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by Sara Smolover 
 

At first it was feel of his skin that lingered; especially from that space between his neck and 
shoulder where I lay my head for comfort even as he lay, ill, in his hospital bed this past 
January 
 
And just recently, there was the older man who narrowly missed receiving my gentle tackle 
because he pleasantly reeked of my father’s aftershave and I wanted him to stop walking 
past me just so I could smell him a little longer 
 
And in between… there’s been so much silence. 
Seems the light on the answering machine hardly blinks anymore.  Were so many of those 
calls from him?… “hi honey, it’s just me, your daddy…” 
No words of encouragement, no curious questions about the kids, no reassurance 
 
We all know that feeling.  The loss of the  familiar smell, the words, the feel of that space 
between the neck and shoulder where now, so sad,  we long to rest our heads and let all 
the tears flow. 
 
Yizkor.  We remember. 
 
What does it mean to be remembered?  How do we ensure we are?  What is it we want to 
be remembered for? 
 
I lost  my mother at the age of 19 and I search for her everywhere in my life.   
As I grow older I wonder… what was she doing at this age?  What would she say about my 
life, my choices?  How is she living on through me? Am I following the positive example she 
gave me? Would she be proud?  
 
My actual memories are stunted; our relationship never getting past the complicated 
reconstruction marking late adolescence.  So I’ve had to imagine so much, so many 
answers to those questions. 
I couldn’t ask her anything I needed to know.  How could I remember something that she 
never taught me? 
 
18 plus years ago, alone with my new kvetchy baby, I felt scared and alone; how was I 
going to do this without her?  I was her youngest, her baby, I never helped with babies or 
saw her with them.  And then… out of the blue and outpacing my tears of distress came a 
song.  I just started singing. And smiling at my baby.  It surprised me.  And right at that 
moment I was there together with her, and it was our voice, our smiles, our hands together 
deftly changing Aaron’s diaper, and I knew I was not alone.  And what I knew clear as 
daylight at that moment was that this is what she had done for me, and what I had heard, 
and what I had felt.  And that she was with me still, to show me what to do. 
Yizkor.  What does it mean to remember and how do we ensure that we do; and to be 
remembered and to ensure that we are? 
 



The answer to both is the same.   
 
Love deeply.   
Live so that our loved ones know what it feels like for us to love them, to hold them in our 
arms or in our hearts, so that one day, those who gather for us at Yizkor will have 
something to remember. 
 
Commit to relationships with all your senses so that when the people are gone, you can 
hear their voice, feel their embrace.   Without any constraints of time and place be open to 
receiving them in our lives at any moment, when we need to feel their presence, when we 
need to lay our heads in the crook of their neck, and then they are here with us, forever. 
 
Yehi ratzon milfanecha, may it be your will - that we make ourselves memorable. 
	  


