
,i©li¥l§e i©zFn§i lk̈ d¤k§a¤̀§e ,i©l§fFp xFw§n i¦pi¥r§e m¦i©n i ¦y Ÿ̀x o¥z¦i i¦n
iF`§e iFa£̀  Ep£r m¤z©̀ §e ,i©ld̈§w i¥yi¦yi¦e ,i©ll̈Fr§e i©t©h i©l§l©g l©r

a ¤x¤d§e a ©x d¤k¤a dŸkä o¥k§aE ,i©l§l©̀ §e:

 :a ¤xg̈¤a El§tp̈ i¦M 'c m©r l©r§e l ¥̀ ẍ §y¦i zi¥a l©r

i ¥xn̈ i¦n¦r d¤k©a£̀©e ,mi¦kFa d ¥c§y i¦l dk̈§l¥̀ §e i¦pi¥r r©n §c¦z ©rFnc̈§e
,mi¦tḧ§g¦p mi¦k ©xd̈ mi ¦cl̈i¦e zFtï©d zFlEz§a l©r ,mi¦kFa§p©d aä¥l
Fn§k ,mi¦k§tFp§e mi ¦xi¦t©q mi¦pi¦p§t¦n m¤v¤r En §c῭  ,mi¦kÿ§n¦p g©a¤h©l§e

mi¦kl̈ §y¦p§e mi¦yc̈¦p zFvEg hi¦h: 

 :a ¤xg̈¤a El§tp̈ i¦M 'c m©r l©r§e l ¥̀ ẍ §y¦i zi¥a l©r

a ¤x¤g l¤M©W§z uEg¦n ,zFni¦d§p m¥dŸp i¦a¦l§e dï¦kFa i¦p£̀  d¤l¥̀  l©r§e
i©ll̈£g ,zŸex ¥c§y§e df̈©r x©t§M ,mi¦r ¥x§e i ¦x¥̀ §A§A ,zFni¥̀  mi ¦xc̈£g¥nE

u ¤x¤̀ z©i©g§l dg̈Eq§k mz̈l̈§a¦p ,zFO ªx£r§e mi¦n ªx£r mi¦lḧ ªn
mi¦r §z§r©z§n ,zFnl̈£r©e mi¦nl̈£r däi¥U Wi¦̀  m¦r w¥pFi ,zFn¥d§aE

zFO¦l§k mi¦a §x©nE i©pFn Fnä:

 :a ¤xg̈¤a El§tp̈ i¦k 'c m©r l©r§e l ¥̀ ẍ §y¦i zi¥a l©r

i¥bEx£d i¥l£r x©n o¥pFw£̀©e ,dẍi¦b©d§l r©n ¤c m¦i©n El§f¦i i©t©r§t©r§e
m¥y©d cEg¦i l©r ,`ẍFn§a Eni¦l §y¦d mÿ§t©p c©g©i Et§q¤̀¤p ,`äv̈©d

Fxä §c i¥yFr ©gŸk i ¥xFA¦b ,dẍEa§b¦a En©gl̈ Ÿen©r z©pb̈©d l©r§e
dẍ£d©n§l,m¤di¥l£r dn̈i¦d῭  ,dẍEW§w dä£d©̀ §a mÿ§t©p Eni¦l §y¦d 

,dẍḧ£r©l mÿ Ÿ̀x l©r x¤z¤k i¥lEl§k ,dẍ §y©g§l l¤l¤i i¦k§a¦a

dẍ§a©b §z¦d§l zFiẍ£̀ ¥ne EN©w mi ¦xÿ§p¦n m¤di¥zŸeg§R §y¦nE .m¤di¥l£r©e
dẍ£r §xªr mFI©d§k mc̈Fq§i i©yc̈§w¦n i¥p §y l©r ,dẍr̈ §y¤̀ x¤a¤y z©w£r©f:

 :a ¤xg̈¤a El§tp̈ i¦k 'c m©r l©r§e l ¥̀ ẍ §y¦i zi¥a l©r

db̈§bŸeg§l i ¦z §x©aq̈ zc̈ o©Y©n mFi ,dẍv̈§e oFb̈i§l K©t§d¤p x¤y£̀  b©g©d
,m©r ,dc̈Ep῭ §e dl̈i¦li¥̀ §e dr̈§n ¦c i¦pi¥r c ©x¥z mFi©d c©r dn̈Fw§n¦aE

ml̈Fr§e mFlÿ i¥t §cFx ,dc̈En£g ad̈f̈§e dẍẅ§i fẗ¦n x¤W©̀  dẍFY©d
m©rd̈ ,lŸM i¦t§A mi¦lẅ§lEw§nE mi¦g§vFx§M mi ¦x῭ EY§n ,däEWi¦i§A

Epi¥lr̈ dn̈EU d¤f l©r§e ,K¤yFg§A mi¦a §yFi mi¦iFb©l xF`d̈ ̀ Ed¤y
dẍ §yẅ§l x©n c¥t§q¦n: 

 :a ¤xg̈¤a El§tp̈ i¦k 'c m©r l©r§e l ¥̀ ẍ §y¦i zi¥a l©r

z ¤x¤A©b §z¦nE z¤k¤lFd ml̈Fr m©r§l ml̈Fr z©̀ §p ¦U ,Ek§l mi ¦x§nF`
Ep῭  d¤f l©r .cFr l¥̀ ẍ §U¦i m¥W x¥M̈f¦i ̀ Ÿl§e iFb¦n m ¥ci¦g§k©p§e

o¥k z©g©z ,dẍi¦a©d§e ml̈E`d̈ Epi¥wŸl¡̀ zi¥a z©t ¥x §U m¦r mi¦l§a©̀ §z¦n
,dẍn̈ W¤t¤p§a d¤k§a¤̀§e dl̈i¦li¥̀ §e dc̈§t§q¤̀§e ,dẍ §xFr£̀  i ¦zï§e¦l mFI©d

 .a ¤xr̈ c©r x¤wŸa¦n dc̈§ak̈ i ¦zg̈§p©̀ §e

 :a ¤xg̈¤a El§tp̈ i¦k 'c m©r l©r§e l ¥̀ ẍ §y¦i zi¥a l©r

mi¦t §cŸex w ¤c¤v§A w ¤c¤v ,`i¦al̈§k mi¦nẅ 'c m©r§e l¥̀ ẍ §U¦i zi¥A
,x¥td̈§l mz̈v̈©r mi¦tb̈¦p Epi¥a§iŸe` 'c o¥Y¦i ,`i¦ad̈§l Epi¥zr̈EW§Y
d¥p¦d ,x¥̀ R̈ §z¤̀ L§A x¤W©̀  l¥̀ ẍ §U¦i ,mp̈Fw oFv §x EU£r©i Epi¥päE

Ÿ̀l ,x¥n῭¥i ̀ Ÿl aEW m¤di¥dŸl¤̀ d¥i©̀ §e ,x¥R©q§pE d¤f¡g¤p d¤f Epi¥wŸl¤̀
FcFa§k ai¦Wï¤W c©r i¦n¢c Fl o¥Yi¦p Ep¥W§t©p ,Epi ¥zFqi ¦x©d d¤p§a¦i c©r§e

:Epi ¥x§f¤r§l mFlÿ a ©xe Epl̈ i¦d§i mFlÿ ,Fx¢df̈ ei¦f§a zF` §x¦l dz̈§M¦g
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 A TISHA B’AV LAMENT FOR THE WAR OF OCTOBER 7TH

Rabbi Moshe Hauer, Orthodox Union

Tisha b’Av is the day we mourn the range of tragedies that have marked Jewish history, beginning with the 
destruction of both batei mikdash. Many of these calamities are represented in the book of Tisha b’Av kinot 
that we read in our shuls. While we are generally extremely cautious about adding contemporary prayers, 

the kinot are an exception, such that most shuls include a kina commemorating the Holocaust.

In this spirit, there have been efforts to write kinot that reflect on the profound tragedy of Atzeret/October 
7th and its aftermath. While all will have these events in mind, some shuls and individuals will seek to 

express those thoughts in the words of a kina. The kina below is an adaptation of one of the existing kinot, 
Kinah 25 [d"k] min iy`x ozi in, written in the 11th Century. The closing stanza draws from Kinah 37. 

This is shared for those who may find it appropriate, relevant, and useful.



Would my head be filled with water and my eyes a fountain of 
tears / I would cry all my days and nights / for the corpses of 
my babes and infants and the aged of our people / I ask you 
to respond and join me in weeping, much weeping. 

For the house of Israel and the people of the LORD 
who have fallen by the sword. 

My eyes flow with tears, and I will take myself to the fields to 
weep / and ask others stunned and embittered to join in my 
wailing / for the beautiful young women and vibrant young 
men / kidnapped and led to slaughter / more beautiful and 
radiant than rubies, sapphire, or turquoise / they were slung 
and trampled like mud in the streets. 

For the house of Israel and the people of the LORD 
who have fallen by the sword. 

For these, I cry and moan / outside, there is murder, and 
indoors, terror / in Be’eri and Re’im, Kfar Aza and Sderot/ 
our corpses strewn, nude and naked / bodies lying like refuse 
for wild beasts and animals / nursing children and the aged, 
young men and women / tormented by our attackers, endur-
ing great shame. 

For the house of Israel and the people of the LORD 
who have fallen by the sword. 

My eyelids flow with water, dripping tears / I weep bitterly for 
the murdered of Tzahal, Israel’s Defense Force / they assem-
bled, risking everything, to courageously battle for G-d’s name 
and to protect His people / the mighty who readily do His 
will / they were prepared to die for their love for their nation 
/ I will moan for them with a torrent of tears / all of them 
deserving the greatest honor / while their families readily 
supported their sacrifice with strength / for them, I let out a 
piercing cry / along with our grief for the destruction of both 
Temples, razed today.

For the house of Israel and the people of the LORD 
who have fallen by the sword. 

The festival of Simchat Torah was transformed into a day of 
tragedy / the day we had hoped to celebrate the gift of G-d’s 
truth to our People / instead since that day our eyes flow with 
tears, we cry and shake our heads in disbelief / the nation of 
the precious Torah who pursue peace and a flourishing world 
/ are depicted as corrupt murderers by the world around us 
/ the light unto the nations dwells in darkness / for this we 
certainly mourn.

For the house of Israel and the people of the LORD 
who have fallen by the sword. 
 
The enduring hatred for the eternal nation continues to grow 
/ as our enemies plot to destroy and erase any trace of Israel 
/ for this we mourn together with the burning of the House of 
our G-d / therefore, today [Tisha B’Av], I will arouse my grief 
/ and lament, and wail, and cry with a bitter soul / my sighs 
weighing heavily from dawn to dusk, 

For the house of Israel and the people of the LORD 
who have fallen by the sword. 

The house of Israel and the people of the LORD are rising like 
a lion / Pursuing justice with justice to achieve our salvation 
/ May Hashem strike down our enemies and foil their plots 
/ While our children do His will, Israel through whom He is 
glorified / “Behold, that is our G-d” may we see and declare / 
“And where is their G-d” will no longer be said  / We will not 
silence our prayers until His honor is restored and our ruins 
repaired / We long to see His shining beauty, Peace unto us 
and peace to our supporters.
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