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Sholem Aleichem (1859-1906/1914-1916)
SHLOF, MAYN KIND
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on-page 12); published in 18
major tollection- of . Yiddish fol /
anonymous folk song, and has"‘enjpy’e‘d enduring popularity.

Sleep, My Child

1D R ANcw

Shiof mayn kind, mayn treyst, mayn sheyner,

Shlof zhe, lyu-lyu-lyu!

: Shlof mayn lebn, mayn kadish eyner,

Shlof zhe, zunenyu.

Zingt a lid un veynt.

In amerike iz der tate

Dayner zunenyu,  °

Du bist nokh a kind lesate,
 Shlof zhe, shiof, lyu-lyu;

Dos amerike iz far yedn,

Un far yidn a gan-eydn,
Epes an antik.

| Dortn est men in der vokhn

‘Khale, zunenyu,
=: Yaykhelekh vel ikh dir kokhn,
Shiof zhe, shlof, lyu-lyu.

Er vet shikn tsvantsik doler,
Zayn portret dertsu,

t Un vet nemen, lebn zol er,

X Undz ahintsutsu.

|
!1‘ Biz es kumt dos gute kvitl,
iShiof zhe, zunenyu.
lSh.tofn iz a tayer mitl,

iShiof zhe, shlof, lyu-lyu.

i
i

Y,

Bay dayn vigl zitst dayn mame,

Vest a mol farshteyn mistame
+ Vos zi-hot gémeynt“ . - :

Sleep my child, my comfort and beauty, -
Hush and go to sleep. | .

. Sleep my life, my only kadesh.

~ Sleep, my little son. . -

- At your cradle sits your mama,
. . Sings a song and weeps. . ,

: -Someday, you may know the reason
And what was on her mind.

- Your daddy’s in America
Little son of mine, "
But you are just a child now
So hush and go to sleep.

America is for everyone,

They say, the greatest piece of luck, -
For Jews, % a garden of Fden,
A rate and precious place. '

People there eat khale in the middle of the week,
Little son of mine, .

- 1’11 cook chicken broth for you—.

Se hush and go to sleep.

Dad will send us twenty-dko]]ars

-And his picture, too,

And he'll send for us, God bless him,

. And bring us there to him.

But till it comes, the magic letter,
Hush, and go to sleep,

Sleep is a precious cure,

So hush and go tosleep.

em by the great Yiddish writer, Sholom Aleichem (see Ikh Vil Nit Geyn In Kheyder,
92, ‘Music is by ‘David Kovanovsky. The text was included. in t!xe first
1k songs, compiled by S. Ginzburg and P. Marek, in 1901:,_ as an



Morris Rosenfelol -309‘5]54’ orEN

Poem written In i881 by Montis Rosenfeld (1862-1923), the post of the sweat shop. This Is one of tha, -
most popular songs about immigrant life In America. Morris Rosenfeld’s poems, which Upton Sinclair
called “the genuine voice of the sweat shop wotkers,” (The Cry for Justice, 1915) were the first

Yiddish poems to be translated into English and other l_anxuases.
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MY LITTLE SON

Ihave a son, a little son,

e youngster very finel

and when I Jook at him I fecl
that all the world is mine.

- But seld;')m do I see him when

he’s wide awake and bright.
I always find him sound asleep;
Isec him late at night.

The time clock drags me off at dawn;
at night it lets me go. )
Ihardly know.my flesh and blood;
his eyes X hardly know ... . .

I climb the staircase wearily:
a figuro wrapped in shade. :

- Each night my haggard wife describes
how well the youngster played;

how sweetly he's begun to talk;

how cleverly he said,

“When will my daddy come and leav
~ apenny near my bed?” g

Ilisten, and I rush inside— ‘
it must—yes, it must bel

" My father-love begins to burn:

my child must look at mel , . .

I stand beside the little bed

and watch my sleeping son;

when hushl a dream bestirs his mouth:
“Where has my daddy gone?”

I'touch his.eyelids with my lips,
The blue eyes open then: ‘
they look at mel they look at mel
and quickly shut again, .

“Your daddy’s right beside you, dear.
Here, here’s a penny, sonl”
A drearh bestirs his little mouth:
“Where has my daddy goneP”

. I'watch him, wounded and depressed

~ by thoughts I cannot bear: _
“One morning, when you wake—my child—

. you'll find that I'm not here.”
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My Resting Place
Text by Morris Rosenfeld ( 1862-1923). (See note to Mayn Yingele, on page 148,
Nit zukh mikh, vu fontanen shpritsni
. . o . Gefinst mikh dortn nit, mayn shats;
Nit -zukh r:mkh, vu di Amartn grinen| ) Vu trem rinen, tseyner kritsn,
Gefinst mikh dortn nit, nA)ayf\ shats; Dortn iz mayn rue-plats,
Vu lebns velkn bay mashinen,
Dortn iz mayn rue-plats. Un libstu mikh mit varer libe,
. . N | gi To kum tsu mir, mayn guter shats;
Nit _zukh r.mkh, vu di ‘feyg zingen! . Un hayter oyf mayn harts dos tribe,
. Gefinst mllkh.dortn nit, mayr.l shats; Un makh mir zis mayn rue-plats,
A shklaf bin ikh, vu keytn klingen,
Dortn iz mayn rue-plats.
MY PLACE
I joawm AN i vy .
P PBW 1Op mn qoanT o noeby) Look for me not where myrtles green|
AYNRD 3 PphYm payy m . Not there, my darling, shall I be. -
JEIBIT D PR Ot Where lives are lost at the machine,
L . . “ that's the only place for me.
1yant 9395 1 am o S pu T
;PSR 1Yh v (gt Pe DBy ?gﬁ}f"r me n‘:it- “ﬁ’e“’ flﬁ’;‘bsmgl
LIVANTp YD A PR A akop 8 : 0 exl‘b, m}'hal' ?g,ts all I be.
.PB'?B‘)J\'I IR 119781 an}a siave where tetters nng,
A that’s the only place for me.
1ML ISuIgE W, Pp i p -
JPBE PUD 3 [T Po wDibya Look for me not wheére fountains splash!
JEVIPOPINY Y phan : Not there, my darling, shall I be. -
: PBIBYM B PR JoIST Where tears are shed, whero teeth are gnashed,

that's the only place for me.
A7 PN W Pb Wby K

FPBY pmI 1o o W oop osn And if your love for me is true,
AN BT PABIT U0 g pe g then at my side you'll always be,
JPB3YY 10 DT YD 8 s . and make my sad heart sing anew,

-and make my place seem sweet to me.

-

Aaron Kramer



The Future

Words by Morris Winchefsky (1856—1 932), pen name of Lipe Bentsion Novochovitch. The song is sung in a

recent play A shigyng meydl (A Pretty Girl), dealing with the Holocaust, which was presented at numerous colleges.
At the end of a TV retrospective on the work of artist Yos| Bergner, he plays this melody on his harmonica. -
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Oh, the woria will become mo
Love will grow ana hatred wa
Among worean, among men,

Among nations .

Oh, the worild will be
| lighter and
Every complainer turng

And life,

Soon all become brothers,
So courage in the ranks .

In the ranks of liberation?
To liberate ang renew

Our aging worild.

O, di velt vet vern yinger,

Un dos lebn laykhter, gringer,
Yeder kloger vet a zinger

Vern, brider, baldl

Loz dos folk nor vern kiiger,

Un faryogn dem batriger,

Im, dem fuks, un oykh dem tiger
Fun zayn sheynam vald.

0O, di velt vet varn shener,
Libe greser, sine klener,
Tsvishn froyen, tsvishn mener,
Tsvishn fand un fand;

O, di velt vet vern frayer,
Frayer, shener, yinger, nayer,
Un in ir di varheyt tayer,

Tayer vi a fraynd.

O. di velt vel vern drayster

Un es vet nit zayn a mayster,
Nit di kroyn un nit der tayster, -
Nit dem zelners shverd.

Alzo mutik in di reyen,

In di reyen, tsu bafrayen,

Tsu bafrayen un banayen
Undzer alte velt}

re beautiful!
ne .

come younger!
easier,
inger,
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Good friends, when I die,
To my grave our banner beax-
The rxed flag of freedom,

sA’?(\I Spattered with thé blood of workers.
'&- ; And in my grave I will hear
My freedom song,
And even there will I shed tears
For the-enslaved

And when I hear the swords ringing,

‘In the last struggle of blood and pain,
I'1ll sing to the
And bring spirit to its heart.

MTSST

Edelstadt (1844 . (892

""" In Struggle

One of the most popular worker sor-ga writtem ln Americs bn 1889 by the he"or poet David Edoletadt
(1866-1892). The song became the eloved hymn of Jewish workers everywhere, 1t was absorbed Into
Yiddish folk song, and later was sung in the Yiddish schools, A year after It was published ‘s
contemporary poet, Momnis Rosenfcld, mentioned it in one of hls poems: “Sing us the song ‘In
Kamf'—Let the Marseillalse thunder.” . .

Rudolf Rocker described a memaorable experience in London: It was the day in which thousands

very sol and took off their hats to
the marchess.” ..
/ L
We ure hated and driven, u‘ Lo '/ v / ‘:’
A3V NR pbYaYy DDI 1
We are tormented and persecuted, -, 5 51 '’
All because we love . ¥ BOIND ﬁ“ BYY 1) M
The poor and suffering people. . 12 -,.g

5 YISonsy

7n wen
We are shot down and hanged, : . .P'fé ]H
Robbed of life and rights, : . " B -
Because we constantly demand ' AVagap JDWVTV'" 1IN
Freedom for suffering slaves. ;BOP T 1 -

HARRPAN

Mayn Tsavoe Is another song by David Edelstadt (see In Kamf, page 80, Vakht Oyf, page 923) ‘lh‘not
enjoyed extraofdinary populasity among Jews the world ove:‘. garl; l(;l"! ‘lth\‘{er:hzl:: ;r;nls::r:\;]ee 4 nH
i ted by sh au A , H.
Yiddish folk songs. The first stanza was l‘requen!ly quo r Amang them
i h the spirit of Edelstadt is also invoked,
Leivick in his Balade fun denver-sanatorium (1937), in \.vh‘lc" D Bt ok
her Yiddish poet, Abraham Reisen, wrote earlier: “Here in Russia .
xeve/r\e’:\:::re':')xev‘e ne{ven vartous legends l;)teadl.ng about his life, and workers speak of him and sing

hls songs with tears in their oyes.”
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Gentile and Jew.

people from my grave

O gute fraynd, ven ikh vel shtarbn,
Trogt tsu mayn keyver undzer fon,
Di fraye fon, mit royte farbn,

Bashpritst mit blut fun arbetsman.

WIANID ITNWY YT PR PR N D
L8018 23 pb hokp mxg& s
WAt 19p nd Pr YN phRd oy
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Un dort, unter dem fon dem roytn,
Zingt mir mayn lid, mayn fraye lid!
Mayn fid “in kamf" vos klingt vi keytn
Fun dem farshkiaftn krist un yid.

Oykh in mayn keyver vel ikh hern

-Mayn fraye lid, mayn shturem-lid,

Oykh dort vet ikh fargisn trern
Far dem farshklaftn krist un yid.

Un ven ikh.her di shverdn klingen
In letstn kamf fun blut un shimarts,
Tsum folk vel ikh fun keyver zingen

. Un vel bagaystern zayn harts.

b~
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A BRIVELE DER MAMEN

A Letter to Mother

IVBRD SPT PSMa 8

This song, fext and music by S. Shmulewitz (1868-1943) was one of the most beloved songs of the

immigration era on both sides of the Atlantic.

Mayn kind, mayn treyst, du forst avek,

Ze zay a zun a guter,

Dikh bet mit trern un mit shrek

Dayn traye libe muter.

Du forst, mayn kind, mayn eyntsik kind
o Ariber vayte yamen:

Akh kum ahin nor frish gezunt

Un nit farges dayn mamen.

Yol for gezunt un kum mit glik.

Ze yede vokh a brivl shik,

Dayn mames harts, mayn kind, derkvik.

»

A brivele der mamen

Zolstu nit farzamen,

Shrayb geshvind, libes kind,
Shenk ir di nekhome.

Di mame vet dayn brivele lezn
Un zi vet genezn, )

Heylst ir shmarts, ir biter harts,
Derkvikst ir di neshome.
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My child, my comfort, you are going across distant seas. Arrive in good heaith and
write each week to ease your mother's worries. Write a letter soon, my child, Your

mother will read your letter and be comfort

spirit,

DI GRINE KUZINE

My Green Cousin

ed. Ease her pain, her bitter heart, refresh her

yIMp yram

This song {text by I Leiserowitz, music, A. Schwartz) was one of the most popular songs of
immigrant life in America, This version was published by Chane Miotek in 1954.

A pretty cousin came to me. Her cheeks were like red oranges, her feet just begging

for a dance, her air was gay and lively. This is how my cousin looked when she was still
“green.” Praised be the golden land) Many years passed and my cousin became worn-out
at her job, Below her pretty blue eyes she now has black lines, And her cheeks, once like .
red oranges, have lost their glow. Today when | meet my cousin and ask: “How are you,
green one?”’ she answers: “May the biazes take Columbus’ land!”’

DI GRINEH KUZINE by Hymasi Prizant and Abe Schwartz
Copyright .0 1922 by Joneit Music Co., Carlstadt, NJ, 07072
Copyright Renewed  internutionas Copynght Secured

All Righis Reserved  Used by Permission
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Es iz tsu mir gekumen a kuzine
Sheyh vi gold iz zi geven, di grine,
Di bekelekh vi royte pomerantsn,
Fiselekh vos betn.zikh tsum tantsn.

Nit gegangen iz zi — nor geshprungen,
Nit geredt hot zi, nor gezungen;
Freylekh, lustik iz geven ir mine.

Ot aza geven iz mayn kuzine.

ikh bin arayn tsu mayn '‘nekst-dorke”

Voszi hot a "milineri-storke”,

A “'dzhab’’ gekrogn hob ikh far mayn kuzine—
Az lebn zol di goldene medine!

Avek zaynen fun demolt on shoyn yorn,
Fun mayn kuzine iz a tel gevorn;
"Peydes’’ yorn lang hot zi geklibn,

Biz fun ir aleyn iz nisht geblibn.

Unter ire bloye sheyne oygn

Shvartse pasn hobn zikh fartsoygn;

Di bekelekh, di royte pomerantsn,
Hobn zikh shoyn oysgegrint in gantsn.

Haynt, az ikh bagegn mayn kuzine

Un ikh freg zi: Vos zhe makhsty, grine?
Entfert zi mir mit a krumer mine:

—"Az brenen zol Kolombuses medine!
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_"LEVIN MIT ZAYN “FLYING” MASHIN PPYND AMDI,, 12T VD PIND

Levine and His Flying Machine

In 1927 Charles A. Levine, an American Jew, flew with pilot Clarence Chamberiin across the Atiantic to iand
outside Berlin, thus beating Charles Lindbergh's distance record. A number of songs acknowledging this feat were
published. at least two in Yiddish.

This song is in Yiddish and English. Yiddish words by Joseph Tanzman, English words by Saul Bernie, music by
Sam Costow. Published in sheet music by Spier and Costow, inc., 1927. The English words of the refrain are:

“Levine! Levinel/ You're the hero of your race,/ Levine, Levina./ You're the greatest Hebrew ace./ We got a thrill
when Chamberlin flew./ But you were right there 100,/ We're proud of youV Levine. Levine,/ Just an ordinary name./
But you brought it everlasting fame,/ We welcome you home/ From over the foam./ Levine with your Flying Machine!
Words of the song appear in Mark Slobin's Tenement Songs. It was introduced by Henry Saposnik on the Kapelye
record. The song was revived in the musical The Golden Land.

Es flien heldn iber groyse yamen,
Un men zingt fun zey gor umetim®,
Nor eyn yidn darf men nit tarzamen
Zingen loyb-gezangen vegn im.
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Azoy iz oykh in ale vishshatfin, vitsn,shatsn } /‘2,).‘ 2 :)7 sV ENIEM YON PN TIN DN RN
Vu an oyftu, dortn iz a yid, SN DN JOINT JUIIN N M
Say in khokhme, say in groyse kreftn, L0V YO PR VO ,NNON PR VO

Iberal iz er bald in der mit. 00 WT PR CTOND W DR ON WIN
Refrain: NP5
Levin! Levin! PNYD PO
Bist der held yetst fun yisrol! NI PE LW TOYN WT LONM
Levin! Levin! : PIYD PO
Vi di oves fun amol! HND NP3 MY T M
Ven Tshemberlin iz ongekumen dort, LOINT PWOIPYAN DR POWINYVY PN
Bistu geven mit im DN VI PPN DN
Bald oyfn ort. JOIN 13NN TOND
Levin! Levin! BRV-IRY
Nit geklert un nit getrakht, JOINIVY D NN VWIP V)
Hostu dayn nomen groys gemakht, JLOONDYY DN PPHND DT YWOOND
Un brokhes on tsol ONS W MO PN
Vintsht dir dayn yisrol, ) SN 12T PT LYLIN

Levin mit dayn “flaying mashin".;‘ MPYND NV, DT VM PO

* umetum
** flying machine

Heroes fly over great oceans and people sing about them everywhere, but we shouldn’t delay singing songs of ‘ - okes
J Q

praise to a certain Jew. That's how it is in all seinmess: Wherever there’s an accomplishment, there there isalJew.
Both in wisdom and in great strength, everywhere he is right in the middle.

Levine, Levine! You are now the hero of Israel. Levine, Levine! Like our ancestors of long ago. When
Chamberlin arrived there, you were with him right there. Levine, Levine! You didn’t think about it—you made
your name famous. And countless blessings are wished you by your Isracl—Levine with your flying machine.
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