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Arkady Gendler’s 
Song World
by Mark Slobin

The Yiddish folksong had a hard
life in the twentieth century. First
it fell victim to the urbanization
and modernization of east
E u ropean Jewish life, then to the
b rutal regimes of Hitler and
Stalin. In the United States, its
l a rgest refuge area, assimilation,
the shock of the Holocaust, and
the creation of the State of Israel
led to wholesale neglect of a thou-
sand-year tradition of deeply
e x p ressive culture .

This is why people like Arkady
Gendler are so valuable. He
comes from a generation that
g rew up in the twilight of the
Yiddish song, where there was
still enough cultural radiance to
sink into one’s skin. He learn e d
many songs as part of an energ e t-
ic youth group that not just
inherited a tradition, but worked
on creating a generational re p e r-
t o i re ranging from political to
pop. He knew people who wrote
their own songs, which his circ l e
used as a thread to guide them

(recewtydreb qylez Nvf)

,tyg zya Kyz Neurf ,tyg zya Kyz Neurf
!tynym Nua Foa wt]k Nsegr=f Kyz rym]l

Ns=q = zya N b e l-retef
NsUmw ,NpUnq zdnva Foa tyn treh

Muxl tqnyrt ,lzelg = tmen
:NeUrw Menua Nya el= rym]l

seylf]tr=q tyw Nva q=z Med tl]h
seylf]t yd Nretyj N l]z

Nk]rbej t]h seylf]t yd rec
Nk]q ,Nluw seylf]tr=q l]z

rym N l ec ,Nk=m sewynq ,Nluw seylf]tr=q
!yeh yeh yeh yeh yeh ,Nk=l Neqnyrt Nse  

...tyg zya Kyz Neurf

,[anw tym lyf rejreh Nrec
[vnyq Ng]z rebUc etl=
,Njylb ,Nsyw N goa egnvy

Njyz qydul tyn Koa rym]l
...q=z Med tl]h

,Ndul Nemvq ,[vrj Neug
Ndurf yd tym [vxmyw yd Nva

,Nrert Nva tvlb Nya tqucegnUa
Nreqrebya Kelzelg rym]l

...q=z Med tl]h

Nger = K]n yc , N b el rezdnva
Ngec eor reb=r=seb Foa
,Ngr]z Nva Nenerq=k redey
Ngr]m zyb Nenesoq reseb

...q=z Med tl]h

Ntsem Neq rec ,Nluj Neq rec
Ntset]rp Nva Nr]j-tngvy
,Ndum Nva Kelmyrvxb yeh

Ndul reUa Neqnyrtr=f tmvq
...q=z Med tl]h

Kartoflyes
(fun Zelik Berditshever)
Freyen zikh iz git, freyen zikh iz git,
Lomir zikh fargesn khotsh oyf eyn minit!

Feter-Lebn iz a kasn
Hert nit oyf undz knaypn, shmaysn
Nemt a glezl, trinkt lekhayim
Lomir ale in eynem shrayen:

Holt dem zak un shit kartoflyes
Zoln tsitern di toflyes
Ver di toflyes hot tsebrokhn
Zol kartoflyes sheyln, kokhn
Kartoflyes sheyln, knishes makhn, veln mir
esn trinken lakhn, Hey hey hey hey hey!
Freyen zikh iz git...

Vern hertser fil mit sines,
Alte vayber zogn kines
Yinge oygn shisn, blitsn,
Lomir oykh nit leydik zitsn
Holt dem zak...

Geyen tsures, kumen leydn, 
Un di simkhes mit di freydn
Ayngeveykt in blut un trern,
Lomir glezlekh iberkern
Holt dem zak...

Undzer lebn, vi nokh a regn
Oyf besaraber roye vegn
Yeder khakrenen un zorgn,
Beser koysenen biz morgn
Holt dem zak...

Ver ken tseyln, ver ken mestn
Yugnt-tsorn un protestn
Hey, bokhurimlekh un meydn,
Kumt fartrinken ayer leydn
Holt dem zak... 

Potatoes
(by Zelik Berditshever)
It’s good to get happy, it’s good to get happy,
Let’s forget ourselves, if only for a minute!

Old Man Life is a grouch
Never stops nipping & whipping us
Take a little glass & drink lekhayim
Everybody shout together:

Grab the sack & pour potatoes
Till the dishes start to tremble
Anyone who breaks the dishes
Has to peel & cook potatoes
Peel potatoes, cook the knishes, we’ll
eat drink & be merry, Hey hey hey hey hey!
It’s good to get happy...

Hearts grow full of bitter grudges
Old wives lament Jewish sorrow
Young eyes flash lightning
Let’s not just sit there idle
Grab the sack...

Wor ries go, troubles come,
So do the good times & joys
Though we’re soaked in blood & tears,
Let’s tilt the glasses bottoms up
Grab the sack...

Our lives are like muddy
Bessarabian streets after a storm:
Everybody wondering, warning;
Better to get soused till morning
Grab the sack...

Who can count, who can measure
Youth’s rages & protests
Hey, dear boys & girls,
Come drink away your trouble
Grab the sack...
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t h rough the labyrinth of moder-
nity and dislocation. 

The Yiddish song was always an
eclectic collection of inspired
moments of feeling, selected and
shaped over the centuries. In the
Renaissance and the early modern
era, folksingers would adapt the
touching or lurid ballads and lulla-
bies of their gentile neighbors to
suit a Jewish community’s feel-
ings. Many, many songs are about
love and crisis, arising out of a
young people’s set of sensibilities.
In modern times, poets and teach-
ers wrote folk-like texts and tunes
that filtered into mass conscious-
ness with amazing speed, spre a d-
ing through Jewish networks
across huge swaths of eastern
E u ropean countryside and cities.
In no time flat, they became
beloved “folksongs.” With Arkady
G e n d l e r’s re p e rt o i re, we can see
how this process of folklorization
and memory continued well into
the twentieth century.

Arkady Gendler can stand in for a
whole class of Yiddish folksingers
who were very aware of their ro l e
as learners and transmitters. Not
just naive “culture carriers,” they

(recewtydreb qylez Nvf)

,rxvs = zya dYy = z=
re Koa l]m = relqem =

,og = Ub eleqez = l]m = tfoq
:oz= Kyz re tgnyz

setn]b Foa Nuj ,setn]q enUm Nvf-
...Negnehfoa Now Kya gem
,Nl=nq Njezeg ,N l=f NzUrp
Negnerbvjmva rxsym s]d

,NzUc Kyz Neq rec ,NzUrp yd Nvf
...?tUl r=f ts=p se yc

,[vld red z= ,sel= Ub recw
,
k

.tUj = Nvf Now tfUf
...M=ryryt M=p M=y

remerq = zya dYy = z=
:remez Nym =z= Kyz re tgnyz
,hnvq reloc = ,envy hwm-

...gylyb re lyc Nfoq

-Ngr]b re lyc Ngr]m zyb Nva
qvlys red zya rekyz

,[vbvx Nrec [ v bvt yd Nvf
...Ntf=r Nrec gydul

,Ncuh Foa yc ,Ndum yd Nva
!Ntf=q = N] Nsq=c
...M=ryryt M=p M=y

(tn=q=bmva rbxm) 

Nen]ql=b eqyzyr retnva Kya utw
lypw-Nryc=lq rym vj p] tklyh se

Nen]ylym Neutw rym Mvr=
.lyf NdUl s]c Nwtnem

Nr]j red ql]f Med r=f N] Kym tmen
]d-]-t] NdUl s]c el= yd Nvf

NtUj el= Nvf ,NtUc el= Nvf

Az a yid iz a soykher
(fun Zelik Berditshever)
Az a yid iz a soykher,
Amekler a mol oykh er,
Koyft a mol a zekele bay a goy,
Zingt er zikh azoy:
—Fun mayne kontes, tseyn oyf bontes
Meg ikh shoyn oyfhengen...
Prayzn faln, gezetsn knaln,
Dos miskher umtsubrengen
Fun di prayzn, ver ken zikh vayzn,
Vi es past far layt?...
Kh’shver bay ales, az der dales,
Fayft shoyn fun a tsayt.
Yam pam tiriram...

Az a yid iz a kremer
Zingt er zikh aza min zemer:
—Moyshe Yoyne, a voyler koyne,
Koyfn vil er bilig...
Un biz morgn vil er borgn—
Zikher iz der silek
Fun di toyves vern khoyves,
Leydig vern raftn...
Un di meydn, vi oyf heyvn,
Vaksn on a kaftn!
Yam pam tiriram...

Shik mir a shtral 
(Mekhaber umbakant)
Shtey ikh unter rizike balkonen
Es hilkht op tsu mir klavirn-shpil
Arum mir shteyen milionen
Mentshn vos laydn fil.
Nemt mikh on far dem folk der tsorn
Fun di ale vos laydn ot-o-do
Fun ale vaytn, fun ale tsaytn

When a Jew Has a Business
(by Zelik Berditshever)
When a Jew has a business, 
& makes a deal or two
If he buys a little something from a non-Jew,
He sings to himself like this:
—From my bank-account, I should pull teeth
& hang them on the wall...
Down go the prices, pop goes the law,
& drives away my business
As prices go, who can know
What the right thing is?
I swear by everything, poverty
Has never given a damn for anyone!
Yam pam tiriram...

If a Jew keeps a shop
He sings to himself this little tune:
Moyshe-Yoyne, a fine customer,
He wants to buy cheap...
& till tomorrow he wants to borrow—
Payment will be sure.
Good deeds get you into debt,
& pockets go empty...
& my daughters grow as if with yeast,
Without a dress among them!
Yam pam tiriram...

Send Me a Ray of Light 
(Author Unknown)
I’m standing under huge balconies
From far away I hear a piano play
Around me stand millions
Of human beings filled with pain.
I’m seized by the fury of the people
Of all those who suffer here
And from all sides, all the time
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w e re rather “organic intellectu-
als,” very sensitive to their com-
m u n i t y ’s needs and aspirations.
Due to the good fortune of his sur-
vival and longevity, Gendler is car-
rying out his role in the re v i v i f i e d
and newly energetic Jewish com-
munity in which he lives, one of a
whole set of cities where Yi d d i s h
c u l t u re has amazed us all by its
ability to spring up like grass after
the heavy feet of history have
traipsed past. With his trip to the
United States in 2000 and the
issuing of this album, Arkady
Gendler has enriched us all with
his legacy of songs. 

Notes on Bessarabia
by Michael Alpert

The Moldavian town of Soro k i ,
birthplace of Arkady Gendler,
belongs to the region known his-
torically as Bessarabia. Known in
Romanian as Soroca, and in
Yiddish as Soroke, this form e r
shtetl is located on the west bank
of the Dniester River, 133 kilome-
ters northwest of the Moldovan
capital of Chisinau (Keshenev). In
1930, Soroki had a Jewish popula-

:]gn=t Med Nlypw Nem treh

,l=rtw = rym qyw
Ngec enUm NtkUl=b l]z s]c

Ngeqtn= tecew=b re s]c ,tnyc Med bUrtvj
Nrert yd Neneqyrtsoa l]z yz Nvz yd rym qyw

,lytw Nsylf uz ,lyf Nr]y s]c
.Nrehfoa tyn Neneq Nva

Nemvq tec re z= ,re t]h Nsurteg Kym
tk=lw red Nya zya qec= re z= gn=l Now

Nemvlb ltnyb = rym re t]h Nbegeg
!tr=c :Nsuheg rym Nva

Nr]y Nva get Now Kya utw oz= Nva
]d-]-t] Kya tr=c Nemvlb yd tym

Ngeqtn= Kya Fol ,Ngeg=b Kya Nemec
:]gn=t Med redey rym tgnyz

...l=rtw = rym qyw

Nr=vt]rt Nvf syf yd Kym Nkerb
tk=cw Kym s]c regnyh Med Nvf Koa Nva

Nr=clvb Nvf qneb yd Foa Kya F]lw
tk=n rebyrt retnyc = Nya

NdUl tyn Ujyl]p red syceg Neq
]d-]-t] Kelterb yd wtecq Kya s]c

Nqec Kym re tvt Nqetw NUz tym N=d
:]gn=t Med Mya Kya gnyz

...l=rtw = rym qyw

(tn=q=bmva :qyzvm ;Nyqcyr Jreh :retrec)

Fr]d Nwynkw Nvf redyl eqytk=n
qyn=g NUm vj l]mnua Nezdn]lbr=f

temva NUm N lytw uz ,reort NUm Nwel uz
qyn]h reqytf=z yc ,Nsylf Nva

lyq oz= tfvl yd ,ltetw Nya zya tk=n
?regeleg sem=m red tjya Fr=d rec

,ucj zya
,
s z= s]c zya ,snua zya

,
s z= s]c zya

?reguz red Now Urd z ya
,
s z= s]c zya

Hert men shpiln dem tango:

Shik mir a shtral,
Vos zol balaykhtn mayne vegn
Tsutrayb dem vint, vos er bashevet antkegn
Shik mir di zun zi zol oystrikenen di trern
Vos yorn fil, zey f l i s n shtil,
Un kenen nit oyfhern.

Mikh getreysn hot er, az er vet kumen
Shoyn lang az er avek iz in der shlakht
Gegebn hot er mir a b i n t l blumen
Un mir geheysn: Vart!
Un azoy shtey ikh shoyn teg un yorn
Mit di blumen vart ikh ot-o-do
Vemen ikh bagegn, loyf ikh antkegn
Zingt mir yeder dem tango:
Shik mir a shtral...

Brekhn mikh di fis fun trotuarn
Un oykh fun dem hinger vos mikh shvakht
Shlof ikh oyf di benk fun bulvarn
In a vinter triber nakht
Ken gevis der politsay nit laydn
Vos ikh kvetsh di bretlekh ot-o-do
Dan mit zayn shtekn tut er mikh vekn
Zing ikh im dem tango:
Shik mir a shtral...

Nakhtike lider
(Verter: Herts Rivkin; Muzik: umbakant)
Nakhtike lider fun skheynishn dorf
Farblondzhen eynmol tsu mayn ganik
Zey leshn mayn troyer, zey shtiln mayn umet
Un f l isn, vi zaftiker honik

Nakht iz in shtetl, di luft azoy kil
Ver darf yetst der mames geleger?
Iz vos az s’iz eyns, iz vos az s’iz tsvey,
Iz vos az s’iz dray shoyn der zeyger?

You can hear this tango:

Send me a ray
To light my path
Drive away the wind that howls in my face
Send the sun to dry my tears
That have flown silently for years,
& cannot stop

He reassured me that he would come
Now he’s been gone so long in battle
He gave me a little bunch of flowers
& told me: Wait!
& so I’ve stood here for days & years
With my flowers I wait right here
Whoever comes my way, I run to them
They all sing me this tango:
Send me a ray...

My feet are killing me from the sidewalks
& I’m faint with hunger
I sleep on the boulevard benches
In the dreary winter night
Of course the policeman can’t stand the way
I cling to the narrow boards in this one spot
So when he wakes me up with his stick
I sing him this tango:
Send me a ray...

Night Songs
(Lyric: Herts Rivkin; Music: Unknown)
Night songs from neighboring villages
Come drifting at times to my balcony
They quench my sorrow, quiet my loneliness,
& flow like rich honey

It’s night in the shtetl, the air is so cool
Who needs mama’s bed now?
So what if it’s one, so what if it’s two,
So what if it’s three in the morning?
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tion of 5,452, constituting 36% of
the total population. 

The Dniester River, which cur-
rently forms the border between

Moldova and Ukraine, has for
centuries constituted both a polit-
ical and cultural frontier between
neighboring worlds: Balkan and

org Nenez r]h yd tredn=cegsoa tlec =
redym = Kyz treqegmva Muh=

Ntl= Med qyn=g Mvj Nkurgred redyc Nva
redyl ewyfr]d ,eqyl]m=

(Nregn=m qyjya vj Nbyrwegvj)

Neqnyrt gelf
,
k yc lqnew Med Nya

Kym rya tl]z Ndre=b tr]d
Nfn]rb tym s=f Nlvf = Nva

rym r=f Nletwqec= rya tl]z

Negnylq Nl]z reqelg Nuq tyn
NUz Kya lec Ndre=b Nec

Negnylq rya tl]z rekeb tym r]n
NUc tym Kym Nsyg=b Nva

Ngojegsoa Kya lec Ngyl
tn=c red vj syf yd tym

Nfn]rb tym lvf rekeb = Nva
tn=h NUm Nya Nbeg rym rya tl]z

hbjm NUm Foa soa tyn Jyrq
s]c Nva rec ,Nr]y eney Nvf

seysoa esorg tym so r]n Jyrq
!sv L Med t=heg byl t]h regn=m z=

(ut Nereb Nvf) 

enUm Mykalm Mkyle Mvlw oa
enUf Mykalm Mkyle Mvlw
dnyq Nva bUc Mkyle Mvlw

.dnyj= zya wd vq [ Z bw
tnUrf etvg Mkyle Mvlw

tnUh K]d zya wd vq [ Z bw
seb]b seduz ,Mkyle Mvlw

!Z[Zbw tvg = ,Mkyle Mvlw

,K]l = r]n yc ,K]c ejn=g =

A velt oysgevandert di hor zenen groy
Aheym umgekert zikh a mider
Un vider dergreykhn tsum ganik dem altn
Amolike, dorfishe lider

Mangers Tsavoe
(Tsugeshribn tsu Itsik Mangern)
In dem shenkl vi kh’ f l e g trinken
Dort baerdn zolt ir mikh
Un a fuln fas mit bronfn
Zolt ir avekshteln far mir

Nit keyn gleker zoln klingen
Ven baerdn vel ikh zayn
Nor mit bekher zolt ir klingen
Un bagisn mikh mit vayn 

Lign vel ikh oysgetsoygn
Mit di fis tsu der vant
Un a bekher ful mit bronfn
Zolt ir mir gebn in mayn hant

Krits nit oys oyf mayn matseyve
Fun yene yorn, ver un vos
Krits nor oys mit groyse oysyes, 
Az Manger hot lib gehat dem kos!

Sholem aleykhem 
(fun Sholem Berenstein)
Oy sholem aleykhem malokhim mayne,
Sholem aleykhem malokhim fayne,
Sholem aleykhem vayb un kind,
Shabes koydesh iz atsind.
Sholem aleykhem gute fraynt,
Shabes koydesh iz dokh haynt,
Sholem aleykhem, zeydes bobes,
Sholem aleykhem, a gut shabes!

A gantse vokh, vi nor a lokh,

A whole world wandered, my hair gone grey,
Wearily I’ve headed home
& once again they reach the old balcony,
Village songs from long ago

Manger’s Testament 
(Attributed to Itsik Manger)
At the pub I used to drink in,
That’s where you should bury me
With a barrel full of whisky
Standing right in front of me

There’s no need for bells to ring out
When you come to bury me
Only make your glasses ring
& douse me with burgundy

I will lie there stretched out
With my feet against the wall
Put a tumbler full of whisky
In my hand, that’s all

Don’t carve out upon my tombstone
All those dates, the wheres & whos
Just carve out in great big letters
That Manger used to love his glass!

Peace to You 
(by Sholem Berenstein)
Oy peace to you, angels mine
Peace to you, angels fine
Peace to you, wife & child
It’s the holy sabbath now.
Peace to you, good friends
It’s the holy sabbath tonight.
Peace to you, grandparents
Peace to all & a good sabbath!

All week long, just like a beggar,
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Mangers Tsavoe

“This song was writ -

ten by Manger about

himself and his close

friends; therefore the

lyrics are not in his

collected songs. Even

so, this is certainly a

Manger song, which I

heard from my sister

and brother-in-law,

who were friends

with Manger.”
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East Slavic, Romanian and
Ukrainian, Ottoman and Russian.
Since the 17th century, a varied
population of Moldavians,
Ukrainians, Russians, Ashkenazic
and Sephardic Jews, Greeks,
Roma (Gypsies), Germans and
others has contributed to the
region's vibrant interplay of cul-
tural forms, producing a "bord e r
c u l t u re" somewhat comparable to
that of the US-Mexican fro n t i e r. 

Bessarabia's first Jewish inhabi-
tants were non-Ashkenazic, pro b-
ably coming via Byzantium. The
a rea was under Ottoman contro l
from the 16th-18th centuries.
Russia wrested full control of the
region by 1812, opening the are a
to a further influx of Jews, and
making it part of the Jewish Pale
of Settlement. Bessarabia became
one of the most significant centers
of Jewish population in Eastern
E u rope,  with its own Yi d d i s h
dialect (the so-called "tote-mome
lushn"), as well as specific culinary
and musical traditions.

At the end of the First World Wa r,
Bessarabia was ceded to Romania,
remaining part of that country
until 1940, when it was annexed

Mvtemva Mva eledYy s]d tfol
tg]rt segUd ,tg]y re ,tfol re

dym tyn l]mnuq r]g trec re r]n
Nsegr=f re t]h Nse Nva Neqnyrt

ulq yd sor= Kyz Nvf teyj re
Klm = re trec Kelurf [Zbw

Mkyle M v lw Med tq=nq Nva
uc]l]s = yc

...Mkyle Mvlw oa

(reldneg yd=qr= Nvf) 

g]t red Now tugr=f
,
s

,Foa tutw ybr red Nva
.ryt yd re tsylwr=f rdx Nvf

Muh= N gob Med Nvf lUf = yc ,ylf Kya
.rym Foa tr]d tr=c eqldoh yd

,p]r= Kym tfr=c Nva tf v l Nya Kym tbuh yz
,Met] red wz= tp=kr=f

,
s

.p]q red Kyz turdr=f
,
s

,Nyh= ,reh= ,Nyh= ,reh=
.Neylf Nva Neldoh Kyz hyxm = zya se

,reh= ,Nyh= ,reh= ,Nyh=
.recw vj tynr]g zya tebr= yd

,qec= Mvlx red ,tUhdnyq yd Negn=gr=f
M]rtw Nya Kym tp=kr=f Nbel s]d

greb eqYunw Foa N byrteg Kym t]h se
.My Nwymrvtw Nya N byrteg

,Ulb Nvf Nger Nva reUf Krvd N byrteg
Us yc Us tn=pweg Kym tl=h eqldoh yd

,Nyh= ,reh= ,Nyh= ,reh=
,Nyb = yc p]q Nya temvwz lmvt-tlec red

,reh= ,Nyh= ,reh= ,Nyh=
.recw vj N bel s]d Now trec se

tqlecr=f Nva teylbej gnylyrf red Kyz t]h se
.rym r=f tqydneeg remv z red

d lef Nya Ntnyc eqytsbr=h Now Nz]lb se

Loyft dos yidele um umetum
Er loyft, er yogt, dayges trogt,
Nor er vert gor keynmol nit mid
Trinken un esn hot er fargesn
Er tsiet fun zikh aroys di kley
Shabes freylekh vert er a meylekh
Un knakt dem sholem aleikhem
Vi a solovey
Oy sholem aleykhem...

Di Hoydleke
(fun Arkady Gendler)
S’fargeyt shoyn der tog  
Un der rebbe shteyt oyf,
Fun kheyder farshlist er di tir.
Ikh f l i, vi a fayl fun dem boygn aheym
Di hoydlke vart dort oyf mir.
Zi heybt mikh in luft un varft mikh arop,
S’farkhapt azsh der otem,
S’fardreyt zikh der kop.
Aher, ahin, aher, ahin,
Es iz a mekhayah zikh hoydlen un f l ien.
Ahin, aher, ahin, aher,
Di arbet iz gornit tsu shver.

Fargangen di kindhayt, der kholem avek,
Dos lebn farkhapt mikh in shtrom
Es hot mikh getribn oyf shneyike berg
Getribn in shturmishn yam.
Getribn durkh fayer un regn fun blay,
Di hoydlke halt mikh geshpant say vi say
Aher, ahin, aher, ahin,
Der velt-tuml zshumet in kop vi a bin,
Ahin, aher, ahin, aher,
Es vert shoyn dos lebn tsu shver.

Es hot zikh der friling tsebliet un farvelkt
Der zumer geendikt far mir.
Es blozn shoyn harbstike vintn in feld

The poor Jew runs here there & everywhere
He runs, he chases, he bears his sorrows
But never gets a bit tired
He’s forgotten to drink or eat
He draws the very marrow from himself
On the joyful sabbath he becomes a king
& warbles out the “Sholem aleikhem”
Like a nightingale:
Oy peace to you...

The Swing
(by Arkady Gendler)
The day’s finally done 
& the rebbe stands up,
He locks up the kheyder door.
I fly home like an arrow from the bow,
My little swing waits for me there.
It lifts me in air & tosses me up,
My breath’s taken away,
My head spins like a top,
This way, that way, this way, that way,
It’s such a pleasure to swing & fly,
That way, this way, that way, this way,
It’s never too much work for me.

My childhood over, the dream long gone,
Life caught me up in its flood.
It’s driven me up to snowy peaks,
Driven me through stormy seas.
Driven through fire & leaden rain,
My little swing holds me despite the strain
That way, this way, that way, this way,
The world’s noise abuzz in my head like a bee,
This way, that way, this way, that way,
Life soon became too much for me.

Springtime has blossomed & withered away,
Summer is over for me.
Already the autumn winds blow in the fields,
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by the Soviet Union. In 1941,
Romania, allied with Nazi
Germany, invaded the Soviet
Union and was given control over
Bessarabia, Bucovina, and the
adjacent region of Transnistria in

Ukraine. Ghettos and concentra-
tion camps under joint Romanian-
G e rman control were established
in Transnistria, where  the majori-
ty of Bessarabian and Bucovinan
Jews perished. As elsewhere in
E a s t e rn Europe, some Bessarab-
ian Jews—among them Arkady
Gendler—fled deeper into the
Soviet Union, escaping the dire c t
impact of the Nazi Holocaust,
joining the Red Army or working
under harsh conditions as part of
the Soviet war eff o rt. At the end of
WWII, some of these Jews
re t u rned to their home re g i o n s ,
now in the western USSR.

.ryt Nya retnyc red Now tp]lq se
,teylf eqldoh yd letwp] N= N] r]n Nva

.dym tynr]g trec yz Nva tl= tynr]g trec yz
,p]r= ,For= ,p]r= ,For=

.p] tyn rym tz]l Nva Kym tl=h eqldoh yd
,For= ,p]r= ,For= ,p]r=

.F]s NUq tyn tmvq Kyz Neldoh Mvj 

-
(recewtydreb qylez Nvf) 

!Kya b]h-?rednyr Nva F]w vtslyc
!Kya b]h-?rednyc = st-g lguf

rednyq Nva bUc
,
s-rednyr Nva F]w

!eleb-ele ,rednyc = st-g Negnyz reuz Nva

:ed=y Nva Mya Kya Jur ,yadc= Mya s]d tlefeg
,[vld ,[vld ,eleb-ele

sel= b]h Kya ,tynr]g ts]h vd
,Negnyrpwvj rec Nva Nje z vj rec

!eleb-ele ,Negnyz redyl aqcd Kya lec

!Kya b]h-?lrep lrynw = vtslyc
!Kya b]h-?ltn=ylyrb = vtslyc

,lrep K]d tsuh yz rynw etjle NUm
!eleb-ele ,lreb rya zya ltn=ylyrb tkeh =

...yadc= Mya s]d tlefeg

!Kya b]h-?Nen]ylym vtslyc
!Kya b]h-?Nen]f]m=rg vtslyc

Nen]ylym trec zya dnyq sedey
!eleb-ele ,N e n]f]m=rg N lypw reuz Nva

....yadc= Mya s]d tlefeg

(dylsql]f) 

,Nr]feg Nb er Mvj Nenez rym Nec
Nr]feg N b er Mvj , uc , oa

,Nr]y egn=l Foa tecewtnyceg zdnva re t]h
Ub-=b-=b-=b-=l ,oa

Es klopt shoyn der vinter in tir.
Un nor on an opshtel di hoydlke fliet,
Zi vert gornit alt un zi vert gornit mid.
Aroyf, arop, aroyf, arop, 
Di hoydlke halt mikh un lozt mir nit op.
Arop, aroyf, arop, aroyf,
Tsum hoydlen zikh kumt nit kayn sof.

Ele-bele!
(fun Zelik Berditshever)
Vilstu shof un rinder?—Hob ikh!
Feygl g-ts a vinder?—Hob ikh!
Shof un rinder—s’vayb un kinder
Un zeyer zingen g-ts a vinder, ele-bele!

Gefelt dos im avade, reyts ikh im un yade:
Ele-bele, dales, dales,
Du host gornit, ikh hob ales
Ver tsuzetsn un ver tsushpringen, 
Vel ikh davke lider zingen, ele-bele!

Vilstu a shni r l per l?—Hob ikh!
Vilstu a b r i l i a n t l?—Hob ikh!
Mayn eltste shnir zi heyst dokh Per l,
A hekht briliantl iz ir Ber l, ele-bele!
Gefelt dos im avade... 

Vilstu mi l i onen?—Hob ikh!
Vilstu gramofonen?—Hob ikh!
Yedes kind iz vert milionen
Un zeyer shpiln gramofonen, ele-bele!
Gefelt dos im avade...

Ven mir zenen tsum rebn geforn
(Folkslid)
Ven mir zenen tsum rebn gefo r n,
Oy, vey, tsum rebn gefor n
Hot er undz gevintshevet oyf lange yorn,
Oy, la-ba-ba-ba-bay

Winter knocks at the door.
And still without stopping my little swing flies,
It never gets old & it never gets tired.
Up, & down, & up, & down,
My little swing holds me & won’t let me drop,
Down, & up, & down, & up,
Swinging never stops.

Ele-bele! [ So There!]
(by Zelik Berditshever)
You want flocks & herds?—I’ve got ‘em!
G-d’s wondrous birds?—I’ve got ‘em!
For flocks & herds—wife & children,
& their singing is G-d’s wonder, so there!

Sure he likes it when I tease & taunt him:
So there, Poverty,
You get nothing, I take all,
Who’s to sit & who’s to spring,
Wouldn’t you know I’m gonna sing, so there!

You want a string of pearls?—I’ve got it!
You want a brilliant diamond?—I’ve got it!
My eldest daughter-in-law is named Pearl,
Big-time brilliant is her Berl, so there!
Sure he likes it...

You want millions?—I’ve got ‘em!
You want gramophones?—I’ve got ‘em!
Each child is worth millions,
Their play is my gramophone music, so there!
Sure he likes it...

When We Went To See the Rebbe
(Traditional)
When we went to see the Rebbe, 
Oy, vey, to see the Rebbe
He gave us good wishes for a long life,
Oy, la-ba-ba-ba-bay
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“Ele-Bele is a fight -

ing word, that the

Jew uses to pick a

fight with poverty.”
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Others, like Arkady, remained or
moved within the interior of the
country, settling in cities like
Z a p o rozhye (in eastern Ukraine),
K i e v, or Moscow. 

In the period between the two
world wars, Jewish cultural life
thrived in Bessarabia and thro u g h-
out Romania, despite incre a s i n g l y
anti-Semitic government policies.
Yiddish poetry and prose enjoyed
a particular flowering in the towns
and cities of Bessarabia and
Bucovina, where the Yiddish-
speaking population was concen-
trated. Yiddish education and cre-
ativity blossomed in large cities
like Cernauti (Chernovitz) as well
as in small towns like Soro k i ,
w h e re folk poet/songwriters like
Arkady Gendler’s friend Zelik
B e rditshever poignantly depicted
and commented on the world of
o rd i n a ry Jews. Both personal and
universal, romantic and biting,
this is a re p e rt o i re re m e m b e re d
and carried on today by a mere
handful of Yiddishist singers (and
their descendants) in the form e r
Soviet Union, North America and
Israel, among them Gendler and
Yiddish poet/songwriter Bella

,Nemvqeg Nber Mvj Nenez rym Nec Nva
Nemvqeg Nber Mvj , uc , oa

...oa ,Nemvneg tn=h yd zdnva =b re t]h

Nun ,Nun ,Nun-NwtUd yd reb]
NUz ,NUz ,NUz Kelurf tynr]g Neneq uz

redyrb erezdnva r=f redylg yd Nretyj se
,NUz Kelurf tynr]g Neneq uz

qytsvrb-turb Nva qytsvl Nva qydebul ,rym reb]
Negnyrpw Nva Njn=t Nva Negnyz Nva Nefeh

esorg = hjvm = ,hsvL = Nvf pvz =
NUz reseb K]n Neq yc ,oa

,Mydysx snber Med ,Kelmydyml{ rym reb]
Mydysx snber Med , uc , oa

...oa ,Ndyrf Nya vj sel= tug zdnva =b
,KelbUc erwL erezdnva reb]

KelbUc erwL , uc , oa
...oa ,KelbUt enet]rbeg Nse zdnva Nbyg

...NwtUd yd reb]

(dylsql]f)

bqey [nwiw
hxmwy hlhj
dxy M{xvarb
ykdrm [lk{

Negnerbmva NdYy yd tl]ceg t]h Nmh
Negnehfoa Nul= N]teg Mya Nem t]h

hrj esorg = Neceg zya se
hrpL yd Nr]ceg zya Nmh

...bqey [nwvw

Myrvsy eqyl]m= r=f
Myrvp Bvt-Mvy Med tnUh rym Nb]h
wer Nsorg = tym Mya NreUf rym

w=t-Nmh = tym NsUbr=f tec em
...bqey [nwvw

Un ven mir zenen tsum rebn gekumen,
Oy, vey, tsum rebn gekumen
Hot er ba undz di hant genumen, oy...

Ober di daytshn—neyn, neyn, neyn
Zey kenen gornit freylekh zayn, zayn, zayn
Es tsitern di glider far undzere brider
Zey kenen gornit freylekh zayn,
Ober mir, leybedik un lustik un breyt-brustik
Hefen un zingen un tantsn un shpringen
A zup fun a koyse, a moytse a groyse
Oy, vi ken nokh beser zayn

Ober mir talmidimlekh, dem rebns khasidim,
Oy, vey, dem rebns khasidim
Ba undz geyt ales tsu in fridn, oy...
Ober undzere koshere vayblekh, 
Oy, vey, koshere vayblekh
Gibn undz esn gebrotene tayblekh, oy...
Ober di daytshn...

Purim lid
(Folkslid)
Shoyshanakh Yakov
Tsahala yisamekha
Birosam yakhad
Tekheles Mordekhay

Haman hot gevolt di yidn umbrengen
Hot men im geton aleyn oyfhengen
Es iz geven a groyse tsore
Haman iz gevorn di kapore

Shoyshanakh Yakov...

Far amolike yesurim
Hobn mir haynt dem yontev Purim
Mir frayen im mit a groyse rash
Me vet farbaysn mit a hamantash 
Shoyshanakh Yakov...

& when we came to see the Rebbe,
Oy, vey, to see the Rebbe
He took us by the hands, oy...

But the secular Jews, no, no, no
They don’t know how to have a good time
Our limbs tremble for our brothers
They don’t know how to have a good time
But we, lively & cheerful & broad-chested
Skip & sing & dance & spring
A sip from a goblet, a great pleasure
Oy, what could be better

But to us little Talmudim, the Rebbe’s Chasidim,
Oy, vey, the Rebbe’s Chasidim
With us everything melts into joy, oy...
What’s more our good little kosher wives,
Oy, vey, kosher wives
Feed us nice little roasted doves, oy...
But the secular Jews...

Purim Song
(Traditional)
The rose of Jacob
Was radiant & joyful
When the people saw
Mordechai dressed in purple

Haman tried to drive away the Jews
But he himself was hanged with a noose
There was a terrible trouble & then
Haman became the sacrificial chicken

The rose of Jacob...

Because of this ancient suffering
Today we have the Purim holiday
We celebrate it with a great big bash
And for dessert we’ll eat a hamentash 
The rose of Jacob...
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Gottesman of New York. May that
legacy issue forth from this re c o rd-
ing and be embraced by furt h e r
generations worldwide. 

Ele-bele, dales, dales: Up yours,
p o v e rty!  Di host gurnit, ikh hob
a l e s . . . You have nothing, I've got it all...

Notes & Thanks
by Jeanette Lewicki

This translation is an attempt to
convey some of the meaning, & a
hint of the poetry, of the Yi d d i s h
songs Arkady Gendler pre s e n t e d
in March, 2000 at the 15th annual
Jewish Music Festival, a project of
the Berkeley Richmond Jewish
Community Center.

The translation owes a huge debt
to the generous wit of Michael
Alpert, who corrected flaws,
traced idioms, & smoothed out
the English. Any remaining
dishevelment is, of course, the
t r a n s l a t o r’s. 

Arkady Gendler speaks no
English; he wrote out the lyrics for
us in longhand Yiddish. At times
he sings something diff e rent fro m

(dylsql]f) 

Myrvp Myrvp Myrvp oa
byl Mya t]h reredey =

Myrybg Nva Mynjbq
bytw Nya durf = zya se

,w=t-Nmh = ,w]n = tp=k em
K]n Kyz tlyc se oa Nva

Myrvp Med t] Nem tmen yc
?K]c = l]m qyjn=cj wt]k

Myrvxb yd Nvf tyn zya eqt]m
tleg s]d tecel=wz re s]c
Myrvp rebyl red tmvq se yb=

tlec = r]g re tnerb
...Myrvp Myrvp Myrvp oa

Mvrd Nvfj frem xrzym
Nuj Nfr=w snmh eUn 

NdYy Ub tec
,
s ,Nfleh tec t-g

NUz Myrvp retkedeg
...Myrvp Myrvp Myrvp

(dylsql]f) 

dYy = tgnyz Nec Nec Nec Nec
tyg qyregnyh zya re Nec Nec Nec Nec

Nse K]d re lyc ,tyg re regnyh
Nsegr=f Kyz l]z re dyl = re tgnyz

dyl = rym lypw...=qUl=l=bmvt

:N gerf Kyd lec Kya s]c ldum rym reftne
,N ger N] Nsq=c ,Nsq=c Neq s]c

,Nrehfoa tyn Nva Nenerb Neq s]c
?Nrert N] Nenuc ,Nenuc Neq s]c
?N gerf vtsfr=d s]c ,rvxb rebyl

N ger N] Nsq=c ,Nsq=c Neq r]h
Nrehfoa tyn Nva Nenerb Neq ebyl

Nrert N] Nenuc ,Nenuc Neq Jr=h =

Purim Purim Purim 
(Folkslid)
Oy Purim Purim Purim
A yederer hot im lib
Kabtsonim un gevirim
Es iz a freyd in shtib
M’khapt a nosh, a hamentash,
Un oy es vilt zikh nokh
Vi nemt men ot dem Purim
Khotsh tsvantzik mol a vokh?

Motke iz nit fun di bokherim
Vos es zshalevet dos gelt
Abi es kumt der liber Purim
Brent er gor a velt
Oy Purim Purim Purim...

Mizrakh mayrev tsofn dorem
Naye Hamans sharfn tseyn
G-t vet helfn, s’vet ba yidn
Gedekhter Purim zayn
Purim Purim Purim...

Tumbalalaika 
(Folkslid)
Ven ven ven ven zingt a yid
Ven ven ven ven er iz hingerik git
Hinger er git, vil er dokh esn
Zingt er a lid er zol zikh fargesn
Tumbalalaika...Shpil mir a lid

Entfer mir meydl vos ikh vel dikh fregn:
Vos ken vaksn, vaksn on regn,
Vos ken brenen un nit oyfhern,
Vos ken veynen, veynen on trern?
Liber bokher, vos darfstu fregn?
Hor ken vaksn, vaksn on regn
Libe ken brenen un nit oyfhern
A harts ken veynen, veynen on trern

Purim Purim Purim
(Traditional)
Oy Purim Purim Purim
Everybody loves it
Poor & rich alike
Every house is full of joy
You grab a snack, a hamentash,
& oy, you just want more
Why can’t we keep Purim
Twenty times a week?

Motke isn’t the kind of guy
To be stingy with his dough
When beloved Purim comes
He really burns the world down
Oy Purim Purim Purim...

East west north south
New Hamans are sharpening their teeth
With G-d’s help, among the Jews
Purim will be kept
Purim Purim Purim...

Play, Balalaika 
(Traditional)
When when when when does a Jew sing?
When when when when he’s good & hungry
Good & hungry, longing to eat,
He sings a song so he can forget :
Play, balalaika...Play me a song

Answer, girl, what I will ask you:
What can grow, grow without rain,
What can burn & never burn out,
What can cry, cry without tears?
Dear boy, do you have to ask?
Hair can grow, grow without rain,
Love can burn & never burn out,
A heart can cry, cry without tears
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...=qUl=l=bmvt

,lym NUq twyn t]h renlym = r=f s]c
,lytw NUq twyn t]h lfel = r=f s]c

,dn=l NUq twyn t]h Klm = r=f s]c
?dm=z NUq twyn t]h My = r=f s]c

,lym NUq twyn t]h renlym renebr]tweg =
,lytw NUq twyn t]h lfel renek]rbej =

,dn=l NUq twyn t]h Ntr]q Nvf Klm =
.dm=z NUq twyn t]h Nrert Nvf My =

!dyl = rym lypw...=qUl=l=bmvt

(.d=rt :qyzvm ;regn=m qyjya :retrec)

tneqeg Kya b]h redyl elyf
Nsered Kym Nb]h el= Nva

N bylbr=f Kym zya dyl Nua r]n
...Nsegr=f tyn Kya Neq yz Nva

=yb=r=seb ebyl NUm ]
reort Nvf dn=l Nva Ndyrf Nvf dn=l

seqn]l enUd Nya Kyz N]mred Kya Nec
...yrytyryt :reod=b Kya Nva Nuc Kya r]n

...lrytyryt :lfUf NUz Foa Kets=p red tlypw
reb=r=seb Nvf dyl s]d zya s]d

...reop Nva lkets=p Mer]
=yb=r=seb ebyl NUm ]

reort Nvf dn=l Nva Ndyrf Nvf dn=l
NtUj enUd Kyz N]mred Kya Nec

...yrytyryt :reod=b Kya Nva Nuc Kya r]n

(tn=q=bmva rbxm) 

,tk=mwr=f ,dym em=m yd
,Kelreqyw et=t red

,redvrb red gnvy-rqfh =
,l=tw Nvf dref tecn=g

.l=nymyrq Nya tjyz-ecun=g = =b tp=keg
,Nl=fej tnec yd-bvtw-releq Nya

Tumbalalaika...

Vos far a milner hot nisht kayn mil,
Vos far a lef l hot nisht kayn shtil,
Vos far a meylekh hot nisht kayn land,
Vos far a yam hot nisht kayn zam?
A geshtorbener milner hot nisht kayn mil,
A tsebrokhener lef l hot nisht kayn shtil,
A meylekh fun kortn hot nisht kayn land,
A yam fun trern hot nisht kayn zam.
Tumbalalaika...Shpil mir a lid!

Doina 
( Verter: Itzik Manger; Muzik: Tr a d i t s i o n e l )
File lider hob ikh gekent
Un ale hobn mikh deresn
Nor eyn lid iz mikh farblibn
Un zi ken ikh nit fargesn...
O mayn libe Besarabia
Land fun fridn un land fun troyer
Ven ikh dermon zikh in dayne lonkes
Nor ikh veyn un ikh badoyer: Ti r i t i r i...
Shpilt der pastekh oyf zayn fayfl: Ti r i t i r l...
Dos iz dos lid fun Besaraber
Orem pastekhl un poyer
O mayn libe Besarabia
Land fun fridn un land fun troyer
Ven ikh dermon zikh dayne tsaytn
Nor ikh veyn un ikh badoyer: Ti r i t i r i...

Di moyd fun gas 
(Mekhaber umbakant)
Di mame mid, farshmakht,
Der tate shikerlekh,
A hefker-yung der bruder,
Ganvet ferd fun shtal,
Gekhapt ba a ganeyve—zitst in kriminal.
In keler-shtub—di vent tsefaln,

Play, balalaika...

What kind of miller has no mill,
What kind of spoon has no handle,
What kind of king has no land,
What kind of sea has no shore?
A dead miller has no mill,
A broken spoon has no handle,
A king from a deck of cards has no land,
A sea of tears has no shore.
Play, balalaika...Play me a song!

Doina 
(Lyric: I. Manger; Music: Traditional)
I’ve known plenty of songs
& grown sick of them all
Only one song is left to me
& I cannot forget it...
O my beloved Bessarabia
Land of joy & land of sorrow
When I remember your meadows
I can only weep & mourn: Ti r i t i r i...
The shepherd plays his wooden flute: Ti r i t i r l...
This is the song of Bessarabia’ s
Poor shepherd & peasant
O my beloved Bessarabia
Land of joy & land of sorrow
When I remember all you’ve been through
I can only weep & mourn: Ti r i t i r i...

The Street Girl 
(Author unknown)
My mama tired & weak,
My daddy always drunk,
A wild child, my brother
Steals horses from their stalls,
Busted for larceny—he sits in jail.
A basement room—the walls tumbling down,
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Di Moyd Fun Gas

“This is not one song,

but two songs with one

theme, from one play...

This song may shock

some people, but we

can’t ignore the truth.

When Jewish boys

and girls went to the

big city for luck, learn -

ing, fresh air, they

didn’t always find it.

Many girls, fleeing

poverty, turned to the

world’s oldest profes -

sion. Even though

many also take it up

now, it hasn’t gained

any greater prestige.”
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what he wrote. We have let his
written lyrics stand.

Eleanor Shapiro of the Jewish
Music Festival first heard Arkady
sing in St. Petersburg in 1999 at
the third annual Klezfest spon-
s o red by the Jewish Community
Development Fund (JCDF: see
note below). Ellie convinced the
Festival committee to bring
A r k a d y, a plastics engineer in his
seventies, to sing in Californ i a .
Martin Horwitz of the JCDF
a rranged a travel grant to fly him
to Berkeley, where JCC board
member Donald Brody genero u s-
ly helped us to re c o rd this CD in
the very last hours before Arkady’s
plane left.

A c c o rdionist Jim Rebhan notat-
ed more than half the tunes on
this CD (tracks 1-4, 7-8, 14-15);
had the re c o rding been less last-
minute, he would certainly have
played on it too. Miriam Klein
Stahl designed the CD cover &
s i l k s c reened 1000 copies in the
spirit of free folk art. Pro f e s s o r s
Eli Katz & Mark Slobin translat-
ed Arkady’s comments (some of
which open tracks 5, 8 & 14);
Mark Slobin & Michael Alpert

,Nl=rtw Nuq ]twyn Nvz red Nvf
.s=n hbrvx yd tk=m ,Nger = tsyg

,Nf]h ,Ntr=c r]n ,tneqeg tyn
Nf]ltn= Muh red Nvf Kya Nyb

.s=g Nvf dom = tnUh Nr]ceg Nva
,reUt KUa Kya Nyb ,tk=n yd tmvq

,
s

reUf yc Nerb
,
k ,treqywr=f rec

,
k

.s=pw red zya Negn=gr=f g]t red tmvq
,
s

,renuq Kym tneqred g]t red tmvq
,
s

renua redey = soa Kym tk=l
,
s

!s=g Nvf dom yd ,Kya bel oz= Nva

,Nt=t = N] ,Muh = N]
,N gozeg tyn retvm NUq Nvf

N gojre Kya Nyb tr]d Nt=rg enrezUa Nwycj
Nsyg Kyz tec sp=nw = Nva

Njn=lg Nva repreq NUm Foa
N lUcr=f KUa tec tk=n yd Nva

Njn=t Nva Negnyz NUm

tl= Now NUz lec Kya Nec
gn=g Ntjel NUm Nug Nfr=d Nva

!Jn=t retjel NUm ,N bUlb KUa NvrLz Nya tec

lteb = Foa l]typw Nya edne NUm Kya ez t]
,ednegel NUm tugr=f oz=

.lter=gys = Nvf Kor red yc
Nb]rg=b Kym tolp = retnva

hBjm Nuq Nletw tyn Nva
,rym K]n Ng]z wydq Nlec N=d tec rec

hBqn =

...tl= Now NUz lec Kya Nec

(tn=q=bmva :qyzvm ,qycul wreh :retrec)

ynq enUm Foa p]q NUd gul
Ngyl vj oz= tvg

Nul= NUa Nf]lw rednyq
Ngyc Nfr=d resorg

Fun der zun nishto keyn shtraln,
Gist a regn, makht di khurve nas.
Nit gekent, nor vartn, hofn,
Bin ikh fun der heym antlofn
Un gevorn haynt a moyd fun gas.
S’kumt di nakht, bin ikh aykh tayer,
Kh’ver farshikert, kh’bren vi fayer
S’kumt der tog fargangen iz der shpas.
S’kumt der tog derkent mikh keyner,
S’lakht mikh oys a yeder eyner
Un azoy leb ikh, di moyd fun gas!

On a heym, on a tatn,
Fun kayn muter nit gezoygn,
Tsvishn ayzerne gratn dort bin ikh ertsoygn
Un a shnaps vet zikh gisn
Oyf mayn kerper un g l a n t s n
Un di nakht vet aykh farvayln
Mayn zingen un tantsn

Ven ikh vel zayn shoyn alt
Un darfn geyn mayn letstn gang
Vet in zikorn aykh blaybn, mayn letster tants!

Ot ze ikh mayn ende in shpitol oyf a betl
Azoy fargeyt mayn legende,
Vi der roykh fun a sigaretl.
Unter a ployt mikh bagrobn
Un nit shteln kayn matseyve
Ver vet dan veln kadish zogn nokh mir,
A nekeyve

Ven ikh vel zayn shoyn alt...

Leg dayn kop oyf mayne kni
( Verter: Hersh Leivick; Muzik: umbakant)
Leg dayn kop oyf mayne kni
Gut azoy tsu lign
Kinder shlofn ayn aleyn
Groyser darfn vign

Never a single ray of sun,
When it rains the whole dump floods.
Nothing to do but wait & hope,
So I ran away from home
& now I’ve become a girl of the street.
When night comes, I’m dear to you,
I get drunk, I burn like fire,
When day comes the joke is over.
When day comes, nobody knows me,
Everybody laughs at me,
& that’s how I live, the girl of the street!

Without a home, without a father,
Never suckled by a mother,
Among iron bars, that’s where I was raised.
And a shnaps will be poured
For my body & my sparkle
& tonight my singing & dancing
Will entertain you

When I have gotten old
& must make my final exit
It will live in your memory: my last dance!

I can see just how I’ll end, in a hospital cot
So my legend will vanish,
Like the smoke from a cigarette butt.
Bury me outside the graveyard
Wiithout any tombstone
Who’s going to say Kaddish for me,
A female

When I have gotten old...

Lay Your Head Upon My Knee
(Lyric: Hersh Leivick; Music: unknown)
Lay your head upon my knee
It’s good to lie that way
Little kids put themselves to sleep
Big ones must be cradled
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Kelkelypw N b]h rednyq
Nlyc uz Nec N lypw

Kyz tym r]n N lypw resorg
Nlypw Nem zvm qybua

]d Nyb Kya ,arvm tyn b]h
Nsotwr=f tyn Kyd lyc

,
k

tnUh Now tnuceg gvneg ts]h
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,
s yc tyn

(reldneg yd=qr= Nvf)
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l]t Nwycj Nva greb Nwycj
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l]m= Nvf gnvtsef = tym
lseg wydY**y = Nya Ntr]d

tgyceg Kym em=m NUm t]h
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ybr = =b Kya b]h tr]d
[yb-Fl= tnrelegsoa

Nenyr Ngelf tebr= NUm =b
sucw N kUt Nretw NUm Nvf
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,
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,
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,
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Kinder hobn shpilekhlekh
Shpiln ven zey viln
Groyser shpiln nor mit zikh
Eybik muz men shpiln

Hob nit moyre, ikh bin do
Kh’vil dikh nit farshtoysn
Host genug geveynt shoyn haynt
Nit vi s’past a groysn

Mayn shtetele Soroke
(fun Arkady Gendler)
Vu es f l i st der alter Dnestr
Tsvishn berg un tsvishn tol
Shteyt farkholemt mayn Soroke
Mit a festung fun amol
Dortn in a Yiddish gesl
Hot mayn mame mikh gevigt
Un a vig-lid mir gezingen,
Velkhe hot mayn harts derkvikt...

Dort hob ikh ba a rebe
O y s g e l e r n t alef-beys
Ba mayn arbet flegn rinen
Fun mayn shtern taykhn shveys
Ba dem sheynem kurtsn b r i k l
Dort shpatsirn hob ikh mit fraynt
Dort bagegnt zikh mit libe, 
Velkhe doyert nokh biz haynt...

S’hobn vilde, beyze vintn
Mit mayn heymot mikh tsesheydt
Un dem oylem fun dem shtetl
Oyf der gantser velt tseshpreyt.
Khotsh farlofn zenen yorn, 
Nor nit oysgeheylt mayn shmarts
Kh’vel dikh keynmol nit fargesn,
S’klingt dayn lid nokh in mayn harts...

Little kids play little games
Play them when they want to
Big ones play only with each other
They must play forever

Don’t be frightened, I am here
I won’t push you away
You’ve cried enough for one day
Not like big kids do

My Hometown Soroke 
(by Arkady Gendler)
Where the old river Dniester flows
Through mountain & valley
My Soroke stands dreaming
By a fortress from long ago
There in a little Jewish street
My mama rocked me
& sang me a lullaby
That did my heart good...

There, from a rabbi,
I learned the Hebrew alphabet 
& worked until rivers of sweat
Ran from my brow
& there by the pretty little bridge
I walked with friends 
& there I met love 
Which still lives on today...

Wi l d angry winds
Took me away from my home
& scattered the hometown folk
All over the world
Though the years have run away,
My pain remains
I’ll never forget you,
Your song still rings in my heart...
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