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BINA LANDAU

presents

POETRY IN SONG

a tribute to

MICHEL GELBART,

composer of songs for children, choruses
and concerts, for more than 50 years
devoted his talents to creating music for
the Yiddish-loving people.

During these years, at least 300 composi-
tions sprang up under his able pen; set-
ting music to the works of about 120

and dramatists, thus endowing us
with six oratorios, 15 operettas, eight
orchestral compositions for rhythm and
most of all, through his untiring efforts
and devotion to bring forth the Yiddish
lied. He accomplished the “Herculean™
task of bringing to light in print some
20 books of %’Eddish songs. A great
majority of these songs were written for
the schools; children found it easy to
sing his melodious, tuneful musical lines.
Mr. Gelbart's name was ymous with
the Jewish child and scﬁml Not only
did he compose the music, he also taught
the children to sing and love Yiddish
50ngs.

As a singer of Yiddish songs, 1 am par-
ticularly indebted to Mr. Gelbart for
opening for me new horizons in the
realm of concert songs of deep meaning
on call to specific occasions of magnitude
and profundity, He 15 no longer with us
now, but his songs will live on.

BINA LANDAU

Since her arrival to these shores, BINA
LANDAU has become an outstlndmg
E:rsunallty in the field of Jewish music.
er interpretations of the Yiddish and
Iscaeli songs, combined with a beautiful
voice of color, exhuberance and vitailty,
won her the affectionate acclaim of en-
thusiastic audiences everywhere: Israel,
Canada, Arpentina and here in the U.S.
Miss LANBJ'LU is primarily concerned
wﬁh btm ing works of classical Jewish
ore. A selection of some of
Fllese wmlu is presented in this record-
ing.
A native of Radom, Poland, and :n
alumna of the concentration campe, she
now resides in Philadelphia.

Accom ing her at the piano is Ruth
rﬂim . :f Hilda PICSI:!:'I.'. Transla-
tions are by Bina Landau and Dora
Wiener-Duvduvan,
“hotography by Gocial Studio.

Produced and Divecied By Sawl Karp

AND IT SHALL COME TO PASS

AT THE END OF DAYS o'EW ARG MM
And an eod te war snd rebellion : -
Will bring & King mounted on & ssow-white stallion,
Be it u blessing, or be it a curse,

Thus it i written in the Holy Verse: i
“And it shall come to pass st the end of day™.

And with stars aglow and flowers in bloom,
And birds awarbling the end of gloom,
Awaiting to greet their Kings arrval,

With boped, as loretold in the Holu Bible:
“And it shall come to pasms at the eod of days'"

Through fie and bleod that diken the wold,
Wwio will remun untouched by the sword?
Upen what lucky man

will fall his glow beight.

That wyll shipe as the sun

And bring untold delight?

“And it shall come to pass at the eod of days'”

Oh, King, mine through countless ages revesed,

For whom pow thy freedom?

For whom now thy croed?

The blood of our people so wainly spent.

Shall arise and an answer from Yoo will demand |
‘And it shall come to pass at the end of davs.”

DON UN DONIA BaKT TR 1
Don, with his pitch-black hairlocks

And Donia, with two molden braids

Don i3 the scholar of scholars,

Donia — the gueen of steppes’ mards,

Don walk: to scheol o the moming
With ecyes hali-closed wanting of sleep,
Lomia — with sun her brow adamming.
To the sieppes, Lerds ot ber sheep.

Don on his way meets the maiden,
And mutely casts down his bright eyes:
Lhe shepherdess ,IJ(-: h:J.E-m;lm.L
Looks down in ten BUIprisE . . &

Dua is impatient al studies

The days long, :mil.ua and deawn,

e pages seem like the steppes

Lhe letters — flocks of sheep an the lawp

Still, Daon tﬂ'ldl dall',r h:r studics

Don i3 the 5Scolar
nd Donia — uiu'l'_r het [Iadz
And Duonia, the gueen of stcopes” stock.

THREE LITTLE BOYS T ™
My mothet his theee Lile boys,
Lheee little boys has she,
With tendercss ruddy cheels
do velvety delicate as can be.
The first is called Berele,
The wecond; Chamm.5
The third ong is called:
fnl:.r:i:?iw o 1 did,

Yad, ¥ei, &
I koew, suprised you'll be
The thied Little boy,
The third one, that iy me!

My mother [rom the market
Theee walnuts brought for .
One she brought [or Berele,
One for Chaim-Shmerele

The third-the very best

She kept all I'a-: herseli !

You may wonder still a lirle
Why not for me a "o
Cause MNisn, Nisn, Miscle,
‘Cause “"MNuan'"

That is Me!
*MNissl-dimunitive of Nimn i3 a boys name.
Also in Yiddish for walnut.

WHAT A WEDDING THAT WAS !
L1¥ny Aeh K DET TR
Ul mother mine, obh mother dear
Lo pot chase that youne tailor from  heee.
4 iis Henusoe young tailor don't tuin from the doos
Phis young, handsome tailor, it's him [ adoge,
Uh waughter mune, oh daughter fan
Are you with a tmlor a sustable pair?
Your [ather will bring to you
From the big. wide world
A husband good looking, with hooors and gold.

I don't want the honom, | doo't want the wold
Please don't make me lose

My youth and my warld.

This young little tailor

S0 handsome and sweet,

Ihis young little tailor

Is all that 1 need

The maid docs not cat,

Dioes not aleep through the night,
The youth walks about

In a terrible plight.

And Father dear. mother dear
Gave up the fight

And nuptials were signed

On a Saturday night.

And what a wedding that has been,
Nuptials like these, the world hasn't geen,
As the bright sun the pair has shose
And [riends and relitives

on until mom.
And cating and drinking there Irn zalore
You tmllr! nok ask for anythi
And over the hills and owver &..lu,
The hiddles were cryine
And basses joined in with their wails,

GO, WE MLUST GO

ELTIJ "I;-mm 50 gul'-:! wl?glrzm TSR
3}

Klap, ‘Itlﬂm thm Sy

Klap on the

Wearily we go without mumine or glince.

Here someone 13 chamed

‘L hete someane is ch

Aod cannot break the yoke with a stone
‘what can be done?

‘What shall be dope?

‘Lhe chainy we bear

But g we muit, on.

Al tmes we get rest

At times peace and guist,

Eﬂ']cn the punishing band does get tred
£ WE TEpOE

We lic down still,

We lie down u.LLLM:h:uHh

And we doze . . .

THE ELEFHANT AND THE ELY
170 i W SERETEA W
My, what troubles
A lithe ty un cause,
i a great, big elephant
Lickling and pirs
His pose!

WARSAW RLrmn

From far away lands
1 came, Warsaw o you
And sadly I stand
F;:.um.i Tulliwm“ hcimuﬂnz it's true.
0 you over lands, over scas
To find my father, my mother decensed.
50, I stoop and recall
My childlrood’s sweet years .
And think of my Warsaw, eyes welling with tears.

In heart deep with Warsaw
1 wander and roam

And dare apyone guestion
My socrow apd

Mudst a world so lovely
Io flower and bloom,

I'll ‘sayi

Ob Warsaw, our own
Our beautdul Wapaw |
There was only onel

Your desolate muins in smoldering (lames
Beneath them your martyis.

Unkoows thelr names.

1 look for a sign of my dear omea; my own
That nilm.!:mu hand

His wild seeds has sown,

S0 l a to recall

My childhood’s sweet yeais

lwl.\'l.-d in my hearnm — Warsaw

Eyes welling with tears.

In heart deep with Wanaw ete.

A SWEET, GOOD MIGHT,
Tucked in are your tiny fioet,
L'l bring barelouts to my sweek
Fresh little outs feom the forest,
20, that slumber soltly will my deatest
Avle, lu, luda ...
And when my lutle one falls aslecp
Groudly lunu will come aflying
-'md watch d :

They'll coume ﬂ:mut on white, soft wings
little Angels, cach of them sings.
Aylu, tu, lula ', .,
The wings, they are of purc-white gold
And litle children they bebold
And they watch do keep
Ver little babe's slumber and sleen.
Ayla, lu, lula . . .
30 close your sweet eyed
Like & bird the Il.t:l: angel flies.
Do you hear, my baby, my own?
The wings are fluttertng on . . .
Avlu, lu, lula .
They are fl'rmg like birds
Like birds, they are {lying on,
Hush, the tiny eves closed tight,
Have a peacetul, sweet good-night.

ON THE ROAD STANDS A TREE
BM3 K BageR 5N (Y
Un the road, stands a tree
Stanass there bent and WiHR,
All the burds bave left it there
Alone, amainst the storm,
Thige went East and three went West
And the rest down South,
Ledt the tree against the skv
To cvery wind that blows.

Said I to my mother then,

If vou'll oniy let me

I would in o moment be

A faithful bird o thit old tres,

Say3 my mother: nay my cheild
od her teari ate flowine.

For the winter davs have come
d erdel windi are blowine.

Save your cyes, oh mother dear,

For 1 want ﬂ_mdn see i
W in a twinkling, one, two, three

I. a bird can be.,

Mother weeps, now take, my child

Take in heaven's name

Take vour woolens, coat and scarf,

:’ut |:Iml'n. on, E-Er;hrumrl eaboe: alon
our gloves and hat now L

Galoshes don't forzet,

I vou don’t want 1o be a

While young, among the dead,

I oy my wings, 1 cannct [y
r[:!’.wrl beavy I am Ildﬁ

ar too many, many thi
Toa much have 1 of burden.
Sadly irto :nothr: s eves
1 laak m:hm a word,

wos — did not permit
For me w be a bird,

EEBE FOOT FUL B

MOISHELECH AND SHLOIMECH

Tramw 1R Erav.

Under the green trees lighty SWAYIDE ;
Mopbelech and shloimelech are gaily plaving
Jagkets, lnnges and wone frocks

Lyes brght and
Liny, lught ligu
A breatn of win

shuny and curly locks,
rei oan feathen and straw,
d and off they o

Laugming, josthing. mnmng dishing
Sloerily whieir eves aie {lashiod,

And here they stop to doeam and ponder
L yester-days and what lies vonder.

May nothing

befall vou, so gentle and wise

b, live always “peath sunny s
How 1 Jove your ten cves |

LET 3ABBATH
Uh grandmother

LINGER ON  nag 1™ 18 281
dear, Don't hasten o say

Grod ofAbrabam.’
Why do you mah so today?

Lhe sun in the

west mostll glowing faintly,

Grandma, wait a short while vet, | pray.

Dhstur oot the quict of gur Sabbath, the Holy.
Lhe sacred stlloess and peace,

g gD of stars

in the sky can be secn yet,

Grandma, wait & moment, do please.

This G-d of Abrabam to haress us brings

1o the grind of
The exile . . .

the Habbi . . .

every-day wear,
the school to eadure

The burdens and steess of day-by-dav care,

And yet my gra
Laiing pask the
As il not leatin

idma stondly stands
darkened pane . . .
& my plex

it muitian od of Abraham
And tears roll down ber wrinkled cheek,

TWO SISTERS

Feoyne g

lwo sisters in bed
Une with the oher chags

Pray, what docs
Pray, what does
Lhe sky 13 bloe,

she say?
she sayr
the Erass-gieen,

And what would be the color of lowe?
And what would the color of love be?
Her sooer faintly murmuon:

1 have seen it in my dream

Bat . . . buk .

« « lorot 1

Twa sistets i bed
Asks one the other:
Sisver dear — hear,
Hear, sister dear:

Honey o sweet,

salty the tear

Of what taste o love?
What s love's taster
Faintly murmurs the other:

Why, 1I've know
Buk . .« but .

n it in my deeam
« « fomot |

A pity, dear friends;
Had these two remembered.

What a beautifu

1 song

I might have rendered.

MAY IT BE

May it be

Thll’f‘l castles §
t

That my God s

™ g
in mid-air | am buildi =

nowhere to be found

The dream is brighter
The dream s truer,
In the dream the skies ate bluer and bluer.

May it be

That my moal will alwavs escane me.

May it be

That my ship no harbor will reach

It s not the attal

nament

That would content me.
It s, that the gong i bright junihine should bel

I THINK OF THEE, NEGEV
Sand and sky and hot Monsoo

Sand and burnin
douin’s carava

2 nan N0 B3 TR

i males md wmd.'l
ns silent

On hunched camels they da}:m and doze,

Stopping by a m

uddy

For a maoment of reposs & . .

Thus it was for

yearm and years

Thuos it was just yesterday,
Till a people came for

Fleting t'.rmm'r
And with vigor,
Built up homes

and diszster.
steequzth renewed.
and factories new:

Mew roads, strects and wava
Bonging light and new horizons
And sndy wilderness and wastes
Bloom and blossam into life
And a story pew unfold

Full of courage,

=,
hope and laht!

TELL ME. MARANO TS
And so Marano, brother mine
How is set the Seder thine?
In a cave, dim and hidden
There the Seder hosta are bidden,
Tell Marano, 'hm and from
Will your snowwhite “Matoos' come?
In & cave so dim and hidden,
My wife prepared the doush forbiddes
-Say Maran-, brother dear,
Have you » hagaddah near
In & cave — deen in the rround
The “"Hagaddah™ is safe and sound.
And bow will you thﬂdf defend
%:n ;uu.r vninu

en I am captured dear,
U'll die singine, loud mh&;“'

Printed i U.S.A.
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