Yehuda Leib Gordon, “Wake, my people!” 1863
(Trans. Hillel Halkin)

Wake, my people! Sleep no
more!

Night is over. The sun shines.
Open your eyes wide, explore
New surroundings and new
times!

This country of your domicile
and birth

Belongs to Europe, whose
expanse,

Though a small part of the
globe’s girth,

In spirit is the most advanced.

[ts paradise can now be yours.
Its sons and daughters call
you “‘brother.”

Why go on being sojourners
And insist that you are other?

Their yoke upon your neck
has eased
Its heavy burden. They extend

Their ancient hatred of you
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ceased—
Their hand in greeting like a
friend.

Raise your head high! Stand
tall!

Look around with
approbation.

Educate yourself! Learn all!
Speak the language of the
nation!

Y our students to the
university!

Y our workmen to their crafts
and trades!

The bravest of your sons to
the army!

Y our farmers to their plows
and spades!

Make a contribution of your
own!

Be a brother to your
countrymen,;

A servant of the king and
crown;

A Jew at home—abroad a
citizen.

Wake, my people! Sleep no
more!

Night is over. The sun shines.
Open your eyes wide, explore
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New surroundings and new
times!
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Yehuda Leib Gordon, “For Whom Do I Toil?,” 1871 (Trans.

Hillel Halkin)

Even as my muse sings shyly

Lines of poetry penned by me

In a language almost now forgotten,
I ask: for whom do I toil?

What was the purpose of it all?

Has my whole life been
misbegotten?

And our children, that progressive
generation?

Taught naught but alienation,

They pierce my wounded heart most
to the core.

Yes, they progress from year to
year.

Who knows how far? Who knows to
where?
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Perhaps to where there’s no
returning anymore.

For whom then do I toil?

For the few who don’t recoil

From the song of Zion’s goodly
bounty?

Scant pickings! If I count

To how many they amount,

Can I find one in every town, two in
each county?
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