Aza Bloye Nakbht... CD lyrics with translations

I. Three poems by Leyb Kvitko

1. Gemiter. Souls. "WwVU'My2a
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Hundert toyznter gemiter tapn blind.

Who hides beneath the winds,
Who is this wind?

A hundred thousand souls
Searching blindly.
Feeling the world from all sides,
At every step,

Seek the world’s open face
And do not find it.

Life after life passes,

And still they search.
Perhaps the world has no face at all?
All is silent.

The old watchman has gone senile,
He does not know.

We do not believe the old book with the old tales...
A hundred thousand souls
Searching blindly,
Sneaking around, and then I too join in,
And my child...

Who hides beneath the winds,
Who is this wind?

A hundred thousand souls
Searching blindly.



2. Aza bloye nakht... Such a blue night... ... VDN V17 TN

Aza bloye nakht...
Aza bloye nakht...

Farborgn der himl in tumisher tif,

Er boyet a troym dort un kholemt a velt,
trift mit a kishef a trif nokh a trif...

Ikh shtey bay a brunem an altn mit mokh.

A kats, zogt men, voynt do a gantsene vokh,
nor shabes fun kats glaykh a meydele vert,
vos kisheft mit oyglakh, mit liplakh bashvert,
un zeltn in zumer bloyinke nekht

noygt zi dos kepl tsum himl un shprekht.

Aza bloye nakht...
Aza bloye nakht...

Dem shprukh veyst levone,dos meydl, nisht mer-
mikh shikert tsu visn, to kum ikh aher.

Ikh shtey bay dem brunem un kuk zikh gut ayn,
a bild dort... Der kats’s, tsi dem meydls, tsi

mayn...

Tif iz dos bild, un af dem kukt fartrakht

Aza bloye nakht...
Aza bloye nakht...

Dort 1z di shtot azoy frum, azoy alt,

fest mitn toyer far nakht-shlek farpralt.
Se shteyt bay dem toyer an emits un bet,
klapt zikh a hartsik, a shtiln “Al-khet”,

se zet im der shoymer fun ru un er trakht:

Aza bloye nakht...
Aza bloye nakht...
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The sky is hidden in a bottomless depth,
There, it builds itself a dream and dreams up a world,
and drips down with magic, drop by drop.

I stand by a well overgrown with moss.
They say a cat lives here the whole week through,
but every Sabbath it becomes a young woman,
Who conjures with her eyes, charms with her lips,
And sometimes, on a blue summer’s night
she bends her head down and speaks out a spell.

Such a blue night...
Such a blue night...



Only that girl and the Moon know this spell, nobody else.
I am intoxicated to know it too, so I go there.
I stand by the well and gaze 1n.
There is a reflection there... the cat’s, the young woman'’s, or perhaps my own...
The reflection is deep down below,
and the deep blue night looks at it pensively...

such a deep blue night...
Such a blue night...

The town there is such a pious, old one.
Its gates are shut tightly against the mishaps of the night,
Somebody stands by the gate and begs,
beating themselves on the chest in a quiet “Al-khet” *
A night watchman sees them and thinks:

It’s such a blue night.
Such a blue night...

(*a Day of Atonement prayer)

3. Yunge Freyd. Young Joy. 7" yar

Kh'darf aleyn, aleyn nisht blaybn,
keyn kheshboynes hob mit zikh,
kh’darf keyn freydn nisht farshraybn,
kh'darf keyn rukhes nisht fartraybn
in mayn tifnish lebt nor -- ikh.

Ikh aleyn, ikh bin a hoyler,

mayn gemit - a groy papir,

harts mayns, s'dakht, a shtam a foyler,
breklt shtam zikh, shorkht papir,

ven ikh blayb in shtub, ikh - hoyler,

unter hart farprester tir.

Nor ikh, hoyler, vil regirn,
zukh ikh vegn, darf ikh shtet,
fir ikh forers af farfirn

un gefin zey veg un tirn,

zikh un zey oft naye freyd.

Ver dem sod veyst fun farlirn,

un vi forers tsu farfirn,

bensht mikh, bensht mit likht fun tirn —

"Groyser geyt! Groyser geyt!"
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I must not, must not remain alone,

I have no scores to settle with myself.

I do not need to drive away any spirits,

Deep within me, only I live.
1 myself, I am hollow,
My mood is gray paper

My heart, it seems to me, is a rotten trunk,

The trunk crumbles, the paper rustles.

When I stay at home, I am hollow

Behind a tightly closed door.
But I, hollow, want to rule.
I seek paths, I thirst for cities,
I lead travellers astray

And find them paths and doors;

For myself and for them, I often find new joy.

Who knows the secret of loss,

Who knows how to lead travellers astray -

Bless me, bless me

with the light from behind the door:
The Great One 1s coming! The Great One is coming!"

I1. Di Khasene. A Wedding. Folksmotivn. Moyshe Kulbak.

1. Dos shtibl hot men oysgekalkht
Un reyn gemakht di diln;
Es kumen bald mekhutenestes

Un klezmer veln shpiln.

2. Mayn khosn i1z a yungerman
Fun groys-medine Poyln;

Zayn blik 1z heys, er brent un glit,
Vi fayer glit af koyln.

3. Nor er iz yung azoy un blas,

Er kusht mikh shtil in shtern,

minn T
1.

Er glet mayn hant un shmeykhlt mir,

Di oygn gisn trern...

Der tate hot avekgeshikt
Tsum feter Shmuel-Yoshen,
Tsum milner af Luhavier shlyakh,

Tsu Berlen un tsu Shoshen;

Zayn tokhter iz shoyn kale-moyd!
Vos s'darf zayn iz gevorn!

Zey zoln shpanen glaykh di ferd
Un kumen bald tsu forn.

Leman Hashem, leman Hashem
Zol kumen feter Yoshe, —
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Der khosn iz an o_ysnam—zakh,

Un t'zogn undz a droshe...

Di mame zogt: di furn kumen,
Kroyvim, gute gest...
In ongepakte vegener

Vi feyglakh in a nest....

Men trogt di tortn, ayngemakhts,
Di fule flesher vayn,

Di bronfns, kerb mit hob un guts,
In groyser shtub arayn.

1. Ay, khodorom un khodorom,
Un bim-bom-bum...

Es tantsn di mekhutenestes
Arum un arum;

Berl khapt dem khosns kitke,
Un er tantst mit ir,

Bashe tantst in krinoline,

Same bay der tir.

2. Ay, lebedik un hoferdik,
Un lebedik un fray...

Ay, men firt di khosn-kale,
Ay-ay-ay!

Berl khapt dem khosns kitke,
Un er tantst mit ir,

Bashe tantst in krinoline,

Same bay der tir.

1. Derlangt aher di karpn-kep,
Di shlayens un dem hiner-zup,

Di heldzlakh fun di tsholent-tep,
Un khay-gelebt zol zayn!

Chorus:

Men lebt nor eyn mol af der velt.
Oy, ore-tsore, kum aher,

Vos hostu zikh avekgeshtelt,

Ot nem in moyl arayn!

2. Yoykh tsu fule shiselakh,
Un mashke oykh tsu kapelakh,
Tsu kapelakh, tsu biselakh,

Un nemt zikh on mit mut!
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3. Vos shteyt ir do in kupkelakh?!
Ot nemt zikh tsu di tsimeslakh,
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Di kuglen un di pupkelakh —
Un zol undz geyn nor gut!

1. Di kale zitst a freylekhe,
Bam khosns tish aleyn,

O, kale-kroyn! Vos tustu, vos....

Far laytn iz nit sheyn...

2. Zey zitsn vi di taybelakh
Un redn nokhanand...

O, kale-kroyn, mir zeen dokh:

Du gletst dem khosns hant...

3. A langn, langn sivn-tog
Hot opgefast di por;

Der Eybershter zol tsushikn
Zey mazldike yor...

—IXUPOID T |IN VI T
1012 AN "2 TTAIR NRT IR

,UOVU7'MI9 X UX'T N T A
...|"7X W0 02NN DU

...ONI1 ,1VOIV OXII !I'MP~N'?D X

1
The house has been whitewashed
And the floors have been washed too;
Soon the the in-laws’ will come
And musicians will play.
My fiancé is a young man
From the great land Poland;
His gaze is hot, it burns and burns,
Like fire on hot coals.
But he is so young and pale,
He kisses me quietly on the forehead,
He strokes my hand and smiles at me,

Tears flow ...

2
Father sent messengers
To Uncle Shmuel-Josha,
to the miller on the Lukhavier tract
To Berl and to Shosha:
His daughter has become a bride!

What was supposed to happen happened!

Let them immediately harness the horses
And come as soon as possible.

For God's sake, for God's sake,

Let uncle Yoshe come —
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The groom is a really something else,
He will give a sermon...
Mother says: - Carts are coming,
Relatives, glorious guests
Tightly stuffed into carriages,
Like birds in a nest...

They carry cakes, jams,
Bottles full of wine,
Vodka, baskets with things,
with all sorts of good —

Into a big house.

3
Hey, tararam and bim-bom-boom...

The mothers-in-law dance round and round,
Berl grabs the groom's challah and dances with it;
Bashe dances in a crinoline at the door.

Hey, cheerful, carefree and discordant...

Hey, the couple are coming.

Ay-yay-yay!

4.

Let's get the carp heads here,
Fish and chicken soup, goose necks with cholent. Long life!
We live only once...
Hey, poor fellow, come here,
Why are you stuck there?
And, well, try a piece!
Full plates of broth, vodka - drop by drop, little by little.
Gain strength!
Why are you standing there in little groups!
Take yourself some tsimes, kugel and parson’s noses-
And let everything go well for us!...
We live only once...
Hey, poor fellow, come here,
Why are you stuck there?
And, well, try a piece!

5.

The happy bride sits at the groom's table.
Oh, darling bride! What are you doing...
It’s not appropriate in front of people.
They sit together like doves.

And they speak incessantly.

Oh, dear bride, we can see —

You are stroking the groom's hand...

All the long, long Sivan day the couple fasted;
May the Almighty send them happy years...



I11. Two poems by Avrom-Nochum Stencl

1. Half Moon. Halbe Levone. N12%7 ya7xn

Ver hot zi oyfgehongen far mayn fentster, ,VOXIYO U0 XD [VAIRNYAD'IX 'T UKD WII
Di yunge levone nokh aza regn-nakht? ?0DX1-[aV0 KTX XD D127 YAl ' T

Mit a halb ponim hot zi gekukt oyf mir,
Un mitn andern halbn mikh oysgelakht —

Epes veysn zey di volkenes a sod,
Vorem zey tsien zikh azoy soydesdik un shtil,
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Az in gantsn zikh nisht mer bavayzn zi1 vil?

,UDX1 IND VINI DINIIVADN

M OIN DPIPYA 'T UXN D19 278N X LN
=~ VOX7VAO'IN ' A7RN NYTIX (U |IX

,TIO X OVIV{77XI1 'T "'T |01l OYDY
;2'0W |IX PUTRITIO TN T (V'Y T DYNII

[VT 'R V7 'Y AN

22'1 T |THIXQ YN LW )T [¥IXA 'R TX

IVOXY'S 'T Y'N AXN

Hob ikh di ﬁntster opgevart nakht far nakht, JONN TR 'T ||7I7N|| I|§ -]NI7|7 NN ["N QN T2

BiZ af eyn mol 1{101‘ fun Volkn Zi iZ aroys, :UPIF”A]?,( -]ln |7|-|-||-]§ oo IX]?_(A un IIN
Un mit gantsn ponim freydik mikh ongekukt: OW'IVA0'IN A'IN ['K (1D W0 K )T AR 177

“Du, kh’hob zikh a trer fun eyn oyg oysgevisht
bloyz.”

Who hung her in front of my window,
The young Moon after such a rainy night?
With a half her face she looked at me,
and with the other half she laughed at me —
Do they know the secret, the clouds,
Why do they pull so mysteriously and quietly;
Or maybe I have something to do with it,
That she does not want to appear anymore?
I waited for the dark night after night
Until once when it was clear, without clouds, she came out,
And with her full face looked at me joyfully:

“You, I wiped a tear from one eye.”

2. Di Veln. Tempest Breakers .|7v11 T

S’hobn di veln

Mikh broyzn gelernt
Un shturmik tsu zayn,
Tsu konen farlakhn
Tog-teglikhe payn —

Zikh konen farmestn
Tsum feldzn tsum grestn
Un vern tseshmetert

Un vider gekletert!

Un s‘hobn di feldzn
Di skalishe ripn,
mikh shvaygn gelernt;
un laydn un laydn

un presn di lipn...
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Borekh-habe,
Mayn Simkhenyu,
Bist take do,
Mayn dushenyu?

Kh’hob gute nayes
Vegn zayn tsuzamen —
A tsayt-plan

Fun eroplanen.

Der tsimer 1z greyt,
n

der

leng,

in der breyt,

mit a kiniglekher bet
Af libn ziserheyt.

The waves
taught me to rage
to be like a storm
and to drown out with laughter
everyday pain -
To dare climb
the highest cliffs
to be smashed to smithereens
and climb up again!
And the cliffs,
rocky reefs
taught me to be silent,
suffer and suffer

and press my lips together ...
The cliffs...

IV. Five Brides Hora

V. Erotic poetry cycle. Lyrics - Troim Katz Handler

1. Borekh-habe. Welcome. Xan™n2

Khotsh kh’hob nokh nit farzukht

dayne kushn,
derfil ikh zey yo
In ale khushim.

Host koshere oygn
Mit vareme lipn;

Kh'ver tsugetsoygn,

Derkvikt un derheybn.
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Mir geyen oys nokh khale,
Nit bloyz nokh broyt.
Undzer linke libe
Farshtilt di noyt.

Mir hobn gefunen

Un gevunen

A yidish-liblekh-gufik-
gaystik tsemish

Un gibn der velt

A fayg untern tish.

(Mir veln nit zogn,

“O, do ligt der hunt bagrobn”

Un nit dermonen
az undzer bagegenish

1z oykh a gezegenish).
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2. Sharfe Benkshaft. Fervent Longing. U9XW{71¥1 YOIRY

Dos kelos-hanefesh
Varemt heysblutik,
Fodert alts-mer-

Tsuzamenzayn mutik.

Mir mruken un tshuken
Viln vos hitsik;
Intimkayt vakst hastik,
Bagerik un shpitsik.

Men dertseylt

Vi Lilis

Hot nit gevolt lign
Unter Odemen

Un iz farshikt geven
Tsu a het-het heyl.

Seksuele frayhayt hot zi gezolt;

An ander pozitsie hot zi gevolt.

Mufkerdik iz zi gevorn;
Miliasn lilim zaynen ir
Geboyrn gevorn.

Ire tekhter zaynen klipes:
Flamike, tararamike,
Nit-ayntsamike,

Eybik farshmoltsene,
Eybik farsholtene.

3. Lilis. Lilith. ny
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Di hayntike froyen
Vos gloybn zi mit zey,
Di hayntike froyen

Shpanen in ir klipe-armey.
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4. S’kapet un Rint. It Drips and Oozes .01 |IX VY9OX{?'O

Menerzaft un froyenzaft
Durkh toyznter mayln.
Tsemishn zikh in mitn nakht
In noentkayt oysgetrakht.

Ikh smoktshe heysn lekakh do,
Du zeygst tsukerkes dort,

Mir mishn tsinger ziserheyt,
Khotsh bloyz mit kol un vort.

Mir tulien zikh mit reyd,
Pruvn toyem zayn dem tam
Fun gletn, lekn, haldzn
Iber yomerdikn yam.

5. Shvartser Shabes. Black Sabbath. .naw qvxaxnw

A shlofloze nakht,

Nito keyn heylung.
Undzer honik-prakht —
Nito keyn teylung.

A mayse on a mayse —

Nito keyn dertseylung.

S'1z nit gekumen
Di geule-sho;

Der dervarter kets
Iz nokh nito.

Di tserisene biletn

Lign afn dno.

Mir blaybn vider
Ba der haskhole,
Laydn in goles on hatsole.
Treystn zikh bay havdole:
S'iz a tsaytvaylike mapole.

Nit ongetsundn keyn shabes-likht,
Vider bahaltn libes gezikht.
Leyg mir tsu a feder tsu der noz:

Tsetreysl dem libes-krenk narkoz.
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1
I welcome you, my dearest Simkhe.
Are you really here, my darling?
I have great news about being together - a schedule for airplanes.
The room is ready in length,
in width, with a king-size bed for the tenderness of love.
Though I haven't tasted your kisses, I do feel them with all my senses.
You have virtuous eyes and warm lips;
I am attracted, delighted, exalted.
We expire for challah, not just for bread.
Our illicit love quiets our needs.
We have found and attained a loving-Yiddish-physical-spiritual medley and give the world the finger
under the table.
(We won't exclaim,

"That's the rub"

nor remind ourselves that our meeting is also a farewell.)

2
The fervent yearning warms hot-bloodedly, demands still-more-daring closeness.
We purr and murmur, desire lustfully;
intimacy grows rapidly, passionately, and intensely.

3
They tell of how Lilith refused to lie under Adam
and thus was banished to a far-off cave.
She desired sexual liberty; she preferred another position.
Licentious she became
and bore myriads of daughters.
They are demons: flaming, turbulent, unrestrained, eternally unctuous, ever accursed.
Today's women,
those who follow through, stride in that hellion army anew.

4

Man's juice and woman's juice over thousands of miles
mix in the midst of night in imagined proximity.
I devour hot honey cake here, you suck on candies there.
We mingle our tongues sweetly, though just with voice and word.
We nestle with talk, trying to savour the taste of petting, licking, and hugging over a lamenting sea.

5
A sleepless night, without redress.
Our honey delight - remains unshared.
A story without a story - nothing to relate.
The hour of redemption did not arrive;
the awaited exile's end is still not here.
The torn-up tickets have been tossed away.
We remain again at the beginning,
suffering in exile without escape, consoling ourselves with Havdole: a temporary defeat.
We lit no Sabbath candles, again hid love's countenance.
Place a feather at my nostrils; shatter the love-sick trance.



