Moja Zidovska Mama.

Rad by som sa ta opytal, povedz mi kto vie,

S ktorym drahym vlastnictvom Pan B-h poZehna
kazdého?

NemoZno to kpif za Ziadne peniaze, je to dané
len zadarmo,

A ked’ to je stratené, kolko siz je preliatych,
Druhé nie je dané nikomu , Ziadny pla¢ uz

nepomoze.
Oy, ten kto to stratil , ten uz vie, ¢o tym myslim.

Moja Zidovska Mama,

Nezlepsuje sa to na zemi.
Moja Zidovska Mama,

Aké kruté ked’ tu nie je,

Aké pekné a Ziarivé je to doma, ked’ Mama je tu,
Aké smutné a temné to zostane, ked’ Pan B-h si
ju do Olam Ha-Ba vezme.

Vo vode, skrz ohen bude utekat pre svoje dieta,
Ni¢ neochrani jej poklad, je to iste najvacési
hriech,

Ako stastny a bohaty je ten, kto ma taky krasny
dar darovany od Pana B-ha.

Ako stara Zidovska Mama,
Moja Zidovska Mamal!



A Yiddishe Mame.

Ikh vil bay aykh a kashe fregen, Zogt mir ver es
ken,
Mit velkhe tayere farmegen Bentcht G-tt alemen?

Men koyft dos nisht fir kayne gelt, Dus git men
nor umzist,

Oon dokh az men ferlirt dos, oy vi treren men
fargist,
A Tzvayten git men kaynem nit, es helft nisht

kayn gevayn,
Oy, ver es hot farloyrn, Der vays shoyn vos ikh

mayn.
A Yiddishe Mame,

Es gibt nisht besser oif der velt.
A Yiddishe Mame,

Oy vey vi bitter ven zi felt,

Vi shayn in likhtig iz in Hoiz, Ven di mame iz do,
Vi troyerig finster vert, Ven G-tt nemt ir oif
Oylam Haboh.

In vasser in fayer volt zi gelofn far ihr kind,
nisht halten ihr tayer. Dos iz gevis di gresten
zind,

Oy, vi gliklekh un raykh iz der mentsh vos hot
Aza shayne matuneh geshenkt foon G-tt,

Nor ayn altichke Yiddishe Mame,

Oy, Mame Mayn!



A Jewish Mother.

I’d like to ask of you a question, tell me who
knows,

With which dear possession does G-d bless
everyone?

It cannot be bought for money, it’s given only
for free,

And when it is lost, how many tears are shed.
A second is given nobody, no cry can help,

Oy, he who has lost it, he already knows what I
mean.

A Yiddishe Mame.
It doesn’t get better on this earth.
A Yiddishe Mame,

How bitter when she is missing.

How nice and bright it is at home, when the
Mame is here.

How sad and dark it becomes, when G-d takes
her to Olam Haba. (The World to Come)

In water, through fire, she would have run for
her child,

Not to hold her dear, is surely the greatest sin,
How lucky and rich is the one who has

Such a beautiful gift presented from G-d.

Like and old Yiddishe Mame,
My Yiddishe Mame!



MOS EBPEVCKAA MAMA.

EBpeiickaa Mama,
MHe Tak HyzKHa ThI 3/JeCh cerJac.

EBpenckana Mama,

IlomesroBaTh MHE 0 TOJIBKO pa3
TBOH MOPIMHHOYKH Yy IVIa3,

Kak B rercrBe, 3a pyKy Obl B3ATbH!

IIpocT Mensa, Opoiy, 3a TO,
Y710 CTOJBKO ILIaAKAJIA O Hac!

M xax OBLIO MaJIO,

Y Heé B :KU3HHM CBETJIBIX {HEH,
Ce0Osn 3a0b1BaJIA,

Ona cpeau CBOMX JI€TeM.

Hamuia COKpoBHIIIA CBOH,
OHa B y/IbIOKax MaJIbIIIEeH. ..

BceM 06a3aH A e,
Mmuiao Mame cBO€H.

JTOM MaJIEHBKOH JIe/IH -
IlocrapeBmei, CEOM...
YauBuUTEIHHOH,

JIydinen Ha cBeTe —
Mame, Mame EBperickon moen!



