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MUSIC SELECTIONS
El Choclo (The Corn Cob) Music: Angel Villoldo, Arr. Alexandre Marr and Maude Cloutier

Voz Iz Gevorn Mayn Shtetele? (What Has Become of My Little Shtetl?) Music: Abraham
Ellstein, Text: Isidore Lillian

Chasdei Hashem Music: Israel Alter, Text: Lamentations 3:22; Arr. Israel Goldstein
Volver (Return) Music: Carlos Gardel, Text: Alfredo La Pera

Yam’schik Ne Goni Loshadei (Coachman, Don’t Rush the Horses) Music: Yakov Feldman,
Text: Nikolai Von Ritter; Arr. Jevel Katz

Utom’lyonoye Soln’tse (Weary Sun) Music: Jersy Petersburgski, Text: Iosif Alvek
Schast’'ye Moye (My Joy) Music: Yefim Rozenfeld, Text: Georgi Namlegin
Cherniye Glaza (Black Eyes) Music: Oskar Strok, Text: Alexnder Perfilyev
Papirosen (Cigarettes) Music and Text: Hermann Yablokoff

Oyg'n (Eyes) Music: Abraham Ellstein, Text: Molly Picon

Ikh Hob Dikh Tsufil Lib (I Love You Too Much) Music: Alexander Olshanetsky, Text:
Chaim Tauber

Mayn Yiddishe Meydele (My Jewish Girl) Music: Sholom Secunda, Text: Anshell Schorr

Der Tango Fun Osvientshim (Slave Tango) Music and Text: Unknown (sung in Auschwitz
Concentration Camp)

Friling (Spring) Music: Abraham Brudno, Text: Shmerke Kaczerginski
Hernados Hideaway (from The Pajama Game) Music and Text: Richard Adler and Jerry Ross

V’shamru: Music: Cantor Marcelo Gindlin, Text: Shabbat Liturgy



The Jewish Heart of the Tango— Texts & Translations

Vos Iz Gevorn Fun Mayn Shtetele? (What Has Become of My Little Shtetl?

Ven ikh nem dermonen zikh Ven tkh bin a kind geven
In der heym, in shtetele a mol. In di sheyne vinter nekht Flegn mir shpatsirn geyn un
kholemen khaloymes on a tsol.

Oy, vi demolt iz geven Azoy hartsik, azoy sheyn, ven mir flegn geyn farbay di shul, un
dem khazns sheyne shtim hot geklungen azoy frum, Bay dem omed mit groys gefil:

“K’vakoras ro’e edro ma'avir tsono tachas shivto.” Aza benkenish fun frier geblibn iz in harts bay mir.

Vos iz gevorn fun mayn shtetele? Vos iz gevorn fun mayn alte heym? Oy, vi es benkt zikh nokh
mayn shtetele, Mayn yugnt hob tkh dokh farbrakht in dem. dos gesele, Dos shulkhl, vi hartsik un
vi sheyn... Dos beymele, dos milkhl— Vel ikh es ven nokh zen?

Oy, vos 1z gevorn fun mayn shtetele? Oy, vos iz gevorn fun der alter heym?

When I reminisce about how it was when I was a child, at home in the shtetl, once upon a
time. I recall how in those beautiful winter nights we used to stroll around and dream
countless dreams. Oh, how things were so heartfelt, so beautiful then, when we used to pass
by the synagogue, and the cantor’s sonorous voice resounded so piously, so emotively, by
the lectern: “as when a shepherd takes account of his flock, causing his sheep to pass under
his staff one by one.” Such a longing for bygone days has remained in my heart.

Whatever became of my shtetl? Whatever became of my old home? Oh, what a longing I
have for my shtetl. That is where I spent my youth. The alleyway, the little synagogue, how
heartfelt and how beautiful ... The tree, the little dairy—will I ever see them again?

Oh, whatever became of my little shtetl? Oh, whatever became of the old home?
Chasdei Hashem - 100 m (God’s Mercies)
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The kindness and mercies of God surely does not cease, nor does divine compassion fail.

Volver (Return)

Yo adivino el parpadeo de las luces que a lo lejos van marcando mi retorno...

Son las mismas que alumbraron con sus palidos reflejos hondas horas de dolor. Y aunque no quise
el regreso, siempre se vuelve al primer amor. La quieta calle donde el eco dijo tuya es su vida,
tuyo es su querer, bajo el burlon mirar de las estrellas que con indiferencia hoy me ven volver.

Volver... con la frente marchita, las nieves del tiempo platearon mi sien. Sentir... que es un soplo la vida,
que veinte atios no es nada, que febril la mirada, errante en las sombras, te busca y te nombra. Vivir...
con el alma aferrada a un dulce recuerdo que lloro otra vez...

Tengo miedo del encuentro con el pasado que vuelve a enfrentarse con mi vida... Tengo
miedo de las noches que pobladas de recuerdos encadenan mi sofiar. Pero el viajero que
huye tarde o temprano detiene su andar...

Y aunque el olvido, que todo destruye, haya matado mi vieja ilusion,

guardo escondida una esperanza humilde que es toda la fortuna de mi corazon.

I imagine the flickering of the lights that in the distance will be marking my return..They’re
the same that lit, with their pale reflections, deep hours of pain. And even though I didn’t
want to come back, you always return to your first love. The tranquil street where the echo

2



said yours is her life, yours is her love, under the mocking gaze of the stars that, with
indifference, today see me return.

To return..with withered face, the snows of time have whitened my temples. To feel... that
life is a puff of wind, that twenty years is nothing, that the feverish look, wandering in the
shadow, looks for you and names you. To live...with the soul clutched to a sweet memory that
I cry once again...

I am afraid of the encounter with the past that returns to confront my life.. I am afraid of the
nights that, filled with memories, shackle my dreams. But the traveler that flees sooner or
later stops his walking and although forgetfulness, which destroys all, has killed my old
dream, I keep concealed a humble hope that is my heart’s whole fortune.

Amimk, He ToHW somaneit (Yam'schik Ne Goni Loshadei - Coachman, Don’t Speed Up the
Horses)

Kak epycmno, mymanno xpyeom, Tockaue, 6esompaden mou nyms, A npouiioe Kaxdcemcs CHOM,
Tomum nabonesutyo epyoo.

Awwux, He eonu nowadetl, Mne nexyoa bOonvuie cnewiums, Mue Hexoeo Oonvuie M0OUMD,
Amwux, ne conu nowaoeil.

Kax srcasxcoy cpeov mpaunvix pasuun uzmerny 3a06ims u 100086b,
Ho namsimoe, moti 3101 énacmenun, 6cé 6youm mumnysuiee 6Hoeb!

Bcé ovino, nuwe nosico u ooman, Ilpowaii u meumst u noxotl,
A bonv He 3akpvieuiuxcs pan Ocmanemcs 6e4HO O MHOU.

How sad, all-around foggy, Dreary, dismal my path is,
And the past seems like a dream, It presses its sore chest.

Coachman, don’t speed up the horses, I have nowhere to hurry anymore,
I have nobody to love anymore, Coachman, don’t speed up the horses.

How Ilong amidst the gloomy plains o forget betrayal and love,
But memory, my evil master, keeps awakening the past again!

Everything was only a lie and deception, the farewell and the dreams, and peace, but the
pain of uncovered wounds stays forever with me.

Yromnennoe conuie (Utom lyonoye Solntse - Weary Sun)

Ymomnennoe COJIHYE€ HEIICHO C MOpEM npoulailocs.

B smom uac mui npusralacv, 4mo Hem a0beu. Mue nemnozo 632Dy CNIHYJ10Cb,

be3 mocku 6e3 neuaiu, 6 smom dac nposeydaiu cioea meou. Paccmaemcs s ne CMawHy 31umuvcCA,
Bunosamot 6 s3mom mwt u ... Ymomnennoe COJIHY€ HEICHO C MOpeEM npouianocoy,

B smom uac mui npusralacv, 4mo Hem aobeu. Paccmaemcs s e CMAary 3aumoscA,

Bunosamwi 6 s3mom mwt u 5. Ymomnennoe COJIHY€ HEICHO C MOpEM npoulanocsb

B smom uac mui NpUu3Halacs 4mo Hem 068U,

The weary sun was saying a tender farewell to the sea. At this time you confessed that there’s
no love. I felt a bit sad, there was no depression or sorrow, in how you said it at this time.

We are parting, I won’t nurse a grudge, The fault lies with you and me...the weary sun

was saying a tender farewell to the sea, at this time you confessed, that there’s no love.

The fatigued sun, was saying a tender farewell to the sea. At this time you confessed, that
there's no love.



Cuactre Moe (Scha’stye Moye - My Happiness
Cuacmve moe, A nawen 6 nawetl Opyicoe ¢ moootl, Bcé ons mebs —
U noboswv, u meumol...

Cuacmue moe,
Omo padocmo yeemenus 6ecHotl, Bcé amo mui,
Mos nrobumast, 6cé mol.

Cuacmue moe,
Iocmompu — nawa ronocmo ysemem, CKoIbKO 110086U
U secenvs 6okpye...

Paoocme mos,
Dmo monodocms necHu noem,
Mbi ¢ moboti nepaznyunvt 606oem, Moii ysemox, moii opya!

My happiness,
I found in our mutual friendship, All for you —
Love, and dreams...

My happiness, that is the joy of spring thatt is all you, my love, all you.
My happiness, behold - our youth blossoms, How much love and celebration around us...
My happiness, youth sings songs, together we’re inseparable, my flower, my companion.

Yepueie rnaza (Chernive Glaza - Black Eyes)

bBbin 0env ocennuil, u aucmos 2pycmuo onaoau.
B nocneonux acmpax neuans xpycmanvhas sxcuna.
I'pycmu moeoa ¢ moborw mul He 3HAU,

Beowv mul nrobunu, u 0ns nac éecna ysena.

Ax! Dmu uepnwie enaza mens naenunu.

Hx nozabvimsv nueoe Henv3s = OHU 20pAmM nepeoo MHOIU.

Ax! Dmu uepnwvie anaza mens mobunu. Kyoa sce ckpoliuceo 6ot menepo?
Kmo 6nuzox eam opyeoii? Ax! Dmu uepnwie 2naza mens nozyoam,

Hx nozabeims nHuzoe nenvss, Onu copsim nepeoo MHOIL.

Ax! Dmu uepnvie anazal Kmo eac nonooum, Tom nomepsem nascezoa M
cepoye u noKo.

It was an autumn day, and the leaves were falling sadly. In the last asters crystal sadness
lived. We were not aware of sadness at that time, after all, we loved, and spring bloomed for

us.

Oh! These black eyes captivated me. They were nowhere to be forgotten - they burn in front
of me. Oh! These black eyes loved me. Where do you hide now? Is there another that is close
to you? Oh! These black eyes ruin me, They were nowhere to be forgotten, They are burning
in front of me. Oh! These black eyes! Whoever falls in love with you, He will lose it all: his

heart and his peace.

Papirosen (Cigarettes)

A kalte nakht, a nebldike finster umetum, sheyt a yingele fartroiert un kukt zikh arum. Fun regn shtist

im hor a vant, a koshikl trogt er in hant, un zayne oygn betn yedn shtum.



Ikh hob shoyn nit keyn koyekh mer arumtsugeyn in gaz, hungerig un opgerizn fun dem regn naz. Ikh
shlep arum zikh fun baginen, keyner git nisht tsu fardinen, ale lakhn, makhn fun mir shpaz.

Kupitye koyft zhe, koyft zhe papirosn, trukene fun regn nisht fargozn. Koyft she bilik benemones, koyft
un hot oyf mir rakhmones, ratevet fun hunger mikh atsind. Kupitye koyft she shvebelakh antikn, dermit
verd ir a yosiml derkvikn. Umzizt mayn shrayen un mayn loyfn, keyner vil bay mir nit koyfn, oysgeyn
vel tkh muzn vi a hunt.

Mayn tate in milkhome hot farloyrn zayne hent, mayn mame hot di tsores mer oyshaltn nisht gekent.
Yung in keyver zi getribn, bin ikh oyf der velt farblibn, ungliklekh un elnt vi a shteyn. Breklekh klayb
tkh oyf tsum ezn oyf dem kaltn mark, a harte bank iz mayn geleger in dem kaltn park. In dertsu di
politziantn, shlog mikh shvern kantn, 2’helft nit mayn betn, mayn geveyn.

A cold night, foggy, and darkness everywhere, A boy stands sadly and looks around. Only a
wall protects him from the rain he holds a basket in his hand, and his eyes beg everyone
silently: I don’t have any strength left to walk the streets hungry and ragged, wet from the
rain, I shlep around from dawn. Nobody gives me any earnings, everyone laughs and
makes fun of me.

Buy my cigarettes, dry ones, not wet from the rain. Buy real cheap, buy and have pity on me.
Save me from hunger now, buy my matches, wonderful ones, the best, and with that you will
uplift an orphan. My screaming and my running will be for naught. Nobody wants to buy
from me-I will have to perish like a dog.

My father lost his hands in the war, my mother couldn’t bear her troubles anymore. And was
driven to her grave at a young age - I was left on this earth unhappy and alone like a stone. I
gather crumbs to eat in the cold market, a hard bench in the cold park is my bed and on top
of that, the police beat me with the edges of their swords and sticks, my pleas and my cries
are of no use.

Oyg’'n (Eyes)

S’iz a finstere nakht un ikh zits mir un trakht mayn lebn hot gornisht keyn vert.

Sz leydik un pust, mayn shtrebn umzist; keyn mazl iz mir nisht bashert.

Nor plutsem a shtral, a likhtiker kval: tsvey oyg'n hob ikh derzen.

Ikh hob bald derfilt, mayn harts iz farshpilt, Nor ikh bin tsufridn geven.

Oyg'n ...far dayne shvartse oyg'n ... far zey shteyt ayngeboygn di likhtike zun.

Oyg'n ... far dayne shvartse oyg'n ...Zey hobn tsugetsoygn mayn harts, un tkh bin farshklaft gevorn af
mayn gants lebn, fargaft gevorn ...un ikh vel shtrebn ales zey tsu gebn. oyg™n...

far dayne shvartse oygn... di velt vet mer nisht oyg’n on dayne shvartse oyg’n.

It’s a dark night, and I sit and think that my life is worthless.

It’'s empty and hollow, my aspiration for naught. There’s no luck in my cards....

But suddenly a ray of light, a bright source: I caught sight of two eyes.

I soon felt that my heart was lost, but I was happy.

Eyes ...for your dark eyes ... before them the bright sun bows down.

Eyes ...for your dark eyes ...

they pulled my heart to you, and I became enslaved for life, captured and amazed....
And I will aspire to fulfill all their desires. Eyes ...for your dark eyes ...

the world will no longer have any worth without your dark eyes.

Ikh Hob Dikh Tsufil Lib (I Love You Too Much)

Ikh hob dikh tsufil lib. ikh trog af dir kayn has. Ikh hob dikh tsufil lib tsu zayn af dir in kaas.
Ikh hob dikh tsufil lib tsu zayn oyf dir gor beyz, A nar ikh heys,

tkh veys, ikh hob dikh lib.

Kh’hob dir mayn lebn avekgegebn, mayn harts un mayn neshome,
tkh bin krank, nor mayn gedank trakht nit fun nekome.



I love you too much

I do not bear any hatred for you. I love you too much
To be at all angry with you. I love you too much

To be angry with you. They say I'm a fool,

I know. I love you.

I gave my life away to you, My heart and my soul.

I am sick, but my thoughts Turn not to revenge

I love you too much.

Mayn Yiddishe Meydele (My Jewish Girl

Mayn Yiddishe meydele, Zi iz azoy sheyn.

Mayn Yiddishe meydele Mit ir Yiddishn kheyn Fun gold ire herelekh
Di tseyn ner vi perelekh

Nor a Yiddishe meydl ken zayn azoy sheyn Ir vet far milyonen

My Jewish girl, she is so pretty. My Jewish girl,

she has a certain Jewish charm.Her golden hair, her teeth like pearls— only a

Jewish girl could be so beautiful.

A million dollars won’t help you find among other peoples a girl with such Jewish charm.

Der Tango Fun ientshim (S1 Tan

Mir hobn tangos, foxtrotn un melodies Gezungen un getanst noch far dem krig. Di tsarte lider,
tseklugene, farbenkte Hobn mit libe undz dem kop farvigt. Un yest milchome, keyner shaft keyn
lider Fun yen yunge yorn in der shtot. Zing-oyf, o meydl, an ander lidl fun teg un necht in lager
hinter drot.

Undzer shklafn tango unter Knut fun shleger, O der shklafn tango fun oshvientshimer lager. Shtolene
shpizn fun der vechter-chayes - O, es ruft di fryhayt un di tsayt di fraye.

We have tangos, foxtrots and melodies Sung and danced even before the war.The
gentle songs, melodious, longed for With love lulled our minds. And now war, no one
writes any songs about those other young years in the city. Sing out, Oh maiden,
another song about days and nights in the camp behind wires.

Our slave tango, under the knout of the whipper, Oh the slave tango of Auschwitz. Steep
spears from the sentry beasts, oh, freedom and the call of free times.

Friling (Springtime)

Ich blondzhe in geto Fun gel tsu gesl

Un ken nit gefinen keyn ort: Nito iz mayn liber,

Vi trogt men ariber?

Mentshn, o zogt chotsch a vort. Es loycht oyf mayn heym yetst Der himl der bloyer -
Vos zhe hob ich yetst derfun? Ich shtey vi a betler

Bay yetvidn toyer Un betl, a bisele zun.

Friling, nem tsu mayn troyer, Un breng mayn libstn,
Mayn trayen tsurik.

Friling, oyf dayne fligl bloye. O nem mayn harts mit
Un gib es op mayn glik.

Sz hay-oyr der friling Gor fri ongekumen

Tseblit hot zich benkshaft noch dir, Ich ze dich vi itster

Balodn mit blumen, A freydiker geystu tsu mir. Di zun hot fargosn

Dem gartn mit shiraln, Tseshprotst hot di red zich in grin. Mayn troyer, mayn libster,
Vu bistu farfaln? Du geyst nit aroys fun mayn zin.

I wander in the ghetto From street to street And can’t find any place:



My beloved isn’t here, How can one stand it? People, please, speak to
me. Now on my house shines The blue skies—what does it mean to
me now? I stand like a beggar by every gate and beg, a little sun.

Springtime, take away my grief, And bring my loved one,
My true one back. Springtime, on your blue wings, Take my heart with you
And return my happiness.

It is springtime again this year And it came quite early.

My yearning for you has blossomed. I see you as if you were here

Laden with flowers, Happily you come to me. The sun has spilled

The garden with sunbeams, the earth has spread out in green.

My true one, my darling, where have you gotten lost? You never leave my memory.
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The children of Israel shall keep the Sabbath, observing the Sabbath
throughout their generations as an everlasting covenant. Between Me and the
children of Israel, it is a sign forever, for in six days God made the heavens
and the earth, and on the seventh day, God ceased from work and was
refreshed.

Gratitude

With deep appreciation, I extend my heartfelt thanks to the incredible staff and
clergy of Congregation Mishkan Or for making this evening possible. Your
dedication and hard work help create a space where music, community, and
tradition flourish.

To all who have joined us tonight—thank you for being here. Your presence fills this
space with warmth and meaning. May we have many more opportunities to study,
celebrate and share special moments with each other.

To Alexandre and Maude: thank you for your musical partnership, artistry, and
friendship. Your dedication, talent and passion elevate every note we share. To many
more collaborations in the future! To our wonderful dancers, Frankie and Erika,
thank you for sharing your gifts with our community.

A special note of gratitude to Ghostlight Productions for their expertise in sound
and streaming support, ensuring that our music reaches both near and far.

I invite you to continue exploring and celebrating with us at Congregation Mishkan
Or. Join us for future events, including our Purim Annual Fundraiser, Esther’s Bat
Mitzvah on Thursday, March 18, 2025, more details at www.mishkanor.org.

Finally, this program is dedicated to the memory of my beloved grandparents,
Masha and Israel Rayfeld (z”1), who instilled in me a love for Judaism, music, humor,
and dance. Their spirit continues to guide and inspire me.

With gratitude, Cantor Vladimir Lapin



