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Shomron Kol Titen—
Samaria Give Voice

BY SHELOMO IBN GABIROL (1021–1056)

This kinah, by one of the most important medieval Jewish poets,
sets up a curious dialogue: The capital cities of the northern and
southern kingdoms of ancient Israel, Samaria and Jerusalem, vie
with each other over who has suffered the most. The kingdoms
divided after the reign of the third of our kings, King Solomon.
The two capitals refer, in their poetic debate, to the following his-
torical events: The northern kingdom, known as Israel, was con-
quered by Assyria in 722 B.C.E., and its ten tribes were scattered.
The southern kingdom, known as Judah, was attacked twice by
Babylonia. The first time, the leaders, including Ezekiel, who was
both a prophet and a Kohen (priest), were deported. The second
time, in 586 B.C.E., followed a major uprising by the inhabitants
of Judah and concluded with the destruction of Solomon’s
Temple. Nearly seven centuries later, in 70 C.E., the Romans
destroyed the rebuilt Second Temple.

The lyrical argument between Samaria and Jerusalem is full
of pathos. It is as if two aged survivors are so filled with
anguish over the battles of the past that the only thing each
can do is claim to be the more aggrieved. And indeed, Tishah
B’Av is the occasion to give voice to unrestrained grief over the
unimaginable losses the Jewish people had sustained over cen-
turies of persecution.
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93 KINOT

Samaria Give Voice

Samaria gives voice, “My sins have found me out! My children have left
me and gone to another land.”

Oholivah cries, “My palaces are burned down,”
and Zion says “God has forsaken me.”1

“You, Oholivah, cannot think your pain is as mine;2 can you compare
your breach and sickness with mine? I, Oholah, stubbornly acted the
traitor; my sin rose up against me and my rebelliousness testified
against me. But, in the end, I paid my debts.

Tiglat Pileser3 ate my fruits, stripped me of my precious possessions,
and relieved me of my ornaments. He carried me in captivity to Chalah
and Chabor. So, be silent, Oholivah, and do not echo my cry. I was dri-
ven far away. Enough! It is enough! Your years of life exceed mine.”

Oholivah cries, “My palaces are burned down,”
and Zion says “God has forsaken me.”

Oholivah replies, “I too was stubborn, and like you, Oholah, I betrayed the
lover of my young days. Be silent, Oholah, for I recall my distress. You
wandered only once, I, many times. Twice I was captured by the Chaldees,
and as a persecuted prisoner I went down to Babylonia. The Temple in
which I was glorified was burned down. Only after seventy years was I
remembered (by God) in Babylonia. I returned to Zion once more, and
established the Temple again. I did not stay long before Edom4 took me
away, and I almost expired. My masses were scattered over all the lands.”

Oholivah cries, “My palaces have burned down,”
and Zion says “God has forsaken me.”

You, You have compassion on the poor, have compassion on their
poverty. See their desolation and their long exile. Do not be angry, but
see their degradation; do not forever remember their sin and their fool-
ishness. Heal their hurt, and console their mourning, for You are their
hope and their strength.

Renew our days as the days of those who came before us, as You
pledged, “God is the builder of Jerusalem.”5

1Oholivah means “my tent is in her,” referring to God’s Sanctuary which is in the
midst of Jerusalem. Zion is another name for Jerusalem. This repeating chorus
emphasizes the grief of Jerusalem itself.
2Samaria (Oholah, “her tent”) is the speaker, as the next paragraph makes clear.
Samaria was the capital of the northern kingdom of Israel, and so the two capitals of
Land of Israel, Samaria and Jerusalem, each claim to be the most pained. For both
names, Oholivah and Ohala, see the shockingly graphic imagery in Ezekiel 23.
3The Assyrian leader who destroyed the northern kingdom of Israel.
4Edom is a rabbinic code-name for Rome.
5Psalm 147:2.



B’leil Zeh Yivkayun—
On This Night My Children Cry

BY ELAZAR KALLIR (CA. 7TH CENTURY)

The perspective of this kinah is daring and challenging: The
paytan acknowledges that it was God who had punished Israel
and caused us to “cry and wail.” As the first stanza says: “. . .
on this night my Temple and palaces were burnt; let all the
House of Israel join in my moaning, and cry over the blaze
which God sparked.” He invites us to join him with the repeat-
ing line, “On this night my children cry and wail.” And yet, the
paytan acknowledges too that Israel deserved the punishment,
calling Israel “the disobedient daughter.” In chanting this
kinah, we pour out our hearts before God in pain, as we recall
the terrible alienation and isolation from God which our
ancestors must have felt as they faced the destruction of the
Temples. At the same time, we, like the paytan, express a
muted protest at our Parent who has punished us so: “His
[God’s] animosity for her [Israel] exceeds His love.”
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On This Night My Children Cry

On this night my children cry and wail,
on this night my Temple and palaces were burnt;
let all the House of Israel join in my moaning,
and cry over the blaze which God sparked.
On this night my children cry and wail.
On this night let her wail, the uniquely afflicted one,
the one barred from her Father’s house.
When she left His house, the door was shut,
and she went out into captivity devoured by every mouth.
On this day she was sent forth in consuming fire set by an ember of God.
On this night my children cry and wail.
On this night the wheel of fortune spun disaster,
the First and the Second Temples were destroyed,
and the disobedient daughter was discomforted.
She was administered the bitter waters of the unfaithful wife and the sign 

of guilt, the swollen womb, appeared.
She was expelled from His house and has forgotten what happiness is.
His animosity for her exceeds His love.
A forsaken woman, hers is a living widowhood;
Zion says: “God has left me.”
On this night my children cry and wail.
On this night I grew dark, my lights were dimmed
because of the destruction of my holy House and ceasing of the (priests’) rounds.
On this night disasters surrounded and encircled me,
and God convened the court which issued five sentences of guilt.1
All because (on this night) God saw to it that the original causeless weeping

was given a reason; it became a night for weeping throughout the
generations.2

On this night my children cry and wail.
On this night five disasters occurred;3 it was decreed on the day our ancestors

threw off all restraint, and therefore, so many constricting and crushing
disasters stuck to this day.

It is a day destined for adversity.
The enemy raised shouts of terror: “Arise, this is the day fixed by God!”
On this night my children cry and wail,
on this night my Temple and palaces were burnt;
let all the House of Israel join in my moaning,
and cry over the blaze which God sparked.

1See Mishnah Ta’anit 4:6. (1) God decreed that the generation that left Egypt would not
enter the Land of Israel, (2) the First Temple was destroyed, (3) the Second Temple was
destroyed, (4) the city of Betar, the scene of Bar Kokhba’s defeat, was captured in 135
C.E., (5) the city of Jerusalem was ploughed up by the Romans.
2The Israelites in the desert participated in “causeless weeping” when they cried that
they could never conquer the land of Israel on the day—it was the ninth of Av—when
the spies delivered their report. God then said to them: “You have participated in cause-
less weeping today; therefore I will fix this day as a day with many legitimate causes for
your weeping!” See Babylonian Talmud, Ta’anit 29a.
3See footnote 1.
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Sha’ali S’rufah V’eish—
Seek, (You) Who Have Been 
Consumed by Fire

BY RABBI MEIR OF ROTHENBERG (C. 1215–1293)

This is a kinah to mark the public burning of 24 cartloads of
the Talmud and other Jewish holy books in Paris in June 1242.
This, and other public burnings of Jewish holy books, were the
result of papal inquiries based on charges against the Talmud
brought by a Jewish apostate.1

1See Encyclopedia Judaica, 15:768f., for further historical background.
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107 KINOT

Seek, You (Who) Have Been 
Consumed by Fire

Seek,2 (you) who have been consumed by fire, the welfare of those who
mourn you, of those who yearn to dwell in the court of your abode.3 Of
those who pant in the dust of the earth, who are pained and horrified
over the burning of your parchments. Of those who walk in darkness,
bereft of light. They wait for the light of day which will shine upon
them and upon you. (Seek) the welfare of the person4 who moans, who
cries with a broken heart; who constantly laments the pains of your
wounds. And who bewails like jackals and ostriches, and calls out in
bitter dirge for your sake.

How was it that you, given in the consuming fire,5 should be con-
sumed by mortals’ fire, and the trespassers are not singed by your
coals? How long will you dwell in tranquility, pampered one,6 while
the faces of my young ones are covered with thorns? You sit in haughty
pride, judging God’s children in every case, bringing (them) before your
tribunals. You go on to decree the burning of “the fiery law”7 and
statutes, and therefore, happy is he who would requite you.

Was it for this that you were given by my Rock in lightning and fire,
that in the end fire should burn on your skirts? Sinai, was it for this that
God chose you, rejected greater (peaks), and shone upon your bounds?
(Was it for this), to become a harbinger that tradition would be humili-
ated and descend from its glory?

I will tell a parable: Of a king who wept at his son’s wedding
because he forsaw that he8 would die. This is you, in your own words.9
Instead of a mantle (of glory), wear, Sinai, sackcloth; change your gar-
ments and wear widows’ clothes. I will drip tears until they become a
stream, and reach the graves of your two noble masters. I will ask of
Moses and Aaron on Mount Hor, “Is there to be a new Torah, is that
why your columns were burnt?”

2The poet addresses the Torah, which is symbolized by the burnt holy books.
3This phrase may refer to halls where the Torah is studied.
4Possibly the poet himself, or the one who, in empathy with the poet’s grief, chants
these verses.
5A reference to the fire on Mount Sinai when the Torah was given. See Exodus 19:18.
6The persecutor.
7The poet uses the phrase dat eish, playing knowingly on eish dat, the difficult
phrase for “fiery law” in Deuteronomy 33:2. The translation “fiery law” for the bibli-
cal idiom is by Harold Fisch in The Holy Scriptures (Jerusalem: Koren Publishers,
1969). This phrase connects with the image of the Torah given in “consuming fire” at
the beginning of this paragraph.
8The son.
9The Torah prophesies in several places that Israel would suffer death and destruc-
tion if Israel would violate the covenant.
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In the third month (the Torah was given), and in the fourth, Israel
turned betrayer to destroy your delight and perfect beauty.10 (The
enemy) broke the Tablets (of the Ten Commandments) and repeated his
foolishness by burning the law in fire. Is this your double reward?11

My soul is in shock; how shall anything ever be savory to my palate
again after seeing what your plunderers have gathered? As in a con-
demned city, those you have spurned from entering your assembly have
burned the spoils of the Exalted in the main square. I do not know how
to find the path you have paved. The course which led to your right-
eous way has become (clogged with) mourners.

(It would be) sweeter than honey to mingle (my) drink with tears.
Would that my feet were tied in shackles. May my eyes delight to draw
the water of my tears until they blot out (from my sight) all of those
who held fast to the wings of your garments (and are no more). But they
would dry up as they fall upon my cheeks; my heart yearns as your
(divine) Master wanders (away from you). He has taken his valuables
with Him far away; hasn’t your covering shade12 fled as well?

And as for me, I remain alone and bereaved, as a lookout at the top
of your towering mountain. I will no longer listen to the voice of
singers, for your stringed instruments, wind instruments, and rhythm
instruments are all cut off.13 I will dress and cover myself in sackcloth
because they were so precious to me. The souls of your slain had
increased like the sand. I am amazed at the light of day which shines
upon all, because to me and to you,14 it grows dark.

Cry out with a bitter voice to the Rock, for your brokenness and your
wretchedness. If only God remembered the love of your betrothal.15

Gird yourself with garments of sackcloth because of the fire which tore
you apart and consumed that which you stored up.

10Namely, the Torah—Israel built the golden calf. This occurred, according to talmu-
dic tradition, on the 17th of Tammuz, which was a hint of the beginning of the
destruction of Jerusalem many centuries hence: On that same day in the year 586
B.C.E., the Romans breached the walls of the city (see Mishnah Ta’anit 4:6). According
to this same tradition, a Roman officer burned a scroll of the Torah on the altar of the
Temple, as is, perhaps, hinted in the next line of this poem.
11Possibly a reference to Isaiah 61:7—“Because your shame was double . . . Assuredly
they shall have a double share in their land, joy shall be theirs for all time.”
12God’s “valuables” and Israel’s “covering” are the teachings of the burned books.
13Likening the holy teachings to the sweet sounds of the instruments of the Temple.
The poet mourns for the delights of both the burned holy books and the burned Tem-
ple at the same time.
14The poet, again, as at the very beginning, addresses the Torah, which is symbolized
by the burnt holy books.
15The giving of the Ten Commandments at Sinai is often portrayed in rabbinic litera-
ture as the day when Israel became the eternal partner of God, as in a marriage.
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May the Rock comfort you in equal measure to the days of your suf-
fering. May God restore the captivity of the tribes of Yeshurun16 and
raise up your lowly ones. You will again adorn yourself with ornaments
of scarlet. You will take up the tamborine and again dance and rejoice
in your dancing. My heart will be uplifted at that time when the Rock
shall cause light to shine upon you; when He shall brighten your dark-
ness and illumine your dark mist.

16One of the names of Israel, meaning “the straight one,” i.e., the honest one.



Mi Yiten Roshi Mayim—
Oh That My Head Were Water

(An Elegy for Communities Attacked 
During the Crusades)

BY KALONYMUS BEN YEHUDAH (11TH CENTURY)

The first Crusade commenced in 1095 with Pope Urban II’s call
to the faithful to liberate the Holy Land from the hands of the
Moslems. As the Christian devoted massed in France, they
could not wait until they arrived in the Land of Israel to avenge
the blood of their Messiah. They began by threatening the Jews
who lived in France. The Jewish communities along the Rhine
in Germany, feeling secure under the protection of the political
authorities, fasted and prayed for their compatriots in France.
Not long afterward, however, the Crusader masses attacked
three of the Jewish communities in Germany: Speyer, Mayence
(or Mainz), and Worms. This kinah laments the assaults on the
innocent Jews of those towns. The poet himself says that while
these tragedies deserve their own day of commemoration, the
tradition is to connect contemporary calamities with the
ancient destruction marked by Tishah B’Av.

It is impossible, when reciting this kinah, not to think of Ger-
man Jewry on the eve of the Holocaust. That German-Jewish
community, too, felt secure as part of the political system.

When an individual suffers the loss of a family member,
that original wound is often reopened any time the individual
is exposed to additional loss. In a similar way perhaps, our
poets have often tied grief over contemporary tragedies with
mourning over the events of Tishah B’Av. That is certainly the
theme of this kinah.
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Oh That My Head Were Water
Oh that my head were water and my eye a fountain of tears1

so that I could cry all of my days and my nights
for my killed children, babies, and elderly of my communities.
And you would answer: “Woe and alas,”
and cry more and more.

For the House of Israel and for the people of God who are fallen by the
sword.

My eye will drip tears,
I will go to a field of weepers
and I will make those who are upset and bitter of heart cry with me
for the lovely young women and tender children
who were enwrapped in their books and dragged to their slaughter.
Ruddier2 than gems, sapphires and rubies,
they were trampled and thrown away like the mud of the gutter.
(Their enemy) called out: “Stay away, unclean, do not come near!”

For the House of Israel and for the people of God who are fallen by the
sword.

May my eye drop a tear, and let me yell and wander;
I will cry and wear sackcloth to lament.
More precious than gold, than fine gold;
honored in an inner way, an honor worth all delight,
but I have seen them torn, bereft and alone:
The Torah, the holy writings, the Mishnah and the Aggadah.
Where is the Torah and the disciple who studies it?
Is not its place the one destroyed with no one dwelling there?

For the House of Israel and for the people of God who are fallen by the
sword.

My eyelids stream water and tears as I mourn the slain of Speyer.3

It happened on the eighth day, in the second month, on the day of rest.
My serenity was replaced with panic and destruction.
Precious youths and glorious elders were killed.
They were gathered together and they gave up their souls in awe,

(declaring) God’s unity. And so, they were united heroically.
Powerful heroes, quick to fulfill God’s word,
my priests and young men were killed—ten in all.

For the House of Israel and for the people of God who are fallen by the
sword.

1Jeremiah 8:23.
2A ruddy complexion is an image of vigor and health.
3The specific communities mentioned suffered attacks during the Crusades.
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In the bitterness of my anguish and sorrow, I choose to shout.
I recall this day the killing in the holy communities.
The community of Worms, tested and chosen, the sages of the land,

completely pure. Twice did they suffer martyrdom in awe.
Once, on the twenty-third of the month Ziv4 in purity,
and in the third month during the recitation and singing of Hallel.
They gave up their souls in love bound (to God).
I moan over them crying, shouting, and wailing.
They were adorned with a crown of glory.

For the House of Israel and for the people of God who are fallen by the
sword.

For the noble ones of the renowned community of Mayence,
who were quicker than eagles and stronger than lions (to do God’s will).
They gave up their souls declaring the unity of the awesome name.
I scream a shattered scream with a bitter soul for them.
For the foundations of both of my Temples which were today laid bare,
and for the destruction of my synagogues and schools of Torah.

For the House of Israel and for the people of God who are fallen by the
sword.

On the third day of the third month, more grief and destruction were
added.

This month was turned into sorrow and distress.
On the day of the giving of the Torah5 I had hoped to find cause for

happiness.
However, on the day (the Torah) was given, so it returned.
It ascended on high to its place of dwelling.
It went up with its case and covering and with those who interpreted

and elucidated it,6 those who studied it in night’s darkness as they
did in the light.

For the House of Israel and for the people of God who are fallen by the
sword.

4A biblical name for the month of Iyar.
5It was the holiday of Shavuot.
6They were all consumed.
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Take this to your hearts, a bitter eulogy prepare.
For their killing demands mourning and rolling in the dust
just as much as the burning of God’s House, its hall and edifice.
We’re not to add an additional day of observance for destruction and

burning.
Nor may we observe (Tishah B’Av) early (when it falls on Shabbat),
but only put it off (til the next day).
Therefore this day7 my cry will arise,
and I will eulogize, wail and weep with a bitter spirit.
My grief is heavy from morning til evening.

For the House of Israel and for the people of God who are fallen by the
sword.

For these do I weep, and my heart moans.
I call for those who know how to wail:
let them all shout and shriek and lament.
Is there any pain which can be compared to my pain?
“The sword without and terror within.”8

My slain, my slain of the sword, strewn naked.
Their corpses like carrion for the wild beasts and animals of the land:
nurslings, with old men, young men and women.

For the House of Israel and for the people of God who are fallen by the
sword.

My oppressors mock and reproach:
“Where is their God,” they say,
“the Rock in whom they trusted til death?
Let Him come and save them and restore their souls.”
You, who are mighty, who is like You, the One who bears our burdens?
Will You be silent and restrain Yourself, and not gird Yourself in anger,
while the scoffers say to me,
“If He is God, let Him come and fight.”

For the House of Israel and for the people of God who are fallen by the
sword.

7Therefore, I will join my grief over the current Crusaders’ attacks to my grief over
the ancient destruction marked by Tishah B’Av.
8The exact prophecy of disaster which Moses predicted just before his death, in
Deuteronomy 32:25.
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My eye, my eye, runs down with water,
for the poet has turned to mourning.
My flute has turned to the sound of crying, without pause or comfort.
Who will lament for me?
There is no one to take hold of me and rouse me.
Anger has gone out against me and a growing storm.
The oppressing enemy has devoured and crushed me.
He has broken my bones, scattered and ground them.
He has scoffed at all my glorified ones, the center and backbone.
There is no medicine or bandage I can take because my wound is so

severe,
beyond healing or cleansing.
Therefore I said, “Turn away from me, I will weep and burn my cheeks

with tears.”

For the House of Israel and for the people of God who are fallen by the
sword.
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Tziyon Halo Tishali—
Elegy on Zion

JUDAH HALEVI (C. 1075–1141)
TRANSLATED BY RAYMOND P. SCHEINDLIN

This is among the most famous of all the kinot. It was composed by one of the
most well-known personages in Jewish history: Rabbi Yehudah HaLevi, who was
born in Spain circa 1075. He flourished as a Jewish poet and philosopher during
the “Golden Age of Spain” (in terms of Jewish creativity there). His literary
artistry is recognizable even in his masterpiece of philosophy, the Kuzari. Many
works of philosophy, Jewish and general, are characterized by the dry and
tedious style of logical argument. Not so, the Kuzari. It reads like an early version
of a novel, with Jewish, Christian, and Muslim personalities in dialogue with the
king of the Khazars. His work is lively and passionate.

So, too, the kinah before us. In this kinah, written a thousand years after the
destruction of the Second Temple and the dispersion of the Jews from the land
of Israel, the poet reminds Zion (Jerusalem—representing the Land of Israel in
general), of the ardent, almost burning, connection her exiled people feel for the
land. Mostly written in the first person, the soulful love the poet feels for the
land is palpable as he expresses his longing to visit each site made famous by
biblical mention. He celebrates the wonder of each site as the supreme place of
awe and wonder, before lavishing similar praise on the next one. Nevertheless,
a bittersweet sense pervades the whole of the poem, because the destruction of
holy places and holy people is hinted at throughout.

The poem, as a whole, is the romantic memoir of a person for a beloved
homeland made all the more poignant because this was written without the
poet’s ever having visited the land of Israel. He did, at the end of his life, leave
on a difficult and treacherous pilgrimage to the land of Israel, which was then
ruled by the Crusaders. Apparently, he got as far as Egypt, but despite his great
longing to continue on, he died before reaching Israel. (A legend in Shalshelet
HaKabbalah1, however, relates that he managed to reach Jerusalem, but as he
kissed the dust and stones of the holy city, an Arab horseman trampled him to
death. According to the legend, this kinah, Tziyon Halo Tishali, was on his lips
as he died.)

For the many Jews who know the land of Israel from personal experience
there, this poem can serve to express the deep attachment we feel to that land.
Reciting it on Tishah B’Av, it can help us imagine the desolate and alienated
sense our ancestors felt during the long Diaspora. It can also touch the fear that
Jews have when we contemplate the vulnerability of the modern State of Israel:
We do not want to ever have to recite Tziyon Halo Tishali out of a similar sense
of loss and destruction of the land of Israel.

1Shalshelet HaKabbalah (“Chain of Tradition”), by Gedaliah ben Yosef Ibn Yah. ya of
Italy (1515–1587) is one of the most famous Hebrew chronicles of the Middle Ages.
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Elegy on Zion

Jerusalem! Don’t you have some greeting to return
to your last remaining flocks, your captive hearts,
who send you messages of love?
Here are greetings from the west and east,
from north and south,
from near and far, from every side;
greetings also from a certain man,
a captive of your love, who pours his tears like dew on Mount Hermon,
and longs to shed them on your slopes.
My voice is like a jackal’s when I mourn your suffering,
but when I dream of how your exiles will return,
I turn into a lyre.
My heart is aching for Bethel, Peniel, Mah. anayim,
every place where saints encountered messengers from God,
where the Shekhinah is your neighbor,
where your Maker
made you gates that face the gates of heaven;
where the Glory of the Lord serves you for light,
not merely luminescent bodies—
sun and moon and stars.
You are the house of kings, the throne of David’s God,
though slaves are sitting on your nobles’ thrones.

I wish my soul could overflow
where once the holy spirit poured out
over your elect. I wish that I could wander
where the Lord revealed Himself
to visionaries, prophets,
wish that somebody would make me wings
so I could fly away to you, so far,
and set the fragments of my broken heart
among your jagged mountains,
throw my face down to your ground,
to fondle your gravel, caress your soil.
Even more would I delight
to stand beside the tombs
of ancestors and patriarchs,
gaze at your choice graves,
cross your fields and forests,
stand at Gilead, gaze at Avarim—
Hor and Avarim—the graves of two great lights,
two men who were your luminaries and your teachers.
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Your air—the breath of life!
Flowing myrrh, the dust that rises from your soil!
Your rivers, molten honeycomb!
What joy my soul would have if I could walk
naked, barefoot, on the ruins,
on the rubble that your Temple has become,
where once your covenant-tabernacle was,
now hidden,
site of your two Cherubim
that dwelt once in your hidden room—
I’d shear off, throw aside my splendid locks,
curse the fate that has defiled your nazirites
in an unclean land.
What pleasure can I get from food and drink
while watching dogs drag away
your lions in their teeth?
How can my eyes enjoy the daylight
when I see your eagle’s corpses
carried off by crows?

Cup of Sorrow, be gentle now! Let me be!
Long enough have my guts been filled with gall.
To contemplate the fate of Oholah
is to gulp your poisoned brew
to think of Oholivah’s fate
is to suck the dregs.

Jerusalem, most beautiful! You bind your hair
with love and grace
as your true friends have bound their souls to you—
your friends who are in joy when you have peace,
but ache at your destruction, weep for your disasters,
yearn for you from their captivity,
bow, wherever they may be, toward your gates:
your flocks, your exiled throngs, scattered
from hill to hill,
who still recall your folds,
reach for your hem, strive to rise
and grasp the branches of your palms.

Babylon and Egypt at their height—
what were they to you?
Could their blind oracles match the Urim and the Tumim of your priests?
Did they have God-anointed kings,
prophets, Levites singing in their temples?
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The crown of the ungodly kingdoms will tarnish, vanish;
your greatness will endure, your crown is everlasting.
God chose to dwell in you:
Happy the one He chooses to bring near,
who makes his home within your courts,
who waits and lives to see your rising sun,
the new dawn breaking over you,
who lives to see those dear to you in bliss,
rejoicing in your joy,
when you return to what you were
when you were young.
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Eli Tziyon—Wail, O Zion

TRANSLATED BY ROBERT GORDIS

This kinah is usually the last one chanted and it has a well-
known, mournful tune. The first two lines, which function as a
repeating chorus, capture the essence of Tishah B’Av: “Wail, O
Zion, with your cities, like a woman in travail (i.e., in the tra-
vail of childbirth)/Like a maiden girt in sackcloth for the hus-
band of her youth.” On Tishah B’Av, we give vent to all of our
bitter emotion over the destruction of the land of Israel in
ancient times, as well as for the terrible persecution our people
had suffered over the centuries in the Diaspora, as guests of
often hostile host countries. Just as during the week of sitting
shivah a mourner avoids his or her normal routine in order to
release the emotions of grief and loss, so too, during the hours
of Tishah B’Av, the mourning Jewish people chants Eikhah and
the kinot in order to help us release the emotions of grief and
loss. For nearly all the days of the Jewish calendar, we cele-
brate the holiness of life. Tishah B’Av is the day reserved for us
to “wail . . . like a woman in travail . . .”

This kinah lists the details of our loss:
“For the exile of God’s servants . . . , for God’s palace (the Tem-
ple), now forsaken . . . , for the enemy’s oppressions . . . , for the
wounds and endless blows . . . , for the torture of her sons . . .”

Some see hope expressed in the image of the first line: Zion
(Jerusalem) wailing like a woman in travail. After all, following
the wailing of a woman in the travail of childbirth, new life is
born. The centuries of wailing by Jews for Jerusalem destroyed
preserved a deep love for Jerusalem and the land of Israel over
the generations. In the last century, Jerusalem and the land of
Israel were reborn as a homeland for the Jewish people. This
fulfilled the Sages’ teaching that those who mourn for Jerusa-
lem in its destruction will merit rejoicing over Jerusalem rebuilt
(Talmud, Ta’anit 30b). Our final hope for Jerusalem and the
land of Israel is that it will be blessed with peace.
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Chorus
Wail, O Zion, with your cities, like a woman in travail,

Like a maiden girt in sackcloth for the husband of her youth.

`̀ For God’s palace, now forsaken through the sin of Zion’s flocks,
aa For the entrance of blasphemers trampling in her sacred halls.
bb For the exile of God’s servants, sweet singers of her melodies,
cc And for their blood that poured forth like the waters in her

streams.
dd For the melody of her dances, now grown silent in her towns,
ee And for the meeting-place now ruined and her courts now

desolate.
ff For her daily sacrifices and redemptions of her first-borns,
gg And for the desecrated vessels and her altar of incense.
hh For the children of her kings, princes of King David’s line,
ii And for their beauty now grown black when her crowns were

stripped away.
kk For the Glory, now in exile, with God’s Mercy-seat destroyed,
ll And for the enemy’s oppressions, girding sackcloth on her

loins.
nn For the wounds and endless blows that her holy men sustained,
pp And for the smashing on the rock of her babes and all her

young.
yy For the glee that filled her foes, who laughed at her calamity,
rr And for the torture of her sons, free-born, pure and noble.

Wail, O Zion
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tt For the sins that she committed, straying from the righteous
path,

vv And for the hosts of her assemblies blackened by catastrophe.
ww For the shouts of her revilers, as her corpses mounted higher,
xx And for the tumult of her scorners in the Temple’s holy

courts.
yy For Your name that was profaned by the mouths of her

oppressors,
zz And for the mercy that they cry for; hear her plea and answer

her!

Chorus
Wail, O Zion, with your cities, like a woman in travail,

Like a maiden girt in sackcloth for the husband of her youth.

Transliteration of Eli Zion

Chorus:
Eli Tzion v’arehah kemo ishah v’tzirehah,
V’khivtulah h. agurat sak al ba’al n’urehah.

`̀ Alei armon asher nutash b’ashmat tzon adarehah,
aa V’al bi’at m’h. arfei Eil b’tokh mikdash h. adarehah.

bb Alei galut m’shartei Eil n’eimei shir z’marehah, 
cc V’al damam asher shupakh k’mo meimei y’orehah.

dd Alei hegyon m’h. olehah asher damam b’arehah,
ee V’al va’ad asher shameim u’vitul Sanhedrehah.

ff Alei zivh. ei temidehah u’fidyonei v’khorehah,
gg V’al h. ilul kelei heikhal u’mizbah. k’torehah.

hh Alei tapei m’lakhehah benei Daveed g’virehah,
ii V’al yohfyam asher h. ashakh b’eit saru kh’tarehah.

kk Alei khavod asher galah b’eit h. ohrban d’virehah,
ll V’al loh. eitz asher lah. atz v’sam sakim h. agorehah.

nn Alei mah. atz v’rov makot asher huku n’zirehah,
pp V’al niputz elei sela olalehah n’irehah.

147 KINOT
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yy Alei simh. at m’sa’nehah b’sohh. kam al sh’varehah,
rr V’al inu’i v’nei h. orin n’divehah tehorehah.

tt Alei fesha asher avta s’lol derekh ashurehah, 
vv V’al tziv’ot k’halehah sh’zufehah sh’h. orehah.

ww Alei kolot m’h. ohrfehah b’eit rabu fegarehah, 
xx V’al rig’shat m’gadfehah b’tokh mishkan h. atzeirehah.

yy Alei shimkha asher h. ullal b’fi kamei metzarehah,
zz V’al tah. an y’shav’u lakh k’shov u’sh’ma amarehah.
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Translated into Hebrew by Y.L. Gordon.
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Oh! Weep for Those

LORD BYRON (1788–1824) was one of the most famous of the
English romantic poets.

Oh! weep for those that wept by Babel’s stream,
Whose shrines are desolate, whose land a dream;
Weep for the harp of Judah’s broken shell;
Mourn—where their God hath dwelt, the godless dwell!

And where shall Israel have her bleeding feet?
And when shall Zion’s songs again seem sweet?
And Judah’s melody once more rejoice
The hearts that leap’d before its heavenly voice?

Tribes of the wandering foot and weary breast,
How shall ye flee away and be at rest!
The wild dove hath her nest, the fox his cave,
Mankind their country—Israel but the grave!
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On the Slaughter

H. AYYIM NAH. MAN BIALIK (1873–1934) was the major poet of the
Hebrew renaissance.  In the spring of 1903, the civilized world was
shocked by news reports of a bloody pogrom in Kishinev
(Bessarabia).  Bialik was sent there to report on the massacre and
he responded with a series of poems.  The title of this poem, “On
the Slaughter,” is drawn from the concluding phrase of the blessing
that the shoh. et recites when performing ritual slaughter. The poem
draws on language from Judges 6 and Psalms, often creating
tension by reversing biblical meaning. 

Heaven: Pour your mercy on me!
If there is a God whom I have not found
then pray for me!
My heart is dead and I cannot pray.
My hand is weak, there is no hope—
How long, until when, how long?

Hangman: Here’s my neck, come and kill me!
Break my neck like a dog. You have the arm, the axe.
The whole earth is a scaffold to me.
We—we are the few!
My blood is free to flow—
Strike the skull for murder’s blood.

The blood of the newborn and of the old
are on your clothes and will never be washed, ever.

Justice: If it exists, appear at once!
But if it appears after I am destroyed
Let its throne be hurled down forever,
Let the heavens eternally rot with evil.
And evildoers: go forth in violence.
Live in your blood, and be cleansed of your guilt.

Cursed is the one who calls for vengeance.
Satan has not yet created revenge like this:
Revenge for the blood of a small child.
Let its blood pierce the dark abyss!
Let it eat away in the dark and break through 
all the foundations of the corrupted earth. 

TRANSLATED BY AMY GOTTLIEB
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To God in Europe (Excerpt)

URI ZVI GREENBERG (1894–1981) was an important Hebrew poet
who witnessed anti-Jewish pogroms in his youth in Poland, and
who, in later years, became very involved with the building of a
Jewish homeland in Israel.

No Other Instances

We are not as dogs among the gentiles: a dog is pitied by them,
fondled by them, sometimes even kissed by a gentile’s mouth;
as if he were a pretty baby
of his own flesh and blood, the gentile spoils him
and is forever taking pleasure in him.
And when the dog dies, how the gentile mourns for him!

Not like sheep to the slaughter were we brought in trainloads,
but rather—
through all the lovely landscapes of Europe—
brought like leprous sheep
to Extermination itself.
Not as they dealt with their sheep did the gentiles deal with our bodies;
they did not extract their teeth before they slaughtered them;
nor strip them of their wool as they stripped us of our skins;
nor shove them into the fire to turn their life to ashes;
nor scatter the ashes over sewers and streams.

Where are there instances of a catastrophe
like this that we have suffered at their hands?
There are none—no other instances.
(All words are shadows of shadows)—
This is the horrifying phrase: No other instances.

No matter how brutal the torture a man will suffer
in a land of gentiles,
the maker of comparisons will compare it thus:
He was tortured like a Jew.
Whatever the fear, whatever the outrage,
how deep the loneliness, how harrowing the sorrow—
no matter how loud the weeping—
the maker of comparisons will say:
This is an instance of the Jewish sort.

What retribution can there be for our disaster?
Its dimensions are a world.
All the culture of the gentile kingdoms at its peak
flows with our blood,
and all its conscience, with our tears . . .

TRANSLATED BY ROBERT FRIEND
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Poland

MENACHEM Z. ROSENSAFT (1948– ), born in the Displaced Persons
camp of Bergen-Belsen, is one of the foremost leaders of the sons
and daughters of the survivors of the Holocaust.

I am the Jew
who would have prayed
three times a day
had black flames
not spewed me
into the August sky

without a grave
without a stone
my ashes
screams
burning blood
have penetrated
Carthage-like
this earth
that did not quake
to shatter crematory walls
that did not swallow
railroad tracks
whose grass refused
to become crimson

I know
of course I know
that all earth
is innocent
only the killers
killed

I know
of course I know
that Germans
not Poles
murdered the I
I would have been
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but covered by the dust
of that other I
and of all the millions
of other I’s
even fields
where flowers never withered
have become desolation
devastation

they stood there watching
Stashek and Leshek
as I was shoved
into the cattle car
good riddance to the bloody Jews
they thought
we’ll get their houses now
they thought

they stood there smiling
Hans and Fritz
as they shoved me
into the gas
good riddance to the bloody Jews
they thought
it’s almost time to eat
they thought

I am the last Jew to die
there
the last Jew to die
the last Jew
I am


