
הרובש הניאש בלל יוא [1  	 

ןהכ הירא 	

הרָוּבשְׁ הנָיאֵשֶׁ בלֵלַ יוֹא 	

העָמְדִ תוֹגלְוֹז םנָיאֵשֶׁ םִינַעֵלַוְ 	

תוֹעמְוֹשׁ ןנָיאֵשֶׁ םיִינְַזוֹאלַ יוֹא 	

תוֹקעַוֹז ןנָיאֵשֶׁ תוֹיפִּלַוְ 	

	[2]	” וּלאֵכּ תוֹקעַצַ הבֵּרְהַ כ״כ רחַאַ דמֵוֹע םלָוֹעהַ ךיאֵ אוּה אלֶפֶּ תמֶאֶבְּוּ 	

וּנבֵּלִ תאֶ וּנמְטַאָשֶׁ לעַ וּנלָ יוֹא 	

וּניֵיהְנִ הפֶוּ בלֵ ילֵרְעָלְ 	

וּנמכַּסְהִ וּנקעַצָ אלֹ םאִ אלֹהַ 	

וּנסְפַּתְּנִ םיעִשָׁרְ תצַעַבְּוּ 	

” וּלאֵכּ תוֹקעַצַ הבֵּרְהַ כ״כ רחַאַ דמֵוֹע םלָוֹעהַ ךיאֵ אוּה אלֶפֶּ תמֶאֶבְּוּ “	

תלֶשֶׁוֹמ הכָכָּשֶׁ הלָשָׁמְמֶלַ יוֹא 	

תסֶֶגלְקַמְ הכָכָּשֶׁ תוֹלוּבְגהַ תרֶטֶשְׁמִלְוּ 	

קדֶצֶהַ יחֵוּלשְׁ וּנחְנַאַ הֹפיאֵוְ 	

העָוּרתְּ לוֹק םוֹקמְבִּ הקָדַ המָמָדְ לוֹק 	

” וּלאֵכּ תוֹקעַצַ הבֵּרְהַ כ״כ רחַאַ דמֵוֹע םלָוֹעהַ ךיאֵ אוּה אלֶפֶּ תמֶאֶבְּוּ “	

םיעִשָׁפְּהַוְ תוֹנוֹדְזהַ םהֵ קוֹחרָמֵ אלֹ יכּּ◌ 	

םיִיוּזבְּהַ םירִבָדְהַ תאֶ םישִוֹע וּנמֵשְׁבִּ - םיהִוֹלאֶ יוֹא 	

םישִׂעַמַהַ וּנילֵאֵ דוֹאמְ בוֹרקָ יכִּ 	

םימִמְוֹקתְמִ וּננֶיאֵוְ םימִוּדרְ וּנבֵּלִוְ םיטִקֵשְׁ וּניפִוּ 	

” וּלאֵכּ תוֹקעַצַ הבֵּרְהַ כ״כ רחַאַ דמֵוֹע םלָוֹעהַ ךיאֵ אוּה אלֶפֶּ תמֶאֶבְּוּ “	

וּנלָ וּנעָ אלֹוְ וּנקעַצָ רשֶׁאַ םוֹיבַּ 	



וּנימֵוֹקמְבִּ השֶׂעֵָי הכָכָּ אלֹ וּנרְמַאָ 	

הדָעֵהָ שׁאֹרבְּ םוּקנָ ,וּנחְטַבְהִ ,תעֵהָ אוֹבבְוּ 	

הקָעְָזהַ הֵיאַ הבָוּגתְּהַ הֵיאַוְ םוֹיהַ הנֵהִוְ 	

״םחֵרְַי םוֹקמָהַ״ םילִמְלְמַמְ 	

הנָיחִתְּ דוֹע םירִמְוֹאוְ 	

” וּלאֵכּ תוֹקעַצַ הבֵּרְהַ כ״כ רחַאַ דמֵוֹע םלָוֹעהַ ךיאֵ אוּה אלֶפֶּ תמֶאֶבְּוּ “	

םחֶלֶלַ םיבִעֵרְ רשֶׁאַ םוֹי - וּהרֵחָבְאֶ םוֹצ הֶזכָהֲ ?	

קדֶצֶ ילֵאֱ םוּקנָ רשֶׁאַ םוֹי - וּהרֵחָבְאֶ םוֹצ הֶז אוֹלהֲ .	

עשַׁרֶ תוֹבּוּצרְחַ תחַיתִפְּ םוֹי ,	

םישִׁפְחָ םיצִוּצרְ חלַשַׁ םוֹי ,	

םדָאָ לכָּ תוּשׁוֹנאֶ תרַכָּהַ םוֹי ,	

אוּה ךוּרבָּ םוֹקמָּהַ תאֶוְ וּנמֵוֹקמְ תאֶ לאְַגנִ ךְכַּ 	

וֹתוֹשׂעֲלַ וּנבֵּלִבְוּ וּניפִבְּ רבָדָּהַ וּנילֵאֵ בוֹרקָ יכִּ 	

		

		

Woe	to	the	Heart	that	is	not	Broken	

Aryeh	Cohen	

Woe	to	the	heart	that	is	not	broken	

and	to	the	eyes	that	do	not	cry	

Woe	to	the	ears	that	do	not	hear	

and	to	the	mouths	that	do	not	scream 

	

“And	in	truth,	it	is	amazing	that	the	world	is	still	standing	after	so	many	cries	for	help	such	
as	these”[3]	



Woe	to	us	that	closed	our	hearts	

we	have	become	uncircumcised	of	heart	and	mouth	

for	lo	if	we	have	not	cried	out	we	are	in	agreement	

we	have	become	entrapped	in	the	counsel	of	evil 

	

“And	in	truth,	it	is	amazing	that	the	world	is	still	standing	after	so	many	cries	for	help	such	
as	these” 

	

Woe	to	the	government	that	governs	in	this	manner	

and	to	the	Border	Patrol	that	behaves	like	stormtroopers	

And	where	are	we,	the	messengers	of	righteousness?	

A	soft	murmuring	sound	rather	than	the	blast	of	a	trumpet.	

		

“And	in	truth,	it	is	amazing	that	the	world	is	still	standing	after	so	many	cries	for	help	such	
as	these”	

		

For	these	crimes	and	venalities	were	not	committed	far	away	

Oh	God—in	our	name	they	do	these	disgraceful	things	

For	these	actions	are	very	close	to	us	

And	our	mouths	are	silent	and	our	hearts	are	asleep	and	still	we	are	not	outraged	

		

“And	in	truth,	it	is	amazing	that	the	world	is	still	standing	after	so	many	cries	for	help	such	
as	these”	

		

On	the	day	that	we	cried	out	and	no	one	answered	us,	



We	said:	“It	shall	not	be	thus	in	our	places”	

“When	the	time	comes,”	we	promised,	“we	will	rise	up	at	the	head	of	the	people.”	

And	yet	here	is	the	day,	and	where	is	our	reaction?	where	is	our	outcry?	

We	mumble	“God	have	mercy”	

and	we	just	say	another	prayer.	

		

“And	in	truth,	it	is	amazing	that	the	world	is	still	standing	after	so	many	cries	for	help	such	
as	these”	

		

Is	this	the	fast	that	I	would	choose—a	day	in	which	people	hunger	for	bread?	

Is	this	not	the	fast	I	would	choose—a	day	on	which	we	rise	to	righteousness.	

A	day	of	opening	the	fetters	of	wickedness,	

A	day	of	sending	the	oppressed	free,	

A	day	of	recognizing	the	humanity	of	people,	

Thus	we	will	redeem	our	places,	and	The	Place	blessed	be	s/he	

For	the	thing	is	very	close	to	us,	it	is	in	our	mouths	and	in	our	hearts,	to	do	it	

		

NOTES	

[1].	With	thanks	to	Maeera	Schreiber.	

[2].	This	line	is	from	the	 שדוק שא 	written	in	the	Warsaw	Ghetto	by	Kalonymous	Kalmish	
Shapira	of	Piasczena.	

[3].	This	line	is	from	the	 שדוק שא 	written	in	the	Warsaw	Ghetto	by	Kalonymous	Kalmish	
Shapira	of	Piasczena.	

 


