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	UNA PASTORA YO AMI


	Una pastora yo amí 
Una hija hermoza 
De mi chiquez yo l'adorí }
Mas qu'ella no amí.        } (X2)


Un día que estavamos 

En la huerta asentados, 
Le díxe yo: "Por tí, mi flor, }
Me muero de amor."         } (X2) 


En los sus brasos m'apretó 
Con amor me bezó 
Me respondió y con dulsor: }
"Sos chico para amor."       } (X2)


M'engrandecí y la buxkí, 
Otró tomó y la pedrí, 
Ella si olvidó de mí    }
Ma siempre yo l'amí. } (X2)
	I loved a shepherdess,

A beautiful girl,

I adored her since childhood,  }
I loved nobody more than her. }  (X2)
One day as we were

sitting in the garden,

I said to her: "For you, my flower, }
I die of love."                                 }  (X2) 

She took me in her arms,

kissed me lovingly,

and replied gently:                  }
"You are too young for love."  }  (X2)
I grew up and searched for her,

She took another and I lost her,

She has forgotten about me  }
But I have always loved her.  }  (X2)

	TUMBALALAYKA



	Shteyt a bokher un er trakht,

Trakht un trakht a gantser nakht,

Vemen tsu nemen un nit farshemen,

Vemen tsu nemen un nit farshemen?

     Tum balalayke …freylekh zol zayn!
Meydl, meydl, ikh vil bay dir fregn:

Vos ken vaksn, vaksn on regn?

Vos ken brenen un nit oyfhern?

Vos ken beynkn, veynen on trern?

Narishe bokher, vos darfst du fregen:

A shteyn ken vaksn, vaksn on regn,

A libe ken brenen un nit oyfhern,

A harts ken beynkn, veynen on trern.
	A young man stands and thinks,

Thinks and thinks a whole night long,

Whom to take and not to shame,

Whom to take and not to shame.

     Tum balalayke … Be happy!
Young lass, I wish to ask you:

What can grow without rain?

What can burn without being consumed?

What can yearn and cry without tears?

Foolish lad, why do you have to ask?

A stone can grow without rain,

Love can burn without being consumed,

A heart can yearn and cry without tears. 


	
	MORENICA

	

	
	Morenica a mi me llaman

blanca yo nací,

y el sol del enverano

m'hizo a mi ansí.

     Morenica, graciosica sos,

     Morenica y graciosica 

     y mavra matiamu.

Morenica a mi me llaman

los marineros,

Si otra vez a mi me llaman

me yo vo con ellos.

Morenica a mi me llama

el hijo del rey

Si otra vez a mi me llama

me yo vo con el.
	They call me "dark one",

I was born white
And it was the summer sun

which made me thus.

     Dark one, you are graceful,

     Dark and graceful,

     With black eyes.

Dark one, call

the sailors.

If they call me one more time,

I will go with them.

Dark one, calls

the king's son.

If he calls me one more time,

I will go with him.
	

	UNTER DEM KINDS VIGELE



	Unter dem kinds vigele

Shteyt a klor vays tsigele,

Di tsigele iz geforn handln,

Rozhinkes mit mandln,

Rozhinkes mit mandln iz zeyer zis,

Mayn kind vet zayn gezund un frish. 

Gezund iz di beste skhoyre,

Mayn kind vet lernen toyre,

Toyre vet er lernen,

Sforim vet er shraybn,

A frumer un a guter,

Vet er im yirtse Hashem blaybn.
	Beneath the child's cradle

Stands a pure white kid,

The kid has gone trading,

Raisins and almonds,

Raisins and almonds are very sweet,

My child will be hale and hearty.

Health is the best merchandise,

My child will learn Torah,

He'll learn Torah,

He'll be a scribe of holy books.

A religious and a good Jew

Will he remain, God willing. 

	DER ALEPH-BEYS  -  OYFN PRIPETSHIK



	Oyfn pripetshik brent a fayrl

Un in shtub iz heys,

Un der rebe lernt kleyne kinderlekh

Dem aleph-beys.

    Zeyt zhe kinderlekh, gedenkt zhe tayere
    Vos ir lernt do,

    Zogt zhe nokh a mol, un take nokh a mol
    Komets aleph "o".

Lernt, kinder, mit groys kheshek,

Azoy zog ikh aykh on,

Ver'svet gikher fun aykh kenen ivre,

Der bakumt a fon.

Lernt kinder, hot nit moyre,

Yeder onheyb iz shver,

Gliklikh iz der, vos hot gelernt toyre,

Tsi darf der mentsh nokh mer?

Ir vet, kinder, elter vern,

Vet ir aleyn farshteyn,

Vifil in di oysies lign trern,

Un vifil geveyn.

Az ir vet, kinder, dem goles shlepn,

Oysgemutshet zayn,

Zolt ir fun di oysies koyekh shepn,

Kukt in zey arayn.
	In the hearth a fire burns

And it's warm in the house,

And the rabbi teaches little children

The aleph-beys.

     See here, children, remember, dear ones, 

     What you are learning here.

     Repeat again, and once again:

     Kometz-aleph is pronounced "O".

Study, children, with great fervour,

This is what I tell you,

Whoever learns Hebrew fastest

Will receive a flag. 

Study, children, do not be afraid,

Every beginning is difficult,

Happy is he who has studied Torah,

Does one need any more?

Children, as you grow older,

You yourselves will understand,

How many tears lie in the letters

And how much crying.

And as you plod suffering 

through the Galut

May you draw strength from the letters,

Look within them.


	LA ROSA ENFLORESE



	La rosa enflorese

En el mes de mai 

Mi alma s'escurese 

Sufriendo del amor.

El bilbilico canta 

Sospira del amor

Y la passion me mata

Muchigua mi dolor.

Los bilbilicos cantan

En los arvoles de la flor,

Debaxo se asientan

Los que sufren del amor.
	The rose is blooming

In the month of May

My soul is darkened,

Suffering from love.

The nightingale sings,

Sighing of love,

Passion kills me, 

Increasing my pain.

The nightingales sing

In the flowering trees,

Below sit those

Who suffer from love. 

	צור משלו אכלנו



	The Rock from whose (food) we have eaten,

Bless Him, my faithful friends,

We have eaten our fill and left over

According to the Lord's word.

He nourishes His universe, our Shepherd, our Father;

We have eaten His bread and drunk His wine, 

Therefore let us thank Him and praise Him,

We sing and respond, "None is as holy as the Lord." … 
	צור משלו אכלנו ברכו אמוני

שבענו והותרנו כדבר ה'.

הזן את עולמו רוענו אבינו

אכלנו את לחמו ויינו שתינו,

על כן נודה לשמו ונהללו בפינו,

אמרנו וענינו אין קדוש כה'. …

	LA CANTIGA DEL FUEGO



	Día de šabat, mi madre,

la horica dando dos,

fuego salió al Agua Mueva }
a la Torre Blanca quedó.    }  (X2)
Tando probes como ricos,

todos semos un igual.

Ya quedimos arrastrando  }
por campos y por kišlás.   }  (X2)  
Mos dieron unos tšadires,

que del aire se volan.

Mos dieron un pan amargo, }
ni con agua no se va.          }  (X2)
Las palombas van volando

hacienda estruición.

Ya quedimos arrastrando  }
sin tener abrigación.          }  (X2)
Entendiendo, mancevicos,

los pecados de šabat

se ensañó el patrón del mundo,  }
mos mandó a Dudular.                }  (X2)
Dio del cielo, dio del cielo,

no topates que hacer.

Mos dejates arrastrando,  }
ni camisa para meter.       }  (X2)
	On the day of the Sabbath, dear mother,

When the clock struck two,

A fire broke out at New Water     }
And spread to the White Tower.  }  (X2) 
Poor and rich,

We were all the same,

We wandered aimlessly         }
Through fields and barracks.  }  (X2)
They gave us some tents

That blew away in the wind.

They gave us bitter bread,                     }
That couldn't even be eaten with water. }  (X2)
The pigeons fly here and there,

Spreading destruction,

We wandered aimlessly  }
Without any shelter.        }  (X2)
Listen, young people:

The sins on Shabbat

So enraged the Lord of the universe  }
That he sent us to Dudular.                }  (X2)
God of the heavens, God of the heavens,

What more shall You do to us!

You threw us into wretchedness,  }
Without any clothes to wear.         }  (X2)


	ADIO, QUERIDA



	Tu madre cuando te parió y te quitó al mundo
Corazon ella no te dió para amar secundo.

   Adio, adio querida, no quero la vida, 
   me l'amargates tu. 

Va buxcat' otro amor, aharva otras puertas,

Aspera otro ardor, que para mi sos muerta.     Adio ...  
	When your mother gave birth to you …
She didn't give you a heart to love another person.

   Goodbye, my love, I do not want this life, 

   You have embittered it for me.

Go and look for another love, knock on other doors,

Wish for another ardor, 'cause for me you are dead.
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