
 

 

 

It has been going on for thousands of years. The Jew being persecuted, beaten and killed 

everywhere he sets his weary feet down after his most recent expulsion, on account of his 

religion. Would he survive another year? Would his family survive? He believed with complete 

certainty that all of these questions would be decided on the Day of Judgment—Rosh Hashanah. 

As the holy day approached, his fear over the fate of himself and his family overtook him, how 

many of his friends had not made it through the last year? Would he share the same fate? He 

poured out his heart to his Father in heaven that they all would make it through. Finally, the 

holy day arrived! This was his last chance! Shaking and trembling he began the central prayer 

of the day, the Shemoneh Esrei. He slowly made his way through the first three blessings of 

praise to Hashem and now he would begin the section of supplication, where one begs Hashem 

for his most pressing needs. Suddenly, all of his pain and worry for his own bitter fate and that 

of his family disappears, all that fills his heart now is unbelievable pain…. no, not for himself or 

his family… the pain is deep and raw and as it pierces his heart he screams out to Hashem: “Oh 

L-rd our G-d, let reverence for You permeate all of the world, and all that You’ve made feel the 

awe of Your presence. All of creation will bow before You in reverence. All beings will then 

understand the implications of the words “fear of G-d." Then, all together, they can establish a 

brotherhood to do Your will with a perfect heart. For we know, Lord, our God, that all dominion 

is Yours, strength resides in Your hand, and power in Your right arm, and that Your name is 

awesome above all that You have created…” For no matter what his current level of spirituality 

may be, deep down in the depths of every Jewish heart burns the eternal flame of infinite love 

for Hashem. So great is this love that even when one focuses on his own devastating suffering, 

the desecration of Hashem’s name that His own son’s sorry plight entails becomes his 

overwhelming concern as everything is on the line at this hour. 

This dynamic is described in Shir HaShirim (1:7 with Rashi’s explanation) Tell me, you whom 

my soul loves—The Divine Spirit repeatedly compares Klal Yisrael to the flock that is beloved 

to the shepherd. Klal Yisrael says before Him as a woman to her husband, “Tell me, You Whom 

my soul loves—where do you feed, where do you rest [the flocks]—among these wolves 

in whose midst they are, and where do You rest them—at noon—in this exile, which is a 

distressful time for them, like noon, which is a distressful time for the flock?”—for why should 

I be like one who veils herself—and if you ask, “What does it concern you?” It is not dignified 

for you that I should be like a mourner, with a veil over my lip, weeping for my flock—beside the 

flocks of your companions—the other shepherds, who pasture flocks as you do; i.e., among 

the flocks of the heathens, who rely on pagan deities, and who have kings and princes who lead 

them?  

 


