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Zekhut Rahel Rabbi Yehuda Fetaya — The Poem of Rachel

Rachel’s Merit — Rabbi Yehudah Fetaya
Recall, God, the merit of Rachel, for her wandering children.
She who has brought her adversary under her own bridal canopy in a sleepless night.
She hid under the bed and responded from there [instead of her sister].
Please, from your seat on high, hear her bewail and lament.
Her thundering voice, shattering walls, can be heard from great distances.
She who was buried at the crossroads, is wailing and asking:
“Where is Joseph, where is the one who hugged me? Woe to me for my sweet child!
Where is Ben Oni, who never saw me, who never rested on my chest?”
She went and asked the Patriarchs: “Where are my dear children?”
[They said:] “Go ask ben Amram, who is buried on Mount Avarim!”
“My son Moshe, please speak up, where have you abandoned the flocks?”
From the grave, speaking to her, rose a mournful, lamenting voice:
“Why are you wandering on the mountains, what are you searching for, dear aunt?”
[She answered:] “Now is not a time for idle talk, as I have to mend the broken wall.”
Moshe, in deep sorrow, answered: “I have handed them to your son, Yehoshua.”
[She told him:] “Yehoshua my son, please answer me, where are the tribes?”
Faced with her agony and lament, he responded with his own tears
And the voice of their crying and wailing rose to the heavens.
“Please mother” [cried Yehoshua], “please stop, before | die and perish;”
“I have handed them to the elders and to the shepherd kings of the House of David.”
She left him and rushed to the grave sites of the city of Zion.

[The kings] told her: “On the Temple Mount, there they shall be sought and found.”

Rachel’s Merit
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Alas, when Rahel saw that there are no walls nor fences,

And the Temple has been burnt to the ground,

And that there are no priests nor Levites, and no Ark nor Cherubim,

She shrieked in agony, and cast away her shoes.

She tore the striped robe, and her scarf, and her dresses.

She wore sackcloth and rolled on the rocks,

Slapping her flesh to mourn her lost son.

Clad in sorrow for God’s people, she was howling in grief.

Hurriedly she leapt above, towards God, sitting on high,

Speaking for the People of Zion, and raising her voice with tears, [she demanded:]
“Please Father, see my pain, and heed my plea with mercy,

My Rock, My Hope, will Your people be forever lost?

How could You tear a bride from her husband lap and send her into exile?
How could You shoo the nesting mother, but not take care of the fledglings?
How could You abandon Your sheep among devouring lions?

How can you remain quiet while the People of Edom [Germany] turn them into sacrifices?
Were they not punished enough, were they not engulfed by vicious waters?
Are a thousand years not enough for You?

The sun is already setting on the second millennium, and the pain is not letting.
Where is the miraculous sign? When is the Time of Times?

When will you have mercy? When will you console us?

You keep putting us away, day after day!

Almighty God, redeem us already! Do not soothe us with words!”
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A voice was then heard from the Divine Throne: “Hush my daughter, oh bride of the mighty!
Let your eyes stop crying; Let your voice rest from supplications.

Because of your tears and lament, the heavenly worlds are now in exile.

And He rose up above, and mercy has been invoked.

I shall not rest until | revenge the spilled blood of my servants,

And shortly | will sever and destroy the wicked.

I will cut the stone, smash the idol, breaking it to shards.

| will open the sealed coffers and release the swallowed souls.

Rise up, shake away your sorrow, and wear your precious clothes.”

| hear the voice of my nation saying:

“Even if we are sinners, please do for the sake of Your great name!”

Translated by Rabbi Haim Ovadia



