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Marilyn Krimm, dramatic soprano, has been singing
in Yiddish and Hebrev since her childhoed in
Brooklyn, N. Y, She sang her vay through school
performing at veddings and bar mitzvahs., A resident
of Ann Arbor, she received her Master of Music
degree at The University of Michigan, appearing

professionally in opera, oratorio and concert, and
on radio and television.

Nancy Hodge was born in Cleveland, Ohio. She received
Bachelor and Master of Mugic degrees in Organ from the
Cleveland Institute of Music and became a member of
the faculty there, She is presently completing her
doctoral studies at The University of Michigan where
she is a member of the accompanying faculty.

Bruce Larkin and Anne Bartholomev are music students
at The University of Michigan.

This booklet wvas prepared with the assistance of
Herbert Paper, Selma Sussman, and Sandy Goldberg.
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AFN PRIPITCHIK
(By the fireside)

music by A. Warshowsky
arranged by Carl J. Alexius

Mark Warshawsky was born in Zhitomir in 1845 and
died in Kiev in 1907. He was a lawyer by pro-
fession and a folk singer by inclination.

By the fireside
Burns a little fire

And in the room it is hot

And the teacher teaches
Little children

The alef-beys.

See children

Remember dear ones
¥hat you learn here.
Say once more

And yet once again
Kometz aleph o.

Learn children

Vith great desire

This I say to you
Vhoever of you will know
Howv to read Hebrew

¥ill receive a prize.
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You children

¥Will grow older

Then you yourselves
Will understand

Hov only tears

Lie in these letters
And how much weeping.

Afn pripichik
Brent a fayerel

Un in shtub iz heys
Un der rebe lernt
Kleyne kinderlakh
Dem alef-beys.
Zayt-zhe kinderlakh
Gedenkt-zhe tayere
Vog ir lernt do.
Zogt-zhe nokh amol
Un take nokh amol
Kometz alef o.

Lernt kinder

Mit groys kheyshek
Azoy zog ikh aykh on
Ver es vet fun aykh
Kenen ivre

Der bakumt a fon.

Ir vet kinder
Elter vern

Vet ir aleyn
Parshteyn

Vi fil in di oysyes
Lign trern

Un vifil geveyn.

YANKELE music by M. Gebirtig
arranged by Carl J. Alexius

Go to sleep already,

Yankele my lovely one,

Your eyes your dark ones

Close them now.

A little boy who already has

All his teeth

Must his mother still sing to him
Ay-lu-lu?

A little boy vho already has
All his teeth

And vho with luck

Vill socon go to school,

And will study

Torah and Talmud

Should he cry when his mother
Rocks him?

A little boy vho vill study
Talmud

Here stands his father
Listening to him proudly

A little boy who grows to be

A Talmud scholar

The whole night long

Doesn't leave his mother alone?

A little boy vho grovs to be
A Talmud scholar

And a skillful merchant

At the same time

A little boy

A smart grownup little boy
Should lie here so vet

As if he were in a river?

Vell go to sleep

My smart grovonup little boy
In the meantime you lie

In my cradle

It will yet cost many
Mother's tears

Until you'll become o
Really grovnup man.

Mordechai Gebirtig was born in 1877 in Cracow
and died in the Cracov Ghetto in 1943. His
family used to sing his tunes during informal

musical evenings at home.

Dr. Carl J. Alexius is currently an Assistant
Professor of Mugic at The University of Michigan.
Born and raised in New Orleans, Louisiana, he
received a Fulbright grant in 1953 to study

composition in Germany.

Alexius has written

a number of works which have been performed in

the U.S. and in Burope.
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Shlof-zhe mir shoyn,
Yankele mayn sheyner,

Di eygelakh di shvartsinke
Makh tsu.

A yingale vos hot shoyn
Ale tseyndalakh

Muz nokh di mame zingen
ay-lu-lu.

A yingele vos hot shoyn
Ale tseyndalakh

Un vet mit mazel

Bald in kheyder geyn,
Un lernen vet er
Khumesh un genmore

Zol veynen ven di mame
Vigt im ayn.

A yingale vos lernen
Vet gemore

0t shteyt der tate
Kvelt un hert zikh tsu
A yingale voz vaksat

A talmid khokhem

Lozt gantse nekht

Der mamen nit tsuru.

A yingale vos vakst
A talmid khokhem

Un & geniter soykher
Oykh tsuglaykh

A yingale

A kluger khosn bokher
Zol lign azoy nas

Vi in a taykh,

Nu shlof-zhe mir

Mayn kluger khosn bekher
Dervayl ligstu

In vigale bay mir

Svet kostn nokh fil mi
Un mames trern

Bizvanen svet & mentsh
Aroys fun dir.



ROJINKES MIT MANDLEN
(Raisins and Almonds)

music by A. Goldfaden
arranged by Carl J. Alexius

Abraham Goldfaden wvas born in Altkonstantin

in 1840 and died in Newv York in 1908.

He is

videly regarded as the Father of the Modern
Yiddish Theater and was a prolific writer

of many works for the Yiddish stage.

He excelled

in both the texts and music for his works,
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In dem beys hamikdesh

In & vinkl kheyder

Zitst di almone bas-tsiyen aleyn
Ir ben-yokhidl, idale,

Vigt zi keseyder

Un zingt im tsum shlofn

A lidale sheyn.

Unter idales vigale
Shteyt a klor vays tsigale
Dog tsigale

Iz geforen handlen

Dos vet zayn dayn baruf
Rozhenkes mit mandlen
Shlof-zhe, idale, shlof.

In the Holy Temple

In & dark room

Sits the poor wvidow of Zion alane
Her only son, Yidale,

She rocks continually

And sings him to sleep

With a nice little song.

Under Yidale's cradle

Stands a snov white goat

The goat

Has been traveling on business
This will be your calling
Raisins and amonds

Sleep, Yidale, Sleep.

YOME, YOME traditional

arranged by Carl J. Alexiue

Yome, Yome, sing me a little song
What does this little girl want?

This little girl wants a pair of shoes

We must go and tell the shoemaker.

No, mother dear, no

You don't understand vhat I mean
You are a bad mother

You can't understand me.

This little girl wants to have a dress

We must go and tell the dressmaker.

No, mother dear, no

You don't understand what I mean
You are a bad mother

You can't understand me.
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This little girl wants a ring
We must go and tell the goldsmith.

No, mother dear, no

You don't understand what I mean
You are a bad mother

You can't understand me.

This little girl wants a husband
Ve must go and tell the matchmaker.

Yes, mother dear, yes
You knov now what I mean
You are & good mother
You nov understand me!

Yome yome zing mir a lidale
Vos dos meydale vil

Doz meydale vil

A por shikhalakh hobn

Darf men geyn

Dem shuster zogn

Neyn mamenyu neyn

Du veyst nit wvos ikh meyn
Du bist a shlekhte mame

Du kenst mikh nit farshteyn.

Dos meydale vil

A kleydale hobn
Darf men geyn

Dem shnayder zogn

Dos meydale vil

A ringl hobn

Darf men geyn

Dem goldshmid zogn

Dos meydale vil

A khosn hobn
Darf men geyn

Dem shadkhen zogn

Yo mamenyu yo

Du veyst shoyn

Vos ikh meyn

Du bist a gute mame

Du kenst mikh shoyn farshteyn.



PAPIR 1Z DGCH VAYS
(Paper ie Vhite)

music by E. Zunzer
arranged by Carl J. Alexius

Elyakus Zunzer was born in Vilna in 1340 and died
in New York in 1913. Though not a professional
musician, he wrote over 600 songs, many of which
atem from the badkhan tradition of folksongs.

Paper is white

And ink is black

To you my sweet life

Gaes my heart,

1 vould alvays sit

Three days in a row

To kiss your beautiful face
And to hold your hand,

Last night

I was at a vedding
Many beautiful girls
Did I see there

Many beautiful girls
Cannot compare to you
With your black eyes
And your black hair.
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Your bearing your expression
Your gentle manner

In my heart a fire burns

No one sees it burn

Novhere is there a person
Who can feel hov it burns
Death and life

Are in the hands of God.

Ah dear God

Hear out my request

To the wealthy you grant honor
With a beautiful bearing

To me just give a little house
On the grass that is green

So I and my sweet life

Can live there inside.

Papir iz dokh vays

Un tint iz dokh shvarts
Tsu dir mayn zis lebn

Tsit dokh mayn harts.

Ikh volt shtendig gezean
Dray teg nokhanand

Tsu kushn dayn sheyn ponim
Un tsu haltn dayn hant.

Nekhtn baynakht

Bin ikh af a khasene geven
FPil sheyne meydalakh

Hob ikh dort gezen

Fil sheyne meydalakh

Tsu dir kumt nisht gor

Mit dayne shvartse eygalakh
Un dayne shvartse hor.

Dayn talye dayn mine
Dayn eydeler fason

In hartsn brent a fayer
Men zet es nit on.

Nito aza mentsh

Vog zol filn vi es brent
Der toyt un dos lebn

Iz bay got in di hent.

Akh du liber got

Her oys mayn farlang
Dem oysher gistu koved
Mit a sheynem gang

Oy mir gib a shtibale

Af dem groz dem grinem
Az ikh mit mayn zis lebn
Zoln voynen drinen.

A GENEYVE
(A Robbery)
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traditional

arranged by Carl J. Alexius

Bay mayn rebn iz

gevezn

Iz gevezn bay mayn rebn

Bay mayn rebn iz
A geneyve.

gevezn

Zibn hemder vi di bekher

Dray mit lates
Fir mit lekher
Bay mayn rebn iz
A geneyve.

Zibn laykhter wi
Dray on fis

Un fir on rern
Bay mayn rebn iz
A geneyve.

Zibn hener vi di
Dray on kep

Un fir on fligl

Bay mayn rebn iz
A geneyve.

Zibn meydn vi di
Dray on tseyn
Un fir on yasles
Bay mayn rebn iz
A geneyve.,

In my rabbi's house there was
There was in my rabbi's house
In my rabbi's house there vas

A robbery.

Seven shirts like jugs

Three with patches
Four with holes

In my rabbi's house there vas

A robbery.

Seven candlesticks like the stars

Three wvithout feet

And four vithout sticks
In my rabbi's house there vas

A robbery.

Seven hens like goats

Three without heads

And four without wings
In my rabbi's house there was

A robbery.

Seven maidens like pine trees

Three wvithout teeth

And four wvithout gums
In my rabbi's house there was

A robbery.

gevezn

di shtern

goevezn

Lsign

gevezn

s08nes

gevezn




A YIDISE KIND poem by Chane Chaitin
(R Jewish ckild) arranged by Carl J. Alexius

Chana Chaitin was born in Shoval, Lithuania. She
survived the Holocaust and wvrote for a nevspaper

in Lodz, Some of her poems were published in Germany
and in Israel.

In a Lithuanian village far The child begged her

In an isolated house I vant to be with you mama

Through a windov that wasn't large Don't leave me here alone

Are children looking out He trembled and cried

Boys with curly heads She promised him many things

Girls with blond braids But nothing was of avail

And together there wvith them He ¢ried nol--nole-

Two dark eyes look out. I don't want to stay here all alone.
Dark eyes full of charm She took hi=m into her arss

And a little nose And vith a trembling voice

Little lips meant only to be Kissed Like once in their own home

And dark curly hair She rocked him to sleep

His mother brought him here She kiesed his little head

vrapped up late at night She kissed him with her heart full of fear
She kissed him hard She left him alone and wvent away.

Cried and vorried

And quietly said to him: Outside was cold and vindy

A voice inside her said, oh, my child!

I left you in the hands of strangers
There was nothing else I could do.

A mother wvalks around talking to herself
OQutside it's very cold and late

The wind is bloving up her face,

God have mercy on my child!

This is your house from this day on
Remenber your mother's last wvords

I am hiding you here because

Your life is in danger

Play nicely with the other children
Be still, attentive and quiet

No Jewish word, no Jewish song
From now on you're no longer a Jew.

A strange house full of people

He walks around alien and quiet.

He doesn't speak, doesn't ask, doesn't vant a thing

Seldom even does he laugh.

Every voice is strange to him

Strange the tongue they speak to him ]
Even his name is strange to him

His child's heart is full of anguish,

A mother's heart it feels quite good
It doesn't rest for one minute

She feele her heart is about to burst
Since Yosele has left her house.

She ie like the mother of Moses

Like Moses left alone in the river:
Forlorn and lonely to the vind

She too has left her child.
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In a litvish derfl vayt

In u shtibl on a zayt

Durkh a fentster nisht keyn groys
Kukn kinderlakh aroys

Yingalakh mit flaksen kep
Meydalakh mit blonde tsep

Un tsuzamen dort mit zey

Kukn shvartse oygn tsvey.

Shvartee oygn ful mit kheyn
Un a nezale a kleyn

Lipalakh tsum kushn nor

Shtark gelokte shvartse hor

Di mame hot es do gebrakht
Ayngeviklt shpet baynakht
Gekusht es shtark

Geveynt geklogt

Un shtilerheyt tsu im gezogt:

Pun haynt mayn kind iz do dayn ort
Gedenk dayn mames letstn vort

Ikh bahalt dikh do derfar

Vayl sdrot dayn lebn & gefar

Mit di kinder shpil zikh fayn

Zolst shtil gehorkhzam ruik zayn
Keyn yidish vort keyn yidish lid
Vayl du mayn kind bist mer keyn yid.
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Dos kind gebetn zikh bay ir
Ikh vil mame zayn mit dir

Loz nisht iber mikh aleyn!

Es hot getsitert un geveynt.
Zi hot im tsugezogt a sakh
Nisht geholfn hot keyn zakh
Es hot geshriyen neyn un neyn
Khvil nisht blaybn do aleyn.

Afn hant genumen im

Un mit a tsiderdiker shtin

Vi amol in shtub bay zikh
Ayngeshleyfert im af gikh.

Mit royte oygn fun geveyn
Gekusht zayn kepale di kleyn
Gekusht im mit & harts ful shrek
Aleyn gelozn un avek.

A kelt in droysn un a vint

A shtime hert zikh, oy, mayn kind!
Gelozn dikh af fremde hent

Nor andersh hob ikh nisht gekent.

Es geyt n mame mit zikh ret

In droysn shreklakh kalt un shpet
Bs veyt in ponim ir der vint,

Got, hob rakhmones af mayn kind!

A fremde shtub mit mentshn ful

Er geyt arum zikh fremd un shtil,
Ret nisht ret nisht vil keyn zakh
Zeltn ven er git a lakh.

Fremd far im iz yede shtim

Fremd di shprakh men ret tsu im
Zayn nomen yosele oykh fremd

Zayn kinder hertsl shtark farklemt.

A mames harts es filt gants gut
Zi rut nisht ayn keyn eyn minut
Zi filt dos harts es geyt ir oys
Zayt yosele is fun shtub aroys.
Tsu moyshes mamen is zi glaykh
Azoy vi moyshen afn taykh:

Elnt aynzam afn vint

Hot zi gelozn oykh ir kind.




S'DREMLEN FEYGEL AP DI TSVAYGN  poem by Leah Rudnitsky
(Birds Are Sleeping) arranged by Donald P. Sosin

Leah Rudnitsky was born in Vilna in 1916 and died
in Majdanck in 1943, She sav a three year old
orphan in the ghetto and was much moved by its
plight. This poem, based on that experience,

wias written in April 1943, Birds are sleeping

On the branches

Sleep my dear child

By your cradle in your nest
Sits a stranger and sings
Sita a stranger and sings
Lu~lu lu-lu lwu.

Donald Sosin received his BA in Music from The
University of Michigan and is presently composing
amd writing music criticism in New York.

Your cradle

Somevhere stood

Intertwined with luck

And your mother oh your mother
¥ill nevermore return

Lu-1u lu-lu lu.

I have seen

Your father running
Under a hail of stones
Over fields

Flow

His orphaned cries
Lu~lu lu~lu lu.
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Sdremlen feygl

Af di tsvaygn

Shlof mayn tayer kind

Bay dayn vigl af dayn nore
Zitst a fremde un zingt
Zitst a fremde un zingt
Lu=lu lu-lu lu.
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Vu geshtanen

Oyegeflokhten fun glik

Un dayn mame oy dayn mame
Kumt shoyn keynmol nit tsurik
Lu-lu lu=lu lu.

Khob gezen

Dayn tatn loyfn

Unter hogl fun shteyn
Iber felder

1z gefloygn

Zayn faryosemter geveyn
Lu-lu lu-lu lu.
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SHU-ALIM
(The Poxes Howl)

Shu'alim meyalelim
Kvar hatsot.

Verak haholekh batel baleylot
Yavin et rimzey hakokhavim.

Hit'asfu shomrim saviv lamdura
Vesham nagila venismeba.

Shu'alim meyalelim
Kvar hatsot.

The foxes howl
It is already midnight.

And only one who walks at
leisure in the night
Will fathom the secrets of

the stars.

Gather round, you vatchmen,
round about the fire,

And there let us be merry and
rejoice.

The foxes hovl
It is already midnight.

traditional



Chaim Nachman Bialik was born in Russia in 1873

and died in Tel Aviv in 1934. He is regarded as
the foremost national Hebrew poet of modern times.

His home in Tel Aviv is nov a national museum.

Nachum Nardi was born in Kiev and later moved to
Palestine. He has vritten music as diverse as folk

music for the kibbutz and songs for the Habimah

Theater.

B'ER poem by Ch. Bialik

(The Well) music by Naochum Nardi

Oh water from the well arise A%y TR ORI YOY

And fill my pail Yo ap pEd

And delight my eyes. LA2T1A RI%0

My gentle lamb

Is quite thirsty T Ny aw

And comes for vater % Roy W

Only to me. ng RN

ST Y00

SEH poem by Ch. Bialik

(A Lamb) music by Nachum Nardi

In the morning my lamb is dancing

¥ith his golden hoofs a-prancing.

And his silver wool is blazing R

Midst the flowers where he's grazing.

Noon will find my lamb drinking :

Crystal clear water til the sun's sinking.

Night vill find my ln?bkxn sleeping

With the flock in God's safe-keeping. w3 ja 0w A AN
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Ali be'er be'er ali
Utseki mey paz
Melo hadli.

Se tsah verakh
Se tzamey li
Yavo veyesht
Mimey hadli.

Seyi re'i se ben kesev

Tlafav zahav tsamro kesef.

Boker yetse se ben kesev

Lilkot pirhey or be'esev.

Ukehom hayom ben kesev

Bdoinb yesht minhal kesef.

Ule'et erev ae ben kesev

Bley mikhlat shen ye'asef.

MIZMOR L'DOVID
(Psalm XIX)

Oscar Guttman was born in Germany.

music by Oscar Guttman

Prom Psalm 19

He was a

musicologist and critic in Breslau before coming
to New York in 1938. There he held the position
of music director at the Spanish and Portuguese

Synagogue until his death.
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Hashamayim mesaprim kevod el
Uma'asey yadav magid haraki's
Yom leyom yabi'a omer

Velayla lelayla yehave da'at
Eyn omer ve'eyn devarim

Beli nishma kolam

Bekhol ha'arets yatsa kavam
Uviktsey teyveyl mileyhem

Lashemesh sam ohel bahem
Vehu kehatan yotsey mehupato
Yasis kegibor laruts orah
Miktsey hashamayim motsa'o
Utekufato al ketsotam

Ve'eyn nistar meyhamato.

The heavens proclaim the glory of
God

The sky declares his handivork

Day unto day pours forth speech

And night unto night reveals
knowledge.

There is no speech and there are
no words

Unheard is their voice.

Yet their message extends through
all the earth

And their vords reach the end of
the world.

In the heavens he has pitched a
tent for the sun

Which is like a bridegroom coming
out of his chamber

Like an athlete rejoicing to run
the course.

It sets out from one end of the
heaven

And round it passes to the other
end

And there is nothing hidden from
its heat.



SIM SHALOM .
(Grant Peace) arranged by M. Krimm

From the concluding verses
of the Amidah.

0 grant peace

Happiness, blessing, grace

Kindness and merc

To us and to all Israel they people.
Bless us all alike, our Father

With the light of they countenance;
Indeed, by the light of thy countenance
Thouse hast given us, Lord our God
A Torah of life, lovingkindness
Charity, blessing, mercy

Life and peace.

737217 2avm pYYE DYwe Sim shalom tova uvrakha
0*amy  Tomr  n Hen vahesed verahamim
L0000 IRIEY BT 9eY 139D leynu ve'al kol yisra'el amekha.
M3MaR 02 Barkheynu avinu
TR 1392 Kulanu ke'ehad
Y12 TIRa Be'or panekha.
132 nR) %9 3IRa Y Ki ve'or panekha natata lanu
1k fa Adonay eloheynu
T00 NIARY DR AMIn Torat hayim ve'ahavat hesed
o712y apTa Utsdaka uvrakha
01787 0 ovama Verahamim vehayim veshalom.

YAFIM HALEYLOT traditional
(Hov Lovely are the Nights)

How beautiful are the nights
in Canaan
Cool and clear
The silence breaks forth in song
And my heart answers with song.

The call of the foxes is plaintiff
Disturbing the quiet of the night.

My brothers have gone to see their sheep
sheep

To water the flocks

And Rachel, my Rachel,

Sleep's over the hills.

The snow on Hermon

Falls and melts

Come to me, my Rachel

Come te me and let us play.

1$332 mvra 09y Yafim haleylot bikhna'an
017731 DA DYy Tsonenim hem uvehirim
ave ApYs Aot Vehadmana palta shir
L3 vy Ya'an 1ibi beshir,
DIRY MR 1377 R Ahay halkhu lir'ot tsonam
oYITEA mpey Lehashkot ha'adarim
"we Ym oM Verahel rahel sheli
.0%0 %y n3o9po Mekapetset al harim.
1o;nn Sy aven Hasheleg al habermon
0By PN Holekh venameys
WE M IR R Bo'i elay rahel sheli
,D20031 Rl RIA Bo'i na venif'aleys.
23] 0%an 199 Yilelat tanim nuga

L2790 207 a3nn Tekhtse dmi halayil.



