1. IGRAI, TRUBA! - PLAY, TRUMPET!
Russian

Bricoko, BLICOKO, O11 BLICOKO
41 Bo cHe IleTaro Haj 3eMIIEH.
Haneko, manéko, o, JaneKko,
Jlaneko ocraiucst Kpail pogHOI.

Honro, foaro, rofiel 3a rofamy,
HoJiro st o rio0ycy Xoxy.

Ckopo, ckopo, 01, a HE 3a TOpaMH,
KpbuIblIKY yCTalIbIE CIIOXKY.

Hrpait, TpyOa,

BEpPTUCH, 3eMid,
I'onu, cakcodon
Bce nmeyanu BoH.

MHoro, MHOTO, OJ1, 1a OYEHb MHOTO,
MHoro JIeT uckanaa cyacThbs .

IIcHu, necHu, NeECHU pacuyeCHbI —

B Hux MO#i 1OM POHON U XKU3Hb MOS.

Ot cepaeuHbIX paH
JleunT GapabaH.
Xopotuo, kak B Pato,
Korpga nmecuu noro.

Hrpait, TpyOa,

BEpPTUCH, 3eMiid,
I'onu, cakcodon
Bce nmeyanu BoH.

2. GIB A KUSH - GIVE A KISS
Yiddish

Oy gvalt, mayn gelibter iz a sheyner man,
Ikh volt far im opgebn di velt di gantse.
Ven er kukt af mir mit zayne oygn di
shvartse,

Klapt mayn harts vi a baraban!

Gib a kush, gib a kush,
Gib mir a fargenign.

Gib a kush, gib a kush,
Un zing mit mir a nign.

Oy gvalt, mayn man shpilt a nigndl

Un ale meydlekh geyen tantsn.

Ikh volt far im opgebn di velt di gantse.
Aza mekhaye iz mayn man!

High, high, oy, high

I fly in my sleep above the Earth.

Far, far, far away,

Far away is my homeland.

For long, long, year after year,

Long I’ve been walking around the Globe.
Soon, soon, not beyond the mountains,
Soon I will fold my tired wings.

Play, trumpet,

Spin, the Earth.
Saxophone, turn out
All the sorrow.

Many, many, oy, soO many years,

For many years I’ve been looking for
happiness.

Songs, songs, lovely songs —

My native home and my life are in songs.

Heart’s wounds

Baraban (drum) will heal.
It’s nice as in Paradise
When I sing songs.

Play, trumpet,

Spin, the Earth,
Saxophone, turn out
All the sorrow.

Oy gvalt, my beloved is a handsome man,
I would give for him the whole world.
When he looks at me with his dark eyes
My heart beats like a baraban (drum).

Give a kiss, give a kiss,
Give me pleasure,

Give a kiss, give a kiss

And sing with me a melody.

Oy gvalt, my man plays a melody
And all the girls start dancing.

I would give for him the whole world,
My man is such a delight!



3. SENTYABR - SEPTEMBER
Russian

CBeTuT B HEOE MecsiL, SICHbII HaJl OCEHHUM FOPOJIOM.
Kannu He6a Ha acanbTe AblLaT TEMHBIM XOJIO[IOM.
Oropopbl Xy T paccBeTa U COOAKY JIasiHbSI.

JIBepy HaKpENKO 3aKpbIThbl OT BETPA U OTYASIHBA.

AX Tbl, CEHTAOPb, TEMHbIE HOUM,
JIyHHbIE HOYM Jyllly MHE MOpOYAT.

CeeTut MecsL XKENTIM I71a30M Hajl OCEHHEO CTPHOM
W 6atokaeT MUpPCKHE rOpbI-PEKU HA MOKOIA.

ITycTb npucHutcst KoHTUHEHTY COJIHLE 30/10TOE.
ITycTe 3emng 3a60Tbl COPOCUT B rOJIyOOM MOKOE.

ToJbKO HET MHE CHa, MITEXKHOM, nofl JIYHOIO MOJIHOM.
Bcé crpemitocs, O6ery Kyaa-To gylor 0eCOKOMHOW.
ConHue nepBbIMU JTy4aMH pa3yKpacuT FOPOJ MO.
Pa36ynu MeHsl Tbl CBETOM, 1yIlly YCIIOKO.

In the sky a clear (bright) crescent moon is shining onto the autumn town.
Drops of sky on the asphalt are breathing with dark cold.

Gardens are waiting dawn and dog’s barking.

Doors are shut tight from wind and despair.

Ah, you September, dark nights,
Moon-filled nights hoodwink my soul.

A crescent moon is shining with its yellow eye onto the autumn country
Lulling the worldly mountains and rivers to peace sleep.

Let the continent see the golden Sun in its dreams.

Let the Earth shed its worries in the blue calmness.

Only I, the restless soul, get no slumber under the full moon.

I keep yearning and searching for something with my restless soul.
The Sun will colour my town with its first rays.

Wake me up with the light, calm my soul down.

4. YA GLYAZHNU NA MORE -1 LOOK AT THE SEA

Russian

A rastky Ha MOpe CUHEe, BOJIHUCTOE. I'look at the sea — blue and wavy,

He HaiiT nOKOS C BOJITHAMU MHE ObICTPBIMU. I find no peace with the fast waves.

A rasky Ha HeOo rony6oe, YUCTOoe. I look at the sky — light blue, clear.

He HaiiT nokosi ¢ o6;1akamMu ObICTPBIMH. I find no peace with the fast clouds.

A rastKy Ha poly CBETIIO-CEpEOPUCTYIO. I look at the woods — light silver,

He HaiiT nokos ¢ 6epé3amu IyIIUCTbIMH. I find no peace with the bushy birches.

Yro ragaTh no 00jaKaM 1 10 BOJHAM, HA Why tell fortunes by the sea and the waves and
NOKO#1 HaJiesiTbes? hope for peace?

JIyuiie MUIOro pykam Ha BCHO JKU3Hb Isn’t it better just to trust my love’s arms for

JOBEPUTHCSL. life?



5. LIKHTIK IZ GOTS VELT — GOD”SWORLD IS LIGHT

Yiddish

Oy, mayn tayere, vinter iz gekumen.
Oy farvos zhe ikh fel zunik vi di zumer?

Vinter iz gekumen, der shney shit un shit.
Mir zitsn in a tsimer un zingen a lid.

A lid un a shpil un a tentsl derbay.
Mir freyen zikh ale vi s’volt gevezn may.

Yam-da-ra-di-da-di.... Likhtik iz gots velt.
Yam-da-ra-di-day, Di velt iz sheyn.
Yam-da-ra-di-da-di.... Likhtik iz gots velt.

Oh, my darling, winter has come.

Oh, so why do I feel sun-like as in summer?

Winter has come, the snow is falling and
falling.

We are sitting in a room and singing a song.

A song and a play and a dance,
We rejoice as if it was summer.

Yam-da-ra-di-da-di. God’s world is light.
Yam-da-ra-di-day, the world is beautiful.
Yam-da-ra-di-da-di. God’s world is light.

Yam-da-ra-di-day, kh’bin nit aleyn. Yam-da-ra-di-day, I am not alone.

6. GLOBUS - THE GLOBE
Russian

B cepom Hebe, HU3KOM Hebe caMOIEThI HOCSITCS, HOCSITCS.
IITuna B kneTKe Ha CBOOOAY NPOCUTCS, TPOCUTCSL, IPOCUTCSL.
JIropu mpaBuiia COUMHSIOT U N0 XKU3HU HOCSITCS, HOCSITCSL:
busnec, feHbru, nepep Apy3bsMUA HE OIIPOCTOBOJIOCUTHCS. ..

A d... 10 camoJi€TaM, Oe3/laM, M0 KOHTUHEHTaM, TOpPOfiaM,

9X, MOK-UrPAL0, CUIILHO HE TPYCTS.

Ha, s1 Ha Bepto 0AHKOBCKUM CYETaM, peKJIaMe, TEIEHOBOCTSIM. ..
DX, urpaiire, Jitou, TOJbKO 6€3 MeHsl!

Bcé Bokpyr ce6st XOTUM Mbl IOIYMHUTD «LMBUTU3ALAN»

U Bcé panbuie oT UCTOKOB HAC YHOCUT Iio0anu3anusi.

S nnbiBY O HEOY CUHEMY B TIOJHOM O€H3MHA aBTOOYyCe

N cMoTprO nevansHO Ha MO JOMUK Ha3bIBAEMBII II100yCOM.

Ho ... no camonéram, noespam, 10 KOHTUHEHTaM, FOpOJiaM,
9X, MOK-UrPaL0, CUILHO HE TPYCTS.

Ha, s Ha Bepto 0AHKOBCKUM CYETaM, peKJIaMe, TEJIEHOBOCTSIM. ..
DX, urpaiire, Jitou, TOJbKO 6€3 MeHsl!

In the grey sky, through the low, sky planes rush, rush.

A bird in a cage begs to be released, asks to be let out.

People invent rules and through their lives rush, rush,

Making business, money, not to make fools of themselves in their friends’ eyes...

So I... in aeroplanes and trains... through continents and towns
Sing and play without too much worry,

No, I don't believe in bank accounts, advertising, TV news.
Oh, play your games everyone, but not me!

We want everything around us to grovel to civilization

And globalization brings us further and further from the source.
I am swimming in the sky in a bus filled with petrol

And look with sadness at my home that is called the globe.



7. ZUMERDIKE NAKHT
Yiddish folk text

Oy, di zumerdike nakht, libe di sheyne,
Ven ale menchn, zey tuen arumgeyn...
Oy, di levone, zi hot zikh shoyn dervaytert
Un di zun heybt shoyn on aroystsugeyn.

Oy, af a benkele zaynen mir gezesn.

Un gezesn zaynen mir beyde tif fartrakht.
Un vifl taynes mir hobn angetaynet

Un keyn ende hobn mir nokh nit gemakht.

8. ABISELE TSAYT - A LITTLE BIT OF TIME
Russian and Yiddish

Oy, a summer-like night, my wonderful love,
When all people, they go out,

Oy, the moon, she is already far above

And the Sun has already gone down.

Oy, on a bench we sat

And we sat in deep thoughts.

And we revealed so many secrets to each other
And we couldn’t stop.

B ronose kajymika XxMeJst - BOT 1 MUHYJIA HEIEJIs.
ITo Espone a rymnsto, mameloshn 3a6b1Baro, oii!

W B uepkBsx, n B cunarorax nokh amol npomy y bBora:
«Gib zhe mir a fargenign, fafi >xe crnieTh ewg a nign, oi!»

A bisele tsayt, oy, gib zhe mir, oy gotenu,
A bisele tsayt... [lymoro He60 0GHUMY.

Menchn trinkn, tantsn ale, mogsiMaiiTe e 60KabI!
B ronose kajiymka xmMeJst — XKM3Hb MPOMYanach Kak Hefens, on!
In my head there is a barrel of drunkenness — another week has passed.

I rumble across Europe and forget my mother tongue, oy!

In churches and synagogues I ask God again and again:
“Give me joy, let me sing another tune, oy!”

A little bit of time, oy, give me, my dear God!
A little bit of time and I’ll embrace the sky with my soul.

People drink, dance... Raise your glasses!

In my head there is a barrel of drunkenness — life has passed like a week, oy!



9. DOROGA - ROAD
Russian

OX J1a OTIIPABJISIA MEHS OIPY>KEHbKU B JAJIIbHUI JAJIbHUIA MY Th.
DX BCE OOHMMAJIM U HAAESIIUCH: 100EpyCh sl KaK-HUOY/b.

To 10pora-To BETBUCTAS, TO HEXOKEHDbI Iy TU.
HpI/IBbIKaIO mar 3a marom, gajblie — Jerdye MHE UTHu.

I'py3a BOpox Ha mjieyax CBOMX sl HECJIA Jja My4YMJIaCh.
Copouty TskecTb — Oyb uTO OyfeT! 4 no J€rkocTu COCKyYmiIach.

JdoGepych JIETKO U PaOCTHO, NOrOLy HEMHOT'O JOMA.
MHoro neT s He HaBelbIBaJIach. Kak BCE MIJIO 1 3HAKOMO.

IMopgmurHy ¢ yJbIOKOi 60>KEHbKE U B OOpaTHbIA Ny Th NOMAY.
Bebl BcTpeuaiite MeHst, Musible. S BepHyJach. S >KuBy.

So, my girlfriends were sending me on a long, long journey.
They hugged me and hoped I'd find my way.

The road is twisting, paths un-trodden...
I get used to it step by step, the further — the easier I go.

A heavy load to bear I carried on my shoulders and suffered.
Now I’ll throw down this weight — whatever will be will be! I so miss lightness.

I'll get there easily and with joy, I'll stay there at home for a while.
I haven't visited for many years — everything is familiar.

With a smile I will give a wink to God and start my journey back.
Greet me, my lovely ones. I am back. I live.

10. AY-AY-AY

Wordless



