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Summer Yiddish Song Celebration
URIEL WEINREICH SUMMER PROGRAM CONCERT
— AUGUST 2, 2017 —

Yiddish Art Songs

First Hebrew Song Cycle
LAZARE SAMINSKY
No. 1: Hebrew Lullaby
No. 2: Under Little Sarah’s Cradle
No. 3: Di Nakht (The Night), worps By SH. AN-SKY

Tsela-Tseldi (Tzela Tzeldi)
music BY LAZAR WEINER,
woRrps By JACOB GLATSTEIN

Shtile likht (Quiet Light)
music BY LAZAR WEINER, worps By MANI LEIB

A papir vil bageyn zelbsmord
(A Paper Bent on Suicide)
music BY LAZAR WEINER,

woRrbs BY A. LUTSKY

* [Mayn glik] (* [My happiness])
music By ALEX WEISER,
woRrDS BY ANNA MARGOLIN

Poezye (Poetry)
music By ALEX WEISER,
worDs BY ABRAHAM SUTZKEVER

voick: Eliza Bagg
piaNO: Marika Bournaki

Yiddish Theater Songs

Shenkt a neduve [nedove] (Give a Donation)
music By ARNOLD PERLMUTTER anD
HERMAN WOHL, worps By ANSCHEL SCHOR

Ikh benk aheym (I Long for Home)
music By JOSEPH RUMSHINSKY,
worbs BY LUDWIG SATZ

Tif vi di nakht (Deep as the Night)
WORDS AND MUSIC BY ABRAHAM ELLSTEIN

Dos trink-lid (The Drinking Song)
WORDS AND Music BY MIRYEM-KHAYE SEIGEL

voice: Miryem-Khaye Seigel
PIANO: Marika Bournaki

PROGRAM

Yiddish Folk Songs

“Afn barg, ibern barg” or “Avek di yunge yorn” (On
the Hill, Over the Hill or, My Young Years Are Gone)
FOLK SONG FROM THE REPERTOIRE oF JOSHUA WALETZKY

Ikh hob shoyn nisht keyn koyekh
(I Don't Have the Strength)
FOLK SONG FROM THE REPERTOIRE oF JOSHUA WALETZKY

Mit a nodl, on a nodl
(With a Needle, Without a Needle)
FOLK SONG ARRANGED BY ELEONORE BIEZUNSKI

Vos shloft ir, ir shlefer?
(Why Are You Sleeping, Sleepers?)
FOLK SONG FROM RUTH RUBIN'S coLLECTION

Tsvishn felder (Between Fields)
FOLK SONG FROM THE REPERTOIRE oF JOSHUA WALETZKY

Meydelekh un vaybelekh (Girls and Wives)
FOLK SONG FROM RUTH RUBIN’S coLLECTION

VOICE AND VIOLIN: Eléonore Biezunski
CLARINET: Michael Winograd
ACCORDION: Peter Stan



YIDDISH ART SONGS

First Hebrew Song Cycle No. 1: Hebrew Lullaby*
LAZARE SAMINSKY
After a Hebrew Folk Song

TRANSLITERATION ORIGINAL YIDDISH
Patsh, patsh kikhelekh, der tate t'koyfn shikhelekh, LYYW 1AM YORD T, YOV WORD WOXD
shihkelekh, vet er koyfn un in kheyder vet dos kind loyfn. 570 Tp DXT DYN TN PX NN 157p Y YN S yhyaw
Loyfn vet dos kind in kheyder, lernen vet es dort 1TO3 VAXT DY VYN WIS TN PX TP ORT VYN 1575
keseyder, dort keseyder etlekhe shures, tate un mame YN ]53711 PYAXN IR YORD , MMMV 373375(937 7703 VART
veln hern gute bsures. L1Mmpa yon
Patsh, patsh kikhelekh, der tate t'koyfn shikhelekh, LYYW 1AM YORD T, YOV WORD WOXD
shikhelekh, vet er koyfn un in kheyder vet dos kind loyfn. 575 TP ORT 0PN VT PR DI 15MP T vyn ,Phyw

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

Bye, bye sleepy head, father works when you're in bed;
soon he'll bring as a treat, little shoes for baby’s feet.

Then to school must baby hurry, so that mother need not worry,
so that as our baby grows, father will see how much he knows.

Bye, bye sleepy head, father works when you're in bed;
soon he'll bring as a treat, little shoes for baby's feet.

* Here, "Hebrew” means “Jewish.”



First Hebrew Song Cycle No. 2:

Under Little Sarah’s Cradle
LAZARE SAMINSKY

TRANSLITERATION ORIGINAL YIDDISH
Unter Soreles vigele shteyt a vayse tsigele, ,UOPY POMI X 070w PHYIm 0y Y 1ponx
di tsigele iz geforn handlen WHOTIRA 1IREPA DX L,POPIY T
rozhinkes mit mandlen, ,W’DTJ}_{D VM DYPIVWINA
vos iz di beste skhoyre, ,(1IND YUOYL 7T 'R DX
der khosn vet lernen toyre. 417R 1173'1375 oYM 1NN YT
Unter dem kinds vigele shteyt a vayse tsigele. .SJ'DSJJ’Y YOI X UMDY 31557}’11 OTIp DYT WONNX
Di tsigele vet forn handlen WHTIRA 1IRD VYN YHYIN T
Rozhinkes mit mandlen. JYHTIRN UM OYPIWIRA

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

There is a white goat under Sarah'’s crib,
the goat went off to sell raisins and almonds,
what is the best merchandise, the husband will study the Torah.
There is a white goat under the child’s crib.
The goat will go off to sell raisins and almonds.



First Hebrew Song Cycle No. 3:
Di Nakht (The Night)
LAZARE SAMINSKY, worps By SH. AN-SKY

TRANSLITERATION ORIGINAL YIDDISH

Di luft is klor, der himl reyn, di nakht iz shtil ,70W TR DIXI T L] D AWT ARDP PR 0;O 1T
un ful mit kheyn; ;11 UM 918 NN
Di shtern fun Keln groys un kleyn, der veg vayzt oys, ,ONIX OT™M YN YT ,]”517 NX DM ]'DIJP Na Yow M
vi mirmlshteyn. JTowOnIm M
O, shtarker Got! Toxa WpIRLY ,X
Dayn velt iz sheyn, vi a brilyant in keysers kroyn. Jp 0T PR VIXDMA R M LW TR 0y T
Un ikh, dayn zun, vi fun a shteyn, bin orem ikh un R TR DYIX P2,1P0W X N5 M L,)1 17T, PR IR
elnt, orem un aleyn! J7OX IR DYIR 015

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

The air is clear, the sky pure, the night is quiet and full of grace;
the stars of Cologne are large and small, the road looks like marble.
O, powerful God!

Your world is beautiful, like a diamond in the Kaiser’s crown.
And |, your son, as from a stone,

I'm poor and lonely, poor and alone!



MTHPYNOYY

Tsela-Tseldi (Tzela Tzeldi)
music By LAZAR WEINER, worps By JACOB GLATSTEIN

TRANSLITERATION

Tsela-Tseld;i,
Tsela-Tseldi gring fisike.
Tsum tsimb fun tsimbl,

Verstu vi a sarne gring
Vi a hezl flink.

Tsela-Tseldi,

Dayn kashtan kop iz gro atsind

Di bloe oygn zeen nit,

Langzam velkn dayne reges

Es shvaygt in dir a tifer troyer

Mit der shtilkayt fun a shpetn harbst;

Ober Tsela-Tseld,i,
Tsum tsimb fun tsimbl,
Verstu vi a pare gring,
U-ip Tsela-Tseldi!

Tsela-Tseldi,

Farmayd di ziftsn dayne ale nakht,
Zol dos rufn fun der toyter

hant dikh nit shrekn.

Zog, velkher barg erd ken den dikh fardekn,

Az tsum tsimb fun tsimbl
Verstu vi a sarne gring,
Gring fisike.

U-ip! Tsela-Tseldil

ORIGINAL YIDDISH
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION by Olga Paul

Tzela Tzeldi,
Tzela Tzeldi, light-footed nymph,
When cymbals play,
Your graceful, doelike, dancing feet
Become as a hare's as fleet.

Tzela Tzeldi,
But now your chestnut hair is gray,
Your eyes of blue no longer see,
And your days are slowly falling.

Your deepfelt sorrow, mute within you,

Is the silence of an autumn sky;

But oh, Tzela Tzeldi,
When cymbals play,
You're up again with dancing feet!
U-ip! Tzela Tzeldi!

Tzela Tzeldi,

Restrain the sighs that come to you at night,
Have no fear when Death’s hand beckons,
For still  wonder
What mountain of earth can keep you under
If, when cymbals play,

You're up again with dancing feet,

Oh graceful nymph!

U-ip! Tzela Tzeldi!



TRANSLITERATION

Shtile likht un shtile oygn,
Lipn frume shtile.

Far di shtile likht geboygn
sheptshet zi a tfile,

Shtile tfiledike verter,
Koym di likht nor hern:

Got, iz er nit mayn basherter,
Vest mir im bashern.

Ikh vel far im kinder hobn
Koshere un fayne,

Mayne kinder veln hobn
oygn shvarts, vi zayne.

Er vet zitsn lernen Toyre
Shemen vet zayn nomen.
Vest bashern, guter Boyre?
Vest bashern! Omeyn.

v PHow

Shtile likht (Quiet Light)
music By LAZAR WEINER, worps By MANI LEIB

ORIGINAL YIDDISH
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION by Raymond Smolover

Quiet light, eyes hidden in silence.
Lips that murmur a prayer, silent.
Bowed before your radiant glow

From my soul | pray,
Silently my heart will murmur,
Only you can hear me.

Lord grant me my beloved one,
If Thou wilt but grant him.
I'll bear many children for him,
Beautiful and gracious,
And they will be as black as midnight,
Just as his are.

| can see him steeped in Torah,
Famous and exalted.
Oh, | pray Thee, Holy Father.
Wilt Thou grant it?—Amen.



TARNMDAOPT MR HM ERE X
A papir vil bageyn zelbsmord (A Paper Bent on Suicide)
music BY LAZAR WEINER, worbs By A. LUTSKY

TRANSLITERATION

A papir iz nimes gevorn dos lebn,

Iz er tsugefaln tsu a rels
Un hot opgevart di ban.
Ven di ban hot zikh ongeyogt—

Hot er zikh dershrokn farn impet,

Zikh geton
A hoyb af

un iz avek mit a moyrediker freyd.

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

A scrap of paper grew tired of living.
So he laid himself down on a rail
And he waited for the train.

As the thundering wheels drew near
He suddenly lost his taste for dying.
So he picked himself up
And flew away
In a leap of terrible joy!

ORIGINAL YIDDISH
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[p753 1] *

* [Mayn glik] (* [My happiness])
music By ALEX WEISER, worbps By ANNA MARGOLIN

TRANSLITERATION

Geven iz efsher dos mayn glik:
filn vi dayne oygn
hobn zikh far mir geboygn.

Neyn, geven iz dos mayn glik:
geyn shvaygndik hin un her
mit dir ibern skver.

Neyn, nit dos, nit dos, nor her:
ven iber undzer freyd

flegt shmeykhlendik zikh aynboygn der toyt.

Un ale teg zaynen geven purpurn,

un ale shver.

ORIGINAL YIDDISH
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION by Shirley Kumove

No, rather this was my happiness:

there hovered the smiling face of death.

Perhaps this was my happiness:

to feel how your eyes
bowed down before me.

to go silently back and forth
across the square with you.

No, not even that, but listen:
how over our joy

And all of the days were purple

and all were hard.



PITYRE
Poezye (Poetry)
music By ALEX WEISER, worps By ABRAHAM SUTZKEVER

TRANSLITERATION ORIGINAL YIDDISH
A tunkl fiolete floym DMY5 PUYORS HpNo X
di letste afn boym ,0M2 187K poxys 1
din-haytldik un tsart vi a shvartsapl, SEXYIRNW K M OVIRY PIX PrTOOPT
vos hot bay nakht in toy geloshn ]'(D155371 MV X VIR 71 DR ORN
libe, ze'ung, tsapl, DBRY NPT Y5
un mitn morgn-shtern iz der toy 0 APT PR POWTIANRN 1O IX
gevorn gringer— — AP XNYI
dos iz poezye. Rir zi on azoy NIXCIN T A7 PTURD X OXT
men zol nit zen keyn simen fun di finger. AP0 7T N 1100 P T 0N 5}T<T wn

ENGLISH TRANSLATION by Chana Block

A dark violet plum,
the last one on the tree,
thin-skinned and delicate as the pupil of an eye,
that in the dew at night blots out
love, visions, shivering,
and then at the morning star the dew
grows weightless:
That is poetry. Touch it so lightly
that you don't leave a fingerprint.



YIDDISH THEATER SONGS

2T X OPYW
Shenkt a neduve [nedove] (Give a Donation)
music By ARNOLD PERLMUTTER ano HERMAN WOHL, worps By ANSCHEL SCHOR

TRANSLITERATION

Libe Yidn,

Oy hot rakhmones

Lozt dervakhn ayer harts

Oy retn mentshn fun sakone
Filt mit dem tsveytns shmarts
Mener un froyen,

Un kleyne kinder

Shrayen tsu aykh

Mit a biter geshrey

Yedn mir betn

Helft geshvinder

Di opfer fun der rusisher tiranay
Mir gefinen zikh

In a groyser noyt

Mit undzer umglik iz shoyn gornit tsu shpasn
Froyen shtarbn

Far a shtikele broyt
Kinderlekh valgern zikh,

Vey iz mir,

In di gasn.

Shenkt a nedove

Far oreme mentshn

Shenkt a nedove

Un Got vet aykh bentshn
Shenkt a nedove

Say elter, say yinger

Shenkt a nedove,

Mir shtarbn far hunger
Shenkt a nedove,

Shenkt!
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION

Dear Jews, oy have pity
Let your hearts awaken (soften)
Oy, save us, people,
from danger

Empathize with another’s pain

Men and women and little children
Cry to you with a bitter cry

We beg everyone to help us quickly

The victims of Russian tyranny

We find ourselves in great need
Our misfortune is nothing to laugh at
Women are dying for a piece of bread
Children are wandering, woe is me, in the streets
Give a donation for poor people
Give a donation and God will bless you
Give a donation, both older and younger
Give a donation, we're dying of hunger
Give a donation, give!



0N Pava X
Ikh benk aheym (I Long For Home)
music By JOSEPH RUMSHINSKY, worbs By LUDWIG SATZ

TRANSLITERATION

Ikh dermon zikh Shabes-koydesh bay undz in der heym
Mir flegn baym tish,

bald nokh di fish

Helfn dem tatn dem nign ot dem

Kol mekadesh shevi'i korui loy

Kol shoymer Shabes kedas mekholeloy

Skhoyroy harbe me’oyd al pi poloy

Ish al makhneykhu v'ish al digloy

Haynt tsum shaleshudes tsu simkhes un tsu sudes
Es flegt nokh zayn finster in shtub

Vi mayn mamenyu fleg zingen azoy lib

Oy Got fun Avrom, fun Yitskhok un fun Yankev

Al dos beyz fun unzer hoyz,

Al dos guts in unzer hoyz

Ikh benk aheym

Shpeter flegn ale khsidim zingen mit a mol
Der rebe mitn gabe flegn tantsn ale in kool
Oy vi voyl vi gut iz tsu zayn a yid

lkh benk aheym

Haynt es flegt kumen Yom Kiper in shul
Ale mit moyre, derekh-erets un shtil

Di meshoyrerim flegn zingen mit gefil
Kevakoyras, roye edroy

Oy, ikh benk aheym

Simkhes-Toyre, akh vi sheyn,

Fleg men mit di hakofes geyn

Shpeter flegn ale khsidim zingen mit a mol

Der rebe mitn gabe flegn tantsn ale in kool

lkh gedenk vi ikh fleg lernen in kheyder

Shabes shelifney ha-peysekh koyrim oyso Shabes ha-godl|

Haynt es flegt kumen der Shabes rosh khoydesh

Mayn zeydenyu davnen flegt baym orn koydesh

Zayn kidesh iz geven gor a khidesh

Kevoydoy moyley oylam meyshorsav shoyalim zey loyzey
Ayey mekoym kevoydoy leyumoysam, borukh yoymeru

Ikh benk nokh mayne kroyvim

lkh benk nokh di ale yontoyvim

Shpeter flegn ale khsidim zingen mit a mol
Der rebe mitn gabe flegn tantsn ale in kool
Ikh benk aheym
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION

| recall the holy Sabbath in our home
We used to [sit] at the table, right after the fish,

And join our father in singing this melody
Whoever sanctifies the Sabbath properly
Whoever guards the Sabbath from desecration
His great reward will fit his efforts
Every man at his own camp, every man at his own banner.

Today, at the third meal, at festive occasions and feasts,
It would still be dark in the house
And my mother would say so dearly
God of Abraham, of Isaac and Jacob,
Drive all evil from our house and bring goodness in
I long for home.

Later, all of the Hasidim used to burst into song,
The rabbi and the sexton would dance with the community
Oh, how nice and good it is to be a Jew!
| long for home.

Now when it came to Yom Kippur at the synagogue
Everyone was fearful, respectful and quiet
The choir boys would sing with feeling
As the shepherd gathers the sheep
How | long for home.

Simchat Torah, how beautiful,
We used to dance the circle dance [hakafot]
Later, all of the Hasidim used to burst into song,
The rabbi and the sexton would dance with the community
| remember how | studied in religious school
Shabes that is before Pesach, they call the big sabbath.

And when the Sabbath of the New Moon would arrive,
my grandfather used to pray at the holy ark
His Kiddush was quite a surprise
His glory fills the world, His ministering angels ask one another,
“Where is the place of His glory?” Those facing them say “blessed.”

| miss my relatives
| miss the holidays
Later, all of the Hasidim used to burst into song,
The rabbi and the sexton would dance with the community
I long for home.



DINX1 T M 70
Tif vi di nakht (Deep as the Night)
WORDS AND MuUsic BY ABRAHAM ELLSTEIN

TRANSLITERATION

Ven di nakht kumt tsu geyn
Un ikh blayb dan aleyn

Alts iz shtil, nor mayn harts vos benkt on a shir

Dan tsit mikh tsu dir

Gelibte kum tsu mir

Vidinakht in in prakht vos dermont mikh
Eybik fun dir

Tif vi di nakht

Iz mayn libe tsu dir

Gelibte mayn

Tsu zayn mit dir

Dos iz alts vos ikh bager

lkh zits un trakht

Tsi dos glik vet mit undz af eybik zayn
Farlir ikh dikh

Hot dos lebn gor keyn vert

Vi di zun un di levone

Vi di shtern vos balaykhtn di nakht
Azoy sheyn iz mayn matone

Nor fun himl hot dos Got tsu mir gebrakht
Meg alts geshen

Meg afile yetst di velt untergeyn
Mayn libe vet

Eybik zayn tif vi di nakht.

When night arrives and | am alone
Everything is quiet, except for my heart, which yearns endlessly
Then | am drawn to you
My love, come to me
Like the night in its beauty that forever reminds me of you
Deep as the night
Is my love for you, my beloved
To be with you, this is all that | demand
| sit and think if this love will always be
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION

Because if | lose you, life will be worthless

Like the sun and the moon
Like the stars that illuminate the night
That's how beautiful is my gift
brought only by god from the heavens
Anything may happen
The world can even end
My love will forever be
As deep as the night.
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Dos trink-lid (The Drinking Song)
WORDS AND Music BY MIRYEM-KHAYE SEIGEL

TRANSLITERATION

Heybt shoyn of dem bekher
Heybt es, brider, hoykh!

S'iz dokh haynt a simkhe,
To freyt zikh, Yidn, oykh!

Gist shoyn un mit bronfn
Gist shoyn un mit vayn
Mir veln take hulyenen,
Mir veln shiker zayn.

Ver a bidne glezl,
Ver a fule flash,

Ver a groyse koyse,
Un ver a gantse fas!

Ver se makht a lekhayim
Gliklekh zolt ir zayn
Trinken zolt ir, shvester,
Bizn vaysn tog arayn!

Ver zhe darf den zorgn?
Dos hot undz gefelt?
Leygt es up biz morgn,
Ver zhe darf di velt?

Shiker iz gants freylekh
Shiker iz gor fayn
Shiker iz der meylekh
Biz in vaysn tog arayn!

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

ORIGINAL YIDDISH
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Lift the glass high, brothers. Celebrate! Pour whiskey and wine. We'll really party and
get drunk. Whether you drink a meager glass, a full bottle, a big goblet or a whole
barrel, say cheers and be happy. Drink, sisters, until dawn! Who needs worries — do we
lack them? Postpone it. Who needs the world? Drunk is great, even the king is drunk.
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“Afn barg, ibern barg” or “Avek di yunge yorn”
(On the Hill, Over the Hill or, My Young Years Are Gone)
FOLK SONG FROM THE REPERTOIRE OF JOSHUA WALETZKY

TRANSLITERATION

Afn barg, ibern barg,

Flien toybn porn

Kh'hob nokh keyn mazl nit gehat
Avek mayne yunge yorn.

Shpant zhe brider di shvartse ferd
Lomir loyfn forn

Efsher kenen mir deryogn

Mayne yunge yorn.

lkh hob gekhapt di yunge yorn
Afn grinem brik:

“Yorn, yorn, kert zikh um
Khotsh in gest tsurik.”

“Neyn, neyn! Mir veln nisht geyn!
S'iz nishto tsu vemen

Oy, du host undz nisht gezolt
Yungerheyt farshemen.”

Afn barg, ibern barg

Flien toybn porn

Kh'hob nokh keyn mazl nit gehat
Avek mayne yunge yorn.

Hurry up, brothers, and harness the black horses!
Let's gallop off—
Maybe we can catch up to
My young years.

| caught up to my young years
On the green bridge:
“Years, years, come back to me,
If only for a visit.”
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION by J. Waletzky

On the hill, over the hill,
Pairs of doves are flying.
But | haven't had any luck,
And my young years are gone.

“No, no! We won't go!

There’s no one to visit.

Oh, you shouldn't have
Embarrassed us when you were young!”

On the hill, over the hill,
Pairs of doves are flying.
But I haven't had any luck,
And my young years are gone.
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lkh hob shoyn nisht keyn koyekh (I Don’t Have the Strength)
FOLK SONG FROM THE REPERTOIRE oF JOSHUA WALETZKY

TRANSLITERATION

lkh hob shoyn nisht keyn koyekh

Bay der arbet ayntsuzitsn

Nor far der mamen zog ikh dos nit oys,
Oy nit oys!

Iz hob af mir rakhmones

Un ver far mir a khosn

Un fun der arbet nem zhe mir aroys,
Oy aroys!

Der tate vil nadn,

Di mame vil nadn

Un fun dem nadn viln zey vern raykh,
Oy raykh!

Got zol zey nokh shenken

Dem nadn tsu farkrenken

Mit ale kabtsonim zoln zey vern glaykh,
Oy glaykh!

Dikh hob ikh lib

Un ikh vel dikh nemen,

lkh vel dikh nemen on a groshn gelt,
Oy gelt!

Dem tatn af tselokhes

Di sonim af kadokhes

Mit dir vel ikh oyslebn mayn velt,
Oy mayn velt!
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION by J. Waletzky

| don't have the strength
To sit at work any more today,
But I'll not breathe a word of this to my mother,
Not a word!

So, have pity on me
And become my groom,
And rescue me from work—
Rescue!

My father wants a dowry
My mother wants a dowry

And they're thinking it will make them rich,

Oh, rich!

May God only send them
A dowry that will make them sick,
And equals of all the paupers,
Oh, equals!

It's you that | love,
And you that | choose.
I will take you without a penny—

A penny!

Just to annoy my father,
And to spite my enemies,
It's you | will live out my world with—

My world!
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Mit a nodl, on a nodl (Wlth & Needle, Without a Needle)
FOLK SONG ARRANGED BY ELEONORE BIEZUNSKI
FROM RUTH RUBIN'S AND BEREGOVSKY'S VERSIONS

TRANSLITERATION ORIGINAL YIDDISH
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION by Joshua Waletzky

With a needle, without a needle—
| sew most creditably.

| sit cross-legged,
For my work is sweet.
With a needle...

| sew and sew, all week long,
And come out with a fancy hole!
With a needle...

But when | have needle and thread,
| come out with the most beautiful clothes.
With a needle...

On shabes, | go out—as it is written—
Wearing clothes | have sewn myself.
With a needle...
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Vos shloft ir, ir shlefer? (Why Are You Sleeplng, Sleepers?)

FOLK SONG FROM RUTH RUBIN'S COLLECTION
COLLECTED FROM FEYGL SULTAN IN 1948, IN NEW YORK CITY

TRANSLITERATION ORIGINAL YIDDISH
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION by Jenny Levison and Joshua Waletzky

What are you sleeping for, layabouts?
Why are you sleeping so long?
Just take a look up at the sky,
How beautiful the sun is once it has risen.

Enough with closed shutters.
What are you sleeping for, you layabouts, in the dark night?
Enough sleeping, sisters and brothers,
Get up! Look alive!
Calmly, without commotion,
See to it that everyone be equal.

NOTE FROM RUTH RUBIN:
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Singer’s comments: “A stocking worker from Vilna once came to our town and taught us this song.
In our town we were not permitted to sing such songs so we met behind a graveyard and sang quietly.”
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Tsvishn felder (Between Fields)
FOLK SONG FROM THE REPERTOIRE oF JOSHUA WALETZKY

TRANSLITERATION ORIGINAL YIDDISH
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION by Joshua Waletzky

Among fields, green woods,
Yente-Mirl was dancing with a soldier.

Mom came, Dad came.
“"Yente-Mirl, come home! Come home!”

"l don't want to go, so why don't the two of you go!
I'll dance with the soldier all by myself!”

ABOUT
Meydelekh un vaybelekh (Girls and Wives) —

This wedding song was sung to Ruth Rubin in New York, in 1948, by M. Meyerhoff at the Bialystoker
Home for the Aged. 80 years old, the singer was originally from Ukraine. A very similar instrumental
piece appeared under the heading of Sher (a variety of square dance) in Beregovskii's collection.
According to Ruth Rubin, a variation of this piece has also been published in Idelsohn’s work, Thesaurus
of Hebrew Oriental Melodies, vol. 9. Andreas Schmitges points out that it is a “Patsh tants,” a dance that
includes moments when participants slap their hands and feet, which the refrain corroborates.

— Notes from the booklet of Eléonore Biezunski’s album Yerushe
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Meydelekh un vaybelekh (Girls and Wives)

FOLK SONG FROM RUTH RUBIN'S cOLLECTION

TRANSLITERATION

Meydelekh un vaybelekh tantst a dreydl|
Leyzer Yoshke krigt a meydl|

Nadn krigt er a kadokhes

Kales sonim af tselokhes

Ref :

Shpilt zhe klezmerlekh, shpilt tsum takt
Tupet mit di fiselekh, knak, knak, knak!
Lomir ale freylekh zayn

Trinken bronfn, trinken vayn!

Men firt dem khosn tsu der kale tsu badekns
Lekekh, bronfn vet nit klekn

Un der khosn bet dem tales,

Der mekhutn vert bedales.

Klingt in tatsn mit lefl, gopl, meser
Makht di simkhe nokh fil greser
Oys broygez mit mekhutonim
Gute, freylekhe kabtsonim!

Fun der khupe tsu der sude, makht a vare
Ot geyt tantsn di bobe sore

Un der alter feter yoshe

Varft mit di fiselekh gor nishkoshe.

Shikt der kale tsinene laykhter, trahubes
Un far dem samovartshik a blekhene trube
A zeglnem meser mit dray klinger

An alte neymashin a Zinger!
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION by Jenny Levison and Joshua Waletzky

Ladies, married and unmarried, circle up for dancing!

Leyzer Yoshke got himself a girl.
He's getting a big, fat zero for a dowery,
But the bride’s enemies can't do a thing about it!

Ref.:

Play, musicians! Play in time!
Tap your feet: click, clack, click.
Let's all get happy—

A slug of whiskey, a swig of wine.

They're bringing the groom to unveil the bride,
And we're running out of honey-cake and whiskey.
The groom is ready to receive his new prayer-shawl,
And his new father-in-law is going broke.

Clink the silverware on the trays,

Make the party bigger and better.
The in-laws have suspended their feuding—
Good-hearted, penniless merrymakers!

From wedding canopy to wedding feast! Make way!

Look! Grandma Sore is getting up to dance.
And old Uncle Yoshe
Can still cut a rug.

Send the bride tin candlesticks,
And a tin-plated steam vent for the samovar,
A serrated knife with three teeth,
And an old sewing machine—a Singer
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