ABRAHAY snd 107 from the Tiddish of David Henigsberg

"when tall trees in slose proximity
"oright sunshine thelr neter reaches them
"ind eseh sbem thwarts the g of the other's stem,

*They are bound to wither both lamentably.

*Po hold us botlh, this lend is rether small:
"here is & watereshortage in the well,

“7eo near the doorsteps ol our ebode, &s well
"As mear, too near of cur living rocms the wd l.

*"Mmms gredually our peace is vanishing:
"ulte frequently our households are quaredling;
“we shall be better off when gone apart.

"30d shen't forsake us in our perted state,”
took leave of each other without hate.
mw Wi Abrabem, Lot - southward.

STEEPED IN SILENCE AND IN PEACE

The woodland's steeped in silence and in pesce.
A blood red stripe sbove 1t where the swn A
Had set, Dolorously wan

A menly form hangs on @ cross midst trees.

pefore 7im soldiers stend and ervelly
ummmzmnmrmmmuvMs
"how then, lessiah, now produce
e L God ks 13 1n liege with Thee!”

Q.Mattb%ﬁﬂmpm:fsmth
. voloe breks thru s nights
WMO“MMM'

Lo 2 4]

A heart's beloved, & faithful friend, & bed,
A Teble, end one's home muu&.
*th. shed,

and this -«
this g&n about whieh I drenme



{continmued) From the Yiddish of Davie Kenigsdberg

e

If the first tw made is right,
denee the roed is well surveyed:
Il heve my road, of & blue night,
Over rose and thorn isld,

If I live in dire need -

Twizt grief and lust my fortune east,
fame will fashioned be indeed
the splendors in my breast,

On my head I'11 piluace & crown
And 8 minstrel I shell De w-
0 Ifeel that I em dyewn
To the bard's fete with his minstrelsy.
i b er “7*»’2-—5

THE BEACOH
What 12 a2 beseon? Just e solitery light
That blages forth amidst the tuous soB.

M&Mlmfthmgwxwﬂdo
It 11llumines the wildest resches of the ses,

mmmammummm sesbound
mmmmurmmmmm.
The bescon who remains on desert ground -

A lonesome, locked-up nest on a desert shore,

o T Bt o TS e e *""‘u B ot o Bousd
a0 ch, yet « lone
Sno's wiah 55 50 g0 oub o e tegpeet
mmmmmm, mmml

¥hat is = beacon? A mere solitery t
Altho impelled to it are those who the sea,
Miunmmummtwpumm
The desert-flame is yeorning for the sea,

Frimitsrect by M,che/ 4 A



STROLL THROUGH BRORX PARK: BARLY EVENING

in the blossom of her you
x,!nmﬂmuwtnbmsuing
fooded in the night,
MMﬁmmmnntamrm.
Tonight, so tender and mild, full of shadows
Iike a pale glrl overbrimming

With reveries of desire,

Lost in dresmy longings ror love's release,

Our chatter about things wistfful, objeects
Pasd onate, defiani ami meek)

A1l sense lost of everyday griefs,

As 1f magiec alone were the rulej

My heart, all a={lutier + + « { and hers? « )
Through eaeh golden day and week

In searech of newer eestiasles, ,

Sailing inte en exquisite dream-pool.

In the parkervosd there, the {liecker of fog-light,
Branches of autusn trees in the mist, awake

With stilly stifled supplications,

Fogecontours in the hw-nght bom,

Outlines of eryptic magpgots in the alr,

Unbodled spirits etehed on the surlace ef the lakew,
My heart muremring in soulful despsair,

Her soul shying at her heart's dreams.

The roadside silence is violated by

The spookish swisheswish of pasd ng motors,

In the 12 mottled Terpsichoreans
Daneling rituals of

From a-far where life carouses in twinkling shadows,
Herriment breaks hysterieally through to usj}

Yet we are far away {rom all, hiddfn in

The reams of the fqg's uum trove.

ghe in the bloom of her th
xmmmnoru OO~
ﬁwbnutim»nah she
At your side in nigm is besutiful thriee,



Strell Through Bronx Park (eontimued)

Too tender is the fog-night with her dreamestuff,
Too deep with hpr 1 ng, serene and mad.
Eestatie willleo=the-wlspe chase eaeh other

In & too swift pursult and mistily dert.

e two, though young, walk untoward no goal,

is if ironelad were our hearts, or snowcled,
Chattering sbout love and pleasure

Immortalised in glorious works of eri,

{suggested by a poem by Je Slonim)
vehe / Lick,



WATERS from the Yiddish of A. Lutsky

Hater currents run thruout the world.

m Mut }mmmg -= and furthermore.

Everytime altogether -- and even more.

Seintillating laughter.

Translucent flux.

Everlasting festivel.

¥ater currents run thruout the world

and roar.

Purious and gesping with cheerful snow,

lugm splash themselves with dew.
ell-up and silver clouds brew.

A squirt and 2 spout and & asnap.

A snap and & leap snd a sparkle.

A sparkle, & song and & say.

say and a song and & dash,

desh and a fall and & hop.

hop and a fell in advence.

leap -~ and lost in the flow.

A stone.

Waters overrun the stone
bralding pigtails on the run.

Treegw~

¥ater courses a tree,
bids it farewe uudibly.

A meadow—-

Ll o



Waters (contimwed) from the Yiddish of A. Lutsky

To the meadows water tides

and they lip on all sides,

hug 1t trembling from sheer joy,
promise it -- and ship shoyl
Course unwearied, never spent,
telltale, yet conceal the end,

Rest?

There is no place for rest.

Remain?

o place there to remain,
is here.

Every here 1s there.

Bvery there means onwards,

[ rans/ared



THE HAYD OF GOD

The and of God lles somewle re sadly meangledy
The Hand of Uod llies somewhere brulsed and ‘Iﬂ
And Jeee]l shield myself from bdeing s

I stay withinese-all doors and doorways dhut.

meimnerummmﬁmmw,
S50 leaps of Ged'z main every particles

dnd every fling reveals the ﬁ.ml Yonders
inveiling fwrihermore my screening wd 1.

I shield myselfl no more from he strangled,

I call for him whe seeks his fi mtothm:ts
The hand of Geod lles somewhere brulsed and mangled
And Je-iike snake-parts in the gory dust.

T rarsi/ared 740»7% 4/4/,;4 "
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/+ LEIVICK

Leave me, forgetee.
Like a rope there colls around me
¥y longing for tThee.

I dare not pull
The rope with my own hand
To asccelerate the end.

In or out of doors
Everyone I meet my eye imbues
with: "Tighten the Hoose/™

But none beholds.
1 shall have to return To thee
Axd pesy: "Strangle me/"

St sfoted s L S oatilisk
Ly Hyches oAschF
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AWW?&&S&VRHW@WNW&WW&W

mommw.nanmmmm,
thmghth&wn“ﬂmummmmthww.

,"' are welleoff, over hare:

We bave fyel to keep us wernm;

te have salt for our bread,
nndﬁhoeldwmdmm,m:
dl’lmmt*mtlm"ﬂb »

{From the Yiddish of ¥erk Shweid
by M. Lieht)



THE APOSTATE

With the ashes of your creation that in ruins lie
Bensath your sorely stricken feet, you will convert me,
¥ith the crimson-crested waves I will engirt me

And unto you surrender, like & slave with casted die.

Whence comes the donkey upon its riders baeck

And what fate heralded by my skull?

I'11 gather all the sheaves of & presaging fiery gong,
My heart shall braid asunder the beautiful sweet tongue
And withsl return to your door in & viector's plumeges,
Asseémble all the s images

And look for ruth in the wake of your feet.

8-
N.
{Prom the Yiddish ofh Hinkoff)

by Hche! Akl



In the red t of reved myssrious growths
fre wal in execltement mite,
A sweet feayr to thelr tinoats

N8

{Prom the Yiddish of Mlnkoff)
A7 Ayches Kchs~.



SONNET from the Yiddish of Fradel Shtock

mmm&m s tances
And east it hither-thither at all instances,
Pursuing fortune in morbid turbulence,

Or shall I eoast uus,numw
Into the ptm eyes instead

iy ortee-thn, i ﬁ‘“‘m’&“@‘:ﬁ"ﬂ

Or shall I conceal myself scmewhere
And cry insudibly with bowed heed?

/)':»r_f/a/eo/ /7 Ysecthrrs L /c'l 7~
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MY PATHER THE SOPAR (the seribe) by Yosseff Levi

Hls faece, the graven image of hmpless infents;
m.m&.:mm;mmMmmsmm 5
{with earge unldentified) version
Hiz childhood within sirless sehoolwslls misspent, a shadow

A thing that savored of senetimeonious bilsses
Swayed and rept and showered the soul with kisses.

Those plous, woe-refleeting eyes so blue snd modest,
anmubemm&m%mm'n.

those wes like the sun reflecting in & tal river,

In fas muamu kept every morrow,
Iike the gleorious | mhﬂvi&h:mwlmm. .

A e/ D2y /1(/%
/f%’% %dc/y//c#



Two somnets by David EKenigsberg

Belief (Pailth)

0 there are those convineced of theilr good dreams:
The saint unqualifiedly tekes God's word;

The poor snd lowly shell inherit the Barth;

The poet's peassion are his synonymsj

The prophets harp wpen Eternal Peace;

And mg Kaballah's secret thought pursue

In twill bring within thelr ul's purview
The hidden meaning of bonded man's Release.

The ehildren swallow whole a fairy tale;
And nonsense victimiges brainless fools;
The wise ones are but systematic tools

Of their t theories -~ corrupt and frail;
The sceptl *mmwt himself relies -
And T trust in the beauty of your eyes.

On Secred Books

On sacred books your heads, in walting mood,
Have leaned until the coming of tle Lord
and tho Darm'- be rent by Daylight's sword
5¢111 - as by & torpor ofercast - you brood.
The Shofarts heralding "pon barren ground

Is lost - like mmted dovelike minstrelsy.

S0 silent will Messish's footfalls be

in your eers' unreverberating sound.

Arise from your deep lethargy - arisel
Look at the sun unfurled in the skies.
Bid slumber leave you - be awake, alertl
lest He whom you await, with loins girt,
Come hither, find you in amorphous treps,
Return never to retrace His steps.

{From the Yiddish)
L ke / Arch7C



DAWN AND TWELIGHT

Dewn has 2 maiden-like besutbj:
Eves crystel-clear and so blue,

Amwi«apmd,uﬂth-in?- it were aiming
Its flight into & world that's new.

Twilight has & meiden~like beauty:

Brows of sgate; e sombre md sads

Cheeks as 1f ¥ with sheme, hued

with 2 paleness that’s stranger then death,

Dawn » o o Tullight « + « Their bewiteching beauty
Relsges in my soul an wuproars

1 know not whieh: dawn than teilight

Or twillight then dawn I love more,

{Prom the Yiddish of Aaron Karlin
by M. Licht)



Nolshe Laib, Moishe Laib,

It's not the weneh from grendfather's flelds you see.
= Eh, wherefrom then? - A product of nativity,

A biré from a Broadwsy scens

She 1s, you mean?

But then

These nimble feet, this pretty face

Hail from a Coney Island pleasure-place

And every night she's crowned as Fool's Queen.
Haynot that be so?

- Don't Imow, ~

And then you mee,
she 1s the petted mistress of some lord
Who frets all and is bored

appearancs
znmmuuurlngtoh-rlmt&w
- laybe. &

If that be so,

what ps her lord from cdl ling here

And k her passion's bar?

Or, he too, poor feels lonesome end drear
As you, Moishe Laib, ere?

- -

Prom the Yiddish by M. Licht



from Uri Zvi Grinberg

I shall persist in loving you on and on

and shall not n:glor hunting your footsteps.
'mm mild wounds drip blood,

Ho tawniness of other halr, no sapphire of an eye
¥#ill enchant mtuhih‘xum
Of you ~ far - gomewhere -

Yot one who is undeserving will possess you,
u?mﬁmsMamomM
shall be bowed, e'en Lo the esarth -

S salecy o A ek
oy Aprche/ oA sk



from Urli Zvi Grinberg

iy ship shall lle anchored till the end of my life
At your dim shore.

The abins bhold spiritusl cargoes:

Spices and fruif, chestened chants

And the gold of twenily five sumers.

The sail is blue as the sky.
And specks of gold are woven into the azureé...
It is vesper eve

ga:: at vz;:¢r~hour,1;taralnd - look:

I sit on [Lhresho

holding & heat in my hand.

Beofre me the sea 1s playing its nocturne.

Trans/ated oo

A f%ﬁzb9ﬁﬁs
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