
KINAH 
IN MEMORY OF OUR SIX MILLION MARTYRS WHO PERISHED DURING 1939-1945 

 

O how thou hast cast down our glory from our head,  

O how thou hast hidden thy face from us,  

O how thou wast angry and had no pity. 

 

With a broken and contrite heart, on a day of fasting and convocation, 

We come before thee, to mourn and weep with deep lamentation,  

When we recall the Martyrs of the 1939-45 (European) devastation. 

 

Thou hast crushed the pride of Jacob, whom thou didst love,  

Thou hast cut off the lofty of stature, and degraded the tall ones,  

Thou hast laid waste our vines, and blighted our fig trees. 

 

Our bones cleave to our skin and to our flesh,  

Thou hast utterly crushed our life to the ground,  

Our soul melts away from sorrow and sighing. 

 

The pleasant and the beloved, the upright and the perfect ones,  

Were loaded on to the wagons, like sheep and cattle,  

The heat was suffocating, and the doors were sealed. 

 

Distinguished scholars sit on the ground in stunned silence, 

"What, Oh what, was their guilt?" they ask,  

And why was the decree issued without mercy? 

 

Remember well the cry of the humble, 

The cry of the orphans bereaved and forsaken, 

The derision of the scholars and their beloved disciples.  

 

Heads of families, mighty men of valour, 

Millions fell slain and wounded, 

It was a disgrace and a horror for the nations. 

 

Those whom we dandled and reared, the tyrant utterly consumed,  

Like wolves tearing the prey, ravening to shed their blood,  

Six million massacred, who could imagine? 

 

They went down alive into the nether-world, (saying) ‘Shema-yisrael’ and (singing) the ‘Ani-Maamin.’ 

Their souls departed while they were wrapped in Tallit and Tefillin,  

Let the murderers be put to shame and confusion, and be as naught.  

 

Our flesh and our hearts fail at the destruction of our portion, 

All of us raise lamentation for the destruction of half of our nation, 

For the (European) holocaust ranks equal to the destruction of our Temple. 

 

To Auschwitz, Buchenwald, Bergen-Belsen, Dachau, Medanek and Treblinka 

Were they taken in disgrace, thrust into the Gas-chambers, and burnt in the furnaces, 

Yet in the Warsaw Ghetto, the holy martyrs fought, and fell like warriors. 

 

From every corner their congealed blood cries out, 

"O when will the end come to the severe afflictions?" 

Take up bitter lamentation and wailing for the holy martyrs! 

 



The blasphemers contemned the covenant (of Abraham) and our Law, 

Those who reviled thee fell upon us, when we made our soul mourn with fasting, 

The crown has fallen from our head ! Woe to our heritage ! 

 

Scrolls of the Law they cut into shreds, and defiled them with their hands, 

They flayed the flesh of our kinsfolk, and used their skin for their own adornment, 

Lament ! Gird on sackcloth, and wail for them and for their children! 

 

Our eyes shed tears of blood, 

Over the burning of Synagogues, 

For the destruction of Yeshivot and Academies. 

 

They destroyed our assemblies, and demolished our congregations,  

Fear came upon us, and trembling seized us,  

In our distress confusion has covered our faces. 

 

In want and hunger they gnawed the dry ground, 

Virtuous women took their own lives, 

The noise of their crying was heard (as far as) the Red Sea. 

 

Our kinsfolk and dearly loved friends, pious and upright, 

Holy and pure, who shine as the brightness of the firmament –  

Receive and shelter them for evermore under the cover of thy wings. 

 

O Merciful One ! Remember in thy mercy the remnants of thy heritage, 

Sovereign of the universe ! Remove anxiety and grief from thy people,  

Uproot in thy wrath the wickedness of the nations and the enemies of Israel. 

 

Proclaim liberty to the captives, and release our prisoners,  

Crown us with the oil of joy, in place of mourning.  

Grant peace and tranquillity to us and to our land. 

 

Raise our power and hasten our redemption, speedily in our days,  

The desert shall rejoice, and let Israel our State blossom like a rose, 

O bless us with the blessing (vouchsafed to) Abraham, Isaac and Jacob our Patriarchs. 
 
 

Rev. Abraham Rosenfeld   



AN ELEGY 

ON THE MARTYRS OF YORK  

 

attrib. to Joseph of Chartres (c. 1170) 

 

 

When they came among the corn, they did not (only) pluck the ears, (but) those who bound the 

sheaves waved the sickle (to their neighbours' corn) ; (they surrounded) Benjamin like a lamb, 

and pursued him with the right hand, the oppressors taunted them: "These have no Lord!" 

 

The Jewish historian Cecil Roth suggests that ‘Benjamin’ was Benedict of York 

 

Behold, all (of you) who pass along the road, let it not happen to you, and see if there be any pain 

like mine (with) which they have smitten me; my enemy invented evil at an assembly of 

shepherd's council, (and like) yearling oxen were they slaughtered before my eyes. 

 

Would that my eyes were as (the flood-bearing stars) taken from the Pleiades, then could I weep 

for the daughter of my people year by year; anger has arisen according to the number of the days 

of the sun; I moan, "Why did the Lord impose it?" 

 

They were gathered together to the fortress, and Asher was with us, indeed the prince oppressed 

(us) and the adversary stood at his right hand; we said: "Plunder our property!" but they replied, 

"No, we have come for Yom-Tov." 

 

The prince is the warden of the tower and Yom-Tov is Yom-Tov ben Isaac of Joigny, a liturgical 

poet.  It was Yom-Tov who recommended that the martyrs of York kill themselves rather than 

fall in to the hands of their enemies.  He died with them. 

 

… 

 

The holy congregation was altogether worthy, they stood dumb like a lamb before the shearers; a 

heavenly voice moaned from Horeb like a dove: "Woe is me! Woe is me! My servant Moses is 

dead." 

 

Moses son of Sarah, a leader of the York community. 
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