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STANDING IN THE BREACH
לעמוד בפרצה



Eleh Ezkarah -  
"Hineni - Here I am: send me...”

Isaiah 6:8

Nachamu, Nachamu Ami, Yomar Eloheichem.

Comfort us, comfort us in our wilderness.
Comfort us as we struggle to take care of one another.
Comfort us, comfort us in our wilderness.
Comfort us as we struggle with this world



Something was different. Moses could sense it. For more than five weeks, Moses and the Holy One
had sat together, alone at the top of the mountain.  

In the months and years gone by, Moses had seen the sheer magnitude of God’s power and wrath.
And yet he had also witnessed God’s kindness and patience. Destructive plagues and a parted sea -
but now weeks of patient nurturing and instruction.

But now something changed. “Get down,” the Holy One said. “For your people, whom you
brought out of the land of Egypt, fashioned for themselves a Molten Calf and bowed low and
sacrificed to it, saying ‘This is your God, O Israel that brought you out of the Land of Egypt.’”

Moses could sense God’s anger rising, even as God held back in restraint. “Now let Me be, that My
anger may blaze forth against them, that I may destroy them and make of you a great nation.”

Moses could hardly believe his ears. He had seen how stiff-necked the people could be, how they
had threatened his own life on more than one occasion, how weak they were in body and mind and
soul. A Golden Calf? And yet, they were his people. 

He remembered back to his youth, how when he saw the injustice of a taskmaster beating an
innocent slave, his heart filled with compassion and indignation and he killed the taskmaster to
right the wrong. He remembered how when no one was willing to confront Pharaoh, he stepped
forward, time and again, in service to God and his people. 

He summoned all the courage he could find and stood up, stepping into the breach between the
Holy One and the people.  Always reticent to speak, Moses found his voice.

“Let not your anger blaze forth against Your people, whom You delivered from the land of
Egypt...” 

And God renounced the punishment...
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There are moments when each of us must confront our deepest selves.  What do we believe?  What
principles do we hold from which we must not waver? What values will we refuse to sacrifice?
When is it no longer just about me, my individual life, my cares and wants and concerns? When
does it become about something larger than myself?

Throughout our people’s wanderings there are moments when we are called to stand in the breach.
When everyone else is running away, there are those instead who run in. When everyone else backs
down, there are those who rise up. From Moses who stood up even to God to shield his people
from God’s wrath, to modern times, there are those who stormed the beaches, who marched for
freedom, who ran into towers shaken with fire and terror, who stand on the front lines and say: “I
will protect you.”

We are here today because of those throughout the ages who stepped forward to stand in the
breach, who heard a call rise from their core, from the storehouse of their values and principles and
answered as did the prophet Isaiah: “Hineni - Here I am. Send me.”  What they gave, how they
sacrificed, instills in us a measure of awe and wonder, anguish and appreciation. Rising in us, on
this Day of Atonement are the ultimate questions: “Who will you be? Where will you stand? Will
you hear the call? How will you answer?”

 
Nachamu, Nachamu Ami, Yomar Eloheichem.

In the aftermath of the Bar Kochba revolt, the Roman emperor Hadrian sought to expunge
Judaism and Jewish practice from his empire. He imposed draconian restrictions on Jewish life,
prohibiting the practice of Jewish ritual and the study of Jewish law. 

Rabbi Akiva would not be muted. A simple shepherd, Akiva began his studies at the age of 40. He
grew to be among the most revered sages of his day. Despite the Roman decree that forbade the
teaching and practice of Judaism, Akiva continued to teach and raise disciples.

Once, Akiva sat in the midst of a large crowd which had gathered to learn with him. His childhood
friend, Pappus ben Yehuda, had spent his life assimilating into Roman society. Pappus came and
asked why he would risk his life so boldly. Akiva replied that it were better to lose one’s life with
Torah than to lose one’s soul by abandoning Torah. For “it is your life and the length of your
days.” (Deuteronomy 30:20)

Just days later Akiva was taken into prison and a few days after that, Pappus himself was arrested
and imprisoned with Akiva. “Happy are you, Akiva,” he said, “that you have been taken for
occupying yourself with Torah! Woe to Pappus who was taken for busying himself with worthless
things!” (Berakhot 61b)

Akiva was taken out in the morning at the time of reciting the Shema. As his flesh was raked with
iron combs, his disciples asked, “Even now you sing praises to God?” He responded, “All my life I
have sought the meaning of B’chol Nafshecha -- love Adonai your God with all your -- soul. Now I
understand.” His voice rang out as he died, “Sh’ma Yisrael Adonai Eloheinu Adonai - “ and with his
last breath completed the watchwords of his faith and ours: “Echad.”
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Eleh Ezkarah V’Nafshi Alai Eshp’chah,
Al Koroteinu HaMarot Einai Zulgot Dimah.

These I recall, and my soul melts with sorrow;
For the bitter course of our history,
Tears pour from my eyes...

In the middle ages, the Inquisition sought to root out those who would not embrace Christianity.
Thousands of Jews were killed for refusing to abandon their faith. Others pretended to convert, but
remained Jews in secret. After the Jews were expelled from Spain in 1492, many fled to
neighboring Portugal, where they hid their Jewish identities.

Dona Gracia Nasi was born to a secret Jewish family in Portugal in 1510 and given the Spanish
name Beatrice de Luna. Her family became community leaders and despite their external
appearances, they held fast to their Jewish roots in secret, observing Shabbat, studying Jewish texts
and avoiding non-Kosher foods.

As the Inquistion grew stronger, her family fled to Antwerp. She married Francisco Mendes, also a
secret Jew, and together they built a strong and prosperous trading company.  When Francisco died
suddenly, Gracia took over the business, growing it into one of the most prominent trading
companies in the area. Keeping her Jewish identity hidden to maintain her business, Gracia’s heart
was tortured by the plight of Jews trapped by the Inquisition. 

Risking her life and her company, she built an “underground railroad” to help secret Jews escape
from Portugal and Spain over the Alps to Italy or the Balkans. Many secret Jews found
employment in Gracia’s warehouses and businesses until they could be dispatched to safety in Italy
or Turkey. Gracia’s agents instructed the fleeing Jews on which roads to use and in which inns it
was safe to stay. While she traded spices and gems, her business agents also ferried secret Jews
across borders along with the merchandise.

Eventually Gracia fled with her daughter to Italy, where for the first time in her life, she openly
proclaimed her Jewish identity. Finally she moved to Constantinople, where she was received
openly and warmly by the Sultan. Until her death, she continued to step forward to save her
persecuted people.
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SH'MA YISRAEL ELOHAY

K'sheHaLev Bocheh Rak Elohim Shome'a
HaKe'ev Oleh Mitoch HaNeshamah
Adam Nofel Lifnei SheHu Shoke'a
BiT'filah K'tanah Chotech Et HaD'mamah

Sh'ma Yisrael Elohai Ata HaKol Yachol
Natata Li Et Chayai Natata Li HaKol
Be'Enai Dim'a HaLev Bocheh BeSheket
U-Ch'SheHaLev Shotek HaNeshamah Zo'eket.
Sh'ma Yisrael Elohai Achshav Ani Levad
Chazek Oti Elohai Aseh Shelo Ef'chad
HaKe'ev Gadol Ve'Ein Le'an Livro'ach
Aseh SheYigamer Ki Lo Notar Bi Ko'ach.

HEAR ISRAEL MY GOD

When the heart cries only God hears
the pain rises out of the soul
a man falls down before he sinks down
with a little prayer (he) cuts the silence

Hear Israel my God, you're the omnipotent
you gave me my life, you gave me everything
in my eyes a tear, the heart cries quietly
and when the heart is quiet, the soul screams
Hear Israel my God, now I am alone
strengthen me my God; make it that I won't fear
the pain is big, and there's no where to run away
make it end, for no more strength is left within me



Henryk Goldszmit was the name of a baby boy born in the summer of 1878 to an assimilated
Jewish family in Warsaw, Poland. He took the pen-name Janusz Korczak at the age of 20 in a
literary competition - and it was the name he kept throughout his life.

Janusz grew to become a writer, a world-renowned educator, and a pediatrician. “Children are not
the people of tomorrow, but are people of today,” he wrote.  “They should be allowed to grow into
whoever they were meant to be. The unknown person inside of them is our hope for the future.”

Following his service as a military physician, he was trusted to head Dom Sierot, an orphan home
of his own design for Jewish children in Warsaw. As the Nazi noose tightened around Warsaw, the
Nazis forced the Jews inside the walls of the Ghetto.

Korczak, well known for his brilliant, forward-thinking educational philosophies, was offered
refuge multiple times but refused.  “You wouldn’t abandon your own child,” he would say to those
who had escape routes, safe houses and false papers ready for him.  Instead he spent his Warsaw
ghetto days begging for food, clothing and medicine for his children.  

So concerned was he for his children that in the most poignant, painful way did he prepare them
for what was to come.  A few weeks before their final outing, he had children in the orphanage
perform the play The Post Office.  It is about Amal, a dying boy confined to his bed in a dark
room, all while longing to wander among trees and flowers.

Why have the children perform this play, he was asked?  

He explained that the children saw themselves in Amal. By choosing such a sad play, he taught
them to learn to welcome the Angel of Death as calmly as Amal did in the play. 

Sobs filled the room as the play was performed. As lovingly as he prepared them for life, he felt
obligated to prepare them for death.
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On the 5th of August 1942, quietly without fuss or tears, the children formed two lines, dressed in
their best clothes, each holding a favorite book, toy or doll. 

Korczak wore his old army uniform and led the procession to the train platform - a boy in front
held up a flag bearing the Star of David on it.  One child held onto his pocket while he held two
others in his arms.  Quietly, they walked, a dozen members of his staff and 200 children. Together
they boarded the cattle car that would take them to Treblinka.

Oyfn Pripetchik Brent A Fayerl

Un In Shtub Iz Heys. 

Un Der Rebbe Lernt Kleyne Kinderlekh 

Dem “Alef-Bes”. 

Zet zhe Kinderlekh, 

Gedenkt'zhe, Tayere, 

Vos Ir Lernt Do. 

Zogt'zhe Nokhamol 

Un Take Nokhamol, 

Komets-Alef: Aw! 

On the stove, a small fire is burning,
And in the room it's warm,
And the rabbi is teaching small children
The Aleph - Bet.

See, children,
Remember, dear ones, what you learn here
Repeat and repeat one more time:
"Kamatz-Aleph - Aw!"

Stella Lempel and her mother arrived in Israel when the State of Israel was just four months old.
Their highest priority?  Finding Stella’s sister Hadassah.  

The last time they saw her they had said goodbye. Hadassah’s father had placed her with “The
Teheran Children” - 800 children of families who fled Poland to the Soviet Union during the war.
After a long, arduous journey that crossed through Iran, they finally reached Mandatory Palestine
in 1943.

Hebrew poet Natan Alterman wrote: “after they will grow old, they will always be ‘the Tehran
Children.’”

Stella remembered the difficult decision to send her sister away. “We were a close-knit family but
had no choice.  We loved Hadassah and wanted the best for her…Mother had the feeling she
would never see her daughter again.”
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Thirty-five of the Teheran Children did not grow old... thirty-five of the children fell in battle during
Israel’s War of Independence. Out of the ashes, they stepped forward to secure the birth of their
homeland, sacrificing their lives for the freedom of the new state.  Hadassah Lempel was one of
those thirty-five.  

Hadassah, known in Poland as Helinka, was just 14 years old when she arrived with the Teheran
Children in Palestine. She shared a Hebrew name with Queen Esther and paved a path to become
another heroine of the Jewish people.   

She enlisted in the Hagannah, the precursor of the IDF, but was frustrated that she was not on the
front lines. Ultimately she attained her dream of joining the elite fighters of the Palmach. In her
letters, she sought to comfort and reassure her family.

“Think about me for a moment and do not cry. Perhaps you will be proud of me sometime. I 
shall not bring shame upon you. I am sure that when you come we will have a homeland of our
own and a home of our own, that I have missed for so many years.”

When the new Jewish state was declared on May 14, 1948, the British vacated the Latrun police
station. The Jordanian Arab Legion took control of the strategic site overlooking the road from Tel
Aviv to Jerusalem. The first battle for the liberation of Latrun took place ten days later. A unit was
sent to breach the police station. The mission’s signal operator was Hadassah. She never
abandoned her radio headset. 

Menahem Talmi was at one of the posts above nearby. “I heard her voice, the clear, subdued voice
of a girl caught in the midst of the awful and hopeless battle… It was clear that she was already
speaking from the inevitable abyss and it was like needles piercing your flesh. And you’re sitting far
away… listening to the voice of some anonymous girl sent into the heart of the battle, not knowing
who she is, unable to help her, hoping that something will happen and she’ll be extricated from it.
But no such thing took place.”

A small photograph and a memorial over a grave were all that Stella and her mother found. And a
story of her sacrifice in the War of Independence.

Latrun was never captured until 1967’s Six-Day War. 

The main road to Jerusalem was then safe for travel. Today, Latrun, is not a place of despair but a
place of hope.  In those hills today are a monastery that shares the land with the village of Neve
Shalom / Wahat al-Salaam, a planned community where Arabs and Jews choose to live together for
the purpose of peace. 
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Chai
Shimu Echai

Ani Od Chai

U-Shtei Einai 

Od Nisaot LaOr

Rabim Chochai

Ach Gam Perachai

U-L’fanai Shanim Rabot Mispor

Ani Shoeil

U-Mitpalel

Tov Shelo Avdah 

Od HaTikvah.

Oved Mizmor

MiDor L’Dor

K’Mayan MeiAz V’Ad Olam

Ani Shoeil

U-Mitpalel

Tov Shelo Avdah 

Od HaTikvah.

CHORUS

Chai, Chai, Chai

Ken, Ani Od Chai

Zeh HaShir Shel Saba

Shar Etmol L’Aba

V’HaYom Ani ... Ani Od Chai!

Listen, my brothers, I'm still alive
And my two eyes are still raised to the light.
Many are my thorns, but also my flowers
And ahead of me are years too numerous to count.
I ask and I pray
It's good that hope was not yet lost.

A psalm passes from generation to generation
Like a spring from long ago, and on to eternity

I ask and I pray
It's good that hope was not yet lost.

CHORUS:
Alive, alive, alive - Yes, I'm still alive!
This is the song which grandfather
Sang yesterday to father-
And today I [sing]

I'm still alive, alive, alive.
The people of Israel live.
This is the song which grandfather
Sang yesterday to father
And today I [sing]!
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And in our day, there are those quiet heroes, those extraordinary individuals who step into the
breach, who are the first to respond, who place themselves on the front-lines.

In the scourge of today’s pandemic, they are the nurses and physicians, technicians and
paramedics, administrators and maintenance professionals, all who daily march into overcrowded
hospitals to treat the thousands upon thousands of the sick and dying.  They spend a few extra
minutes to heal the loneliness of a quarantined patient. They bring their personal phones to the
bedsides of those dying alone. 

Suzy Levy had served as a nurse at Sheba Hospital in Ramat Gan for more than four decades. She
had turned down offers of retirement - she was known to all as a woman of endless giving and
caring. Despite the risks she faced each day in the ear-nose-throat department, still she insisted on
giving care to those infected with the novel coronavirus. She too became infected, and died after 28
days on a ventilator.

Frank Gabrin knew from the time he was little that he wanted to be a doctor. “He loved being a
doctor and caring for others,” his brother Mike said. “He always put that first.”

As an ER physician, Frank chose always to work in hospitals that served underprivileged
communities. A two-time cancer survivor, his book Back From Burnout described how to overcome
what he called “compassion fatigue.” The words that greet you on his website proclaim: “I believe
caring for others should be the most emotionally rewarding job on the planet.”

As the COVID-19 pandemic began sweeping through New York area hospitals, Frank continued to
treat the most vulnerable. He expressed his frustration with the lack of personal protective
equipment, but still never ceased in giving care. He would wash his mask for days at a time, and
wore gloves that were too small for his hands.

On March 25, when he arrived home, he told his husband Angel, “Baby, something bad happened
tonight.” A coronavirus patient with whom Gabrin formed a deep connection had passed away. He
took a shower and cried. The next day they both had symptoms and went into quarantine. The
symptoms were mild over the weekend, but worsened on Monday. By Tuesday morning, he turned
to his husband and said, “Baby, I can’t breathe. Help me.”

“Inside the emergency, the angel of death is in the room,” he wrote. “The pressure is intense, yet
there is a calm, a peace, like being in the eye of the storm.”  For decades Frank was fascinated with
Jewish tradition and Kabbalah. His Facebook page is littered with posts wishing his friends a happy
Chanukah and Shabbat Shalom. He was inspired to use the middle name Pinchas - whose courage
and bravery, whose willingness to step into the breach, stemmed the spread of a plague.



In every generation, there were those who stepped forward and said, “I will take responsibility.”

I will take responsibility for caring for those more vulnerable than me who need my help.

I will take responsibility for ensuring the future of my people.
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I will take responsibility for advancing a moral vision that cannot be compromised.

And because of their courage and their conviction, because of their selflessness and sacrifice, we are
here today. 

And now the voices of those who come after us are calling. They are asking: will you take
responsibility for me? Will you stand in the breach and protect me?  Will you ensure that the moral
fabric of our society does not unwind, will you ensure that the chain of tradition will not be broken,
will you build for me the world I deserve?  

And in this new year 5781 we can answer: Hineni - here I am.  Send me.

If You’re Out There - by John Legend

If you hear this message, wherever you stand
I'm calling every woman, calling every man
We're the generation
We can't afford to wait
The future started yesterday and we're
already late

We've been looking for a song to sing
Searched for a melody
Searched for someone to lead
We've been looking for the world to change
If you feel the same
Then go on and say

If you're out there
Sing along with me
If you're out there
I'm dying to believe that you're out there
Stand up and say it loud
If you're out there
Tomorrow's starting now
Now, now

No more broken promises
No more call to war
Unless it's love and peace that 
we're really fighting for
We can destroy hunger
We can conquer hate
Put down the arms and raise your voice
We're joining hands today

Oh I was looking for a song to sing
I searched for a leader
But the leader was me
We were looking for the world to change
We can be heroes
Just go on and say

If you're out there
Sing along with me
If you're out there
I'm dying to believe that you're out there
Stand up and say it loud
If you're out there
Tomorrow's starting now
Now, now - Oh now, now
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Memorial Service

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 air, we remember them.

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

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

In the rustling of leaves and in the beauty of the fall, 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.

Esa Einai El-HeHarim MeiAyin Yavo Ezri

So long as we live, they too shall live, for they are now a part of us, as we remember them.
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Birth is a beginning and death a destination.
But life is a journey; a going, a growing from stage to stage.
From childhood to maturity and youth to age;
From innocence to awareness and ignorance to knowing
From foolishness to discretion and then, perhaps to wisdom;
From weakness to strength, or strength to weakness
and often back again;
From health to sickness; and back we pray to health again.
From offense to forgiveness, from loneliness to love,
from joy to gratitude, from pain to compassion,
and grief to understanding.
From fear to faith;
From defeat, to defeat, to defeat,
until, looking backward or ahead,
we see that victory lies,
not at some high place along the way,
but in having made the journey, stage by stage, a sacred pilgrimage.
Birth is a beginning and death a destination.
But life is a journey, 
a sacred pilgrimage made stage by stage
from birth to death
to life everlasting.

Psalm 23 -- 

Adonai, You are my shepherd, I shall not want.  You make me lie down in green pastures, lead me
beside still waters, and You restore my soul.  You guide me in straight paths for Your name’s sake.
Even when I walk in the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for You are with me.  Your
rod and Your staff; they comfort me.  You have set a table before me in the presence of my enemies.
You have anointed my head with oil; my cup runs over.  Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me
all the days of my life, and I shall dwell in God’s house, forever.
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If some messenger were to come to us with the offer that death should be overthrown, but
with the one inseparable condition that birth should also cease; if we who live today were
given the chance to live forever, but on the clear understanding that never again would
there be a child, or a youth, or first love, never again new persons with new hopes, new
ideas, new achievements; ourselves always and forever -- could the answer be in doubt?

Let us treasure the time we have, and resolve to use it well.  Let us live deliberately, and make each
moment count -- a chance to apprehend some truth, to experience some beauty, to conquer some evil, to
relieve some suffering, to love and be loved, to achieve something of lasting worth.  Help us to fulfill the
promise that is in each of us, so that, when we are gone, another generation will say:  our world is
better because, for a brief time, they lived.

Yesh Kochavim SheOram Magia Artzah
Rak Ka-Asher Hem Atzmam Avdu V’Einam.

Yesh Anashim Shaziv Zichram Meir
Ka-Asher Hem Atzmam Einam Od B’Tocheinu.

Orot Eleh HaMavhikim
B’Cheshkat HaLayil

Hem Hem SheMarim La’Adam Et HaDerech.

There are stars up above,
so far away we only see their light

long, long after the star itself is gone.
And so it is with people that we loved --

their memories keep shining ever brightly
though their time with us is done.

But the stars that light up the darkest night,
these are the lights that guide us.

As we live our days, these are the ways we remember.

-- Hannah Senesh
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Do you know how many memorial days there are 
for an Israeli family in a year?

Memorial day for the State,
And a memorial day for the Unit,
And of the Command, and of the School, and of the Village.

And the Memorial Days of mine.  What about them?
The day that he was born,
And the day he fell.
The day I saw him for the last time.

And what about the memorial moment,
When you passed by the tree that he fell from

when he was six years old?
And the similar moment when you saw in the street someone 
who studied with him in class,
and the memorial second because someone looks like him.

And the places, they are so trite and yet so awesome 
It is not only his gravesite; it’s the a monument of the Command
and the Memorial Board in his School.
Outside of this is the place he was killed -
In this land it is never too far from home.

And his place at the table,
And when guests and those invited
Are at the table
You always think
Whether to put out his plate.

And when they ask you in the government office or just "regularly"
How many children you have
What to answer?
3 or 4?

Meir Shalev
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From Ecclesiastes 3 -- 

For everything there is a season, 
a time for every experience under heaven.
A time to be born and a time to die,
A time to plant, and a time to uproot what is planted;
A time to tear down and a time to build up;
A time to weep and a time to laugh,
A time to grieve and a time to dance;
A time to throw stones and a time to gather stones,
A time to embrace and a time to refrain from embracing;
A time to seek and a time to lose,
A time to keep and a time to discard;
A time to tear and a time to sew,
A time to keep silence and a time to speak ...



God, this hour revives in us memories of loved ones who no longer walk among us.  We
think of all we shared in the time our lives were one.  We are reminded of the ongoing
presence of their absence.

What joy when, loving and loved, we lived our lives together.

Months or years may have passed, yet still we feel their presence inside and all around us.
Our hearts yearn for them.  Though the bitter intensity of grief has softened, a duller pain
remains, for we feel a gaping emptiness where once our souls were whole.
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The links of life have separated, but the links of love and longing can never be broken.

We see them now in the eye of memory, their faults forgiven, their virtues grown larger
than life.  So does goodness live, and weakness fade from sight.

We remember them with gratitude for all that was shared, and the legacy they left behind.

And we remember, as well, the men and women who were, but yesterday, a part of our
congregation and community....  

To all who cared for us, and labored for the well-being of our people and of humanity, we
pay tribute.

May we prove worthy of carrying on the tradition of our people and our covenant with God, for
now the task is ours.

In gratitude, then, for all the blessings of loved ones and friends, we dedicate ourselves
anew to the sacred faith for which they lived and died, and to the tasks they have
bequeathed to us.

As we recall them now, let us find meaning in having shared a part of our lives with them, and
comfort in the sacred gift of memory.

Silent Remembrance -- 

Prayer in memory of a departed father:

Yizkor Elohim Nishmat Aba Mori ______________________ 
SheHalach L'Olamo.  T'hei Nafsho Tzrurah Bitzrur HaChayim Im Nishmat Avraham, Yitzchak,
V'Ya-akov, Sarah Rivka, Leah, V'Rachel, V'Im Sh'ar Tzadikim V'Tzidkaniyot SheMe-Uchadim Im HaEl
HaKadosh, V'Nomar Amen.

May God remember the soul of my departed father _____________ who has gone to his
eternal rest.  May he be at one with the One who is life eternal along with the souls of
Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; Sarah, Rebecca, Leah, and Rachel, and all other righteous men
and women who are at one with the Holy One of Blessing, and let us say, Amen.

15



Prayer in memory of a departed mother:

Yizkor Elohim Nishmat Imi Morati _______      ___________
SheHalacha L'Olama.  T'hei Nafsha Tzrurah Bitzrur HaChayim Im Nishmat Avraham, Yitzchak,
V'Ya-akov, Sarah Rivka, Leah, V'Rachel, V'Im Sh'ar Tzadikim V'Tzidkaniyot SheMe-Uchadim Im HaEl
HaKadosh, V'Nomar Amen.

May God remember the soul of my departed mother _____________ who has gone to her
eternal rest.  May she be at one with the One who is life eternal along with the souls of
Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; Sarah, Rebecca, Leah, and Rachel, and all other righteous men
and women who are at one with the Holy One of Blessing, and let us say, Amen.

Prayer in memory of a departed spouse:

Yizkor Elohim Nishmat Ishi / Ishti  _______________ 
SheHalach / SheHalacha L'Olama.  T'hei Nafsho / Nafsha Tzrurah Bitzrur HaChayim Im Nishmat
Avraham, Yitzchak, V'Ya-akov, Sarah Rivka, Leah, V'Rachel, V'Im Sh'ar Tzadikim V'Tzidkaniyot
SheMe-Uchadim Im HaEl HaKadosh, V'Nomar Amen.

May God remember the soul of my departed husband/wife _____________ who has gone
to his/her eternal rest.  May he/she be at one with the One who is life eternal along with
the souls of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; Sarah, Rebecca, Leah, and Rachel, and all other
righteous men and women who are at one with the Holy One of Blessing, and let us say,
Amen.
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Prayer in memory of a departed child

Yizkor Elohim Nishmat B’ni / Biti  _______________ SheHalach / SheHalacha L'Olama.  T'hei Nafsho /
Nafsha Tzrurah Bitzrur HaChayim Im Nishmat Avraham, Yitzchak, V'Ya-akov, Sarah Rivka, Leah,
V'Rachel, V'Im Sh'ar Tzadikim V'Tzidkaniyot SheMe-Uchadim Im HaEl HaKadosh, V'Nomar Amen.

May God remember the soul of my departed son / daughter _____________ who has gone
to his/her eternal rest.  May he/she be at one with the One who is life eternal along with
the souls of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; Sarah, Rebecca, Leah, and Rachel, and all other
righteous men and women who are at one with the Holy One of Blessing, and let us say,
Amen.

Prayer in memory of a parent who was hurtful:

The parent I remember was not kind to me. His/her death left me with a legacy of unhealed
wounds, of anger and of dismay that a parent could hurt a child as I was hurt.

Help me, O God, to subdue bitter emotions that do no good, to find that place in myself
where happier memories may lie hidden, and where grief for all that could have been, all
that should have been, may be calmed by forgiveness, or at least soothed by the passage of
time.

May You, who raise up slaves to freedom, liberate me from the oppression of hurt and
anger, and lead me toward a healing of spirit that will allow me to move forward to peace.

Prayer in memory of other loved ones:

Yizkor Elohim Nishmat Z'keinai U-Z'keinotai, Dodai V'Dodotai, Achai V'Achyotai, V'Kulam
Shehem Etzli B'Nishmatai SheHalachu L'Olamam.  T'hyena Nafshotam Tzrurot Bitzrur
HaChayim Im Nishmat Avraham, Yitzchak, V'Ya-akov, Sarah Rivka, Leah, V'Rachel, V'Im
Sh'ar Tzadikim V'Tzidkaniyot SheMe-Uchadim Im HaEl HaKadosh, V'Nomar Amen.
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May God remember the souls of my departed grandfathers and grandmothers, uncles and
aunts, brothers and sisters, and all who are with me in my soul, who have gone to their
eternal rest.  May they be at one with the One who is life eternal along with the souls of
Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; Sarah, Rebecca, Leah, and Rachel, and all other righteous men
and women who are at one with the Holy One of Blessing, and let us say, Amen.

May God remember forever our brothers and sisters among the Children of Israel who gave
their lives for the Sanctification of God's Holy Name.

May they be at one with the One who is life eternal.  May the beauty of their lives shine for
evermore and may my life always bring honor to their memory.  Amen.



(Please Rise)

El Malei Rachamim, Shochen Bamromim, HaM'tzei Menuchah Nechonah Tachat Kanfei HaShechinah,
Im Kedoshim U-Tehorim, K'Zohar HaRakia Mazhirim, L'Nishmot Yakirenu Shehalchu L'Olamam.  Ba'al
HaRachamim Yastireihem, B'Seter K'nafav L'Olamim.  V'Yitzrur Bitzrur HaChayim Et Nishmatam.
Adonai Hu Nachalatam.  V'Yanuchu B'Shalom, Al Mishkavam.  V'Nomar Amen.

O God, full of compassion, You who dwell in the heights and in the depths, grant perfect
rest under the wings of your sheltering presence to our loved ones who have joined the holy
and pure ones whose light shines forth from the heavens.  Master of mercy, let them find
refuge forever in the shadow of your wings, and let their souls be bound up in the bonds of
everlasting life.  Adonai, you are their inheritance.  May they rest in peace.  And let us say,
Amen.
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It is a fearful thing to love
what death can touch

A fearful thing to love,
hope, dream: to be –
to be, and oh! to lose.

A thing for fools, this, and
a holy thing,
a holy thing to love.

For 
your life has lived in me,
your laugh once lifted me,
your word was gift to me.

To remember this brings painful joy.

‘Tis a human thing, love,
a holy thing, 
to love
what death has touched.

- Chaim Stern

Yitgadal V'Yitkadash Sh'mei Raba.  B'Alma Di-V'ra Chirutei V'Yamlich Malchutei B'Chayeichon
U-V'Yomeichon U-V'Chayei D'Chol-Beit Yisrael, Ba-agala U-Vi-z'man Kariv V'Imru Amen.

Y'Hei Sh'mei Raba M'Vorach L'Olam U-L'Almei Almaya.

Yitbarach V'Yishtabach V'Yitpa-ar V'Yitromam V'Yitnasei, V'Yithadar V'Yitaleh V'Yithalal Sh'mei
D'Kud-sha B'rich Hu.  L'Eila Min Kol Birchata V'Shirata, Tushb'chata V'Nechemata Da-Amiran B'Alma
V'Imru Amen.

Y'Hei Sh'lama Raba Min Sh'maya V'Chayim Aleinu V'Al Kol Yisrael V'Imru Amen.

Oseh Shalom Bimromav Hu Ya-aseh Shalom, Aleinu V'Al Kol Yisrael V'Imru Amen.
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May the One who makes peace in the High Heavens, make peace for us and for all Israel.
And say, Amen.
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L’ SHANAH TOVA
We wish you a year of 
health, happiness and 

many blessings.  




