
Vosch by Hendt, Lern by Hart! 
 
Ze yunkest off my grayt grayt  
Grent-Childtrenn is linink up 
her Dollse oont Behrs for Klarse. 
Ven zay slump in rekggitt  
 
Exhorstschon, she arraintches zem 
to lean on ze Kupboart. Zit up ztrate!  
She Kommarnts. If Enny Vun  
off you nose ze Aanser, don’t  
 
schout out; poot up your Hendt!  
Ze Svetter zat zis Teacher  
vairs, looks ottley familiar. 
Ze Vun Aunt Frieda sent from Vienna 
 
for my Gkurl ven she voz small. 
I see ze Vool still hess some Bountz. 
Oont amazinkly, no Moss Holse!  
Funny Frieda alvays sett she dittn’t 
 
leik to knit: I heffnt ze Payschunz, 
she leidt. Zis Svetter hess en intrikett  
Pettern off blue Skvairs, raist in a Ridch 
ofa nice veit Stokkink Stitch –  
 
I marfellt et it zen, ven it arrifte, springink 
like a Lemm from stiff brown Paper.  
Vizzin Veeks of zat, Frieda, leik zo Menny,  
voz seeztd, imprissont, murdtert.  
 
Now zis endurink Laybor off hurze 
iss vorn ess a Keint off Uniform:  
kommarntink All who are born, or eefen 
stufft: Make Sinks. Make Sinks up! Play!  
 
 
	  


