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MORRIS ROZENFELD

(1862-1923)

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

Born 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-
riage, lived with his in-laws and studied Talmud. Also learned German, Polish, read modern Hebrew
literature and Yiddish poetry. From the age of 15, he wrote Yiddish poems. In 1882 visited America,
returned to his parents who had moved to London, where he worked as a tailor, lived in dire poverty,
and was drawn to the anarchists. In 1886, settled in America, worked in New York tailor shops as a
handworker and then as 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 earn a living by singing his songs and selling his books. After 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 Ghetto, into English. Translations into other languages

followed, including a book in German with Berthold Feivel’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 a position as a journalist. 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,

1908-1910. In 1913 he was forced out of the Forverts and eventually 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 poems 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 well as personal lyrics of love and nature, and satirical verse on the

human condition and the Jewish scene.
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The Sweatshop

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

How can a machine think at 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 disappear all the nights and the days; --
I drive the machine as if to overtake it --

I rush without reason, I rush in a haze.

The clock 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 pointing and waking, inside lies a 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 know, for I am a machine!...

And often when I hear the tick of the clock,

I see 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 long!
I hear in its tone all the boss’s wild anger,

His dark, gloomy look in the pointers that show; --
I fear that, relentless, the clock drives me on

And calls me: "Machine!" And screams to me: "Sew!"

But at noon, when the master goes off for his lunch,
And the terrible roar for a while does depart,
Then slowly it dawns in my head like the day,
Then I can feel my wound and the throb in my heart; --
And bitter tears fall, and boiling tears fall
To soak my dry bread, till from food I recoil --
It chokes me, I can no more eat, I can not!

Oh, harsh bitter need! 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 strangers,

And struggle and fall and sink in the night.

I look at the battleground, bitter with rage,
With fear, with revenge, with a hellish wild ache; --
The clock, now I hear it all right, it awakes:
"An end to the slavery, an end we must make!"
It rouses in me all my reason, my feelings,
And shows me the hours -- a stream with no dam:
I shall remain wretched as long as I’'m mute,

Forlorn, the while I remain as I am...

The man who is sleeping within me awakes,
The vigilant slave falls asleep inside me; --

This is the hour, the right time has come!
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I forget who I am in this deafening scene --

I’'m losing my reason, I'm losing my self --

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

U
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. N , dE 5 The Pale Apreyter?

I see there a pale apreyter

]

Steeped in his work, what dismay!
Sewing ever since I remember,

Iz '\‘ Wasting his forces away.

The months fly away like the minutes,
N 7 The years disappear from the scene,
The pale man still sitting bent over,

Still fighting the raw machine.

\ I'stand and I look at his mug,

Sweaty and dirty and shrill,

And feel it’s no hero at work,

i Inertia is toiling there still.

ﬁym“ﬂbx W}JD “53 ﬁy-; The drops fall incessently, drip

From dawn to the last sunbeams,

Soaking the dresses he sews,
TPRMIEN JPIN3 8 BT Y N
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And drowning into the seams.

Pray tell me, how long can the pale one
AYANSDIPD DN YN BY
QIR TN NYT JYENY DY

AYINIPI PN YT VIV NI PN Who knows when his end will arrive?
JURD JYANT PR BHELYP NN

Keep turning this bloody wheel?

Who knows that terrible deal?
ATNE POT BIRT ONIBY3 NN ynw ™

MIMPPD NN BADYIPR NS P
JTN23 PP BMIIN BT INSTD PN

DI BYNPIRID W3 BYELN W7 Oh, hard, very hard to tell,

But one thing it’s sure that we know:
MDD DIYBRIL NYT (YIND 8T

BYEY AVIPBNN 13 IVIDNN 1D As soon as his work breaks him down,

Another will sit there and sew.

12

2. Yiddish pronunciation of "operator," i.e., one who works a sewing machine.

s ¥
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A Tear on the Iron

Oh, cold and dark is in the shop!
I hold the iron, stand and clop! --
I cough and sigh, my heart is weak,

My chest is sick, my breath is bleak.

I sigh and cough and press and think,
My eye grows damp, a tear does sink,
The iron glows -- my tear does simmer --

It boils and sears and won’t grow dimmer.

I feel no strength, a broken band;
The iron falls from my weak hand,
And still my tear, my hot wet tear,

My tear is boiling, boiling near.

My spinning head, my breaking heart;
I ask in pain, and with a start:
"Oh, say, my friend in need, my tear,

Will you forever boil and sear?

Oh, silent tear, oh, silent tongue!
Can I still shed my tears for long?
Or is this tear the last today,

Of all my searing friends, oh say!

Are you a messenger for some,
To tell me there are more to come?
I want to know: under the sun,

When will the great lament be done?

I would have asked a lot more here,
Asked the malaise, the soaring tear,
But suddenly a downpour came

Of boundless tears, more of the same,
I understood the rising tide:

The flood of tears is deep and wide.
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To My Beloved

The Sweatshop

Corner of Pain and Anguish, there’s a worn old house:
tavern on the street floor, Bible room 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 another room:
not a single window welcomes in the sun.
Seldom does it know the blessing of a broom.
Rottenness and filth are blended into one.

Toiling without letup in that sunless den:
nimble-fingered and (or so it seems) content,

sit some thirty blighted women, blighted men,
with their spirits broken, and their bodies spent.

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

for the shop is his, and here he wears the crown,
and they must obey him, silently obey.

Aaron Kramer

Be blessed, my happiness, my joy,
The golden light I love to see!
You came to me, you came in vain

In the damp shop to be with me.

It hums, it boils, it burns, it seethes,

O

Q

T = T
Ix v o 72 XEYB 79 2 . A
/J ) 7y 0,:;( s There is no place for you, oh go --
/ ﬂ o S A\ \ - .
£\ 2 \ I hired out my arms and hands;
Y A I cannot now embrace you -- no!
@) Ny
: J

And though without you I am dead,
I must demand of you -- please go!
Here rules the struggle harsh for bread,

And I must tremble when I sew.

Come later, oh, please come at night,

Come to my home where I am free --

My heart leaps up, my spirit wakes,
My love flames up again in me.

llien

Oh, then I run to you, my love,

And fall excited on your breast,
And all the day’s harsh sufferings,

For you I take them off my chest.
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Why I Am I!
As a Worker

Stand up, oh Muse! Sing of my rank,
My worth among the slaves and Jews!
Illuminate the source of song,

Reveal my secret spring, oh Muse!

Tell all the world the greatest truth!
Proclaim what is in me the best:
How every sound and every tone

Burst from my full, my throbbing breast.

Reveal why I did have to cry,
And why I cherished joy -- explain!
For only you combined in me

The greatest joy with greatest pain.

And tell from where my anger came
And why my bitterness was thick,
For it was not a fickle mood

That teased and shook me to the quick.

I followed faithfully your call

1. Introduction to Selected Writings, New York 1912. The poem consists of three parts: "As a

Worker," "As a Nationalist," "As a Satirist."
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That came from heaven to console! --
My body never overpowered

The swinging motions of my soul.

I lived through many sufferings,
I saw some joy where Jjoy belongs,
And always there my soul did weave

The purest, most sincere of songs.

And always I remained myself,
Wherever I was hurled by fate.
And when my soul did tell me: "Cry,"

My bitter tears did not abate.

And if the farthest joy awoke,
And resonated in a wind,
I'beamed and hoped and laughed and sang

Of happiness, with joy I grinned.

My youth lay crushed by running wheels,
A gloomy yoke has pushed and shoved...
And I lamented my own pain,

I wept and sighed for those I loved.

A sickly slave, crushed and destroyed,
With dread and grief on every side --

All T have known is lamentation

In pain over a life that died.

I left behind the finest woods,
The prettiest river, finest sky,
In slavery’s curséd mould immersed,

Turned rusty and decayed have 1.

The sun has never shone for me,
No grass, no leaf provided glory,
My "yesterday" and my "today"

Have sunk in slavery and worry.
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The driver’s power, wild and vile,
The Need with its long bony finger --
Has crushed my strength, has made me old

b

Has made of me a graveyard-singer.

I saw around me just defeat,
Destruction placed upon a throne,
It could not happen otherwise --

And all the millions I bemoan. ..

Awake my Youth, just for a while!
My life’s great victim, come, wake up,
And say: Where does your young blood lie?

Say: Have you died there in the shop?

Yes, you were trapped by early death,
With all your friends, all done and said,
And I alone, alas, alone!

I have accompanied the dead.

I could not coldly contemplate
The highest joy in vise and chain;
I could not follow with dry eyes

Dear coffins that evoke my pain...

I followed them in sorrow there
Where the last road does lead unseen,
I did not say that God is just,

For such defeat should not have been...

I did not cry for crying’s sake,
Revolt my every tear pervades,
Reveals a hidden meaning here:

I poured not tears, but hard grenades. ..

In deep despair that weighed my song,
There was a striving to the height;
And quiet waking glowed so hot

And gave the signal for the fight.
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The Millionaire of Tears
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I did not blame the rich in vain,
And for his joy did not despise,
But that he blocked the only road

To Freedom’s splendid paradise.

Oh, not an onlooker, I knew
The robbed man’s life not just by sight,
I lived myself through all mishaps,

I bore myself this dreary plight.

I had no time to think and brood,
Just feeling filled my hasty song,
My brain was silent all the while,

My heart did shiver and did long.

And every day, I had to choke
A piece of me and cry "Alas!"
And so did I become this I,

The poet of the sweatshop mass.

Oh not a golden tuning-fork
Tunes up my throat to sing,
A hint from high above cannot
Raise high my voice to ring;
The sigh of weary slaves awakes
The songs I make for others --
And flaming high my song revives,

The song for my poor brothers.

And so I sink before my time,
My life runs out so fast:

What can poor people pay for this,
For poetry to last?

They pay with tears for every tear,
In poverty’s pavilions: --

I am a millionaire of tears

And weep for all the millions...
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The Bradley Martin Ball*

This is the Bradley Martin Ball
How splendid these cotillions!
They’re dancing wild in Waldorf Hall

Who robbed the people’s millions.

There flows the wine, the music roars,
The crowd will dance till dawn;
There, time and world are flowing back,

Instead of marching on.

A flower costs a hundred bucks,
A thousand for a stone,
And more for every costume there,

And for a smile alone.

But that’s old hat, no news in this,
It’s all been said and done --
The old world’s seen a million times

Much greater bon vivants.

It’s not the first great costume ball

On history’s old stage,

This splendid dance shall end like those

That were in every age...

This is the Bradley Martin Ball,
Eight hundred -- no one winces!
They’re working all -- they have the gall

To imitate the princes.

But it’s not easy for our crowd --
No use for money’s glints;
For still the richest bon-vivant

Is not a real prince...

4, This poem was written during the great crisis in America when people died of starvation in

the streets and Mrs. Bradley Martin made a splendid costume ball.
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Oh to avoid the punishment,

The guilt for all the nation --

Oh people, when will you wake up?

When will you be impatient?

But do they know of any shame?
They are no royal heirs.
They are the rulers in this land,

They are the millionaires.

They’re ruling wild, in every place,
With proud and haughty hand,
They govern north and south and west,

They rule throughout the land.

If they desire...But that’s enough!

We know, make no mistake,

The jug will serve just for a while,

Till it will fill and break...

This is the Bradley Martin Ball!
For here the golden Golem
Makes paradise in graveyard’s vale,

A dance so wild and solemn.

For see the masses sick and pale!
They are the starving dregs!
The best and finest class of men

Stands in the street and begs.

The ignoramuses, they stand,
Hold out their hand for hours,
Those who have clad the Waldorf’s guests

In diamonds and flowers.

And Mrs. Bradley Martin laughs,
The "Princess of Navarra" --
Oh dear! There’s so much pomp and glow,

In misery’s Sahara!




Scenes in the Mountains
A few days ago, I journeyed with two friends through the southwestern Catskills to the tiny little town

of Parksville.

My intention was twofold: first, to observe the splendid nature of those places and enjoy the bracing
air so necessary for my health; and secondly, to see the various Jewish farm areas in the wonderful

valleys.

We did not travel in the hotel automobile, but in a simple farm carriage that looked more like a plain
cart. We wanted it to look more natural and we didn’t want the not-so-nice-smelling piece of civiliza-
tion to intrude on the soul-refreshing fragrance wafting from the ancient mountains of Sullivan County.

Besides, we were afraid to trust the Angel of Death to drive us.

Our driver was an old Christian farmer who had grown up in these Mountains and knew every path in

the wilderness.

We crossed the famous Park Mountain still breathing with the primeval matter of the Act of Creation.

A sublime seriousness permeated all our limbs. Even the horses, as if intentionally, began to walk

slowly, step after step, letting us see God’s wonders in the secluded nature.

We didn’t talk, we were silent. Words would be sacrilege. I was afraid to breathe aloud, not to dis-

turb the divine calm hovering over us.
We saw God. We felt Him, we understood Him...

Yes, we were silent and only held each other’s hands as if to impress our feelings upon one another,

into our hands, our blood, our souls. What we felt remained a mystery, just like the creation of these
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Mountains. We shall never tell it, we cannot tell it because as soon as we descended into the valley,

we forgot it all...

We drove through the lonely, melancholy-cheerful mountain path, narrow but wide in thoughts. On

both sides, generations stood, centuries, and stared at us with earnest and sharp looks.

Those were mighty trees, the stamp of eternity posed on their gigantic bodies and the shadow of lost

worlds resting in their branches.

From time to time, the voice of an unfamiliar bird was heard. He told us something, revealed some
secret; but who could understand him? Suddenly, a rustle was heard in the thicket, and another rustle,

as if ghosts were playing hide-and-seek. What happened there I don’t know to this day.

-- What a marvellous area this is, the farmer suddenly r%marked, turning his head to us; I was born in

these places, but when I come here, it all looks new and fascinating to me.

We woke up abruptly as from a fantastic dream or as if you were interrupted in shul while reciting the
Shmone-Esre blessings...We were angry at the old man for committing such a sin. "May God forgive
him," I thought to myself and plunged again, possessed by holy thoughts, and I felt my soul had risen.

My spirit blended with the deep silence of the rocks and wove into a dreamy Sh’ma Israel...

-- We haven’t yet reached the peak, the farmer again interrupted. We’re coming now to the real top of
the mountain. From here you can see for miles, only the trees block the view. But the most beautiful

will come when we drive downhill from the mountains to the valley.

I didn’t day-dream anymore.

The carriage began climbing higher and higher, the horses stood on their hind legs and we felt
suspended in air. We seemed to drive into the clouds. Fear and wonderment descended on us. My
nerves trembled feverishly. For a moment, we seemed to be falling backward into the abyss, no trace

would remain of us.

At last we reached the peak of Park Mountain. A new nature, a young, fresh sky, different trees and a
different air. A cool breeze blew and caressed the delicate plants and, straying into our path, it cooled
and fanned us. A sea of young trees striped with little wildflowers was revealed to our eyes. Nearby

stood an old, hollow, stooped tree with one single descending branch. It looked like a nasty old Heder

teacher with a lash in his hand, teaching small children the alphabet...

A little further on, it is bare. A stretch of naked mountain, as if had just emerged from his mother’s
womb. A lonely oak stands there, encircled by the roots of a torn-out pine tree, uprooted by lightning
running through the mountains. The roots entwining the sturdy oak look like the straps of tfillin, the

tree stands pensively against the sky, in solitary prayer...

Going on, we saw a slanted wooden farmhouse among the rocks. A tall old man with a long white
beard falling over his chest walked barefoot behind a tremendous ox grazing on the wild bushes. The
barefoot old giant looked like the spirit of the mountains, or like Messiah pasturing the Wild Ox for

the Saints in the World-to-Come. .. 1
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But our driver told us the old man was a farmer, who had once upon a time been a soldier in

America’s Civil War, who got a pension from the government and lived alone here like a hermit.

—- He was a hero, the old man, the driver went on, he has several medals for bravery. Next to the hut

lie his wife and daughter, both died on the same day. He wants to die here too.

Meanwhile, feeling barely secure, we drove slowly downhill toward Parksville. The ride down was
awesomely sublime. On both sides of the road, deep deep down, as in an abyss, spread enchanted
landscapes -- with beautiful houses and lush, well-tended fields. The road, on which two narrow carts
could barely pass one another, led through the Fear of Death. The valleys on both sides were spinning
before our eyes. The horses led us straight into the abyss; if, God forbid, they slipped, we would fall

down and be crushed to dust.

We travelled through deserts where nature is still so wild, young and new, as if it just now left the
Creator’s hands. But from the valleys, the alert genius of human labor smiled at us. The fields were
worked by skilled hands. Many of the pretty houses belonged to Jews. Those are kosher hotels. In

the winter, the owners have other business in New York.

-- All those lots are for sale, remarked the old farmer.

-- What’s the matter, I asked; is the land bad?

-- Heaven forfend, he replied. Those are Jewish farms, bought only for speculation.

For a while, the valleys disappeared from view and we saw a wild, terrifying vision. The pointy gray
rocks poking up from the ground looked like hollow human skulls. The valley resembled the Valley of
Jehosaphat where the nations will be judged someday...A sea of trees, old and young, stretched out in
all directions like a congregation kneeling in prayer. Above this vision hovered a rare bird, from time
to time uttering a hoarse sigh (like the prayer leader on Yom Kippur, finishing the final prayer of

Ne'ila...)

But we passed by this scene too and finally, finally reached Parksville.

The White Devils

Thoughts about New York’s Underground Trains

Can you make the witch that conjured up the Prophet Samuel conjure up an "Emperor" of the old

"Indians" from his eternal sleep and bring him into the new underground train of New York City?

Can you now conjure up one of those "wild men" who sold America for a string of beads, to take a

look at what the "white devils" have made of it.

And the "White Devils" have really performed "miracles."
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Like witches, they pounced on the tranquil nature of the new world and spirited up from her closed

womb new skies, full of glimmer and life.

Wild rocks gave way to sublime architecture and the muddled mires were transformed into "sky-

gazers” and "cloud-scrapers," whose high roof-gardens fraternize with the stars.

The majesty of the human spirit has spread out, everywhere we see the stamp of the holy seal of the

striving soul.

The new man breathed a soul into steel and iron and a Brooklyn Bridge appeared, a Williamsburg

—

Bridge, a Pike Street Bridge; high trains hovering in the air, and street trains running like ghosts; pas-
senger ships and merchant ships and warships; and millions of factories and machines and locomotives,

and cylinders that occupy the brain.

The "White Devil" frowned and thousands of hidden forces loomed up from the Chaos and began to

serve man like base slaves.

Human Genius waved his magic wand and said let there be light and electricity began to compete with

the sun.

Where the former red warrior didn’t have enough words to declare his love to his beautiful "squaw,"
and where there were no concepts for "hurry up, brother," for Art and for Science -- the phonograph
began singing operas and declaiming poems. The telephone offered the human word a "leap in space,”

and a "White Devil" invented an alphabet for the telegraph.
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The "wise" immigrant created honey from flowers the "stupid” native used to trample on. He opened

the entrails of the earth and extracted its children to play for the immigrants of the New World.

Coal, gold, silver and precious stones were fished out in the net of wisdom. The lost, unknown

ground became the famous, redoubtable America, the pride of nations and the beacon of energy and

activity.

The magnet of America’s greatness and grandeur attracted all the striving and energetic members of the

great human family. They came and made a "commune" of souls, a union of muscles, of thoughts -- a

model world of unequalled achievements.

The "White Bees" worked so long, toiled, bustled, flitted from flower to flower and glowed in the

sunshine, until they created the big, famous beehive called -- New York.

And the bustle grew stronger. The activity accelerated. "Hurry up" drowned out "slow down"; and

"move on" -- squashed "who cares.” The human bees began making honey for the whole world.

The work had to be done faster, harder, people began running and chasing one another. There was a

pushing and shoving till all roads became narrow and they had to create transportation under the

ground. So the underground train was born, the train flying with American "Got no time" in a few

minutes from Castle Garden to the Bronx, from one end of the city to the other.

A tunnel was cut through the stone ribs of "old Manhattan" so the pale noisemaker can tremble and

hurl itself faster in all directions.

7




FRINN IO IUND PWIINR NN NI DR AN I
TMD IR DY IR PINDY 1DMT D DIYBDND YIBYMIR
TIVOY DM P BINBY YD NN DIVLOND ;IUD%a 1R S
WD R OANR IVINSWLINND B PP 1y PR DIpIna
WI MW DAY DR AN B LOYIdE DN TWD v
$05YD PN T PR PN WINHIRSDY

'R B2 U3 DORIYY TIDTNBRY YHSN DNT 158N
AR NRY YOYINCEIDY R YA ADIND BRPTDIND N
'R DIPIVIWHNN PN INDMY R PR ION X PP W
IWAYS IO TP LSRN Y SN @ YIYBENSPNEIY [N
WOTWT TN BRI R M YIND PR IIRITIND W AN
2175 DR DR MBRI YT DN L0 DYT I

PN T UPARD, WOYN DYT PSIY P vShNvya
DR JYZIRDY PINN T MR YA IR BB IR ayenS
VMR YOI YT B DR DI TDYID YEb 1 PR
MYV N 3% B Y LIPS 93D DY WO N3
IWT ND DV T B Y PRWISIYE NN PR YT ANR
BYT PR DT P DSYN PIBIS 1IN WIYDY YD
20N 1 YOIWEMSYIIN BYT 1D Y (DY

TORTLIYD Y P PVLYIMR (IR PHRD DMY Y BRA
TORI WINPT OB DRN LTRN YN0 W AN (n
TWBOR W M W PP 2 ASOTINN R M PN
M ORYR YIIPPYBY PN BIMBPMIDNR BOSRD NT W
ZARPYI POT NIR DRI WY N 5T 1D N

DU IYPYNDNR ORT DN DD T {3 BLAYI NN N
ZMNLRI YT @R DY PANYPLIR IR WIRTIIN (PSR

8

PN DR PSR IMID IR M DWW P pyuys W DR IRD
JYIMIWT WP BT RS P PR DAY MR

MDD BN WEID WI PR SN AR e g
MMD 97D AYIYT NROIVINT YD IRLDIR' PIybD Y
TIVROWT LQPT RWT DR BOYD Iays PR pvy Syn
TN IMT D 2% DY DTS OYT PR DAYD TR WHWIRNYI
MTOJURDYR, T IYDDRUNIWIMR SYp DR Y Jowp
DMRIND T DEIRN DTIWHIED D BN WIPIRIYINN
TIND, N RN ORDINND T PR IR PR ANS  pOHNS M,
TREY DRI M1 VIR IRIPIVR YITIWT WHNR R,
P52 T BB BB YINT PBNN PR PN 1w
RIDIVD YR DR DRI PRMTR T NS “yenir, oy
«DIWT DR T 1OPDRIPYIINT ISV B

DIRIYI DOXN DEN 1 YMID T DEAY ep 8T Syan

TLPYOY DYT I BSRN W I PIRTIIN WHOR Rtk

TN DT B IR P, XM BISE DN N e
20on 1o

DD VDR IPBNR (115 POYI 1WSIN B Y bR

ANROIYPD DR DY YT 3 panpsen P b ova 8
DR DI Y5 WY WSy B Ny BN 2 by T
ZIVIBY P ODSRN W RN LW SYpBY DYT MR S
FIRA TN LDINDY DN I BOBSIYI B DR BSEN
TI¥ YN PN T DPRAYIDIR BRA I M v
TORD DOPLYYIBNR NN JIWIWISYD Y1woYm YT By
DIRY VD PO PR DIVDDRD T IMIOR DN BYS 1D Dy

The new American is busier than his annihilated predecessor. He is bigger because, from the same

soil, he can extract more things and artfully whittle miracle after miracle the red hunter never dreamed

of.

The Indian did not ask more of the world than what he needed right now. He was good to the soil that
gave him life, let him trod it, catch its fish and trap its animals and birds. He was good to nature and

to himself. A wild man...He did not cut down the forests, did not undermine the earth that bore him.

But today’s American takes whatever he can and cannot get. He swaggers against whatever gets in his
way. Not in vain, says he, did nature make him far sighted and imaginative, skills he uses to obtain

whatever his eye can see and his imagination can reach.

In the short time of its existence, white unrest wants to achieve more things and discover more secrets
than time and life can serve him. In this respect, the immigrant Jew does not lag behind his Yankee
neighbor. He outgrew the " ghetto" very fast. His innate spirit of progress leaps forward. "You’re
running so I’'m running too" and the Jewish quarter too has a "subway," an underground train. Giant
bridges span his street, and under his feet lightning drives the "Jewish" express train. The Jewish

street never lagged behind, it overtook...

But here the question arises: What would the old Indian have said if he saw the electrical ghost flying

like a "black plague" with the wise white man?
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Wouldn’t he have preferred to lie in the shade of a tree, his bow and arrow beside him, looking at the
stars? Wouldn’t he have preferred to live in peace and quiet on the bit of earth, wherever he happened
to be? Wouldn’t his big, strong, wild heart bleed to see how the green trees were cut down, the
mighty rocky mountains smashed and boxes of clay and iron erected? Boxes, where people run up and
down in unsafe machines to make a living? Sad boxes of thirty stories, no air, no birds, no flowers;
boxes where you elbow your way and cannot let go, riding a fiery horse that breathes valor and hover-

ing with dishevelled mane over green fields?

Would the old child of nature have liked to earn his bread in a sweatshop, make a living with a push-
cart, seek riches in the stockmarket, a name for himself in a newspaper and immortality in an
encyclopedia? Would he have liked to risk his life on the elevated train and crawl like a mole through

the earth to look for the debt nature owes him?

Does it pay for the white landlord to run crazily for life and death in the high stories and in the deep
mines? Doesn’t the fast train bring him faster to his grave? Living on a machine, doesn’t he live
faster, doesn’t he lose the beauty of the free, open, shining world in his bustling in the deafening noise

of the cumbersome New York?

Does he have time at least for one moment to ruminate on the blue canopy spreading over nature and
man as over a bride and groom? Can he see how the old green oak spreads its fragrant hands like a

high priest to bless God and His creation?

Oh, where do you get the witch to conjure up the old Indian and return man to nature?
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Three Generations

Once upon a time, people used to "run" to America; much later -- they "went" to America and now --

they "travel" to America.
This is a mighty big difference!

Those who "ran" to America years ago are almost all gone, but their children and grandchildren are
now big shots, rich "Yahudim," aristocrats...Most of them are doing pretty well and look down on the
"East Side" with a microscope...Those poor souls who "went" to America, yes went, because their lot
and persecutions drove them out of their home without travel expenses -- those people are still almost
all with us. It is they who paved the way here for Jewish knowledge, Jewish journalism and Jewish art.
Not all of those who went to America are happy. Many, a great many, fell on the battlefields of

livelihood and progress. And many remained hanging in the air with no firm ground under their

weary feet.

Those who came "running" here were good at amassing wealth in various ways, as they had done in
their old homeland, from which they were forced to run so as not to be caught...But those who went

here had to struggle bitterly, very bitterly, for their existence.

Very different are those who are now travelling to America. Those who "travel” find everything wait-
ing for them here. They don’t know and don’t want to know what happened before. They
immediately begin interfering and advising. They don’t want to be grateful for what has been done
here for their sake; they immediately put on airs and "kick" as if they had helped to build or create
something. No doubt in the course of the future generations, those three categories of immigrants will

blend so completely you won’t know "who is who," but meanwhile, those who "ran," "went" or

"travelled" are three quite different classes.

Those who "ran" moved up into the high places of the West Side and into the elegant spots of the East;
those who "went" also shuffle off little by little from Hester and her sisters; and those who "travelled"
more and more remain the rulers of the East Side, the so-called "Ghetto." Those who "travelled" here
found readymade newspapers, readymade unions, readymade theaters, readymade lodges, organiza-
tions, unions, societies, hospitals, groups and institutions of various kinds. Those recent immigrants
immediately begin using them and even more -- criticizing! They don’t know how much blood and
sweat, how much marrow and effort and lives it cost to create it all in a foreign land under the worst

circumstances.

These new immigrants are not at all interested in the history of the "East Side," in the many sacrifices
made on the altar of Jewish progress in the new world. They pounce on it all as if it were their own,

and they don’t even have a good word to say for their predecessors.
Until now, nothing was heard of the East Side; but as soon as it became prominent, as soon as devoted

people made the Jews famous, those who "ran" come and ask for a share of recognition. They say all

this happened for their sake, that their light influenced us from up high...And some new "greenhorn"
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nobodies, who didn’t even bellyache about America, have the chutzpah to come teach us and enlighten

us and curse us with the most disgraceful words. For many years, we sacrificed ourselves for the

people, we created for them a widespread and first-class Jjournalism, we wrote books and created

everything in poverty and misery, fighting starvation and despair and those who reap the fruit of our

bloody labor don’t even look back at us.

Never mind. The "uptown" aristocrats, the bigwigs of the golden ghetto gradually discovered we

don’t want to recognize them as partners in the genesis of our spiritual creations; we showed them we

are our own bosses; now all we have to do is to remind the new travellers not to forget their brave

pioneers. Now from overseas now come many bloated intellectuals and just plain Jews with preten-

sions and puff themselves up and kick up a fuss against the old fighters for Jewish progress in the

Jewish quarter. Those intellectuals better take off their hat to those who paved the way here for their

sake.

Every Yiddish newspaper of the "East Side"

has its tale of suffering and every writer who now makes

a living starved for years. Every union has a record of bloody scenes, of tearful and lamentable

chronicles, and every Jewish actor who wears a diamond stickpin and a gold watch fought with fate for

many a long year and fenced for a living. Every true Jewish poetry in the Diaspora language com-

posed in the damp tenements of the Jewish quarter bears the stamp of sacrifice and every textbook

written here to teach the greenhorns the language of the land is a tombstone on a piece of lost life.

Those who achieved all those fine things on the East Side are slowly but surely retreating, grown

weary. Soon, their activities will be taken over by other, younger hands. Soon the first quarter

century of effort and drudgery, of incessent struggle -- will be dead. You, new Americans, you who
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"travelled” here, do not forget your brave predecessors! Don’t forget what we did for you! Don’t be

so proud! Respect the good things you find here. What we pass on to you, even if it is not entirely

perfect, is still pretty respectable, but what you will go on doing we don’t know yet.

Respect for the martyrs of the "East Side!" Bow your head to an immortal quarter century!
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The Ghetto in the Catskills
Jewish Gardens with sidelocks. -- "Farmers" convert the mountains to Judaism. -- A pale allrightnik

goes to seek appetite. - "Sheeny Mountains” and Khaim-Moyshe Lake. -- Diaspora and the stomachs.

Quite a few years ago, when Jewish beards still grew on Bayard Street and trees still grew on East

Broadway; when on Mott Street they still blew the Shofar and Yiddish wasn’t understood on Grand

Street; when they were peddling Jewish ritual fringes on Forsythe Street and Cherry Street was still
Little Ireland; when they could still drag a tin peddler into a minyan on Christy Street and they still
recited a Jewish blessing on First Avenue over an Apreyter: "blessed be He who changes his crea-
tures”; when our Jewish magnates were still cracking...nuts...in Europe and Yiddish "holiday papers"
were not yet used for other purposes -- in a word, a long time ago -- no one dreamed Jews would
spread up beyond Central Park or that the Catskill Mountains would be a continuation of Hester

Street...

Now, if you want to describe the New York Jewish quarter, you must keep in mind Sullivan County,
Green County and Holster County, because only a trained eye can recognize the diffe{ﬁce between

Centerville, Parksville and Brownsville...

The Jew took vengeance on the Goyim for not accepting Jewish lodgers, he bought their farms and
converted them. The gardens grew sidelocks and the trees were circumcised...And the fields will pro-
duce more fruit because Jews don’t lack fertilizer...The New York Jewish summer lodgers make the

greatest effort to fertilize all the surroundings...

A few years from now, you won’t be able to know which hills are higher, the dunghills or the

Catskills and I fear they will have to make a new geographical map of New York state.
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As for rain, you won’t need to worry about that either. If it rains, fine; if not Jews will make their

own "irrigation” to wet the fields, i.e., they make it already...They sprinkle the soil with fingernail

water, fingerbowl water and made water...They pour it out the windows of the Jewish "farms," of the

Jewish lodging houses and hotels.

Basically there is a big difference between New York and the Catskills. In New York, for example,
the buildings stand in the city and here they stand outside...You can see that they stand outside, it is
indicated by the empty space around. But the Kosher Jewish hotels, and especially the summer
lodgers, want to deny the fact, they make an effort to endow the mountains with the same form as

Essex Street and we must admit that they succeed...

Yes, with time the Catskills will belong entirely to our fellow Israelites, just like Woodbine...The

Christian farms are gradually bought by Jewish tailers and Heder teachers. Christians who have pri-

vate summer places in the neighborhood of Liberty or other spots close to Jewish lodging houses yield
their expensive buildings for a pittance and flee. They flee from the Jewish neighbors, from the
asthmatic, choking, and consumptive summer guests and from the proud, vulgar and gaudy upstarts;
and it won’t be long before you won’t see a Goy here for all the tea in China. The antisemites have
already begun offending the Catskills and angrily dubbing them "Sheeny Mountains.” A Jewish farmer
swore to me that he heard it himself...But it’s even nicer when the Jews give the old places Jewish

names. Take the famous summer place, Kaimishaw Lake, they call it "Khaim Moyshe Lake" after the

Moyshes and the Khaims who come there...

Only now do I understand why the Jews are an eternal people. They are really much stronger than
nature because, in nature, there is a big difference between New York and the Catskills: the earth here
is much higher, the air fresher, the climate healthier but the Jews are all the same, on Rivington Street

as in Mountaindale, in a cellar as on the mountains, time and place make no difference...
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When you travel from New York by train to the mountain districts, you cannot but be amazed by the
huge number of Jewish passengers; men, women and children, young and old; yarmulke Jews, shaved
Jews, puffed up and puffed out Jews...Females of all kinds: with wigs, headbands, hats with ostrich
feathers, and with kerchiefs tied under their chin.

Everybody leaves New York.

It is a mass exodus. Jews are fed up with the narrow, stifling streets; they haven’t always lived like
that, once upon a time they worked the soil. The holy summertime wakes them up from Exile. The
bird calls, the green flowerbeds wink, a feeling from the golden ancient times wakes up and draws
them far far into the free world, the lost orphan returns to mother nature. .

Oh, how beautiful it is to fantasize!

But in truth they travel to the mountains to eat. ..

POEM [336]

And they rehearse eating right away on the train. Suddenly, "as God is with us," bagels, rye bread

and bananas crawl out of pockets.

The dress rehearsal is on. Eggs with mustard appear, fried giblets, cheese cakes with sour pick-

les...peanuts with corned beef and calvary sponge cake with smoked flounder.

They are arming themselves for the farms, they will take vengeance on them. ..
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When I travelled to the Catskills, next to me sat a Jew, skinny and long as a Hasidic sidelock, but he
was a parvenu, he wore a panama hat and a gold watch. He looked at the mountains with a pair of
hungry, eager eyes and sloppily chewed a hardboiled egg. His pointed goatee shook and white grains
of salt fell from it...He travels to get fat in the mountains and, meanwhile, he learns how to eat. ..

- There you must have appetite -- the Jew addressed me, pointing at the mountains.

-- Yes, the mountains are sublime, their splendor is indescribable.

-- But you do get hungry as you come there? -- my neighbor again begged pitifully.

-- The mountains stretch almost unbroken through New York, New Jersey, Pennsylvania and Virgina.
In New York State they are called the Catskills, in New Jersey, they are called Blue Ridge and in

Pennsylvania they are called the Alleghanies. ..

- And everywhere, do summer lodgers go to catch up? the Jew asked picking his beard for pieces of

yolk and pensively throwing it on my jacket.

-- These are not yet the highest mountains, the Rocky Mountains of Colorado are much higher.

America has mountains that rise to fourteen thousand feet above sea level.

-- There people must really be stuffing themselves! - my skinny travel companion said happily.

-- And the Adirondacks can’t be ignored either. In those mountains there are still wild animals; Presi-

dent Roosevelt goes there to shoot bears. ..
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The Jew fell silent. My explanations, apparently, didn’t interest him very much. The conductor

meanwhile shouted: "Liberty! Liberty!"

When I came to, I saw the crowd didn’t waste time. They rehearsed down to the last prop. The ben-
ches of the cars and the floors looked like the aftermath of a battle. Big and little bones, pieces of
meat, eggshells, banana peels, orange peels, peanut shells, onion peel, pieces of Yiddish newspapers
smeared yellow, something awful...Uneida Biscuits and empty paper boxes...In the middle -- a forlorn

diaper lost by a baby...A yarmulke gets under your feet.

I walked into Liberty amazed: what stomachs the Diaspora has developed among the Jews!
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DOVID EDELSHTAT
(1866-1892)

[also: David Edelstadt]

Born in Kaluga, Russia proper, outside the Jewish Pale of Settlement. His father, a veteran "Nicolai soldier"
(i.e., served in the Russian army for 25 years and thoroughly Russified), worked as a policeman and in a saw-
mill. There were very few Jews in Kaluga and the language at home was Russian. Edelshtat studied Russian
literature with a private tutor, began writing Russian poetry at the age of 9 and published poems in the local
newspaper at 13. In 1880, he moved to Kiev, where he had several brothers and half-brothers. He was
influenced by the Russian revolutionary movement. He witnessed the pogrom in Kiev in 1881 and, with an older
brother, joined the Am Olam ["Eternal People" as well as "World People"] movement, propagating immigration
to America and the establishment of communes there. Since there was no money for such settlements, he came
to his two brothers in Cincinatti, Ohio, and worked as a button-hole maker. He studied English and was
influenced by the American anarchist movement. The "Haymarket Affair" in Chicago in 1886 and the hanging of
four anarchists in 1887 shattered his calm. He published several radical poems in Russian, moved to New York,
and wrote his first Yiddish poem, "Tsu der Varhayt" ("To Truth"), for the first issue of the Yiddish anarchist
newspaper, Die Wahrheit ['"Truth"], February 15, 1889. Published poems and articles in New York and London
radical newspapers (also under the pseudonym "Paskarel"). In 1890, at the age of 24, became editor of the
anarchist weekly newspaper, Fraye Arbeter Shtime [F.A.Sh.,"Free Workers’ Voice"]. His poems on topical issues
appeared on the first page of the paper, along with articles and caricatures. In 1891, suffering from
consumption, Edelshtat went to Denver, Colorado, but the support of workers and family was barely enough for

sheer survival. He died and was buried in the "Workmen Circle" cemetery in Denver.

Edelshtat was a legendary figure, beloved by workers; his poems became popular songs, sung in sweatshops and
on picket-lines. His poetry and biography embodied a suffering revolutionary romanticism which had wide
appeal. He was admired by several generations of Yiddish poets and dozens of poems and several books were
written in his memory. His collected works were published in London in 1910 and, in an academic edition, in

Moscow in 1935.

The Jewish Proletarian

(Sung to the melody of the Russian revolutionary song, "Vy zhertvoyu pali")

Brothers, we carry a threefold chain --

As Jews, as thinkers, as slaves;
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We are persecuted, tormented to death
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And here, in the free land,

At the machine we stand!
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Delicate flowers, starting to bloom,
Are harnessed in binding reins,
Trampled by moneybags and thrones,

Chafing in slave chains!
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They say: This is what is right for you,
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Even the weak will be brave!
It tumbles the dungeons, breaks the chains

And frees the weary slave!

It will help us free the working masses
From the threefold chain;
Only then, man will read his diary

With no shame, no pain!

Brothers, we must free the suffering earth,
For us, we need no thanks!

Shoulder to shoulder, with armor and sword,
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Forward in the battle ranks!

The harder the war, the sweeter the triumph,

And he who falls in the fight for freedom,

Under the tyrant’s whip!

How long in their deadly grip?!
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PP pusnpp T PN DBAYIIND Brothers, swear to the bloody earth,
To free the folk from its foes!
Shoulder to shoulder, with armor and sword,

" Forward in the battle rows!

December 12, 1890

Harshay
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To the Working Women

Dedicated to the "Women Workers’ Organization"
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Working women, suffering women,
Languish at home or in shop’s abyss,
Why stand at a distance? Why don’t you help build

The temple of freedom, of human bliss?

Help us bear the red banner high,
Forward through storm, through the dark night!
Help us spread, among ignorant slaves,

The message of truth and light!

Help us raise the world from its filth,
Sacrifice all that to us is dear,
Like lions, fight together for freedom,

Equality, principles, have no fear!

Not once have noble women put fear
In a throne, a hangman, a moneybag,
They showed that in the bitter storm

You can trust them to bear the holy flag.

Always remember your Russian sisters,
Murdered for freedom by the vampire tsar,
Tortured to death in cells of stone,

Buried in snow of Siberia far.

Remember the names, the holy names:
Perovskaya, Helfman, Ginzburg and more,
Thousands ashamed to carry on

Obediently the yoke as before.

Women heroes, they stood in the storm,
In darkness they bore hope and light!
They took vengeance on wild tyrants,

Looked in death’s face, proud and upright.

Remember them? If you do, let their lives

Inspire you! With success shall you pass,
Learn and think, fight and strive

For freedom and bliss for the working class!

(FA.S., May 8, 1891) Harshav




RN,

(W2ay2y5p)

L

YD P0mID BYT Y3, ST BN TR M

STIM IR PP DD B TVIRYE
WD ORI AN SRD K TN BPIT 8
TINY NN ONND T ONp DY
2

TR I JONNYE T TN OND K TN BpIT N
—TDPER YT P B SR
2153 [YOORIYD B BIIWBYY PN M

LRI Pa YIM B
8.

JTVYTINR POTPID BIPPRSD MD P
3N TP D PR BIPBEE GNT
BETIIZD 8 PR SN YT O

N3P DY PRPTIRDTY 8 DD
4

ApIn puTin YD I ONT M 8T
K3 pamda 8 BIPI3 DN

=OPIN3 POPIN PIN3 pnvaan nb
LIINT 9P O8N 31'1]39'7:'INP N

5.
W5 WISPYIL DNT TR BIYP P2
TPIN, PBERSPYIYD N b
P3N BOYN T PR NP DY X
[79PIT 8 SN o 8

6.
WINPT W PR BTN D B3N
B3 YOUPmY PIWD 1IND
VNI WLINR VAT W Y NP DT 8
NI TR PN g8 Ty T
7
BIRPY3 PN TP MR TP DRI T o
DMWY MY BINOIYD NI INBIND
IR IPERODE T N BMIK YT 1% DOV T
1277 pIpm0rs Pmdsp W P8
8.
AOYIPI POPNT I PN BRI TN B3
VITRIIPINN PO NYT D
AOYM YT PoOIP NN PPRT Yoo T
IPINT'D Junst Y558 T

@

The Miner

Warming yourselves at the jolly fire,
Sheltered from wind and from rain,
Do you think, brothers, how terribly dear

Each piece of coal is to gain?

Do you ever think that the price is too high?
You see these embers before your eyes? --
They are dyed with the human blood

Of thousands of young guys!

The fire blazes cheery and bright,
But my limbs shiver in gloom.
For every coal is a gravestone black

On a murdered miner’s tomb.

But no, those are no dead stones,
This fire’s a bloody shrine,
A black mountain of workers’ bones --

A coffin of coal was their mine!

Brothers, do you know the terrible life
Of a miner, flesh and bone?
Tell me, can there be in the world

Such a dark lot as his own?

From childhood he slaves, buried in the earth,
For the paltry piece of bread,
And even this not every day --

He suffers from hunger and dread!

His very own child he hardly knows:
He leaves his home at dawn
And runs to work, to slavery’s shame,

In the cold dark pit, a pawn!

He works and works in his dark cave
For the railroad pirates,
For all the thinkers and artists of the world,

For all the sated tyrants!
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He works his life in danger and fear,
Buried in a pit dark and damp...
And what is his wage? For that he is robbed!

Over his body they tramp!!

Coal barons, you robber gang!
You slaughter and turn your face...
If you are human, it is a shame

To belong to the human race!

For the wild beasts are much higher,

Are more human at least,

A beast is never a criminal

Against his own brother beast.

One lion will not kill another,
And men -- the crown of nature --
Men devour one another

And leave no trace of the creature!

Warming yourselves at the jolly fire,
Sheltered from wind and from rain,
Think of the miner! Think how dear

Each piece of coal is to gain!

Think of the miner, of his wife and child,
Enslaved by the golden gods,
See how they are murdered like dogs

With no friend, no savior, no odds!

And if you have just a morsel of courage,
Wake up, take the weapon, be brave!
With your throbbing heart and with all your blood

Defend the suffering slave!

February 14, 1890
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The Child-Murderer

An original image from life

On a cold, dark, winter night,
In the office of Dr. Gran,
Pale and languid, entered

An impoverished young man.

The doctor asked him why he came.
For a moment he was mute and scared.
And in tears, sad and quiet,

To the doctor his wounds he bared:

"I am poor, doctor, terribly poor!
I have a wife and two children. The cost:
We live together in a dark grave,

Where the walls are covered with frost...

"For four months now, I’ve been on strike
And I cannot make a cent;
Every day I go out of my mind --

And the landlord wants his rent.

"Yet, doctor, I did not come to you
For charity for me and my wife.
Though I am poor and you are rich,

I've never begged in my life!

"I come to ask for something else...
Oh, my heart bleeds inside me!
Doctor! I ask you to save us

From a new calamity!

"Till now, with two children, we’ve suffered
Terrible hunger and strife,
And soon my wife will bring forth a third

Miserable slave into life!

"Bring forth -- for eternal suffering and pain,
For the bloody pursuit of bread!
[ came...I must prevent this misfortune, \

Oh, doctor, help me!" he said.



"A slave child, what will the world
Give him aside from a chain?
He will curse his father’s heart,

. That gave him a life of pain!
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"Oh, doctor! It is not yet too late
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Come into this world so dark?"
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In his torn clothes, in his doom,

His black hands, pale brow,
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His bowed, dejected head,
And the big tears rolling down
From his eyes, gloomy and red.
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You want to commit a crime,
I could have you arrested at once,

But you’re still in your prime --

"T'hope you won’t think of it again!
Go to those who have got,
They will give you a few dollars

And have pity on your lot!"

On the pale face of the poor man
Played a smile, ironic and blind;

Doctor Gran was flabbergasted:

"The man has gone out of his mind!"
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"Go to the rich!” To the robbers of light!

I have poison enough in my cup!

Not me -- the rich must be dragged into court,

The criminals are higher up!

"They’ve grown rich sucking our blood!
If not for the lords, fat and wild,
A father would not be begging you

To murder his own child!

"Go to the rich!” You’re not a bad guy,
I thank you, Doctor Gran!"
And with a caustic laughter,

Exit the young man.

Again a cold winter night:
At a fireplace, on a divan,
Sitting pensive with a book,

The young Doctor Gran.

Suddenly he hears a cry:
"Open the door, Doctor Gran!"
And pale as death, covered with snow,

In runs the poor man.

"Doctor! Not a minute to lose,
My wife is breathing her last!"
The doctor fetches his coat and hat,

And both of them run out fast.

In a tiny room, by the light of a candle,
The doctor regarded the sight:
A young woman with a sunken face,

Black as the darkness of night.

Next to her lay two children
Shivering with cold and curled...
Oh, how happy are the blind

In this unhappy world!
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"What did you do to the woman!"
Screamed at him Doctor Gran.
"Yesterday I brought a doctor to her,"

Answered the poor young man.

"He promised me to take care of the child...
Yet, doctor, what happens to her?"
"She and the child are both dead,

And you’re the terrible murderer!"

"Oh, doctor, save! Save them both!"

"Too late! They are no more!"

And with a wild scream, the wretched man

Fell dead upon the floor.

May 23, 1890

August Spies

Calm and proud, like the great Socrates,

He stood on the gallows, inspired,
His every word was a holy deed,

A death blow for every tyrant!

Seldom has a human spirit

Risen so heroically high!

The hangmen are pale, the criminals wan,

He is brave, facing the sky!

From the terrible gallows as from a stage,

A prophet inspired and proud,
With the fire of the Paris commune

He spoke to the murderous crowd:

"A time will come when, from our graves

A mighty voice will arise,

Stronger than the one you want to choke,

A thousand thunders in the skies!"
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These were the last words of Spies.
Hangmen, you killed the one!
Did you destroy the spiritual giant?

Did you extinguish the sun?

Oh, no! The martyrs live -- and the singer
Takes his free spirit along:
He touches his lyre with holy fingers,

He sings me his holy song!

And I see: the sun breaks through the fog,
Darkness descends to the ground --
The slave wakes up! Tremble, you tyrants,

Your last hour will sound!

The free shining morning is here,
A mighty voice will arise,
Stronger than the one that you just choked,

A thousand thunders in the skies!...

F.A.Sh., October 10, 1890

Louis Lingg

He stands before me in a flood of light
On the world’s bloodied stage;
Freedom’s divine halo rests

On his beautiful face of a sage.

Young and strong, with black locks,
With an eagle’s sharp gaze;
As proud and daring as Brutus,

He was in freedom’s blaze!

A lion in battle -- his hero’s breast
Was endowed with the heart of flowers
That knew how to love with a holy love

Whatever’s sublime, never cowers.
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How mightily his voice thundered,
Branding the court so base!
What bitter, ugly truths

He hurled in the enemy’s face!

"Tyrants! I hate you and your law,
With the dark statutes you breed,
That ensnare the poor folk in a net

And force them to suffer and bleed.

"I tell you frankly, I believe in force
Of the workers who want to be!
Power has enslaved our world

And power will make it free!

"To your bloody, murdering cannons
We shall respond with dynamite!
We shall destroy the chains and the thrones

With our gigantic might!

"You laugh: Just wait, brother,
We shall choke your impertinent voice.’
Murderers! Choke me! Another will soon

Take up my place and rejoice

"And will continue the holy cause
With more fire and iron will!
Tyrants, he will take vengeance on you

For the innocent blood that you spill!

"I condemn your murderous attempt
To stifle the free thinking men!

I hate you, I send you a triple curse!
Hang me for that, you hangmen!"

Whether he was murdered by the Oppressors
Or that his own free hand
Smashed his proud head to pieces --

It is not known in the land. --
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But Lingg is not dead...On the barricades
His spirit still hovers; you hear
How he calls to us: "Forward, comrades!

With armor and sword, re-appear!

"Our red banner must grow even redder
In the last freedom’s strife!
The graves of fighters are holy ladders,

To freedom and happy life!"

So says to us Lingg, his voice thunders
And wakes us to duty and grace,
And the sun of the twentieth century,

Shines on his proud face...

F.A.Sh., October 24, 1890

My Dream

I had a dream of white flowers,
White as the falling snow;
How they got into my room,

I truly do not know.

With silk petals, they quietly touched
My hot brow, it appears,
And inside my sickly chest

I felt their pearl-tears.

I felt how from every flower
Pours into my heart
A wonderful sweet fragrance

With its healing art.

Into my window peered so white
The beautiful pale moon,
[ asked her: Who brought the heavenly gift

To my bed so soon?
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She looked at me with her silver rays
And whispered in the blue:
"The flowers, they fell down my dear,

From a holy bosom to you.

"The freedom goddess quietly flew,
Over the slave-world bent,
Her heavenly eyes have spied

The poor poet’s tent.

"Pale, alone, forgotten by the world,
Far from its filthy stream,
He sat there with a plume in his hand,

Steeped in a freedom dream.

"Tearfully the goddess gazed
At her pale singer
And tore the flowers from her bosom

With a trembling finger:

"He dreams of me, he yearns for me,
Go to him, snow white flowers!
Tell him I'm standing at humanity’s gate,

And will enter in a few hours!

"Console his heart, heal his wounds
With your pearl-tears."

And among golden stars

The goddess disappears.

I'woke up with a start. The moon shines

Amid a silver stream.

But where is the flower gift?

It was just a dream, just a dream!...

The sweet dream floated off;
But I don’t know why or where:
I cannot forget the snow-white flowers

And seek them everywhere,

July 24, 1891



YOYSEF BOVSHOVER

1873-1915

Born in Lubavitsh, Byelorussia. Received a religious education, but left at an early age for Riga where he
learned German and knew Heine’s poetry by heart. In 1891 came to America, invited by his brothers who
immmigrated previously. Worked as a furrier in a sweatshop. Joined the anarchist movement and began writing
poetry. At first, Bovshover was influenced by Edelshtat and other Yiddish proletarian poets, but around 1894 he
developed his own style, influenced by English poetry, especially by Walt Whitman. Lived in New Haven,
Connecticut, learned English, and published poetry in English in the anarchist Liberty under the pseudonym of
Basil Dahl (e.g., "To The Toilers," March 7, 1896, with the editor’s enthusiastic endorsement). His English
poems were subsequently translated into Yiddish in the Soviet Union. Also wrote prose and essays, published
critical biographies (including verse translations) of Heinrich Heine, Ralph Waldo Emerson, Walt Whitman,
and Edwin Markham in Yiddish. His translation of Shakespeare’s "Merchant of Venice" was performed by
Jacob Adler in the Yiddish theater. Poverty and mental illness led to his incarceration in a mental hospital in
Poughkipsee, NY, where he spent the last fifteen years of his life, to the dismay of Yiddish literary critics. After

his death, Bovshover was included among the four founders of Yiddish proletarian poetry.
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Revolution

I come like a proud, flaming comet, like the sun when the day starts to rise;
I come like a raging, high storm, with thunder and flash in the skies;
I come like a pouring hot lava from volcanoes forever in motion;

I come like a storm from the north, that frightens and wakes every ocean.

I come, for the tyrants have turned the nations to thrones full of dread;
I come, for they nourish the peace with cannons and powder and lead;
I come, for the world is divided, humanity’s bond torn apart;

I come, for they’re closing the cosmos for our generation’s heart. --

I come, for in deserts of power I was born and came of age;
I come, for the powerful have awakened and nourished my rage;
I come, for humanity’s breast cannot kill the strong seed of life;

I come, for no one can forever forge in chains human freedom’s strife. --

I led the enslaved hungry peoples in earlier generations, too,
I helped them to shed their slavery, to change it for freedom anew,
I walked along with all progress, helped it pave for itself a new way,

And I'll walk with the nations again and will free them from bondage today.

And you, holy sacks of gold, anointed bandits, crowned fools,
I shall annihilate you with your false laws and customs and rules,
And your hearts yearning for blood, I shall pierce with a pointed stake,

And your crowns and scepters of gold, in my rage I shall break, I shall break!

And your colorful purple, I shall rend into pieces like tatters,

That the people used to admire in their silly enjoyment that shatters, --

Your frozen world will then lose its shining, blinding ways,

As the snow falling down from white glaciers will melt in the sun’s rays!

And I shall annihilate then your spiderweb morals, old lies,
And your priests, the sinister dark ones, I shall stifle to death like flies
And your skies and your ghosts and your gods you set up in our lives everywhere

I'shall smash and destroy, and pure will I make all the earth and the air! --

And if you will choke me and hang me and shoot me -- your effort is vain!
I do not fear any dungeon, guillotines, gallows, or pain!
I shall emerge from the earth, with weapons I'll cover it brave,

Until you will sink forever, you will be wiped out by the grave! --
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A Song to the People

Lift up your eyes, oh my people, from your misery, rise and go forth,
Lift up your eyes to the east, to the west, to the south, to the north
And see the assembled treasures, the fruit of your labor’s creations,

And see the collected riches of all the past generations.

Lift up your eyes and see the loaded ships on the ocean,
See the smoke in the dark forests of a locomotive in motion,
See how they float from afar, a speedy merchant brigade,

And carry to other lands the products and wares for trade.

Lift up your eyes and see the factory walls that grow,
Where workers saw and plane and weave and knit and sew,
And forge and file and carve and chisel and sand and brace,

And create wares and create riches for the human race.

See the machine, the gigantic, blank iron slave,
Guarding human strength, helping wealth to create and save;
See how the wild, mighty force of nature is subdued,

For human reason did its deep secrets intrude.

To the blooming, joyous fields, Lift up to the distance your eyes
And see the golden stalks bending heavy under the skies;
See in magnificent gardens the trees hung heavy with fruit,

And birds fill all the branches, fill the air with song and flute.

See how the plump juicy grapes are crushed in the press into wine,
And the wine is poured into barrels, to make it aged and fine,
And later it bubbles in goblets, and warms a human heart,

Waking hope and love, chasing out all pains that smart.

See how all of nature is prepared to sweeten your lives,
And feel in your breast a yearning, feel how your heart strives,
And brave, in tremendous armies, stretch out your shrivelled hands, --

Enough being robbed and fooled! Rise up and shake off your bands!

Lift up your eyes, oh my people, from your graves, rise and go forth,
Lift up your eyes to the east, to the west, to the south, to the north
And take the inherited treasures, take the fruit of your labor’s creations,

And live creating, and enjoying create in the freer generations! --
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To the People

1.

I hate your dumbness and your blindness, people,
I find no reason in your daily chatter,

All your sharp wit seems tasteless to my ear,
Your shallow joy is not my joy at all,

And yet I do respect, admire you still!

Your heavy toil, your life that knows no rest,
Your giant might, your quiet activity,

Your wonder-works, whenever those I see --

I stand still there and feel respect for you.

The rock is mighty in the desert waste,

The forest awesome in a time of storm,

The torrent terrifying in its haste,

But rock and woods and torrent disappear

When you approach them with your mighty hand,
Had you but joined your reason with your might,

How great, how happy then you would have been.

Oh, you are boasting with the name of man,
You call yourself the emperor of nature --

But do you understand what it means, "man?"
The eagle builds his lofty nest like you,

The weakling fly, it multiplies like you,

The tiny gnat is diligent like you --

What is your high humanity made of?

Are you the wisest creature on the earth?

You understand yourself? You fathom nature?
Have you a sense of beauty, art and splendor?
Have you desire for freedom, joy and lust?
Are you inclined to peace and happiness?

Say, is your friendship great, is your love pure?

If not, what are you then? What are you then? --
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You live and know not what life is about,
You die and know not what death is about,
And you believe and know not what belief is,
You hope and know not what hope is about.

If you had understood what life’s about,

And also understood what death’s about,

If you had understood what is belief

And also understood what hope may be --

Then you would not have lived in misery,

Would not have died not having lived at all,

You would not have believed in wind and dust,
Would not have hoped for things that cannot be.
Your pallid face would flush with strength and vigor,
Your dark eye would then radiate with joy,

Your weakling arm would be like iron strong,

And your light legs as nimble as the deer.

Your heart would fill but would not have to sigh,

Your head would think but would not have to fret,

Your mouth would speak, but would not curse again:

Your every word would be a sweet soft sound,

And you -- a springtime on the blooming earth.

You’re pressed together in a rich metropolis
Where every house is towering as a fortress.

Is it that you are frightened of fresh air,

Coming to you from forest, field and valley,
Scared it will choke you like an evil foe?

Are you enamored of the density and noise?

Is all the poverty sweet to your taste?

You hate the world without its dust and dirt?
Destroy the prisons where you are oppressed!
And leave behind you the commotion and the sin
And come, turn back to nature once again.
Spread out over the beautiful wide earth
And build your towns, so clean and small and rich,
Where every dwelling will a temple be,

So comely to the eye and for the body good.
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The rocks will furnish you with stone enough,
The woods will furnish you with wood enough,
And you have strength and wisdom well enough.
Above you, let the sky shine bright and warm,
The lovely sun will freely shed its light,

The birds will sing for you a morning song,

The fragrance of the fields will cradle you.

And let your streets be filled with endless joy,

With sound of flutes and cymbals and guitars

And let your life be free and great and bright,
And you so fresh and healthy and alive,

Your old will be as strong and firm as pines,
Young children, beautiful and good and hearty,
Young people solid as the cedar trees,

Crowned with their beauty like the god of light,!
And full of life they’ll be as life itself.

The girls’ cheeks so delicate and rosy-red,

Their breath as pure and sweet as flower-smells,
Their eyes so beaming and so filled with love,
Their laughter warbling and as silver bright --

How happy I would be to see you so!

1 Apollo.

2 4



