- ZZGC[JO)J, M_}' Home Translated by Benjamin & Barbara Harshav 400
Moyshe-Leyb Halpern

Oh, Zlochov, you my home, my town my home, my town—by
With the church spires synagogue and bath, zfré‘f?fmuppof;%hﬁgk;cyﬁ
Your women sitting in the market place, hometown” (i.e., the town where
Your little Jews, breaking loose 1 was born), he seems to return
. ) the full, positive meaning to
Like dogs at a peasant coming down “home” —which is immediately
With a basket of eggs from the Sassov mountain— rendered ironic and defeated.

Like life in spring awakens in me
My poor bit of longing for you—
My home, my Zlochov.

But when, steeped in longing, I recall
The rich man Rappeport, how he walks
With his big belly to the synagogue,
And Shaye Hillel’s, the pious Jew,

Who could sell like a plg in a sack like a pigin a pokc—I'cws are
Even the sun with all its glowing— not supposed to deal with pigs;

., . e the sack covers up for it. The
Then it’s enough to extinguish in me Yiddish idiom altuded to here is:
Like a candle, my longing for you— “to sell a cat in 2 sack.”

My home, my Zlochov.

How goes the story about that dandy:

Once in an evening he watched for so long

The angels roaming about the sun,

Till a drunken peasant with an axe

Cut him down under his dress-coat,

Poor man: he almost died from that—

The peasant with the axe is my hatred in me

For my grandfather, and through him—for you-—
My home, my Zlochov.

Your earth may witness, I’'m not making it up.
When my grandfather called in the police

To chase my mother from his house,

My grandmother, her legs spread wide,
Smiled almost as honey-sweet

As a girl standing between two soldiers—
Cursed be my hatred inside me

Which reminds me of her and of you—

My home, my Ziochov.




Like a bunch of naked Jews in a bath
Surrounding a man who’d been scalded,

They nodded their heads and stroked their beards
Around the evicted packs and junk,

Thrown-out pillows-and-blankets in sacks,

And around the bit of broken bed—

To this day my mother is crying in me,

As then, under your sky, in you—

My home, my Zlochov.

But our world is full of wonders.

A horse and a cart over the fields

Will carry you out to a railway train,

Which flies like a demon over the fields

Till it brings you to a ship with a lower deck,
Which takes you away to Newyorkdowntown—
And this, indeed, is my only consolation

That they will not bury me in you—

My home, my Zlochov.
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