7-NN OV XD -
- Ere va’'avi mikhtav lakh, ;72 2APON NOAN) FININ -
U’ba’'mikhtav be’sora metuka: FIPANN 7712 200N
“Yom-ha'khupa, im-irtse-Hashem — - QWiI-1¥7-0N ,7970-01"
Akhar shabat shel Khanuka.” ".ﬂ;qg-5lp‘ DAY 0N

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

My peacock of gold flew off -
Where do you fly to, my golden peacock?
— I am flying over water.

— Will you see there my sweetheart?

- I'will see, and I will bring a letter to you
And in the letter there will be some sweet news:
“The day of out nuptials, God willing -
Will the Sabbath after Hanukkah.”

(Translation from SoNGs FRoM BiaLik: SELECTED PoEMS oF HayiM NAHMAN BIALIK, translated by Atar Hadari)



DIONW
Shotns | Shadows

Mvusic BY LAZAR WEINER — WORDS BY YEHOASH

TRANSLITERATION

Gefaln iz a shotn af mayn shvel,
Un keyn geshtalt iz nit arayn gekumen.
Gehert hob ikh dos shoymen fun a vel,

Un keyner iz tsum breg nit tsugeshvumen...

Mayn zel, mayn mide zel,
Vest eybik, eybik vakhn,
Un eybik, eybik fregn

Un tomed vet antkegn
Dos lebn shteyn un lakhn.
Mayn zel, mayn mide zel.

A fodem hot fun knoyl zikh opgedriblt,
Un iz in fintsternish tsu mir dergangen.
Hob ikh mit mi getsoygn un gegriblt,
Un hoyb aroysgetsoygn shlangen...

Mayn zel, mayn mide zel,
Vest eybik, eybik vakhn,
Un eybik, eybik fregn

Un tomed vet antkegn
Dos lebn shteyn un lakhn.
Mayn zel, mayn mide zel.

A shadow fell upon my sill,
And no spirit came inside.

[ heard the frothing of a wave,

And no one swam to shore...

My soul, my weary soul,

You will always, always be watchful,

And always, always question

And life will always face you and laugh.

My soul, my weary soul.

ENGLISH TRANSLATION
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A fiber frayed from its ball,
And came to me in the dark.

With effort, I pulled and I searched,
And from it, I drew out snakes...

My soul, my weary soul,

You will always, always be watchful,

And always, always question

And life will always face you and laugh.

My soul, my weary soul.

(Translation adapted from the sheet music for Lazar Weiner’s FIve YippisH SoNGs and edited by Goldie Gross)
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Op. 32 No. 3 Die lockigen Haare Dein | Your Curly Hair

Music BY MIKHAIL GNESIN — ORIGINAL GERMAN PoEM BY TicHON TSCHURILLIN

TRANSLATED INTO HEBREW BY SHAUL TCHERNIKHOVSKI

TRANSLITERATION

Al rakim paneyha la,
Al even taba’ata la

Al kivsa ha'namukh la
Shiri ba!

Al shekhor taltalayikh lakh
Al kefor shoshanayikh lakh,
Al egeley dema’ayikh lakh
Shiri sakh.

Yerukim panay i,
Eyn even be’taba’ati li
Af shemam ze kivsi i,
Akh yakhdav navo’a
Tuvia ve'Lea!

Shiratenu ma nuga
Atseva ke’artsenu.

Aval me’la’a ha'kos

Af hare’ala kosenu,
Niga ba, niga sheneynu,
Ba gam nisrof sfateynu.
Navo’a — Tuvia ve’Lea!

Akh lo shiri ze atsev —
Etsev be’eyney ha'or!

Lo ha’sason bam mavrik -
Akh kfor se’ari kfor

Lo karenu mitnotsets —
Akh pirkhey ha'bor.

Paneyha la,
Taba’ata la

Ze kivsa la
Oshri ba!
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION

On her soft face, on her ring’s precious stone, on her lowly sheep is my song!
On your black curls, on your teardrops, on your cold roses, my poem is about!

Green is my face, without a single stone in my ring, and no sheep do I have.
But together, we shall come like Tuviah and Leah!

Our song is sad, sad like our country.

But the cup is full
Full of poison,
We shall touch it, touch it, both of us,
In it, we'll burn our lips.
Together, we shall come, like Tuviah and Leah!

But my song is not a sad one —
Her face, her ring, and the sheep of hers — that is what my happiness is about!

(Translation by Netta Ehrlich)
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Boker te’ireni dimati | In the Mornings Tears Wake Me

Mvusic BY ALEXANDER KREIN — WORDS BY ABRAM MARKOVICH EFROS

TRANSLITERATION ORIGINAL HEBREW
Boker teireni dimati, Eli, Eli! PON DN ODYNT 217YR P2
Erev teyashneyni dimati, Eli, Eli! PON ON NYNT 21WIN 1Y
Im ayelet-ha’shakhar ankhati li, mar li, mar! Mm% M % NN Iy n&m oy
Im negohot-neshef ankhati li, mar li, mar li! 19 97,9 M Y INMIN QUi oY
Im elekh ha’negba, shav’ati li, ha, Eli! PON AT D NIV L2330 1‘7N ON
Im esa tsafona, shav’ati li, ha, Eli! PON AT 9 MNYIV ,1119Y YON DN
Miney meshekh zara eyn dami lj, ha, Eli! 15N L] 5 MT PN VI JUR 1IN
Ve'ad asif u’batsir eyn dami li, ha, Eli! PON AT 0D 0T PN NI 9ION TV
Asheshu eynai mi'redet mayim, ha, Eli! "5N 17,070 NN 1Y IWUY
Kaf ragli batska mi'nud... Elj, Eli! PON ON LTI TRPYR 9531 93
Eyn miflat ve'eyn makhase... ad matay od, ha, Eli! PON AT LTIV NN Y .00 PN U‘;‘.}D N
Bekhi ravta eyni! Re’e onyi, ki mar li, mar! M7 95 m 1Y N PV M7 002

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

In the mornings, tears would wake me, my God, my God.
At nights tears make me sleepy, my God, my God.
With the morning star [ moan, full of bitterness, bitter.
With groans and sighs, full of bitterness, bitter.

[f I'd walk south, I'd cry, oh, my God.

If I'd ride north, I'd cry, oh, my God.

No strength left for a bag of seeds, oh, my God!

Till vintage and harvest, I have no strength, oh, my God!
My eyes burned from weeping,

My feet swollen from wandering around, my God, my God!
There is no shelter or respite... until when, oh, my God!
The weeping filled my eyes! Look at poor me,

Full of bitterness, so bitter!

(Translation by Faina Burko)



718 971 0939

Rakim merokh panayikh | Soft and Tender Face

Mvusic BY ALEXANDER KREIN — WORDS BY MANDELSTAM

TRANSLITERATION

Rakim me’rokh panayikh-khen ra’aya,
Ve’kaf-yadekh ra’aya, tsekhora mi’tskhor,
Ve’at rakhakt miney tevel va'dor,

Ve’khol khaya'yikh-korakh eyn miflat...

Zo tugatekh-hekhrakh pili hu

Be’khom roshi etsba’'otayikh lan,
Be'midbarekh na’ava, ke’pelg ran, yirad,

U’vemerkhak eyneykh nad...

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

Soft and tender face, graceful wife,
Your gentle hand, white snow white,
You are far away from me, planets far, generations away.
Your life is a necessity, there is no escape...

Your sad necessity is wonderous.
My head rests in your warm touching fingers.
Like little streams of water trembling through

Your wonderful desert, I wander, in the farness of your eye...

(Translation by Netta Ehrlich)

ORIGINAL HEBREW

1YY I-7229 3 003
InEn AN MY 97-99)
1T 530 23 Apm AN
0291 PN 17-7220 99

NI ONDB M2T-900R T

17 1NIWIEN "UNT O3
Y 173292 N 972102
T3 9PY PR
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Bearbeitungen Ostjiidischer Volkslieder
Arrangements of Yiddish Folksongs

Music BY STEFAN WOLPE

L.

youam 072°p DYT IVUIIN

Unter dem kinds vigele | Under The Child’s Cradle

TRANSLITERATION

Unter dem kinds vigele
Shteyt a goldn tsigele.
S’tsigele iz geforn handlen:
Rozhinkes mit mandlen.
Rozhinkes mit faygn —
S’kind vet shlofn un shvaygn.

Sholf mir, shlof mir, in dayn ru.
Makh di koshere eygelekh tsu.

Makh zey tsu un makh zey owf.
Kumt der tate un vekt dikh owf.

Tate, Tate, nisht owfvek

Dos kind vet shlofn vayter avek.

Shlofn iz a gute skhoyre,
Moyshele vet lernen Toyre.
Toyre vet er lernen,

Sforim vet er shraybn.

A guter un a frumer vet er

ORIGINAL YIDDISH

yoUam 071°p DVT IWOLIN
YouUN 175K X vPOW
AVOTINT TINEVA TN YOVAIN'D
JY5TINGD 0D DYPIWIN

— ]A?5 VN DYPIWIND
JAPNW PN IBNOW YN TIP'0

32T PN, aNOw [ aNow
JX WOVAYN VW3 1T NN
NN DT NN JINIY 1T NN

A7N 7T DPYN JIN VUKD T 0mp

PYNSNN VW YUND ,VUND

PYNN WLPN JAKOW bYN 1100 ONT

,TIMD YOI N 1IN J8NOW
AR Y5 vy voawn
V1Y Y vyn 7R

JA2IW 9V YN 0780

W DY WIS K JIN WO K

Mirtseshem blaybn. Ja?5%1 owiaN DN
ENGLISH TRANSLATION
Under the child’s cradle Sleep is a valuable commodity,
There is a golden little goat. Moyshele will study Torah.
The little goat went to sell his wares: Torah he will study,
Raisins and almonds. He will write holy books.

Raisins and figs —
The child will sleep and be quiet.

He will, God willing, remain good and pious.

Sleep, sleep, restfully.
Close your pure little eyes.
Close your eyes and open them.
Father comes and wakes you up.
Father, Father, don’t wake him up
The child will remain in sleep.



2.
YOUTYT DVNNND 170 22

Bay mayn mames hayzele | By My Mother’s Small House

TRANSLITERATION

Bay mayn mames hayzele, hayzele,
Bin ikh mir geshtanen.

Akh, mayn tayer lebn

[z farbaygegangen.

Mit di bloe eyglekh, eyglekh,
Mit di blonde hor —

Kh’hob gemeynt az vos er redt
[z dokh alts vor.

Kh’hob gemeynt af zayne reyd, zayne reyd
Ken men shteln moyern.

Er hot dokh mir azoyns geton,

Az ikh muz nor veynen un troyern.

Okh, un vey, mameshi, mameshi,
Mameshi, ikh fal!

Zint kh’hob ongehoybn a libe firn
Platst in mir di gal!

With his dear blue eyes and blond hair,
I thought that what he said was all true.

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

By my mother’s small house I stood,
Oh, my precious sweetheart walked by.

ORIGINAL YIDDISH

SoUTe VOUTRi OVNnKn 12n »a
JVINLWYA 0 PN P2

12V5 qwro 170 N
JYAINAYAPAING 1IN

,WoAIN 0N NS T v
— N YTINDA T N

DTV Y DX TN DIPNYA ANTD
IND YON INT TN

THN YINT T YIRT §IN DIV ANT'D
Jvnn 15vbw wn jvp

JINDYA DININ 70 INT ONIT W

YN0 N JYITN IND 1D PPN TN

SWYNNND PWYNKN 7N PN N
I9NS PPN Y WYNIND

175 V21°9 N JANAVAIN ANT'D 0377
19N 77 M PPN VINOS

[ put my trust in his words, but what he did was such

That all I have left is to cry and mourn.

Oh, my, Momma, Momma, Momma, I'm falling!
Ever since I fell in love I've been going out of my mind.
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TNV TN SN N
A mol iz geven | Once There Was

18

TRANSLITERATION

A mol iz geven

ORIGINAL YIDDISH

NI 1N NI N

Akleyn yidele. You1 195 N
Hot er gehat VNIV 9V UNIT
A kleyn fidele. YouT8 1750 X
Shray-ray-ray PYYYYIW
Makht dos fidele. YOUTI8 DNT DIND
Akleyn dudele. YOUTT 150 X
Du-du-du 17T
Makht dos dudele. YOUTIT ONT VIND
A kleyn fayfele. Youars 15p X
Fay-fay-fay P8 1818
Makht dos fayfele. Y5y878 ONT VIND
A kleyn paykele. Youpre 1%9p X
Pom-pom-pom DONS OND DN
Makht dos paykele. Y5Up1e OXT VIND

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

Once there was
Alittle Jew.
And he had

A little fiddle.
Shray-ray-ray
Goes the fiddle.

A little bagpipe.
Du-du-du
Goes the bagpipe.

A little flute.
Fay-fay-fay
Goes the flute.

A little drum.
Pom-pom-pom
Goes the drum.



4,
PYTININD JWLIVD YOX
Ale mentshn tantsndik | Everyone Dances

TRANSLITERATION ORIGINAL YIDDISH
Ale mentshn tantsndik un shpringendik P77IVA1798W JIN P7TININD JW0IVn VON
Un lakhndik un zingendik PTIVA1T PIN 27TIOND N
Un Moyshele shteyt alts veynendik. YTV YOX vPOW YIIWN N
— Moyshe, Moyshe! Vos, du veynst? 001N 1T ,OND 1TWUN ,Awvn —
— Kh'veyn vos kh’'meyn: PN’ OND NS —
Es iz shoyn tsayt tsu der khupe tsu geyn. J72008 DI YT X VYN W TN DY
Es iz shoyn tsayt esn tsu geyn. 720X 0V UYY YW TN DV
Es iz shoyn tsayt a mitsve-tentsl geyn. 73 DNIVL-INNOD X LYY W X DY
Es iz shoyn tsayt shlofn tsu geyn. 739 18NOW VY W TN DY

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

Everyone dancing, jumping, laughing, and singing,
Moyshele stands and cries.
— Moyshe, Moyshe! What, are you crying?
— I am crying because it seems it’s time to go to the chuppah.
[ am crying because it seems it’s time to eat.
[ am crying because it seems it’s time to do the wedding dance.
[ am crying because it seems it’s time to go to sleep.
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5.
121 7005 PN P NN M

Vi azoy ken ikh lustik zayn | How Can I Be Happy

TRANSLITERATION

Vi azoy ken ikh lustik zayn
Az farshtert zenen mir mayne vegn?

Az ikh derman mikh on zayn sheyn ponem,
Vi azoy ken ikh lebn?

Ikh es un trink un shlof bay nakht
Nor mayn harts iz mir fartrakht.

Vi azoy ken ikh lustik zayn
Az farshtert zenen mir mayne vegn?

Az ikh derman mikh on zayn sheyn ponem,
Vi azoy ken ikh lebn?

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

How can I be happy
When all my paths in life are frustrated?
When I am reminded of his beautiful face,
How can I live?

[ eat and drink and sleep at night

But my heart is preoccupied with thoughts.

ORIGINAL YIDDISH

121 PPUDY PN VP NN M

PPN YIPN M WIVT DIVOWING IN
,D718 1w 2T N T INRIVT PN IN
2]V9 PN WP MmN M

DONI 22 GNOW JIN PI7I0 JIN DY PN
JDOKIVING N TN PINT 121 N

121 PPOOIY PN VP NN M

PPV VI PN WIVT VIVOWINS 1N
,D718 17w 12T 1N 77 INDIVT PN IN
212V N WP MmN M



6.

YNNG YIIVT993 7T JAND8YA LRI DY
Es kumt gefloygn di gilderne pave | A Golden Peacock Flies

TRANSLITERATION

Es kumt gefloygn di gilderne pave
Fun a fremdn land.

Hot zi farloyrn dem gildernem feder
Mit a groysn shand.

Es iz nit azoy der gilderner feder
Vi di pave aleyn.

Es iz nit azoy der eydem

Vi di tokhter aleyn.

Vi es iz biter, mayn libe muter,

A feygele af dem yam,

Azoy iz biter, mayn libe muter,

Az men kumt on tsu a shlekhtn man.

Vi es iz biter, mayn libe muter,
A feygele on a nest

Azoy iz biter, mayn libe muter,
Shver un shvigers kest.

Vi es iz biter, mayn libe muter,
A shtibele on a tir,

Azoy iz biter, mayn libe muter,
Mir on dir.

A golden peacock flies
In from a foreign land.

Very shamefully
She lost the golden feather.

It is not so much a matter of the golden feather

As of the peacock itself.

It is not so much a matter of the son-in-law

As of the daughter herself.

Just as miserable, my dear mother, as it

is for the bird upon the ocean,

So it is miserable, my dear mother, to
be beholden to a cruel husband.

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

ORIGINAL YIDDISH

YNNG VIIVT993 0T ]AN28YA 0P DV
JJANS 118 X

WIYS DVIIYTIOA DYT 1IMPING 0T ONGT

JINW O3 N B

IV IYIIWTII YT NN 1V TN DY

JPOK YNND 7T M
DYTN YT NN V21 1N DY
JPON LAND 7T M

V0 Y5 1 A 1IN DY M
,0% QYT 99N YyoUana X

,W0IN YA°5 170 YD 1N NN
JND J0IVOW NOIN N VDI VN IX

,V0M Y295 121 U021 1N DY M
,0OVI X N VoUA»8 X

,V0M Y295 120 0 N NN
200YP DWW JIN WNY

,W0IN YA°5 10 qyua 1N DY M
, 10 NN VoUW X

,W0IN Y99 170 YDA PN MIN
TN N

Just as it is miserable, my dear mother,
As it is for a bird to be without a nest,

So it is miserable, my dear mother,
To depend on the in-laws’ keep.

Just as miserable, my dear mother,

As it is to be a house with no door,

So it is miserable, my dear mother,
For me to be without you.
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Drei Palastinensische Volsklieder
Three Palestinian Folksongs

Mvusic BY A. M. ROTHMULLER

V13 YIX 'NT9m
Moladeti erets Knaan | My Motherland Is Cnaan

TRANSLITERATION ORIGINAL HEBREW
Moladeti erets Kna'an VI3 YN ’J?Hf_?m
Megamati sedot Khoran 1797 NI NRan
Ya leyl ya leyl, ya leyl ya leyli 1999-N2 999-N7 ,999-N0 55-N0

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

My motherland is Cnaan
On my way to the fields of Hauran*

[*Hauran is east of the Golan Heights of today’s south Syria and northern Jordan. In the
19th century, Jewish settlers from Romania and Bulgaria attempted to revive the land.
Baron Rothschild suggested they leave in 1898 due to disease and persecution.]

(Translation by Netta Ehrlich)



TN TPD
Pakad Adonay | God Visited

WoRDS BY HILLEL BREGMAN-AVIHANAN

TRANSLITERATION

Le’'moladeti hevet oti,
Be’yam galim va’ketsef.
Eshak tranayikh oniyati,
Lo eshkakhekh lanetsakh.

Pakad Adonay pinat Tsion hanidakhat,

Ho, ma nayim shevet akhim gam yakhad.

Zakna me’'od imi horati,
Yafta mi’kol em khoreget.
Tovot khorvot moladeti,
Mi’kol kirya khogeget.

Pakad Adonay pinat Tsion hanidakhat,

Ho, ma nayim shevet akhim gam yakhad.

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

In rough seas and foam,
You brought me to my homeland.
Your masts I shall kiss, my ship,
[ will never forget you.

God visited my forsaken corner Zion,
Oh, how pleasant it is to sit together in brotherhood.

Very elderly is my mother,

Yet more beautiful than any young stepmother.

So, the ruins of my ancient motherland

Are better than any jubilant city.

God visited my forsaken corner Zion,
Oh, how pleasant it is to sit together in brotherhood.

(Translation by Netta Ehrlich)

ORIGINAL HEBREW

DIN NNAT YRT2107
%) 0793 072
SIRIN PN PUN
Y19 VN N

NI Y 139 Y3TN TR0

77 D3 DN DAY 0OV 0 30

SN0 NN TINGD TP
y7im ox 93n nno
JRT2in nian niaiv

DN mp 9an

NI TP D39 Y3TN TR0

J7° D3 DN DAY 0V 0 30
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Yion »in
Hoy Khaluts | Hey Halutz

WoRDS BY AVIGDOR HAMEIRI

TRANSLITERATION

Hoy Khaluts, Khaluts tipesh

Ma ata ose sham,

Ma ata bone sham,

Be’sevel, be’ze’a?

“Bone ani kevish gadol

Me’efer, tit, afar va’khol

Bishvil Meshiakh ben David”

Bishvil mi? Bishvil ma?

“Bishvil Meshiakh, Bishvil Meshiakh
Bishvil Meshiakh ben David
Sheyetse imanu bi'mekholot Makhanayim.”

May he come out to dance with us in Mahanayim.*”

[*Mahanayim: A Jewish settlement near Safed in the Galilee]

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

Hey Halutz, you silly pioneer,
What are you doing there,
What are you building there,
In suffering, in sweat?

“I build a great road

From dirt, cement, mud, and sand

For Messiah son of David”
For whom? For what?

“For the Messiah, for the Messiah

For Messiah son of David

(Translation by Netta Ehrlich)

ORIGINAL HEBREW

waw YIon ,yion vin

OV iy AN R

,OW 1232 AN 11
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