Laptshes - Straw Slippers

Ikh bin oyf felder, velder fraye,
Oysgevaksn vi a blum,

Un geflokhtn laptshes naye

In der shtilkeyt fun arum.

Refrain:

Ekh, laptshes, ir mayn,
Laptshes libinke ir mayn.
Kh' hob tseshotn un tsetrotn
Iber felder, velder.

Es hot a yung mayn harts gefangen,
Un farkisheft mit zayn blik,

Kh’'bin in felder arumgegangen

Zikh tsu trefn mit mayn glik.

Iz gevorn beyz der tate:

— Es vet genug dir zayn shoyn haynt,
Traybt tsurik mikh in der khate
Flekhtn laptshes oyf dos nay.

Yiddish folk song based on Russian folk

simne R A we -
L pItyn PTLE NN P2 R
- -
Feario S B J (=10 2)S0 (=i
“ @A
sws CTRESNT JUINTEV PN
- o
EPN D8 BYP R W 1IN
N R
4 G "R
o R CSHWEER? T
JEmOTR U3 Crweew?
» -
TENIEYY IR OJERUTS S§TS
ATy SRS WA
Lol al

IR ET AL V-
.|,JJ\_‘.,J § NG -

. YN L ETYLY
il SR bl o} i

-y -
oo o -
-y S

- - LA LR ]
1 ¥ 7=

|,.0J\_.t,.n-. |

LAl o) SA WA

-y
ot e

o

:nul\‘\-‘: M qu: Tq'\:-.lb’i: T~‘\‘

’b
QRIS WY I ST aupa uyn o) —
PRRD WT PR PR Py BIme
B3 ONT NN CywRen? nssyes

Vi s’hot di nakht genumen shpinen wrew ey ] L';:._: TNttt "M
Ire soydes, shtil fartrakht, AoRRRE a0 PN
Hobn mir dan biz baginen ) ‘.h\_‘:_. r*_:: _‘,.\_". 12N
In dem kornfeld farbrakht. BaRZINE IOPEIWNE BT W
£ :r——ikx}—ﬁ f
1 == 4%
"o  S—
Ikh bin Oyf fel - det, vel - del’, fl‘ay - @, OyS -ge & vak - sn vi a blum,
')
P ey — T s
Y 5o e 4 H S |
S— 3 + % Z] 1_._‘}'— .
® h.
Un ge-flokh- tn lap -tshes nay - e In der shtil - keyt fun a-rum.

1. 1 i 1 4 + } E t % — - - §
B1——3 T e ! " T=—
2 A

Ekh, lap - tshes ir mayn lap -tshesli -bin - ke ir mayn, Kh’hob tse-sho - tn

\

2.

] 1
—9—%7 M M N > 2 1 | N A
g7 L — : —% —— & ——
LY
i - ber fel-der, vel - der vel - dep

un tse-tro- tn

I grew like a flower in fields and wild woods, and braided slippers of straw in the silence

around me. Hey,
forests.

slippers, my dear ones. | have trod and trampled in you over fields and

A young man stole my heart and bewitched me with his glance. I roamed through the fields
hoping to meet him. Father became angry: — You've been out long enough. He drove me

back inside the hut to braid shppers.

As soon as the night began to spin softly its secrets and was lost in thought, we were

together till dawn in the cornfields.


Polina Shepherd
In dem kornfeld farbrakht.


