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Ldbau

Feb, -14 Dear gentleman of the Volksblatt! To
remove any thoughts you may have that Lobau has
disappeared from sight due to excessive rain, | will
write a few lines to you.

There is, however, nothing new to report
because the old rainy weather always returns again.
Mr. Otto Reuter has moved here, who is also

our merchant. We wish him the best success.
Everything else will be said in the following poem:

The farmers are huddled together,

And they are waiting for the sun to shine.
In the wood stove the flames are crackling
And outside it is raining steadily.

The farmers may soon be mourning
For each is yearning for the plow.
Oh! Let the shivering stop

Because the rain is more than enough.

It can’t stay this way forever

You treacherous February,

Let a norther drive the rain away
And bless the skies completely clear.

So that the sun might shine upon us

And make the hump sometimes hot

And have the clouds stop their crying
Then the field hand moved with purpose.

It is to view with almost greyish horror
The street’s deadly picture,

Many a bottom land looks terrible

The furrows filled with water’

One can’t do anything about Be/////

And almost doses off from boredom,

That’s when I recently picked up the newspaper
There | saw the name Mannheim.

I hardly thought, what does this mean

What is happening there again,

Then it occurs to me and makes my sides itch,
Likely a punch in the ribs.

As things settled down | came to accept them
And had to laugh about it,

In rough military fashion, | would ball my fists
And cry out, A. W. leave me alone.

I will, however, close it for today
Else 1 will finally fall asleep,
I would like to send you more greetings
You young, you new Mannheim.
M. Sohns

Translated by John Buerfeind
and David Goeke
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