
Tisha B’av  
 ּתִׁשְעָה ּבְאָב

“Renew our days as of old” 
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By the waters of Babylon, there we sat and even cried 
as we remembered Zion ––Psalm 137 

Psalms 137 
(1) By the rivers of Babylon, there we sat, sat and wept, as we thought of Zion. (2) 
There on the poplars we hung up our lyres, (3) for our captors asked us there for 
songs, our tormentors, for amusement, “Sing us one of the songs of Zion.” (4) How 
can we sing a song of YHWH on alien soil? (5) If I forget you, O Jerusalem, let my 
right hand wither; (6) let my tongue stick to my palate if I cease to think of you, if I 
do not keep Jerusalem in memory even at my happiest hour. (7) Remember, 
YHWH, against the Edomites the day of Jerusalem’s fall; how they cried, “Strip 
her, strip her to her very foundations!” (8) Fair Babylon, you predator, a blessing 
on him who repays you in kind what you have inflicted on us; (9) a blessing on 
him who seizes your babies and dashes them against the rocks! 

תהילים קל״ז 
נּו ֶאת־ִצּיֹֽון׃ (א) זְָכֵר֗ ינּו ְּב֝ ַׁשְבנּו ַּגם־ָּבִכ֑ ם יָ֭ ל ָׁש֣ ל נֲַה֨רֹות ׀ ָּבֶב֗ ַע֥
ינּו ִּכּנֹרֹוֵתֽינּו׃  (ב) ִל֗ ּה ָּת֝ ים ְּבתֹוָכ֑  ַעֽל־ֲעָרִב֥
יר ִצּיֹֽון׃  (ג) נּו ִמִּׁש֥ ֗ ירּו ָל֝ ה ִׁש֥ ינּו ִׂשְמָח֑ יר ְותֹוָלֵל֣ ינּו ִּדְבֵרי־ִׁש֭ ֵא֪לּונּו ׁשֹוֵב֡ ם ְׁשֽ י ָׁש֨  ִּכ֤
ת נֵָכֽר׃  (ד)  אֵ֗יְך נָׁשִ֥יר אֶת־ׁשִיר־יְהוָ֑ה עַ֝֗ל ַאְדַמ֥
ם ִּתְׁשַּכ֥ח יְִמיִנֽי׃  (ה) ִ֗ ְך ְיֽרּוָׁשָל  ִאֽם־ֶאְׁשָּכֵח֥
אׁש (ו) ֹ֣ ל ר ֗ ֲעֶלה ֶאת־יְרּוָׁשַלִ֑ם ַע֝ ִכי ִאם־ֹ֣לא ַא֭ זְְּכֵר֥ י ׀ ְלִחִּכ֮י ִאם־ֹ֪לא ֶא֫ ק־ְלׁשֹונִ֨  ִּתְדַּב֥

ִׂשְמָחִתֽי׃  
ד ַהיְ֥סֹוד ָּבּֽה׃ (ז) ֗ רּו ַע֝ רּו ׀ ָע֑ ְמִרים ָע֤ ֹ֣ א ָלִ֥ם ָה֭ י ֱא֗דֹום ֵא֮ת ֤יֹום ְיֽרּוָׁש֫ ה ׀ ִלְבנֵ֬ ר יְהָו֨ ֹ֤  זְכ
ְלְּת ָלֽנּו׃  (ח) ְך ֶׁשָּגַמ֥ מּוֵל֗ ְך ֶאת־ְּג֝ י ֶׁשיְַׁשֶּלם־ָל֑ ה ַאְׁשֵר֥ ל ַהְּׁש֫דּוָד֥  ַּבת־ָּבֶב֗
יְִך ֶאל־ַהָּסַֽלע׃ (ט) ָלַל֗ ֹ֝ ץ ֶאֽת־ע ז ְונִֵּפ֬ י ׀ ֶׁשּיֹאֵח֓ ַאְׁשֵר֤
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On Tisha B’Av, we mourn the loss of our sacred space, the Temple in Jerusalem, a 
loss born out of baseless hatred and senseless destruction. We remember and 
lament all the tragedies that occurred on this fateful day throughout Jewish history. 
We collapse time by grieving for old wounds as if they were only just inflicted, and 
reaching our hands to those who suffered long ago as if they were beside us. 
As we are reminded by our reading of the Book of Eichah, we must grieve with our 
fellow human beings not only of time past, but also of the present. Let us expand 
our grief to include those around the world today who continue to lose that which 
is sacred to them to forces of violence, destruction and oppression. 

They cry out to us from across space: 

Do not shut your ear to my groan, to my cry. 
Eichah 3:56 

As we open our ears to sounds of their weeping, we respond: 

My eyes shed streams of water over the ruin of my poor people. 
Eichah 3:49 

As we widen the source of our grief to include the destruction that continues to 
take place today, we declare: 

Let us search and examine our ways and turn back to YHWH. Let us lift up our 
hearts with our hands to God in heaven. 
Eichah 3:40 

And as we open our hearts to others and remind ourselves that we must not only 
bemoan their suffering but also act to prevent it, we command ourselves: 

Arise! Cry out in the night at the beginning of the watches. Pour out your heart like 
water in the presence of YHWH. 
Eichah 2:19 

As we mourn for the loss of all that is sacred, may our grief compel us to respond 
to the suffering of others. May we arise and reach our hands outward. And may we 
cry out—not only in mourning, but also in an ongoing effort to alleviate pain and 
destruction across the world. 
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God Cries 
God asks: A mourning king of flesh and blood, what is the way that he 

mourns? [They said:] He sits and cries. [God said:] Thus shall I do. As it 
is written, (Isaiah 22:12) "And God, Lord of Hosts, called on that day, 

for weeping and lamenting 
Lamentations Rabbah 1 

Midrash teaches in Lamentations Rabbah that the cry of “Eicha?” is not 
only the sound of our broken hearts; it is the sound of God’s broken 
heart. God’s heart breaks for human suffering and for the suffering 
humans cause to each other and the earth. God’s heart breaks at the 

iniquity we commit and the inequity we permit. God’s heart breaks for 
us and because of us. We must face, and live with, both sides of this 

equation. 
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Tisha B’av Throughout History 

Fall of Second Temple 70 CE Quoted from Josephus: The Jewish Wars gen. 
editor Gaalya Cornfeld 

While the Temple was ablaze, the attackers plundered it, and countless people who 
were caught by them were slaughtered. There was no pity for age and no regard 
was accorded rank; children and old men, laymen and priests, alike were 
butchered; every class was pursued and crushed in the grip of war, whether they 
cried out for mercy or offered resistance. Through the roar of the flames streaming 
far and wide, the groans of the falling victims were heard; such was the height of 
the hill and the magnitude of the blazing pile that the entire city seemed to be 
ablaze; and the noise-nothing more deafening and frightening could be imagined. 
There were the war cries of the Roman legions as they swept onwards en masse, 
the yells of the rebels encircled by fire and sword, the panic of the people who, cut 
off above, fled into the arms of the enemy, and their shrieks as they met their fate. 
The cries on the hill blended with those of the multitudes in the city below; and 
now many people who were exhausted and tongue-tied as a result of hunger, when 
they beheld the Temple on fire, found strength once more to lament and wail. 
Peraea and the surrounding hills, added their echoes to the deafening din. But more 
horrifying than the din were the sufferings. 

The Temple Mount, every where enveloped in flames, seemed to be boiling over 
from its base; yet the blood seemed more abundant than the flames and the 
numbers of the slain greater than those of the slayers. The ground could not be seen 
anywhere between the corpses; the soldiers climbed over heaps of bodies as they 
chased the fugitives 

First Crusade 1096 CE Quoted from A History of the Jews by A. L. Sachar, 
5th Edition, Knopf, 1964, pp. 188-189 
  
The pious orgies began in Lorraine, where the rich fields and the flourishing cities 
were irresistible bait. In Metz twenty-two Jews were killed, and though the toll of 
lives was smaller in other communities, innumerable homes were pillaged and 
destroyed. Early in May the crusaders straggled into Spires, where the Jews had 
been recently granted new privileges by the authorities. The synagogue was 
surrounded by a howling mob and but for the sturdy resistance of the worshippers 
and the quick precautionary measures of the kindly bishop the Jews would have 
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fared badly. Failure, however, served only to increase the fury of the pilgrims. On 
May 18, greatly reinforced, they fell upon the Jews of Worms. About eight hundred 
had fortunately sought safety in the Episcopal palace, but those who remained in 
their homes were butchered without mercy. 

The corpses were stripped and lay naked until the refugees in the palace could 
smuggle out clothing for the poor mutilated bodies. The following Sunday, despite 
the protestations of the bishop, the rabble attacked the episcopal palace itself. For 
two days the besieged resisted, and then those who had not taken their own lives 
were cut to pieces, for the glory of God. Only a few saved themselves by 
submitting to baptism. From Worms" the wolves of the forest," as they were called 
by one Jewish chronicler, moved on to Mayence, whose citizens at once opened the 
gates and pointed out the Jewish hiding-places. Again the greater number 
committed suicide, and the rest were massacred…. 

The dead, numbering about thirteen hundred, were flung, stripped, into ditches, 
and their property was plundered. One Jew fired the synagogue before killing 
himself, and the blaze destroyed nearly all of the city. A small number who escaped 
the notice of the rabble by hiding in the treasury of the cathedral attempted to steal 
away at midnight, but were soon overtaken and also butchered. In this spirit the 
crusaders crossed Germany, leaving behind them a trail of plundered homes and 
broken lives. Perhaps as many as twelve thousand Jews perished in the Rhenish 
valley in the wild Judenhetze, which lasted for three months. The persecuting zeal 
of the crusaders was not yet exhausted when they entered Bohemia. Here the Jews 
had lived in peace, untouched by the currents which affected the lives of their 
people in other lands. Taking advantage of the absence of the powerful duke, who 
was fighting a foreign war, the motley horde brought the Prague community into 
Jewish history by virtually destroying it. 

Chmielnicki Massacres 1648-1658 CE Quoted from A History of the Jews by A. 
L. Sachar, 5th Edition, Knopf, 1964, pp. 240-241 
  
By the middle of the seventeenth century even Poland had ceased to be a haven of 
refuge. The clergy, an austere and intolerant caste, had insinuated themselves into 
the very heart of political life, and the Jesuits had won complete control of 
education. The German tradesmen, long a thorn in the side of the Jews, were more 
powerful and more unscrupulous than ever. Jews continued to serve the nobles as 
tax-collectors, tax-farmers, financiers, and particularly stewards and overseers of 
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their estates. But these positions, while adding to their power, increased popular 
animosity. The peasants, who were being exploited by the nobles, hated the tools of 
tyranny more than tyranny itself. 

The bitterness between classes and creeds was nowhere worse than on the banks of 
the Dnieper where lived the Zaporozhian Cossacks. These rude frontiersmen, who 
served as a bulwark against the Tartars and Turks, enjoyed virtual autonomy under 
an ataman of their own selection. They despised the Poles, who, as Catholics, 
scorned their Greek Orthodox faith and, as landlords, oppressed them. But their 
loathing was intensified a hundredfold against the Jews, who lived in large 
numbers in the Ukraine and were so often the instruments of the nobles' tyranny. 
In 1648 came the inevitable uprising of the Cossacks. It was led by the Cossack 
chieftain Bogdan Chmielnicki, one of the outstanding figures of the seventeenth 
century. Bogdan was brave, resourceful, a natural genius in warfare, but a creature 
of impulses, a terrifying savage. Not only did he enter the revolt as the champion 
of his people's rights; he was an offended chieftain seeking vengeance for personal 
injuries which he had sustained at the hands of Poles and Jews. The Polish squire 
on whose estate he lived had stolen his hayricks and flogged his infant son to 
death. Some Jews had apparently spied upon him and involved him in difficulties 
with the Polish lords. He thirsted for vengeance against all members of the cursed 
races. Fate threw victims to him. He was able to win victories over the flower of 
the Polish military forces. As he triumphed, the serfs everywhere rose against their 
masters. The fury of the revolt was without precedent. Houses and castles were 
torn stone from stone. Whole villages were uprooted. The Polish gentry were 
hunted down, burnt, flayed alive, sawed asunder. Catholic priests were hanged to 
trees together with hogs and Jews. 

The Jews died in their tens of thousands after suffering cruelties which have rarely 
been equalled in all history. Their infants were slit like fishes, their women were 
ripped open, live cats were let into their bowels, and they were then sewn up again. 
"Often they did not attain to burial, dogs and swine feeding on their dead bodies." 
In Tulcin two thousand Jews and six hundred Poles sought to keep off the 
Cossacks. When resistance became futile, the Jews were betrayed by the Poles and 
ruthlessly massacred. The Cossacks then cynically slaughtered the traitors as well. 
The story of Tulcin was repeated everywhere; rape, murder, pillage, in every 
village, in every town. When Bogdan entered Kiev in triumph in 1649, he at once 
ordered a general massacre of the great community of Jews who lived there. 
Fortunate were those who fell into Tartar hands, for they were sold in the markets 
of Constantinople and were later ransomed by compassionate co-religionists. 

8



In the fall of 1649 the new King of Poland, John Casimir, patched up a truce with 
Bogdan by which the Cossack leader was recognized as a semi-independent prince. 
It was part of the convention that Jews were no longer to live in the Cossack 
districts. For a moment there was a respite for the terrified and broken people. 
Only for a moment. The civil wars soon flared up again, and the Cossacks began a 
new series of depredations. Suddenly in 1654 hordes of southern and northern 
Scythians poured into the country, and next year the Swedes also began their 
invasions. The new wars" resembled nothing so much as a hideous scramble of 
ravening beasts and obscene fowls for the dismembered limbs of a headless 
carcase, for such did Poland seem to all the world before the war was half over." 
Not until 1658, when Poland had agreed to the most humiliating concessions, did 
peace come at last. 

It is impossible to estimate accurately the toll of these awful years, perhaps the 
worst in Jewish history since the destruction of national life. (NB this was written 
in 1930) High estimates say five hundred thousand Jews perished; conservative 
estimates place the dead at not less than one hundred thousand. Seven hundred 
Jewish communities were destroyed. Everywhere there was ruin and desolation, 
and scarcely a family had been spared. For years the Western world was filled with 
derelicts, as in the dreary days of the Spanish expulsion. The darkness seemed 
never to lift and Jews turned more and more to the comfort of the Talmud, to the 
promises of the Cabala, and above all to the pseudo-Messiahs who continued to 
bring emollient messages from Heaven. ) 
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 האי
The Island 

Joshua Franklin  

איכה 
ֶשנֶת   העיר בתוך ָהִאי  ישבה ְמּעֻ

היתה כתפוח האדמה    פֹוֶרה ּופוֵרַח 
ָרף  ְֹ  ובְסָתו היה    וכבר יבש מיצּו    ובשרו  נִש

ּכִאישֹון ֵעין האלהים       איננו 

Alas, how she sits smoldering, the City within the island 
She was at once like an apple, fruitful and blossoming 
But it was fall, and its juice had already dried out, and its flesh scorched 
Like the apple (pupil) of God's eye,  we were not.  

בכו תבכה העיר   ְוִּדְמָעָתּה אין  ְּבֶלֱחיָּה 
ָוּיֵֵרד עפר מהשמים   פניה ְמסּוָכָכה ְּבֲחֵשָכה     

ֶאמּונָָתּה שבורה   כשראה רגליה ְמֻשָּתָקות  

The city surly weeps, but there are no tears on her cheek 
Ash falls from the sky , her face is covered in a black darkness 
Her faith is broken as she sees her legs paralyzed 

בענן קשור אל ההר     הביט אברהם אל מוריה 
ַוְּתָצֶפה העיר ליהוה   ולא מצאה את השכינה 

בעמוד אש ועשן    גילה דממה        ַוִּתשַמע ְצָרָחה       
ָוֻּתְשָּפל רוח העיר     ּוִראּות יהוה  ָחבּויָה  

Through a cloud  affixed to the mountain, Abraham gazed upon Moriah    
But the City scouts for God, and does not find the Dwelling 
Through a pillar of fire and smoke, she discovered a still silence, yet heard a 
scream 
The spirit of the City was brought down, and the view of God was hidden 

 ִהָּבנֵינָה מגדלות ַהִּמנָֻּפצות     רפא תרפא רגליה    
ֵהִשיב כבוד אל העיר    על ראש ָהִאי ַעֵּטר את כתרּה 

ּRebuild oh shattered towers,  heal her legs completely 
Restore honor to the City, and upon the head of the island adorn her crown 
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Prayer for Beloved Souls of Pulse 
Nightclub 
By Rabbi Annie Lewis 

Eicha. Eicha. Eicha. 
How? How? How? 
Weeping and lament and outrage 
Again and again and again. 
Ayeka? Ayeka? Ayeka? 
Where are you? 
Where are You, yes You, with a capital Y? 
Where can we find Your sukkah of peace? 
For those who wish only to love 
And be loved, and be love. 
Eicha. 
Ayeka?  
Where are you, my child? 
I am hiding  
in a bathroom stall. 
I am playing dead now. 
I am bleeding. 
I am not alone. 
I am gone. 
I am with You now. 
In Your sukkah of peace. 
Eicha. Eicha. Eicha. 
Ayeka? Ayeka? 
You breathed us into being 
Out of love and into love 
And there are those  
Who would deny 
Your holy sparks 
Pulsing through  
Each being. 
Hear us, Adonai  
And hold us. 
Hold all those who weep  
For Brothers, Sisters,  
Mothers, Fathers,  
Sons, Daughters, 
Lovers, Friends, 

Gone. 
Beautiful queer bodies,  
Beautiful brown bodies, 
Who came to dance, 
Who came to love, 
Who came to be free, 
49 beautiful souls in search 
of sanctuary. 
Eicha. Eicha. Eicha. 
Envelop them, O God, 
In your unending love. 
Help us, 
Dear God, 
We who are still here. 
Help us 
To weep,  
To remember, 
To honor them. 
Help us 
To love all of your children, 
Those still here 
And those 
Whose blood 
Cries out from this 
Earth we call home. 
Help us to mourn. 
Eicha. 
And help us to heal – 
One breath at a time 
One heartbeat at a time 
One hug at a time. 
And when it is time, 
Call out to us –  
Ayeka?  
Where are you? 
Help us to act together 
For their sake, 
For Your sake, 
For our own. 
Eicha. 
Ayeka? 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CHAPTER 1

1 Eikhah!  How can it be –

that she sat alone, 

the city so great / so swelled with people?

She was like a widow.

The one great among the nations,

ministering among the states,

became a slave caste.

2 Crying, she will cry in the night,

her tear upon her cheek

There is none for her, no comforter, 

from all her lovers.

All her companions 

played traitor with her.

They became for her enemies.

3 She, Judah, was exiled,

by poverty, and by (so) much hard labor

She sat among the nations, 

not finding any rest;

All her pursuers caught up with her

between the confined places.

4 Zion’s roads are mourning

 

Laments

A new and old translation of Eikhah 

This booklet uses two translations of Laments, the book of mourning

poems read on Tish’a B’Av.  Chapters 1, 2 and 5 were translated by Rabbi

David Mevorach Seidenberg, with attention to the principles of the

Buber-Rosenzweig Bible.  This translation strives to be “concordant” by

translating related Hebrew words with related English words, and by

following the order and syntax of the Hebrew as much as possible.  In

some cases alternate translations are given, indicated by a slash.  This

translation also focuses on the more physical, earthy meaning of words,

drawing the reader from modern thought patterns towards more ancient

ways of seeing and feeling.  Chapters 3 and 4 were translated by James

Moffat over a half century ago, according to the principles of “idiomatic”

translation.  This translation strives to recast the Hebrew according to the

word order, meaning, and sense of everyday English, even to the point of

reordering the verses (see 49-51 of chapter 3).  Moffat, more than most

idiomatic translators, evokes the emotional depth of the Hebrew. 

Please copy! Copies must include this title page.  Rights are granted to make 10 copies

per download.  If you want to make more copies, please also send a donation to support

www.neohasid.org.  For more information or for inquiries about teaching, please write to

Rabbi David Seidenberg at rebduvid86@hotmail.com.  Visit Neohasid.org on the web for

more liturgy resources, nigunim and songs, and Chasidishe Torah. Please also visit

neohasid.org/stoptheflood  for ecology and earth Torah.

Translation revised from 2002, 2003 editions for the Aleph Kallah and the NHC Institute.  Original

translation © 1993, David Seidenberg.  James Moffat’s translation, from the Hodder and Stoughton

edition (out of print), has been revised and updated in minor ways for this booklet.  Based on layout

for 2003 edition by Mark Frydenberg.  This booklet contains the sacred name in Hebrew for God.

Please do not destroy it or dispose of it improperly. ©July 2007, all applicable rights reserved.
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They saw her, her tormentors,

laughing over her becoming stilled.

8 Sinning she sinned, Jerusalem.

For this an outcast / nidah she became.

All who honor her despise her,

for they saw her nakedness.

Also her, she is moaning,

turned around backward.

9 Her blood / tum’ah in her skirts,

she didn’t remember her end after,

she descended wondrously.

There is no comforter for her.

YHVH, see my poverty, my humiliation,

for an enemy became great.

10 A foe / Trauma spread out his hand

over all her precious things;

She saw other nations 

come within her holy place, 

which you commanded her:

“They won’t come in with

the community to you.”

11 All her people are moaning 

seeking bread;

  


 

 












 


 


 
 




  
 



 

from being without festival-goers,

all her gates desolated;

Her priests are moaning,

her girls grieving;

And she – it is bitterness for her.

5 Her tormentors were at the head,

her enemies had ease 

For YHVH aggrieved her

for the greatness of her sins.

Her babes walked captive before foe;

6 and all her splendor went out from

daughter Zion!

Her ministers, like deer,

not finding a place to graze;

They walked, without strength,

before a pursuer.

7 Jerusalem remembered 

the days of her impoverishment 

and her downsliding,

all her precious things

which were from early days,

while her people fell into a foe’s hand;

And there is no help for her.

2  
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15 Adonai spurned 

all my mighty warriors within me, 

he called out over me a feast 

for breaking my boys; 

a winepress—Adonai stomped—

for daughter Judah’s girl.

16 Over these, I am crying; 

My eye, my eye, she drops water. 

For so far from me is any comforter, 

a restorer for my life. 

My children were decimated, 

for an enemy overwhelmed / triumphed.

17 Zion spread out with her hands, 

there is no comforter for her. 

YHVH commanded for Jacob, 

surrounding him, his tormentors. 

Jerusalem became 

outcast / nidah between them.

18 Righteous is YHVH, 

for his mouth I rebelled (against). 

Listen, please – all peoples –

and see my pain!

My girls and my boys 

  

 


 
 


   

 




  

 
 

 



 


 





 

 

They gave up their precious things

for food to restore life.

See, YHVH! 

Look (how much) I was despised.

12 Never to you, 

all who pass on the way.

Look, you must see –

Could there be pain like my pain

which was doled out to me,

which YHVH caused to grieve

in the day of his furious anger?

13 From a height he sent fire in my bones 

and he overwhelmed them.

He spread out a net for my feet;

He repelled me back; 

he made me desolate, 

all day – sickness.

14 The harness of my sins lashed on, 

they were tied down by his hand, 

brought up onto my neck, 

making my strength fail.

Adonai gave me over into (such) hands

that I am unable to stand up.

3  

15




 



 

 


  
 


 



 





 


 
 


 


 

15 Adonai spurned 

all my mighty warriors within me, 

he called out over me a feast 

for breaking my boys; 

a winepress—Adonai stomped—

for daughter Judah’s girl.

16 Over these, I am crying; 

My eye, my eye, she drops water. 

For so far from me is any comforter, 

a restorer for my life. 

My children were decimated, 

for an enemy overwhelmed / triumphed.

17 Zion spread out with her hands, 

there is no comforter for her. 

YHVH commanded for Jacob, 

surrounding him, his tormentors. 

Jerusalem became 

outcast / nidah between them.

18 Righteous is YHVH, 

for his mouth I rebelled (against). 

Listen, please – all peoples –

and see my pain!

My girls and my boys 

  

 


 
 


   

 




  

 
 

 



 


 





 

 

They gave up their precious things

for food to restore life.

See, YHVH! 

Look (how much) I was despised.

12 Never to you, 

all who pass on the way.

Look, you must see –

Could there be pain like my pain

which was doled out to me,

which YHVH caused to grieve

in the day of his furious anger?

13 From a height he sent fire in my bones 

and he overwhelmed them.

He spread out a net for my feet;

He repelled me back; 

he made me desolate, 

all day – sickness.

14 The harness of my sins lashed on, 

they were tied down by his hand, 

brought up onto my neck, 

making my strength fail.

Adonai gave me over into (such) hands

that I am unable to stand up.

3  

16



 
 





 

 


 
 





  



 

 
   

 
 

For so much are my sighs, 

and my heart is sickened.

CHAPTER 2

1 Eikhah!  How can it be! 

In his anger 

Adonai darkened daughter Zion.

He cast down, from skies (to) earth,

Israel’s glory, 

and didn’t remember 

his foot’s resting place 

in his day of anger.

2 Adonai devoured 

—he had no pity—

all of Jacob’s pastures. 

He tore down with his burning 

daughter Judah’s fortifications; 

he reached to the very ground.

He violated kingdom and her ministers.

3 With ferocious anger he hacked off

all of Israel’s horn. 

He turned his right hand backward 

  


 

 
 





 
 

 
  







  
 


 

 





 

walked captive / into captivity.

19 I called to my lovers. 

Those deceived me. 

My priests, and my elders, 

they wasted away in the city, 

seeking food for them, 

and to bring back their life.

20 See YHVH – for mine is torment, 

my guts were churning, 

my heart overturned within me, 

for rebelling I rebelled. 

From outside sword striking down; 

In the house, like death itself.

21 They listened.  I am moaning, 

there is no comforter for me. 

All my enemies listened for my evil doom.

They rejoiced, for you did it, 

you brought the day you called for – 

and they will be(come) like me.

22 All their evil will come before you

Treat them 

like you treated me 

for all my sins.
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He turned over to an enemy’s hand 

the walls of her citadels. 

They gave a shout in YHVH’s house 

like a festival day.

8 YHVH determined to ruin 

daughter Zion’s wall. 

He stretched a line, 

he didn’t turn his hand back 

from swallowing up, 

and he made rampart and wall, 

mourn together, wretched.

9 They drowned in the earth, her gates. 

He smashed and broke her bars.

Her king and her ministers in the nations, 

there is no Torah / no teaching.

Also her prophets,

They found no vision from YHVH.

10 They sat down to the earth, silenced,

daughter Zion’s elders,

they lifted dust over their head,

tied on sackcloth.

They let their head down to the earth,

Jerusalem’s girls.

 





  





 


 


 

  


 


 
  




 


  
 

before the enemy. 

Burning into Jacob, like fire flaming

consuming (all) around.

4 He worked his bow like an enemy, 

he stood his right hand firm 

as a foe / a tormentor 

and he murdered everything 

precious to the eye;

In daughter Zion’s tent

he poured out his wrath like fire.

5 Adonai was like an enemy;

he devoured Israel.

He devoured all her citadels, 

undermined his fortifications;

And he multiplied in daughter Zion

grief and groaning.

6 Like a garden, he tore apart his sukkah, 

he destroyed his feast. 

YHVH caused Shabbat and festival 

to be forgotten in Zion, 

by the rage of his anger, king and priest.

7 Adonai abhorred his altar, 

disdained his holy place. 
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deception, and irrelevance,

revealing nothing for your wrong

to turn back your destiny / your captivity, 

and they envisioned for you

a burden of deceit and dejections.

15 They struck their hands over you,

all who passed on the road, 

they hissed and they shook their head

over daughter Jerusalem:

“Is this it?

The city they said (was)

beauty’s completion, 

joy’s source for all the earth?”

16 They crack open their mouth over you,

all your enemies.

They hissed, gritting teeth.

They said: We swallowed;

Akh! This day that we hoped for,

we found, we saw!

17 YHVH did what he conspired;

He pushed through his saying 

which he commanded from early days.

He tore down and showed no pity.

  

 
  

 



  
 


 


 

 



 
 





 


 


 

11 My eyes were used up by the tears,

my guts churned up,

my organs poured out to the ground

over the shattering of 

my daughter people,

with the *exhaustion of babe and *infant 

in city squares.

12 To their mothers they would say,

“Where is grain and wine?”,

stretching themselves out,

like a corpse, in city streets,

with their life force pouring out

onto their mothers’ chest.

13 What can I make testify?

What will I liken to you?

O daughter Jerusalem!

What can I compare to you

(that) I may comfort you,

daughter Zion’s girl?

For great, like the sea, 

is your shattering

– who will bring healing to you?

14 For you did your prophets envision
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young and old, 

my girls and my boys,

they fell by sword;

You murdered in the day of your anger.

You slaughtered, you had no pity.

22 You would call, like a festival day,

(for) my neighbors from all around;

and (so) in YHVH’s day of anger

there weren’t any escaped or remaining

which I had nursed and raised –

my enemy finished them all.

CHAPTER  3

[ Moffa t  t r an s l .  b eg in s  h ere . ]

1 I am the man who has suffered 

under the rod of his anger:

2 I am the man he has been leading 

on a dark, unlighted road;

3 he has baffled me over and again, 

all the day long;

4 he has worn away my skin and flesh, 

and broken my bones;

  


  




  



 


 





 
 

 
 


 

 





 

He made an enemy rejoice over you;

your tormentors’ horn was exalted.

18 Their heart screamed out to Adonai.

Wall of daughter Zion,

let down a tear like a torrent, 

day and night.

Don’t give yourself any break;

Don’t let your daughter eye fall silent.

19 Get up!  Sing out in the night 

to the first of the nightwatches:

Pour out your heart like water 

right before Adonai!

Lift your palms toward him –

for the life of your babies

stretched out by famine 

at every street head!

20 See YHVH and look:

Whom did you treat like this?

If women will eat their fruit,

nursing*** babies –;

If priest and prophet are murdered

in Adonai’s holy place –!

21 Laid down to the earth (in the) streets,
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burden of their satire all day long.

15 He has filled me up with bitter herbs, 

and sated me with wormwood;

16 He has broken my teeth with gravel, 

and covered me with ashes.

17 He has bereft me of all bliss, 

I forget what it is to prosper,

18 I said, “My strength is gone, 

and my hope in the Eternal / YHVH!”

19 The thought of my stress and scattering

is bitter gall to me;

20 my soul is always thinking of it, 

and is crushed within me.

21 But I will call to mind, 

to give me hope,

22 that the Eternal’s love is lasting, 

and will never fail.

23 Fresh every morning is your kindness, 

great is your faithfulness!

24 The Eternal is my allotted share,

  










 


 
  




 

  


 


 
 


 

5 he has piled troubles up against me, 

right round my head;

6 he has made me dwell in the dark, 

like those long dead;

7 he has walled me round, 

till I cannot go out, 

He has loaded me with chains;

8 and when I fain would cry for help, 

He stops my prayer;

9 He blocks my way with boulders, 

till my course is twisted;

10 He lurks for me like a bear, 

like a lion in ambush;

11 He has chased and mangled me 

and left me all forlorn; 

12 He has bent his bow 

and made me target for his arrows;

13 he has driven his shafts home, 

right into me;

14 I am the butt of all nations, 
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33 he is loathe to cause pain 

to grieve the sons of men.

34 When a whole people is taken

prisoner and downtrodden,

35 when a man

is deprived of his rights, 

under the eyes of the Most High,

36 when a person does not get justice, 

does the Lord not see it?

37 Who can carry out his will, 

unless it is the Lord’s order?

38 Are not weal and woe alike 

decreed by the Most High?

39 Then why should mortal men complain, 

when they are punished for their sins?

40 Let us scan and search our lives, 

let us return to the Eternal,

41 lifting our hearts up with our hands 

to God in heaven;

42 The sin is ours, we have rebelled, 

  

 
 




  






 

 






 




 
 

 

 I say, 

therefore I will hope in him.

25 The Eternal is good

to those who wait for him, 

to a soul that seeks him.

26 It is good to wait in silence 

for the help of the Eternal;

27 it is good for a man

to bear without a word 

the rebuke of the Eternal; 

28 Let him sit alone in silence, 

since it is the Eternal’s hand;

29 let him lay his lips to the dust – 

there may be hope for him;

30 let him offer his cheek to the striker, 

and suffer all taunts.

31 For the Lord will not always

discard life;

32 he wounds, but he has pity,

so rich is his love;
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50 till the Eternal will look down 

from heaven above.

52 They have hunted me like a bird, 

with no reason for their hate;

53 they dropped me 

to die in a dungeon, 

flinging stones at me;

54 waters flowed over my head, 

“I am lost,” I said.

55 From the depth of the dungeon 

I called, O Eternal, to you;

56 you did hear me crying

“Give ear, don’t hide

from my plea and cry”;

x57 you came at my call, 

bidding me, “Fear not.”

58 O Lord, you did take my part 

and save my life.

59 And now you see my wrongs;

Oh vindicate me!

  




  





 

 


 










 
 


 

 

and you – you have not pardoned;

43 You have veiled your face in anger, 

pursuing us,

killing without pity;

44 you have covered 

yourself with a cloud 

no prayer can pierce;

45 you have made us 

mere scum and refuse 

in the world.

46 Our foes all yell 

against us;

47 dismay and destruction befall us, 

ravage and ruin.

48 Tears are flooding from my eyes 

for the ruin of my people;

(Next three verses reordered in English by transl.)

51 my eyes are sore with sorrow 

for all the woes of my city; 

49 my eyes stream without ceasing, 

without rest,
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over every street;

2 the priceless sons of Zion, 

worth their weight in gold,

count no more than crockery, 

mere pots of clay!

3 Even jackals give the breast 

and suckle their whelps;

but the women of my people are cruel 

as the ostrich wild;

4 For the tongue of the nursling cleaves

for thirst to the roof of its mouth,

the children beg for food, 

and no one gives it.

5 Those who fared on dainties 

rot upon the street;

those who lay on scarlet rugs 

huddle on an ash-heap.

6 The guilt of my people was greater

than even the sin of Sodom, 

Sodom that fell in a flash, 

before any could wring his hands.

7 Her headmen were brighter 

than snow, 

  

  


 








 
 




 








 

 

60 You have seen all the revenge 

they have plotted against me.

61 You have heard all the insults 

they plotted against me,

62 the talk of the ones who attack me, 

their muttering all the day long.

63 Look at them, sitting or rising – 

I am the burden of their satire!

64 You will requite them, O Eternal, 

for all they have done;

65 you will blind their vision – 

your curse be upon them! 

66 You will chase them angrily, 

and crush them

out of life.

CHAPTER  4

1 Eikhah! Ah! 

how the gold is dimmed, 

how changed the gold so pure!

the sacred gems are scattered
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inside Jerusalem.

13 It was all for the sin of her prophets, 

for the crime of her priests,

who shed in her 

the blood of the just.

14 Now, stained with blood, 

they wander blindly about the streets,

brushing against men they once avoided.

15 “Begone! You are unclean!” 

men shout at them,

“Begone! Avoid us.”

So they stagger and wander,

finding no more shelter abroad.

16 The Eternal himself 

has scattered them, 

caring no more for them, 

disregarding the priests, 

and heedless of the prophets.

17 Our eyes are strained and failing, 

as we look for aid, empty of hope;

watching for a nation 

that never brought salvation.

18 Foes dog our steps, 

  

 


 



 

 


 
 

 
 

 
  




 
 




 



 

and whiter than milk,

ruddier than rubies, 

their bodies veined like sapphires;

8 and now they look 

more darksome than the night – 

none knows them as they pass –

their skin drawn tight over the bone, 

dry as a stick.

9 Better to die by the sword 

than by starving,

stabbed to death by hunger 

suddenly in the field! 

10 The hands of tender women 

have cooked their own children,

making that their food, 

amid the wreck.

11 The Eternal has carried out his fury, 

vented his hot anger,

lit a fire in Zion 

that burns her to the base.

12 None could believe, no king, 

no one in all the world,

that foe or enemy could ever enter 
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Look, and see 

our abuse / our shame!

2 Our inheritance overturned, 

to strangers

our houses to foreigners.

3 We were orphans, there is no father,

our mothers like widows.

4 Our water we drank for money;

our wood came (only) with a price.

5 On our neck we were pursued, 

tired out, without letting us rest.

6 Egypt, we stretched a hand, 

Assyria, to satisfy bread.

7 Our fathers sinned and are not,

and we shouldered their evils.

8 Slaves ruled us.

There is none to break us out

from their hand.

9 For our lives we bring our bread,

from the wilderness’ sword.

10 Our skin like a furnace, we* glowed,

from the delirium of hunger.

11 Women in Zion were victimized,

  

 



 


 
  

 

  


 




 









 

till we dare not walk in the street,

our days are numbered and over, 

for our end has come.

19 More swift were our pursuers 

than eagles of the air,

hunting us over the hills, 

ambushing us on the wilds;

20 They trapped the king, the Eternal’s

choice, breath of our lives,

of whom we said, “Under his reign 

we shall hold out among the nations!”

21 Rejoice and be glad in your

home-land, O maiden Edom!

But the cup will come round to you,

and leave you drunk and disheveled.

22 Zion, your guilt is over and gone,

no more exile for you!

But Edom, 

your guilt shall be punished,

your sins laid bare!

CHAPTER 5

1 YHVH, remember what was ours.
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Some notes on the theology of Eikhah:  

The idea that tragedy and disaster are

punishment for our sins is alien to most

most modern Jews.  The author(s) of Eikhah

believed that what happened to Zion was

divine punishment.  (This is one reason why

it is hard to connect the Holocaust with

what we mourn on Tish’a B’av.)                   

 

Besides the obvious consolation of

believing that the tragedy had meaning, the

reader might also consider that for the

ancients, the two choices were to believe

that the destruction was punishment, or that

God simply had no interest in them. It is

easy to imagine why people would choose

the image of a punishing God over the

complete absence of God – though the latter

possibility is suggested in the very last line

of the text, before we go back to repeat the

more comforting line “Turn us...”                  

Abandon us 

for the span of time’s days?

21 Turn us, YHVH, toward you,

and we will turn.

Renew our days , like long before.

22 For if loathing, you should loathe us,

be enraged over us, so very much—!

Turn us, YHVH, toward you,

and we will turn.

Make our days new again, 

like dawn / long ago.

Only in chapter 3 is the destruction of Zion

consistently seen as fair and just punishment.  In

other chapters, the degree of divine punishment

is (subtly) described as excessive and abusive

(e.g. “See YHVH and look: Whom did you treat

like this?” in chapter 2).  

According to Jeremiah, the reason for exile was

that Israel had not allowed the land to rest

during her Jubilee years – an outcome promised

in the Torah.  (This idea is not found in Eikhah,

where the identification of the people with the

land is total.)  In an age when we have good

reason to believe that our ecological “sins” are

coming home to roost, the connection between

disaster and divine retribution may not seem so

farfetched.  If we sympathize with this idea, we

can read Eikhah as an invitation to change our

lives, towards justice for all peoples, for all

species, and for the land herself.   

  
 

 
  










 
 

 





 


 


 



 

girls, in Judah’s towns.

12 Ministers by their hand hung.

Elders’ faces were void of majesty.

13 Boys would carry a millstone,

and youths, stumbling with wood.

14 Elders ceased from gate,

boys from their play.

15 Our heart stopped any joy,

our dance overturned 

into mourning.

16 The crown on our head fell;

Oy for us!  For we sinned.

17 For this our heart was sickened.

For these our eyes darkened.

18 For Mount Zion,

that was desolated,

foxes went through her.

19 You, YHVH

will sit for all world-time,

your seat 

through generations and generations.

20 Why

would you forget us forever?
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