
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, is able to evoke 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 consider sending a donation to
support www.neohasid.org.  For more information, or for inquiries about teaching, please
write to Rabbi David Seidenberg at rebduvid86@gmail.com.  Visit NEOHASID.ORG on
the web for this file or for other liturgy resources, nigunim and songs, and Chasidishe
Torah. Please also visit neohasid.org/stoptheflood and savethenegev.org for eco-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, 2008, all applicable rights reserved.
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:oh«¦nḧ Q ¤r«¬t§k

 `kÆWh¤̧k¥t | v³̈u«v§h Ub̧¥ch¦J£v
vc̈U ºJb̈«§u

:o ¤s«¤e§F Ubh­¥nḧ J¬¥S©j 

 ak Ub º̈T§x©t§n x«́tn̈Îo¦t h¦µF
s««t§nÎs©g Ubh­¥kg̈ T̈§p¬©më

 Ep ¥̧ai ¦W£d ÆWh¤̧k¥t | v³̈u«v§h
vc̈U ºJb̈«§u

 Ubh­¥nḧ J¬¥S©j
:o ¤s«¤e§F

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...”                 

 

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.
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 sº¥gIn h́¥tC̈ Æh¦k§C¦n
ihº¦n¥nI «J Æ̈vḩ ¤rg̈§JÎkF̈

 oh·¦jb̈¡t¤b v̈h­¤b£v ««F
 ,I­dUB v̈h¬¤,«kU,§C

 :V«̈kÎr©n th¬¦v§u

 dÆJt«r§k v̈h³¤rm̈ U̧hv̈
 UºkJ̈ v̈h́¤c§h«t

 V­̈dIv v¬̈u«v§hÎh«¦F
v̈h·¤gJ̈§PÎc«r k ©́g

 :r«̈mÎh¥b§p¦k h­¦c§J U¬f§kv̈ v̈h²¤kk̈Ig

 eiI­H¦mÎ,©CÎi¦n t¬¥m¥H©u
 V·̈rs̈£vÎkF̈

 Æoh¦k̈H©t§F v̈hÀ¤rG̈ Úhv̈
 vº¤g §r¦n Ut́§mn̈Ît«k

©j«­fÎt«k§c U¬f§k¥H©u
:; «¥sIr h¬¥b§p¦k

 f oÀ©kJ̈U «r§h v´̈r§f«̈z
 ÆVḧ§bg̈ h³¥n§h
 v̈hº¤sUr§nU

 v̈hº¤sªn£j«©n k« µF
 o ¤s·¤e h¥nh́¦n U­hv̈ r¬¤J£t
 rÀ̈mÎs©h§C V́N̈©g k«̄p§b¦C

 Vº̈k Ær¥zIg ih³¥t§u

 

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.
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:Ub«¥,P̈ §r¤jÎ,¤t

 a v́f̈§p¤v«¤b ÆUb¥̧,k̈£j«©b
 ohº¦r̈z§k

:oh «¦r§fb̈§k Ubh­¥TC̈

 bcº̈t ih́¥t§u ÆUbḩ¦hv̈ oh³¦nI,§h
 :,I«bn̈§k©t§F Ubh­¥,«N¦t

 c Ubh º¦,J̈ ;¤x́¤f§C ÆUbḩ¥nh¥n
 :Ut««cḧ rh¬¦j§n¦C Ubh­¥m¥g

 dUb§pº̈S §r¦b ÆUb̧ ¥rtÜ©m k³©g
 :Ub«̈kÎj«©bU «v t¬«k§u Ub§g­©d̈h

 e sº̈h UB́©,b̈ Æo¦ḩ ©r§m¦n
 :o¤j«̈k «©g«¬C§G¦k rU ­X©t

 f  oº̈bh¥t§u ÆUt§y«̈j Ubh³¥,«c£t
 :Ub§k«̈cẍ o¬¤vh¥,«b«u£g Ub§j­©b£t«©u

 g Ubº̈c Uk§J́n̈ Æoh ¦sc̈£g
 ih¬¥t e­¥r«P

 :o «̈s̈H¦n

 hh­¥b§P¦n Ubº¥n§j©k th́¦cb̈ ÆUb¥̧J§p©b§C
 :r«̈C §s¦N©v c¤r¬¤j

 i Urº̈n§f¦b rÚB©,§F ÆUb̧ ¥rIg
 :c«̈gr̈ ,I¬p£g«§k©z h­¥b§P¦n

 `i UºB¦g iÍH¦m§C Æoh¦Jb̈
:v «̈sUv§h h¬¥rg̈§C ,­«kª,§C

 

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, glowing,

from the delirium of hunger.

11 Women in Zion were victimized,

girls, in Judah’s towns.
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 o²¤vh ¥Su©n£j«©n Ub̄ §,b̈
 J¤p·̈b ch́ ¦Jv̈§k k¤f«­t§C

 Ævü«v§h v³¥t §r
 :v«̈k¥kIz h ¦,h­¦hv̈ h¬¦F vÿhº¦C©v«§u

 ai »o¤fh¥k£t tÍk
Q̧ ¤r ¤s h ¥r§c«́gÎkF̈
 UÀt §rU Uyh́¦C©v 

hº¦c«t§f©n§F ÆcIt§f©n J³¥hÎo¦t
 h·¦k k­©kIg r¬¤J£t

 vº̈u«v§h v́d̈Iv Ær¤J£t
 :I «P©t iI ¬r£j oI­h§C

 bih­©,«n§m©g§C J¬¥tÎj©k«̈J oI ²rN̈¦n
 vB̈·¤S §r¦H©u

 Æh©k§d ©r§k ,¤J³¤r G ©̧rP̈
 rIºjẗ h¦b́©ch ¦J¡v
vº̈n¥n««J Æh¦b̧©b,̈§b

 :v«̈uS̈ oI­H©vÎkF̈

 ci ḩ©gJ̈§P k«̧g Ás©e§G¦b
 U²d §r¬̈T§G¦h IÀsḧ§C

 h­¦rtÜ©mÎk©g U¬kg̈
 h·¦j«F kh́ ¦J§f¦v

 h­¥sh¦C hº̈b«s£t h¦b́©b,̈§b
 :oU «e k¬©fUtÎt«k

 

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.
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 bi v̈hº¤th¦c§b ,t«́Y©j«¥n
 v̈h·¤b£v ««F ,I­b«u£g

V­̈C §r¦e§C oh¬¦f§p«X©v
 :oh«¦eh ¦S©m o¬©S

 ci ,IºmUj«©C Æoh ¦r§u¦g U³gb̈
o·̈S©C U­k£t««d§b

 :o«¤vh¥Jªc§k¦C U ­g§D¦h Uºk§fU«h t«́k§C

 eh tº¥nÿ UrUx́
 InÀ̈k Ut §r´̈e

 Ugº̈D¦TÎk©t ÆUrU̧x UrU³x
 Ug·̈bÎo©D U ­mb̈ h¬¦F

:rU «dk̈ Uph­¦xIh t¬«k oº¦hID©C ÆUr§n«̈t

 fh Ævü«v§h h³¥b§P
 oº̈e§K¦j

 o·̈yh¦C©v§k ;h­¦xIh t¬«k
Ut º̈Gb̈ t«́k Æoh¦b£v ««f h³¥b§P

:Ub«̈bj̈ t¬«k oh­¦b¥e§zU

  fiUbhº¥bh¥g vb̈h́¤k§f¦T ÆUbḩ ¥sIg
 k¤c·̈v Ub­¥,r̈§z¤gÎk¤t

hI­DÎk¤t Ubhº¦P¦m Ub́¥,̈H¦P¦m§C
 :©g«¦JIh t¬«k

 gi Ubhº¥sg̈§m Uśm̈
 Ubh·¥,«c«j §r¦C ,¤f­¤K¦n

 

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, 

till we dare not walk in the street,
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 :h¦c«¤X©c U¬f§kv̈

 hi Æh©c£v«©t§n«©k h ¦,t³̈rë
 h¦bUºN ¦r vN̈́¥v
 h­©b¥e§zU h¬©b£v ««F
 Ug·̈uD̈ rh ¦́gC̈

 Inº̈k Æk¤f«̧t U¬J§e¦cÎh«¦F
:o«̈J§p©bÎ,¤t Uch­¦Jḧ§u

 k Æh¦kÎr©mÎh«¦F v³̈u«v§h v¥̧t §r
 Urº̈n §r©n¢j h ©́g¥n

 hº¦C §r¦e§C Æh¦C¦k Q³©P§v¤b
 h ¦,h·¦rn̈ I ­rn̈ h¬¦F

 c¤r­¤jÎvk̈§F¦J .U¬j¦n
 :,¤u«̈N©F ,¦h¬©C©C

 `k h¦bÀ̈t v́j̈b̈¡t¤b h̄¦F Uºg§nJ̈
 hº¦k Æo¥j©b§n ih³¥t

Æh ¦,g̈ «̈r U³g§nJ̈ h¹©c§h«̧tÎkF̈
 ,̈h·¦Gg̈ v­̈T©t h¬¦F UG º̈G 

 ,̈t­̈rëÎoIh ,̈t¬¥c¥v
 :h¦bI «nf̈ U¬h§v«¦h§u

 akÆWḩ¤bp̈§k o³̈,g̈r̈Îkf̈ t«̧cT̈
 Inº̈k ḱ¥kIg§u

 h­¦k T̈§k²©kIg r¬¤J£t«©F
 h·̈gJ̈§PÎkF̈ k ©́g

 

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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 a ohº¦rë§h©v ÆiIH¦m h³¥b§C
 z·̈P©C oh­¦tK̈ªx§n©v

G ¤rº¤jÎh¥k§c¦b§k ÆUc§J§j¤b v³̈fh¥t
 :r«¥mIh h¬¥s§h v­¥G£g«©n

 b s º©J Um§ḱj̈ Æoh¦B©TÎo©D
 i·¤vh ¥rUD Ueh­¦bh¥v

 rº̈z§f©t§k h́¦N©gÎ,©C
 :r«̈C §s¦N©C oh­¦b¥g§h©F

 c e²¥bIh iI¬J§k e©̧cS̈
 t·̈nM̈©C I ­F¦jÎk¤t

 o¤jº¤k Uk£t «´̈J Æoh¦kk̈I «g
 :o«¤vk̈ ih¬¥t G­¥r«P

 d ohº¦B ©s£g «©́n§k Æoh¦k§f««tv̈
 ,I·mUj©C UN­©Jb̈

 gº̈kI, h́¥k£g Æoh¦bªn¡tv̈
 :,I «T©P§J©t U ­e§C¦j

 e hº¦N©gÎ,©C i«́u£g Æk©S§d¦H©u
 o«·s§x ,t­©Y©j«¥n

 g©dº̈rÎIn§f v́f̈Up£v«©v
 :o¦h «̈sḧ V­̈c Uk¬̈jÎt«k§u

 f Æ̈vḩ ¤rh¦z§b U³F©z
 d¤k º¤X¦n

 c·̈kj̈¥n U ­j©m

 

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, 

and whiter than milk,
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 c·¥hIt h́¥b§P¦n
vº̈cv̈«¤k J́¥t§F Æc«e£g«©h§C r³©g§c¦H©u

 :ch«¦cẍ v­̈k§fẗ

 c cÀ¥hIt§F I¹T§J©e Q̧ ©rS̈
 ÆIbh¦n§h c³̈M¦b

 rº̈m§F
 k«­F d«ºr£v«©H«©u

 i¦h·̈gÎh ¥S©n£j«©n
 iIºH¦mÎ,©C Æk¤v«̧t§C

 :I «,n̈£j J­¥tF̈ Q¬©pJ̈

 d Æc¥hIt§F | h³̈b«s£t v̧ḧv̈
 kº¥tr̈§G¦h ǵ©K¦C

 v̈h º¤,Ib§n §r©tÎkF̈ Æg©K¦C
 uh·̈rm̈§c¦n ,­¥j¦J

 vº̈sUv§hÎ,©c§C Æc ¤ŗ¤H©u
 :v«̈H¦b£t«©u v­̈H¦b£t«©T

 e IºFªG Æi©D©F x«³n§j©H©u
 I ·s£gI «n ,­¥j¦J

 ÆiIH¦m§C | v³̈u«v§h j©̧F¦J
 ,º̈C©J§u s ¥́gIn

:i«¥v«f§u Q¤k¬¤n I ­P©tÎo©g«©z§C .¬©t§b¦h©u

 f ÆIj§C§z¦n | h³̈b«s£t j̧©b̈z
 I ºJS̈§e¦n ŕ¥t¦b

 

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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 `p h º¦J§p©b§k v́k̈§kI «g Æh¦bh¥g
:h «¦rh¦g ,I¬b§C k«­F¦n

 ap rI ­P¦M©F h¦bU ²sm̈ sI¬m
 :o«̈B¦j h¬©c§h«t

 bp U³,§n«̈m
 hº̈H©j ÆrIC©c

 :h«¦C i¤c­¤tÎUS©H©u

 cph­¦Jt«rÎk©g o¦h¬©nÎUp«̈m
 :h ¦T§r«̈z§d¦b h ¦T§r¬©nẗ

 dp vº̈u«v§h ÆW§n¦J h¦,t³̈rë
 :,I«H ¦T§j©T rI ­C¦n  

 ep T̈§g·̈nJ̈ h­¦kIe
²W§b§zẗ ō¥k§g©TÎk©t

 :h «¦,g̈§u©J§k h­¦,j̈§u ©r§k

 fp L̈º¤tr̈§e¤t oÍh§C ÆT̈§ç ©rë
 :t «̈rh ¦TÎk©t T̈§r­©nẗ  

 gph­¦J§p©b h¬¥ch ¦r h²̈b«s£t T̈§c ©̄r
 :h«̈H©j T̈§k¬©tD̈

 hph º¦,,̈́Ü©g Ævü«v§h v,̈h³¦tr̈
 :h «¦yP̈§J¦n v­̈y§pJ̈

 qo º̈,n̈§e¦bÎkF̈ Æv,̈ḩ¦tr̈

 

51 my eyes are sore with sorrow 

for all the woes of my city.

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”;

57 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!

60 You have seen all the revenge 

neohasid.org

nsm
Typewritten Text
9

nsm
Typewritten Text
20



 `iUķF̈ Æh©bh¥g ,I³gn̈ §S©c
 Uŕ§n §r©n¢jhº©g¥n

 hº¦s¥c§F Æ. ¤r¸̈tk̈ Q³©P§J¦b
 r¤c­¤JÎk©g
 h·¦N©gÎ,©C

 eº¥bIh§u Æk¥kIg ;³¥yg̈«¥C
:v«̈h §r¦e ,I ­c«j §r¦C  

 ai Uºr§nt««h Æo,̈«N¦t§k
 i¦h·̈hü íd̈S̈ v­¥H©t
 o³̈p§Y©g§,«¦v§C

 ,Ić«j §r¦C Ækk̈j̈«¤F
 o º̈J§p©b Q́¥P©T§J¦v§C rhº¦g

 :o«̈,«N¦t eh­¥jÎk¤t  

 bi Qº¥sh¦g£tÎv«̈n
 QÀ̈KÎv¤N©s£t v́n̈
 oº©kJ̈Uŕ§h Æ,©C©v
 ÆQK̈Îv¤u§J©t v³̈n

Qº¥n£j«©b£t«©u
 iI·H¦mÎ,©C ,­©kU,§C

 o²̈H©F kI ¬sd̈Îh«¦F
 Q­¥r§c¦J

:Q«̈kÎtP̈ §r¦h h¬¦n

 ci ÆQk̈ Uz³̈j Q¦hÀ©th¦c§b

 

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 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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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, 
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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,

coddled 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,
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