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*Standard Yiddish of the idiom is:
vVYI'YN IR VYI'YA
ST RYPRIR'YA IR

Senile

They talk and talk and talk
and talk and talk and talk and talk
and it’s a mumble —

an intonation bumbles somewhere,
a word here, a word there,
heard, didn’t hear,

some wrinkles in the lines,
soggy earth

caked in old soles.

Under warm rugs

the colored dusts

of old-world shoes.

And up above,

in the margins

of all forgettings,

there stick together (zikh)
little crumbs of self (ikh)

Translation: Chana Kronfeld
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