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Zulat piyyut for the fifth Sabbath after 
Pesaḥ (Eastern Ashkenazic Rite): 

Elohim Lo Eda‘ Zulatekha 
 

Translated by Dr. Gabriel Wasserman 
 
Like last’s week’s Eastern zulat, This zulat is by the twelfth-century 
poet Ephraim of Regensburg. Like all the Eastern zulatot for the 
other weeks of Sefira, this one has a short refrain after every pair of 
two stanzas, here: “How long, O Lord!” Only at the end, when the 
poet turns toward the future and explicitly prays for redemption, 
does the refrain chain: “And you are the Lord!” 
 
The poem begins with a direct echo of the words en elohim 
zulatekha, “there is no god but you”, which are recited in the prose 
liturgy immediately before the zulat. The poet begins: Elohim lo 
eda‘ zulatekha, which can be read as “God, I know none other than 
you”, or as: “I know no other god than you.” 
 
Ephraim of Regensburg was a very learned poet, and we see in this 
poem how he uses references to classical sources in very new ways. 
While it is not uncommon in poems about persecutions to refer to 
the Jews as being like sacrifices in the Temple, our poet goes one 
step further — in the stanza beginning with the letter hé — to 
compare the Jewish people to an asham-offering or a ḥattat-offering 
that is no longer relevant (such as, for example, it went missing and 
the penitent offered a different animal): the animal intended for 
asham is left to pasture until it develops a blemish, at which point it 
can be slaughtered as a non-sacrifice, and the animal of the ḥattat is 
left to die. If the Jewish people are like valid sacrifices, then their 
persecution is not in vain, but holy; but here, they are not even valid 
sacrifices, but rather like sacrificial animals that have become 
irrelevant, whose deaths bear no holy result. 
 
While last week’s poem contained criticism of Christianity, this one 
is even more bitter, in the stanzas beginning zayin and ḥet, calling 
the Christian faith “as tasteless as egg-white liquid”, an expression 
taken from Job 6:6, where Job says that his illness has made all his 
food tasteless. 
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One of the starkest re-purposes of a Biblical quotation in all of piyyut 
literature is on p. 11, where he writes: ve-halkhu goyim le-orekh. In 
Isaiah 60:3, this means: “Nations will walk by your light”, where the 
word is vocalized þֵלְאוֹר (accent on the second syllable, tzeré on the 
letter resh); but our poet uses it to mean “The nations walk 
throughout the length (of the earth)”, requiring the vocalization  ֽלְא þֶוֹר  
(accent on the first syllable, segol on the letter resh — a completely 
different word. 
 
Another stark re-purpose of a Biblical quotation, though less stark 
than le-orekh, is in the stanza beginning resh on p. 9: ve-‘asita lo 
misgeret, “make a frame (to contain) him”. In Exodus 25:25, this 
refers to a beautiful frame adorning the Shulḥan, the table of the 
Showbread in the Temple. Here, it means: Contain my enemy by 
locking him up. 
 
Yet another is in the stanza beginning sin (in place of samekh) on p. 
7: ve-haddamim mo di‘im: in the Mishna (Bava Batra 5:1) this means 
“the money (damim) demonstrates it”, but the poet uses damim in 
novel sense “blood”, thus: “and my blood demonstrates it.” 
 
The end of the first stanza alludes to Book of Ruth, “Redeem your 
right of redemption for yourself”, and the poet returns to this in the 
last four stanzas, every one of which ends with an allusion to Ruth. 
The legal action in the story of Ruth is about the redemption of 
Elimelech’s field, which has fallen into foreign hands due to poverty. 
In the biblical story, the Elimelech’s near kinsmen need to buy back 
the field to reedeem it for the family. Here, the poet prays to God, 
our “close in kin”, to redeem us from exile. In a week and half we 
will read the Book of Ruth, on Shavu‘ot; during Sefira, when we 
devote our prayers to our unfortunate state and our need for 
redemption, it is poignant to look forward to the Book of Ruth as a 
model for our own redemption. 
 
The poem ends with no explicit reference to the words ‘ezrat 
avotenu, which followed the zulat in Ashkenazic liturgy of the poet’s 
day (and ours), nor to the splitting of the sea or the Exodus, but 
merely with the word ge’ulla, “redemption”, the overall theme of the 
blessing following the Shema‘. 
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  ÿתֶֽ לָ זוּ עדַ אֵ  אים לֹ הִ Ā"אֱ 
  ÿ תֶּֽ לְ ן בִּ יִ אַֽ   יעַ שִֽׁ מוֹ
  ÿ תֶֽ לָּ אֻ גְּ ־תאֶ אַתָּה  ÿלְ  ל אַ גְּ 

 
  ה וָ אֲ נַ  שׁדֶ קֹֽ  ÿיתְ בֵּ 
  ה בָ הָ לֶ וְ  שׁאֵ ה לְ יָ הָ 
  ה בָ רֵֽ חֹ ים הִ Āאֱ ר הָ הַ 

  
  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 

  עַ וֵּֽ שַׁ אֲ וַ  ק עַ זְ אֶ ־ים כִּ גַּ 
  עַ בֵֽ י קוֹשִׁ פְ ד נַ יַּ מִ 
  עַ וֵֽ גֹ י וְ נִ י עָ נִ אֲ וַ 

  שׁ קֵּ יר בִּ בִ עֲ הַ לְ  ÿתְ דָּ 
  שׁ קֵּ עִ ל וְ וֹתּלְ תַ ר פְּ וֹדּ
  שׁקֵ מוֹלְ  נוּה לָֽ זֶ 
  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ   

  ה יָּ עִ רְ ק לִ תַּ נִ י כְּ יתִ יִֽ הָ 
  ה יָּ חִ דְ ה לִ פָּ כִ ס לְ נוֹכְּ 
 ה יָּ רִ כְ ץ נָ רֶ אֶֽ י בְּ יתִ יִֽ הָ 

  ת חוֹ כָ תוֹבְּ  עַ וּגֽ י נָ הִ אֱ וָ 
  ת חוֹ ר טֻ קֶ י שֶֽׁ נֵ פְּ מִ 
 ת חוֹ לֻּ ל הַ ת עַ רוּחָ 
  

  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 
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God, I know none other than you, 
There is no rescuer other than you. 
Redeem your right of redemption for yourself! 
 

Your house, the beautiful holy place, 
Has become fire and flames. 
God’s mountain is in ruins.*  

How long, O Lord? 

Even when I cry and supplicate, 
Out of (my suffering from) the one robbing my life, 
While I am poor and dying. 
 

He seeks to remove your Law (from the world), 
The devious, crooked generation, 
He is a trap for us. 
 
 
How long, O Lord? 

I have been like (a sacrificial animal that is no longer relevant for an 
asham, and therefore is) set aside to pasture (until it develops a blemish 
and can be deconsecrated), 

Brought into a prison to be rejected (to death, like a sacrificial animal no 
longer relevant for a ḥattat), 

I am in a foreign land. 
 
And I have been afflicted by rebukes, 
About their false beliefs, 
(About their deity, whose image is) engraved upon flat surfaces. 

How long, O Lord? 

*God’s mountain is in ruins 
(har ha’elohim ḥoreva). A 
punning use of Exodus 3:1: 
“To the Mountain of God, 
(Mt.) Horeb”, using ḥoreva 
not as “to Horeb” but as “in 
ruins”. 
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  ת מוּדְּ  לþ þָרֵ וֹע דזֵ 
  ת מוּלָּ יר חַ רִ ם בְּ עַ טַֽ כְּ 
  ת מוּיָ ל בָ ת נָ מוֹכְ הַ 
 
  ל ב קַ ל עָ ב עַ כֵ י רֹ חַ 
  ל קָ סְ נִ  ישׁאִ בְּ  ירוּמִֽ הֵ 
  ל קַ לְ ים קִ נִ פָ  וֹל וְ 
  

  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 

  םלָּ ר כֻּ קֶ י שֶֽׁ לֵ פְ וֹט
  םלָ בְ הֶ ים בְּ יסִ עִ כְ מַּ הַ 
  ם לָ ל עוֹ"אֵ יי  םשֵׁ 
  
  יםשִׁ דוֹל קְ כֹּ  צוּצְּ רַ יְ 
  ים שִּׁ אִ ים לְ לִ ם עוֹשָׁ פְ נַ לְ 
  ים שִׁ רְ חוֹ וּשׁרְ י חָ בִּ גַּ ־ל עַ 

  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 

  ר בוֹעֲ י יַ לַ ה עָ מָּ כַּ 
  ר בוֹעֱ א אֶ לֹ ג וְ רֵ הָ אֵ 
 רבוֹעֲ א יַ לֹ ם וְ לָ עוֹ־קחָ 
 
  ים נִ דוֹזֵי יעוּגִּֽ י הִ שִׁ פְ נַ לְ 
  ים נִ וֹידי כִּ לַ עָ  כוּרְ עָ 
 יםנִ דֹ אֲ  ÿתֶֽ לָ זוּ נוּוּלֽ עָ בְּ 

  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 
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The wicked (Christian) ascribes (human) form to you, 
(A belief) as tasteless as egg-white liquid — 
Could (a god) die like the death of a nobody? 
 
 

Instead of the living One, who rides upon the light clouds, 
They took, in exchange, a man, stoned to death, 
And his face was thoroughly ruined. 

How long, O Lord? 

They are all forgers of lies, 
And with their vanity they enrage 
The name of the Lord, the eternal God. 

They crush all the holy people, 
Whose own lives ascend as fire-offerings, 
Upon my back the plowers plow.  

How long, O Lord? 

How much can happen to me? 
I let myself be killed, rather than transgress 
The eternal law, which will not go away. 

The wicked have come up to my very life, 
And set up javelins (to throw) against me, 
Lords other than you have dominated us. 
 

How long, O Lord? 
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  ÿינֶֽ וֹיוְ  ÿירֶֽ וֹים תּלִ וּשׁמְ 
  ÿינֶֽ וּחי בְ נֵ בְּ  ÿינֶֽ בָּ 
 ÿיינֶֽ עֵ לְ  חַ וּבֽ טָ  ÿרְ וֹשׁ

  יÿ תֶֽ לוֹעֲ מַּ ט מִ בֵּ א הַ נָ 
  ÿ תֶֽ לָּ גֻ סְ  הּחָ בְ טִ ה חָ בְ טָ 
  ÿ תֶֽ לָ ל עוֹב עַ צֵּ יַ תְ הִ 
  

 ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 

  ים עִ תֻּ עְ ה תַ שֵׂ עֲ י מַ אתִ נֵֽ שָׂ 
  ים יעִ דִ ים מוֹמִ דָּ הַ וְ 
  יםעִ גָ רְ לִ ים וְ רִ קָ בְ לִ 

  םיקִ לָ מְ י נִ חַ רָ פְּ  ÿילֶֽ עָ 
 ים קִ עֲ ם צוֹיהֶ מֵ ל דְּ קוֹ
  ים כִּ מֻ  יÿדֶֽ בָ ה עֲ נֵּ הִ וְ 
  

  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 

  þנָ ר אֲ עַ שַֽׁ  חתַ פְּ 
  þנָ רֹ חֲ בַּ  הלֵּ כַּ  ÿינֶֽ מוֹ
 þינָ ימִ ים בִּ מִ מֲ קוֹתְ מִ 
  
  יÿלֶֽ לֲ חַ ת מְ אֵ  רוֹרצָ 
  ÿ ילֶֽ ים עָ מִ קָּ הַ ־ל ל כָּ עַ וְ 

  ÿילֶֽ א כֵ נָ  אשָׂ 
 

  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 
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The people compared to your turtledoves and pigeons, 
Your children, children of your tested (patriarchs), 
Your ox, slaughtered in front of your eyes — 
 

Please look down from your high heavens! 
Your treasured people has let its slaughter be performed. 
Stand here, next to your burnt offering! 
 

How long, O Lord? 

I hate the actions of (idolatrous) folly, 
And (my blood) demonstrates it, 
Each morning, each moment. 
 

For you, my young ones have their necks broken (like bird sacrifices), 
The voice of their blood cries out, 
And behold, your servants are beaten! 

How long, O Lord? 

Open the gate of Anakh,  
And finish off your enemies, with your rage, 
Your opponents, with your right hand. 

Attack those that profane you, 
And all those that rise up against you — 
Take up your weapons! 

How long, O Lord? 

*The gate of Anakh. The 
gate through which God 
hears the cries of people who 
have suffered mistreatment 
(ona’a). In Amos 7:7, the 
word anakh means “plumb-
line”, but in Bava Metzi‘a 
59a it is explained homile-
tically as meaning ona’a. 
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  ר עַ ץ בַּֽ ירִ עָ א בֶּ נֵּ קַ 
  ר עַ יַֽ  ןנָ עֲ רַ ה כְּ רֶ עָ תְ מִ 
  ר עַ בְ א יִ לֹ  עַ וּדּֽ מַ 
 
  ת רֶ אֶֽ שְׁ נִּ ה הַ טָ ילֵ ף פְּ דֵ וֹר 
  ת רֶ תֶּֽ חְ מַּ בַ כְּ  ם לוֹכֵּ שְׁ הַ 
 סְ מִ  וֹלּ  יתָ שִֽׂ עָ וְ    ת רֶ גֶּֽ
  

  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 

  יו לָ גְ ת רַ שֶׁ רֶֽ ח בְּ לַּ שַׁ 
  יו לָ לָ עֲ מַ  עַ וֹרֽ ם כְּ לֵּ שַׁ 
  יו לָ ף עָ סֵ יֹ  תוֹישִׁ מִ חֲ וַ 

  יםמִ י קָ צִ רְ אַ ר מֵ עֵ בַ תְּ 
  ים מִ שָׂ י בְ רֵ הָ ע מֵ שָׁ רָ וְ 
  ים מִ יָּ ם הַ שָׁ   לוֹ־כוּרְ אָ  יכִּ 
  

  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 

  לוּכְ ד אָ חַ שֹֽׁ אָהֳלֵי)   נ"א:( י לֵ וֹכְ א֯ 
  וּ לּ י כִּ פַּ כַּ  יעַ גִֽ יְ 
 לוּכְּ ר נִ שֶׁ אֲ  םיהֶ לֵ כְ נִ בְּ 
  
  ם נָּ חִ  ינִ עֵֽ לְּ בַ לְ  רוּעֲ פָּ֯ 
  ם נָּ י שִׁ לַ עָ  קוּרְ חָ 
  ם נָ וֹעֲ ־ ל ן עַ וֹה עָ נָ תְּ 
  

 ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 
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Bring out your zeal against the tyrant, the fool, 
Who is firmly rooted, like a luscious forest — 
Why isn’t he consumed by fire? 

He pursues the surviving remnant (of Israel), 
Wakes up early (to attack them), like one digging (through subterfuge into 

a house, to rob it). 
Make a frame (to contain) him! 

How long, O Lord? 

Cast his feet into a net, 
Repay him for his wicked deeds, 
And add an extra fifth, beyond (what he deserves). 
 
 

Exterminate the foes from my land, 
And the wicked from the Mountains of Aromatic Spices, 
For he has had too many days there. 
 

How long, O Lord? 

They have devoured, in bribes, (my possessions), 
They have consumed the toil of my hands, 
With their schemes, which they schemed. 
 

They opened their mouths wide, to swallow me, for no cause, 
They gnashed their teeth at me. 
Charge them with this crime, in addition to their other crimes! 
 

How long, O Lord? 
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  י נִ עֳ ה בָּ אֶ רְ ה תִ אֹ רָ֯ 
  יינִ עֵ ÿ ה לְ פָ לְ דָּ 
 י נֵ עֵֽ מָ שְׁ   ה לוּתָּ אַ ־םאִ  þאַ 

  הלֵּ כַ  ÿקְ יחֵ מֵ  ÿינְ מִ יְ֯ 
  ה לֶּ אֵֽ ־םת עִ וֹ שׂעֲ יל לַ דִּ גְ תַ וְ 
  א לֶ ה פֶֽ שֵׂ ל עֹֽ אֵ ה הָ תָּ אַ 
 

  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 

  þרֶ פֶּֽ י לַ עָ  þרַ ה אָ מָ֯ 
  þ רֶ י דֶּֽ לַ עָ  וּשׁבְ כָּ 
    þרֶ אֹֽ ם לְ יִ גוֹ כוּלְ הָ וְ 

  ף דָּ ה נִ לֶ ל עָ קוֹבְּ֯ 
  הֱדָף יד נֶ מִ תָּ י  יתִ יִֽ הָ 
  ף דָּ רְ נִ ־תאֶ  שׁקֵּ בַ ים יְ הִ Āאֱ הָ וְ 
  

  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 

 הלָ כְ תִּ ־ל כָ ץ לְ י קֵ יתִ אִֽ רָ֯ 
 ה לָ וֹגּת בַּ בֶ שֶֽׁ יוֹץ לְ ין קֵ אֵ וְ 
  הּ ן לָ תַּ א נִ ה לֹ שָׁ פְ חֻ 
 
  ה פָ ם צוֹיוֹם לְ וֹיּמִ  יÿמֶֽ חֲ רַ֯ 
  הפָ רוּה תְּ לֶ עֲ י תַּ תַ מָ לְ 
  ה יפָ עֵ ר וְ חַ ה שַֽׁ שֵׂ עֹ 
  

  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 
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Look, yes, look, at the affliction, 
My eye drips tears to you, 
But if only you would listen to me — 
 

Stop keeping your right hand in your bosom. 
(Take it out), and deal greatly with these people, 
For you are God, who performs wonders! 
 

How long, O Lord? 

Oh, how long this crushing oppression has lasted for me! 
They have conquered my roads; 
The nations walk throughout the length (of the earth). 

By the noise of a blowing leaf 
I have been constantly pushed. 
But let God seek the cause of the persecuted! 

How long, O Lord? 

To all lines I see an end, 
But there is no end for the exile in which (the Jewish people) sits; 
Freedom has not been given to her. 
 

From day to day, she looks forward to your mercy: 
When will you bring healing, 
O you who made dawn and darkness? 
 

How long, O Lord? 
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  בוֹ רוֹקְ ־םת עַ וֹדּפְ לִ  דוֹיָ֯ בְּ֯ 
  בוֹ וּם שׁיוֹה לְ פֶּ צַ י אֲ תַ מָ ־דעַ וְ 
 א וֹבץ לָ א אָ לֹ וְ 

  חוֹם רוּרוֹמָּ ה מִ רֶ עָ יֵ֯ 
  וֹ יחשִׁ ן מְ רֶ ם קֶֽ רֵ יָ וְ 
  חוֹ דְּ נִ ־תאֶ  þלֶ מֶּֽ ב הָ ישִׁ הָ 
  

  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 

  ÿמְּ ת עַ עוֹ וּשׁה יְ וֵּ צַ֯ 
  ÿמְּ עִ ה מֵ תָ יְ י הָ תִ רָ זְ עֶ 
 ÿ מְּ ב מִ רוֹל קָ אֵ וֹין גּאֵ 
   
  ה תָ כְּ י חִ לִ אֲ י גֹּ חַ֯ 
  ה תָ לְ כָ  ÿלְ  ישִׁ פְ נַ 
  ה תָּ ל אָֽ אֵ י גֹ כִּ 
  

  ? יי  ,יתַ ד מָ עַ 

  ÿיפֶֽ ל צוֹם קוֹיֵּ קַ 
רְנָה  עוֹד יÿ  תַּעֲבֹֽ   אֲלָפֶֽ

יÿ   עָלַי וּפָרַשְׂתָּ   כְּנָפֶֽ

  הַגְּאֻלָּה  שְׁנַת קָרֵב
  גוֹלָה כְּלֵי מֵעָלַי הָסֵר

  –   הלָּ אֻ גְּ הַ  מִשְׁפַּט לÿְ כִּי
  

 !וְאַתָּה יי
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He has (the ability) in his hand to redeem the people that is close to him. 
How long will I await the day of his return? 
He has not hastened to come. 
 

May his spirit be poured down from on high, 
And may he raise up the horn of his Messiah, 
And the king restore his cast-away (people). 
 

How long, O Lord? 

 
Order rescue for your people, 
My help has (always) come from you — 
There is no redeemer closer than you. 
 

O living One, my redeemer, my soul waits 
And pines away for you, 
For you are the redeemer! 
 

How long, O Lord? 

 
Fulfill the announcement of your prophets, 
May your thousands (of people) again pass through (the land), 
And may you spread out your cloak over me. 

Bring nigh the year of redemption, 
Remove the exilic garb from me, 
For yours is the responsibility to redeem — 

And you are the Lord! 
 

 
 


