éé Song of the Balta Pogrom (1882)

Misfortune, terror and fury

We’ve never been without—

Now as in each century—

And whither they come we know not.
Shout Jews, shout loud as you can,
So loud your shout reaches on high
And wakes up the Old Man.

His sleep is just a lie.

What’s He trying to put over?
What are we, flies in the wind?

Is there nothing in our favor?
Enough! It’s got to end.

All of us beaten hair and hide,

Our belongings tossed hither and thither,
Grooms taken from their brides,
Children from their mothers.

Shout, children, shout loud as you can,
So loud your shout reaches on high
And wakes up the Old Man.

His sleep is just a lie.

Listen, and You’ll hear the babies

In their cradles cry again.

They plead with You that You might say:
Enough! It’s got to end.

Everything in blithers and smithers,
Brides, canopies and clothes.

Not a single feather

Left in the bedding or pillows.

Fly you feathers, fly as you can,

‘Til you reach the One on High.

Wake up the Old Man.

His sleep is just a lie.

All we own is smashed to bits,

The last cup crushed and bent.

It's time You Yourself took pity.
Enough! It’s got to end.

™

Record it for all time to come,
The murder and the dread.

Torah scrolls were cut open,
Sacred parchments torn to shreds.
Fly you parchments, fly aloft,

“Til you reach the One on High.
You can wake old Moses up.

His sleep is just a lie.

A

We were unable to protect them,® )
Who could have known what would descend?
Let Moses plead our case before Him.

" Enoughl It’s got to end.
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£2 Pogrom Songs

The Kishinev Pogrom

On the first day of Pesah

Jews revelled and were joyous.
On the last day of Baster
Kishinev was in chaos.

Kishinev encircled like a barrel
girded by an iron hoop.
Fathers, mothers, and children
fell in a single group.

Oh, You God in heaven—
won'’t You look this way?

Listen to our shouting,
for the goys have had their holiday.
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Oh, Have You Read in the Papers
Oh, have you read in the papers

about the famous city of Odessa?

What a calamity befell jt

in the course of two or three days,

Suddenly someone eried:

- Hey, beat the Jews with all your might
Through the windows bullets began to fly.
In 2 moment the Pogrom was at its height.

Murderers flew through the streets
with axes and knives sharp and hot,
and whencver they found a Jew
they killed him on the spot.

There in her wedding gown

lies a beautiful bride,

Oh, near her stands a murderer,
his dagger poised to strike.

There lies a handsome woman,
she lies crumpled in the dust.
Near her lies a little babe
sucking her cold, dead breast.




43 Have Pity!
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Streams of blood and rivers of tears
Deep and wide they flow and roar. . . .
Our misfortune, great and timeless
Has laid its hand on us, once more.

Do you hear the mothers moan

And their little children cry?

In the streéts the dead are lying;
The sick are fallen down nearby.

Brothers, sisters, please have mercy!
Great and awful is the need.

Bread is needed for the living,
Shrouds are needed for the dead.

2

From afar it’s hard to feel it:
Distant tears—a stranger’s moan,

" “The tragedy is someone else’s,

The blood of strangers—oh, brothers, no!

A thousand hearts—a single sorrow,
A thousand streets—a single house;
We are all a single victim,
Orphaned is each one of us.

Brothers, sisters. . . .

3

Streams of blood and rivers of tears
Deep and wide they flow and roar. . . .
Deathly fear stares through the window
‘And hunger drum-beats at the door.

How weak our hand is to do battle,
How great and heavy is our woe—
Come and bring us love and comfort
Jewish hearts, we need you so!

Brothers, sisters. . . .

[First published on the front page of the St. Petersburg Fraynd, no. 82, April 1903])
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67 Fire!

MORDECAI GEBIRTIG

Fire, brothers, fire!
Our poor town'’s on fire!
Raging. winds so full of anger

Shatter, scatter, tear asunder
Fanning the flames ever wilder
Everything’s on fire!

While you stand there, looking on

With folded hand.

While you stand there, looking on

At the fire brand.

Fire, brothers, fire!
Our poor town’s on fire!

The whole town'’s already devoured
By flaming tongues of force and power
And the wild wind howls and chumns

As our shtetl burns.

While you stand there, looking on . . .

Fire, brothers, fire! 2
The dreaded moment may soon

come

When the town with us included
Will be tumed to flames and ashes

As after battle a city falls,
With empty, blackened walls.

While you stand theré} looking on . . .

Fire, brothers, fire!

It all tumns to you.

If you love your town, ;

Take pails, put out the fire,
Quench it with your own blood
Show what you can do!

Don’t look and stand
With folded hand.

too.

Brothers, don’t stand round, put out the fire!

Our shtetl burns!

Moderato 3 ‘
N i r K 2
T —— P

& T

e === =S

S’brent! bri - der - lekh, s’brent! Oy,
] 1 —]
————
® .
un - dzer o rem shte - tl ne - bekh brent!

o g

smmoee
Bey-ze vin - tn mit yir - go - zn Ray-sn, bre-khn un tse - blo -zn

o)

Shtar-ker nokh di vil - do fla- men, Alts a-mum shoyn brent.
: ~

Un ir shteyt un kukt

a - zoy zikh Mit far - leyg - te

hent

y ;
Un ir shteytun kukt a -zoy zkh_— Un-dut:hte-tl._,

EY

'

brent..—

1936



A

I. Contrefacts

SONGS OF THE NAZI GHETTOS

DREMLEN FEYGL AF Dl TSVAYGN
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Dremlen feygl af di tsvaygn,

Shlof, mayn tayer kind.

Bay dayn vigl, af dayn nare

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

Siz dayn vigl vu geshtanen

Oysgeflokhtn fun glik,

Un dayn mame, oy dayn mame,

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

Lyu-lyu, lyu-lyu, lyu. £

Birds are drowsing on the branches,
Sleep, my darling child.
! At your cradle, in the field,
: A stranger sits and sings.
" Once you had another cradle
Woven out of joy,
And your mother, oh your mother
Will never more come by.
I'saw your father fleeing
Under the rain of countless stones,
Over fields and over valleys
Flew hxs orphaned cry.

Leak euo(mt:ka
(Wilna GheHo )

(9 Avrom Akselrod

Sung to the e At the Ghetto Gate®
g&ﬁ;wﬁ:ﬁ At the ghetto gate

A fire flames.

Search is the worst yet.

Jews parade back

From the work brigades

Dripping buckets of sweat. o

Should I go on ahead

Or stand still instead?

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

Takes everything from you.

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

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

“Line up in fours!
You—stand over here

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

“This one’s OK"—

A loaf of bread for you today.

( Kovaa Ghuto )



YA'ALES [YA'ALEH VEYAVO]

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

Tumbala, tumbala, shpil geto-yidl,
Shpil mir fun yidishe ya'ales a 1idl--
Fun ale shefn un inspektorn

Vos zenen in geto mentshn gevorn...

Ver fun di ya'ales Ken a Karte gekn
Un a shayn tsu blaybn lekn?

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

Tumbala, tumbala, shpil geto-yidl...

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

Un farbrengen gemitlekh bay muzik un bay kortn

Un fayern "yontoyvim" bay emese tortn?

Tumbala, tumbala, shpil geto-yidl...

Tsi hobn ven ya'ales gearbet afn aerodrom

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

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

Tunmbala, tumbala, shpil geto-yidil...,

Ver darf di kontsertn, ven der troyer iz groys
Un s'pishtshet der hunger in dem orfien hoyz?
Farzorgt zey beser mit "yushnik" a teler

Ya‘ales®

Tell me, oh tell me, you ghetto Jew,

Who plays first fiddle here, just who?

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

W

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

The ghetto has raised up from the masses.

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

And just how much must you pay

For the privilege of an easy work brigade?

Tumbala, tumbala . . .

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

Tumbala, tumbala . ..

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

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

Tumbala, tumbala . ..

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

Far better we all have soup in our bowls

And you stop with your ritzy carnivals.

Q

Kovno ghetto, circa 1942

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

My shoes they are shot,
And my collar, alas,
Has been ripped from my coate.

I'm freezing my ass.

Dance, dance, come dance 3 bit with me.
Oh you miserable cold winds,
You're from Siberia, I see.

Yellow passes, pink pssses,

Every color under heaven.

“hen can I bring Zlste my wife

back home once more? How soon?

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

I'11l marry you in a minute,

Centimeters of bread,
Becimeters. of wood,
Furnished by the Judenrat,

The Getto Judenrsat. with,me.s. bit.
Dance, dance, come dance # .

You ot a yellow psass,
I'll marry you in a minute.
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Our song is filled with grieving, -

Bold our step, we march along,

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

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

Years donY really mean a thing,

Elders also, also, al$o, can be children

In a newer, freer spring. '

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

Young are they. . . i

We remember all our_tyrants,
We remember all our [riends,
And we pledge that in the future
Our past and present blend.

Young are they. .. :

So we're girding our muscles,

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

Young are they. . .

This song written by S. Kaczerginski (sec note about author in Friling). was dedicated to the childrensand youth clubin

the Vilno ghetto. Composer is Bayse Rubin who is believed to have survived the war.
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86 Hirsh Glik

Silence, and a Starry Night

Silence, and a starry night

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

In fur jacketiand beret,
Clutching a hand grenade,
A girl whoséiskin is velvet
Ambushes a:cavalcade.

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

Arms and all!

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

For the new; free generation!

This song was written Py Hirsh Glik (1922-1944) in 1942 after partisans blew up a German cénvoy of trucks. A membe;
of the luer.'.xry group ol young pocts, Yungvald, before the war, Glik was imprisoned in a concentration ca i Es .
and was killed by the Germans in 1944, Composer unknown. z s




Zog nit keyn mol az du geyst dem letstn veg,
Khotsh himlen blayene farshteln bloye teg.
Kumen vet nokh undzgy oysgebenkte sho-
Es vet a poyk ton undzer trot-mir zaynen do!

Fun grinem palmenland biz vaysn land fun shney,

Zog Nit Keyn Mol
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Mir kumen on mit undzer payn, mit undzer vey,
Un vu gefaln s'iz a shprits fun undzer blut,
Shprotsn vet dort undzer gvure, undzer mut.

Es vet di morgnzun bagildn undz dem haynt,
Un der nekhtn vet farshvindn mitn faynd,
Nor oyb farzamen vet di zun in dem kayor-
Vi a parol zol geyn dos lid fun dor tsu dor.

Dos lid geshribn iz mit blut un nit mit blay,
S'iz nit keyn lid] fun a foygl af der fray,

Dos hot a folk tsvishn falndike vent

Dos lid gezungen mit naganes in di hent!

To zog nit keyn mol az du geyst dem letstn veg,
Khotsh himlen blayene farshteln bloye teg,
Kumen vet nokh undzer oysgebenkte sho-

Es vet a poyk ton undzer trot-mir zaynen do!
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‘Never Say

Never say this is the final road for you,

Though leadened skies may cover over days of blue.
As the hour that we longed for is so near,

Our step beats out the message — we are here!

From lands so green with palms to lands all white
with snow,

We shall be coming with our anguish and our woe,
And where a spurt of our blood fell on the earth,
There our courage and our spirit have rebirth.

The early morning sun will brighten our day,
And yesterday with our foe will fade away.

But if the sun delays and in the east remains -
This song as password generations must maintain.

This song was written with our blood and not with
lead,

It’s not a little tune that birds sing overhead,
This song a people sang amid collapsing walls,
With grenades in hands they heeded to the call.

Therefore never say the road now ends for you,
Though leadened skies may cover over days of blue.
As. the hour that we longed for is so near -

Our step beats out the message — we are here!

Written in the Vilno ghetto, the song became the anthem of the underground resistance movement. Later it spread to
other ghettos and partisan divisions. Today it is sung at all commemorative gatherings. It was written by Hirsh Glik (see
note about author in Shtil Di Nakht). He set the words to a melody by the Russian composer Dmitri Pokrass.



