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Let Us Open - Niftakh - jtpn 

NIF-TAKH ET HA-SHA-AR  

B’-ET N’-EE-LAT SHA-AR KEE FA-NAH HA-YOM 

HA-YOM YIF-NEH HA-SHEH-MESH YA-VO  

V’-YIF-NEH SHA-LOM YA-VO 

 

 

We open the gate at the time of the closing of the gate,  
before the day is done. The day vanishes, the sun is setting. 

May peace come. 
Traditional Mahzor (adapted) 

The traditional “ptakh lanu sha’ar” [open the gate for us] has become “niftakh—we open the gate,” 
understood here as a gate to the human heart rather than a gate of cosmic judgment. 

 
As summer ends, leaves begin to fall and we note the passage of time. One Jewish year 
closes, and another opens. We count our losses of the past year, noting new absences at 
the holiday table. And we remember people we have loved and lost over a lifetime, 
names and faces that live in our memories. As our new year begins, we do not know what 
will be, who will live and who will die and when our time will come. 
 
Yet there is hope in the power of remembrance. If we remember, we too may be 
remembered. If we love, we too may be loved. We who are alive with blood in our veins, 
air in our lungs, and light in our eyes, we live for ourselves and for others. 
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Listen - Sheem’oo - wumc 

SHE-M'-OO SHE-M'-OO O-HA-VAY A-HA-VA 

KEE-R'-OO KEE-R'-OO MO-SHEE-AY Y'-SHOO-A      

KEE AYN Y'-SHOO-A B'-LEE A-HA-VA   

OH A-HA-VA A-HA-VA KAYN T'-HEE 

Listen now, you lovers of love. 
Hear this, you seekers of happiness 
There is no happiness without love.  

Rabbi Sherwin T. Wine 

  

“The Summer Day” 

Who made the world? 
Who made the swan, and the black bear? 
Who made the grasshopper? 
This grasshopper, I mean – 
the one who has flung herself out of the grass, 
the one who is eating sugar out of my hand, 
who is moving her jaws back and forth instead of up and down – 
who is gazing around with her enormous and complicated eyes. 
Now she lifts her pale forearms and thoroughly washes her face. 
Now she snaps her wings open, and floats away. 
 

I don’t know exactly what a prayer is. 
I do know how to pay attention, how to fall down 
into the grass, how to kneel down in the grass, 
how to be idle and blessed, how to stroll through the fields, 
which is what I have been doing all day. 
 

Tell me, what else should I have done? 
Doesn’t everything die at last, and too soon? 
Tell me, what is it you plan to do 
with your one wild and precious life? 

Mary Oliver 
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And Perhaps - V’oolai - ylwaw 
  

V’-OO-LAI LO HA-YOO HA-D’-VA-REEM  
                                                      MAY-O-LAM 
V’-OO-LAI LO HISH-KAM-TEE EEM  
                             SHA-KHAR LA-GAN 
L’-AV-DOE B’-ZAY-AT AH-PIE? 
  
MAY-O-LAM B’-YA-MEEM AH-ROO-KEEM  
                       V’-YOK-DEEM SHEL KA-TSEER 
BEEM-ROW-MAY AH-GA-LA  
                             AH-MOO-SAT AH-LOO-MOT 
LO NA-TA-TEE KO-LEE B’-SHEER? 
  
MAY-O-LAM LO TA-HAR-TEE  
                               BEET-KHEH-LET SHOK-TA 
OO-V’-TOME SHEL KEE-NEH-RET SHEH-LEE 
HOY KEE-NEH-RET SHEH-LEE 
HEH-HA-YEET OH KHA-LAM-TEE KHALOM? 

 

 

And perhaps these things have never been, 
And perhaps I have not risen with the dawn and gone to the garden, 

To work it with the sweat of my brow. 
  

Never in the long hot days of the harvest, 
From the top of a wagon piled with sheaves, 

Have I given my voice to song? 
  

Never have I been cleansed by the quiet blue, 
And the purity of my Kineret. Oh, my Kineret, 

Are you real, or have I dreamt a dream? 
  

   Rahel (tr. Rabbi Daniel Friedman) 
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Over the last few days, I have been able to see my life as from a great altitude, as a sort of 
landscape, and with a deepening sense of the connection of all of its parts. This does not 
mean I am finished with life. 

On the contrary, I feel intensely alive, and I want and hope in the time that remains to 
deepen my friendships to say farewell to those I love, to write more, to travel if I have the 
strength, to achieve new levels of understanding and insight. 

This will involve audacity, clarity and plain speaking; trying to straighten my accounts 
with the world. But there will be time, too, for some fun (and even some silliness, as 
well)…. 

There will be no one like us when we are gone, but then there is no one like anyone else, 
ever. When people die, they cannot be replaced. They leave holes that cannot be filled, 
for it is the fate – the genetic and neural fate – of all human beings to be unique 
individuals, to find their own paths, to live their own lives, to die their own deaths. 

I cannot pretend I am without fear. But my predominant feeling is one of gratitude. I have 
loved and been loved; I have been given much and I have given something in return; I 
have read and traveled and thought and written.…. 

Above all, I have been a sentient being, a thinking animal, on this beautiful planet, and 
that in itself has been an enormous privilege and adventure. 

Oliver Sacks (gender neutralized) 
 
 

  



5 
 

Who Is the Person—Mee Ha-Ish- cyah ym 

MEE HA-ISH HEH-KHA-FETZ KHA-YEEM 

OH-HAYV YA-MEEM LEER-OT TOV 

N’-TSUR L’-SHON-KHA MAY-RA 

OO-S’-FA-TAY-KHA MEE-DA-BER MIR-MA 

SUR MAY-RA VA-AH-SAY TOV 

BA-KESH SHA-LOM V’-ROAD-FAY-HU 

ָהִאיׁש, ֶהָחֵפץ ַחִּיים; -ִמי  
 ֹאֵהב ָיִמים, ִלְראֹות טֹוב. 

 ְנֹצר ְלׁשֹוְנ ֵמָרע; 
, ִמַּדֵּבר ִמְרָמה.   ּוְׂשָפֶתי

טֹוב;  - סּור ֵמָרע, ַוֲעֵׂשה  
 ַּבֵּקׁש ָׁשלֹום ְוָרְדֵפהּו. 

 

Who is the person  
Who desires life,  
Who loves all his days  
To see good? 

Guard your tongue  
From evil,  
And your lips  
From speaking deceit. 

Turn away from bad  
And do good. 
Seek peace  
And pursue it. 

Psalm 34:14-15 

 

“Autumn Speaks” 

Out of doors, the colors of bright autumn and the bright sun tell of the beauty of that 
which dies, but always comes again.  

They speak directly to the heart of the eternal which outlives all moments and yet 
lives only in them.  

Outlives all forms, yet comes again in them as in ourselves. It is said that there is nothing 
new in the world, no thoughts, even, which others have not thought.  

Yet every thought is new to him who for himself thinks it for the first time. Each 
miracle of life is also rebirth, life born again, though every individual be new, 
existing from his birth for his first time.  

Life in each one, as in the leaf and flower, accepts and yet cheats death. There is a 
sadness in the autumn leaf: I feel a sorrow that its beauty dies.  

And I feel its message for the lives of those, as of myself, whom I have known 
and loved.  

The leaf comes not again, though other leaves and flowers will bloom, and other lives, 
richer that we have been, shall take our place.  

Perhaps the autumn teaches us a wiser grace through which we live, by learning 
to let go.  

Robert T. Weston 
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Soloist Selection 

 

“Enduring” 
 

Like awakening after a long illness 
to find your health stole back in while you slept, 
your sorrow, in its time, will retreat, 
and the knowledge you carried all along 
will re-emerge, whole and cleansed. 
 
One day you will not thrash in the too-bright light, 
looking for a corner in which to close your eyes. 
One morning the weight will not be there  
beneath your eyelids, the first thing you wake up to; 
it will not settle on your tongue like a lump of salt. 
 
And because you have stayed this long 
unrelenting, in the unrelenting world, 
you know that time, though imperfect, 
is diligent, and wrestles down grief, 
 
and that all things are born small 
and grow large — 
except grief, which is born large 
and grows small. 

Marcia Falk 
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Memories of Love 

AH-NOO NO-LA-DEEM OO MEE-YAD 
MAT-KHEEL LIS-ROF V’-KHAKH  
AD SHEH-HEH-AH-SHAN K’-AH-SHAN YIKH-LEH 

 

We are born and immediately begin to be consumed until the smoke, as smoke, ends. 

Yehuda Amichai 

  

At times, devout members of religions that affirm an afterlife are tempted to say that the 
deceased is “in a better place — living a better life in a better world”; or they are tempted 
to suggest that there must be some sin or error or judgment that has brought this fate upon 
the victim. Such persons cannot tolerate the thought that what has happened is 
unjustified, for it violates their deepest principles about good and evil, reward and 
punishment. They need somehow to internally rationalize and justify a reality in order to 
bring the world back to proper equilibrium. 
 
The Jewish laws of bereavement, so exquisitely tuned to the needs of the mourners, 
stipulate that the shiva visitor should not speak until the mourner speaks. I had always 
thought that the point of that precept was to ensure that the conversation would flow to 
the place the mourner needs it to reach. But I now understand that the halachah [law] 
enjoining the comforting visitor to hold back in silence serves a different function: to 
caution against offering a rationale for the decree of death. The deeper human religious 
response is to be silent, to live with the contradiction, and to affirm that we need not force 
meaning into tragedy. Sometimes the deepest response of love is to be silent. 

 
Blu Greenberg 

 

Instrumental 
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The last word has not been spoken 

The last sentence has not been written, 
The final verdict is not in. 

It is never too late 
To change my mind, 
My direction, 

To say no to the past 
And yes to the future 
To offer remorse 
To ask and give forgiveness 
 

It is never too late 
To start over again 
To feel again, 

To love again, 
To hope again. 

It is never too late to alter my world, 
not by magic incantations  
or by manipulations of the cards  
or deciphering the stars. 
 
But by opening myself  
to curative forces buried within,  
to hidden energies,  
the powers in my interior self. 
 
In sickness and in dying, it is never too late. 

Living I teach, 
Dying I teach, 

how I face pain and fear, 
Others observe me, children, adults, 

students of life and death, 
Learn from my bearing, my posture,  

my philosophy. 
Rabbi Harold Schulweis 
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Eshet Chayil – Woman of Valor – lyj tca 

EY-SHET KHA-YEEL MEE YIM-TSA 

V’-RA-KHOK MIP-NEE-NEEM MIKH-RA 

ֵאֶׁשת־ַחִיל ִמי ִיְמָצא  
ְוָרֹחק ִמְּפִניִנים ִמְכָרּה׃

Our heart does safely trust in her, she does good all the days of her life. 
Many women have done valiantly, you have surpassed them all. 

Composed by Rabbi Daniel Friedman, in memory of his wife Felice 
 

Text: Proverbs 31.Translation of Hebrew: “A woman of valor, who can find, her worth is above rubies.” 

  

 

“Beannacht / Blessing” 

On the day when 
the weight deadens 
on your shoulders 
and you stumble, 
may the clay dance 
to balance you. 
And when your eyes 
freeze behind 
the grey window 
and the ghost of loss 
gets in to you, 
may a flock of colours, 
indigo, red, green, 
and azure blue 
come to awaken in you 
a meadow of delight. 
 

When the canvas frays 
in the currach of thought 
and a stain of ocean 
blackens beneath you, 
may there come across the waters 
a path of yellow moonlight 
to bring you safely home  

May the nourishment of the earth be yours, 
may the clarity of light be yours, 
may the fluency of the ocean be yours, 
may the protection of the ancestors be 
yours. 
And so may a slow 
wind work these words 
of love around you, 
an invisible cloak 
to mind your life. 

John O'Donohue  
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And You Shall Love - V’ahavta - tbhaw 

V’-A-HAV-TA L’-RAY-A-KHA KA-MO-KHA 

And you shall love your neighbor as yourself. 
 Leviticus 19:18 

 
After a while, you learn the subtle difference  
Between holding a hand and chaining a soul.  
And you learn that love doesn’t mean security.  
And you learn that kisses aren’t contracts,  
And presents weren’t promises.  
 
And you begin to accept your defeats  
With your head up and your eyes open,  
With the grace of a woman or a man,  
Not the grief of a child.  
 
And you learn to build all your roads on today,  
Because tomorrow’s ground is too uncertain,  
And futures have a way of falling down in mid-flight.  
 
After a while, you learn that even sunshine burns,  
If you ask too much.  
So you plant your own garden and decorate your own soul  
Instead of waiting for someone to bring you flowers,  
And you learn that you really can endure,  
And that you really are strong,  
And that you really have worth.  
 
And you learn, and you learn…  
With every goodbye, you learn  

 
From the Scroll of Remembrance, Congregation Beth Ahavah, 1994 
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Recitation of Memorial Names 

 

Instrumental 

 

In the rising of the sun and in its going down, 
we remember them. 

In the blowing of the wind and in the chill of winter,  
we remember them. 
 

In the opening of the buds and in the rebirth of spring,  
we remember them. 

In the blueness of the sky and in the warmth of summer,  
we remember them. 
 

In the rustling of leaves and in the beauty of autumn,  
we remember them. 

In the beginning of the year and when it ends,  
we remember them. 
 

When we are weary and in need of strength,  
we remember them. 

When we are lost and sick at heart,  
we remember them. 
 

When we have joys we yearn to share,  
we remember them. 

So long as we live, they too shall live, for they are now a part of us, as  
we remember them. 

 
Jack Reimer and Sylvan D. Kamens 
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The Light of Life - Or HaKhieyeem - \yyjh rwa 

YAR-EH OR HA-SHA-LOM 
BEE-NAH EH-MET HA-VA-NAH 
LOO NO-HAV OR HA-KHIE-YEEM 

 

 May the light of peace reveal wisdom, truth, and understanding. 
May we cherish the light of life. 

Felice Friedman 

  

Message 

 

Concluding Service 

The day fades, the year begins. 

The past ten days have been a chance to change our course, to correct mistakes, to 
understand more about ourselves and our life. Asking deep questions of mortality, 
happiness, and meaning helps us to be better people. The more we become who we want 
to be, the stronger our connections to other people will grow. 

We now prepare to enter the rest of the year. These next fifty weeks will offer new 
opportunities for introspection and self-correction, and the pattern we start today will 
help us as we move forward. Let us start well, let us start here, and let us start together. 

 

Behold How Good - Hinnay Ma Tov - bwf hm hnh 

HIN-NAY MA TOV OO-MA-NA-YEEM 

SHEH-VET A-KHEEM GAM YA-KHAD 

Behold, how good and how pleasant it is 
For brothers and sisters to dwell together. 

        Psalm 133:1 
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The day fades, the year begins. 

On Rosh Hashana, we call to the shofar, and the shofar calls to us. On Yom Kippur, we 
call to ourselves, and we call to each other. 

The shofar’s last blast has a lasting echo. It hangs in the air, fixing itself in our memory 
and reminding us of our promises and commitments. We will do justice. We will seek 
truth. We will be caring and honest and pursue our best selves. Those who hear the shofar 
call are committed to living better and being better. 

As we leave this place to enter the Jewish New Year, let us wish each other all that is 
good and sweet in life. 

Congregation: 
 On Yom Kippur, we call to ourselves. On Yom Kippur, we call to each other. 

 
 

T’kee-ah         
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Peace Be with You 

Peace be with you wherever you go 
Peace be with you whatever you do 
Peace be with you ‘til we meet again 
Peace be with you my friend. 

  
Love be with you wherever you go 
Love be with you whatever you do 
Love be with you ‘til we meet again 
Love be with you my friend. 

Joy be with you wherever you go 
Joy be with you whatever you do 
Joy be with you ‘til we meet again 
Joy be with you my friend. 
  
Shalom aleychem shalom shalom 
Shalom aleychem shalom shalom 
Shalom aleychem shalom shalom  
Shalom aleychem shalom! 

 
 Anne Bartenfeld-Barrows, adapted by Rabbi Daniel Friedman 
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