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ִני יהוה ַואדני  אֶמר ִצּ֖יֹון ֲעָזַב֣ (יד) ַוֹּת֥

ּה  ח ִאָּׁש֙ה עּוָל֔ ִני׃ (טו) ֲהִתְׁשַּכ֤ ְׁשֵכָחֽ

ֶּלה  ם ֶּבן־ִּבְטָנּ֑ה ַּגם־ֵא֣ ֵמַרֵח֖

�׃ (טז)  א ֶאְׁשָּכֵחֽ י ֹל֥ ְחָנה ְוָאֹנִכ֖ ִתְׁשַּכ֔

י  ִי� ֶנְגִּד֖ י� חֹוֹמַת֥ ִים ַחֹּקִת֑ ן ַעל־ַּכַּפ֖ ֵה֥

ִי�  ְרַס֥  ִי� ְמָהֽ יד׃ (יז) ִמֲה֖רּו ָּבָנ֑ ָּתִמֽ

אּו׃ (יח)  � ֵיֵצֽ ִי� ִמֵּמ֥ ּוַמֲחִריַב֖

ם ִנְקְּב֣צּו  י ֻּכָּל֖ ִי֙� ּוְרִא֔ יב ֵעיַנ֙ י־ָסִב֤ ְׂשִאֽ

י ֻכָּל֙ם ִני ְנֻאם־יהוה ִּכ֤ � ַחי־ָא֣ אּו־ָל֑ ָבֽ

ה׃  ים ַּכַּכָּלֽ ִׁשי ּֽוְתַקְּׁשִר֖ י ִתְלָּב֔ ָּכֲעִד֣

ֶרץ  ִי� ְוֶא֖ ְמֹמַת֔ ִי֙� ְוֹׁש֣ י ׇחְרֹבַת֙ (יט) ִּכ֤

ב  י ִמּיֹוֵׁש֔ י ַעָּת֙ה ֵּתְצִר֣ � ִּכ֤ ֲהִרֻסֵת֑

ִי�׃ (כ) ֚עֹוד ֹיאְמ֣רּו  ְוָרֲח֖קּו ְמַבְּלָעֽ

י ַהָּמ֖קֹום  ִי� ַצר־ִל֥ י ִׁשֻּכָל֑ ִי� ְּבֵנ֖ ְבׇאְזַנ֔

ְרְּת ָבה׃ (כא) ְוָאַמ֣ י ְוֵאֵׁשֽ ְּגָׁשה־ִּל֥

י  ֶּלה ַוֲאִנ֥ ַלד־ִל֙י ֶאת־ֵא֔ י ָיֽ � ִמ֤ ִּבְלָבֵב֗

ה  ה ׀ ְוסּוָר֗ ה ֹּגָל֣ ה ְוַגְלמּוָד֑ ְׁשכּוָל֖

(14) Zion says, “The LORD has

forsaken me, My Lord has

forgotten me.” (15) Can a woman

forget her baby, Or disown the

child of her womb? Though she

might forget, I never could forget

you. (16) See, I have engraved you

On the palms of My hands, Your

walls are ever before Me. (17)

Swiftly your children are coming;

Those who ravaged and ruined you

shall leave you. (18) Look up all

around you and see: They are all

assembled, are come to you! As I

live —declares the LORD— You

shall don them all like jewels, Deck

yourself with them like a bride. (19)

As for your ruins and desolate

places And your land laid waste—

You shall soon be crowded with

settlers, While destroyers stay far
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ְרִּתי  ן ֲאִנ֙י ִנְׁשַא֣ ל ֵה֤ י ִגֵּד֔ ֶּל֙ה ִמ֣ ְוֵא֙

ם׃ {פ}  (כב)  ה ֵהֽ ֶּלה ֵאיֹפ֥ י ֵא֖ ְלַבִּד֔

א  ה ֶאָּׂש֤ ר אדני יהוה ִהֵּנ֨ ה־ָאַמ֞ ֹּכֽ

י  ים ִנִּס֑ ים ָאִר֣ י ְוֶאל־ַעִּמ֖ ֶאל־ּגֹוִי֙ם ָיִד֔

ִי�  ֶצן ּוְבֹנַת֖ ִי֙� ְּבֹח֔ יאּו ָבַנ֙ ְוֵהִב֤

אָנה׃ (כג) ְוָה֨יּו  ף ִּתָּנֶׂשֽ ַעל־ָּכֵת֥

ִי� ְוָׂשֽרֹוֵתיֶה֙ם  ים ֹאְמַנ֗ ְמָלִכ֜

 � ֲחוּו ָל֔ ֶרץ ִיְׁשַּת֣ ִים ֶא֚ ִי� ַאַּפ֗ יֹקַת֔ ֵמיִנ֣

י  ַעְּת֙ ִּכי־ֲאִנ֣ כּו ְוָיַד֙ ִי� ְיַלֵח֑ ר ַרְגַל֖ ַוֲעַפ֥

י׃ {ס} (כד)  ֽ ׁשּו ֹקוָ ר ֹלא־ֵיֹב֖ יהוה ֲאֶׁש֥

י  ח ִמִּגּ֖בֹור ַמְל֑קֹוַח ְוִאם־ְׁשִב֥ ֲהֻיַּק֥

ה ׀  ט׃ {ס} (כה) ִּכי־ֹכ֣ יק ִיָּמֵלֽ ַצִּד֖

ח  י ִגּבֹו֙ר ֻיָּק֔ ר יהוה ַּגם־ְׁשִב֤ ָאַמ֣

ט ְוֶאת־ְיִריֵב֙�  יץ ִיָּמֵל֑ ּוַמְל֥קֹוַח ָעִר֖

י   ִי� ָאֹנִכ֥ יב ְוֶאת־ָּבַנ֖ י ָאִר֔ ָאֹנִכ֣

ִי֙�  י ֶאת־מֹוַנ֙ יַע׃ (כו) ְוַהֲאַכְלִּת֤ אֹוִׁשֽ

ם ִיְׁשָּכ֑רּון  יס ָּדָמ֣ ם ְוֶכָעִס֖ ֶאת־ְּבָׂשָר֔

י יהוה  י ֲאִנ֤ ר ִּכ֣ ְוָיְד֣עּו ׇכל־ָּבָׂש֗

ב׃ {ס}  יר ַיֲעֹקֽ � ֲאִב֥ � ְוֹגֲאֵל֖ ֽמֹוִׁשיֵע֔

ֶפר  ה ֵס֣ י ֶז֠ ר יהוה ֵא֣ ה ׀ ָאַמ֣ (א) ֹּכ֣

יָה ֚אֹו  ר ִׁשַּלְחִּת֔ ְּכִרי֤תּות ִאְּמֶכ֙ם ֲאֶׁש֣

from you. (20) The children you 

thought you had lost Shall yet say 

in your hearing, “The place is too 

crowded for me; Make room for 

me to settle.” (21) And you will say 

to yourself, “Who bore these for 

me When I was bereaved and 

barren, Exiled and disdained— By 

whom, then, were these reared? I 

was left all alone— And where 

have these been?”  (22) Thus said 

the Lord GOD: I will raise My 

hand to nations And lift up My 

ensign to peoples; And they shall 

bring your sons in their bosoms, 

And carry your daughters on their 

backs. (23) Kings shall tend your 

children, Their queens shall serve 

you as nurses. They shall bow to 

you, face to the ground, And lick 

the dust of your feet. And you shall 

know that I am the LORD— Those 

who trust in Me shall not be 

shamed.  (24) Can spoil be taken 

from a warrior, Or captives 

retrieved from a victor? (25) Yet 



ם ֑לֹו  ְרִּתי ֶאְתֶכ֖ י ֲאֶׁשר־ָמַכ֥ י ִמּנֹוַׁש֔ ִמ֣

ם  ם ּוְבִפְׁשֵעיֶכ֖ ֵתיֶכ֙ם ִנְמַּכְרֶּת֔ ן ַּבֲע�ֹנֽ ֵה֤

אִתי  ם׃ (ב) ַמּ֨דּוַע ָּב֜ ה ִאְּמֶכֽ ֻׁשְּלָח֥

ין עֹוֶנ֒ה  אִת֮י ְוֵא֣ יׁש ָקָר֘ ין ִא֗ ְוֵא֣

ה ָיִד֙י ִמְּפ֔דּות  ֲהָק֨צֹור ָקְצָר֤

י  ן ְּבַגֲעָרִת֞ יל ֵה֣ ַח ְלַהִּצ֑ י ֹכ֖ ין־ִּב֥ ְוִאם־ֵאֽ

ר  ים ְנָהרֹו֙ת ִמְדָּב֔ ם ָאִׂש֤ יב ָי֗ ַאֲחִר֣

ת  ִים ְוָתֹמ֖ ין ַמ֔ ׁש ְּדָגָת֙ם ֵמֵא֣ ִּתְבַא֤

ִים ַקְד֑רּות  יׁש ָׁשַמ֖ א׃ (ג) ַאְלִּב֥ ַּבָּצָמֽ

ם׃ {פ}  (ד) אדני  ים ְּכסּוָתֽ ק ָאִׂש֥ ְוַׂש֖

ַעת  ים ָלַד֛ ַתן ִל֙י ְלׁ֣שֹון ִלּמּוִד֔ יהוה ָנ֤

ֶקר  יר ׀ ַּבֹּב֣ ר ָיִע֣ ף ָּדָב֑ ָל֥עּות ֶאת־ָיֵע֖

ַע  ֶזן ִלְׁשֹמ֖ יר ִל֙י ֹא֔ ֶקר ָיִע֥ ַּבֹּב֗

י  ח־ִל֣ ים׃ (ה) אדני יהוה ָּפַתֽ ַּכִּלּמּוִדֽ

א  יִתי ָא֖חֹור ֹל֥ א ָמִר֑ י ֹל֣ ֶזן ְוָאֹנִכ֖ ֹא֔

י  ים ּוְלָחַי֖ ִּתי ְלַמִּכ֔ ִתי׃ (ו) ֵּגִו֙י ָנַת֣ ְנסּוֹגֽ

ְרִּתי  א ִהְסַּת֔ ים ָּפַנ֙י ֹל֣ ְרִט֑ ְלֹמֽ

אדני יהוה  ֽ ק׃ (ז) וַ ִמְּכִלּ֖מֹות ָוֹרֽ

ן  ְמִּתי ַעל־ֵּכ֞ א ִנְכָל֑ ן ֹל֣ י ַעל־ֵּכ֖ ֲעׇזר־ִל֔ ַיֽ

א  ע ִּכי־ֹל֥ יׁש ָוֵאַד֖ ְמִּתי ָפַנ֙י ַּכַחָּלִמ֔ ַׂש֤

יב  י־ָיִר֥ י ִמֽ ֵאֽבֹוׁש׃ (ח) ָקרֹו֙ב ַמְצִּדיִק֔

thus said the LORD: Captives shall 

be taken from a warrior And spoil 

shall be retrieved from a tyrant; For 

I will contend with your 

adversaries, And I will deliver your 

children. (26) I will make your 

oppressors eat their own flesh, 

They shall be drunk with their own 

blood as with wine. And all 

mankind shall know That I the 

LORD am your Savior, The Mighty 

One of Jacob, your Redeemer. (1) 

Thus said the LORD: Where is the 

bill of divorce Of your mother 

whom I dismissed? And which of 

My creditors was it To whom I 

sold you off? You were only sold off 

for your sins, And your mother 

dismissed for your crimes. (2) Why, 

when I came, was no one there, 

Why, when I called, would none 

respond? Is my arm, then, too 

short to rescue, Have I not the 

power to save? With a mere rebuke 

I dry up the sea, And turn rivers 

into desert. Their fish stink from 



י  ַעל ִמְׁשָּפִט֖ ַעְמָדה ָּיַ֑חד ִמי־ַב֥ י ַנ֣ ִאִּת֖

ן אדני יהוה  י׃ (ט) ֵה֣ ׁש ֵאָלֽ ִיַּג֥

ן ֻּכָּל֙ם  ִני ֵה֤ י ִמי־֖הּוא ַיְרִׁשיֵע֑ ַיֲעׇזר־ִל֔

י  ם׃ {ס} (י) ִמ֤ ׁש ֹיאְכֵלֽ ֶגד ִיְב֔לּו ָע֖ ַּכֶּב֣

ַע ְּב֣קֹול ַעְבּ֑דֹו  א יהוה ֹׁשֵמ֖ ָבֶכ֙ם ְיֵר֣

ַגּ֙ה ֔לֹו  ין ֹנ֙ ים ְוֵא֥ � ֲחֵׁשִכ֗ ר ׀ ָהַל֣ ֲאֶׁש֣

יו׃  ן ֵּבא�ָהֽ ם יהוה ְוִיָּׁשֵע֖ ִיְבַט֙ח ְּבֵׁש֣

ׁש  ְדֵחי ֵא֖ ם ֹק֥ ן ֻּכְּלֶכ֛ {ס} (יא) ֵה֧

ם  י ִזי֑קֹות ְל֣כּו ׀ ְּב֣אּור ֶאְׁשֶכ֗ ְמַאְּזֵר֣

את  ם ִמָּיִד֙י ָהְיָתה־ֹּז֣ ַעְרֶּת֔ ּוְבִזיקֹו֙ת ִּבֽ

ה ִּתְׁשָּכֽבּון׃ {ס} (א)  ם ְלַמֲעֵצָב֖ ָלֶכ֔

י  ֶדק ְמַבְקֵׁש֣ ְדֵפי ֶצ֖ י ֹר֥ ִׁשְמ֥עּו ֵאַל֛

ם  יטּ֙ו ֶאל־֣צּור ֻחַּצְבֶּת֔ יהוה ַהִּב֙

ם׃ (ב)  ֶבת ּ֖בֹור ֻנַּקְרֶּתֽ ְוֶאל־ַמֶּק֥

ם  ם ֲאִביֶכ֔ יטּ֙ו ֶאל־ַאְבָרָה֣ ַהִּב֙

ד  י־ֶאָח֣ ם ִּכֽ ה ְּתחֹוֶלְלֶכ֑ ְוֶאל־ָׂשָר֖

הּו׃ (ג)  הּו ְוַאְרֵּבֽ יו ַוֲאָבְרֵכ֖ ְקָראִת֔

ם יהוה ִצּ֗יֹון ִנַח֙ם  י־ִנַח֨ ִּכֽ

ֶדן  יָה ַוָּיֶׂ֤שם ִמְדָּבָרּ֙ה ְּכֵע֔ ׇּכל־ׇחְרֹבֶת֔

ּה ְּכַגן־יהוה ָׂשׂ֤שֹון ְוִׂשְמָח֙ה  ְוַעְרָבָת֖

ה׃ {ס}  ה ְו֥קֹול ִזְמָרֽ ּה ּתֹוָד֖ ֵצא ָב֔ ִיָּמ֣

lack of water; They lie dead of 

thirst. (3) I clothe the skies in 

blackness And make their raiment 

sackcloth.  (4) The Lord GOD gave 

me a skilled tongue, To know how 

to speak timely words to the weary. 

Morning by morning, He rouses, 

He rouses my ear To give heed like 

disciples. (5) The Lord GOD 

opened my ears, And I did not 

disobey, I did not run away. (6) I 

offered my back to the floggers, 

And my cheeks to those who tore 

out my hair. I did not hide my face 

From insult and spittle. (7) But the 

Lord GOD will help me— 

Therefore I feel no disgrace; 

Therefore I have set my face like 

flint, And I know I shall not be 

shamed. (8) My Vindicator is at 

hand— Who dares contend with 

me? Let us stand up together! Who 

would be my opponent? Let him 

approach me! (9) Lo, the Lord 

GOD will help me— Who can get 

a verdict against me? They shall all 



wear out like a garment, The moth 

shall consume them.  (10) Who 

among you reveres the LORD And 

heeds the voice of His servant?— 

Though he walk in darkness And 

have no light, Let him trust in the 

name of the LORD And rely upon 

his God. (11) But you are all 

kindlers of fire, Girding on 

firebrands. Walk by the blaze of 

your fire, By the brands that you 

have lit! This has come to you from 

My hand: You shall lie down in 

pain. (1) Listen to Me, you who 

pursue justice, You who seek the 

LORD: Look to the rock you were 

hewn from, To the quarry you were 

dug from. (2) Look back to 

Abraham your father And to Sarah 

who brought you forth. For he was 

only one when I called him, But I 

blessed him and made him many.  

(3) Truly the LORD has comforted 

Zion, Comforted all her ruins; He 

has made her wilderness like Eden, 

Her desert like the Garden of the 



 

LORD. Gladness and joy shall 

abide there, Thanksgiving and the 

sound of music.  


