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Tisha B’av Text Study, 5782 
By Cantor Alyssa Rosenbaum 

 

We will meet in small groups (or all together, depending), read, and discuss 

some/all of the following passages relating to Tisha B’av. As we prepare to do 

so, please keep in mind the PaRDeS (פרד"ס) approach to Biblical/textual 

exegesis (i.e. critical interpretation), as seen below. We will then share our 

insights all together and address some discussion questions at the end. 

P’shat ( ְּפָׁשט): “surface”, the direct literal meaning of the text 

Remez (ֶרֶמז): “hint”, a deeper meaning beyond the literal sense of the 

text (often allegorical/hidden/symbolic) 

D’rash (ְּדַרׁש): “inquire/seek”, the comparative meaning, typically as 

given through similar passages/circumstances of the text 

Sod (סֹוד): “secret/mystery”, esoteric/mystical (perhaps personal) 

meaning inspired by the text 

Note: Depending on the text/circumstances, some of these methods may be 
difficult to distinguish from one another. If your interpretations do not fit 

neatly into just one category of textual analysis, that is okay. This is merely 
a template to deepen our ability to glean meaning from the texts. 
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Lamentations 
By Rabbi Sonja K. Pilz 

(Obtained via ritualwell.org) 

 
CHAPTER 1: Connection 

Lonely—once great with people! (1:1). 

Bitterly she weeps in the night; 

There is no one to comfort her 

Of all her friends (1:2). 

She finds no rest (1:3). 

Her place is deserted (1:4). 

All the precious things she had 

In the days of old (1:7) … 

She can only sigh 

And shrink back (1:8). 

Her uncleanness clings to her skirts. 

She gives no thought to her future 

(1:9). 

“How abject have I become!” (1:11). 

“I am forlorn, 

In constant misery” (1:13). 

“It saps my strength” (1:14). 

“I cried out for my friends (1:19), 

‘See the distress I am in!’ (1:20). 

There was no one to comfort me” 

(1:21). 

“My heart is sick” (1:22). 

CHAPTER 2: Pride 

We were laid waste (2:5). 

We were stripped liked a garden 

Ended have Shabbat and festivals 

(2:6). 

Our gates have sunk into the ground 

(2:9). 

Elders sit silently; 

Women bow their heads to the ground 

(2:10). 

My eyes are spent; 

My being melts away (2:11). 

What can I take as a witness? (2:13). 

Day and night! 

Give your eyes no rest (2:18). 

See and behold (2:20). 
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CHAPTER 3: Shelter 

My path is made a maze (3:9). 

It has left me numb (3:11). 

I am filled with bitterness (3:15); 

I forgot what happiness was (3:17). 

“It is good to wait patiently 

Till rescue comes” (3:26). 

“Let me sit alone and be patient (3:28); 

Let me put my mouth to the dust— 

There may yet be hope” (3:29). 

“To deny a man his rights (3:35)— 

Each one his own sins!” (3:39). 

Panic and pitfall are our lot 

Death and destruction (3:47). 

My eyes shed streams of water 

Over the ruin of my poor people 

(3:48). 

Water flows over my head; 

I said: “I am lost!” (3:54).  

CHAPTER 4: Money 

The gems are spilled 

At every street corner (4:1). 

People have turned cruel, 

Like ostriches in the desert (4:3). 

Little children beg for food; 

None gives them a morsel (4:4). 

Better off were the slain of the disease, 

Than those slain by hunger (4:9). 

The kings of the earth did not believe, 

Nor any of the inhabitants of the world 

(4:12) 

“Away! Unclean!,” people shout, 

“Away! Away! Touch not!” (4:15). 

It showed no regard for the homeless, 

No favor to elders (4:16). 

As we waited, still we wait, 

For a nation that cannot help (4:17). 

Our steps were checked, 

We could not walk in our squares 

(4:18). 

The breath of life, 

Is captured in traps (4:20); 

The cup shall pass; 

We will expose our nakedness (4:21). 

CHAPTER 5: Beauty 

The old men are gone from the parks, 

The young men from their music 

(5:14); 

Some get their bread at the peril of 

their lives (5:9); 

Exhausted, we are given no rest (5:5). 

Gone is the joy of our hearts; 

Our dancing is turned into mourning 

(5:15). 



4 
 

Tisha b’Av, Again 

By Daniel Leger 

(Obtained via ritualwell.org) 

 

Through these three weeks, 
growing in our apprehension, 
we’ve waited. 
Waited as the sun set for the sun to 
rise. 
We went to sleep each night waiting 
– 
still with confidence – 
knowing that the same setting sun’s 
light 
would brighten the morning sky, 
overcome the darkness of each 
night. 
And we would see that we were 
alive again 
and that You, HaShem, would 
be here with us for one more 
of Your creations: Another day. Yom 
ekhad. 
The same sun sets once more 
tonight, 
but do we dare 
keep that same confidence 
in its rising again in the morning, 
bringing breath back to our lungs, 
its light back to our eyes? 

After 586 and 70 – 
After 1492 and 1939 – 
After 2018? 

By the rivers – 
homeless, under bridges, 
weeping with no tears left to cry, 
our mouths open, gaping, stone 
tongues dry as sand. 

Between the Tigris and the 
Euphrates, 
Between the Genil and the Thames, 
Between the Allegheny and the 
Monongahela. 

In Babylon, in Spain, In England, 
Ukraine, California, 
Poland, Pittsburgh. 

O Jerusalem! 
We see the plows, 
we recoil at the crackle, 
the gunshots deafen us. 
We feel the mud drying on our 
shoeless feet, 
the sickening rocking of the boats. 
We are cooked by the flames. 
We are ripped open by the bullets. 

As this day begins its dark descent 
our tongues go dry again, 
our ears lose the sound of the harp 
strings, 
displaced by shards of glass and 
metal casings. 
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Underground, underfoot, 
sisters and brothers named and 
nameless, 
gone – taken – reminding us of 
what – 
as we wonder and wander 
these desolate corners of our souls 
unable to remember or forget 
or even muster a greeting of 
shalom. 

Yes, I believe with a perfect faith …. 
But do I, have I – really? 
If so, then why these 
sunless days through centuries 
of days and nights coming again and 
again and again, 
covering us with this darkness – 
this airless suffocation – 
this insatiable hunger? 

And where, HaShem, are You 
as we ask again these unanswerable 
questions 
every year on this day? 
Have You hidden, or have we 
hidden Your Face 

from us? 
Either way – we are terrified. 
We have no strings to wrap 
around our fingers for 
our Shema today. 
And we can’t tap the leather boxes 
holding the treasure of Your word 
as we recite Ashrei. 
Here we are – 
what’s left of us – 
sitting together on 
the ash heap of the ages 
with no light to see 
even a handful of its grit and grime. 

Do we need this again, Eternal One? 
Must we face this day without You? 

Dare we beg of You – as we push 
ourselves 
through these hours, that 
if sunset comes again tomorrow at 
this time, 
please, O Holy One of Blessing 
return to us again with it? 
So that we may sing once more – 
Adonai li, v’ lo ira? 

 

 

 

 

 

 



6 
 

Galus: Homeless, Helpless, Heartbroken 
(Obtained from ArtScroll Mesorah Series’ Tishah B’av. Edited by Rabbis Nosson 
Scherman and Meir Zlotowitz, pp. 13-14) 

Rabbi Yose said: I was once traveling on the road and I 
entered one of the desolate houses in the ruins of Jerusalem to 
pray. Elijah the Prophet, may he be remembered for good, came 
and waited for me at the entrance until I concluded my 
prayers…He asked me, “My son, what sounds did you hear from 
inside these ruins?” And I replied, “I heard a Heavenly voice [a 
bas kol], moaning like a dove, saying, ‘Woe unto the children 
who, because of their sins, I destroyed My Temple, burned My 
Sanctuary and exiled them among the nations!’” 

[Elijah] said to me, “[I swear] by your life and by the life of 
your head that not only at this time does it say thus, rather every 
single day it says thus; and not only that, but whenever Jews 
enter the synagogues and study halls and call out, ‘May God’s 
great Name be blessed’; the Holy One, Blessed is He, shakes His 
head and says, ‘How fortunate is the King who is praised thus in 
His palace. What is left to the Father who has exiled His children? 
Woe to the children who have been exiled from their Father’s 
table!’” (Berachos 3a) 

 Without a penetrating understanding of the essential meaning of  ָתלּוּג , 
exile, a Jew cannot properly await the  ְהלָ ּואּג , Redemption. This is what Elijah 
the Prophet, the Divinely designated herald of the future Redemption, 
revealed to Rabbi Yose. 

 Elijah explained, “Exile is not merely captivity and enslavement because, 
you, Yose, are free to travel as you please, yet you are in exile. Nor is exile 
religious persecution, because you, Yose, are free to pray where you wish. We 
cannot even say that exile means that we are not in our Holy Land, because, 
you, Yose, are right here in Jerusalem. Yet even here, God’s Heavenly voice 
continuously moans and aches over the exile!” 
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Sample Discussion Questions 
Feel free to come up with further discussion questions beyond what is listed below. 

 

What sections/excerpts from the text(s) resonated with you the most and 
why? Were there any sections/excerpts you felt disconnected with? Why? 

 

 

 

 

The Temple was destroyed a long time ago (586 BCE and 70 CE). The first 
time was reportedly due to idolatry/faithlessness, and the second time was 
reportedly due to sinat chinam, baseless hatred among Jews. Is one worse 
than the other? If so, why? What can we do today to atone for these sins? 

 

 

 

 

What value is there in immersing ourselves in the sadness of all the tragic 
events that have occurred on Tisha B’av and throughout Jewish history? 

 

 

 

 

What does Galut, exile, mean to you? What would G’ulah, redemption, 
look/feel like to you? 


