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Cuando el rey Nimrod

	Cuando el rey Nimrod al campo salia,

Mirava en el cielo y en la estreyeria,

Vido una luz santa en la giuderia,

Que havía de nacer Avraham Avinu.

       Avraham avinu, padre querido,

       Padre bendicho, luz de Israel

La mujer de Teráh quedó preñada,

De día en día el le demandava

“De qué teneij la cara tan demudada?”

Eya ya savía el bien que tenía.

       Avraham avinu, padre querido,

       Padre bendicho, luz de Israel

………………………..

Saludemos al compadre y también al mohel,

Que por su zekhut mos venga el goel
Y ri'hma a todo Israel.

       Y daremos loores al verdadero.

       Al verdadero de Israel.
	When King Nimrod went out into the fields,

He looked at the heavens and at all the stars.

He saw a holy light in the Jewish quarter

Abraham our father was about to be born.

       Abraham our father, beloved,

       Blessed father, light of Israel.

When Terah’s wife became pregnant,

He asked her every day,

“Why is your face so sad?”

She already knew well what she had.

       Abraham our father, beloved,

       Blessed father, light of Israel.

……………………………….

Let us greet the sandak and the mohel

By virtue of whom the redeemer will come

And have mercy over all Israel,

       And we will give praise to the true G-d,

       The true redeemer of Israel.  


Der Sudenyu

	Zog zhe, rebenyu!
Vos vet zayn, az Meshiakh vet kumen?
Az Meshiakh vet kumen
veln mir makhn a sudenyu.
Vos veln mir esn oyf der sudenyu?
Dem shor habor mitn levyosn,
Dem shor habor mitn levyosn veln mir esn
oyf der sudenyu!
Vos veln mir trinken oyf der sudenyu?
Dem yayin hamshumer,
Dem yayin hamshumer veln mir trinken,
Dem shor habor mitn levyosn veln mir esn
oyf der sudenyu!
Ver vet undz toyre zogn oyf der sudenyu?
Moyshe rabeynu.  …

Ver vet undz shpiln oyf der sudenyu?

Dovid hamelekh. … 

Ver vet undz khokhme zogn oyf der sudenyu?
Shloyme hameylekh. …

Ver vet undz tantsn oyf der sudenyu?
Miryam hanevie.
	Tell us, dear Rabbi!
What will happen when the Messiah comes?
When the Messiah comes,
we will have a feast.
What will we eat at the feast?
The Wild Ox and the Leviathan,
We will eat the Wild Ox and the Leviathan
at the feast!
What will we drink at the feast?
The wine preserved [from Creation],
We will drink the preserved wine,
We will eat the Wild Ox and the Leviathan
at the feast!
Who will explicate the Torah to us at the feast?
Moses our teacher.   …

Who will play for us at the feast?
King David. …

Who'll say words of wisdom for us at the feast?
King Solomon. …

Who will dance for us at the feast?
Miriam the Prophetess.


El rey por muncha madruga
	The king who arose early

appeared before the queen.

The queen was sleeping

with her hair disarrayed.

The king, for a joke with her,

gave her two little taps.

- Stop, stop, Andaleto,

You are my first love.

I have two sons

and those of the king make four.

The king's sons eat separately,

and yours at my side.

The king's sons wear gold embroidery,

your sons were embroidery and brocade.

The king's sons ride on mules,

yours ride on mules and horses.

The king's sons go to war,

Yours stay at my side.

She turned around,

and found the king there.

- I beg your pardon, my Lord King,

I was asleep and dreaming.

The king drew his sword

and beheaded her.

- I have pardoned you, my queen,

with a scarlet collar.
	El rey que muncho madruga

ande la reina se ia,

La reina staba durmiendo

con sus cabellos dexechos.

El rey por burlar con ella,

dos dadicas le hay dado.

- State, state, Andaleto,

Tú me sos mi primer ‘namorado.

Dos hijicos mios tengo,

y dos del rey s’hacen cuatro.

Los del rey comen desparte,

Y los tuyos con mi al lado.

Los del rey visten de sirma,

los tuyos, sirma y brocado.

Los del rey benean mula,

los tuyos mula y caballo.

Los del rey van a la guerra

y los tuyos al mi lado.

Ella qu'avolto su cara,

al rey se lo topo 'n su lado.

- Perdon, perdon, sinor rey,

esfueno y m'hay sonado.

El rey esvanio su spada

la cabeza l'ay cortada.

- Ya te lo pedroni, mi reina,

con un yerdan corelado.


Ventanas altas

	Ventanas altas tienes tu

con velas amarillas,

Esta noche, arogo al Dio

que me subas arriba.

     Tirilaila hop, tirilaila hopa.

El anillo que llevas tu

el diamante es mio,

El kuyungi que te lo dio

es primo 'rmano mio.     Tirilaila hop ...
Esta noche yo me armi

por vuestro vecindado,

Dejarme la puerta abierta

y el candil amatado.     Tirilaila hop ....

Buenas noches, Hanum Dudun,

Buenas noches, mi alma,

Los pieses tengo en la nieve,

Y la cabeze en la hielada.     Tirilaila hop....

     
	You have high windows

With yellow curtains,

Tonight, with God's help,

I will be coming up.

     Tirilaila hop, tirilaila hopa.

This ring you're wearing,

Its diamond is mine,

The goldsmith that made it

is my first cousin.     Tirilaila hop ....

Tonight I have placed myself

in your neighbourhood,

Leave your door open

and the candle extinguished.     Tirilaila hop ....

Goodnight, Hanum Dudun,

Goodnight, my soul,

My feet are in the snow

and my head is in the frost.     Tirilaila hop ....

     


Amol iz geven a mayse

	Amol iz geven a mayse

Di mayse iz gornit freylekh

Di mayse heybt zikh onet

Mit a yidishn meylekh

 

     Lyulinke mayn feygele

     Lyulinke mayn kind,

     Kh'hob ongevoryrn aza libe,

     Vey iz mir un vind.

 

Der meylekh hot gehat a malke,

Di malke hot gehat a vayngortn,

In vayngortn iz geven a beymele,

Lyulinke, mayn kind.

 

Der boym hot gehat a tsveygele,

Oyfn tsveygele iz geven a nestele,

In nestele hot gelebt a feygele,

Lyulinke, mayn kind.

 

Der meylekh iz opgeshtorbn,

Di malke iz gevorn fardorbn,

Der tsvayg iz opgebrokhn,

Der feygele fun nest - antlofn.

 

Vu nemt men aza khokhem

Der zol kenen di shtern tseyln?

Vu nemt men aza dokter

Er zol kenen mayn harts heyln?
	Once upon a time there was a story:

The story isn't happy,

The story begins

with a Jewish king.

     Hush, my little bird,

     Hush, my child,

     I have endured such a love, 

    Woe is me.

The king had a queen,

The queen had a vineyard,

In the vineyard there was a little tree,

Hush, my child.

The tree had a branch,

On the branch was a nest,

In the nest was a little bird,

Lyulinke, my child.

The king died,

The queen became desolate,

The branch broke,

The little bird flew away from the nest.

Where can one find a wise man

who can count the stars?

Where can one find a doctor

who can heal my heart?


Melave Malke

	O, bruder, zog, vi heyst der tog,

Vos mir ale zaynen freylekh?

Der yidele, der kleyner,

Der kosherer, der sheyner -

Iz dokh dan a meylekh!

 

Shabes aleyn kumt tsu geyn,

Zayt zhe freylekh ale!

Tantst, kinder,

Yederer bazunder

Lekoved der heyliker kale!

 

Dos iz klor, vi a hor,

Az shabes iz di kale;

Der khosn der sheyner,

Iz nit keyner,

Nor mir yidn ale!

 

Ver es lakht un khoyzek makht

Fun di kale-khosn,

Yener vet take  esn a make

Fun der sude livyosn 
	O brother, say, what's the day

When we're all happy?

When the little Jew,

pious and nice

feels like a king?

When Shabbat comes,

everyone be happy!

Dance, children,

each and every person,

in honour of the holy bride!

It's as clear as day

That Shabbat is the bride;

The lovely groom

is no other 

than the Jewish people!

Whoever makes fun

of the bride and groom,

will surely get what he deserves

at the Leviathan feast! 


Vi azoy lebt der keyser?    -    Vi Azoy Trinkt A Keyser Tey?
	Rabosay, rabosay, khakhomim on a breg,

Kh'vel aykh fregn, kh'vel aykh fregn,

– Nu, freg–zhe, freg–zhe, freg,

Entfert ale oyf mayn shayle: 

Vi azoy trinkt der keyser tey?

– Me nemt a hitele tsuker,

Un me makht in dem a lekhele,

Un me gist arayn heyse vaser,

Un me misht, un me misht …

Oy, ot azoy, oy, ot azoy

Ot azoy trinkt der deyser tey!

Rabosay, rabosay, khakhomim on a breg,

Kh'vel aykh fregn, kh'vel aykh fregn,

– Nu, freg–zhe, freg–zhe, freg,

Entfert ale oyf mayn shayle: 

Vi azoy est der keyser bulbes?

– Me nemt a fesele puter

Un me shtelt avek dem keyser oyf der anderer zayt,

Un a rote soldatn, mit harmatn,

Shisn di bulbes durkh der puter

Dem keyser glaykh in moyl arayn …

Oy, ot azoy, oy, ot azoy

Ot azoy est der keyser bulbes!

Rabosay, rabosay, khakhomim on a breg,

Kh'vel aykh fregn, kh'vel aykh fregn,

– Nu, freg–zhe, freg–zhe, freg,

Entfert ale oyf mayn shayle: 

Vi azoy shloft der keyser bay nakht?

– Me shit on a fuln kheyder mit federn,

Un me khmalet ahin arayn dem keyser,

Un dray polk soldatn

Shteyen a gantse nakht un shrayen:

Sha! Sha! Sha!

Oy, ot azoy, oy, ot azoy

Ot azoy shloft der keyser bay nakht!
	Gentlemen, gentlemen, endlessly wise,

I wish to ask you a question,

- Nu, ask, ask, ask!

Everybody answer my question:

How does the tsar drink tea?

- You take a "cylinder" of sugar,

And you carve in a little hole,

And you pour in hot water,

And you stir, and you stir, ...

Oy, just like that, oy, just like that,

That's how the tsar drinks tea.

Gentlemen, gentlemen, endlessly wise,

I wish to ask you a question,

- Nu, ask, ask, ask!

Everybody answer my question:

How does the tsar eat potatoes?

- You take a barrel of butter,

And you place it opposite the tsar,

And a company of soldiers, with cannons,

Shoot the potatoes through the butter

straight into the tsar's mouth.

Oy, just like that, oy, just like that,

That's how the tsar eats potatoes.

Gentlemen, gentlemen, endlessly wise,

I wish to ask you a question,

- Nu, ask, ask, ask!

Everybody answer my question:

How does the tsar sleep at night?

- You take a room full of feathers

and you wham the tsar in,

and three regiments of soldiers

stand all night and shout:

Sha! Sha! Sha!

Oy, just like that, oy, just like that,

That's how the tsar sleeps at night.  


Tayere Malke

	Tayere Malke —

Gezunt zolstu zayn!

Gis on dem bekher,

Dem bekher mit vayn.

     Bim-bam-bam, bim-bam!

Fun dem dozikn bekher,

Er glantst azoy sheyn,

Hot getunken mayn zeyde,

mayn zeyde alen.
Geven shlekhte tsaytn,

Vi es makht zikh a mol,

Nor dem bekher hob ikh gehaltn —

Ayzn un shtol;

Er hot mesameyekh geven ale kinder

Bekant iz dos dir,

Funem tatn iz der bekher

Gekumen tsu mir!

Tayere Malke,

Gezunt zolstu zayn!

Far vemen zol ikh trinken

Dem dozikn vayn?

Lekhayim vil ikh trinken

Far dem pintele yid,

vos mutshet zikh tomid

Un vert keyn mol nit mid!

Lekhayim vil ikh trinken,

Un take on an ek,

Far di vos zaynen geforn

Oyf eybik avek!

Kh’trink far mayne sonim —
Nor zog zey nit oys!

Kuk, trern zey shpritsn

Fun bekher aroys!

Zingt hekher un hekher:

Got, du bist groys!

Bahalt, Malke, dem bekher,

Dos lidl iz oys.
	Dear Malke,

May you be well,

Fill up the goblet,

The goblet with wine.

     Bim-bam-bam, bim-bam!

From this same goblet,

Which gleams so beautifully,

My grandfather drank,

My grandfather himself.

There have been bad times,

As it happens at times,

But I held on to the goblet —

Iron and steel!
It made all the children happy,

As is known to you,

From my father the goblet

Was handed down to me!

Dear Malke,

May you be well,

For whom should I drink

This wine?

I drink to life

For the little Jewish spark

That ever toils

And will never tire!

I drink to life

Without end,

To those who have 

already gone for ever!

I drink for my enemies,

But don't tell them!

Look, tears spurt out

From the goblet.

Sing louder and louder,

God, you are great!

Malke, put away the goblet

This song has ended.


Der Kremer

	Zitst zikh a kremer in kreml,
Der hundertster kremer in gas,
Er zitst un er trakht fun a koyne,
In droysn iz fintster un nas.
Es vayzn zikh zeltn di koynim,
Er zitst un er shoydert far kelt,
Un genetst un kholemt khaloymes,
Un trakht zikh mekoyekh der velt.
O, volt ikh gehat nor dem koyekh!
Di erd voltn sonim gekayt,

Un take a melukhe geshafn,
Un take fun undzere layt!
A yidishe melukhe, raboysay,
Tsi kent ir dos gruntik farshteyn?
Dos heyst dokh a melukhe fun geoynim,
A melukhe fun mlokhim aleyn.
Nor plutzling bavayzt zikh a koyne,
Azoy vi an arbes di groys,
Un bet far a kopike hering
Un shlogt im fun dimyen aroys.
Derzeen dos fun vaytn dem pidyen
Di hunderter kremer fun gas,
Zey fresn im oyf mit di oygn,
Mit oygn fun kine un has.
	A shopkeeper sits in his shop,

The hundredth one on the block,

He sits and dreams of a customer,

Outside it's dark and wet.

He hardly ever has any customers,

He sits and shudders from cold,

He yawns and daydreams,

And thinks about the world.

O, if only I had the power!

My enemies would eat dirt,

And I would establish a kingdom

Of our people!

A Jewish kingdom, people,

Do you realize what that means?

That means a kingdom of geniuses,

A kingdom of kings.

But suddenly a customer appears,

As big as a bean,

And asks for a penny's worth of herring
And shakes him from his dreams.

Seeing the paying customer from afar,

The hundreds of shopkeepers on the block

Devour him with their eyes,

Eyes full of envy and hate.


Esta noche de Purim

	Esta noche de Purím, 
bebe el vino vinagre; 
vino, gallinas y arróz, 
se lo manda Alveró.
     Vivas tu, viva yo, 
     Vivan todos los judiós; 
     Viva la reina Estér 
     que tanto placer mos dió

Mordecai, el buen judió, 
qu'está en las cortes del rey; 
Haman no lo pudo ver 
porqué no s'encorvó a él.
     Vivas tu, viva yo ... 
     

Calla tu, Zeres la loca, 
qu'a ti hablar no te toca; 
que por tí s'hizo la horca 
y la estreno en Purím.
     Vivas tu, viva yo …
	Tonight is Purim,
Drink the sour wine;
Wine, chickens and rice,
That Alvero sent to us.
     Long live you, and me, too.
     Long live all the Jews;
     Long live Queen Esther
     Who gave us so much pleasure.

Mordecai, the good Jew,
Who was in the King's court,
Was hated by Haman
Because he didn't bow to him.
     Long live you, and me, too …
     

Be quiet, crazy Zeresh ,
It's not your time to talk;
She made the rope for you
To be used on Purim.
     Long live you, and me, too …


	אֲדוֹן עוֹלָם
אֲדוֹן עוֹלָם אֲשֶׁר מָלַךְ
בְּטֶרֶם כָּל יְצִיר נִבְרָא 
לְעֵת נַעֲשָׂה בְחֶפְצוֹ כֹּל
אֲזַי מֶלֶךְ שְׁמוֹ נִקְרָא

וְאַחֲרֵי כִּכְלוֹת הַכֹּל
לְבַדּוֹ יִמְלֹךְ נוֹרָא 
וְהוּא הָיָה וְהוּא הֹוֶה
וְהוּא יִהְיֶה בְּתִפְאָרָה

וְהוּא אֶחָד וְאֵין שֵׁנִי
לְהַמְשִׁילוֹ וּלְהַחְבִּירָה 
בְּלִי רֵאשִׁית בְּלִי תַכְלִית

וְלוֹ הָעֹז וְהַמִּשְׂרָה 
וְהוּא אֵלִי וְחַי גּוֹאֲלִי
וְצוּר חֶבְלִי בְּעֵת צָרָה 
וְהוּא נִסִּי וּמָנוֹסִ לי
מְנָת כּוֹסִי בְּיוֹם אֶקְרָא

בְּיָדוֹ אַפְקִיד רוּחִי
בְּעֵת אִישַׁן וְאָעִירָה 
וְעִם רוּחִי גְּוִיָּתִי

ה' לִי וְלֹא אִירָא 

	שַׁבָּת הַמַּלְכָּה

ח.נ. ביאליק
הַחַמָּה מֵרֹאשׁ הָאִילָנוֹת נִסְתַּלְּקָה –

בֹּאוּ וְנֵצֵא לִקְרַאת שַׁבָּת הַמַּלְכָּה.

הִנֵּה הִיא יוֹרֶדֶת הַקְּדוֹשָׁה, הַבְּרוּכָה,

וְעִמָּהּ מַלְאָכִים צְבָא שָׁלוֹם וּמְנוּחָה.



בֹּאִי, בֹּאִי, הַמַּלְכָּה!



בֹּאִי, בֹּאִי, הַמַּלְכָּה! –

שָׁלוֹם עֲלֵיכֶם, מַלְאֲכֵי הַשָּׁלוֹם!

 

קִבַּלְנוּ פְּנֵי שַׁבָּת בִּרְנָנָה וּתְפִלָּה,

הַבַּיְתָה נָשׁוּבָה, בְּלֵב מָלֵא גִילָה.

שָׁם עָרוּךְ הַשֻּׁלְחָן, הַנֵּרוֹת יָאִירוּ,

כָּל-פִּנּוֹת הַבַּיִת יִזְרָחוּ, יַזְהִירוּ.



שַׁבָּת שָׁלוֹם וּמְבֹרָךְ!



שַׁבָּת שָׁלוֹם וּמְבֹרָךְ!

בֹּאֲכֶם לְשָׁלוֹם, מַלְאֲכֵי הַשָּׁלוֹם!

 

שְׁבִי, זַכָּה, עִמָּנוּ וּבְזִיוֵךְ נָא אוֹרִי

לַיְלָה וָיוֹם, אַחַר תַּעֲבֹרִי.
וַאֲנַחְנוּ נְכַבְּדֵךְ בְּבִגְדֵי חֲמוּדוֹת,

בִּזְמִירוֹת וּתְפִלּוֹת וּבְשָׁלֹש סְעֻדּוֹת.



וּבִמְנוּחָה שְׁלֵמָה,



וּבִמְנוּחָה נָעֵמָה –

בָּרְכוּנוּ לְשָׁלוֹם, מַלְאֲכֵי הַשָּׁלוֹם!

 

הַחַמָּה מֵרֹאשׁ הָאִילָנוֹת נִסְתַּלְּקָה –

בֹּאוּ וּנְלַוֶּה אֶת-שַׁבָּת הַמַּלְכָּה.

צֵאתֵךְ לְשָׁלוֹם, הַקְּדוֹשָׁה, הַזַּכָּה –

דְּעִי, שֵׁשֶׁת יָמִים אֶל שׁוּבֵךְ נְחַכֶּה...



כֵּן לַשַּׁבָּת הַבָּאָה!



כֵּן לַשַּׁבָּת הַבָּאָה!

צֵאתְכֶם לְשָׁלוֹם, מַלְאֲכֵי הַשָּׁלוֹם!
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