
 
Al Naharot Bavel (By the Waters) 
Music: William Billings, c. 1780 
Text: Psalm 137:1 
 

By the waters, the waters of Babylon,  
we sat down and wept, and wept for thee, Zion.  
We remember, we remember, we remember thee, Zion 

 ׃ןוֹיּצִ־תאֶ וּנרֵכְזׇבְּ וּניכִבָּ־םגַּ וּנבְשַׁיָ םשָׁ לבֶבָּ  תוֹרהֲנַ לעַ

 
  



Eicha 1:1-4 

  

Alas! 
Lonely sits the city 
Once great with people! 
She that was great among nations 
Is become like a widow; 
The princess among states 
Is become a thrall. 
 
Bitterly she weeps in the night, 
Her cheek wet with tears. 
There is none to comfort her 
Of all her friends. 
All her allies have betrayed her; 
They have become her foes. 
 
Judah has gone into exile 
Because of misery and harsh oppression; 
When she settled among the nations, 
She found no rest; 
All her pursuers overtook her 
In the narrow places. 
 
Zion’s roads are in mourning, 
Empty of festival pilgrims; 
All her gates are deserted. 
Her priests sigh, 
Her maidens are unhappy— 
She is utterly disconsolate! 
 

 תוֹנ֔ידִמְּבַּ י֙תִרָ֙שָׂ םיִ֗וֹגּבַ יתִבָּ֣רַ הנָ֑מָלְאַכְּ התָ֖יְהָ םעָ֔ יתִבָּ֣רַ ר֙יעִהָ דדָ֗בָ הבָ֣שְׁיָ ׀ הכָ֣יאֵ
  ׃סמַֽלָ התָ֖יְהָ
 
 וּדגְבָּ֣ הָ֙יעֶ֙רֵ־לכׇּ הָיבֶ֑הֲאֹ־לכׇּמִ םחֵ֖נַמְ הּלָ֥־ןיאֵֽ הּיָ֔חֱלֶֽ לעַ֣ הּ֙תָעָמְדִוְ הלָיְלַּ֗בַּ הכֶּ֜בְתִ וֹכ֨בָּ
 ׃םיבִֽיְאֹלְ הּלָ֖ וּיהָ֥ הּבָ֔
 
ֹל םיִ֔וֹגּבַ הבָ֣שְׁיָ איהִ֚ הדָ֔בֹעֲ ברֹ֣מֵוּ י֙נִעֹ֨מֵ הדָ֤וּהיְ התָ֨לְגָּֽ  הָיפֶ֥דְרֹ־לכׇּ חַוֹנ֑מָ האָ֖צְמָ א֥
  ׃םירִֽצָמְּהַ ןיבֵּ֥ הָוּג֖ישִּׂהִ
 
 
 הָיתֶ֥^וּתבְּ םיחִ֑נָאֱנֶ הָינֶ֖הֲכֹּ ןימִ֔מֵוֹשֽׁ הָ֙ירֶ֙עָשְׁ־לכׇּ דעֵ֔וֹמ יאֵ֣בָּ י֙לִבְּמִ תוֹל֗בֵאֲ ןוֹיּ֜צִ יכֵ֨רְדַּ
 ׃הּלָֽ־רמַ איהִ֥וְ תוֹג֖וּנּ
 



We Are All Mourners 
By Rabbi Elie Kaufner  
 
On Tisha B’Av, we are all mourners, and we all join together in the recitation of communal laments.  
 
In fact, Eicha, the biblical book we read in synagogue on the holiday, was originally called Sefer Kinot, a fact that is reflected in 
its English name: the Book of Lamentations.  
 
The purpose of reciting Eicha was to “arouse one’s heart to mourn,” according to one rabbinic teaching.  
But apparently Eicha wasn’t enough. Toward the end of the talmudic period, poets began writing special pieces for Tisha B’Av.  
 
The scholar E. Daniel Goldschmidt claims that originally the poems were added into the middle of the Amidah prayer, in the 
blessing about rebuilding Jerusalem. Sometime later, the poems shifted to later in the service, after the special Torah reading 
for Tisha B’Av.  
 
That spot in the service was expansive, and the number of poems grew. It is not uncommon for some communities to recite 40 
or more kinot during the Tish’a B’av morning service. Later still, the kinot’s effectiveness and popularity led them to be 
included in the evening service for Tisha B’Av as well, following the reading of Eicha.   



Eli Tziyon 
Unknown 
 

Mourn Zion and her cities, like a woman in her birth pains, 
And like a maiden wrapped in sack-cloth for the spouse of 
her youth 
 
Mourn the palace that was abandoned in the sheep’s 
negligence  
of its flock, and for the coming of the revulsion of God  
within the Temple’s rooms. 
 
For the exile of the servants of God, who sing her songs, 
and for their blood that was spilled like the waters of her 
rivers. 
 
For Your name which was desecrated in the mouths of those 
who stood up against her distressed ones, 
and for the supplication they will cry out to you,  
give attention and hear her speech. 

 ,הָירֶֽיצִבְּ השָּׁאִ וֹמכְּ ,הָירֶֽעָוְ ןוֹיּצִ ילִאֱ
 הָירֶֽוּענְ לעַבַּֽ לעַ ,קשַׂ־תרַוּגֽחֲ הלָוּתבְכִוְ
 
 ,הָירֶֽדָעֲ ןאֹצ תמַשְׁאַבְּ ,שׁטַֻּנ רשֶׁאֲ ןוֹמרְאַ ילֵעֲ
 .הָירֶֽדָחֲ שׁדַּקְמִ eוֹתבְּ ,לאֵ יפֵרְחָמְ תאַיבִּ לעַוְ
 ,הָירֶֽמָזְ רישִׁ ימֵיעִנְ ,לאֵ יתֵרְשָֽׁמְ תוּלגָ ילֵעֲ
 .הָירֶֽוֹאיְ ימֵימֵ וֹמכְּ eפַּשֻׁ רשֶׁאֲ םמָדָּ לעַוְ
 
 ,הָירֶֽצֵמְ ימֵקָ יפִבְּ ללַּחֻ רשֶׁאֲ hמְשִׁ ילֵעֲ
 .הָירֶֽמָאֲ עמַשְׁוּ בוֹשׁקְ eלָ וּחוְּצַיְ ןחַתַּֽ לעַוְ

 
  



Eicha 2:1-5 
 

Alas! 
Adonai in God’s wrath 
Has shamed Fair Zion, 
Has cast down from heaven to earth 
The majesty of Israel. 
He did not remember His Footstool 
On His day of wrath.  
 
Adonai has laid waste without pity 
All the habitations of Jacob; 
He has razed in His anger 
Fair Judah’s strongholds. 
He has brought low in dishonor 
The kingdom and its leaders.  
 
In blazing anger He has cut down 
All the might of Israel; 
Adonai has withdrawn His right hand 
In the presence of the foe; 
Adonai has ravaged Jacob like flaming fire, 
Consuming on all sides.  

 
Adonai bent His bow like an enemy, 
Poised His right hand like a foe; 
He slew all who delighted the eye. 
He poured out His wrath like fire 
In the Tent of Fair Zion.  
 
Adonai has acted like a foe, 
Adonai has laid waste Israel, 
Laid waste all her citadels, 
Destroyed her strongholds. 
Adonai has increased within Fair Judah 
Mourning and moaning.  

 
 
ֹלוְ[ )אל( ינָ֜דֹאֲ עלַּ֨בִּ  הדָ֖וּהיְ־תבַ ירֵ֥צְבְמִ וֹת֛רָבְעֶבְּ סרַ֧הָ בקֹ֔עֲיַ תוֹא֣נְ־לכׇּ תאֵ֚ למַ֗חָ ]א֣
  ׃הָירֶֽשָׂוְ הכָ֖לָמְמַ ללֵּ֥חִ ץרֶאָ֑לָ עַיגִּ֣הִ
 
 שׁאֵ֣כְּ ב֙קֹעֲיַבְּ רעַ֤בְיִּוַ ב֑יֵוֹא ינֵ֣פְּמִ וֹנ֖ימִיְ רוֹח֛אָ בישִׁ֥הֵ לאֵ֔רָשְׂיִ ןרֶקֶ֣ לכֹּ֚ ףאַ֗־ירִחֳבׇּֽ עדַ֣גָּ
  ׃ביבִֽסָ הלָ֖כְאָ הבָ֔הָלֶֽ
         
 שׁאֵ֖כָּ eפַ֥שָׁ ןוֹיּ֔צִ־תבַּ ל֙הֶאֹ֨בְּ ןיִעָ֑־ידֵּמַחֲמַ לכֹּ֖ גרֹ֔הֲיַּ וַֽ רצָ֔כְּ וֹ֙נימִיְ בצָּ֤נִ ביֵ֗וֹאכְּ וֹתּ֜שְׁקַ eרַ֨דָּ
    ׃וֹתֽמָחֲ
        
־תבַבְּ ב֙רֶיֶּ֙וַ וירָ֑צָבְמִ תחֵ֖שִׁ הָיתֶ֔וֹנמְרְאַ־לכׇּ ע֙לַּבִּ לאֵ֔רָשְׂיִ עלַּ֣בִּ ב֙יֵוֹאכְּ ׀ ינָ֤דֹאֲ היָ֨הָ
        ׃היָּֽנִאֲוַ ה֖יָּנִאֲתַּ הדָ֔וּהיְ

 
 
  



Yerushalaim 
From Psalm 137 
Music by Ramond Smolover 
 

If I forget you, O Jerusalem, 
let my right hand wither; 

 ׃ינִֽימִיְ חכַּ֥שְׁתִּ םִלָ֗שָׁוּריְֽ eחֵ֥כָּשְׁאֶ־םאִֽ
 

 
  



We Are People of the Desert 
Cantor Lizzie Weiss 
 

We are people of the desert  
Vulnerable  
Wandering amidst the dunes  
 
We are people of the desert 
Walking through our holy land  
 
Ben Gurion told us to seize the expanse of openness 
But it left us vulnerable, even at our best…  
 
Running from the Nova  
Or from our beds 
 
Raging Chariots of Hamas  
This time bulldozing our fences instead 
 
Nothing to stop them but the fruits of our land  
 
Taking advantage of the peaceniks  
Trusting humanity at hand  
 
So Where is our Splitting of the sea?  

Who will be the hero that we need to set us free?  
When will it be our turn to ask God how a miracle occurred?  
 
How can we be sure that our cries will be heard?  
Will the world stop and listen and not just “hear?” 
 
Or will we just be complicit in our own stratosphere 
 
Dizzy with questions  
No conclusions are clear  
 
We can’t stop asking why and how  
our sorrows will disappear.  
 
But we stop in the midst of the desert breeze  
We find our hearts connected, pumping our Jewish blood 
with ease  
 
We are people of the desert, wandering through one 
obstacle at a time…  
 
Waiting for the next hill, we’re ready to climb 
 

 
 
 
 
 



Eicha 3:1-5 
 

I am the man who has known affliction 
Under- the rod of Adonai’s wrath;  
 
Me Adonai drove on and on 
In unrelieved darkness;  
 
On none but me Adonai brings down Adonai’s hand 
Again and again, without cease.  
 
Adonai has worn away my flesh and skin; 
Adonai has shattered my bones.  
 
All around me Adonai has built 
Misery and hardship;  
 

     ׃וֹתֽרָבְעֶ טבֶשֵׁ֖בְּ ינִ֔עֳ האָ֣רָ ר֙בֶגֶּ֙הַ ינִ֤אֲ
     
 ׃רוֹאֽ־אֹלוְ eשֶׁחֹ֥ eלַ֖יֹּוַ גהַ֛נָ יתִ֥וֹא
    
    ׃םוֹיּֽהַ־לכׇּ וֹד֖יָ eפֹ֥הֲיַ בשֻׁ֛יָ יבִּ֥ eאַ֣
     
   ׃יתָֽוֹמצְעַ רבַּ֖שִׁ ירִ֔וֹעוְ י֙רִשָׂבְ הלָּ֤בִּ
        
ֹר ףקַּ֖יַּוַ ילַ֛עָ הנָ֥בָּ         ׃האָֽלָתְוּ שׁא֥

 

  



Tears, Too Close: A Prayer of Consolation 
By Alden Solovy 
 

These tears are too close to my eyes 
Ready to burst forth 
For the sorrow that surrounds us. 
 
These tears are too close to my heart 
Ready to burst forth 
For the pain that surrounds us. 
 
These tears are too close to my soul 
Ready to burst forth 
For the heartbreak that surrounds us. 
 
Comfort, oh comfort My people,  
says your God. (Isaiah 40:1) 
For God will comfort Zion. (Isaiah 50:3) 
 
Well of compassion, 
Comfort of generations, 
Let us cry together 
For all that has been lost, 
For all that might have been. 
 
It is I, it is I who comforts you, (Isaiah 51:12) 
And great shall be your children’s peace. (Isaiah 54:13) 
 

Yearning, 
Still yearning, 
For solace and consolation, 
Yearning, 
Still yearning, 
With hope and faith, 
Yearning, 
Still yearning, 
For healing to flow more freely 
Than these ripened tears. 
 
Arise, shine, for your light has dawned, (Isaiah 60:1) 
For mountains may move and hills be shaken 
But My kindness shall not be removed from you. (Isaiah 
54:10) 
And the angel of God delivered them, 
In love and mercy God redeemed them. (Isaiah 63:9) 

 
  



Eyli, Eyli 
Words by Hannah Senesh 
Music by Cantor Rachelle Nelson & Rebecca Nelson Saunders 
 
Eli, Eli 
Shelo yigamer l’olam 
Eli, Eli, 
Shelo yigamer l’olam 
 
The sand and the sea 
The rush of the waters 
The crash of the heavens 
The prayer of the heart. 
 
 
  



Eicha 4:1-6 
 

Alas! 
The gold is dulled, 
Debased the finest gold! 
The sacred gems are spilled 
At every street corner.  
 
The precious children of Zion; 
Once valued as gold— 
 
Alas, they are accounted as earthen pots, 
Work of a potter’s hands!  
 
Even jackals offer the breast 
And suckle their young; 
 
But my poor people has turned cruel, 
Like ostriches of the desert.  
The tongue of the suckling cleaves 
To its palate for thirst. 
 
Little children beg for bread; 
None gives them a morsel. 
Those who feasted on dainties 
Lie famished in the streets; 
Those who were reared in purple 
Have embraced refuse heaps.  

The guilt of my poor people 
Exceeded the iniquity of Sodom, 
Which was overthrown in a moment, 
Without a hand striking it. 
 

 
ֹרבְּ שׁדֶקֹ֔־ינֵבְאַ ה֙נָכְפֵּ֙תַּשְׁתִּ בוֹטּ֑הַ םתֶכֶּ֣הַ אנֶ֖שְׁיִ בהָ֔זָ םעַ֣וּי ה֙כָיאֵ           ׃תוֹצֽוּח־לכׇּ שׁא֖
 
      ׃רצֵֽוֹי ידֵ֥יְ השֵׂ֖עֲמַ שׂרֶחֶ֔־ילֵבְנִלְ וּ֙בשְׁחְנֶ הכָ֤יאֵ זפָּ֑בַּ םיאִ֖לָּסֻמְהַ םירִ֔קָיְהַ ן֙וֹיּצִ ינֵ֤בְּ
 
 ]םינִ֖יעֵיְכַּ[ )םינע יכ( רזָ֔כְאַלְ ימִּ֣עַ־תבַּ ןהֶ֑ירֵוּגּ וּקינִ֖יהֵ דשַׁ֔ וּצלְחָ֣ )ןינת( ]ם֙ינִּתַּ[־םגַּ
         ׃רבָּֽדְמִּבַּ
 
        ׃םהֶֽלָ ןיאֵ֥ שׂרֵ֖פֹּ םחֶלֶ֔ וּלאֲשָׁ֣ ם֙ילִלָוֹעֽ אמָ֑צָּבַּ וֹכּ֖חִ־לאֶ קנֵ֛וֹי ןוֹשׁ֥לְ קבַ֨דָּ
 
        ׃תוֹתּֽפַּשְׁאַ וּק֖בְּחִ עלָ֔וֹת ילֵ֣עֲ ם֙ינִמֻאֱהָ תוֹצ֑וּחבַּ וּמּשַׁ֖נָ םינִּ֔דַעֲמַ֣לְ ם֙ילִכְאֹֽהָ
 
         ׃םיִדָֽיָ הּבָ֖ וּלחָ֥־אֹלוְ עגַרָ֔־וֹמכְ הכָ֣וּפהֲהַֽ םדֹ֑סְ תאטַּ֖חַמֵֽ ימִּ֔עַ־תבַּ ןוֹ֣עֲ ל֙דַּגְיִּוַ

 

 
  



Nachamu 
Music and English text by Elana Arian 
Lyrics from Isaiah 40:1-3 
 
Nachamu, nachamu ami, yomar Eloheichem 
 
Comfort us, comfort us in our wilderness 
Comfort us, as we struggle to take care of one another 
 
Comfort us, comfort us in our wilderness 
Comfort us as we struggle with this world 
  



For Weeks I’ve Been Bleeding Poems  
By Iris Eliya Cohen 
 

I name the file “sorrow”  
I delete Name it  
“October” Change it to “7”  
Replace it with “chasm”  
Change: “chasms”  
Name it “hell-like”  
I name it “hope”  
Command the computer to remember  
It responds, “saving hope.” 

“ ןוֹגָי” ץבֶֹקּלַ תארֵוֹק יִנאֲ  
תקֶחֶוֹמ  

“ רבֶּוֹטקְוֹא” וֹל תארֵוֹק  
“ העָבְשִׁ”לְ הָנּשַׁמְ  

“ םוֹהתְּ”לְ הפָילִחֲמַ  
“ תוֹמוֹהתְּ” :הָנּשַׁמְ  

“ לוֹאשְׁכִּ” וֹל תארֵוֹק  
“ הָוקְתִּ” וֹל תארֵוֹק  

רֹכּזְִיּשֶׁ בשֵׁחְמַּלַ הרָוֹמ  
“ הָוקְתִּ תאֶ רמֵוֹשׁ” ילִ הֶנוֹע אוּה  

 
 
  



Revenge  
By Taha Muhammad Ali 

At times … I wish 
I could meet in a duel 
the man who killed my father 
and razed our home, 
expelling me 
into a narrow country. 
And if he killed me, 
I’d rest at last, 
and if I were ready— 
I would take my revenge! 
 
But if it came to light, 
when my rival appeared, 
that he had a mother 
waiting for him, 
or a father who’d put 
his right hand over 
the heart’s place in his chest 
whenever his son was late 
even by just a quarter-hour 
for a meeting they’d set— 
then I would not kill him, 
even if I could. 
 
Likewise … I 
would not murder him 
if it were soon made clear 
that he had a brother or sisters 

Or if he had a wife to greet him 
and children who 
couldn’t bear his absence 
and whom his gifts would thrill. 
Or if he had 
friends or companions, 
neighbors he knew 
or allies from prison 
or a hospital room, 
or classmates from his school … 
asking about him 
and sending him regards. 
 
But if he turned 
out to be on his own— 
cut off like a branch from a tree— 
without a mother or father, 
with neither a brother nor sister, 
wifeless, without a child, 
and without kin or neighbors or friends, 
colleagues or companions, 
then I’d add not a thing to his pain 
within that aloneness— 
not the torment of death, 
and not the sorrow of passing away. 
Instead I’d be content 
to ignore him when I passed him by 
on the street—as I 



 
  

who loved him and constantly longed to see him. convinced myself 
that paying him no attention 
in itself was a kind of revenge. 



Shomer Yisrael 
Music by Shlomo Carlebach 
Text from the Liturgy 
 

Shomer Yisrael. 
Sh’mor Shearit Yisrael. 
V'al Yovad Yisrael. 
Haomrim Shma Yisrael. 
 
O Guardian of Israel, guard the remnant of Israel, and suffer not 
Israel to perish, who say, Hear, O Israel. 

 .לארשי רמוש
 .לארשי תיראש רומש
 .לארשי דבאי לאו
 ."לארשי עמש" םירמואה

 
  



Eicha 5:16-22 
 

The crown has fallen from our head; 
Woe to us that we have sinned! 
Because of this our hearts are sick, 
Because of these our eyes are dimmed:  
 
Because of Mount Zion, which lies desolate; 
Jackals prowl over it. 
 
But You, Adonai, are enthroned forever, 
Your throne endures through the ages.  
 
Why have You forgotten us utterly, 
Forsaken us for all time?  
 
Take us back, Adonai, to Yourself, 
And let us come back; 
 
Renew our days as of old!  
 
For truly, You have rejected us, 
Bitterly raged against us. 
 
Take us back, Adonai, to Yourself, 
And let us come back; 
 

  ׃וּנאטָֽחָ יכִּ֥ וּנלָ֖ אנָ֥־יוֹאֽ וּנשֵׁ֔אֹר תרֶטֶ֣עֲ ה֙לָפְנָֽ
 

  ׃וּנינֵֽיעֵ וּכ֥שְׁחָ הלֶּאֵ֖־לעַ וּנבֵּ֔לִ ה֙וֶדָ ה֤יָהָ הזֶ֗־לעַ
 
  ׃וֹבֽ־וּכלְּהִ םילִ֖עָוּשׁ םמֵ֔שָּׁשֶׁ ן֙וֹיּצִ־רהַ לעַ֤
 
  ׃רוֹדֽוָ רוֹד֥לְ h֖אֲסְכִּ בשֵׁ֔תֵּ םלָ֣וֹעלְ ה֙וָהֹיְ התָּ֤אַ
 
  ׃םימִֽיָ eרֶאֹ֥לְ וּנבֵ֖זְעַתַּֽ וּנחֵ֔כָּשְׁתִּ ח֙צַנֶ֙לָ המָּלָ֤
 
  ׃םדֶקֶֽכְּ וּנימֵ֖יָ שׁדֵּ֥חַ ]הבָוּשׁ֔נָוְֽ[ )בושנו( h֙ילֶ֨אֵ ׀ הוָ֤הֹיְ וּנבֵ֨ישִׁהֲ
 
  ׃דאֹֽמְ־דעַ וּנילֵ֖עָ תָּפְצַ֥קָ וּנתָּ֔סְאַמְ סאֹ֣מָ־םאִ יכִּ֚
 
  ׃םדֶקֶֽכְּ וּנימֵ֖יָ שׁדֵּ֥חַ ]הבָוּשׁ֔נָוְֽ[ )בושנו( h֙ילֶ֨אֵ ׀ הוָ֤הֹיְ וּנבֵ֨ישִׁהֲ

 
 

 
 
  



Hashiveinu 
Eicha 5:21 
Music by Micah Shapiro & Aaren Alpert 
 

Turn us back, turn us back, Divine Presence to You 
and we will turn, and we will turn 
renew, renew our days as before 

 ׃םדֶקֶכְּ וּנימֵיָ שׁדֵּחַ הבָוּשׁנָוְ hילֶאֵ הוָהיְ וּנבֵישִׁהֲ
 

 
 
 



OPTIONAL READINGS BELOW: 
 
  



Hymn for the Hurting 
by Amanda Gorman 
 

Everything hurts, 
Our hearts shadowed and strange, 
Minds made muddied and mute. 
We carry tragedy, terrifying and true. 
And yet none of it is new; 
We knew it as home, 
As horror, 
As heritage. 
Even our children 
Cannot be children, 
Cannot be. 
 
Everything hurts. 
It’s a hard time to be alive, 
And even harder to stay that way. 
We’re burdened to live out these days, 
While at the same time, blessed to outlive them. 
 

This alarm is how we know 
We must be altered — 
That we must differ or die, 
That we must triumph or try. 
Thus while hate cannot be terminated, 
It can be transformed 
Into a love that lets us live. 
 
May we not just grieve, but give: 
May we not just ache, but act; 
May our signed right to bear arms 
Never blind our sight from shared harm; 
May we choose our children over chaos. 
May another innocent never be lost. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
  



 
Tiher Rabbi Yishmael 
Text from the Liturgy 
Music by Zavel Kwartin 
 

Rabbi Yishmael purified himself and mentioned God’s secret 
name. He went up to heaven and asked the angel dressed in 
white [what he should make of the decree]. The angel 
answered: "Accept it upon yourselves, righteous and 
beloved, because I heard from 'behind the curtain' that you 
were selected for this." 
 
[Rabbi Yishmael] went down and told his friend what God’s 
secret name had said. 
 
The tyrant commanded that they be killed with force. Two 
men were taken out first because they were the greatest of 
the Jewish People: Rabbi Yishmael, the high priest, and 
Rabbi Shimon ben Gamliel, the President of the Sanhedrin - 
the assembly of rabbis appointed to sit as a tribunal in every 
city in the ancient Land of Israel. 

 ,םידִוּלּסִבְּ - םשֵּׁהַ תאֶ ריכִּזְהִוְ ,וֹמצְעַ לאעֵמָשְׁיִ יבִּרַ רהֵטִ
 .םידִּבַּהַ שׁוּבלְ שׁיאִהָ תאֵמֵ לאַשָׁוְ - םוֹרמָּלַ הלָעָוְ
 ,םידִידִיוִ םיקִידִּצַ םכֶילֵעֲ וּלבְּקַ :וֹל םנָוְ
 !םידִכָּלְנִ םתֶּאַ תאֹזבְ יכִּ :דוֹגּרְפַּהַ ירֵוֹחאֲמֵ יתִּעְמַשָׁ יכִּ
 ,לאֵ רמַאֲמַ וירָבֵחֲלַ דיגִּהִוְ דרַיָ
 !לאֵלָוְ - חַכֹבְּ םגָרְהָלְ לעַיַּלִבְּ הוָּצִוְ
 :לאֵרָשְׂיִ ילֵוֹדגְּ םהֵשֶׁ - הלָּחִתְּ וּאיצִוֹה םהֶמֵ םיִנַשְׁוּ
 .]לאֵרָשְׂיִ אישִׂנְ[ לאֵילִמְגַּ ןבֶּ ןוֹעמְשִׁ ןבָּרַוְ ,לוֹדגָּ ןהֵכֹּ לאעֵמָשְׁיִ יבִּרַ

  



Boreh Ad Anah / ּהנָּאָ דעַ ארֵוֹב  
Unknown 
 

Creator! How long shall thy dove remain  
in the toils of the fowler’s snare? 
She is afflicted and humbled, and lonely sitting, 
deprived of her children, 
she calleth to thee, O my father! 
 
The dove driven from her nest now wandered about, 
exposed day and night to frost and heat. 
she dreaded the destroying sword, 
and the lioness’ teeth! 
 
When thou didst surrender her into the hands of the spoiler 
he devoured her, as it were to the neck without mercy. 
many years have since then passed, yet summer and winter 
I bear the yoke of my enemy. 

 הדָוּצמְבִּ hתְנָוֹי הנָּאָ דעַ ארֵוֹבּ
 הדָוּרמְוּ היָּנִעֲ שׁקֵוֹמּהַ חפַּ eוֹתּ
 הדָוּמלְגַּ תבֶשֶׁוֹי הָינֶבָ ילִבְוּ
 יבִאָ תקֶעֶוֹצ
 
 הנָוֹיּהַ הּנָּקִּמִ הדָנָ םגַּ העָנָ
 הנָוֹח הלָיְלַוָ םוֹי ברֶחֹוְ חרַקֶלְוּ
 הנָוֹיּהַ ברֶחֶמֵ תדֶרֶחַתְמִ איהִ
 איבִלָ ינֵּשִּׁמִ
 
 ףרֵוֹט דיַבְ הּתָוֹא תָּבְזַעָ תעֵ הּיָ
 ףרֶעֹהָ קלַמָוּ ראוָּצַּהַ לכַאָ
 ףרֶחֹ םגַּ ץיִקַ םגַּ םינִשָּׁהַ וּרבְעָ
 יבִיְוֹא לעֹ אשָּׂאֶ

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


