
Play, Guitar   SHPIL, GITAR


Lyrics in Russian by P. German. Translation - unknown. Music by S. Pokrass




Shpil gitar, biz mayn tsar vet oyfhern 
Zoln platsn di strunes on a tsol. 
Kh’vil mit vayn un shampayn shiker 
vern, oy,  
un fargesn vos geven iz a mol.  

Tsu, vos zhe zorgn, farn morgn 
Fil dem bekher on mit vayn 
Heyb dem bekher, hekher, hekher  
In dem vayn fargeyt dem payn.  

Di tsigayner, zey ruen un shlofn 
Un men hert shoyn keyn lidl nisht meyn;  
Nor kol-zman s’iz faran vayn a tropn,oy 
Iz dos lebn un der toyt shoyn alts eyns.  

Alt un shvakh, on a dakh, iz farblibn 
A tsigayner, a held, gants aleyn; 
Ferdlekh ganvenen, meydlekh fil libn, oy  
Er flegt zingen dos lid azoy sheyn.  

Play, guitar, till my sorrow 
goes away. Let many strings 
break. 
I want to get drunk on wine 
and champagne, and forget 
the way things were.  
Why worry about tomorrow – 
Fill the goblet with wine; raise 
the goblet higher, higher. 
Pain dissolves in the wine.  
The gypsies rest and sleep, 
and one no longer hears any 
songs. But as long as there’s 
a drop of wine, life and death 
are the same.  
Old and weak, without a roof, 
all alone is a great big gypsy 
who used to steal horses and 
make love to girls, and he 
used to sing his song so 
beautifully.


