Yom Kippur Service for Healing and Hope

תְ פִילַת חוֹלִים וְתִ ְקוָה
Hinei Mah Tov (Ps. 133)
Open the door
Open your eyes
Open your heart
see what’s inside
Lay down your walls
Lay down your fears
Lean into love
You are welcome here
Maker of day
Maker of night
Feed me with song
Let me be your light

ַאחים ּגַם־ ָיֽחַד׃
֣ ִ ַה־ּטֹוב ּומַה־ּנ ִ ָ֑עים ֶ ׁ֖שבֶת
֭ ה ִֵּנ֣ה מ
Hinei mah tov umah-naim shevet achim gam-yachad

There are times when each of us is sick with the world
And life weighs upon us like a heavy boulder
We cannot imagine any good or happy thought
We sink further and deeper into the pit of our despairs.
There are times when each of us feels sorely hurt
The very thing we love the most has been taken away
We feel empty, we feel alone, we are afraid.
There are moments all human beings share
When their hearts sink and their minds entertain the worst
Fear assails us all, we tremble and shake at problems facing us.
At these times a little voice from within us rouses us
Often waiting until we reach the very brink of despair
At first nothing more than a whisper,
It tells us that we can indeed prevail.
This little voice abiding in each of us is - hope.
It is not logical or even reasonable!
It is our heart telling our head that we cannot surrender
For to give in to the trials of life is to let them win over us.
From a whisper, hope grows slowly
First in a moderate tone and finally to a roar
It supersedes fear, sorrow, and even despair.
It gives us the courage to try again.
Hope abides in each of us, giving us the energy to survive.
It gives us the strength to turn to God and offer praise and thanks.

Blind
I am blind to the life that’s right beside me.
I am blind to the light that shines before me.
I am blind to the shadows all around me
to the absence of blessings that are right before my eyes
Ana Adonai, pokeiach ivrim - Please God, open my eyes
I am blind and I can hear the world around me
I am blind and I can feel the strength inside me
I am blind and I can speak of hope and blessing
Of the beauty in our world that sings before my eyes (Charlie Kramer)
Ana Adonai, pokeiach ivrim - Please God, open my eyes
I am blind to the goodness of my neighbors
I am blind to the wonder every day
I am blind to the light just in the distance
Begging me to find hope in the darkness of the night
Ana Adonai, pokeiach ivrim - Please God, open my eyes

Asher Yatzar - Blessing for the Body
I thank you for my life, body and soul
Help me realize I am beautiful and whole
I’m perfect the way I am and a little broken too
I will live each day as a gift I give to you

ּבָרּוְך אַּתָ ה י ְהֹוָה רֹופֵא כָל־ ָּבׂשָר ּו ַמ ְפלִיא ַלעֲׂשֹות
Baruch atah Adonai rofei chol basar u’mafli la-asot

A confession of sins for healing
For the sins we have committed by abusing our bodies; with food, with alcohol,
with tobacco, with fatigue, with stress.
For the sin we have committed by taking our wellness for granted.
For the sin we have committed by remaining silent while those we love hurt
themselves.
For the sin we have committed by shutting out the pleas of those who love us while
we hurt ourselves.
For the sin we have committed by reaching for easy labels rather than investing in
deep understanding of struggles and challenges
For the sin we have committed by allowing our discomfort with illness to keep us
from the side of those who need our presence most.
For the sin we have committed by failing to respond to our youth sufficiently when
they cry out in despair and fear.
For the sin we committed by shutting our eyes to those who exist alone in the
isolation of age and illness.
For the sin we have committed with our impatience with those who are depressed
or whose illness is chronic.
For the sin we have committed by asking how someone is feeling but not truly
listening for a response.
For the sin we have committed by assuming people are healthy even when their
appearance tells us they are not
For the sin we have committed by ignoring the blessing of our health
For all these sins, God of forgiveness, forgive us, pardon us, grant us atonement

 ַכּפֶּר לָנוּ, ְמחַל לָנוּ, ְסלַח לָנוּ, אֱלוֹ ַהּ ְסלִיחוֹת,ְועַל ֻכּלָּם
V’al kulam, Eloha selichot, s’lach lanu, m’chal lanu, kapeir lanu.

Broken Hearted (Ps. 147)

הַ ֥ לְלּו־ ָ֨יּה

Halleluyah

ְבֹותֽם׃
ָ ּורי ֵל֑ב ּו֝ ְמ ַח ֵּ֗בׁש ְל ַעּצ
ֵ ֣֭ ָהרֹפֵא ִלׁשְב
מֹונ֣ה ֭ ִמ ְסּפָר לַּכֹוכ ִ ָ֑בים ֝ ְל ֻכ ָּ֗לם ׁש ֵ֥מֹות יִק ָ ְֽרא׃
ֶ
Harofei lishvurei leiv um’chabeish l’atzvotam
Moneh mispar lakochavim l’chulam sheimot yikra
Healer of the broken hearted
binder of our wounds
Counter of the uncountable stars
You know who we are

Oh Guide My Steps
Oh guide my steps and help me find my way
I need your shelter now
Rock me in Your arms and guide my steps
And help me make this day
A song of praise to You
Rock me in your arms and guide my steps

ּופְרֹוׂש עָלֵ ֽינּו ֻסּכַת ׁשְלֹומֶ ָֽך
Ufros aleinu sukat shlomecha

Heal Us Now

ְרפָאֵ ֽנּו י ְהֹוָה ְונ ֵָרפֵא

R'faeinu Adonai v'neirafeh

ָׁשעָה
ֽ ֵ ִיעֽנּו ְונִּו
ֵ הֹוׁש

Hoshienu v'nivashei-ah

אֵל קָרֹוב ל ְׇכל־ק ְֹרָאיו

Eil karov l'chol korav

ִיר ָ ֣איו יִׁש ְ֑עֹו
ֵ ַ ֤אְך ק ָ֣רֹוב ל

Ach karov lirei-av yisho

We pray for healing of the body. We pray for healing of the soul
For strength of flesh and mind and spirit. We pray to once again be whole

אֵל נָא ְרפָ ֥א נָא

Eil na r'fana
Oh, please, heal us now
R'fu-at hanefesh u'r'fuat haguf

ּורפּוַאת הַּגּוף
ְ ְרפּוַאת ַהּנֶפֶׁש
ׁש ֵלמָה
ְ  ְרפּוָאה

R'fuah shleima
Heal us now
Hoshia et amecha

הֹוׁשיעָה אֶת־ ַע ֶּ֗מָך
ִ֤

uvareich et nachalatecha

ּוב ֵ ָ֥רְך אֶת־נַ ֲחל ֶ ָ֑תָך

Ureim v'naseim ad ha-olam
Mi shebeirach avoteinu
Mi shebeirach imoteinu
Ana Adonai hoshia na

ּׂש ֵ֗אם עַד־הָעֹולָ ֽם׃
ְ ַּו ְֽר ֵע֥ם ְ֝ונ
ׁשּב ֵַרְך אֲבותֵ ינּו
ֶ מִי
ׁשּב ֵַרְך אִמוֹתֵ ינּו
ֶ מִי
יע֥ה ָּנ֑א
ָ ׁש
ִ ֘ א ָָּנ֣א ֭ י ְהֹוָה הֹו

A Prayer for Health Care Workers
May the One who blessed our ancestors, bless all those who put themselves at risk
to care for the sick. Physicians and nurses and orderlies, technicians and home
health aides, EMTs and pharmacists. All who navigate the unfolding dangers of the
world each day to tend to those they have sworn to help.
Bless them in their coming home and bless them in their going out. Ease their fear.
Sustain them.
Source of all breath, healer of all beings, protect them and restore their hope.
Strengthen them, that they may bring strength; Keep them in health, that they may
bring healing. Help them know again a time when they can breathe without fear.
Bless the sacred work of their hands. May this plague pass from among us,
speedily and in our days.
Rabbi Ayelet Cohen, March 2020

Ahavnu (Rabbi Dalia Marx)
ָא ַהבְנוּ

ahavnu

We have loved

בּ ֵַרכְנוּ

beyrachnu

we have given blessing

גָ ַמלְנוּ ֶחסֶד

gamalnu chesed

we have performed loving deeds

דָ ַרשְׁנוּ אֱלוֹהִים

darashnu elohim

we have sought God’s presence

שׁבְנוּ
ַ ִה ְק

hikshavnu

we have listened attentively

וִיתַ רנוּ

vitarnu

we have given benefit of the doubt

זָכ ְַרנוּ טוֹב

zacharnu tov

we have remembered goodness

ִח ַבּקְנוּ

chibaknu

we have embraced

ִט ַפּלְנוּ

tipalnu

we have given care

י ַָרשְׁנוּ

yarashnu

we have inherited

ָכּ ַבשְׁנוּ יֵצֶר

kavashnu yetzer

we have subdued our urge to evil

תּוֹרה
ָ ָלמַדְ נוּ

lamadnu Torah

we have studied Torah

ָמ ַחלְנוּ

machalnu

we have forgiven

נוֹ ַעצְנוּ

no’atznu

we have sought advice

ִספּ ְַרנוּ

siparnu

we have shared our stories

ָעזַרנוּ

azarnu

we have rendered help

פָּתַ חְנוּ דֶ לֶת

patachnu delet

we have opened doors

ָצ ַחקְנוּ

tzachaknu

we have laughed

ק ֵַרבְנוּ

keravnu

we have brought others near

ָרקַדְ נוּ

rakadnu

we have danced

שַׁרנוּ

sharnu

we have sung

תָ ַמחְנוּ

tamachnu

we have given support.

For the laughter of the children,
For our life’s breath,
For the abundance of our lives.
For the clothes on our backs,
For our health,
And our wealth of blessings.
For this opportunity to be with our community
For the freedom to pray these words
Without fear,
In any language,
and for allowing us to make our way through this trying time and to now,
stand together as a community made stronger by having endured this
together. Thank You, God, for giving us all these. Amen
You’ll Never Walk Alone
(Rogers and Hammerstein)
When you walk through a storm

Walk on through the rain

Hold your head up high

Though your dreams be tossed and
blown

And don't be afraid of the dark
At the end of a storm
There's a golden sky
And the sweet silver song of a lark
Walk on through the wind

Walk on, walk on
With hope in your heart
And you'll never walk alone
You'll never walk alone

Kein Y’hi Ratzon
(Arian)
May we be safe.
May we be free.
May we find space,
space to just be.
Kein y’hi ratzon

כֵּן יְהִי ָרצוֹן

May we find our way back home

