Avot Yeshurun

Tr. Den Miren

Passover on Caves

One day to the Land, -

To the deep one, from Phalasteen,
From Palestina, hoch, hoch!

From Canaan-fellaheen.

One day to the land,
Chock-full of jugs,

And she is hard and red,
Hot she is and sinewy.

She does not tell her private parts
To those who ride over genitals,
And she does not speak to those
Who ride white she-asses.

Nor does she tell about those

Crushed by hard labor with the ringing of caravans,
"About those who stood.in the wilderness

Like brother and sister —

Wouldn’t that one ask about his fallah,

That one would always ask about the wretched.
it was here that the hand of the angel,

One’s hand like the bountiful hand of a king.

And that one stupefiéd a hump upon him,
And another rewarded for the mess.

Let the one burdening the error be whomever he will,

it is the desire of a certain Besht...
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Which brought us to the shore with Gianicolo,
And an Arab sailor stood us on our feet,

His arms — like tables, and his voice singed,
And the hands — from my father’s home.

And we arrived, and to a land with no relative,

And the land here has no mother, search as you may.
So Fatma said, be quick my lad,

And call her Mama.

| said: My mother gave me a dinar, to give to the poor of my hometown,
But | am hungry, for | am poor... | said...

And she lowered her jug: Drink, my boy.

Keep your dinar...

| changed the Gulden, my father of all the khans!

With my mother’s dinar | bought eggplants.

i wandered here in the wadis, dunes and Ramat Gans,
With my mother’s blood-money | bought myself sardines.

The sardines revived us; who among you ingested a dinar?
Who makes a doll out of sardines?

Jaffa and its fishermen! — there is no other net but theirs.
Come morning they ate, and the dinar inside them.

My Avhuna, look at the first-born of all the khans,
You chose me a poor eldest like no other.
Observe my deeds — good enough for Passover?
And | took your name to serve you mightily.

Our father’s face was here...

Then we still were sons...

Now our father is nowhere to be seen...
How shall we face him when he comes?
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Don’t you enquire, angel, about your people -
But he is the wretched from Phalasteen.

He went here to his cave
Among the refugeses...

. And about that and about the road here,
And about whatever he does in his caves

Won't you enquire, Jacob’s rose?
Ask the thorns!

Ask here in the breaches
About the beggar of shoe-soles,

About the grouping of the kibbutzim
And about the ingathering of all exiles..

And about the miracle

Of the ‘Love-of Zion’ movement
Ask the miraculous Arabs

Who fled as if not in earnest;

And if you ask me -

The judgment is based on two;

I am sorry for my children

And V’'m sorry about unjust measure;

And ask about the miracle

Of the Lovers of babbling movement
And about the miraculous Arabs
Who “buried the Joke.”

They buried it until the

Waking-up of the jug full of coins.
Ringing from time to time
Throughout the years, the centuries...
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Until He comes

Reflected in the pupil like a hoary old man -
And the earth, the bride,

Roaring her first day...

In your valleys, Rose of,

If only the fellahin would also have a rose;
Who is a rose ~ if only to avoid

Passover on caves.

Fellaheen-Bedouins, the patriarchs,

Like the generation of the desert to the generation to come
Have ordered us to bake pita,

To breath their fire-singed bread.

And father-mother, from wherever they were taken to,
From the horrendous fire of fires —

Ordered us not to forget Yahandes,

And Poyin also not to forget.

The Land she is good for nothing.
Both Abraham and lbrahim —
The lad struggled with Him

And Sara among the Egyptians...

But the land, the land

She swallows the jugs,

And she is hot, and she is red
And sineWy vis a vis the talkers.

Hot she is and red she is
Like the opening of a woman giving birth.
- Aland chock-full of earth
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