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The Negro Bleaching. 

 

There was once a maiden 

Already old and not yet pretty 

By men, she was not 

Looked upon at all. 

 

That has given her much grief 

And a lot of sorrow 

She also cries, shedding many tears, 

During sleepless nights. 

 

She did washing and bleaching 

Sewing and ironing very well 

Even so, no one wanted 

To be her lover. 

 

Then arrived a negro 

Who looked at her in a friendly way 

So she thought, better a negro 

Than no man at all. 

 

He liked her a lot 

She loved him very much 

But she always imagined 

If only he were white. 

 

Then she thought, as the laundry 

Turned white from the lye 

That she would bleach him 

And she quietly laughed. 

 

She cooked up a hot brine 

Which he immediately drank 

It burned in his stomach 

But he did not turn white. 

 

It didn’t take long 

As the evening turned red 

The brine brought on 

Death to the negro. 

 

There she sat wailing 

Showing deep sorrow 

I did not want to kill him 

I only intended to bleach him. 

     M. Sohns 
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