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MORRIS ROZENFELD

{1862-1923)

{also: Morris Rosenfeld, Moyshe-Yankev-Alter Rozenfeld]

Bom in the village Boshka, Suvalk district, Jewish Lithuania, then in Russia close to the German bor-
der. His father was a tailor for the Russian army. Lived in Suvalk, studied in heder. After his mar-
tiage, Jived with his in-laws and studied Talmud. Also leamed German, Polish, read modem Hebrew
literature and Yiddish poeiry. From the age of 15, he wrote Yiddish poems, In 1882 visited America,
retumen 1o his parents who had moved to London, where he worked as 2 tailor, lived in dire povérty.
and was drawn (o the anarchists, In 886, setted in America, worked in New York tailor shops as a

- .handwacker and then.2s a presser. Began publishing socialist propaganda poetry that found an admiring
audience among the Jewish workers, His poems were sung in shops and at assemblies. From working
as a presser, he became ill; tried to eam 2 living by singing his songs and selling his books. Afier his
third book, 1897, he became famous. In 1898, Leo Wiener, Professor of Slavic literature at Harvard,
translated a book of his poems, Songs from the ghgttg; into English, Translations into other languages
followed, including a book in German with Berthold Feive;’s translations and Lilien’s illustrations and
in English: Songs of Labor and Other Poems, translated by Rose Pastor Stokes and Helena Frank.
Rozenfeld got 2 position as a jounalist, In 1905 his only son died at the age of fifteen and Rozenfeld
was paralyzed in half his body. His collected works were published in New York in six volumes, ]

1908-1810. In 1913 he was for:ed out of the Forverls and eventuaily became isolated from the new

world of literature. His poems and collected writings were published in many editions in the US and in
Europe and several of his pocms were set to music and gained wide popularity. Rozenfeld was received
in Yiddish criticism as one of the fathers of Yiddish ~Proletarian” poetry, but he also wrote many
national and Zionist poems, as -vell as personal lysics of love and nature, and satirical verse on the

human condiion and the Jewish scene. j—

50



BRE WYND R

JqPITHD BYT I N BNE PR PP D
—;{¥3 1 DT M 'R T DINPD Zgoens 1N

JNEFYD 7Poim PITRINT By P g PR

RO B W PR 28D BAE B PR VYR
13T NY DY DN LDNIIR PR ONIIE PR

297193 [T T DOHEZ IR T RN N, RDRY DY
—,m AP0 PR BN WP Tyopu b 8 Yo e

9080 B PpIvT I PEED B BDIP N

— 743 THOTAPD NP PINTYI VP 2NERI PP B
mgyTYT BYIIR YD ey #v
oo DYl .yRops IR puDdTRY yBoiyTy Dyt
JRIYDNYh JPay? D YEOIYR DYT PRORYD DY
JIINBE IR PD UIpYD PR 27
— syym Wl mip BOY R Rt et W
— sy w) 1\“ 1\\53 pED MYy IWB PR
P00 B 1Y 38 TR BN B TR
APDA BY3 B WP L BNEPIBY PE AT YR
—HINOR BPII IR PRS BEBYD I8 PRN BPM Y
L JEVTYR R HNEDE D B0 ¥ BN By
; PBRYIYR ¥ BARG BT VPN N e P
— ;DY TIB B DPNB 1B PF BPINIPI DHNIBY )
JIM R PRV D PR BRYN W AP WYY
1 by BIPID 1Y — JYRPAIND 28N TR — DYEY Y51 B
—-1]'PHD B P2 PR LB DY T ,BY P PR

SPI DT PR WMPT PR B IIUPERY P8

—FREP [N W T paka PR Ry

The Sweatshop

The machines in the shop roar and shriek out of tune,
I forget who I 2m in the noisy routipe; —
I get lost in the horrible roar and commotion,
My self melts away, J become a machine:
1 work and .work and I work with no counting,
I create and create and create without end;
For what? And for whom? I don’t know, ! don’t ask, --

How can a mathine think 2t all, comprehend?

No feeling, no thought, there is no understanding; —
The bitter, the bloodiest work deals a blow
‘To the noblest, the best, all the finest and richest,
‘The deepest, the highest that life has to show.
The seconds, the minutes, the hours streak by,
Like sails disappeaf all the nights and the days; -
1 drive the machine 2s if to overtake it —

I rush without reason, I rush in a haze.

The cleck in the workshop ne'er knows any rest,

It points, ticks and wakes, it won’t leave you behind; —

A man once explained its deep meaning to me:

Its pdinting and waking, inside lies 2 mind;
But something occurs in my head like a dream:

The clock wakes in me life and meaning so keen,
And something beyond it — what it is, don’t ask!

I forgot, I don't Enow. for t am a machinel...

And ofien when I hear the tick of the clock,

I sea all at once through its pointing, its tongue; —
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I feel that the pendulum prods me go on,

To work and to work, even more, fast and longt
I hear iz{ its tone alf the boss’s wild anger,

His dark, ploomy Jook in the pointers that show; —
I fear that, relentless, the clock drives me on

And calls me: "Machinel” And screams to me: “Sew!*

But at noon, when the master goes off for his lunch,
And the terrible roar for a whlle. does depart,
Then slowly il dawns in my head like the day,
Then I can feel my wound and the throb in my heart; ~
And bitler tears fall, and boiling tears fall
To soak my cfry bread, til} from food I recoil —
Tt chokes me, I can no more eat, I can nott

QOh, harsh bitter needt Oh, terrible toil}

The workshop appears in the mid-day recess

As a battlefield bloody that rests from its flood:
All around I see lying the corpses of men,

A scream from the earth — it is the shed blood....
One moment, and soon they sound drums of alarm,

The dead come to life, and the battle grows bright,

The troops they are fighting for strangers, for stangers,

And struggle and fall and sink in the nighL.

T{ook at the batileground, biuter with rage,

With fear, with revenge, with 2 hellish wild ache; —
The clock, now I hear it all right, it awakes:

TAn end to the slavery, an end we must makel”
It rouses in me all my reason, my !:aelings,

And shows me the hours — a stream with no dam:

I shall remain wretched as long as 'm mute,

Forlom, the while I vemain asIam._.

The man who §s sleeping within me awakes,
The vigilant slave falls asleep Inside me; —
This is the hour, the ripht Hme has come)
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And end to the misery, an end there must bel...

But suddenly — the whistle, the boss ~ an alarm!
I forget who [ am in this deafening scene -

I'm losing my reason, I'm losing my seif —

1don’t know, I don"t mind, for I am a machine...

The Sweatshop

Corner of Pasn and Anguish, there’s a worn old house:
tavern on the sireet floor, Bible To0m upstairs,
Scoundrels sit below, and all day long they souse.

On the floor above them, Jews sob out their prayers,

Higher, on the third floor, there’s anather room:
not a single window welcomes In the sun,
Seldom does it know the blessing of a broom.
Roltenness and filth are blended Into one.

Tolling without Ietup in that sunfess den:
nimble-fingered and for s it seems} content,

sit some thirty blighted women, blighted tmen,
with theit spleits broken, and thsir bodies spent.

Scurf-head struts among them: always with a frowm,
acting like His Royal Highness in a play;

for the shop Is his, and here he wears the erown,
and they must obey him, silently obey.

Asron Kramer
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— Yehoash
(18721927}

Pseudoaym of Yehoash-Shloyme Blumgarten;
in English: Solomon Bloomgarden

BORN IN VIRBALEN (WIERZBALOWO),
Suvalk district, on the Polish-Lichuanian
border and ar thar rime on the Russian
side of the Russian-German baorder. His
father was well read in Jewish relipious
and Enlightemment literature and an early “Lover of Zion.” The breadwinner
was his mother, who keprt a small hardware store. From the age of four, he
studied in heder and with private teachers: Talmud, Bible, Hebrew, and secu-
lar Haskalah literature. Ax chirteen, afrer Bar Mitzvah, he began to study
foreign languages and litcratures and wrote poetry in Hebrew. Ychoash was
2 privatec Hebrew teacher for rich families. In 1890, he came to America,
tried out various trades, and wrote a book of Hebrew poems {unpublished).
He lived in poverty and contracted consumption; in 1900 he went to 2 sana-
torium in Denver, where several Yiddish pocts convalesced at different times
{Edelshear, H. Leyvik). With the head of the sanatorium, Dr. Chaim (Charles
D.} Spivak, Yehoash authored a comprehensive dictionary of Hebrew and
Aramaic expressions in Yiddish. From 1909 on he lived in New York, pub-
lished poetry and essays in che international and Awerican Yiddish press as
well as several volumes of collected poctry and fables. In January 1914, he
lefr with his family to sercle in Palestine. As American citizens, they were
evacoated from Ererz Isracl in 1915, His memoirs of that romangic period of
Jewish scttlement in the Floly Land, From New York to Relobot and Back,
were also published in an abbreviated English translation {The Feet of the
Messenger, 1923).

Yehoash contributed to hundreds of Yiddish newspapers and periodicals
around the world (United Scates, Canada, Poland, Russia, Austria, Argentina,
Eretz Israel, and elsewhere). Published poetry, prosc, fables, essays, drama,
travelogues. Translated hundreds of works from many languages {English,
Russian, German, Hebrew, French, Arabic) into Yiddish, including a masterful
Yiddish rendering of Longfellow’s Hiawatha, Lafcadio Hearn's Chinese and
Japanese 1,egends, Omar Khayyam’s Rubaiyat, Merczhkovsky’s Sakya Muni,

Rostand’s Chantecler, Byron’s “Hebrew Melodies,” and many more. He stud-
ied classical Arabic and translated parts of the Koran jnco Yiddish. His transla-
tion of the complere Bible into Yiddish, combining archaisms of the medieval
Yiddish Bible translations with nealogjsms in the style of Yiddish modernist
pactry, is one of the richest books of Yiddish literacure and was ghe source of
Marc Chagal’s Bible illustrations. Many of his poems were translated into
Hebrew and other languages; others were set to music. Numerous voly mes of
his works appeared during his lifetime, including a ten-volume new edition,
published in New York in 1920-21. His later poerry and Bible translations
exerted a major influence on Yiddish modernist poetry and art, especially on
A. Léyeles, A. Sutzkever, and Marc Chagall.
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Subway

An unscen hand shut the door
And imprisoned a throng of peopic,
Some dunked on benches,
Some bangiag on white rings.
The light -- lime falling

On thin transparent fingers
Fresh fram the typewsites,

On heavy hard hands

Sweaty from (ke workshap,
Nacre gloves... .

And the throng sways

Back and forih, back and forth,
In a weary, glazed cshythm,

As il lamenling a death...

The threng is shaken,

Collopses in a henp,

Gels,

And the unseen hand

Opens a door..,

Smiling, pushing into the tangle,

A slender girl,

A bunch of lilacs pinned 10 ber lapsl.
And the throng begins to sway again
Weary and glazed,

And in the middlc, the siender gint IJLS
With a bunch of lifacs...

1919
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Whaolworth Tower

A remnant of day’s madness wends his way home,
Eyes like kot iron, faces numb...

Fewer wheels in the strests,

A heavy wagon, emply and slow,

Clopping on the pavement.

Evening fails

Like a dead wing on the mixed clump

Of bricks, ecment and wires...

The noise sinks 1o 2 mumble as in = drcam,
Sighing through elenched tecth at the end
Of a stifled sob...

Alonc, above all the buildings,

Graying toll and straighi,

The cathedral of the gold-and-iron god,.,

1920

Rushing cars, wagons, trams,

Whistling whistles, blowing horns, ringing bells,
A fire-truck roars by

Trailing a black braid of smoke.

Masscs shuflle their fect,

Brown, yellow, pearl-gray, white bare legs...
White accks, clumps of powdered bodies,
Black paintcd brows, bleached biond hair,

Hals with green plumes,’

Shining tophats, and a whir} of straw hats,
Broad Mexiean sombreros,

Soldicr and sailor hats of a dozen nations,
Velcran denizens of the night with walery cyes
And big diamond sickpins,

Boys lighting up at cvery girl’s eye,

Pcaple of all lands and all suns,

Of a vineyard at the quict sea,

QI snow-mountains, of broad fields of wheat and rye,
Ol high grass pampas,

Qf where a hundred thousand slaves

Dig gold out of graves in the earth...
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Waolwarlh Tower

A rempant of day’s madness wends his way home,
Eyes like hot iron, faces numb...

Fewer wheels in the strects,

A heavy wagon, cmply and slow,

Clopping on the pavement.

Evening falls

Like 2 dvad wing on the mixed clump

Of bricks, coment and wires...

The noisc sinks to 2 momble as in B dream,
Sighing through elenched teeth at the end
Of a stifled sob..

Alonc, above all the buildings,

Graying 12!l and straight,

The eathedral of the gold-and-iron god...

1920

Rushing cars, wagons, trams,

Whistling whistles, blowing borns, ringing bells,
A fire-truck roars by

Tratling a black braid of smoke.

Masses shufflc their foct,

Brown, yellow, pearl-gray, white bare legs...
White nccks, clumps of powdered bodies,
Black painted brows, bleached blond hair,

Hats with green plumes,’

Shining tophats, and a whirl of straw hats,
Broad Mexican sombreros,

Scoldier and sailor hats of 2 dozex nations,
Veteran denizens of the aight with watery cyes
And big diamond slickpins,

Boys lighting up at every girl's eys,

Pcaple of all lands and all suns,

Of a vincyard at the quiet sea,

Of snow-mountains, of broad fields of wheat and rye,
OC high grass pampas,

Of where a hundred thousand sfaves

Dig gold cut of graves in the earth...
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Northerners, southerners, of airplancs and ships,
Rushing to vhe night bustie of Babel...

A wanlon shine scréams from all carness,

A bright raucous cascade paurs

And sprays up to the clay-yellow sky...
Firc-serpents creep up high buildings,

‘On a tower three Gre-horses fun

With wild energy into the hot night,

A huge firg-boltlc 1aps

Fire inlo a glass,

From the dark, a fire-cai leaps

And claws
A fiery spool...
199
Cinema
A thousand people bead to head
In the dark.
Up abave leaps
A white clump,

‘On the white clump, spinning,

A big city with buildings

Aad wises and laieTos.

A broad sireet and packed sidewaiks.
With Itags and music

Comes a procession of snhﬁtrs,
Pedestrians, riders, eripples,

Trucks, ambulances,

Girls with red crosses

On while caps.

Dld people in old-fashioned uniforms
Cayvered with medals.

Out of the blue, a young tl;an

With a ternified face and raised collar
Runs across the street.

{ sit among a thousand heads in the dark
And think:

A young man works in a factery,
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Goes home,

Plays with his child,

And one day he gets sick
And dics,

And sbove distant scas,
In New York,

And in Chicago,

And in San Francisco,

Night aficr night, be rung across the street
With a tercificd fage

And raised collar...

1920

Zishe Laadau

ON THE EL

I hang on a strap in the EL
The train rushes on, hot and stuffy,
But I'm af home in the crowd
of women and advertlsements,
So much to see. I ok at the people,
at everything. My eye roams
back and forth, everywhere,
Like a dog, my nose
runs around sniffing:
It’s greedy.
And a whole part of myself

that I thought was surely dead within me

woke up then,

The train races oo, tenements passing.
Big blobs of women relax

with legs spread

&nd smile with a yielding sweetness,
their mouths chewin

drowsy, tired, and lazy;

while others perch, thighs squeezed together,
1ips pursed thin—

just like that: thighs squeezed

and lips thin,

You are groggy from the heat

and the train’s rocking

from side to side;

but what fills you with sweet languor,
like drowsing in fresh-cut hay
yet alert for a child's cry in the night,
is the fragrance that comes from them.
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Mani Leyb (Brahinski; 1883-1905-1953)
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On Fifth Avenue '

In a white building on Fifth Avenue,
On the thirteenth filoor of a white buiiding,

Girls pev and wait in the whiteness of sorrow
For the evening bells lazy ringing.

S But the bell naps listless in the thick hours
.And the day lies ill in the stone of the walls
.And the needles whine ang cry the wounds out

“And the silk in girls® hands rustles, rustles.

White silk, pink silk, violet and bluej

‘eAnd the needles whine, deaf and thin,
And on the windows in .the vhiteness of sorrow
The suon crawls from green dust in hot columns,

and the needles whine and cry the wounds out.
.And the silk in giris* hands rustles, rusties.
Z5arid the day lies 111 in the vounds of. the hours,
Over the @and® of: girls, in the stone .of the walls::
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