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The Merchants Lorelei for 1907

I do not know what it might mean

My head is buzzing with anger

| am not receiving any money from the people
Although | am pumping everyone.

Oh, if the people would only pay up

Instead, no one is to be seen

None will bring a cotton bail

That is, in truth, never nice.

| do not know what it might mean
Here | sit and stare at the book

There are many pages of writing
With enough passed due dollars

If the people would only come

With silver, gold or paper

And even a nickel would be welcome
I would be thankful for such.

I do not know what it might mean
It is certainly a bad year
These are really very bad times
I would like to say, in truth.
Oh, nineteen hundred and seven
One might want to cry out in anger
You only cause worry and pain!
M. Sohns

Translated by John Buerfeind
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