__ RosKIES / lecture on Ghetto

Rivkele the Sabbath One

Rivkele, the Sabbath one,

In a factory toils,

Twists a strand into a strand,
Weaves a braided coil.

Oh, the gloomy ghetto

Stands there much too long.

And her heart with so much pain.
Rueful, so forlorn.

Her devoted Hershele

Gone, has gone away.

Since that fateful Saturday,
Since that time, that day

Sits in mourning Rivkele,
Mourns day and night,

Turns the wheel of her machine.
Thinking of her plight:

Where is he, my darling one.
Does he still live, where?

In the concentration camp

Is he slaving there?

Oh how dreadful is his lot,
How horrible is mine —
Since that fateful Saturday,
Since that day, that time.
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Songs

Rivkele di shabesdike
Arbet in fabrik.

Dreyt a fodem tsu a fodem,
Flekht tsunoyf a shtrik.
Oy. di geto fintstere,
Doyert shoyn tsu lang.

Un dos harts azoy farklemt
Tut ir azoy bang.

Ir getrayer Hershele

Iz avek, nito,

Zint fun yenem shabes on,
Zint fun yener sho.

Iz fartroyert Rivkele,
Yomert tog un nakht,

Un atsind bayn redele
Zitst zi un zi trakht;

Vu iz er, mayn libinker,
Lebt er nokh khotsh vu?
Tsi in kontsentratsye-lager
Arbet shver on ru?

Oy, vi fintster iz im dort,
Biter iz mir do-

Zint fun yenem shabes on,
Zint fun yener sho.
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Pegsakeh Kaplan (Rislyotok Ehotho)

Yisrolik PYYRIWS

Nu koyft zhe papirosn,

Nu koyft zhe sakharin,

Gevorn iz haynt skhoyre bilik vert.
A lebn far a groshn, '

A prute-a fardinst -

Fun geto-hendler hot ir dokh gehert.

Kh'heys Yisrolik

lIkh bin dos kind fun geto,
Kh'heys Yisrolik

A hefkerdiker yung.
Khotsh farblibn gole-neto
Derlang ikh alts nokh

A svistshe un a zung!

A mantl on a kragn,

Takhtoynim fun a zak,

Kaloshn hob ikh,-s'feln nor di shikh.
Un ver es vet nor vagn

Tsu lakh, oy, a sakh -

Dem vel ikh nokh vayzn ver bin ikh!

Kh'heys Yisrolik...

Nit meynt mikh hot geborn

Di hefkerdike gas-

Bay tate-mame oykh geven a kind.
Kh'hob beydn ongevorn,

Nit meynt es iz a shpas,

Kh'bin geblibn vi in feld der vint.

Kh'heys Yisrolik,

Nor ven keyner zet nit

Vish ikh shtil zikh

Fun oyg arop a trer.

Nor fun mayn troyer -

Beser az men redt nit,

Tsu vos dermonen

Un makhn s’harts zikh shver.

Hey. come and buy tobacco,

Come buy my saccharin,

These days the stuff is selling cheap as dirt.
A life for just a penny,

One cent is what | earn —

About the ghetto peddler have you heard?

I'm called Yisrolik,

A kid right from the ghetto;

I'm called Yisrolik,

A reckless kind of guy.

Though I'm left with less than nothing,
Still a whistle and song is my reply!

A coat without a collar,

A shirt made from a sack;

I have galoshes - haven't got the shoes.
Whoever finds this funny,

Whoever dares to laugh -

I'll show them that I'm not one to abuse!

I'm called Yisrolik...

Don't think the gutter spawned me,
Don't think I have no claim -

A mother and a father loved me too.
Both were taken from me,

It’s useless to complain,

But like the wind I'm lonely, it is true.

I'm called Yisrolik,

And when no one is looking,
From my eyes

I wipe away a tear.

But this anguish -

Is not for speaking,

Why remember,

How much can one heart bear?

This song was first presented at the second public theatre performance in the Vilno ghetto in February, 1942. Words are
by Leyb Rozental (See note about author in /kk Benk Aheym). Composer Misha Veksler (1907-1943), the conductor of
the Jewish theatre orchestra in the Vilno ghetto, met his death during the liquidation of the ghetto in September, 1943,
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Dremlen feygl af di tsvaygn,

Shlof, mayn tayer kind.

Bay dayn vigl, af dayn nare

Zitst a fremde un zingt:
Lyu-lyu, lyu-lyu, lyu.

Siz dayn vigl vu geshtanen

Opysgeflokhtn fun glik,

Un dayn mame, oy dayn mame,

Kumt shoyn keyn mol nit tsurik.
Lyu-lyu, lyu-lyuy, Iyu.
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Kh'hob gezen dayn tatn loyfn
Unter hogl fun shteyn, !
Iber felder iz gefloygn
Zayn faryosemter geveyn.

Lyu-lyu, lyu-lyy, lyu. Ay

Birds are drowsing on the branches.
Sleep, my darling child.

! At your cradle, in the field,

A stranger sits and sings.

Once you had another cradje
Woven out of joy,

And your mother, oh your mother
Will never more come by.

I saw your father fleeing
Under the rain of countless stones,
Over fields and over valleys
Flew his orphaned cry.
Leal. Rudaitski
(V; |na G"\QH‘O )

(9 Aviom Akselrod

Sung to the tune At the Ghetto Gate®
g{ﬁﬁgﬁﬁ& At the ghetto gate

A fire flames.

Search is the worst yet.

Jews parade back

From the work brigades

Dripping buckets of sweat. ,

Should I go on ahead

Or stand still instead?

I'm not sure what to do.
The little commander
Decked out in green

Takes everything from you.

A stick of firewood,
Money in a wad,
God, he takes it all!
Milk from the can,
Lard from the pan,
Jews, it's awful.

Friend at the gate, listen,
I'm not all that clean.
Help me make it through,
Get me past the guard,
You'll get a kilo of lard
And more tomorrow too.

“Line up in fours!
You—stand over here

by me. Don’t run away!”
Find the right goy—

“This one’s OK""—

A loaf of bread for you today.
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YA'ALES [YA’ALEH VEYAVO]

Avrom AKselrod, 1942
Zog mir, zog mir du geto-yidl,
Ver shpilt in geto dos ershte fidil?
Ver fun di ya'ales mer oder veynik
Vil do regirn punkt vi a kenig?

Tumbala, tumbala, shpil geto-yidl,
Shpil mir fun yidishe ya'ales a lidl--
Fun ale shefn un inspektorn

Vos zenen in geto mentshn gevorn...

Ver fun di ya'ales ken a karte gekn
Un a shayn tsu klaybn lekn?

Un vifl darf men derfar katsoln,
Kkedey a brigade a gute tsu hobn?

Tumbala, tumbala, shpil geto-yidl...

Far vos esn ya'ales vayse gebeks,
Vareme beygelekh, bulkes un keks?

Un farbrengen gemitlekh bay muzik un bay kortn

Un fayern "yontoyvim" bay emese tortn?

Tumbala, tumbala, shpil geto-yidl...

Tsi hobn ven ya'ales gearbet afn aerodrom

Mit a hak, mit a lopete oder mit a lom?

Efsher voltn zey farshtanen undzere ya'ales
Far vos di oreme mase shtelt azelkhe shayles?

Tunmbala, tumbala, shpil geto-yidl...

Ya‘ales®

Tell me, oh tell me, you ghetto Jew,

Who plays first fiddle here, just who?

And which of the big shots in the ghetto gang
Hands out orders just like a king?

Tumbala, tumbala, play on, ghetto Jew.
Play me a song of the Jewish Who's Who.
Of all the inspectors and bosses

The ghetto has raised up from the masses.

Which of the big shots has a card to give
And a permit to keep you alive?

And just how much must you pay

For the privilege of an easy work brigade?

Tumbala, tumbala . . .

Why does the top brass have white rolls to eat,
Warm bagels, fresh buns and rolls that are sweet?
How can they glory in music and poker stakes
And live it up with honest-to-goodness cakes?

Tumbala, tumbala . . .

Have the big shots ever slaved at the airport
With an axe, a shovel or a crowbar?

Maybe then they might give an ear to our moans
How us poor folk have all these questions.

Tumbala, tumbala . . .

Who needs concerts when so great are our sorrows
And hunger whines in the poor man’s house?

Far better we all have soup in our bowls

And you stop with your ritzy carnivals.

Ver darf di kontsertn, ven der troyer iz groys

Un s'pishtshet der hunger in dem o
Farzorgt zey beser mit "yushnik"

en hoyz?
a teler

Kovno ghetto, circa 1942

Un hert oyf tsu praven do Ya'alishe beler...
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WOE IS ME

My shoes they are shot,
and my collar, alsas,
Has been ripped from my coat.

I'm freezing my 3sse

Dance, dance, come dance a bit with me.
Oh you miserable cold winds,
You're from Siberia, I see.

Yellow passes, pink passes,

Every color under hesavene.

“hen can I bring Zlate my wife

back home once more? How soon?

Dance, dance, come dance with me a bit.
You got: 3 yellow pass,

I'11l marry you in a minute.

Centimeters of bread,
8ecimeters of wood,

Furnished by the Judenrat,

The Getto Judenrat. with,me.a. bit.,
Dance, dance, come dance # %%

You ®»t a yellow pass,
I'1T marry you in s minute.
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This song written by S. Kaczerginski (see note about author in Friling). was dedicated to the children’sand youth clubin
the Vilno ghetto. Composer is Bayse Rubin who is believed to have survived the war.
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This song was written by Hirsh Glik (1922-1944) in 1942 after partisans blew up a German convoy of trucks. A member

1VR° 70y

Our song is filled with grieving, -

Bold our step, we march along,

Though the foe the gateway's watching, -
Youth comes storming with their song:

Young are they, are they, are they
whose age won't bind them,

Years don really mean a thing,

Elders also, also, also, can be children

In a newer, freer spring.

Those who roam upon the highways,
Those whose step with hope is strong,
From the ghetto youth salutes them
And their greetings send along.

Young arc they. . .

We remember all our_ tyrants,
We remember all our friends,
And we pledge that in the future
Our past and present blend.

Young are they. . .

So we're girding our muscles,

In our ranks we're planting steel,
Where a blacksmith, builder marches, -
We will join them with our zeal!

Young are they. . .

~

86 Hirsh Glik

Silence, and a Starry Night

Silence, and a starry night

Frost crackling, fine as sand.
Remember how I taught you
To hold a gun in your hand?

In fur jacket and beret,
Clutching a hand grenade,
A girl whose skin is velvet
Ambushes a cavalcade.

Aim, fire, shoot—and hit!
She, with her pistol small,
Halts an autoful,

Arms and all!

Moming, emerging from the wood,
In her hair a snow carnation.
Proud of her small victory

For the new, free generation!

of i / ] ts z i
the literary group of young poets, Yungvald. before the war, Glik was imprisoned in a concentration campin Estonia

and was killed by the Germans in 1944. Composer unknown.




