
Hirshke Glik

by Shmerke Kaczerginski, translation by Lillian Leavitt

In geveb: A Journal of Yiddish Studies (January 2024)

For the online version of this article:

[https://ingeveb.org/texts-and-translations/hirshke-glik]



In geveb: A Journal of Yiddish Studies (January 2024)

גליקהירשקע

Hirshke Glik

Shmerke Kaczerginski

translated by Lillian Leavitt

Introduction: Shmerke Kaczerginski (1908 - 1954) was a poet, songwriter, and a

member of the Vilna literary group “Yung Vilne.” After the Nazis occupied Vilna,

Kaczerginski avoided the ghetto by using falsified papers to pose as a Pole who had lost

speech and hearing when wounded at the battlefront. After months of this isolated

existence, he entered the Vilna ghetto. There he actively worked with the United

Partisan Organization (FPO) to sabotage Nazi war efforts, procure arms for a ghetto

uprising, and prepare to fight Nazis with other partisans in the forests.

In February of 1942, the Nazi Einsatzstab Reichsleiter Rosenberg group arrived in the

Vilna ghetto to fully loot the libraries and museums of religious artifacts, books,

journals, manuscripts and artwork and send selected pieces to the “Institute for the

Investigation of the Jewish Question” in Frankfurt. Because the group did not have

sufficient Judaica experts to select and sort the various Jewish collections, they

recruited ghetto intellectuals, writers, and artists, Kaczerginski among them, to do this

work. The ghetto police who saw this work as relatively easy in comparison to the more

physically demanding work of other ghetto laborers mockingly named the group “The

Paper Brigade.” In actuality, their work involved heart-rending decision-making about

which items to save out of the great mass of material that was being desecrated,

dismantled, or shredded by their German taskmasters. Once the Jewish scholars

decided to try to rescue what they could, they knew they would be risking their lives

smuggling items, piecemeal, through the ghetto gate.
1

1 David E. Fishman, The Book Smugglers: Partisans, Poets, and the Race to Save Jewish Treasures from the Nazis,
Lebanon, NH: ForeEdge, 2017. To read a full account of the Einsatz group’s goals and actions and the initial Jewish
smuggling into the ghetto, see Chapters 6-10.

1

https://yivoencyclopedia.org/article.aspx/yung-vilne


In geveb: A Journal of Yiddish Studies (January 2024)

Kaczerginski’s memoir Ikh bin geven a partizan, published in 1952, describes the

months prior to his entering the ghetto, his time in The Paper Brigade, and his years

working and fighting with the partisans, from within the ghetto and in the forests.

“Hirshke Glik” is a chapter of the memoir that recounts Kaczerginski’s pre-war

relationship with the aspiring young writer Hirsh Glik and his later encounter with Glik

in the Vilna ghetto in 1943, when Glik, inspired by the Warsaw ghetto uprising, wrote

his now famous song, “Zog nit keyn mol.” The chapter offers a window into ghetto life

during that difficult time, as well as a look at the powerful effect the Warsaw uprising

had upon Jews in Vilna. Glik’s song was quickly adopted by the FPO as the hymn of the

Partisans, and to this day has been translated into a multitude of languages. It is often

referred to as the “Partisaner Hymn” and sung at Holocaust memorial services around

the world.

At the war’s end, when Kaczerginski returned to Vilna, he found the Soviet occupation

would make it impossible to open a new Jewish center to showcase what had survived of

the hidden literary treasures. Kaczerginski and his dearest friend, Avrom Sutzkever,

managed to rescue the treasures once again, bringing them through various couriers to

Paris, then on to Israel and New York’s YIVO.

After some time in Europe, Kaczerginski began his life in Buenos Aires. Working for the

Jewish Cultural Congress, he continued to write and give talks about the events of the

war and his time with the partisans. On a tragic day in the spring of 1954, as

Kaczerginski was on his way home from a speaking engagement, the plane carrying him

crashed, leaving no survivors. The international Jewish literary world was devastated.

Within a year, a beautiful remembrance book was published, commemorating his

talents, passion for life, and commitment to Yiddish literature.
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Hirshke Glik

Of all the people who were captured by the Gestapo, I’ve also mentioned Hirshke Glik. I

can’t get him out of my mind. It was just days ago I spoke with him about his songs.

How strange things are for us in the ghetto. It seems that everyone knows that their own

end is approaching. Yet, we talk mournfully about those who were taken and those who

died. We often even have memorial services for them. In fact, just recently we held a

memorial assembly for Dr. Tzemakh Shabad, another for Dr. Kovarski and still another

for the teachers Gershteyn and Pludermakher. People gave mournful speeches and
2

shared memories.

Recently, at the end of a synagogue service, as everyone wept the Kaddish prayer for the

dead, I was struck by a chilling thought: They, who had already passed, were the lucky

ones. They, at least, have someone to say Kaddish for them for now. Who will say

Kaddish for us? Who will remember us?

But life goes on, making its daily demands on us…

Hirshke, Hirshke Glik.

The first time I met the fifteen-year-old Hirshke was after a “Yung Vilne” evening in a

Vilna hall.

“I write too,” he whispered to me quietly. “And there are others who write as well. A

whole group of us.”

“A whole group…” I was really curious. “Who are you?”

A few days later, they approached me. Hirshke Glik, Sheva Feygenberg, Moyshe Gurin

and Rabinovitch—mere children. Poverty had driven them out of their homes and
3

forced them to look for work. The boys had known each other for a long time. Now they

lived on the same street, Little Shnipishok street. They had also gone to the same

3
Sheva Feygenberg (Augustów, 1922-Rechovot, 2012) would later be known in the USSR as Sheva

Kantsedikas and in Israel as Elisheva Kohen-Tsedek. Her letters with her husband are digitally available.

Moshe Gurin (Gurevich 1921-1990) survived the war in the Vilna ghetto and in other German camps. In

1947 he began life in Israel, writing and publishing in a number of esteemed journals. Further

biographical information can be found in the digitized Leksikon fun der nayer yidisher literatur.

2
Kaczerginski here lists four different prominent leaders of the Vilna community: the doctor, co-founder

of YIVO and prolific writer Tsemach Shabad (1864-1935); physician, cultural and pedagogical leader Dr.

Hertz Kovarski (1869-1941); musician and musical director of the Vilna Ghetto schools Yankev Gershteyn

(d.1943); and professional trained teacher and pedagogical writer Gershon Pludermakher (1876-1942).

Further biographical information on these figures can be found under their named entries in the digitized

Leksikon fun der nayer yidisher literatur.

3

https://archive.org/details/nybc211252/page/n454/mode/1up
https://www.blavatnikarchive.org/collection/kantsedikas-letters
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school, “Beys Yehudo.” When they found out that Sheva Feygenberg wrote as well, they

invited her to join their circle where they read their works to one another.

So everyone read something they had written and I, with increasing surprise and

delight, listened and thought: So young — and so talented! If there were someone who

could work with them, there’d be a lot of ‘nakhes’ to be had. I gave them my warmest

words of encouragement and helped them in whatever way I could.

Shortly thereafter, Leyzer Volf who lived on their street, began working with the

youngsters. Together they created a journal called “Yungvald” (Young Forest) and
4

managed to publish several issues. The group became known by that name.

Initially, Hirshke had been working in Yosef Shub’s paper shop on Little Stefan Street,

but when he found a better paying job at Biankonski’s iron shop on Zawalna, he left

Shub’s. There were no regular hours in these jobs, and I would often see Hirskhe going

home late at night, thoroughly exhausted. He even stopped going to the youth group

where he had previously spent his free time.

Hirshke was the head of the pack even though he was the youngest of them. I remember

him in short pants and laced-up boots, with closely cropped hair and bright, piercing

blue eyes. Now, in the ghetto, it appeared he hadn’t changed.

He wasn’t, however, in the ghetto for very long. He was sent to the work-camp,Biała

Waka, outside Vilna, where he, along with several hundred other Jews, worked digging

up peat. The very harsh life and work conditions there strengthened Hirshke’s

determination to artistically record what he was experiencing. After work, late into the

night, in a dark storeroom where people slept on hard benches under a roof full of holes,

he took no rest. He wrote and wrote.

Back in the ghetto, the literature society which organized competitions for creative

writing gave Glik awards on two separate occasions.

Hirshke came into the ghetto from time to time, and the only place he visited was the

youth club, where he read his writings for the group, garnering great appreciation from

his peers.

At the beginning of 1943 the work camp was liquidated and its workers were sent back

to the ghetto. Difficult days began. It was around this time that Glik wrote his song.

What were those days like?

April 5, 1943.

4
Leyzer Volf (1910-1943) was a founding member of Yung Vilne. Further information on his biography

can be found in the YIVO Encyclopedia.
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Sunlight barely managed to penetrate the lower levels and alleyways of the ghetto. The

pale rays of light made people yearn for a bit of greenery, sun, clean air and water.

Standing not far from the ghetto entrance, enveloped in this feeling of yearning, I saw a

young man covered in blood slip in from the street and disappear quickly through the

gateway. We rushed to him, tore off his clothes, washed away the blood, and bound his

wounded shoulder.

“I’m coming from Ponar,” he whispered, knowing that we wouldn’t bother him with

questions at that point.

We stood numb and frozen.

“Everyone, everyone, was shot to death.” Tears rolled down his face.

“Who? The four thousand people being sent to Kovno?”

“Yes!”

This had happened at daybreak on the fifth of April 1943.

The situation in the ghetto had been “stabilized” for the past year and a half. People

thought the “Aktions” against hundreds of old people, individuals, or small groups were

isolated incidents and had no bearing on the future existence of the ghetto. There were

even those believers who thought that the Germans considered the Vilna Ghetto a

“chosen” ghetto. The four thousand Jews who had been slaughtered that morning,
5

however, suddenly brought the reality of death, which spares no one, right before the

eyes of the believers.

The mood in the ghetto became more heated some weeks later when we heard the Polish

secret radio station, Świt, announce the news:

“Hello, hello! The remaining Jews of the Warsaw ghetto have begun an armed resistance

against the Nazis. The ghetto is in flames!”

The secret radio bulletin from the ghetto’s partisan organization reported just a few

lines. We knew no details about the uprising; only those few sparks of words. But we

saw the flames of the Warsaw ghetto in front of us, as well as the Jews who fought, with

weapon in hand, for our honor.

The news of the uprising lifted our spirits and made us proud.

Days passed and we heard no more news about what was happening, but we imagined

how our friends were fighting. It pained us to know that the battle was hardly equal.

Still, the fact of the resistance made it easier to get through the days. We felt as though

5
The Hebrew phrase “Ata bekhartonu,” (You have chosen us) appears in a prayer thanking God for having

chosen the Jewish people to fulfill His commandments. Kaczerginski’s sense of irony is not lost here.

5
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we’d sprouted wings. We looked back at the Nazis, our tormentors, with pride. And they

knew what our new expressions signified. They understood and certainly more than one

of them thought: “Who knows whether I, too, will need to fight against these Vilna Jews,

and whether they will kill me.”

For the night of May 1st, we organized an event on Shavler Street. The evening was titled

“Springtime in Yiddish Literature,” an innocent enough name. But the hundreds in

attendance knew that they’d come to celebrate May Day.

One speaker presented, then another; one song, then another. Everything was

permeated with the spirit of the Warsaw uprising.

“As we communally celebrate this first of May the Warsaw ghetto stands in battle.

Honor to the fighters! Honor to the fallen,” the evening’s host, Herman Kruk called out.
6

We all rose together.

The spirit of Warsaw’s fighters began to pulse through the crowded hall. We knew that

come tomorrow, or the day after that, the radio would be telling the world about us. It

would report that the Jews in the ghetto of Jerusalem of Lithuania had begun an armed

uprising against the Nazis.

The hall grew deathly quiet. The sad tones of the ghetto performers rang out

tremulously.

Unnoticed, Hirshke Glik appeared at my side.

“Nu, Hirshke, how are you?”

“I’ve written a new poem. Want to hear it?”

“A poem in the middle of all this? Okay, read it aloud.”

“Not now. I’ll come by tomorrow, in the morning. It’s a poem to be sung.”

In the morning, Hirshke was at my door bright and early.

“Just listen carefully,” he appealed, “I’ll start now.”

He began to sing quietly but passionately, with all his heart. His eyes shone fervently:

“…and our longed-for hour will yet arrive.”

6
Herman Kruk (1897-1944) was writer, Bundist and cultural activist. See the relevant Leksikon entry for

further information.

6
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Where did this confident belief come from? Hirshke left me no time to think. The

tremor in his voice disappeared. He hammered out the words confidently as one foot

tapped along in a march.

…. “Amidst falling walls a people took a stand

And sang this song with pistols in their hands.”

“Wonderful, Hirshke, Just wonderful!” I gripped his hands. His words made me feel the

effect the Warsaw uprising had had on him.

And so the months of May, June, July and August went by. But for us, the partisans, the

days and weeks of April’s Warsaw uprising remained very much present.

The ghetto partisan administration decided that Glik’s song ought to become a hymn for

the partisans. But no one needed to wait for that decision. The song had already spread

throughout the ghetto.

Glik wrote many songs and poems. Few are still known. As far as I know, his most

powerful song was “Zog Nit Keyn Mol.” Others also felt that way and appreciated it,

which is why I believe this song will become THE SONG that inspires future generations

to remember and remain on guard.

And now remembering Hirshke, I know that it is precisely because of that song that I

cannot rest. The boy took a Cossack-style melody and fit in his own words so perfectly

that it seems that no other melody would have worked for such words, and no other

words could have worked for such a melody.
7

“Where is Hirshke now?”
8

“There, where we will all be,” I answer my own question.

8
Hirshke was never heard from after the war’s end. There are varying reports about his death (see the

ORT Music and the Holocaust site and Holocaust Research Project for two possible sources) . The

ambiguity about the last days of his life may be reflected in Kaczerginski’s question at the chapter’s end.

7
The Partisan Hymn was sung to the melody of the Pokrass brothers' Cossack march, composed for the

Soviet film “Shel soldat s fronta” (1939). Nechama Lifshitz (1927-2017), Yiddish and Hebrew soloist in the

Soviet Union, published an article entitled “About the Reincarnation of a Melody” (Vegn a gilgul fun a

nigun) in the journal of the Yiddish Cultural Center "Sholem Aleichem": Undzer shrift, no.7-10, 1977,

pp.78-9. In the article she details a post-concert meeting with Dimitry Pokrass sharing a “secret” with her:

his musical inspiration for the Cossack march came fromMark Warshawsky’s “Oyfn Pripetchik,”

especially its stormy refrains and passionate lines.

7

https://holocaustmusic.ort.org/places/ghettos/vilna/glikhirsh/
http://www.deathcamps.org/occupation/glik.html
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uwQefTUBZAA


In geveb: A Journal of Yiddish Studies (January 2024)

גליקהירשקע

„הירשקענאָמעןדעםאױךדערמאָנטאיךהאָבגעשטאַפּאָ,דערפֿוןגעװאָרןפֿאַרכאַפּטזײַנעןװעלכעדי,פֿון
גליק.“

זכּרון.פֿוןאַרױסנישטמירגײטער
לידער.זײַנעװעגןשמועסאַאיםמיטגעהאַטנאָךאיךהאָבפֿריעִרטעגעטלעכעמיט
דערנענטערטסוףזײַןאױךאַזװײס,יעדערעראַזזיך,דוכטגעטאָ.איןאונדזבײַאיזדאָסמאָדנעװי

אָפֿטאומגעקומענע.דיװעגןצוגענומענע,דיװעגןבאַדױערונגמיטאונדזפֿוןיעדערעררעדטדאָךאוןזיך
טרױער־אַקאַדעמיעספֿאָרגעקומעןלאַנגנישטאַפֿילוזײַנעןאָטאַזכּרה־אַקטן.זײנאָךאַפֿילודאָךמירמאַכן
ערשטעדיאין)געשטאָרבןקאָװאַרסקיד“רנאָךמלחמה(,דערפֿאַר)געשטאָרבןשאַבאַדצמחד“רדעםנאָך
האָטמעןפּלודערמאַכער.אוןגערשטײןלערערסדינאָךשטאָט(,דיאָקופּירטהאָבןנאַציסדיװיטעג

זכרונות.דערצײלטהאָטמעןטרױער־רעדעס,געהאַלטן
גאַנצערדערװעןאַרומגענומען,מיךהאָטשרעקאַאוןבית־מדרשאַאיןאַרײַןלאַנגנישטביןאיך

קדיש.אױסיאָמערןאַװעקגעשטעלטסוףצוםזיךהאָטעולם
דאָך,האָבןזײגליקלעכע,דאָךזײַנעןאומגעקומענעדיזײ,בױערן:אָנגעהױבןמחשבֿהאַמירהאָט

אונדזװעטװעראונדז?נאָךזאָגןקדישװעטװערזאָגן...קדישדערװײַלכאָטשזײנאָךזאָלעסװער
דערמאָנען?

זײַניקע…דאָסמאָנטװײַטער.זיךגײטלעבןדאָסאָבער
גליק.הירשקעהירשקע,
װילנע“„יונגפֿוןאָװנטאַןנאָךמאָלערשטעדאָסהירשקע־יעריקער15דערזיךהאָטמירצובאַװיזן

זאַל.װילנעראַאין
אַשרײַבן,װאָסנאָךדאָזײַנעןמירצו„אוןאױסגעשעפּטשעט,שטילערהאָטאױך,“שרײַב„איך

גרופּע.“גאַנצע
איר?“זײַט„װערטשיקאַװע,שױןאיךביןגרופּע,“גאַנצעאַ„

אוןגוריןמשהפֿײַגענבערג,שבֿעגליק,הירשקעגעקומען:מירצוזײזײַנעןאַרוםטעגפּאָראַאין
דיגעצװוּנגען.פּרנסהזוכןצואוןאַרױסגעטריבןשטובפֿוןזײהאָטאָרעמקײטנאָך.קינדערראַבינאָװיטש.

אױךקלײן־שניפּישאָק,אױףגאַס,אײןאױףאיצטװױנעןזײלאַנג.פֿוןשױןאַנדערעדיאײנעזיךקענעןיינִגלעך
פֿײַגענבערגשבֿעאַזדערװוּסט,זיךהאָבןזײװען„בית־יהודה.“דעראיןגעגאַנגען,שולאײןאיןצוזאַמען
זײערעאַנדערעדיפֿאַראײנעלײענעןזײװוּקרײַז,איןזיךצואײַנגעלאַדןאױךזיזײהאָבןאױך,שרײַבט

שאַפֿונגען.
דעם.צוזאָגאיךװאָסהערן,איצטזײװילן
איןאוןצוגעהערטזיךפֿאַרגעניגןװאַקסנדיקןמיטהאָבאיךאוןשאַפֿונגעןזײַנעגעלײענטיעדערהאָט

געטראַכט:װוּנדער
פֿוןמעןװאָלטזײ,מיטפֿאַרנעמעןזיךזאָלעסװערזײַןזאָלעסװעןפֿעיקִע.אַזעלכעאון—„קינדער

דערלעבט.“נחתפֿילזײ
געקענט,האָבאיךנאָרװאָסמיטאוןגעגעבןזײאיךהאָבצוזאָגןאוןװערטערװאַרעמסטעמײַנע

געהאָלפֿן.זײאיךהאָב
ערװאָלף.לײזעריונג־װילנעאַנערדערדערנענטערטיוגנט־טרופּעדערצוזיךהאָטצושפּעטער

אַפֿוןנומערןעטלעכעאַרױסגעגעבןזײהאָבןצוזאַמעןזײ.װאָסגאַס,זעלביקערדעראױףגעװױנטהאָט
שטאָט.איןגעמאַכטבאַקאַנטדערנאָךגרופּעדיזיךהאָטנאָמעןדעםאונטער„יונגװאַלד.“זשורנאַל
קריגנדיקקלײן־סטעפֿאַן־גאַס.אױףשוב,יוסףבײַפּאַפּיר־געשעפֿט,אַאיןערשטצוגעאַרבעטהאָטהירשקע

דעראױףבעניאַקאָנסקין,בײַאײַזן־געשעפֿט,אַןאיןאַרבעטןאַריבערעראיזשטעלע,באַצאָלטעבעסעראַ
אָפֿטאוןאַרבעטס־שעהעןבאַשטימטעקײןפֿוןגעװוּסטנישטמעןהאָטגעשעפֿטןדיאיןגאַס.זאַװאַלנער

אַפֿילוהאָטעראױסגעמאַטערטן.אַןאַרבעטדערפֿוןאַהײםגײןנאַכטבײַשפּעטזעןאיםאיךפֿלעג
פֿאַרברענגען.צײַטפֿרײַעדיפֿריעִרפֿלעגטערװוּיוגנט־אָרגאַניזאַציע,דעראיןקומעןאױפֿגעהערט
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נאָךעראיזיונגעדיאָטצװישןכאָטש—„אַרי־שבחבֿורה“דערגעװעןגרופּעדעראיןאיזהירשקע
יינִגסטער.דערגעװעןאַלץ

אױגןבלױעדיאיןפֿיס.דיאױףקאַמאַשןפֿאַרשנורעװעטעהײזלעך,קורצעאיןאיםגעדענקאיך
איןגעביטןנישטאױךזיךערהאָטאױסזעןזײַןלױטהאָר.געשױרענעקורץליכטיקײט.זוניקעזיךרײַסט
געטאָ.

אַרבעטס־לאַגעראיןװילנע,הינטעראיבערגעשיקטװערטערגעװען.נישטלאַנגעראיזדאָ
טאָרף.גראָבןיידִןהונדערטפּאָראַנאָךמיטצוזאַמעןדאַרףערװוּװײַסע־װאַקע,

װילןדעםפֿאַרשטאַרקטמערנאָךאיםאיןהאָבןאַרבעט־באַדינגונגעןאוןלעבנס־שלעכטעזײערדי
איבערגעלעבטע.דאָספֿאָרעםקינסטלערישעראַאיןבאַשרײַבןצו

האַרטעאױףשלאָפֿןיידִןדיװוּשאָפּע,פֿינצטערערדעראיןאַרבעט,דערנאָךאָװנטן,שפּעטעדיאין
שרײַבט.ער—אײַןנישטעררוטדאַך,צעלעכערטןאַאונטערנאַרעס,

שאַפֿונגען,ליטעראַרישעאױףקאָנקורסןאָרגאַניזירטװעלכעגעטאָ,איןליטעראַטן־פֿאַראײניקונגדי
װערק.זײַנעפֿאַרמאָלצװײגליקןפּרעמירט

לײענטערװוּיוגנטקלוב,איןדאַןאיזזײַנסאָרטאײנציקעדאָסגעטאָ.איןערקומטצײַטצוצײַטפֿון
דערפֿאָלג.גרױסהאָטאוןװערקזײַנעצוהערערסיונגעדיפֿאַר

עסגעטאָ.איןאיבערגעשיקטװערןיידִןדיליקװידירט.אַרבעטס־לאַגערדערװערט1943אָנהײבאין
ליד.זײַןגליקשאַפֿטטעגדיאיןאָטאוןטעג.שװערעזײעראָןקומען

געװען?דעמאָלטאיזצײַטאַפֿאַרװאָס
.1943אַפּרילטער5

פּאַסןבלאַסעדיטאָן.קוקאַזעלטןזוןדיפֿלעגטגעסלעךדיאיןאוןשטאָקןאונטערשטעדיאױף
װאַסער.אוןלופֿטזון,גרינס,ביסלאַנאָךבענקשאַפֿטצעגליטהאָבןגעטאָאיבערן

עסװיאיך,זעגעטאָ־טױער,פֿוןװײַטנישטבענקשאַפֿט,גרױסערדערמיטאַרומגענומעןאַזױשטײענדיק
האָבןמירטױער.אַאיןגיךפֿאַרשװינדטאוןגאַספֿוןבחוריונגערפֿאַרבלוטיקטעראַאַרײַןזיךשלײַכט

אַקסל.פֿאַרװוּנדעטןדעםפֿאַרבונדןבלוט,דאָסאַרומגעװאַשןקלײדער,דיאיםפֿוןאַראָפּגעריסן
נישטאיצטאיםװילןמיראַזפֿאַרשטײענדיק,אױסגעצישעט,ערהאָטפּאָנאַר,“פֿוןקום„איך
פֿראַגעס.קײןמיטבאַאומרויקִן
פֿאַרשטײנערט.געבליבןזײַנעןמיר

פּנים.אָפּגעװאַשענעםדעםאיבערטרערןזיךקײַקלעןאױסגעשאָסן,“מעןהאָטאַלעמען,„אַלעמען,
קאָװנע?“אױףגעפֿאָרןזײַנעןװאָסטױזנטפֿירדי„װעמען?

„יאָ!“
.1943אַפּרילטן5דעםטאָגפֿאַרדאָסאיזגעשען

„סטאַביליזירט.“געװעןגעטאָאיןלאַגעדיאיזיאָראָנדערהאַלבן
גרופּקעס,קלענערעאױףאָדעריחידיםאױףזקנים,הונדערטאױףאַקציעדיאַזגעמײנט,האָבןיידִן

האָבןװאָסגלײביקע,אַפֿילוגעװעןזײַנעןעסגעטאָ.פֿוןעקזיסטענץװײַטערדיקערדערמיטטאָןצונישטהאָט
יידִןגעשאָכטענעטױזנטפֿירדיבחרתּנו“־געטאָ.„אַתּהאַןדײַטשןדיבײַאיזגעטאָװילנערדאָסאַזגעמײנט,

װאָסטױטדעםאױגן,דיפֿאַרטױטדעםבאַװיזןמאָלאַמיטגלײביקעדיאױךשױןהאָבןפֿאַרטאָגדעםאין
נישט.ערשױנטקײנעם

דערגאַנגעןשפּעטערװאָכןעטלעכעמיטאיזעסװעןאָנגעגליטער,געװאָרןאיזגעטאָאיןשטימונגדי
—אַז„שװיט,“ראַדיאָ־סטאַנציעגעהײמערפּױלישערדערפֿוןידיעהדי

באַװאָפֿנטןאַאָנגעהױבןהאָבןגעטאָװאַרשעװעראיןיידִןפֿאַרבליבענעדיהעלאָ!„העלאָ,
פֿלאַמען!“איןשטײטגעטאָדאָסנאַציס.דיקעגןװידערשטאַנד
עטלעכעבלױזהאָטגעטאָ,איןפּאַרטיזאַנער־אָרגאַניזאַציעדערפֿוןראַדיאָ־ביולעטיןגעהײמערדער

עטלעכעדיבלױזאױפֿשטאַנד.װעגןפּרטיםקײןגעװוּסטנישטהאָבןמירדערצײלט.דעםװעגןשורות
װעלכעיידִןדיאוןגעטאָװאַרשעװערפֿוןפֿלאַמעןדיזיךפֿאַרדערזעןהאָבןמיראָבער—װערטערפֿונקען

כּבֿוד.אונדזערפֿאַרהאַנטאיןגעװערמיטקעמפֿן
געמאַכט.שטאָלץדערהױבן,מאָראַלישאונדזהאָטאױפֿשטאַנדװעגןידיעהדי

מירדאָרט.זיךטוטעסװאָסידיעה,שוםקײןגעהאַטנישטהאָבןמיראוןטעגאַװעקזײַנעןעסאָבער
געװעןאונדזס׳איזחבֿרים.אונדזערעקעמפֿןעסאַזױװיפֿאָרגעשטעלטגעדאַנקעןדיאיןאָבערזיךהאָבן
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דיגעװעןלײַכטערגלײַכצײַטיקאָבעראונדזס׳איזגלײַכער.קײןנישטאיזקאַמףדעראַזװיסן,צוװײטיקדיק
אוןנאַציסדיאױףגעקוקטמירהאָבןשטאָלצעבאַקומען.פֿליגלװאָלטןמירװידורכצולעבן.צײַטשװערע

האָטזיכעראוןפֿאַרשטאַנעןהאָבןזײבאַדײַט.בליקדערװאָסגעװוּסט,שױןהאָבןזײפּײַניקער.אונדזערע
אוןיידִןװילנערדיקעגןקעמפֿןדאַרפֿןנישטװעלאיךאױךציװײס,„װערגעטראַכט:זײפֿוןאײנערנישט

זײ?“פֿוןװערןגעהרגעט
„פֿרילינגא"נאָװנטאַןאײַנגעאָרדנטמײַטן1פֿוןנאַכטדעראיןמירהאָבןגעסלשאַװלערדעםאױף

הונדערטערגעקומענעדיאָבערנאָמען,אומשולדיקעראַן—„פֿרילינג“ליטעראַטור.“יידִישערדעראין
מײַ.ערשטןדעםפֿײַערןגעקומעןזײַנעןזײאַזגעװוּסט,האָבןבאַזוכער

דערפֿוןגײַסטמיטןדורכגעדרונגעןאיזאַלץצװײטע.אַליד,אײןצװײטער;אַרעדנער,אײן
װאַרשע.קעמפֿנדיקער
דאָסאיצטקאַמףאיןשטײטמײַ,ערשטןדעםגעמײנזאַםאַלעלאָקאַלאיןדאָפֿײַערןמיר„װען
דיכּבֿודקעמפֿער!די„כּבֿודקרוק,הערמאַןאָװנט,פֿוןפֿאָרזיצערדעראױסרופֿטגעטאָ,“װאַרשעװער
אױפֿגעשטעלט.מאָלאַמיטאַלעזיךהאָבןמיר—געפֿאַלענע!“
האָבןמיראױפֿשטענדלער.װאַרשעװערדיפֿוןגײַסטדערפֿלאַטערןאָנגעהױבןהאָטזאַלענגןאין

איןיידִןדיאַזװעלט,דעראיבערגעבןראַדיאָדעראונדזװעגןאױךװעטמאָרגן,איבערמאָרגן,אַזגעװוּסט,
נאַציס.דיקעגןװידערשטאַנדדעםאָנגעהױבןהאָבןירושלים־דליטאפֿוןגעטאָ

דיפֿוןטרױערטענערדיגעקלונגעןהאָבןציטערדיקזאַל.איןשטילטױטגעװאָרןס׳איז
געטאָ־אַקטיאָרן.

גליק.הירשקעזײַטדערפֿוןצומירצואיזבאַמערקטנישט
דיר?“בײַהירשל,מען,הערטװאָס„נו,

הערן?“װילסטליד,נײַאַאָנגעשריבן„כ׳האָב
לײען.“נו,דערינען?מיטןאיןגאָרליד„אַ

זיך.“זינגטלידדאָסמאָרגן.אַרױפֿקומען,דירצואיךװעלמאָרגןאיצט,נישט„אָבער
מיר.בײַגעװעןשױןפֿריגאַנץהירשקעאיזמאָרגןאױף

אָנגעהױבןערהאָטשטילזינגען.“גלײַךדאָסװעל„איךמיר,בײַזיךערבעטצו,“גוטהער„אָבער
פֿײַערלעך:איןצעגלאַנצטזיךהאָבןאױגןדיהאַרץ.מיטפֿלאַמיק,אָבערזינגען,

שעה...“אױסגעבענקטעאונדזערנאָךװעט„...קומען
פֿוןציטערדערפֿאַרלױרןװערטעסטראַכטן.נישטלאָזטהירשלגלױבן?זיכערערדעראָטװאַנעןפֿון

מאַרשאיןאיצטװאָלטערװיפֿוס,אַמיטצוקלאַפּטאַרױס,װערטערדיערהאַמערטזיכערשטים,זײַן
געגאַנגען.

װענטפֿאַלנדיקעצװישןפֿאָלקאַהאָט„דאָס
הענט...“דיאיןנאַגאַנעסמיטגעזונגעןלידדאָס

הענט.דיגעדריקטאיםאיךהאָב—װוּנדערבאַרהירשקע,„װוּנדערבאַר,
האָטגעטאָװאַרשעװעראיןאױפֿשטאַנדדערװאָסרושםדעםװערטערדיאיןדערפֿילטהאָבאיך

אים.אױףגעמאַכט
נאָךזיךהאָטפּאַרטיזאַנעראונדזפֿאַראױגוסט.אוןיולייוני,מײַ,חדשיםדיאַװעקשױןזײַנעןאָטאון

געטאָ.װאַרשעװעראיןאױפֿשטאַנדפֿוןװאָכןאוןטעגדיאַפּריל,דערגעצױגןאָבער
פֿוןהימעןאַװערןזאָללידדאָסבאַשלאָסן,האָטגעטאָאיןפּאַרטיזאַנער־אָרגאַניזאַציעדערפֿוןשטאַבדער
פֿאַרשפּרײטגיךאיזלידדאָסבאַשלוס,אַאױףװאַרטןגעדאַרפֿטנישטאָבערשױןהאָטמעןקעמפֿער.די

געטאָ.איןגעװאָרן
װײס,איךװיפֿלאױףבאַקאַנט.געבליבןזײַנעןװײניקפּאָעמעס.אוןלידערסךאַגעשריבןהאָטגליק

װעג!“.לעצטןדעםגײסטדואַזמאָל,קײןנישט—„זאָגלידשטאַרקסטעזײַןטאַקעאיז
איך,גלײבזײַן,עסװעטדערפֿאַראוןאָפּגעשאַצטאוןבאַנומעןאַזױאױךדאָסהאָטאַלייןעולםדער

דעראױףשטײןצואוןדערמאָנונגצודורותקומענדיקערופֿןפּאַראָלװעקנדיקעראַװיװעטװאָסליד,דאָס
װאַך.

נישטמיךלאָזטװאָסליד,דעםצוליבנאָראױךדאָסאיזהירשקען,דערמאָןאיךאױבאיצט,און
אַזװערטער,זײַנעאַרײַנגעפּאַסטװוּנדערלעךאַזױאוןקאָזאַקן־מעלאָדיעאַגענומעןהאָטיינִגלדאָסאײַנרוען.

װערטעראַנדערעקײןאוןװערטער,אַזעלכעצוזײַןגעקענטנישטהאָטניגוןאַנדערקײןאַזאױס,קומטעס

10



In geveb: A Journal of Yiddish Studies (January 2024)

ניגון.אַזאַצוזײַןגעקענטנישטהאָבן
הירשקע?“אַהינגעקומעןאיצטאיז„װוּ

אַלײן.זיךאיךענטפֿער—זײַן!“אַלעװעלןמירװוּ„דאָרט
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