Lid Fun Trayengl Fayer (Song of the Triangle Fire) 

lyrics by Anshel Schorr

music by Joseph Rumshinsky

(Refrain)

Oh   woe   dear child

OY, VEY, KINDENYU!

Tears   (herself) by   the  hair  the  dear mother

RAYST ZIKH BAY DI HOR DI MAMENYU.

On account of a little piece bread

TSULIB DEM SHTIKL BROYT

has    a   horrible               death

HOT A SHREKLEKHE TOYT

robbed      from me   my   only           child

GEROYBT MIR MAYN EYNTSIK KIND.

Dead    lies    my        little girl

TOYT LIGT MAYN MEYDELE,

shrouds           instead of  a  wedding dress

TAKHRIKHIM SHTOT A KHUPE KLEYDELE.

Woe  is   my         years

VEY IZ MAYNE YOR,

a  child    of     sixteen        years

A KIND FUN ZEKHTSN YOR,

oh    mama    mama     woe  is   me

OY, MAME, MAME, VEY IZ MIR.

Oh, woe, my dear child! Your mother tears her hair.

For a little piece of bread, a horrible death has robbed me of my only child.

My little girl lies dead; a shroud instead of a wedding dress.

Woe to my years, a child of sixteen,

Oh, mama, mama, woe is me.

