vYYM VORI YU R <«

%YM YOI VORI VUM X

099N YPUIYRILY Yo" TIA

VM0 DYT PRITIRD PR NI T LW
JORYRD T2XY oY1 LD

,URY WYY WP TIVD T U
,URIV J3PRVY OYT VD

— LRIV DYIVITR T AR

RUYI PR PPN TR M2

JMBY YOIHWYI YOR LYILYY DR UM
00 7T PR T AR

A% Ay and

JAVY W vwpInYY

JNOUNP MIYD™IL YT IR LYY 0N
,LDMMIRD TR POR WORD

MOV PYTPR T PR 2M0Y

Javh W P

JIRY 9oyYLITD WURT WY

.JOYID IR 1971 1D TIRY 203 pYny

YUOYRP YT UM LPURIPRAYT YIRID
.JOYIBNRP-Y UKEN’D

%YM YONEXINYY WMLPYLY VORI YOI R
JURY Oyyabn PoRIR R 8 P
JIOY Y137 IWIARVPR [P7INK

JIVORRY [PTIWRNT LJOR VIR VIR X

SN0 P MnY TR

YAIRD TR M0 YD

JDU?V-M2Y [P0 BI1Y N0

,LOYVA DI¥ 20 D% L1 190 D% LT 01X
0YY-RUYI [PLW DIF TID L IRBW PR LLOYM

WILVIE L LYYN T D VORI YOI X

) AYERA VITn YR

0 IWTT L T 3PN ,OYOPIRNONY 7T 1¥ DY
.1192 VDMLY WTTIR D ORIV K WK VBRI
JTT LPRT I WORD TX 1ORT XD PR X

JUIRN PR DMIR-IRV-TIR-IRY MK U2

Twoyba yma wen R 19y

JUIRMPIRD DYT BN WK PR

LW VO™V P NIRT TR

R D978 PTIY A PR

YBT3 1% PUTID-YYI DIPIRNM 1D

Jav% W LIVYRPIRD T WVIP'D

JYPIP TID TMID T TR PR LVIPND

1938 YmbX

w3 0% 77 Iy 3w Ayt

» Good Night, World

Good night, wide world.

Big, stinking world.

Not you, but I, slam the gate.

In my long robe,

With my flaming, yellow patch,

With my proud gait,

At my own command—

I return to the ghetto.

Wipe out, stamp out all the alien traces.
I grovel in your dirt,

Hail, hail, hail,

Humpbacked Jewish life.

A ban, world, on your unclean cultures.
Though all is desolate,

I roll in your dust,

Gloomy Jewish life.

Piggish German, hostile Polack,

Sly Amalek, land of guzzling and gorging.
Flabby democracy, with your cold

Compresses of sympathy.

Good night, world of electrical insolence.

Back to my kerosene, tallowy shadow,

Eternal October, wee little stars,

To my crooked alleys, hunchbacked street-lamp,
My stray pages, my Twenty-Four-Books,

My Talmud, to the puzzling v

Questions, to the bright Hebrew-Yiddish,

To Law, to deep meaning, to duty, to right.
World, I stride with joy to the quiet ghetto-light.

Good night. I grant you, world,

All my liberators.

Take the Jesusmarxes, choke on their courage.
Drop dead on a drop of our baptized blood.
And I believe that even though he tarries,
Day after day rises my waiting.

Surely, green leaves will rustle

On our withered tree.

I do not need consolation.

I go back to my four walls,

From Wagner’s pagan music—to tune, to humming.
I kiss you, tangled Jewish life.

It cries in me, the joy of coming.
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