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INTRODUCTION 

YIDDISH, or Judeo-German, is a group of dialects 
spoken by the Jews of German origin in Russia, 
Austria, and Roumania. Originally not differing from 
the local dialects of the Middle Rhine, it has incor-
porated in the diaspora a large number of Slavic and 
Hebrew words so as to become unintelligible to the 
average German reader. To neutralize this diffi-
culty to a certain extent, Mr. Rosenfeld's language, 
which belongs to the Lithuanian variety of Judeo-
German, has been presented in this book as far as 
practicable in the orthography of the literary German. 
The apparent discrepancy in the rhymes thus pro-
duced will disappear if the following is observed : — 

The consonants have all their German values, and 
z is like French j. The vowels are nearly all short, so 
that il, ie, i are equal to German i ; similarly a, o, eh, 
ee are like G. short e. The G. long e is represented 
by e, oe, and in Slavic and Hebrew words also by ee. 
Ei and eu are pronounced like G. ei in mein, while ei 
is equal to G. ee ; a and o are G. short o ; au sounds 
more like G. ou, and au and o resemble G. di. The 
Slavic and Hebrew words are spelled phonetically, 
and the latter differ consequently from the transliter-
ated forms in scientific works. 
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The Judeo-German literature had its beginnings in 
the fifteenth century, but previous to our own times 
it has produced nothing noteworthy from a literary 
standpoint. Since the fifties the Russian Jews have 
developed a great activity, and there has arisen a 
long series of folk-poetry, ranging from the mere 
rhyming of the wedding-jesters to the elaborate pro-
ductions of Frug, who has also made a name in 
Russian literature. This poetry has, however, re-
ceived its highest perfection in America by the con-
summate art of Mr. Morris Rosenfeld. 

Mr. Rosenfeld was born in 1862 in a small town 
in Poland, where his ancestors had been fishermen. 
He has received no other education than that which 
is allotted to all Jewish boys of humble origin. While 
well read in German and English literature, he 
masters only his native Yiddish. He went early to 
England, to avoid military service, and there learned 
the tailor's trade. Thence he proceeded to Holland 
where he tried himself at diamond grinding. He 
very soon after came to America, where for many 
weary years he has eked out an existence in the 
sweat-shops of New York. It is there he has learned 
to sing of misery and oppression. His health gave 
out, and he had to abandon the shop for the pre-
carious occupation of a Yiddish penny-a-liner. In 
the meantime he has developed Judeo-German ver-
sification to unknown proportions. Of the merits of 
his poetry let the reader judge himself. 

L. W. 
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SONGS OF L A B O R 



©djajJ 

raufdf>en tn ©cljap «fo wilt bie 9ftaf$tnen, 
m oftmal wrgetf in gtauffy ag id£) b in ; — 

3 $ wer' in bem f^recEIt^en £ummel »ar!oren, 
iOiein 3 d j werb bort Bote!, wer' a Sttafdjin't 

arfeeif, un' arbeit', un' arBetf, of>n' @^efc£)Ben, 
gg fd&afft ftd), un ' ftyafft ftc$, un' ftyafft flcfc o$n' 
gar was? U n ' f a r wemen ? 3 $ weif nit, f r ag 'n i t ,— 
B i e fummt a SRafc^ine ju benfen a 9JM ? • . „ 

9tit ba fetn ©efiiiji, fein ©ebanf', feitt SSarjlanb g a r ; — 
£>ie Btttere, Blutige Sir Beit berfdjlagt 
S a g (Sbeljk, ©cfyonfie un' Sejle, bag 3teit$fle, 
S a g Sieffle, bag wag M e n sarmogt. 

fdjwtnben ©efunben, 9J*inuten un' ©tunben, 
®ar fegelfc^nell laufen bie 9?ad)f mil bie S a g ' ; — 

We STOaf^itt', gteicf) will fee berjagen,— 
3 $ m ' » W a ©feec^et, jag' oljn' a 33reg. 

Der ©aeger in SBorff^ap, er ru^t nit afire, 
@r weift aflg, un' ftappt allg, un ' wecft nac^ananb; — 
©efagt f>at a Sftenfd) mir a m t bie Sebeutung: 
©em Sei fen un' ffiecfen, bort liegt a S a r f t a n b ; 
3?or etwag gebenft f i$ mir, punft wie »un g^o lem: — 
©er ©aeger, er wecft in mir SeBen un ' ©inn, 
Un' nod) eppeg,— id) p B ' sargeffen, — nit fragt eg! 
^ rneig nit, weif nit, {$ Bin a SJiaf^in'! . . . 
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In the Sweat-Shop 

TH E machines in the shop roar so wildly that 
often I forget in the roar that I am; I am 

lost in the terrible tumult, my ego disappears, I 
am a machine. I work, and work, and work with-
out end; I am busy, and busy, and busy at all time. 
For what? and for whom? I know not, I ask not! 
How should a machine ever come to think ? 

There are no feelings, no thoughts, no reason; 
the bitter, bloody work kills the noblest, the most 
beautiful and best, the richest, the deepest, the 
highest, which life possesses. The seconds, min-
utes and hours fly; the nights, like the days, pass 
as swiftly as sails; — I drive the machine just as if 
I wished to catch them: I chase without avail, I 
chase without end. 

The clock in the workshop does not rest; it keeps 
on pointing, and ticking, and waking in succession. 
A man once told me the meaning of its pointing 
and waking, — that there was a reason in it ; as 
if through a dream I remember it all: the clock 
awakens life and sense in me, and something else, 
— I forget what; ask me not! I know not, I know 
not, I am a machine ! 
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Un' jeitenweig, wenn idj bettor' fcfjon bent ©aeger, 
SSarflelj' id) ganj anberfdfj fein SBetfen, fein ©pracfy'; — 
Stttr ba$t, ag eg nufet mtd> borten ber Umrufy', 

foil arBeiten, arBeiten meljrer affad) 1 
3 $ Ijof in fein Son nor bem 23off'g tvirbeit ©oefer, 
©etn ftnfiem in bie SBeifer bie jwet; — 
©er ©aeger, mir ffruc&et, mir ba<J}t, ag er treiBt mtdj 
Un'ruftmidj; „$laf<$toei" un ' f ^ r e f t j u mir : „9?ae§ ' !" , . , 

Sfor bann, wenn 'g i f ' flitfer ber wtlber ©etummeT, 
2Iweg if ber 9J?eifler in ^i t tagjei tpunb' , 
D, bann IjeBt in ftopp Bei mir gleidj an 3U tagen, 
3 n ^ergen ju jie^en, — id) fitfji' bann mein SBunb'; — 
Un' Btttere Sra^ren, un? fubige Sra^ren 
Senejjen mein mageren SWittSg, mein Srot , — 
gg wergt mid), idj fann nit me^r effett, icfy fann n i t ! 
D, fdfjredltdf)e $ r a j e ! D, Bittere 5Rot! 

'g erfdjeint mir bie ©djap in ber Sttittagaeitflunbe 
21 Blutige ©djladjtferb, wenn bort werb geruf)t: 
Slrum un' arum fef)' idj fiegen £arugim, 
gg Taremt stun b'r grb ' bag sargoffene S l u t . • . 
(Sin SCetle, un' Balb werb gepauft a Srewoge, 
©te £ote erwad&en, eg leBt auf bie ©$iadj t , 
gg fampfen bie Srupeg far grembe, far grembe, 
Un' ftreiten, un' fallen, un ' finfen in 

3d> fud' auf bem .ftampfpla^ mit Bitteren £oren, 
9»it ©djred, mit 9?efome, mit ^eUtft^er $ e i n ; — 
©er ©aeger, jefjt §or' if)m ricfttig, er wedt eg: 
„2l ©fof ju bte $ned)tfd)aft, a ©fof foil eg fein!" 
g r muntert in mir mein 33arfknb, bie ©efitljlen, 
Un' weift, wie eg laufen bie ©tunben aBin: 
2ln glenber BletB' icB, wie lang we l l ' f cBwe tgen , 
SSarloren, wie lang DarBTeiB', wag ty Bin. . . . 
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And, at times, when I hear the clock, I under-
stand quite differently its pointing, its language; — 
it seems to me as if the Unrest (pendulum) egged 
me on that I should work more, more, much more. 
In its sound I hear only the angry words of the 
boss; in the two hands I see his gloomy look. The 
clock, I shudder, — it seems to me it drives me and 
calls me "Machine," and cries out to me : "Sew ! " 

Only when the wild tumult subsides, and the 
master is away for the midday hour, day begins to 
dawn in my head, and a pain passes through my 
heart; I feel my wound, and bitter tears, and boil-
ing tears wet my meagre meal, my bread: it chokes 
me, I can eat no more, I cannot! O horrible toil! 
0 bitter necessity S 

The shop at the midday hour appears to me like 
a bloody battlefield where all are at rest: about 
me I see lying the dead, and the blood that has 
been spilled cries from the earth. . . . A minute 
latter — the tocsin is sounded, the dead arise, the 
battle is renewed. The corpses fight for strangers, 
for strangers ! and they battle, and fall, and dis-
appear into night. 

I look at the battlefield in bitter anger, in terror, 
with a feeling of revenge, with a hellish pain. The 
clock, now I hear it aright, it is calling : " An end to 
slavery, an end shall it be ! " It vivifies my reason, 
my feelings, and shows how the hours fly ; miserable 
1 shall be as long as I am silent, lost — as long as 
I remain what I am. . . . 
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©er 9ttenf$, welder fd^XSft in mir, IjeBt an ertuadjen, 
©er ^nedjt, welder wadjt in mir, fcfylaft bort fid) ein 
Sljimb i f bie ridjtige ©tunbe gefummen! 
2i ©fof su bem @lenb, a ©fof foE eg fein! . . • 
9tor pruning — b e r SBiffel, ber 23ofg, — a Srercoge! 
3 $ n?er' an bem ©feedjel, uargef', nm id) Bin, — 
<£* tummelt, men fampft, o, mein if' »arloren, — 
3 $ n>eip nit, midj art nit, idj Bin a aRcf^in ' I . . . 

$ e r Blether 9l^rctcr 

fey bort a Bleidjen Slpreter 
25arfod)t in ber SlrBett, a ©d)red! 

Un' felt idj gebenf tf)m, alls naef)t er 
Un' legt feine ^ ra f ten aweg* 

weren Sfjabofdjim oarflogen, 
®g laufen bie 35t)ren af)in, 
Un' nodj ft£t ber Sletdjer geBogen, 
Un' fampft mit 'n rofjen SOtafdjin'. 

3d) ftelj' un ' Betradjt bort fein 3 ^ 
©ein fcarfdjmiert un ' parfdjttriijt, 
Un' fu^t', ag ba arBett't fein ©wure, 
©er 3mpet nor prajercet tfct 

© o $ fallen bie Sropfeng feffeeber, 
SSun Slufgang Big lintergang fpat, 
Un' jfappen fid) ein in bie ^leiber, 
Un' trinlen f i$ etn in bie 9tal)t'* 
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The man that sleeps in me begins to waken, — 
the slave that wakens in me is put to sleep. Now 
the right hour has come ! An end to misery, an 
end let it be ! . . . But suddenly — the whistle, 
the boss, an alarm! I lose my reason, forget 
where I am; — there is a tumult, they battle, oh, 
my ego is lost! — I know not, I care not, I am a 
machine! . . . 

The Pale Operator 

I SEE there a pale operator all absorbed in his 
work. Ever since I remember him, he has been 

sewing, and using up his strength. 

Months fly, and years pass away, and the pale-
faced one still bends over his work and struggles 
with the unfeeling machine. 

I stand and look at his face: his face is be-
smutted and covered with sweat. I feel that it is 
not bodily strength that works in him but the 
incitement of the spirit. 

And the tears fall in succession from daybreak 
until fall of night, and water the clothes, and enter 
into the seams. 
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fcef eudj, wie lang wet nod) iagen 
©er ©djwad)er bem bfutigen Slab ? 
£>, wer fann fein Snbe mir fagen ? 
2Ber wetfj jenern fd)redtid)en ©fob ? 

D, fdjwer, fefyer fdjwer bag ju fagen, 
©odj @ing if' 5ewu§t un ' f>ef$eibt: 
SBenn iljm wet bie STrfceit berfdjiagen, 
©ijjt teefef a 3®eiter un ' naetyt. 

SI Sraljr auf 'n (gifen 

£ ) m m un ' ftnfier if bie ©<$ap! 
' 3 $ bem (Sifen, fte^' un ' frapp'! — 

93?ein £er$ i f fdjwacf), idj fradjj ' un ' §uj l ' j 
@g p b t faum meiit franfe 33rujl. 

3 $ f rS<¥ «n ' $uft', un ' preff' un ' f l a r ' ,— 
SRein 2lug' werb feu$t, eg faQt a £ r a § t ; 
©er ®ifen giuljt t — bag Srafyret mein, — 
©ag fo^ t un' fod)t, un' fteb't nit ein. 

3 $ ful)!' fein ^ r a f t , eg if ' parwenb't; 
©er gifen fattt mir sun bie £ant>', 
Un' bocfy ber Srafjr , ber Rummer Sraljr , 
©er Srafjr, ber Srat j r fo$ t me^r un ' mel)r. 

®g raufdjt mein Stopp, eg brec^t mein £ e r j ; 
3 $ frag' mit id) frag' mit ©camera: 
„D, fag', mein greunb in 9lot un ' «Pein, 
£), £ra§r , far wag fteb'jt bu nit ein ? 
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Pray, how long will the weak one drive the 
bloody wheel? Who can tell me his end? Who 
knows the terrible secret? 

i 

Hard, very hard to answer that! But one thing 
is certain: when the work will have killed him 
another will be sitting in his place and sewing. 

A Tear on the Iron 

OH, cold and dark is the shop! I hold the 
iron, stand and press; — my heart is weak, I 

groan and cough, - my sick breast scarcely heaves. 

I groan and cough, and press and think; — 
my eye grows damp, a tear falls; the iron is hot, -
my little tear, it seethes and seethes, and will not 
dry up. 

I feel no strength, it is all used up ; the iron falls 
from my hand, and yet the tear, the silent tear, the 
tear, the tear boils more and more. 

My head whirls, my heart breaks, I ask in woe : 
« Oh, tell me, my friend in adversity and pain, <J 
tear,'why do you not dry up in seething? 
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„ 8 l | t cffd^er gar a Hurler, 
©agft an mir, as eg fummen rneljr? 
3d) wollt' eg wollen wiffen, f ag ' : 
SBenn enbigt fid) ber grower JUag '?" . . 

3 d j woflf gefragt nodj rneljr un ' mel)r 
23etm Umrulj', Bet bem wtlben £ra l ) r ; 
© a fyaben ftd^ berlangt a ®ofj 
®ar Sraljren, Sraljrett oljit' a SDfa£, 
Un' id) I)ab' fd)on sarflan'en gleidj, 
2lg ttef i f n o $ ber Sraljrenteid). • . . 

Pern Sihtgele 

§ab' a Heinem 3ungele, 
21 @uf)ttele gar fein! 

SBenn idj berfelj' iljrn, badjt ftdj mir, 
£)te ganje SSelt if' mein. 

9?or felten, felten felj' idj iljm, 
Sttein <Sd)oenem, wenn er wad)t; 
3d) treff' iljm immer fd)lafenbtg, 
3d) fef>' il)m nor bet 9tad)t. 

£>ie 2lrbeit treibt midj fritfy araug 
Un' laft mid) fpat j u r u d ; 
D , fremb if mir mein etgen 2etb I 
D , fremb mein ^inb'g a S l i d ! 

3 d j fumrn' juflemmterfyeit afjeint, 
3 n gtnjlernig gel)itllt,— 
SUtein bleid)e g r a n berjael)lt mir balb, 
2Bie fein bag $ inb fid) fpielt, 
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" Are you, perhaps, a messenger, and announce to 
me that other tears are coming? I should like to 
know it: say, when will the great woe be ended?" 

I should have asked more and more of the Un-
rest, the turbulent tear; but suddenly there began 
to flow more tears, tears without measure, and I at 
once understood that the river of tears is very 
deep. . . • 

My Boy 

T HAVE a little boy, a fine little fellow is he ! 
1 When I see him, it appears to me the whole 

world is mine. 

Only rarely, rarely I see him, my pretty little son, 
when he is awake; I find him always asleep, I see 

him only at night. 

My work drives me out early and brings me 
home late ; oh, my own flesh is a stranger to me ! 
oh, strange to me the glances of my child I 

I come home in anguish and shrouded in dark-
ness, - m y pale wife tells me how nicely the child 

plays, 
i i 



2Bie fug eg reb't, wie ftug eg fragt t 
„£), ffiama, gute 2Jia, 
SBettit fummt un' fcrengt a $enni? mir 
©er guter, guter a ?" 

3 $ Ijor' eg 3U un ' eil' — eg mug,— 
3 a , fa, eg mug gef$e$n! 
©ie SSftterlieBe flacfert a u f : 
@g mug mein $ inb midj jef jn! . • . 

j W fcei fein (Magerel 
Un' fe§', un ' $or', un ' f $ a ! 
91 Sraurn fcewegt bie Sippeladj : 
„ D , wu i f , wu i f V 

3 $ fnfdj' bie Hoe tugeladj , 
(See offuen — „D, ^ i n b ! " — 
(See fe^en midj, fee fe^en midj, 
Un' fdjliefjen fttfy gefdjwinb. 

„ © a jiefjt bein $apa , Seuerer, 
21 Reunite bir, n a ! " 

Sraurn fcewegt bie Sippeladj: 
„£>, wu i f , wu if D a ? " 

3 d j Meifj' pweij tagt un ' suflemmt, 
Skrbittert, un ' id) f l a r ' t 

„2Benn bu erwadjjl a SD?aI, mein $ inb , 
©efinb'ji: bu mtdj nit meijr." . . . 
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How sweetly he talks, how brightly he asks : " O 
mother, good mother, when will my good, good 
papa come and bring me a penny?" 

I hear it, and I hasten: it must be, yes, it shall 
be ! The father's love flames up : my child must 
see me ! 

I stand by his cradle, and see and listen, and 
hush! A dream moves his lips: " Oh, where is, 
where is papa?" 

I kiss the little blue eyes, they open: " O child ! " 
They see me, they see me, and soon close up 
again. 

" Here stands your papa, darling ! Here is a 
penny for you ! " A dream moves the little lips : 
"Oh, where is, where is papa?" 

I stand in pain and anguish, and bitterness and 
I think: « When you awake some day, my child, 
you will find me no more ! " . • • 
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SJttrjtociffattg 

g } ©2t9ig men nit rufjen $otfd> ein Sag in 2Bo$', 
f2l Sag meljr nit frei fein sun fcfyreiilidjen ? 

Sargeffen bem S o p bem sarBiffenem SJlruf, 
©ein ftnftere 9Jiiene, fein f$re<Ilic$en $ucf, 
SSargejfen bem @$ap un ' bem gorman'g ©efdjrei, 
Sargeffen bie flne<$tf<!&aft, sargeffen bem ? — 
Sargeffen fi<$ toiEft bu un' ru^en ber$u ? 
Slit forg' ftcfy, ot Balb weft bu ge^n in bein Stat?! 

£)t Balb IjaBen Saumer un ' Stumen ttarBlitfjt, 
D t enbtgt ber Soegel ber letter fein Sieb, 
D t Balb if Seffolemg arum un ' a r u m ! 
£>, wie woEf td) WoEen a @$mei! tfjon_a S lum, 
21 gityl tfyon, c$otf<$, eber eg ftarBt 5B bag ©rag, 
2tuf getter Begriinte bem SBintele'g S l a g ! — 
3 n gelb fein parlangft bu, wu luftig un' grim ? 
gttftylofd&e, men wet b i$ fcfyon Brengen af>in! 

©er Se i$ i f BefttBert un' glanj t afo fdjoen, 
©ie SBeEen Befpreit mit a §tmmlif$en (Efyeen,— 
£), bort ftd) ju Baben wie gut mug eg fein! 
2Bie woEt' id) mit Sufi in bem Staffer arein I 
9J?ein ©uf if' mm fd>redli$e 2(rBeit parfd>wad)t, — 
SBie woEten bie Saber mi$ f r i facr gema^ t ! — 
D , Baben fidj wiEft bu, ftt^ waf^en in Seid) ? 
9lit fcfjretf' fttft, men wet bid) arumwafd)en g le i$ ! 

©ie i f ftnfier un ' r a u ^ i g un' fiein, — 
D, wie foE mein S lu fe bie weifie fein rein ? 
3 n f^mu^igen @$ap i f bie SKetnlelt mir fremb; — 
SBie jiert eg a SDlenfdjen a flarweifje £ e m b ! 
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Despair 

IS it not allowed to rest even one day in the 

week and to be at least one day free from 
the dreadful yoke? To forget the angry growl of 
the boss, his gloomy mien, his terrible look; to 
forget the shop and the cries of the foreman; to 
forget slavery, to forget woe ? — You wish to forget 
yourself and be r e s t e d ? —Never mind, you will 
soon go to your rest! 

Soon the trees and flowers will have withered; 
the last bird is already ending his song; soon there 
will be cemeteries all around ! Oh, how I should 
like to smell a flower and feel, before the grass is 
dead, the breath of zephyr in the green fields ! — 
You wish to be in the fields where it is airy and 
green?—Never mind, you will be carried there 
soon enough! 

The brook is silvery and glistens beautifully; the 
waves are covered with a heavenly grace. Oh, how 
good it is to bathe there ! How I should enjoy 
leaping into it! My body is weakened from the 
dreadful work,—how the bath would refresh me ! 

Oh, you wish to make your ablution in the 
brook? — B e not frightened, you will soon receive 
your ablution! 

The sweat-shop is dark and smoky and small. 
How can my white blouse be clean there? In the 
dirty shop cleanliness is unknown to me. How a 
pure, white shirt adorns a man ! How proper for 
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ffiie pafjt eg o nobelen ©uf, ju fein fret, 
3 u arbeiten menf^lid) un ' rein fein berbei! — 
©id> Sntyon in weifen »arlangft bu agitnb ? 
9flen wet bid) f$on antfjon un ' antfjon gefdjwinb! 

3 n 2BaIb if eg luftig, in 2Batb i f eg f i t f j l ,— 
SBie gut i f eg borten ju cijolemen flitX! 
Die SSoegelad) ftngen nted)ajebig fein, 
T)k Soner bie fu§e, fee f^Iaferen ein ; — 
3 n if' eg aber a Siaufd) un ' eg ftidt, — 
D , wie woflt' ber 2BaIb m i $ geliil)lt un ' gequitft! — 
£>, fix^en (14 tttHfl bu ? SCag tiiug' bir a SBatb ? 
9tit lang wet eg neijmen, un ' bu weft fein f a i t ! 

2i t^eueren Sfjawer ju ^aben i f gut, — 
3 n SRot gi't er £offnung, in Slenbfeit SJtutI)! 
21 t^euerer (Sfjawer aarfujj t bir bein ©ein, 
®r gi't bir a <£l)eefcfyef in M e n a re in ; — 
Un' id) bin sjarjoffemt un ' ic^J&in a ©tein, 
«Rit ba fein Sbaweerim, bin ®iner aflein. — 
SBeft p b e n S |aweer im balb gar ol)n' a © $ i r : 
©ee roien ftd) fdjon, un ' fee warten auf b i r ! 

t a l c butt bie Serg 

O f U g bie 2raeg^an9=berger 
©efyt fid) a Stuine; — 

£>orten liegt an eingefatl'ne, 
2llte ^olenmine, 

Un' ni t weit »un biefer (Etyurtte, 
(Sinfatn un ' sar lafen, 
©tef)t a ©tubele a Heine 
3wifd>en wilbe ©rafen . 
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a noble body it is, in order to be free, to work 
humanely and be clean withal! —You wish now to 
dress yourself in white ? — They will dress you, and 
dress you quickly enough ! 

The woods are breezy, in the woods it is cool. 
How good — to dream there quietly ! The little 
birds sing pleasantly; but in the shop there is a 
noise, and the air is suffocating. — Oh, you wish to 
be cool ? Of what avail is a forest to you ? — It 
will not be long before you will be cold. 

'T is good to have a dear companion. In adver-
sity he gives hope, in misery — courage. A dear 
companion sweetens your being, and he gives you 
a zest for life. And I am orphaned, alone like a 
stone, there are no companions, I am all by my-
s e l f . — You will soon have companions without 
end: they swarm already, and are waiting for 
you! 

The Mountain Bride 

UPON the Alleghany mountains is to be seen a 
ruin ; — there lies an old, caved-in coal mine. 

And not far from that ruin, lonely and deserted, 
stands a small hut among wild grasses. 
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©orten pflegt' ber after Sergmann 
gtuy bei 9 ta#t geftn'en; 
©orten pflegen ©itfsen llingen, 
©title S tamen rimten. 

Me wufie ^ofenmine — 
©ort if S l u t gefloffen t 
Unten liegt ber alter Kleiner 
gjjit fein So r t e r ' s S^offen. 

Un' fein frumme, f^oene S o f t e r , 
was fann fein arger ? 

SSanbett mit a ©etfl a franfen 
2iuf bie fhtmme Serger. 

ginfam lebt fie jwif^en ©teirter, 
D J j n ' a S r o f t , o ^ n ' ^ o f f e n ; 
©pat bet 9?acfyt nor, auf ber 9)?ine, 
Sffierb fie fiitl antf^Iafen. 

© 0 $ wie gid) fte fd)Iaft nor ein bort, 
©pieten bie Megmorim, 
Un' i | r Sate, un ' if>r ® M e n 
Dffenen bie $worim. 

Un' mit fee bie ©rafter atfe, 
2iOe mit ©efangen — 
Un' nit weit bort Pun bem S o f t e r 
Jport men bumpfe ^ langen . 

©tumm antfdjwiegen, wie ber $eewer, 
© ^ w a r j un' MutBegoffen, 
5Remmt in 2lrem fein ©elieftte 
©er p a r f u p e r ®t)offen. 
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There the old miner used to find rest at night; 
there sobs were heard and quiet tears flowed. 

But the desolated coal mine, — blood has flowed 
there: underground lies the old miner and his 
daughter's affianced. 

And his goodly, beautiful daughter—oh, what 
can be worse ? — wanders with unsound mind over 
the silent mountains. 

Alone she lives among the rocks, without conso-
lation, without hope; only late at night she softly 
falls asleep upon the ruin. 

And as soon as she slumbers, musicians begin to 
play, and her father and her affianced open up the 
graves. 

And with it, all the tombs are opened, all a-sing-
ing, — and not far away, from the cloister, muffled 
bells are rung. 

Silent as the grave, covered with black gore, the 
stark, dead body of the affianced takes in his arm 
his bride. 
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©Iei$ tret't ju ber alter Sate, 
©urdjgefcrennt mtt SBunben, 
SBeint utt' benfdjt bie ^inber feine, 
©fifot un' werb parf^wunben. 

©a ssarjtummen bie .Klegmorint 
Un' bie ©locfen atle; — 
Slfleg fd&winb't un' f^weigt ; eg Metten 

nit <£$ofTett«JtaIe. 

Un' fee trteikn, nn' fee tanjen 
9tu§tg, Reiner jtort nit, 
23ig eg gi't a 2Bnn! »un ergea, 
Un'ber e^ojfen werb n i t 

© 5 fpringt anf bem Soten'g $ a l e t 
„D, bie 9ttenfc$enf$a$ter!" 
Un' »arf$nrinbet anf bie Merger 
W t a wtfb ©c la t t e r . 

2>a§ arcrnc Ocfittb* 

( g © jteljt etn arerne ©efinb' 
3 n Sort^aug »ar bem 9tidjter, 

Sarmatterte, »nn M e n miib', 
SEflit magere ®eft$ter. 
©er Sater i f a franler S0?ann, 
©ie gutter — gebrocijen; 
©ie Dfeladj, bie Bibne Bier, — 
9lor barre £aut un' $ n o $ e n . 
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Her old father, with gaping wounds, approaches 
them; he weeps and blesses his children, sobs and 
disappears. 

Silenced are the musicians and all the bells: all 
disappears, and all is mute; only the betrothed 
remain behind. 

They remain and dance quietly, — no one dis-
turbs them until, when beckoned from afar, the 
bridegroom vanishes. 

Then the dead man's bride leaps up: " O you 
butchers of m e n ! " and she disappears upon the 
mountains with wild laughter. 

The Beggar Family 

A BEGGAR family stands in the courthouse 
before the judge. They are worn out and 

tired of life, and their faces are thin : the father is 
a sick man, the mother—weak and broken down; 
the four poor little creatures are nothing but dry 
skins and bones. 
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D , fefer S inb if fef)er grof, 
3 f gwalbtg, sum (Srftaunen! 
(See fyahn mel)r fein £eim far ftd), 
^ein ©ire, wu $u wofjnen. 
(See fuifen auf bem S t i v e r Je£t,— 
(See fennen bie ©rimaffen,— 
(See weiffen fdjon bent wilben 5>faf 
ga r SBanbien in bie ©affen* 

(£g treibt fee fd>on bie ©'re^tigfeit 
Silg Settler, Sagabunben, 
S u n ©orf ju ©orf, sun ©tabt ju (Stabt, 
$ ima t a 3 a | r a runben. 
(See fennen jebe Sftjfe fd)on, 
See weiffen fdjon bie Scores; — 
© o $ ftarben aber ftarbt ftdj nit, 
(£g lebt fid) nod) auf 3oreg. 

©er Gut te r ' s 3 u n g ' if wie gelafjmt, 
©er Sater fragt gutragen: 
„3»u_benfft bu, ©gobs, ung wetter je£t 
SJlit Dfelad) ju fagen ? 
D , lag ung b a ! ©ie (Stabt i f grof?,— 
SDZir wellen effdjer frtegen 
2t SD^a^Ijeit ergej wu gefdjenft, 
Sin Dr t , awu 3U liegen* 

„Un' ob wer* a TO gefunb 
(Se i ©ott fann StEeg wer'en), 
SSell idj mein SBeib un ' $inber nodj 
SJltt 3iir t l i$feit erna^ren. 
£), lag ung, ©job?, o, lag ung ba 
Sarbleiben jwifdjen Sfteufdjen! 
D , gieb, anjiatt ju fludjen b t$ , 
©elegenfyeit ju benfdjen !" 
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Oh, their crimes are very great, of unheard-of 
magnitude ! They have no home of their own, no 
place where to live. They now look at the judge, 
they understand his mien, they know the terrible 
punishment for wandering in the streets. 

Justice has been driving them as beggars and 
vagabonds from village to village, from town to 
town, almost for a whole year. They know every 
jail, they know all those dark holes; in spite of all 
that they did not die, but lived on for ever new 
troubles. 

The mother's tongue is almost paralyzed, the 
father asks in fright: " Whither, O judge, are you 
going to drive us now with our little creatures? 
Oh, leave us here ! The city is large, — we will 
somehow manage to get a meal, and a place where 
to lie down. 

" And if ever I get well again (with God every-
thing is possible), I shall tenderly care for my wife 
and children. Leave us, judge, oh, leave us here 
among human beings ! Oh, give us an opportunity 
of blessing instead of cursing you ! " 
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©er ©jobj 6etrad)t bem franfen SJiann 
2Rit feine Bijlre Slicfen: 
„D , netn, id? weE end) aEe fedjg 
2?UTI bamten mef)r nit fdjtden.. 
3 | r Betbe nor wet rnufen gefjn, 
©ie $inber weEen MeiBen 5 
3d) weE far fee in $Baifenf)aug 
31 freten »arfd)reiBen»" 

©er SSater werb »ar ©djred sarfiummt, 
©ie Gut t e r IjeBt an fdjreten t 
„D, netn, bag wet in £immet ©ott 
©n<$ fein 9JM nit »arjeil)en. 
Un' nemmt i^r meine ^inber p , 
So nemmt sareint metn M e n ; — 
D , netn, idj weE bie ^inber eudj 
Sluf fein fdjum gaE nit geBen! 

„3$ f)aB' mit S l u t gefogen fee, 
(Sr^ogen big agitnber, — 
3d) weE audj weiter Bettten gefjn 
Un' fpeifen meine .Kinber. 
3 d j weif, 0 ©jobj , bag fann ni t fein, 
© u ladjjt eg_nor, bu fpielfi nor, 
D , lag bie Dfelad) Bei mir 
Un' treiB' ung, wu bu wiEft nor 

©er ©|obj , — er entfert nit a 2Bort, 
2ftad)t fartig bie $ap ie ren : — 
3f>m art bie Sftutter'g S o r t e r nit, 
3£)tn fann iljr SBet) nit ruljren* 
©er SWifdjpet, er i f ' auggerebt, — 
Un' fann er fein nodj wilber ? 
21 boppelt anf ber ©pjlem, 
2Bag fdjafft afoidje S i l be r ! 
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The judge looks at the sick man with a sharp 
glance: " No, I shall no longer send you all six 
away from this place. Only you two will have to 
go, the children will remain, — I shall get a free 
place for them in the orphan asylum." 

The father grows dumb with fright, the mother 
begins to cry: " Oh, no, God in heaven will not 
forgive you that. And if you take away my chil-
dren, take at once my life ! Oh, no, I shall never 
give up my children to you ! 

" I fed them with my blood, and raised them 
until now; I shall keep on begging, and feeding 
my children. I know, judge, that cannot be, you 
are only jesting and playing with us. Oh, leave 
the creatures with me, and drive us whither you 
please ! " 

The judge answers not a word, and gets ready 
the papers. He cares not for the words of the 
mother, her woe cannot move him. The sentence 
is passed, and can it be more cruel? Doubly 
cursed be the system that makes such pictures 
possible ! 
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28tt§m? 

Su a TOaebele 

wu§in, bu fdjoeneg ^ i n b ? 
®te SBelt if ' nod) nit offenl 

£>, W , wie jHH ba i f ' a r u m ! 
SSar Sag - bie ©affen jlejjen jhtmm, — 
SBu^in, wufjin afo gefdjwinb ? 
Sefst i f boc$ gut ju f ^ K f e n t 
Die S f u m e n traumen bod) nodj, — fel£)jl ? 
(Sg fdjmeigt nodj jeber Sogerneji, — 
SBufjin fort treibt eg bid) a junb ? 
2Cu laufj i bu, fag', beginnen? 

gef)' sarbienen I" 

SBuJjtn, m f y n , bu fdjoeneg fltnb, 
@o fpat bei 9Jadjt fpajieren ? 
m i x n burdj ginflernifj u n ' fl&rt'! 
Un' Silleg ruljt, eg fdjweigt bie 2 M t , — 
2Bu^in fort tragt eg bid) ber SQinb ? 
2)u weft bod) nod) par i r ren! • . * 
^ a u m I)at ber Sag bir ni t gela$t , 
2Cag fann bir Jjetfen benn bie 9Jad)t ? 
©ie if ' bodj jiumm un ' taub un ' blfnb I 
SBuIjitt mit le i^ten ©innen ? 

gel)' Mrb ienen!" 
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Whither ? 

T o a girl 

HITHER, whither, pretty child? The 
world is not yet open ! Oh, see, how quiet 

it is all around ! 'T is before daybreak, the streets 
are mute. Whither, whither do you hurry? 'Tis 
now good to sleep, and, do you see, the flowers 
are still a-dreaming ; every bird's nest is still silent. 
Whither, pray, are you driven now? Whither do 
you hurry, tell me, and what to do? — " T o earn 
a living ! " 

Whither, whither, pretty child, walking so late 
at night? Alone through the darkness and cold ! 
And everything is at rest, the world is silent. 
Whither does the wind carry you? You will yet 
lose your way ! Scarcely has day smiled on you, 
how can the night help you? For it is mute, and 
deaf, and blind. Whither, whither with easy mind ? 
— " To earn a living ! " 
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Sic JWfl̂ iigolff jurn SlrBcttcr 

Summer i f l)eunt, fdjon (Summer i f Ijeunt 
© u Ijorft, wie ic£> pfeiff' bir a sftigen ? 
tiefbfoen £immei bie S u n n ' golbtg fdjeint, 

gg fingen in SBalb meine luftige greunb', 
gg fnmmen in ©ritngrag bie gltegen; 
gg plaubert ber QuaU' un ' eg murmeli ber Seidj, 
gg btitfjen un ' fdjmetfen bie 33Iumetacfy reidj, — 
©enug tn gabrif bir 3U Itegen! 
©telj' auf, bie 9iatur tyat bid) audj gar nit feinb, — 
Sd)on (Summer if I)eunt, fd)on Summer i f fyemtt! 
93ieX Suftigfeit, »tel SSergenugen 
g in 3ebwebeg atfjemt, ein 3ebeg genieft, — 
gg fragen nor 3ltfe, wu bu ergej bif i : 
©ein gtjeelef if ba j;a, bein STtjeil i f saran, — 
9ht, nemm eg, o, nemm bag, bu Sirbeitermann! 

Scbon Summer i f i£t, fdjon Summer if ' i £ t ! 
©er Sd)metterling tanj t auf bie 23lumen, 
©er ftlberner Siegenbel m'djajebig fprijt, 
gg flefyen bie 23erg afo grim un ' »arfpi£t, 
©ie 2uft if gemifdjt mit $ a r f u m e n ; 
©ie Sdjafeladj fpringen in blumigen Sfjat , 
©er $ag tud j berijort fd)6n ber $agtuf$fe 'g $o t , 
©ie ^eiiige 3et t if' gefummen! 
Shi, mad)' nit fein Sd)i jeg! bag £eben ttarbli^t, — 
Sd)im Summer if i£t, fd)im Summer i f i£ t l 
©er 9tab mag auf a ffiBeite yarj iummen,— 
© u §aft afo lang, afo bitter gefdjafft, 
23arwenb't afo narrifd) bein eiferne ^ r a f h 
D , reb' fid) nit etn, ag bag Seben i f S tu f j , 
£eb' auf mit a g^eef^el bem »un © e n u g ! 
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The Nightingale to the Laborer 

SUMMER is to-day, summer is to-day! Do 
you hear how I warble a song for you ! The 

sun shines golden in the deep blue sky 5 my airy 
friends sing in the forest; the flies buzz in the 
green grass; the spring babbles, the brook mur-
murs ; the little flowers bloom and shed their rich 
perfume. Enough your lying in the factory 1 Get 
up Nature loves you also ! Summer is to-day 
summer is to-day! Everything breathes joy and 
pleasure, everybody enjoys himsel f , -a l l ask where 
you are. Your part is there, there is a share for 
you — so take it, oh, take it, you working man ! 

Summer is now, summer is now! The butter-
fly dances upon the flowers ! the silvery ram dr ives 
delightfully; the mountains are green and dear y 
o u S d against the sky; the air is mingled with 
perfumes ; the sheep frisk in the flowery v d e ; the 
shepherd hears the shepherdess's c a l l ; - he M y 
time has come ! So do not delay, for life passes 

is now, ~ » 
Let the wheel be silent for a while! You nave 
worked so long and so painfully you have so 
foolishly used up your iron strength M 
think that life is worthless, lift up with pleasure the 

cup of enjoyment! 
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Sd>on Summer if ba, fdjon Summer if b a ! 
3d) wen eg bir eBig nit fingen, 
©enn enbltd) wet lummen auf mir a u $ a Sdjo, 
Sftein 3weig wet »arnel)men bie ftnftere 
©ag tyeiltge Sieb wet ijarjhtmmen. 
Soiattg wie id) ftng' bir araB »un bem 23aum 
33un greUjett un' £ieBe bem golbenem Srftum, 
So f)eB' bid) un ' lag bid) nit bingen. . . . 
©ie £immlen sarBIeiBen audj eBig nit Ho, 
Sd)on Summer i f ba, fd)oit Summer i f ba ! 
Sijimb fann men luflig sarBringen, 
©enn rtd)tig wie bu, welder welft Bei'm 3ftafd)in', 
SSarwelft enbltd) Sttleg un ' tragt fid) a$ in ; 
SRomenten nor Bilben bag M e n , bie 3eit, — 
SBarfe^n a f o m e n t , i f sarloren ber S t r e i t ! 

83B5S if ' bte 2 M t ? 

i f unfer 2 M t e I a Sdj laf j immer nor, 
Un' if nor a (Sljolem bag SeBen; 

© a n n fotten mir, will id), aud) metne paar 3a i j r 
3 n gute GHjatomeg sjarfdjweBen. 

© a n n will idj ®f)aIomeg »un greifjeit un ' ©lud, 
2Bie jene grog artige £e r r en ; 
© a n n will id) in (£l)oIem a fteBIidjen S l id , 
Un' wit! nit me | r traumen »un Sra^ren. 

Un' if unfer SMte t a Sftmc^e, a Sa l t , 
SBu mir feinen 2itte sarBetten; 
© a n n wittt fid) mir <xu&) fi£en Breitti<$ in S a a l 
Un' tyaften a (S^eeief a fetten. 
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Summer is here, summer is here ! I shall not 
sing it to you eternally, for finally my hour, too, 
will strike, — a dark crow will occupy my branch, 
the holy song will cease. As long as I sing to you 
from the tree of the golden dream of freedom and 
love, — rise and let me not urge you any longer ! 
The heaven will not remain eternally blue ! Summer 
is here, summer is here ! Now one can pass a merry 
time, for just like you, who are now fading at your 
machine, everything will in the end wither and be 
carried away. Life is composed but of moments, 
and a moment unused is a battle lost! 

What is the World? 

IF our world is but a sleeping room, and life is 
only a dream, —then I wish my few years 

should flit away in good dreams. 

Then I wish dreams of freedom and happiness 
like those the great gentlemen dream of; then I 
want to see pleasant sights in my dream, and I do 
not want to dream ot tears. 

And if our world is a feast, a ball, and we the 
invited guests, then I, too, wish to be seated com-
fortably in the hall and have my own good share of 
the banquet. 
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$ud) fann id) sarbauen a ©adj, wag if gut, 
21 Siffen a redjten sar t ragen; 
3 $ l>aB' in mein_©uf aut^ biefetBige S l u t , 
2Bte bie, wctt^e Djreg parmogen. 

Un' if nor a ©arten ajiinb unfer SB eft, 
SDu 'g wadjfen audj atter^anb Stofeu, 
© a n n will idj fpagieren bort, wu mir gefallt, 
Un' nit, wu Me Sietdje mir lafen. 

© a n n wittt fid) mir tragen pun S lumen a ^ r a n j , 
3 $ Witt fid? mit ©orner nit j ieren; — 
© a n n wiGt {!$ mir a u $ mit mein SieBjie in ®lan$ 
S u n SJlprten un ' fiorfteer fpajieren. 

Un' i f unfer SBelt a SJfildjome ajiinb, 
SBu ©tarfe un ' ©djwadjere fhei ten; 
© a n n art mid> fein ©turem, fein SBeib un ' fein $ inb , 
3d) BleiB' nit mit Jtalttett »un SBeiten. 

© a n n warf ' idj in geuer fid), wer' id) a £elb, 
Un' farnpf wie a 2oeB' far bem © d j w a ^ e n ; 
Un' trefft m i $ bie flaul, — id) fall ' tot auf 'n geib, 
© a n n fann idj audj ftarBenbig lacfyen. , • • 

9luf 'it Soteitgarten 

£raum 

$ 3 ® 9 t a$ t if a fiiGe, eg leu^ t ' t bie Sewone, 
®g funflen bie ©teren in £ immel ; — 

SJiidj tragt ber Sal=djoIem burdj Sot un ' burdj SeBen, 
Un' fjort, wag mir djolemt in ©rimtnel! 
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I can, indeed, digest a thing that is good, I can 
stand a dainty morsel; I have the same blood in 
my body as those who possess great fortunes. 

And if our world is but a garden where all kinds 
of roses grow, — then I wish to pleasure myself 
where I please, and not where the rich permit me 
to walk. 

Then I want to wear a wreath of flowers, and do 
not wish to adorn myself with thorns ; then I want 
to walk with my beloved one in the splendor of 
myrtles and laurels. 

And if our world is now a battlefield where the 
strong struggle with the weak, — then, in spite of 
storm, and wife and child, I shall not stand coldly 
aside. 

Then I thrust myself into the fire, become a hero 
and battle like a lion for the weak; and if the bullet 
strike me, and I fall dead on the field, — then I, 
too, can die laughing ! 

In the Garden of the Dead 
A Dream 

NIGHT is silent, the moon shines, and the 
stars twinkle in the sky. The angel of dreams 

carries me thro' death and life, and hear what 
I dream in my slumber! 
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2ln alter Seffolem, juworfene $worim, 
Segraftene ©litcfen un' 3oreg; 
© a liegen Me ©ute, ba liegen bie ©d)Ied)te, 
25a rufyen bie J?ned)f wie bie ©roreg. 

D t wu nit wu djolemt a SBerfte a ftille, 
21 SBintele wiegt t&re Bweigen; — 
3 $ ftelj' bort geftrodjen un ' I)or' nit fein S o r t e r , — 
©ie £ote, bie £ote, fee f^weigen. 

3 $ ftef)' un ' ftetrad>t' arum mir bie Sftajeeweg, 
©ie I)unberte Serglad) bie jiumme; 
3 $ fej>' borten Jtwortm, un ' lenntig and) ^worirn 
S u n 2treme, Dieidje, un ' grumme. 

gg tragt jid& a SBtntel un' Iaf$tf<$et bie ©ritfter, 
e g wiegen jid) often bie S la t t l ad) : 
„2l Ijeilige 3tul)e auf end) in bie $worim, 
21 p l i g e Muty in Me S e t t l a t V ' 

3d) ftei)', un ' eg grault mid)! e g reb't ber 33at=d)oIem: 
„ 3 n ©orem=fett fet) un ' in Boffett 1 
Setradjt sun bie ©eiten jwei jtille ©elagerg,— 
Sarfteljjl bu fee? ©ag' eg mir offeni" 

3d) fef)', wie sarfdjieben eg fetnen bie .ftworim! 
28ie fann ba Sarfd>tebenl)ett fummen ? 
ga r wag if ot ber Sergei nefted) a f)of)Ier, 
2Bie fummt auf bem jweiten bie Slumen ? 

„SarjleI)fi bu, fag', Sftenfd), far wag ba wad)fen Slumen, 
Un' borten if ' ©arnb nor un ' ©tetner ?" 
£ a t mid) ber Sal=d)oIem gefragt, un ' gefcfyworen, 
2Ig er weif) bem ©fob un ' mel)r Reiner. 
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An olcl cemetery, scattered graves, buried happi-
ness and sorrows: there lie the good, there lie the 
bad, there rest the slaves and the oppressors. 

Here and there an old willow dreams, and a soft 
wind rocks its branches ; I stand in anguish and 
hear no words: the dead, the dead, — they are 
silent. 

I stand and look at the tombstones around me, 
at the hundreds of silent mounds; I see their 
graves, and't is evident — graves of the poor, the 
rich, and the pious. 

A zephyr blows and passes over the little hills, 
the leaves above them rock to and fro: " Holy 
peace be unto you in the graves, holy peace in your 
little beds ! " 

I stand and shudder! The angel of dreams 
speaks: " Look to the South, and to the North ! 
Look there at the two quiet restingplaces! Do 
you understand their meaning? Tell me openly ! " 

I look: how different the two graves are! 
Whence comes here a difference? Why is this 
mound here entirely bare, why are there flowers on 
the other? 

" Do you understand, O man, why flowers grow 
there, while here there is sand and rocks?" the 
angel of dreams asked me, and he assured me 
that he alone knew the secret thereof, and no one 
else. 
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„ D t ba, unter biefen ftewacfyfenem Sergei ,— 
©er SWenfcf) Ijat ftelangt 3U bie ©djinber, 
$flegt marteren ©djwacfye un ' peinigen Bitter 
©ie areme 2lrfteiterfinber* 

„g r Ijat a SDfal Slrfteiterftlut nor gefaugen, 
©epetnigt bte areme ©f lasen ; — 
©ersun pflegen queGen T&ci iljm feine ©lieber, 
D t bag f)at if)tn gettfeit gefcfyaffen. 

„Un' iijt i f sun 2lrftetter'g areme .Sodjeg, 
S a g er f)at sarfreffen, sarnuntmen, 
©er baftger ©artele often geroofen,— 
©ag feinen bem 2Irfteiter'g S l u m e n ! 

„ O n bort 3u bem nadeten Sergei ftelangt eg! 
©ag feinen bem Slrfteiter'g Sweeten! 
©ag roadjfl Bttn fein SOfardj, sun fein S lu t , feine Sraljren, 
S a g er tyat sarloren burcfy Jtetten." 

gg ftlaj* f t$ a S in t e l e fHH b u r $ bte $wortm, 
gg Ijoren ftdj S o r t e r in © a r t e n : 
„©ie Slumen bie f^oene, fee feinen gegamset, 
D t borten ftelangen fee, borten J" 

Un' Ijeftiger tragt f t$ ber S t u b burdj bie ©ritfter 
Un' raufdjt mit a ftoefe SJieftume, — 
gg Ijoren ftc^ S o r t e r , gar fcfyredlidje S o r t e r : 
„Sarban!t eg bie grumme, bie grumme !" 

© a gleid) $at bem Slrfteiter'g ©ruft ft<̂ > gefpalten, 
©er SJieg fjat gebunnert mit 3 o r e n : 
„©, nit nor bie Slumen alletn feinen meine, — 
©ie Sretter fogar sun fein £)ren. 
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" Here, under this thickly grassed mound — the 
man who lies there has been a flayer: he tortured 
the weak, and tormented bitterly the poor working 
children. 

" He lived on the blood of the laborers, and tor-
mented the poor slaves, — and that gave sustenance 
to his limbs and brought forth fatness. 

" And now, from the strength of the poor working 
men, which he has devoured and used up, there 
has grown up that little garden above him : those 
are the flowers of the working man! 

" They belong to the bare mound over yonder ! 
They are the laborer's blooms! They have grown 
from his marrow, from his blood, from his tears 
which he shed in chains ! " 

A wind softly blows over the graves, and the 
words are heard in the garden: "The beautiful 
flowers, they are stolen flowers, they belong over 
yonder, over yonder ! " 

And stronger grows the wind that passes over 
the mounds, and it howls in anger. Words, 
terrible words are heard: " You may thank for it 
the pious, the pious ! " 

Suddenly the working man's grave clove open; 
the dead man thundered in anger : " Not only the 
flowers are mine, nay, even the boards of the coffin 
are mine! 
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„Un' nit nor tic Sretter aflein »un fein Dren, 
Sadjridjim, audj i^r feib nit feine! 
© a s p t er burd) mir, burd) mein areme ^ ra je , — 
D, 2tKe3 un' 8flle« if' meine!" 

^ac^bem if ber Soter arauf in ber Cuften 
m t ^oleg t „©a3 wet end) nod) foflen !" 
Un' f;at feine ginger in gaujten sarbrodjen, 
Un' p t auf ber SBelt fid) imrmojlen. 

SBar <Sd)redenifj id) erwadjt oun mein ®§oIem, 
© o $ Hingt mir tn Dtyer bie Sa ine : 
„D, nit nor aflein if bie Slumen geganwet, 
9?or M t * un' M t $ i f meine !" 
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" And not only the boards of the coffin, — you 
shrouds, you too are mine ! He has it all through 
my work, my poor work, — oh, all and all is mine I " 

Then the dead one passed away in the air with 
cries : "You will pay for it yet! " and he clenched 
his fist and threatened the world. 

Frightened I awoke from my dream, but there 
still resound in my ears the words: "Not only 
the flowers have been stolen, nay, all and all is 
mine ! " 

ii 



N A T I O N A L SONGS 
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<§ftre 

wottf, ba$ t ftdj, tooflen je$t beten rnetn S^re, 
@te foft etoag ladjen — eg gefyt aber n i t 

3 a , 23riiberla$, erfieng if jc^t bei mtg ©ftrc, 
Un' jiarn eppeg, fagt mir, wie Iad)t eg a 3 « b ? 

Di , SEate, bu I a # ? ' i if a ^ l a g ' sum ©e la^ te r ! 
3 n jitbifcfye greub' i f benn ba eppeg Sftecfyfg ? 
£)er jitbifdjer if benn eppeg a ren ter? 

9ft tf$maf$ boc^ nor sun a @ufj nn' a ? 

21 @pafj p t a £am gar bag jubifcfye 2eben! 
21 fyat ber jubtf$er Sftafel a S^een! 
3 n £>tmmel bte jtlberne 2BoIfenbla$ fcfyroeben, 
3 n gelb if a G^ijeg, bu — fljj' nor un ; wein! 

£>er 23alb i f genmrjtg, un ' gritn tf ber ©arten, 
3 n g r i l l i n g ber SBintel, toit frifcJ) nn ' fete fttfyl! 
2Bag art eg bid) 3iibel, wag art eg btcf) borten ? 
23et btr i f bo$ ©fire, bu fitfj ' in ber ©HIT! 

2)er lieblidjer (Summer, ber £rofhtng mm 2eben, 
@r lanft gar in ©ufjen, in ^ r a ^ j e n »arbei: 
SBag fann er bem 3uben far £offnungen geben, 
21 3iiben, — wag troeft't t | tn a ©umrner, a SJlai ? 
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Sephirah 

MESEEMS I should like to ask my Muse to 
laugh a little, but it is all in vain, for, to be-

gin with, we now have Sephirah, and, besides, tell 
me : how can a Jew laugh at all? 

Oh, God, you laugh? What a pitiful laughter! 
Is there anything real in the pleasures of a Jew? 
Is the laughter of a Jew at all real? No, it is but a 
mixture of sighing and groaning ! 

Jewish life has no flavor, Jewish happiness has no 
grace ! In the heavens float the silvery clouds, the 
woods are full of life, but you sit down and weep ! 

The forest is redolent, and green is the garden; 
the breezes of Spring — how refreshing and how 
cool,! What concern is that to you, Jew, what con-
cern" to you? You now have Sephirah, so sit silently 
and weep! 

The lovely summer, the consolation of life, 
passes away in sobs and in sighs. What hopes can 
it give to the Jew? What consolation to him is 
summer, and May? 
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; 2 1 : t f 53 fS t mt fein ttm ju Itegeit, 
t ^gVSefeWeW-v ; m f £ ftdj rnit tJjm nor a r u m : — 

9tu, t f eppeg f$ajid? f<w t$m Sargeniigen, 
; - % © M e n m;t Sfofofm; a 8 a n m , ju a S lum ? 
r * * r c '• r r r r r r r 

• f • c r t r r 

il<r Pfomrrfdjt ber 3«b, tsenn er ftngt ftcfy fattanber, 
V m m lp, '- c groei)Itd)fcit ba in fein Sieb ? 

§or' in fetn -Dfigen n o r : „$3anber un ' tsanber!" 
3i t jebweber State berfenn' bem 3 « b . 

£>em jubtfdjen Steb, tsenn eg foil nor betfjoren 
2ln emejfer Sfteewitt, tsag tsetfj sun ©efang, 
2)ann mug er nit wiflenbtg giefjen mtt £ra§ren 
t in ' tser'en erjittert sun Jebweber $ Iang . 

21 jittrtge £ftje, a £rue, a ©cfytsorim— 
D bag t f ajtinber ber }ubtf$er ©ujt, 
21 ©ufi, tsag erwedft nor ©efufylen -fttsorim, 
21 ©uft, toad jufdjmettert a fia^Iene ©rujh 

21 £ftte4eont, a 3atfe, a ^ tne — 
£> bag i f bie Jiibifae fufjie Stfuftf, 
©ett bort, in fein fyeiltge Sfomtm^mebtne, 
SSarftort if gewor'en fetn greub1 un ' fetn ©lucf. 

£), fett tn fetn Jempel juf^mettert, gurtefcen 
©ein geinb p t bie fuffte jtlefemer, i f nor 
©em 3iibel ber flagli^er ©djofer geHieBen, 
2Ittf tseidjen er d)tipet nor ein $ i a l in 3 a § r . 

SSun 3imMen, sun t a u t e n , sun £arfen, sun gieblen, 
23un ©rglen, ^larnetten, gafiol un ' © t t t a r \ 
3 f me|r nit geWiefcen bem aremen 3itblen 
©er ftnfterer ©$ofer, jutriident un ' barr . 
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A raedicant who has no place where to rest him-
self, with whom everybody has his sport, — say, is it, 
then, proper for him to think of pleasures, of gar-
dens, of balsam, of a tree, or of a flower ? 

And if even the Jew at times breaks forth into 
song, do you imagine his song to be full of mirth? 
I hear in his melody only : " Wander and wander ! " 
by every note I recognize the Jew. 

If one who is well versed in music were to hear 
a Jewish song, he could not abstain from shedding 
tears or from being deeply moved by every sound 
of it. 

The ram's-horn's call to repentance and attrition 
of spirit,—that is now the favored Jewish melody, 
a melody that wakens only feelings for the grave, a 
melody that shatters a breast of steel. 

The Suppliant's Psalm, the Song of Atonement, 
and of the Destruction of the Temple, — these are 
the sweetest music of the Jew, ever since in his 
holy land of balsams his joys and his happiness 
have been disturbed. 

Oh, ever since his enemies have shattered and 
broken the sweetest instruments of music in his 
Temple, there has been left to the Jew nothing but 
the plaintive ram's-horn, upon which he sobs but 
once a year. 

Of cymbals and drums, of harps and lyres, of 
organs and clarinets, flutes and guitars, there is 
nothing left to the poor Jew but the gloomy ram's-
horn, withered and dry. 
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Un' wad er foil fingen, un' tote er foil ladjett, 
t in ' toie er foil fptelen gar froel)ltd)btg fiif, 
©ert)ort men in Sieb fetnem plu^Itng ertoadjen 
21 „£fire4eottt" — bag £>era gi't a Sftif. 

3d? tt>oHP, ba$ t f?d>, tuoflen fefct Beten mein S^re, 
@te foil etoag lateen, eg getjt after n i t ! 
35 , Sritberladj, erjleng if je$t Bet ung ©ftre, 
£>eunt jiam eppeg, fagt mtr, jptc t a$ t eg a 3 u b ? 

ffelbmefiett 

— sarang bie alte SDfhte 
t in ' turn tyinten 5>efsje*3tt>eetel! 

Sftine tuetnt un ' fagt bie £$ tne , 
Un' bie 3wette legt bem ilnoeteI» 

t in ' eg feiflen ftd) bie Sraljren 
@tttl un ' toarern anf ber STdjhte: — 
Sfylipenbtg, nor faurn ju f)oren, 
©agt sarflemmt bie alte 9Jitne: 

„@tarler £ a r r ttnn atle SBelten! 
3 $ , betn SMenfhttoib, fdjwad) un ' arem, 
SOteji' bie ru^tge ©ejelten, 
Die 3abi!im'g jiiUe ^wortm. 

„2tlle 33ergela$ bie ftumme 
SJieft' id), guter ©ott, ajunber, 
2Bu eg rutyen betne grumme, 
£>eine ^elfjgeliebte .Kinber, 
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And whatever he may sing, and however he may 
laugh, and however joyously he may try to play, 
one suddenly hears awakening in his song the 
Suppliant's Psalm, which painfully touches the 
heart. 

Meseems I should like to ask my Muse to laugh 
a little, but it is all in vain, for, to begin with, we 
now have Sephirah, and, besides, tell me: how 
can a Jew laugh at all? 

The Measuring of the Graves 

SE E ! In front is old Minneh and behind 
Pessyeh-Tsvaitle ! Minneh weeps and says her 

prayer, while the other lays the yarn. 

And the tears roll, silent and hot, on the prayer-
book ; sobbing, but scarcely audible, old Minneh 
says, with oppressed heart: 

" Strong Lord of all the worlds ! I, thy handmaid, 
weak and poor, measure the quiet abodes, the still 
graves of the just. 

" All silent mounds I now measure, good God, 
where there rest thy pious, thy warmly beloved 
children, 
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„£BeIdje fittgen bortctt ©djire 
S a r beht <Stu§l in ljo$en £tmmel, 
3eber (Siner »un fein ©ire, 
SDurd) fetn efcig fiipen £>rtmmel* 

„Un' »un bem gelegten ^noetel 
SBet mit gorcpgfet t un ' SSJfore 
Sftadjen Sidjt bent 9>efie=3tt»eetel, 
Urn ju lernen, ©ott, bein £ore, 

„Unt ju Beten b i$ 3)?ed)tfe, 
© a s bu fotlfl ftfyon fort betfjoren 
Sajntew's emedbtge £ftle 
Un' berfe^n gtSrojel'd Srafjren 1" • • • 

bem lafurttem £uft=jam fcfytoeBen 
Die ©ilBertooIfenblad) a r u m ; 

S)ie (Steren fixnlfen, ©teren leBen, 
£>ie S'wone nor if Bletd) un ' jlumm. 

ru^t ber SBalb in ttefen ©djwetgen, 
$)ie 23aumer jiefyen fd^a, sartracfjt ,— 
$etn SBintele Bewegt bie 3tt>etgen, 
<£i f$ la f t bie @rb', ed flummt bie 9to<$t. 

9tor toeit in © a l b un ' in (Sfafone 
£>er mte r fie^t bort mit fein $ inb , — 
Sr if' mefabefdj bte Sewone, 
®r Bet't ed far it)r £ i$ t ajuttt*: 
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"Who sing the Hymns before thy throne in 
the high heaven, each one from his habitation, 
through his eternal, sweet dream. 

"And with this measured yarn thy Pessyeh-
Tsvaitle will make candles in awe and fear, in 
order, O God, to study thy Law by it, 

" And to ask thy forgiveness, that thou mayest, 
at last, hear Jacob's fervent prayer, and accept the 
tears of Israel." 

The Moon-Prayer 

IN the azure aerial ocean the silver clouds 
hover; stars twinkle, stars are merry, but the 

moon is pale and silent. 

The forest rests in deep silence; the trees stand 
hushed in meditation; not a breeze moves the 
branches, — earth sleeps, night is mute. 

Only deep in the awful forest an old man stands 
with his child : he is blessing the moon and prays 
now for its light. 
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„D, ®ott, l<$ Bet' Bei Mr mii S t o l e n , 
£)erl?or' mettt sitterbigen $ o l ; 
gg foil U)r ©$ein sarboppelt wer'en, 
@ie foil nocfy tcucf)ten wie a 

„2Bie bein SegtauBter f)5t gef^rieBen: 
— S t e grope jwei un' glei^e 8t$t , — 
D, ®ott, tote Blet$ i f fte geBIieBen, 
flutf an ifjr j ierBItc^ @efl<$t!" 

D, wie jufltngt es f t$ in Stiffen, 
3 n ttefen 2 M b , fetn p f j ®eBet! 
SGie gtefjen bad bie ©ef i i^en! 
2Bie fcfywetgt es M t i , wenn er reb't! 

©etn tfinb nor fufft, wet lann erflaren, 
2Bad oBen, in bem Blauen 3am, 
gg gtcmjen siele t)effe ©teren, 
t in' mandje fc^mitnllen, ftfymunflen lam ? 

Huge $ inb Betradjt ed oBen 
Un' fragt bem Sllten, nit geftort: 
„D, fag' bodj, 93ater, mag men glauBen 
3 n bem, wad tjaB' oft gefjort? 

„9Jlen fagt, bem gieidjen'S ©teren funfelt, 
3 f immer $eff, if ' fianbig grof, 
£)em Bremen's »arfef)tt, er bunfelt, 
3Sarlof$t ftd>, to f^ t f i$ un ' ge^t and. 

feinen tafe ba SDtafoted 
D borten ? ©ag' bo$, Ja ju netn ? 
SSebeuten fee i 9tut)' i ®oIe<5, 
3 greub', i (Stenb, i ©ewein? 
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" O God, I pray to thee in tears, — hear my 
trembling voice ! Let its light be doubled, let it 
shine as of yore. 

" A s thy Trusted one has written: the two 
great and equal lights ! O God, how pale it has 
become, look at its mortal face ! " 

Oh, how his warm prayer resounds in the silence 
of the deep forest! How his feelings flow ! How 
all is silent when he speaks ! 

His child looks on and wonders why above, in 
the blue ocean, many stars are shining bright, 
while some barely, barely twinkle ? 

The clever child looks on high and, without 
being interrupted, asks his father : " Oh, tell me, 
father, can we believe that which I have often 
heard ? 

" They say the rich man's star sparkles, is always 
bright, always large, while the poor man's star 
grows dimmer, dimmer, and finally goes out? 

" Are there, indeed, stars of destiny above? Tell 
me, yes or no? Do they stand for peace and 
oppression, pleasure, misery and weeping ? 
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„ D n fefjji bort fenem Heinem ©teren ? 
3 f unfer SWttfel er n i t ? ©ag ' ! 
SBeil nnfer M e n trieft nor Srafjren 
tin' jtnfier if ' mtd jeber J a g . • . . 

„Un' !ann n o $ fein, ad er foil gtanjen, 
2Bie jene bort, in goib'nem $rad) t? 
3 u toft^t er fid) bad aud in ©anjen, 
2lnf e6ig bedt i^m ju bie 9tadjt?" 

©er Sitter fneetfc&t bem tjodjen ©teren, 
(Er Hart an (Sntfer fa t bad $ inb , — 
®d fummen ©itfgen, fummen S tamen , 
© o $ SBorter nit afo gefdjwinb. • . . 

2>te erfie 2toile 

( $ © f^neib't ber groft, bet ©tntem fe | t , 
Un' 33af$e fit^rt un ' 3iele 

©em gif^er 'd fdjoene J o t t e r Je^t 
3 n fatten SBaffer-twile. 

„9ttt fcfyred' ftdj t i n b , o, maty b e m m ! 
©ie 3eit tjat angettmnfeit: 
SSargangen if bod) fdjon bie ©unn' , — 
© u muf ftd) untertunfen." 

„©em Sore'd ©jfobim feinen gtofi, — 
9tif$fof$e, maty fein £ n u e ! 
© u fytingft arein un ' fptingjt araud, 
Un' iof^et , au 3tefue." 
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" Do you see over yonder the small star? Is it 
not ours? Tell me! For our life is heavy with 
tears, and all our days are dark. 

" And can it be that it will shine some day like 
those others, in golden splendor? Or will it en-
tirely go out, and will eternal night cover i t?" 

The old man wrinkles his high brow and thinks 
of an answer for the child; there come sobs, there 
come tears, but words are late in coming. . . . 

The First Bath of Ablution 

THE frost cuts sharply, the storm rages, and 
Basheh and Tsilleh lead now the fisherman's 

daughter to the cold bath of ablution. 

" Be not frightened, my child ! 'T is but a small 
matter. The time has approached; for, you see, 
the sun has gone down, and you must dive under." 

" The mercies of the Lord are great! Do not 
tarry, be quick! You leap in, you leap out, and 
you are ritually pure." 
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Un' fetj', ed judt bad jarte Sett, 
3 i t isilben grojt un' ©turem. 
21, wiflji bu fein a Ruben's SBeiB, 
©ewoein' b i$ ju Seffurim! . . . 

©ie fpringt aretn, fie fpringt aruf, 
Umfiijt, umfiijt ^ecfyome! 
Dort jle$t un ' fucft ber Sft l^ftgt tf , — 
© u tuft geBlieben tome. 

t in ' wieber p k n fief) getudt 
m i t ©$re<$ bte f^oene ©Iiefcet; 
©od) sun beweiten ftetjt un ' fucft 
©er Drel4ome wieber. 

flarter werb ber grojt, er brennt! 
©ie Gut t e r un' bie ©cf^eene, 
©ee Bremen bie jufror'ne £anb ' , 
t in ' Metier tserb bie ©$oene. 

„9ht, tlju' ?e wie ber ©in id, £ i n b ! 
21 to eg i f fd)on ber 9iof$e, — 
2lrein p m britten SJiat, gef^winb! 
£etn 33oef', fein SBoef, nifc^fof^e!" 

©ie S5Iei$e toeidjt sun ©in nit aft 
t in ' tljut, wie 'S fiefjt gef^rieBen: 
©ie i f arein, fie if ' arafe, 
Un' i f fd>on bort sarfcliefeen. . . . 
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And behold, the tender body shivers in the se-
vere frost and the storm. Ah, you wish to become 
the wife of a Jew, so get used to suffering ! . . . 

She leaps in, she leaps up;—in vain, in vain, 
my dear ! There stands and looks a Gentile, — 
you remain impure. 

And again the beautiful limbs dive under in terror, 
but the uncircumcised still stands at a distance and 
looks on. 

The frost grows stronger and more biting. The 
mother and the neighbor, they rub their frozen 
hands, —and the beautiful one grows paler. 

" Now, do as the Law requires, my child ! The 
evil man has gone away. Go in for the third time, 
quickly ! It will not hurt, do not mind it! " 

The pale one does not break the Law, and does 
as is written. She leaped in, she went down, and 
she remained below. . . . 
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S e t SMamfcr 

^ 3 ® Sljeeber^finber willen fid) mit mtr ntt fptelen, 
©er 9tef>e fled)t mid) burd) mit feme 23liden; 

9lit ba far mtr fein ^ e r j mit menfd)lidje ©efuf)len, — 
©ie SBefle wollten geren mid) berfltden, • , • 

SSun .ftibefdHedjer, wu bie ^inber aKe fuppen, 
9JZtd) jagt mit wtlben aweg ber ©Earned, — 
£etfi' ^ a m f e r " , tor gum Drenfobefdj ftdj nit ftuppen, 
3Sarfd)olten fetnen meine „baleb 2lmed." 

©er (£f)afett_tragt gum „?ejenen" bie ©ofertore, 
Un' 3eber Siner fufc^t iljr mit a $bufd)e: 
3d) jtefl' bie £typen aud, men lucft auf mtr, a SOtore! 
3d) W f t^ mit SBe^tag un ' mit 33uf$e. 

3d) tradjt' un' t radjf , un ' fann metn GHjet f t$ nit erflaren t 
2Bad f)et§t a SJiamfer? ©agt, far wad mid? plagen? 
tin' frag' id) ed mein Gut te r , weint fie fcitt're Sratyren, 
©ie fufdjt mid) p i p un ' will ed mir nit fSgen. 

ga r anb're ^inber f)5t a £ate wad ju fagen, 
tin' far a 3ojfe m ftd) 3eber (Siner: — 
9ior id) Bin fjeffer, wie a S l a t t sun SStnb getragen, 
Sic^uj ein fd)wacf)ed SBeib, o, liebt mid) Reiner! 

Un' wu if' bod) metn £a te ergej fjingefumnten ? 
9iit ba fein ©ntfer far bem 9?awenabtem 
3 P et geftorben ? $ 5 t ber £immel tf)m genummen ? 
ga r wad fag' id) fein ^abefd) nad) mein £aten ? 
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The Bastard 

THE school children do not want to play with 
me; the teacher pierces me with his look; 

there is no heart with human feelings for me, — 
and even the best would fain strangle me. . . . 

The beadle drives me away, in wild anger, from 
the cup of benediction, from which all children 
sip. I am called " bastard," am not allowed to 
approach the Holy Ark, cursed are my " four cubits." 

The Precentor carries around the Scroll before 
its reading, and everybody kisses it with ardor: I 
pout my lips to kiss it, they look at me in terror, — 
I turn away in pain and shame. 

I think, and think, and cannot understand my 
transgression. What does it mean—"bastard"? 
Say, why do they plague me ? And if I ask my 
mother, she weeps bitter tears, and kisses me fer-
vently and will not answer me. 

Other children have a father for their protector, 
and everybody takes the part of an orphan, — but 
I am forlorn, like a leaf carried by the wind, — ex-
cepting a weak woman no one loves me ! 

And what has become of my father ! There is 
no answer to the outcast. Has he died? Has 
Heaven taken him ? Why do I not say the Prayer 
for the Dead after my father? 
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frftg' bent S i n b . ©ie SOBelt i f jiumm gu meine 
(Sdjmergen, 

3 $ W fein ®ntfer, I)or' fein ®inem reben, 
©em (Smed nor sarnetym' t<$ tief Bei mir in £ergen; 
S3tn unfd)utbig un ' leib umfiifte Seiben. 

S e t iitbiftfjer SRai 

ttgS®©®^ if ber «Kai gefummen 
SWit fein 3auBer, mit fein $ r a $ t , — 

Sitle ©rafen, aKe S lumen 
£aBen wieber aufgewatfyt. 
SBteber BIitl)t ed auf bie gelber, 
SBieber griint ed in bie SGiiiber, 
SBfeber gtanjt ed itBerall, 
SGieber fingt bie 9tad>tigalL 

SBieber nemmt ber g r i l l i n g maten 
SD ît fetn $ i n f e l ; wie er f^miert , 
SBer'en Merger, wer'en £I)alen, 
SBerb bie @rb' mit ©run sargiert; 
SCieber Ia<6t bie ©unn ' arnnter 
3 u ber SBelt un ' ma<$t il)r munter : 
«Wtt itjr @$meid)ei, mit i^r 
9Jiad)t fie greit ifjr gum ©ettufj. • . • 

©leicfy fftttgt an gu gritnen, BIiif)en 
3eber menfdjlidjer ©efiifyt$ 
2Bunberf$oene ^ a n t a f i e n 
3ietyen b u r $ 'n Bergen jlltl; 
©olbene (Splomed ftfyweBen 
Un' fee weBen 
9teue £immlen, 
Un' fee wetfen 
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I ask the wind. The world is mute to my suffer-
ings ; I hear no answer; I hear no one speaking, — 
I only hear the truth deep in my heart: I am in-
nocent, and suffer vain sufferings. 

The Jewish May 

IAIN May has come with its charm, with its 
lory: All grasses, all flowers have again 

awakened from their slumbers. Again it blooms 
in the fields, again it grows green in the woods, 
again there is splendor everywhere, again the night-
ingale sings. 

Again Spring begins to paint with its brush; as 
it paints, mountains, and valleys, and the whole 
earth clothes itself in green. Again the sun smiles 
down upon the world and makes it merry : with its 
smile, with its kiss it prepares it for pleasures. . . 

At once every human feeling begins to grow green 
and bloom, wonderful melodies pass quietly through 
the heart. Golden dreams hover and weave new 
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gteued M e n , 
Un' ed Heden 
Saufenb ©liiden, 
3ebe ©eete gu erquiden. 

if)r fefjt bort (Sinem treten, 
^udenbig gu b'r <Srb' arab ? 
2luf bie grime gjlaitapeten 
©iif j t er, fcf>oftenbtg bem 
(Sinfam mit fein f^weren Summer 
©ei)t er, abgetebt un ' mitb, — 
@ein gef^mader 9Jiai, fein Summer 
£aben lang f$on, lang sarb tuf j t ! 

SBetpt itjr, fennt it>r jenem ^ranfen, 
2BeId)er ge|t, m btuf>t, 
gftit a fcfyredlicfyen ©ebanfen 
Un' a fiurmtfdjen ©emiit? 
Unfer Sitter, unfer 3 i i b ! 
$eine fiipe ^ a n t a f i e n 
Un' fetn £offnung in fein S l i d : 
©urcf) fein £er jen 
3iet>en ©Emergen, 
Sltte SBunben, 
3lufgebunben 
SJJit Srtnnerungen alte, — 
gjleefftm, ^leeffim, £ruped falte, 
Sltte Sugenb, alted ©litd. 

3eber S t u m ' un' ieber ©oten 
Sreibt mit ifjm a witben © p a j h 

c ©er ©tabun fudt an mit 3 o « n 
Un' bie flrafc ft^reit mit 
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heavens, and call forth new life, and there are a 
thousand happinesses to quicken every heart. 

But, behold, you see there one treading with 
downcast looks ! Upon the green tapestry of May 
he sobs and shakes his head. Lonely, with his 
heavy sorrow, he walks, worn out and tired, — his 
pleasant May, his summer, has faded long, long ago ! 

Do you recognize, do you know that sick one 
who walks, where everything blooms, with a terrible 
thought, with a stormy spirit? Our old acquain-
tance, our Jew ! No sweet fancies, no hope in his 
look; through his heart pass sorrows, old wounds, 
that bring back old recollections : corpses, corpses, 
cold dead bodies, — old youth, old happiness. 

Every flower and every thorn has its sport with 
him: the onion stalk looks gloomy, and the crow 
cries in anger. Strange are to him the flowers, 
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gremb bie Slnmett, fremb bie SBtattcr, 
gremb bie 2BeIt, a frember Sflai! 
grernbe 23oegeI, frembe ©otter, 
grernbe 5Jlenfd)en, — Stag sarbei! . . . 

gadjt nit, Slnmen, nor nit g o t t e n ! 
3f>r feib fc^oen, —gewip, gewip! 
£>0$ ttiel fcfyonere jutreten 
£ a t ber 3iib mit feme gup ' . . . . 
gelber suit mit ^omerangen 
£ a k n in fetn Sanb gegtanjt, 
Seine tomtberfd)oene pflangen 
£ a t fein ©ott allein sarpflanat. . . • 

gragt bie 3ebren sun Sewonen, 
gragt bem ©djoren's grune SJJijrt'! 
D , fee wotfen nod) berfonnen 
©ejer abgelefcten SBirt. 
gragt bem fdjoenem Jparfjafeefftm, 
gragt bem ^armel , — jeben 33aum,— 
gragt bie atte f^oene SQieefftm 
2lnf bem fdjoenem aiten £ raum. . . . 

3 n fein ijeiiiger SOfebtne 
£ a t ©aneeben4uft gefcfymedt, 
3 n fein Sempel I)at bie ©d)$ine 
©tanbig ju t$m entpledt. 
Saufenb ®ngei pflegen fyielen 
3 n fein p i i g e n ©ejelt, 
£aufenb greuben pflegt er fitylen, 
greuben sun an anber SBelt. 
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strange the leaves, strange the world, a strange 
May ! Strange the birds, strange the gods, strange 
the people, — all that is not for him. 

Laugh not, flowers, do not scorn ! You are 
beautiful, no doubt, no doubt! but much more 

beautiful ones the Jew has trod under his feet. . 
Fields full of oranges have gleamed in his country, 
and his beautiful plants were planted by God him-
self. . . . 

Ask the cedars of the Lebanon, ask the green 
myrtle of the Sharon ! Oh, they will still recog-
nize their wearied host, — ask the beautiful Olive 
Mount, ask the Carmel, and ask every tree : ask all 
those dead beauties for that old and beautiful 
dream ! . . . 

In his holy land there breathed air of Paradise, 
in his Temple the Godhead has always manifested 
itself; thousands of angels used to play in his 
tents; he experienced thousand pleasures, joys of 
another world. 
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£>orten p t a SW51 ber 3iibet 
Sui t a wunberreidje gietoet 
2(udgefufd)t bie f^onfte Sieber, 
SMdje Ilingen fein M wieber 
gjlit bemfelBen fiifen 3^nber, 
metn un ' rein un ' fauBer, — 
2Iuf a 2BerBe=Baum, a flumme, 
£ixngt ber (Efyolem »un mein Urne. . . . 

3 5 , aweg i f fener Ctyolem, 
©od) bit Volenti sun bad 9teu — 
£orfi bu, 3 u b ? SSun weitend „ <5$olem!" 
9iuft gu bir a neuer SKai. 
SBein' nit, Bift nod) nit sarloren, 
g p t j t y bu t i p »un Seiben miib, — 
3?eue 35tjren, gute 35i)ren 
SBtnfen fdjon an bir, mein 3 « b ! 
£6rf t bu burdj bie SBoIIen aiefjen 
£immelreid>e SUMobien, 
@upe ^rutnim^anttoniett ? 
£orf t bu, Jjorft bem neuen Sieb ? 

SBteber wet bein <Sfreg f^meden, 
©Tanaen wet bein 2typelftn'; 
SBieber wet fid) ©ott erweden 
Un' wet Brengen bid) d) in . • , • 
(Singen weft bu £>irtentteber, 
$af$enbig nod) beine © d ) 5 f ; 
2eBen weft bu, leBen wieber, 
SeBen eftig, of)n' a ©fof. 

bein f^ red l i^er 9teffie 
2Beft bu axemen mit Sufi ,— 
Unter'm ftummen S a r g 9Jtorie 

ed nod) a £etbenBrufh • . • 
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There, at one time, the Jew drew out the sweetest 
songs from an instrument of wonderful sweetness, 
songs which never sound again with the same sweet 
charm, pure and holy, pure and chaste : upon a 
willow, silent, hangs the dream of my nation. 

Yes, that dream is passed, but you dream anew, — 
do you hear, Jew, from afar a new May calls out 
" P e a ce " to you ? Weep not, you are not yet lost, 
though you are faint with sufferings, — new years, 
good years already beckon to you, my Jew? Do 
you hear passing through the clouds heavenly rich 
melodies, sweet harmonies of Cherubim ? Do you 
hear, do you hear the new song? 

Again your lime will be fragrant, and your orange 
will gleam, again God will awaken and bring you 
thither ! You will sing shepherd songs as you will 
herd your sheep; you will live again, live eternally, 
without end. After your terrible wanderings you 
will again breathe freely; there will again beat a 
hero's heart under the silent mountain Moriah. 
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Reiner wet bid) mef)t nit treiBen 
SDtit ©ilfulim ol)n' a ; 
3 n ber £eim weft bn sarfcleifcen, 
©till nn' rutjig, wie a 3J151. 
SEret' fananber nor bie @tefd)fe 
SSun bein alten SSaterlanb, 

glit^t nod) bort ein £alewef$fe 
23ei ber eingefaQ'ner SBanb! . • . 

25cr jitbif^cr S o l b a t 

« > 3 3 ; weit sun $Iewno, nor a fjunbert fufjig Zxitt, 
3 f ba a ^eewer, abet Reiner fetjt tjjm nit $ — 

©er Drt i f etnfam un' sarlafen un' ftttein; 
S o r t Uegt fetn ^raug, bort fte^t fetn ^amorfte in; 
©ort w a # fein ©rafele, fetn 53lumete, fein 33fatt; 
©ort rufyt a toter £elb, a jubtfcfcer ©olbat, — 
21 iubtfc^er ©olbat, gefatlen ba in $rieg, 
2Bu giuplanb p t gefeiert ftoXg if)r gropten ©ieg. 

2i tiefe, tote ©tiEfeit tjerrfdjt bort runb arum; 
2fildbtng i f etngeftyafen, ru^ig, fttll un' ftumm; 
9tor faum fcfjlagt aud ber £urem*faeger fjalfce 
2t jtarfer SJlidrac^fturem bie SJlinut' erwa^t, 
Un' ed gewittert, un' ed jturemt, un' ed f^recft, 
gd laremt un ed pilbert, gewalbewet un' wedt, 
Un' sun bem ©turem fralt't f t a u f bie flumme grb', — 
©er £elb ftef)t auf sun ^eewer mit 'n Manfen ©djwert. 

g r ftellt auf ber gejtung mit a railben SDM, 
Un' sun ber SBunb' bei if)tn in £erjen giept f t$ S l u t ; 
gd fletjt fein reine S l u t , — bie SBunb' in £>ers i f grof, 
Un' er $ebt auf fetn fcprfen ©cfywert un' bunnert aud: 
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No one will drive you, with oppressions without 
end, you will stay at home, quietly and peacefully 
as of yore. Walk along the bypaths of your old 
fatherland, — there is still a spark of life left in the 
brand near the ruined wall! 

OT far from Plevno, but a hundred and fifty 
steps away, there is a grave, visible to none. 

The place is lonely, lost and lorn; no wreath lies 
there; there stands no marble stone; there grows 
no grass, no flower, no leaf, — there rests a dead 
hero, a Jewish soldier, fallen there in battle, where 
Russia has proudly celebrated her greatest victory. 

A deep, dead stillness reigns there round about. 
Everything has fallen asleep; all is quiet, still and 
mute. As soon as the tower clock strikes at mid-
night, a strong east wind begins at once to blow 
and it thunders, and it storms, and it wakes, it 
clamors and it clatters, roars and calls, and from 
the storm the silent earth cleaves open, and the 
hero rises from his grave with his drawn sword. 

He stands upon the fortress with grim courage, 
and blood flows from the wound in his heart. His 
pure blood flows freely, for the wound in his heart 
is great, and he lifts his sharp sword and thunders: 

The Jewish Soldier 



„@te$t auf, ifjr $riegd=4aweerim, gum ©ericfyt erwacfyt! 
©agt, Sebed, p B ' treu genug gefampft in © $ I a $ t ? 
©agt, Bin id) nit far 9iu£lanb'd Sfjre, 9fuftanb'd 9iei$, 
©efallen auf bem mit aUe £elben gleid) ?" 

Un' wie fein SBort sarflingt, erwa^en mit a glamm' 
Sp jo l ed siet, wie ©amb bei'm 23reg sun ftiflen 3 a m ; — 
2)53 gange .ftriegersolf ftefyt auf gu fein Sar lang , — 
Suit nafynten un ' sun weiten fummt ber fdjwerer © a n g : 
gg werb a Supperei, ed wert a ^Hngerei, 
21 ©efyerei, a ©ref)erei, a ©pringerei, 
Un' jeber ©otlner fcfyretenbig fjeBt auf fein £ a n b 
Un' f^wort t „ © n Bift gejiorBen e$rli$ far bein S a n b ! " 

Un' Balb werb wieber fHH, fein $ 0 $ , fein Gained mef)r; 
Sarfcfjwunben werb bie gange 9fla$ne SJtilitar; 
9?or auf ber geftung jiefjt ber jubifcfyer ©olbat, 
©ein jebed 2Bort i f bort a gl i tpnber © r a n a t : 
„D, 3iu$Ianb! £a j t mid) sun mein SCeiB un ' $ i n b 

gefdjeib't I 
©ejiorBen Bin idj far bein (Sfjre {ungerp i t ! — 
ga r wad sarjagft bu meine @Ienbe agunb ? 
3 $ fdjid' a ttefen, fdjweren glud) bir burdj bem SCinb \" 

Un' faum sarfjitd&t bem ©tytter 'd JtfoIe, tmH mit ^ein , 
Sragt iljm ber ©turem in ber falter ©ruft ' arein, 
Un' 9tadjt nad) 9 la$t , ot rid)tig gu berfelBer 3eit , 
SBerb bort biefelBe ©cene sun bad Steu Beneu't 
©em ©6liner'd tiefe, f$were r io ted fleiBen fid), a ©d)red, 
Un' mefyren un ' mepen fidi, un ' tragen fid) aweg 
2Iuf glugfen sun bem ©turem mit a wilbe £a f t 
3 n ©at f tyna , un ' fpreiten fid) bort aud auf a 9>ala(l. 
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" Arise, comrades of war, arise to the judgment! 
Say witnesses, have I fought faithfully in the battle? 
Tell me, did I fall upon this spot, together with 
other heroes, for Russia's honor, for the country 
of Russia ? " 3 

And as his words are silenced, in anger an innu-
merable host awakens, like sand on the shore of a 
quiet ocean, — the whole army arises at his request. 
From near and from afar comes the heavy troop : 
there is a tramping, clanging, marching, whirling, 
galloping, — and every soldier lifts his hand and 
swears : "You died honorably for your land?" 

And soon all grows quiet again; there is no tur-
moil, no sound is heard; the whole host of soldiers 
disappears, but the Jewish soldier still stands upon 
the fortress, and every word of his is a glowing 
grenade: " O Russia! You have separated me 
from my wife and child; I died young, defending 
your honor. Why do you now drive away my 
wretched family? I send a heavy curse to you 
through the wind ! " 

And scarcely has the curse, freighted with 
pain, been uttered, the storm carries him back into 
the cold grave. And night after night, exactly at 
the same time, the same scene is renewed. The 
soldier's deep, heavy curses gather awfully, and 
grow and grow, and are carried away on the wings 
of the storm in wild haste to Gatchina, and are 
there scattered over the palace. 
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sittf 'n ® u f e n Dun %am 

f^redtic^cr SBinb, ber gefaf)tlf$er ©turem, 
g r rangelt p<$ bort mit a ©d)tff auf 'n SJleer; 

g r mil fie anBre^en, un ' fie mit Seffurim 
©djneib't burd) aUe Siefenip, frad>aenbig f$wer. 

gd trefd)tf$et ber SDfapBaum, ber ©egel, er gittcrt, 
©er rauf^enber Staffer i f morebig tief; — 
gd lampfen mit 3oren, ed pretten sarBittert 
2luf Sot uu ' auf M e n ber SBinb mtt ber ©d)iff. 

D t mud pe pdj iegen, ot mud fte pd> petlen, 
D t treiBt ed guritd it)r, ot treiBt ed fcaraud, — 
2t ©pieldjel i f i£ter bte ©$tff Bet bie Snellen, 
©ee fdslingen pe ein un ' fee fpeien pe and. 

gd laremt ber 3 a m , un ' ed pBen pd) gfytualed; 
gd Ijujet, ed pilbert mit ©d)red un' mit © r a u l ; — 
©er ©turem, ber ©adlen, will umBrengen Silted, 
©er £t>om offent auf fetn sarfcfytofsene Sftaul. 

gd p r e n pdj ©itfaen, ed §6rt pd> ein Seten, 
if' grofj bte ©fafone, 'd if ' fdjredltd) bie 9iot, 

Un' Seberer Bet't Bei fein ©ott, er foU retten, 
SBefreien bie Sftenfcfyen oun pd)eren J o t . 

©ad toeinen bie $inber, ed llagen bie SeiBer, 
Sften fdjreit un ' men if f t$ midwabe aaunb: 
gd flatteren ©eelen, ed gitteren SeiBer 
SSat ©d)red sar bem Boefen, sarnid)tenben SBinb. 
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On the Bosom of the Ocean 

THE terrible wind, the dangerous storm, is 
wrestling with a ship on the ocean \ it is trying 

to break her, but she in distress cuts through the 
deep, groaning heavily. 

The mast cracks, the sail trembles, frightful is 
the depth of the roaring waters; the wind struggles 
desperately with the ship in a life and death com-
bat. 

Now she must lie down, now again she must rise, 
now she is driven back, now forward; — the ship 
is a plaything of the waves that swallow her up and 
spit her out again. 

The ocean roars, the billows rise, and lash, and 
thunder in awful terror, the murderous storm wants 
to destroy everything, — the abyss opens up its 
closed jaws. 

There are heard sighs and prayers. Great is the 
danger and dreadful the calamity, — and everybody 
prays to his God that He may save and liberate 
the people from sure death. 

Children weep, women wail; the people cry and 
confess their sins; souls flutter, bodies tremble in 
terror of the angry, destructive wind. 
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unten, in 3mffd)enbed, f?^en jmei b a n n e r 
© a n j rufjtg, fee rittjrt nit ber minbejier SBel); 
See fudjen fein Stettung, fee flaren fetn p laner , 
3Bie Slfld motit' fein ftdjer un ' ftitt arum fee. 

gd laremt bad SBaffer, bte SCeffen, fee fd)aumeu, 
gd mojet, ed mojet mefdjune ber SBtnb; 
gd jfappet ber ^effef, ed I)ujet ber $omen; 
Dod) unten bie 3mei, feljt, fee fdjmeigen ajitnb. 

See fucfen mit ^al tfei t bem J o t in bie $ugen, 
See rufyrt ntt bem Stnrem'd gefaljrlidje 9Rad)t; 
gd fdjeint, ad ber J o t | a t aUein nor erjogen 
See Setben, in S $ r e d un ' in ftnjierer 9?ad)t. 

„2Ber feib i§r, Unglitdltdje,—lafji ed bo$ p r e n , — 
SB ad founen sarfdjmetgen bte gwalbigfte 9tot, 
2Sad §aBen fetn Stiffen, un ' tyaBen fetn J r a p e n , 
Siftle Bei'm f$redltd)en J p e r sun J o t ? 

„ S a g t , p B e n eud> tafe nor $morim geBoren ? 
3 P iafft gar fein glteren, SBeift ober $ tnb, 
3 u wetnen auf eud>, menn tf)r merb't ba sarioren 
3 n tiefen, in fcfyredtidjen SIBgrnnb aaunb ? 

„2Bie ? Safft iljr nit ^einem, mad i | m foil oarbrieffen, 
SBad er foil menu Baenfen, jn lafen a Jral)r , 
2Benn eu$ met ber naffer Seffolem sa rg iepn , 
2Benn if>r met ba fein jur i tdfepen m e p ? 

„2Bie? £ a t tfjr fetn Saterfanb gar, fein Sftebtue, 
$ein £eim,^wu gu fummen, fetn freunblicfye S tub ' , 
28ad t§r f>a't Beplten in fid) afa Sf ine 
3 u m SeBen un ' mart't auf ber ftnfterer ®ruB' ? 
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But below, in the steerage, two men sit quietly; 
no pain assails them; they seek no salvation, they 
make no plans, just as if all were safe and calm 
about them. 

The water roars, the billows foam; the wind 
whines and howls insanely; the boiler gasps, the 
chimney buzzes,—but the men below, behold, 
they are silent now ! 

They look coolly into the eyes of Death; the 
dangerous might of the storm touches them not; 
it seems as though Death had reared the two in 
terror and dark night. 

" Who are you, wretched ones, tell me, that you 
can suppress the most terrible sufferings, that you 
have no sighs and no tears even at the awful gates 
of Death? 

" Say, have, indeed, graves brought you forth ? 
Do you leave behind you no parents, no wife, no 
child who will lament you when you are lost here 
in the deep and dreadful abyss? 

" How ? Have you no one to be sorry for you, to 
long for you, or shed a tear, when the wet ceme-
tery will cover you, when you will no more return 
to this earth? 

" How ? Have you no fatherland, no country, no 
home where to go to, no friendly house, that you 
bear such a contempt for life, and are waiting for 
the dark grave ? 
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„3f>r p ' t gar nit $etnem in £i»tmel bort oBen, 
3 u wemen au f^reien, wenn U)r feib in 
3 $ r p ' t gar fein Stolf nit, t$r p ' t gar fein ©lanBen? 
SSartorene, wad if mit eudj far a ©far %" 

ganegt ber 2lBgrunb, ed Braufen bie 3nben, 
gd fradjen bie Setters? »un ©d)iff, un ' ed tragt, 
gd Bulet ber ©turem, ed pfeifen bte SBinben, 
Un' gtner f;at ettblid) mit Jrafyren gefagt: 

„£>er ft^marjer 23effofem i f nit unfer Sautter, 
9iit if unfer SBiegel ber ^eemer gewe'n; — 
gd f)at und geBoren a SOMad) a guter, 
21 teuere SJiutter, mit SieBe sarfefyn. 

„gd Ijat und gepjeflet a SDfame, erjogen 
21 jartlit^e, mareme, freunbltcfye 23ruft; 
©efidjelt un ' ftanbig gefudt in bie 2iugen 
£ a t und aud) a Sater , un ' IteBItd? gefuffi 

„5fttr p B e n a £aud , nor men §at fte juBro^en, 
Un' unfere ptl tgfie ©adjen sarBrennt, 
2)te SteBfte un' 23efte sarmanbelt in $ n o $ e n , 
Die Se^te sar jagt mit geBunbene £ a n b \ 

„9flen fenn' unfer Sanb, o, fte la§t f i$ berfennen j 
£>urd) 3agen, burd) ©djlagen nit merenbig mitb', 
2)urd) mtlbe $ogromen, burd) SBrec^en, burd) Srennen, 
2 ) u r $ ©ud)en bem J o t far bem elenben 3i tb . 

„Un' mtr feinen 3nben, sarwogefte 3uben, 
Dt)u'greuub un ' oljn' greuben, o^n '^offnung au f©lud . ' 
9ht fragt metjr, o, fragt nit, o, feljt, lafft jufrieben! 
2imerifa treiBt und natty 9iuptanb juruif, 
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" Have you no one in heaven above to whom to 
cry when you are in trouble ? Have you no nation, 
have you no faith? Miserable ones, what is your 
destiny? " 

The abyss yawns, the waves bellow, the ship-
ladders crack, the storm rages madly, the winds 
whistle, — and finally one said in tears : 

"The black cemetery is not our mother, the 
grave has not been our cradle; a good angel has 
borne us, a dear mother, endowed with love. 

" A mother has fondled us, a tender, warm, 
friendly breast has nurtured us; a father, too, has 
stroked us and looked into our eyes, and kissed us 
tenderly. 

" We have a house, but it has been destroyed, and 
our holy things have been burned; our dearest and 
best have been turned into bones, and those who 
survive have been driven away with fettered hands. 

" You know our country; it is easily recognized 
by its unceasing baiting and beating, by its cruel 
riots, its ruthless destruction, and dealing death to 
the wretched Jew. 

" Yes, we are Jews, miserable Jews, without friends 
or joys, without hopes of happiness. Oh, ask us 
no more, ask no more, oh, leave us in peace! 
America drives us back to Russia, 
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„9ladj Sftufjlflttb, sun wannen mir feinen antloffen, 
9tadj SRufjlanb berfar, wad mir fjaBen fetn ©elb ; 
Siuf mad fcleibt und itgter gu marten, gu p f f e n ? 
SBad tang' und bad M e n , bie ftnftere SBelt? 

„3f>r P ' t mad gu wetnen, i | r tya't mad gu Brummen, 
3()r Ba't mad gu fdjreden fid? i£t far bem J o t , 
3 p Ba't gewif 2lUe a £eim, mu gu fummen, 
Un' fafjrt sun Slmerifa aud? ntt aud 9tot. 

„Dodj mir feinen (Slenbe, gfeidj gu bie ©tetner: 
Die <£rb' i f gu fd)ted?t, und gu fdjenfen an D r t — 
gjlir fatyren, b o i leiber, ed mart't auf und Reiner, 
CSrllart mir, id) Bet' eud), mu reifen mir for t ! 

„@otl fhtrmett ber 2Binb, foil er Brummen mit 3oren, 
©oil fieben, fott fo$en, foG taufdjen ber ® r u n b ! 
D e m t ' d fei wie 'd fei feinen mtr 3nben sarloren, 
Der 3 a m nor sarlofctyt unfer Brennenbe SBunb' .• • . " 

fii^tijarfttufcrin 

^efterjtrit, feBen a Je legrap^f lup , 
g i n areme g rau ftjjt bort gleid) gu a J r u p ; 
Beinerner $onim un ' Bletcfy mie ber J o t , 

Dod) fenntig, bie S a d e n gewe'n a SJial r o t ; 
9tor SBottag, un ' greunbfdjaft, un ' SieBe, un ' $ r a $ t , 
©ee p 6 e n gewtp bad nit djorew gemadjt. 
©ie jijjt bort, bie 23ieid?e, sun SBeinen fyalB Biinb, 
3 P SBrujt giefyt a ba r fd , a sarmoreted $ inb , — 
Dad faugt, un ' bad meint, un ' bad fdrtaft, un ' mit SBef) 
©pringt auf bad ©felettel sun SJJame'd ©efdjrei t 
„$auf t , SBeiBerladj, 2id?tefadj, gwei far brei ©ent, 
2luf mir afa Wafel, wie licfytig bad Brennt!" 
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" To Russia, whence we have ran away, to Russia, 
because we have no money. What is there left for 
us to expect, to hope for? Of what good is life, 
and the gloomy world to us? 

" You have something to weep for; you have rea-
son to murmur and to be afraid of death ! You 
have, no doubt, a home where to go to, and you 
have left America not from necessity. 

" But we are forlorn and alone like a rock : Earth 
is too mean to give us a resting place; we are 
voyaging, but, unfortunately, no one waits for us. 
Explain to me, pray, whither we are bound ! 

" Let storm the wind, let it howl in anger: let the 
deep seethe, and boil, and roar! However it be, 
we Jews are lost, the ocean alone can allay our 
burning wound. . . ." 

The Candle-Seller 

IN Hester street, near a telegraph post, a poor 
woman sits like unto a corpse : her face is bony 

and as pale as death, and it is evident that her 
cheeks have once been red, but ease and friend-
ship, and love and glory are certainly not the cause 
of their desolation. The pale one sits there, half-
blind with weeping, while a weazen, half-starved 
child tugs at her breast: it suckles, and weeps, and 
sleeps, and with pain the little skeleton awakens 
from mama's crying: " Buy, good women, some 
candles, two for three cents ! May my star shine 
as brightly as these ! " 
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3t>r ©-ttyore i f Wtttgig, ifjr .KorBele — Rein, 
Dotty fianbig ernatyrt fttty tie ©ttywad)e allein: 
3 n ©ctynee un' in 3tegen, in groft un ' in 2Btnb, 
©ie areme 3itbene P£t mit ityr $ i n b ; 
©ie Ijanbelt un' tyanbelt in Bar «n ' in 9tot, 
Dod? tyat fie fein £etm, nn ' fetn .ftletb, nn ' fein 33vot; 
t in' auper bem ©lup, o bem ftummen, mir fctyeint, 
Sarmogt fie fetn $orem, fein Sftatynteren g r ennb ; 
Dotty ttyotfity pe if elenb, sarlafen nn ' franf, 
Sar langt pe sun $etnem, un ' Bet'tjein ©efdjanf ,— 
SJfit ©ctyaBed*littyt p n b e l t pe, fo mie ityr fetyt, 
DiefelBe gu faufen, i f aUd, mad pe Bet't 

Sefoweb bem ©ttyaBed, bem tyeiltgen @ap, 
Sauft 3eber in Sftarft, mit a ©pmttye, mit £ a p ; — 
@d tummlen ptty Sftenfttyen atyer nn ' afyin, 
Dotty liegt bie Sarttyofctyettyte $einem in ©inn . 
2Ber barf ityre areme Stttytlatty, bie $ a a r ? 

gletftty, un'natty giftty, un'natty 2Bein lauft men 
©ie ©ttymattye flettt aud il)re rnagere # a u b ' : 
„^auf t , SBeiBerlatty, Sittytelad), gwei far brei © e n t l " 
Dotty mer tyort ityr SReben? Sarloren werb bort 
3tyr ©timme bte fttymactye; men tyort nit a S o r t , 
2lttyug bie 3 e p m e bie fleine in ©ttyoop, — 
©ie tyort SJiante'd ©ttyreien, boity wad fummt araud ? 

3tty Bef eutty, wie fang wet bort tyanblen in ©a§ ' 
Die elenb ©eBIteBene, franflttty un ' Blap ? 
28te fang fann Pe fetben notty hunger un ' 9?ot, 
©itty ranglenbig raf mit bem fttyredlittyen J o t ? 
SBte lang, o, wie fang wet bie areme 2BeiB 
9io<ty fpetfen bem 9Jefeftty, wad Itegt Bet bem SetB ? 
21 Wlal pflegt bad ^ i n b ttyotftty berfttylingen a Jratyr, 
Docty i | t , SJtame'd 2htgen, fee weinen nit metyr. . . . 
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Her wares are few, and her basket is small, but 
the weak woman earns her sustenance through this 
alone. In snow and in rain, in frost and in wind, 
the poor Jewess sits there with her child; she trades 
and trades in sorrow and in pain, and yet she has 
no home, no garment, and no bread; and besides 
that silent post, it seems to me, she has no relatives 
no near friend; but though she is miserable, for-
lorn, and sick, she begs from no one, and asks no 
gift: — she sells Sabbath candles, as you see, and 
all she asks is that people should buy them. 

To honor the Sabbath, the holy visitant, every-
body hurries to the market place, with joy in his 
heart. People swarm in all directions, but no one 
thinks of the wretched woman. There is no 
time to care for a few of her candles, while they 
are all hastening to buy meat, fish, and wine. The 
weak woman stretches out her lean hands : " Buy, 
good women, candles, two for three cents ! " but 
who hears what she says? Her feeble voice is lost 
there; no one hears a word but the little orphan in 
her lap, — she hears mama's crying, but that is of 
no avail. 

Pray, how long will that wretched, sickly, and 
pale woman trade there in the street ? How much 
longer can she suffer hunger and privations, strug-
gling all the time with terrible death ? How long, 
oh, how long will the poor woman feed the being 
that nestles to her body ? Formerly the child used 
to swallow a tear, but now, mama's eyes weep no 

79 



9llt ba metyr fein Srfi^rcn, ber SJtoadj if letyr, 
Dad £era if anBroityen, ber Slttyem if fitywer; 
Die Sippen ttor murmten nodj faum aud mit SBety; 
„$auf t ©ctyaBed4iityt, 2BeiBertac&, lauft (tyotfcty a amei 

3 n ^efterflrit, fiiff un ' sarlafett, attein, 
21 Soffemet pef)t bort, a ^or&ete flein, 
DerBet p£t a falter, sarglimerter £rup, — 
Die areme ©foctyerte, leBen a ©tup. 
Dermeite tyat Reiner Bemerft nod) bem Sftep, — 
(Sd fetnen bie 9ieiitye oarttyan mit bem g rep ; 
£eunt mer reb't, bie frumme, bie fofttyere Seut', 
©ee tyaBen gemip ®tem*fttyaBed fein 
2Ifo i f bie ©cene ameg nit Betraityt't, 
25td tangfam un ' jtitt if gefummen bie 9lattyt, 
©efummen if auity sun bem tyeitigen ©mul 
Die Sapmalfe ©djaBed, — i£t getjt men in © d j u P . . 

3 n ©ctyuf if i£t lidjtig, un ' anitytfg, un ' fein, 
Der gtyafeu pngt fitp, 2iHe tyoren Pity ein ; — 
Dotty mad i f bie SJi'nore afo mte in J r a u m ? 
Die Siityt, melctye peden bort, fitymunflen pity f a u m ! . 
Die Siityttaity, — fee feinen boity, meipt bu ed n i t ? — 
Der grau'd, mad if frutyer geporBen in ©tr i t . 
Dad tyaBen bie SReittye, bie grumme geBraityt, 
ga r ttyr mit ityr Jtinb ba an Brennen bie 9laityt. 
Die Sfteictye, bie grumme, fee meijfen bie $fliityt, 
©ee aunbeit bad an ber ©ePorBener'd Sictyt, 
Die SReiitye, bie grumme, mad art fee a ® u f ? 
^iefityomed, bad, fetyt ityr, bad tye&en fee uf. . . . 

D , tyetlige Stityt! 3tyr fefb (Sebed agunb, 
2id 9iot tyat berfitytagen ba Gu t t e r un ' ^ inb , 
2id ba, mu gjiittionen sarnufet men jum ©pafj, 
D a tafjt men sartyungeren ?Wenfityen in ©aff ' ; 
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more. . . . There are no more tears, the brain is 
empty, the heart is broken, the breath is heavy; the 
lips barely murmur in pain : " Buy Sabbath candles, 
good women, buy but two of them ! " 

In Hester street, quiet, forlorn, and alone, 
orphaned stands there — a basket small; close by 
sits a stark cold body, — the poor candle-seller, 
near the post. No one as yet has noticed the 
corpse, for the rich are now busy with their feast-
ing, and as for the good, pious, people, — they 
certainly have no time on the Sabbath eve. And 
so the incident passed away unnoticed, until, slowly 
and quietly, the night came, and with it, from her 
holy abode, came also Princess Sabbath, — now 
people go to the Synagogue. . . . 

In the Synagogue all is light, and clean, and 
solemn; the cantor sings sweetly, all listen in de-
votion ; but why does the chandelier look as if in a 
dream ? The candles that are placed on it barely 
twinkle ! The candles, do you not guess it, are 
those of the woman who but lately died in the 
street. The rich and the pious have bought them, 
that they might burn that night for her and her 
child; the rich and the pious, they know their 
duty, — they have lit the candles of the dead 
woman; the rich and the pious, — what care they 
for the body ? Souls, you see, they have to save. . . 

O holy candles ! You are now witnesses that 
misery has killed mother and child, that there 
where millions are spent for pleasure, people are 
allowed to starve in the street; where money is 
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2Tuf £omeb, auf Surud wu ( M b werb sarmenb't, 
3 f ' far bem ©ebruiften sarfdjlojfen bte £Snb\. 
Sef ja l r t euer gtamm', o, tf)r tyeilige 
Sid jenem aftmadjtigen J a g sun ©ertityt! 
tin' bamt, sar ©eredjtigfett'd Ijimmltfcfyen Jfyron, 

rente 9^efttyomed4iityt, bann junb't ff$ a n ! 
tin' foil euer glamrn' fagen @ebed auf bem, 
Un' foG er sarbammen bie falfttye ©pftem'! 

82 



lavished on honors and luxury, the hands are closed 
for the oppressed. Keep your flame, O holy can-
dles, up to the terrible day of judgment! And then 
be lit again, you pure lights, for the soul, before the 
heavenly throne of justice, and may your flame bear 
witness, and condemn the false system ! 
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MISCELLANEOUS 
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2>cr 93 cffolctttsffoIn toct 

aSB3@®$®9t jenc 33ergtad) borten, 
3 n an umetigen £1)51, 

Ciegt an alter Sotengarten, 
SDlit ^ageeweg oljn' a 35t j i . 

5ilte $worim, ftumme ©teiner, 
©ttf mtt SD?odj fcewadjfen, g r i m ; — 
©till if borten, felten @iner 
SBagt jidj nod) ju geijn afjin. 

Silte SBerfceS, barre Saunter 
$uden trauerig aweg, — 
Steven, fd)it>eigen, fitfle S raumer ,— 
SBarfen ©raul »un fid) un ' ©d)red. 

9tor sarjtoeifelt warft fein Sleugel 
2luf bie Sergtad), mit a 2Be&, 
2)er gefd)madfter ©tnger=»oegeI, 
®er Seffolem=ffoIowei. 

©ttfje Srauerlieblad) fingt er, 
©pringenbig sun ©fen! ju ©fen! : — 
ga r bie jhtmme $effer Hingt er 
9Kit a gotttidjen ©elenf. 
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The Cemetery Nightingale 

BETWEEN the hills of a melancholy valley 
there lies an old garden of the dead, with 

tombstones without end. 

Old graves, silent stones, thickly overgrown with 
moss, and green; — all is quiet, seldom one ven-
tures to show himself there. 

Old willows, withered trees look around in sad-
ness, — stand in silence, still dreamers, and spread 
awe and terror around them. 

In despair and in pain the sweetest singing bird, 
the cemetery nightingale, casts his eyes upon the 
hills. 

Sweet songs of sorrow he sings, flitting from 
branch to branch, and attunes his divine instru-
ment for the silent dreamers. 
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21$, wie gittren fctnc £retfen 
gwtfdfjen jene $worim t o r t ! 
©awfe bort i f i§m gefatlen 
©ingen, auf bem ©uten=Drt. 

9tit B u n gruftlittg'g fitfjen Se t t e r , 
9tit B u n Snget, nit B u n ©otter 
(Singt ber etyrlidjer 5?oet; 
fXlit B u n gelber, nit B u n Setcfjen, 
S a l gefyoren je^t gum Steidjen, — 
Sfior B u n $wortm, wag er fe$t. 

(Stenb fetjt er, 9lot un' ©djmergen, 
S u n b e n tragi er tief in £ergen, 
5tit gelinbert, nit gejtittt; — 
2iuf bem gropen Selt=fte(falmen 
$ r a $ g t er trauerige spfatmen, 
©ttmmt er an fein £ a r f un ' fpielt. 

S u bit ©lumen tit §erf i f i 

SUSUSMft, M e n ' s f^onjte $inber, (Srbe'g S t r u n g , 
(Sunn' gefufdjt, geweftt Bun Stljer un' Bun ©trafyten, 

gtefte'g etngtge Bartraute ^ameraben! 
3§r , wag feib alg grupnggg&fi ' ba eingetaben, — 
SJtit 3ufriebene nor fummt ityr in Seritljrung, 
grernbe ftleiftt i$r bem, wag Wert in 9iot BarfaUen. 

guer ©tan? nor fdjmefdjelt gu bie fatte Sruirn, 
S a g ber Sftafel $at ftefefyonfen nor mit ©lucfen: 
©em, wag ber lafurner #imntel djanfet, gtanj t tfjm, 
jtummt t^r $eenewbig no$ , Slumen, un ' ftefrangt tf)m; 
grernb Barftleiftt tfjt after bem, wag in 3nu im 
Sab ' t ftdj bort, wu Seften'g f^were Saften brurfen. 
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Oh, how his trills vibrate among these graves ! 
Of all places he has chosen this, the " good place " 
in which to sing. 

Not of spring's balmy weather, not of angels, not 
of Gods the honest poet sings ; not of fields, not of 
rivers which now belong to the rich, but of graves 
which he sees. 

He sees misery, oppression and pain ; he carries 
wounds deep in his heart, which are not soothed, 
not staunched. Upon the great cemetery of the 
world he groans sad psalms, attunes his harp and 
plays upon it. 

To the Flowers in Autumn 

FLOWERS, most beautiful children of life, orna-
ments of earth, sun-kissed, woven of ether and 

sunbeams, only trusty comrades of love, who are 
hailed here as guests in spring, you come in contact 
only with those who are contented, you remain 
strangers to him who has fallen into adversity. 

Your splendor smiles only upon well-fed people 
on whom destiny has showered fortunes; you, 
flowers, come with gracious smile and adorn him 
whom the azure sky flatters with its sunshine ; but 
you remain strangers to him who is drowned in sor-
row where the heavy burdens of life oppress him. 
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Sor t , wu Sttjrug, ®ljujpe un ' ©emeinljctt 
£eften tie mit ®j>rlicftfeit gefarftte glitgel, 
©ort fteftngen end) ber p iano 's fiifje £oner, 
Sa t t e grauen patfdjen Srawo, fatte P lanne r ; 
Shorten glanjt ifjr auf bie S r u f l pun freeze Sd)oenfjeit, 
Jlront iljr 2luggelajfenljett'3 gefcfyltjfnem (Spiegel. . . . 

©arum art midj i&t nit, wenn idj felj' eu$ jtarften, 
^iimmert mid) nit, wenn idj ft or' bem £erftftwinb ftrummen. 
9?it far mir fta't i f r geftliiftt in lieften Summer, 
9lit ju mir fta't iljr gefdjmeidjelt in mein Summer, — 
'3 fei wie '8 fei nor feinen fremb mir eu're garften, — 
SBelft I W far eu$ feitt £rat)r, if>r fc&oene S l u m e n ! 

2>tc gre i l j e t t 

j g g ® > m m $ if jllll arum, 
2Bie auggeftorften, j lumm,— 

$ein Sdjord), fein $iep3, fein 9iul)r', 
3 n £ieffeit pun ber Stadjt, 
2Bie burdj a 3<*u6ermad)t, 
Seweift fie ftd) Par mir. 

21 ftlonbe, fdjoene 253eift, 
233ie Sdjnee i f weip it)r Seift, 
9lor ftlap bie Saden , ftlap ; — 
©ie Sdjul ter feft un ' flar, 
Sar j ie r t mit goib'ne Jpaar, 
5tor nap bie 2lugen, nap. 
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There where luxury, impudence, and vulgarity 
raise their wings that are painted in colors of hon-
esty, the sweet sounds of the piano sing of you 
while well-fed men and women applaud ; there yoJ 
shine upon the breasts of impudent beauties, and 
crown the polished mirror of wantonness. 

Therefore I do not care if I see you dying now • 
I do not care, — hearing the howling of the autumn 
wind. You did not bloom for me in lovely sum-
mer, you did not smile on me in my sorrow; in-
deed your colors are strange to me. Fade'l I 
have no tear for you, beautiful flowers! 

Liberty 

A Dream 

WHEN everything is quiet all around, as silent 
as if dead, and there is no rustle, no sound, 

no stir, —in the depth of night, as if by magic, she 
appears before me. 

A beautiful blond woman, her body is as white 
as snow, but pale her cheeks are, pale; her strong 
shoulders are clearly defined and adorned with 
golden hair, but wet her eyes are, wet. 
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©ie fitift mid an un' fdweigt, 
jpebt auf bie £anb ' un' jeigt: 
e g Ijixngt a ilett' a r a b ; — 
3 d fuf)I', i d weip iljr ^e t r t , 
Un' enblid mit ©ewein 
25arlangt fie: „©dlte£ ' mid aft 

SSJiein £ e r j werb p i p , juglitljt, 
3 $ lauf mit fdnelle Sri t t ' 
Un' d<W' fid ju b e r ^ e t t ; — 
D web, i d fall' guriitf! 
St © d t a n g ' , — t lang t bid, 
3 f bort arum gebreljt. 

3 $ fdsrei', id, wed', id, f l r a f , — 
© o d fdred l id if' ber © d t a f ! 
3 $ lj5r' a gljraperei: 
„D, ftebt fid, Ijebt ftd f^nctt I 
Un' foil e8 wer'en ijetl, — 
^ummt, mad t bte greifjeit frei I' 

(Eg fdweigt! 9tor i d aEein 
Bupla^', — bod wed' a @tein! 
(gg riifyrt fid nit »mt gled. 
D , ruf ' fee ja ju nit, 
(5g Ijebt fid nit a Sritt , 
®g nemmt fein ©fof, fein g d . 

® o d wer fann feljn bag 33ilb 
Un' foil nit wer'en wilb; — 
21 ©fof foE fein, a ©fof! 
3 d warf fid in ®efaf)t! 
£5a fdreit eg t „5Bilber 9 la r r ! 
3 d flUf @ W . 
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She looks at me and is silent; she raises her 
hands and points with them : A chain hangs down 
from her; I am sure, I understand her meaning, 
and finally, in tears, she asks: "Untie me!" 

My heart is burning, and I rush with rapid steps, 
and seize the chain. Alas, I fall back, — a ser-
pent, long and thick, is twined about it. 

I cry, I call, I chide, but terrible is their sleep, 
I hear but snoring. " Rise, oh, rise quickly, and let 
there be light! Come, make liberty free ! " 

There is a silence. Only I alone exert myself, 
but as soon could I wake stones. No one moves 
from the spot; whether I call them or not, not a 
foot is raised,—there is no end, no cessation (to 
her suffering). 

But who can see the picture and not grow wild ? 
Let there be an end, an end ! I throw myself into 
the danger, and I hear a voice : " Senseless fool! " 
and I awake from my sleep. 
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2>cr $aitartf 

triflert ber ^anar i f 
3 n freien SBalb alletn, — 

2Ber faun feiit ©ftmdje fuljien? 
2Cer fann (etn greub' parfteftn ? 

tritfert ber ^anar i f 
3 n retdjien 9>ala3 fdjoen, — 
2Ber fann fein 33et)tag fitfylen ? 
2Ber fann fein ©d) m e r 3 parfte^n ? 

$ u bte S M t u a r f ^ l t n g c r 

$ S 3 @ © ® 2 meftr, a Sijfel fnapper, 
S a g tyaBewejt bu, (Sdja t ten^apper? 

2B«g nu£t bag wtlbe 35gen, 
SBenn bag sjarBIeiBt bem j?eewer'g $orBen 
Un' SItteg, wag bu fyajt erworBen, 
2Bet mef)r fein Slag Betagen! 

©er fdwar je r $ojfe=mann wet fummen 
Un' wet bie ©orner wie bie S lumen 
S u n SeBengfelb sarfdjnetben; 
© u magft wie feft ftd gegen jktfett, 
©er Zot mug ftoren Beit'g Sefeftlen 
Un' ^ein'm un ' $etnem meiben. 
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The Canary 

THE canary warbles alone in the free forest: 
— Who can feel his joy, who can understand 

his pleasure ? 

The canary warbles in the richest palace sweetly: 
— Who can feel his sorrow, who can understand 
his pain? 

To the Fortune-hunters 

A LITTLE more, a little less, — why do you 
hunt in vain after shadows? Wherefore this 

wild chase? All that will become the possession 
of the grave, and all that you have gained will not 
last a day. 

The black reaper will come, and he will cut down 
the flowers as well as the thorns on the field of life. 
You may oppose yourself with all your main, Death 
must listen to the commands of Time, and cannot 
leave out any one. 
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>8 oarlafen enblid bid, geBroden, 
©ein SHttt, bein -Kraft un' bein SWjodjeit, 
O, fdredttde S c r i b e ! 
21 falter ©daunt Begiefjt bie Sippen, — 
©58 fummt bie © f t p aufsufnitppen 
©em 2eBen'8 lefcte Sfjibe. 

© u ruf j i urn $ t l f un ' BleiBfl Betrogen, 
© u fe§ji bie @nbe Pun bein 3«gen. 
2Ba8 p j l bu ba erworBen ? 
2Bu i f bein ©lucf ? D , armer S a g e r ! 
(£8 fummen falte 9Jiite4rager, 
21 Set t ler i f gejiorBen! 

21 Sijfet mefjr, a Siffel fnapper, 
(58 geijt a rum an alter Swapper, 
S a 8 offent aHe ©djlBjjer 
Un' d<W* JU 2(08 un ' Wis un ' Mti, 
Un' warft e8 in bie fhtmme (Stywaleg 
S u n ftygifden ©ewajfer. 

(glulsmelobien 

I 

<§(SSft £fiie8=mann berlangt a S l a 8 , 
(58 fatlt a trnBe8 S e t t e r , 

@8 welft in geib ba8 iunge ©ra8, 
©er S a u m parliert bie S i a t t e r . 

©ie Gsrb' jtet)t p f l un' nadet Balb, 
2t ©fof i f 3U ifyt 3 i d e 8 ; — 
©er Soegel fingt in gropen S a l b 
Un' wetft j u b' erjie <3Hde8. 
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In the end, broken down, your courage, your 
strength and your glory leave you, O terrible sedi-
tion ! A cold foam covers your lips, — Death 
comes to unravel the last enigma of life. 

You call for help, and are deceived, — you see 
the end of your chase. What have you earned? 
Where is your fortune? O poor hunter! The 
cold pall-bearers come, — a beggar has died ! 

A little more, a little less, — an old robber goes 
around who opens all locks; he seizes everything, 
and everything, and throws it into the silent waves 
of the Stygian waters. 

September Melodies 

I 

The ram's-horn man has blown his blast, there 
falls a dismal weather; the young grass withers in 
the field; the tree loses its leaves. 

The earth soon becomes naked and bare,— 
there is an end to its glory. The bird sings in the 
large forest and calls to the first prayers of mourning. 
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@r ftngt fo umetig, fo fug, 
21 ©'fcgiten^Iteb, miftome; 
2)50 tf)ut a Sftemm, b5g tfjut a Slip, 
21 Bet ber 9?efd)ome! 

@g raufdjt ber © a l b , eg wet)t ber SBtnb, 
21 ©djrecf nemmt 5n bte SEraumer; — 
©5g fummt a 3dm4abt t t aaitnb 
2Iuf Saumlacf) un ' auf Saunter . 

D , SDZenfdjen! Saunter in bem SBalb! 
ftort bie ©turemg fnaifen? 

3 u jung gu alt, ju foat an Balb, 
Sfien wet eu$ 2iEe p c f e n ! • • • 

I I 

£), faltlfdj un ' wtnbig, 
©er ©fof sun bem ©umnter! 
Gsg welfen bie Slumen in £f)af, 
©ie ©djoenfteiten f^winben ; 
3 n totlidjen ©glummer 
3 f parwiegt mit a 9J?aI. 

©er ©turem, er fdjleubert 
©te trucfene Slat ter , 
Bntragt bag sarftorBene 
©er SBalb r a u f ^ t a SBibut, — 
21 SBeilinfe frater 
Sarftummt aud) bag tjeiligjie Sieb. 
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He sings so sadly, so sweetly, —no doubt a sone 
of parting, and that touches and tears your heart. 

The woods rustle, the wind blows, terror seizes 
the dreamers : the day of judgment has come now 
on little trees and big trees. 

O people ! Trees of the forest! Do you hear 
the howling of the storm? Whether young or old, 
late or soon, you will all be mowed down ! . . . 

II 
Oh, 't is cold and windy, there is an end of sum-

mer ! The flowers wither in the valley; all beau-
ties disappear, and suddenly all is rocked into 
slumber of death. 

The storm hurls down the dry leaves, and dis-
perses the dead flowers. The forest rustles its last 
confession, and a little later even the holiest song 
will cease. 

99 



©ie Soegeiad flngen 
21 ^ f t i a g ^ a b e r e d " 
Un' wenben sunt 3<*»t fejer Slicf. 
©elieBte, wu fiieftt i t j r? 
© i e weit fort, an Gcred ? 
Un' fagt mi r : SBenn fummt i^r aurucf ? 

®g giepen fid Bitter 
©ie 2Bef)*meIobiett, 
©er gntfer berlangt afa ©ruc f j 
„9Jlir weiffen nor 2ICte, 
SSJtir mufen »arflieften, 
© o d ©0tt weip ttun -Jhtmmen jurutf I" 

SWoiffe © ' t c e f d i l 

g g S ^ ber Sore $St Befdaffeu 
Unfer wnnberfdoene 253elt, 

£ a t @r nit gefragt Bei ^einem, 
9ior g e t p n wie 3$m gefaflt, — 

2tt(eg n a d fein eignem 2Cit(en, 
9 lad fein eignem $ I a n Betradt : 
(£r fyat lang genng gearBeit't 
Un' <Sr tjat e8 gut gemadt . 

2Cenn (Er i f p m SJienfd gefummen, 
3 f ' eg nit gegangen glatt, — 
Un' (Er $at junaufgerufen 
©ein geflugelten ©enatx 

„£or t mid aus, iljr meine ©bolim! 
(£ud ftaB' i d afjer geBradt, 
3f>r foflt mir an (Seje geBen, 
2Bie ber 9ttenfd foil fein gernad t 
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The birds sing their song of passage and turn 
their eyes towards the ocean. Beloved, where do 
you fly? Pray, tell me how far away? and tell me 
when will you return? 

The woeful melodies are poured forth in bitter-
ness, and the painful answer is : " We all know only, 
we must fly away, but God knows of coming back ! " 

Creation of Man 

WHEN the Lord created our wonderful world, 
He asked nobody's advice, and did as He 

pleased,— 

All after His own will, in accordance with His 
own plans : He worked at it long, and He did it well. 

When he was about to create man, things did not 
go so well with Him, and he summoned His winged 
Senate: 

" Listen to me, you my mighty ones, I have called 
you here that you may proffer me your advice how 
man is to be made. 
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„£erft mir, Winter, iijm Befdaffen, 
Sifter fuiJt f?d gut a r u m ! 
(St mug fein in ung geratften: 
D ^ n ' Sftigroiteg, ofm' a 9ttum! 

„©enn i d fron' iftm far a .Jperrfder, 
Un' t d fdenf ' tftm pun mein glamrn', 
(£r foil fret Befterrfden fonnen 
Suft un7 Srb ' un ' a n d bem 3 a m . 

f a l l e n foil par iftm ber Soegel 
3 n ber Suften, s?ar fein 9Jiadt 
©ott ber g i f d in ffiaffer fatten, 
Un' ber wither SoeB in 3 a d t . " 

©er ©enat Ijat fid berfdrocfen; 
„©iefer Sflenfdel, — © d a n m un ' Staud, 
SBenn er foE bie Suft Bef errfden, 
^ u m m t er nod in £immel a u d . " 

Un' fee Ijaften ©ott ge^entfert: 
„ g « a d ' bem SKenfd n a d unfer ©dn i t t , 
©ieft i | m ©feedel, gieB ifynt ©Wure, 
© o d fein glugel gieB iljm nit . 

„9Jein, er tor fein glitgel IjaBen, 
©r wet flieljen mit bem © d w e r t ! 
9tit Betreten foil bem £immel 
©er, wag Ijerrfdt auf biefer ®rb'!" 

w t 9 ted t / ' w ©ott ge=entfert, 
„®uer Sftifdpet, er i f fe in; 
© o d ein Stugnaljm' wiE i d maden, 
© o d ein Slugnaljm', — tyort fid e in! 
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" Help me, children, to create him, but take good 
counsel. He must resemble us, and he must be 
without faults and without blemish, 

" For I shall crown him as a ruler, and I shall give 
him of my flame : he shall freely rule over air, and 
earth, and ocean. 

" Before him shall fall the bird in the air, before 
his might shall fall the fish in the water and the wild 
lion in the chase." 

The Senate became frightened : " If man, who 
is nothing but foam and smoke, were to rule the air, 
he would soon enter heaven." 

And they answered God: " Make him in our 
image; give him reason, give him power, but give 
him no wings ! 

" No, he shall have no wings, for he will fly with 
his sword! Let him not enter heaven who rules 
upon that earth ! " 

"You are right," God answered, "your decision 
is good; but one exception I shall make, but one ex-
ception ! Listen to me ! 
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„©er $oet foil fein geflugett, 
<£r Befummt mein p d f t e n 9tang! 
£)ffnen will i d meine iHmmlett 
ga r bem SWeijter *mn ©efang. 

„Un' i d waeftl' »nn end a Sflalad, 
@r foil greit fein Sag un? 9?adt, 
3§m bie gluglen anjuljeften, 
SDenn fein §eilig Sieb erwadt ." 

3 n bet SRibBer 

jieljt in weiten f i b b e r 
31 Soegele allein 

Un' In eft fid »m sarumert, 
Un' fingt a Stebel fdoen. 

©etn ljimmel=fuf?e ©timme 
Sffiie reinfter ©ingolb fltefjt, 
Un1 toetft bie faite ©teiner, 
©ie ©teppe weit un ' witf t 

®r wecft bie tote gelfen, 
©ie ftnmme Serg arum, — 
© o d BletBen tot bie $ote, 
©ie ©tumme BleiBen jhtmm, 

g a r wemen, fitter ©inger, 
£>, flingt bein fetter J o n ? 
2Ber p r t b id un* Wer fltylt b id ? 
Un1 icemen ge|ft bu an ? 
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" Let the poet be winged ! He shall get my highest 
rank! I will open the heavens to the master of 
songs. 

" And I shall choose an angel among you who 
shall be ready day and night to attach the wings to 
him whenever his holy song will rise." 

In the Wilderness 

IN a distant wilderness a bird stands alone and 
looks about him sadly, and sings a beautiful song. 

His heavenly-sweet voice flows like the purest 
gold, and wakens the cold stones and the prairie 
wide and deserted. 

He wakens the dead rocks and the silent moun-
tains round about, — but the dead remain dead, 
and the silent remain silent. 

For whom, sweet singer, do your clear tones re-
sound? Who hears you, and who feels you? And 
whose concern are you ! 
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© u magfl bein ganje ©eele 
$reint§on in bein 2ieb, — 
3 n fjarten ©tein, tit fatten 
$eitt £era berwedjl bu ntt . 

5^it lang weji bu ba (ingen, 
3d) f u ^ r eg, idj »ar f te | ' ; 
©ein £ e r j wet gid) gufyringen 
3Sun Slenb un ' »un SBefj. 

Umfiift i f wag bu fteiffi ( t 4 
©ag fann nit gelfen, netn! 
M e i n bijt bu gefummen, 
Un' weji aflein toarge^n. 
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You may put your whole soul into your singing, 
you will not awaken a heart in the hard, cold rock. 

You will not sing there long, — I feel it, I know it: 
your heart will soon burst with loneliness and woe. 

In vain is your endeavor, it will not help you, no ! 
Alone you have come, and alone you will pass away ! 
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GLOSSARY 

ABBREVIATIONS. 

E. — English. F. — French. G. — German. H. — Hebrew. 
Lat. — Latin. P. — Polish. R.— Russian. SI. — Slavic. 

besides. H. 
aftte, even. H. 
atttloffert, run away. G. 
antfdjiafen, fallen asleep. G. 
atttjcfjttriegert, grown silent. G. 
antneren, lose. G. 
Ureter , operative in sweat-

shop. E. 
emit, care; e§ ar t mtcf) ttti, I 

do not care. G. 
arumttiaftfjett, wash (the body). 

G. 
a§, that. G. 
aja, such a. G. 
Ctfo, SO. G. 
affad), much. H. 
aufctiappen fid), be startled, 

awaken. SI. 
au§ft>retiett ft<§, be scattered. 

G. 
ajtittb, now. G. 
ajiittber, now. G. 

SBaettfett, long for. G. 
58aI=d)olettt, genius of dreams. 

H. 

SBat^ttfiWf, male person. //. 
SSajjmalte, princess. H. 
Mattgett, belong. G. 
bertftfjett, bless. F. 
Bejityeibt, certain. G. 
befd&ottfen, presented with. G. 
fcefpreit, covered. G. 
SBeffalmett, cemetery. H. 
Sefjolem, cemetery. H. 
betoeifert ficij, appear. G. 
bibtte, poor. P. 
biftte, quick. R. 
93155, breath. G. 
SBoefer, anger. G. 
SBorc, Creator. H. 
SBofj, boss. E. 
botel, empty. H. 
breiilid), comfortably. G. 
SSruitn, creatures. H. 
Sfonttm, spices. H. 
SBitfdje, shame. II. 

Efjabofdjittt, months. H. 
(£I)ajoIe§, armies. H. 
SljalomeS, dreams. H. 
djattfetten, flatter. H. 
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(fjappett, seize. S/. 
happen fid, rush at. St. 
©fjapper, kidnapper. SI. 
gfjafctt, cantor in synagogue. II. 
gnawer, comrade. H. 
Eljatoeeritn, comrades. H. 
K^eeber, elementary school. H. 
Kljeelcf, share. II. 
gtjeett, grace. H. 
d^certetDbtg, graciously. H. 
g^eefc^e!, zest. H. 
gljefdbett, number. H. 
(T&et, sin. H. 
gfjibe, riddle. II. 

life. H. 
GfjiSrortes, faults. H. 
dlipett, sob. R. 
6f)olem, dream. H. 
doteto, destroyed. H. 
gljofjert, bridegroom. H. 
Sf)Of)Cn=faIe, bridegroom and 

bride. H. 
d^otftf), although, at least. SI. 
g^raperci, snoring. R. 
Gfjfobim, mercies. H. 
gfjurbe, ruin. H. 

insolence. H. 
gfttoaleS, billows. SI. 
©ortftau§, courthouse. E . 

®adjt fid, it seems. G. 
baleb 9toie§, four cubits. H. 

No one may approach an 
excommunicated person 
within four cubits, 

barfert, be obliged to. G. 
bctrr, withered. G. 
baftger, bet, that very. G. 
batnfe, by all means. II. 
berfonrtett, recognize. G. 
berlattgett a 5Jtemm, get hold 

of. G. 

bertmtt macfjcn, pay no atten-
tion. G. 

SDienftmoib, handmaid. G. 
®itt, custom, law. II. 
bingert, haggle, urge. G. 
®tre, residence. II. 
Sorettt, South. H. 
5Drtmntel, light sleep. R. 
Sjjobj, judge. E. 

@5tg, eternal. G. 
(Si, end. G. 
(£ebe§, witnesses. H. 
©e^e, advice. H. 
effdet, perhaps. II. 
ei t tpret t f id , listen attentively. 

G. 
einffappett f id , soak in. P. 
etntrittfett f id , drench. G. 
®IttI, sixth month in the Jewish 

calendar. H. 
©me§, truth. H. 
emeSbtg, real. II. 
emeffer, true. II. 
©rtffer, answer. G. 
entfero, answer. G. 
entplecfert, reveal. G. 
eppe§, somewhat, somehow. G. 
©red, approximation. H . 
©reto=fdabe§, Friday evening. 

H. 
ergcj, somewhere. G. 
@§reg, lime. H. 

fjaftol, flute. 
fananberfirtgett f id , burst out 

singing. G. 
fartanbertreten, walk along. G. 
far , for. G. 
fleifjett f id, endeavor. G. 
fleijjett, flow abundantly. G. 
gordtigfett, awe. G. 
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gfotlttart, foreman. E. 
fort, indeed, I pray. G. 
gre£, gluttony, G. 
froefjlidjbig, merrily. G. 

©aneebett, paradise. H. 
gatteptt, yawn. G. 
gantoenen, steal. H. 
@a§Iett,murderer. H. 
©bblittt, magnates. II 
gefinttett, find. G. 
©eJjerei, marching. G. 
©eliigerl, couch. G. 
©efdjanf, present. G. 
gefifymacf, sweet. G. 
©efinb, family. G. 
geroalbettiett, shout. G. 
gid), quickly. G. 
©ittgolb, pure gold. G. 
gleid), as if. G. 
©oIe§, exile. H. 

downpouring. G. 
©tattl, horror. G. 
greit, prepared. G. 
©fat , decree of fate. H. 
©'fegnettlteb, song of parting. 

G. 
©fiffe, death. II. 
@uf, body. H. 
©lift, taste. P. 
g'toalbig, terribly. G. 
©loure, strength. H. 

§abetoett, seek eagerly. P. 
Ijalbe 3iad)t, midnight. G. 
£alewefd)fe, brand. R. 
£ar=I)afeeffrat, Olive Mount. H. 
iQarugtrrt, killed bodies. H. 
I)ef!er, abandoned. II. 
^eutti, to-day. G. 
|ulett , roam wildly. P. 
^Ujett, buzz. SI. 

121 
S — t, both —and. R. 
impet, incitement. Lat. 
3nbett, billows. 
Sn«tm, affliction. II. 
itjter, now. G. 

3ad)t, chase. G. 
Sajle, Let there rise 1 H. Be-

ginning of prayer on the 
eve of Atonement. 

3am, ocean. H. 
jeberer, every. G. 
jebtoebeS, everything. G. 
Seffome, orphan. H. 
Seffuritn, pain. H. 
$td)e§, pride. H. 
3om=f)abitt, judgment day. H. 
jurtgetljeit, in youth. G. 

Kabefd), prayer for the dead 
(parents). H. 

Kale, bride. II 
Kalileit, coldness. G. 
laltlid), cool. G. 
Kanart!, canary. P. 
Ka§, anger. II. 
Kaul, bullet. G. 
Kbufd)e, religious fervor. H. 
Keetner, grave. H. 
fetflen fid), roll. G. 
JetUtttg, evidently. G. 
feffeeber, in succession. H. 
Jidjeltt, tickle. G. 
$ibefd)=bed)er, cup of benedic-

tion. II & G. 
Ktbefdjslewotte, benediction of 

the moon. H. 
fhnat, almost. H. 
Kitte, dirge on the Day of 

the Destruction of the 
Temple. H. 

Happen, strike. G. 
II 



fl&ren, think. G. 
flecEen, suffice. G. 
fletben fid, gather. G. 
$Ief enter, instruments of music. 

H. 
$Ie§morim, musicians. II. 
.ftttngerei, ringing. G. 
flomcrft, for example. H. 

curse. H. 
fnadett, roar. G. 
Ittapp, little. G. 
!netfc£)ett, wrinkle. G. 
Slttociel, wick. G. 

excitement. G. 
strength. H. 

voice. H. 
$ole§, voices. H. 
$or6en, victim. H. 
SorciB, relative. H. 
Jof(f)er, ritually pure. II. 
UoB, cup. H. 
SJoffe, scythe. R. 
fioiueb, honor. H. 
ilrafje, crow. G. 
UruiDtm, cherubim. H. 
flucf, glance. G. 
ludett, look. G. 
fufdeit, kiss. G. 
$»eet, flower. SI. 
^icorim, graves. H. 

SatemCTt, be in uproar. G. 
Iafcf)tfdjen, stroke gently. R. 
lafurn, azure. R. 
leBett, near. G. 
lejenen, read. F. 
lefoweb, in honor of. II. 
Setnone, moon. H. 
Setoonen, Lebanon. H. 
2oeb, lion. G. 

SRadttC, army. H. 
3ftai|e=58'teefdi§, Genesis. H. 
Sftalad, angel. H. 
3Kamfer, bastard. II. 
SKord, marrow. G. 
SKafel, star, luck. H. 
5Diafole§, stars, destinies. //• 
SKajecwe, tombstone. II. 
mcdajebtg, delightfully. II. 
SKedile, forgiveness. H. 
SKcbtnc, realm. H. 
©leeffitn, dead bodies. H. 
SDleettmt, connoisseur. H. 
2fteI)Uttte, consternation. H. 
ajleitt, opinion. G. 
SKeitter, miner. E. 
ntclabefd fein, consecrate. H. 
®lenfdeitfdo<J)ie^r butcher of 

men. G. & H. 
SJteribe, sedition. II 
ntefdune, wonderfully. H. 
SJlefj, corpse. II. 
mefien, measure. G. 
9ftib6er, wilderness. H. 
5DttIdome, war. H . 
TOifdpet, judgment. H. 
5Kt§rad, East. H. 
mtSiome, no doubt. H. 
miStoabe fein f id, confess. II. 
3Jlite=trager, pall-bearer. H. 

& G. 
5K'nore, chandelier. H. 
2Road, brain. H. 
9Kod, moss. R. 
rnojen, whine. 
SKore, fear, terror. II. 
morebtg, terribly. II. 
9Dtotie, Mount Moriah. H. 
gjtru!, growl. P. 
93tutn, blemish. H. 
mtutiera, vivify. G. 
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Stadjananb, in succession. G. 
na^ttt, near. G. 
ttcifjntet, nearer. G. 
9latt>enctb, wanderer. H. 
9led)ome, consolation. II 
9lefefd), creature. H. 
9ie!ome, revenge. H. 
9lemm, see betlctttgen. 
Stefdjome, soul. H. 
Steffte, wandering. H. 
3fligett, melody. H. 
nifd)fofd)ef never mind. G. 

& H. ? 
9iijodjett, glory. II. 
Store, hole. R. 
mi, wel l ! R. 
trnfen, egg on. R. 

O (ba§), this very thing. SI 
Dfelad), birdies. H. 
oi, woe 1 R. 
Dtt (bort), over yonder. SI 
DreI4orne, uncircumcised. II 
Drett, coffin. H. 
Drenfobefd), holy ark. II. 
Dt — ot, now — now. R. 
ot tou nit tott, now and then. 
DpeS, fortunes. H. 

SJkfdjen, herd. R. 
^Baftucf), shepherd. R. 
5[Jaftuf(ty!e, shepherdess. R. 
5Peffer, sleeper, 
^enmle, little penny. E. 
ptlbern, cause an uproar. G. 
pjeften, fondle. P. 
plutjlhtg, suddenly. G. 
pogrom, riot. R. 
^onim, face. H. 
SPrajc, work. P. 
prasetoen, toil. P. 
5Pfaf, decision, sentence. H. 

8 

Quelten, feel pleased. G. 

Sftctf, continually. H. 
ranglen, wrestle. G. 
Stebe, teacher. H. 
SKeflte, convalescence; ju —, 

God bless you! H. 
roten fief), swarm. R. 
Stofdje, evil man. II. 

©aeger, clock. G. 
©amb, sand. G. 
fd)a, hush! R. 
©d)abe§, sabbath. H. 
fdjajtdj, proper. H. 
©djameS, beadle. H. 
©dl)ap, shop. E. 
©d)d)eette, neighbor. II. 
©(f)d)itte, Godhead. H. 
©d)iie§, delay. H. 
©fi l ter , curser. G. 
©djtr, limit. H. 
©d)tte, hymns. H. 
©corned, fragrance. G. 
fdjmeden, smell. G. 
©d)meid)el, smile. G. 
fd)tnetd)Iett, smile. G. 
fd)miitt!Ien, twinkle. G. 
©d)0( hour. H. 
©Confer, ram's-horn. H. 
fdjodtett, shake. G. 
©djoletn, peace. H. 
©diordj, stir. R. 
©=d)bte, wares. II 
©d)oren, Sharon. H. 
©djredenif;, terror. G. 
©djltl, synagogue. G. 
fd)Um, fern —, not at all. H. 
©djtotiHdiiPr sweat-shop. G. 

&E. 
©djmorim, third blast of the 

ram's horn, 
fee, they. G. 
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feinen, are. G. 
fejer, very. G. 
Sen t , cent. E. 
fetjen, cut. G. 
©fire, forty-nine days after 

second day of Passover, 
during which no festivities 
may take place. H. 

©ilfulittt , disgrace. H. 
ffrudjert, shudder. P. 
©lide§, prayer preceding the 

morning prayer on the 
Sunday preceding the New 
Year. H. 

©Iu$>, post. P. 
©odetie, saleswoman. H. 
©oferiore, Scroll of the Law. H. 
©tore§, oppressors. H. 
©fafone, danger. H. 
ffappen, gasp. P. 
©feedel, reason. H. 
©fine, hatred. H. 
©fenf, branch. P. 
Sfimcfje, joy. H. 
©fob, secret. H. 
©fof, end. H. 
©folottet, nightingale. H. 
©tabun, onionstalk. SI. 
ftarn, any way. H. 
ftanbig, all the time. G. 
fteflett fic^, take one's part. G. 
©iefdfe, bypath. R. 
©trit, street. E. 
fiuppen f id, press forward. G. 
©tufj , nonsense. H. 
fubig, boiling. G. 
©ii f j , sob. G. 
fuppen, sip. G. 
©tout, abode. H. 

5£adttd"n, shrouds. H. 
Satne, discussion. H. 

tale, indeed. R 
Sam, taste. H. 
SEate, father. P. 
iftug, is good for. G. 
£ditte, prayer. H. 
teejef, exactly. H. 
£e id , river. G. 
Sfila§=f)abered, prayer of pas-

sage. II. 
SEftle, prayer. H. 
SEftle leoni, i02d Psalm, used 

as a prayer in sickness. 
II. 

£ftffe, prison. H. 
5Et)om, abyss. H. 
Siefenifj, depth. G. 
5£ieffeii, depth. G. 
SEftjc, first blast of the ram's-

horn. H. 
jfrtue, delay. H. 
tome, impure. H. 
tot , is allowed. G. 
Xore, Law. H. 
t r ad ten , think. G. 
£tcU)t, tear. G. 
tretten, trill. G. 
t r e f d t f d e n , crack. R. 
SEretooge, alarm. R. 
Xtue, second blast of the 

ram's-horn. II. 
^tup, corpse. R. 
tucfen, submerge. G. 
Suppetet, tramping. G. 
£tt)ite, (ritual) bath. II. 

llf = auf. 
lime, nation. H. 
umetig, sad. G. 
Utnwl), unrest, pendulum. G. 
umfiift, in vain. G. 
unter tunten, dive under. G. 
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SSar, before. G. 
Barbetien, invite. G. 
Datblt^en, flash. G. 
t>atd)b{d)ed)t, wretched. H. 
earftteljett, fly away. G. 
DdtQttWexi, stark. 
Batioflemt, orphaned. H. 
barttemmt, oppressed. G. 
Dartocfyt, absorbed. G. 
Oarmattert, exhausted. G. 
oarmogen, possess. G. 
tjarmoren, starve. R. 
Darrnoften fid), threatened, 
tjarttummett, busy. G. 
carnutjcn, use up. G. 
tiatfdjotten, cursed. G. 
toatfdjmben, secure. G. 
t)arfd)Wad)t, weakened. G. 
tjatfbtijt, clearly outlined, 
tiattijan, occupied. G. 
bartradjt , lost in thoughts, 
tiarumctt, saddened. G. 
tmtwenben, use up. G. 
tmttotegett, rock to sleep, 
tiarttogelt, neglected. G. 

SBeilinfe, little while. G. 
toetfeett, know. G. 
toemen, to whom. G. 
tter'ett, become, will. G. 
23ibui, confession. H. 

IDtHi fid) mir, I want. G. 
totttjig, little. G. 
aSiflel, whistle. E. 
wojen, howl. R. 
ttjottten, would. G. 
SBoltag, well-doing. G. 
SBorffdjctb, workshop. E. 
SBuitf, beckoning. G. 

Sabiiim, just. H. 
gar, anguish. H. 
je = G. bod). R. 
3eitettlriei§, at times. G. 
jitterbig, trembling. G. 
Soften, North. H. 
Sote§, troubles. H. 
p = G. ItX. 
jU, whether. P. 

G. gitdjtifl, clean. G. 
juglfiljt, burning. G. 

G. jutlemmt, oppressed. G. 
pflemmtertyeii, with oppressed 

heart. G. 
gufltngen ftd), resound. G. 
suttaufrufen, call together. 
Sure, face. H. 
pftringeit fid), burst, 
juiragen, scatter. G. 
suweitagt, full of pam. G. 
ptootfett, scattered. G. 
Sttrit, bloom. R. 

G. 
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