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OPENING SONGS   A1

Let all those that seek you rejoice and be glad.  With open ears we take in the joy of                           
music,  the delight of poetry and  the simplest songs of  daily life. For all these                                     
blessings we are filled with gratitude. We are also thankful for poets,  musicians,                     
parents prophets and teachers. Grateful are we for the long line of holy people  from                      
the East and the West who teach us to listen f or the echo of  your divine voice.

1.Ve 'asu li mikdash veshachanti betocham. 

Va 'anachnu nevarech yah me 'atah ve 'ad olam, 
haleluyah

.וְע45ָ לִי מ01ִָ. וְ.ָכַנְ*ִי 'ְת$כָם

וַאֲנַחְנ4 נְבָ=ְ יָ: מֵעַ*ָה וְעַד
.ע$לָם הַלְל4 יָ:

Oh Lord prepare me to be a sanctuary pure and holy tried and true
With thanksgiving I 'll be a living sanctuary for you

2.   Beth Joy ''  '  s Nigun: Psalm 70                                                   3.  Ayshet Chayil: Proverbs 31
              music © Cantor Linda                                                                                                music © R. Glazer                                   

מְב1ַ.ֶיָ-Eָל  'ְָ ,י5ִָי45 וְי5ְִמְח4                            Tnu lah (2) mipri yadeha

yasisu v'yismechu b 'cha kol m'vak-she-cha                    Vihaleluhah (2) vihalelu ma'asehah  

 Rejoice in those who seek you וִיהַלְל4הָ  מַע5ֲֶיהָ ָהמHְIִי יGָי ,לָ:-*ְנ4  
Praise the work of her hands

4. YEDID NEFESH

Yedid Nefesh ahv ha-rachaman          ָאב ָהַרֲחָמן   ִדיד נֶֶֽפשְי ,                                                                       
m'shoch av'd 'cha el r 'tzo·necha               ְמׁשֹוְך ַעְבדְְּך ֶאל־ְרצֹונֶָֽך                                                        
Ya··rutz av'd 'cha k 'mo ah··yal,               ָירּוץ ַעְבדְָּך כְּמֹו ַאיָּל                                                           
yish'ta·chaveh el mul hada·recha        ִישְׁתֲַּחֶוה ֶאל מּול ֲהָדרֶָֽך

5.Psalm 99: Exalt the Eternal Power  and worship at the mountain of holiness 
Ro·m'mu,  Adonai eloheynu                             4הֵינ4 ,ר$מְמLֱיְהוָה א ,                                         
v-hish'tacha· l-har kod 'sho                              4וְהִ.ְ*ַחֲו, .NO לְהַר                                                
ki kadosh Ki kadosh  Adonai eloheynu       ד$שO ִיE   4הֵינLֱר$מְמ4 יְהוָה א            

6.	Psalm	95:			Singing to you erupting into shouting, coming gracefully before you here   
aQrming with words the music of our mouths                 																																																																				
L ''''chu n'ran'nah (3)     l '''Adonai,                                   
Nari-ah (2)                                                                            
L' tzur yishey-nu                                                               
'N' kad ma fanav btodah                                                
Nariah nariah l 'tsur yisayn                             
Bizmirot nari ah lo

ַליהָוה ְלכּו ְנַרנְָּנה             

         ָנִריָעה  ( 2)    

ְנַקדְָּמה ָפָניו בְּתֹוָדה ִישְֵׁענּו  ְלצּור   

ָנִריַע לֹו בְִּזִמרֹות ִישְֵׁענּו   ְלצּור  )2(  ָנִריָעה      
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       Opening Readings Before Candlelighting                  

ּבָרּו; אַּתָה ַאדֹנָי א>ֵהינּו ֶמֶל; ָהעֹוָלם ֲאֶׁשר ִקְּדָׁשנּו ְּבִמְצֹוָתיו וְִצָּונּו ְלַהְדִליק נֵר ֶׁשל ַׁשָּבת  

1.On Prayer  by Mary Oliver                                                     2. SHABBAT MOMENT by Marge Piercy

I don’t know where prayers go, or what they do.
Do cats pray, while they sleep                                                 
half asleep in the sun? 
Does the opossum pray as it crosses the street?
The sunflower? The old black oak                                         
growing older every year?
I know I can walk through the world,
along the shore or under the trees,
With my mind filled with things                                                
of little importance, in full self-attendance.                  
A condition I can’t really call being alive.
Is a prayer a gift, or a petition, or does it matter?
The sunflowers blaze, maybe that’s their way.
Maybe the cats are sound asleep. Maybe not. 
While I was thinking this                                                              
I happened to be standing
Just outside my door, with my notebook open,
Which is the way I begin every morning.
Then a wren in the privet began to sing.
He was positively drenched in enthusiasm,
I don’t know why. And yet, why not.
I wouldn’t persuade you                                                          
from whatever you believe
Or whatever you don’t. That’s your business. 
But I thought, of the wren’s singing                                    
what could this be if it isn’t a prayer?                                  
So I just listened, my pen in the air

A scarf trailing over the lilac sunset                                    
fair weather clouds, cirrus uncinus                                     
silk chi!on. Twilight softens the air
whispering, come, lie down with me.                                      
Untie the knots of the will. 
Loosen your clenched grip,                                                            
barren hills of bone
Here, no edges to hone,                                                               
only the palm fallen open
as a rose about to toss its petals.
What you have made,
what you have spoiled, let go

Let twilight empty the crowded rooms                  
quiet the jostling colors
to hues of swirling water pearls of fog.
This is the time for letting time go
like a released balloon dwindling.
Tilt your neck and let your face                                             
open to the sky
like a pond catching light                                                 
drinking the darkness
.

3. Let Us Light Candles For Peace
Two mothers, one plea:
Now, more than ever, during these days                                                                                                                                        
of so much crying,
Let us light a candle in every home – for peace:
A candle to illuminate our future, face to face,
A candle across borders, beyond fear.
From our family homes and houses of worship
Let us light each other up,
Let these candles be a lighthouse to our spirit
Until we all arrive at the sanctuary of peace.
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4. We Give Thanks for the Ones Who O!er Prayers by Trisha Arlin

We give thanks for the ones who take action.
We cannot heal the world without both,
We must pray AND we must do.
 
When so many people
Have vanished into the darkness
We light these candles 
And say the blessings
For those who are homeless and hungry.
We pray for those who are lost to themselves.
May we all be joined in yearning holy conversation
And pray when prayer is needed.
We must pray AND we must do.
 
When so many people
Have vanished into the darkness
We light these candles
And bless those who are working so hard                      
to make things better.
May we join with the stubborn 

Of all places and religions and races                                  
and orientations,
Who, when times are hard,
Refuse to disappear,
Those who fight so hard for their communities
With food and shelter,                                                                   
With love and insistence and resistance.
May we all be joined in holy struggle
And act when action is needed. 
We must pray AND we must do.
 
We give thanks for the ones who o!er prayers.
We give thanks for the ones who take action.
We cannot heal the world without both.
 
Blessed is the Source of Light!
We are holy with the obligation                                              
to speak goodness and do good
As we light these Shabbat candles
We will pray and we will do.

 
5. Prayer For Climate By Cathleen Cohen 

For you who enter the room,                                                    
who measure the climate,                                                          
who must be witness, judge and shepherd, 

I pray you will speak with care and listen                         
until your souls fill with all the wisdom                             
we’ve gathered in our holy stories. 

Erect no towers.                                                                                 
Waste no time babbling                                                               
or fortifying walls between voices. 

Mustn’t that narrow bridge reach across time?           
Please strengthen it for our children. 

Let it extend over sky, sea and land in sustainable 
ways.                                                                                                         
For you, whose hands carry the world’s burdens,     
whose eyes scan the horizon without limit from 
your summit, 

I pray for you, for us. 

6.. Permission to Shine: An A"rmation to Be Who You Want to Be By Devon Spier 

You have permission to laugh                                     
until you can'no ''t speak.                                                    
And to speak                                                                         
until you can'not catch your breath.                        
You have permission                                                          
to fall in love with yourself.                                           
Or to not know                                                                 
which self you really are today.

You have permission to be curious, 
confused, clueless and aimless.                                
Yes, you have permission.                                             
The rainbow spirit inside of you                                 
has been lighting up the world                                 
ever since the day you were born.                             
And you, in all your radiance?                                      
Are worth being seen,                                         
however you want to be. 

ָ ֶׁשָעָׂשנִי ְּבֶצֶלם ֱא>ִהים ּבָרּו; אַּתָה ַאדֹנָי ֱא>ֵהינּו ֶמֶל; ָהעֹוָלם  
Blessed	are	you	G-d,	our	G-d,	Ruler	of	the	universe,	that	created	me	in	the	image	of	G-d.	
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       Welcoming Shabbat

Lecha dodi likrat kala, p’nei Shabbat n’kabelah! 

Shamor v’zachor b’dibur echad, 
Hishmi’anu el ha’meyuchad. 
Adonai echad u’shmo echad; 
L’shem ul’tiferet v’l’tehila. 

Lecha dodi likrat kala, p’nei Shabbat n’kabelah 

Likrat Shabbat l’chu v’nelcha, 
Ki hi m’kor ha’bracha. 
Me’rosh mi’kedem n’sucha; 
Sof ma’aseh b’mach’shava t’chila. 

Lecha dodi likrat kala, p’nei Shabbat n’kabelah! 

Hitna’ari me’afar kumi, 
Livshi bigdei tifartech ami. 
Al yad ben Yishai beit haLachmi; 
Karva el nafshi g’ala. 

Lecha dodi likrat kala, p’nei Shabbat n’kabelah! 

Hit’oreri, hit’oreri,  Ki va orech, kumi uri. 
Uri, uri, shir daberi; 
K’vod Adonai alai’yich nigla. 

Lecha dodi likrat kala, p’nei Shabbat n’kabelah! 

Bo’i v’shalom, ateret ba’ala, 
Gam b’simcha uv’ tzhala. 
Toch emunei am segula; Bo’i chala, bo’i chala. 

Lecha dodi likrat kala, p’nei Shabbat n’kabelah!

Come, my friend, to meet the bride; let us 
welcome the Sabbath. “Observe” and  
“Remember,” in a single word,  The name is 
One, for praise. 

Come, let us go to meet the Sabbath, for it is a 
source of blessing. From the very beginning it 
to the  last in creation, first in God’s plan.

Feel young. Shake off your dust, arise! Put on  
glorious garments,  “Be near to my soul.

Bestir yourself, bestir yourself, for your light 
has come; arise and shine! Awake, awake, utter
a glorious song. 

C1

                           Lecha Dodi                                     

8ְנֵי 2ַ6ָת נ23ְְלָה .לְכָה ד.-י לִ()את %ַ#ָה

הִשְמִיעָֽנ> אֵל ,6ָמ.ר וְזָכ.ר 2ְ-2>ר אֶחָד
הFְַיֻחָד

ל6ְֵם >לְתִפְאGֶֽת וְלִתְהִ#ָה אֶחָד >שְמ. אֶחָד 'ה

8ְנֵי 2ַ6ָת נ23ְְלָה .לְכָה ד.-י לִ()את %ַ#ָה

%ִי הִיא מְק.ר .לִ()את 2ַ6ָת לְכ> וְנֵלְכָה
 הLְ2ַכָה

ס.ף מַעSֲֶה 2ְמַח6ֲָבָה .מPֵא6 מNֶֽOִם נְס>כָה
Uְחִ#ָה

8ְנֵי 2ַ6ָת נ23ְְלָה .לְכָה ד.-י לִ()את %ַ#ָה

לִב6ְִי 2ִגXְי הִתְנַעVֲי מֵעָפָר ק>מִי
ְֵU[ִַי תִפְאFַע  

^]בָה אֶל נַפ6ְִי .עַל יַד 2ֶן י6ִַי 2ֵית הַ#ַחְמִי
גְאָלָ_

לְכָה ד.-י לִ()את %ַ#ָה. 8ְנֵי 2ַ6ָת נ23ְְלָה

%ִי בָא א.`ְ .הִתְע.]Vי הִתְע.]Vי
 קֽֽ>מִי אֽ.Vי

עָלַֽיְִ נִגְלָה '%ְב.ד ה .עֽ>Vי עֽ>Vי 6ִיר Vֵֽ2aי

8ְנֵי 2ַ6ָת נ23ְְלָה .לְכָה ד.-י לִ()את %ַ#ָה

cַם Sְ2ִמְחָה 2ֽ.אִי ב6ְָל.ם עֲטGֶת 2ַעְלָ_
>בְצָהֳלָה

2ֽ.אִי כַ#ָה ,2ֽ.אִי כַ#ָה U.ְ אֱמ>נֵי עַם סcְֻ#ָה

8ְנֵי 2ַ6ָת נ23ְְלָה לְכָה ד.-י לִ()את %ַ#ָה
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Psalm 92 (© adapted Norman Fisher translation)
It is  good to thank you, good to pronounce your 
unsayable name. With morning's light to remember your
kindness. With night's sky to think of your faithful heart. 
To sing of it with music of the ten-stringed instrument. 
With the psaltery, with the harp. Because you are at 
work in what is, I rejoice. And the physical world your 
hands have made animates in my body your 
preciousness. Everything you have made firm is very 
great. Everything you have coaxed into thought 
profound. And only someone humane knows this, a fool
cannot see it. When wrong-doers spring up like weeds, 
when the heedless like grasses seem to flourish, it is 
only so that they can be mowed down. But you who do 
not rise up and cannot be mowed down, uplift what 
opposes you and it falls and withers, scatters, and is 
cast away. Knowing this, my resolve is strengthened 
like a ram's horn freshly anointed. It glistens so that my 
eyes see clearly the greed of those who envy. And my 
ears hear patiently the confused cacophany of the 
world. Those who go in accord with you grow fresh as 
palm trees, grow tall as the cedars of Lebanon. For they
are planted in your house, their leaves rustle in your 
courtyards. Even in old age they'll flourish, vigourous 
and covered with foliage, emblems of your uprightness, 
your rocklike steadfastness, sealed and without a crack.

Psalm 93 (melody © Jessi Roemer)
Mikolot mayim rabim adir bamarom              
(Above the voices of many waters, the mighty 
breakers of the sea, You on high are mighty)

HAREYNI  (melody © L. Hirschhorn)
Hareni m'kabel(let) a-lai mitzvat haboray
v'ahavata l'ray-acha kamocha
(Behold I accept upon myself the commandment
to love my neighbor as myself)

מִזְמ֥*ר 2ִ֗יר לְי֣*ם הַ'ַ%ָֽת׃
֗טֹוב ְלֹה֥דֹות ַליֹהוָ֑ה ּוְלַזמֵּ֖ר ְלשְִׁמךָ֣ ֶעְלֽיֹון׃
ְלַהגִּ֣יד בַּבֶֹּ֣קר ַחְסדֶָּ֑ך וֱֶ֝א֥מּוָנְתךָ֗ בַּלֵּיֽלֹות
עֲֵֽלי־עָׂ֭שֹור ַוֲעֵלי־נֶָ֑בל ֲעלֵ֖י ִהגָּ֣יֹון בְִּכנֹּֽור׃

כִּ֤י שִׂמְַּחתִַּ֣ני ְיֹהוָ֣ה בְׇּפֳעלֶָ֑ך בְַּֽמֲעשֵׂ֖י ָידֶ֣יָך ֲאַרנֵּֽן׃
ַמה־גְָּד֣לּו ַמֲעשֶׂ֣יָך ְיֹהוָ֑ה מְ֝אֹ֗ד ָעְמ֥קּו ַמְחשְֹׁבתֶֽיָך׃

אִֽיׁש־בַַּ֭ער לֹ֣א ֵידָ֑ע וְּ֝כסִ֗יל ֹלא־ָיבִ֥ין ֶאת־זֹֽאת׃
כְּ֥מֹו־עֵ֗שֶׂב וַ֭יִָּציצּו ׇּכל־פֲֹּ֣עֵלי אֶָ֑ון ְלִהשְָּׁמדָ֥ם׀בְִּפרַֹ֤ח ְרשָׁעִ֨ים 

ֲעֵדי־עַֽד׃
ְוַאתָּ֥ה ָמ֗רֹום ְלֹעלָ֥ם ְיֹהוָֽה׃

 יְֹֽהוָ֗ה כִּֽי־ִהנֵּ֣ה ֹאְיבֶ֣יָך ֹיאבֵ֑דּו יְִ֝תפְָּר֗דּו ׇּכל־׀כִּ֤י ִהנֵּ֪ה ֹאְיבֶ֡יָך 
פֲֹּ֥עֵלי אֶָֽון׃

ַותֶָּ֣רם כְִּראֵ֣ים ַקְרנִ֑י בַּ֝לֹּתִ֗י בְּשֶֶׁ֣מן ַרֲענָֽן׃
ַותַּבֵּ֥ט ֵעינִ֗י בְּשּׁ֫ורָ֥י בַּקָּמִ֖ים ָעלַ֥י ְמֵרעִ֗ים תִּשְׁמְַ֥עָנה ׇאְזנָֽי׃

׃צַ֭דִּיק כַּתָּמָ֣ר ִיְפרָ֑ח כְּאֶֶ֖רז בַּלְָּב֣נֹון ִישְׂגֶּֽה
שְׁ֭תּוִלים בְּבֵ֣ית ְיֹהוָ֑ה בְַּחְצ֖רֹות ֱאֹלהֵ֣ינּו ַיְפרִֽיחּו׃

֭עֹוד ְינּו֣בּון בְּשֵׂיבָ֑ה דְּשֵׁנִ֖ים וְַֽרֲעַננִּ֣ים ִיְהֽיּו׃
בּֽו לְַ֭הגִּיד כִּֽי־ָישָׁ֣ר ְיֹהוָ֑ה ֝צּורִ֗י וְֹֽלא ַעְולָָ֥תה

Tsadik Katamar Yifrach (melody © HIrschhorn) 

  יָ"ַמִים ַרבִּים  ַאדִּיר בַּמָּרֹום   ִמקֹּלֹות 

 
ִמְצָות ַהֵריִני ְמַקבֵּל(ָלת) ָעַלי 

 ַהּבֹוֵרא ְוָאַהְבתָּ ְלֵרֲעָך כָּמֹוָך
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ַהְמברך 'בְָּרכּו ֶאת ה  Barchu et adonai hamvorach

ַהְמבָרְך ְלעוָלם ָוֶעד 'בָּרּוְך ה  Ba-ruch adonai ham'vorach l'olam va-ed

1. Prayer For Change by Cathy Cohen

The sky is so wide, without boundary.                                             
We try, but gaze through a narrow lens,
bird’s eye, human eye,
view from the window of a plane.

God, without boundary,                                                   
please widen our gaze.

When faced with change, night into day or
day into night, please
let us meet transition without fear.
Let moments of change                                                   
lift us into possibility.
Please wrap us
in Your limitless presence.

2.	Powerful	sun	full	of	radiant	light,	Weave	us	a	web	that	spins	the	night.	
Web	of	stars	that	holds	the	dark,	Weave	us	the	earth	that	feeds	the	spark.	
Strand	by	strand,	hand	over	hand	Thread	by	thread,	we	weave	the	web.	

3. Poem  by Jacob Glatstein, tr. Ruth Whitman

I’ll let you in on a secret
about how one should pray the sunset prayer.
It’s a juicy bit of praying,
like strolling on grass,
nobody’s chasing you, nobody hurries you.
You walk toward your  Creator
with gifts in pure, empty hands.
The words are golden,
their meaning is transparent,
it’s as though you’re saying them
for the first time.
If you don’t catch on that you should feel
a little elevated,
you’re not praying the sunset prayer.
The tune is sheer simplicity,
you’re just lending a helping hand
to the sinking day.

It’s a heavy responsibility.
You take a created day
and you slip it
into the archive of life,
where all our lived-out days are lying together.
The day is departing with a quiet kiss.
It lies open at your feet
while you stand saying the blessings.
Follow the day to its end and see
clearly the smile of its going down.
See how whole it all is,
not diminished for a second,
how you age with the days
that keep dawning,
how you bring your lived-out day
as a gift to eternity.

4.Prayer for Darkness 

Blessed are You, majesty of the universe, who with rhythm and design makes the dusk flow 
into the darkness of evening, who,with unfathomable wisdom, opens the gates of night, 
ordering the rhythms of time, changing the seasons of the year, forming a universe 
constantly filling with stars of light.  Creating day and night, spinning the earth through the
great expanse of night and bringing us again to the light of day. You are here in both 
darkness and light. How blessed are we, one with the Infinite, with the Whole of creation,  
and the Mystery at its depths, bringing on the evening’s darkness. 
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5.Maariv Aravim: Twilight People  by Rabbi Elliot Kukla  

As the sun sinks                                                                     
and the colors of the day turn,                                    
we o!er a blessing for the twilight,
for twilight is neither day nor night,                       
but in between.
We are all twilight people.                                              
We can never be fully labeled or defined.
We are many identities and loves,                             
many genders and none.
We are in between roles,                                                  
at the intersection of histories,                                  
or between place and place.                                         

             
We are crisscrossed paths                                              
of memory and destination,                                         
streaks of light swirled together. 

We are neither day nor night.                                       
We are both, neither, and all.
May the sacred in-between of this evening        
suspend our certainties,                                                 
soften our judgments, and widen our vision.
May this in-between light                                        
illuminate our way to the God                                      
who transcends                                                                     
all categories and definitions.                                     
May the in-between people                                       
who have come to pray                                                     
be lifted up into this twilight.
We cannot always define;                                                
We can always say a blessing.                                      
Blessed are You, God of all,                                        
who brings on the twilight

 בְָּחְכָמה ּפוֵתַח שְָׁעִרים .בָּרּוְך ַאתָּה יי ֱאלֵקינּו ֶמֶלְך ָהעוָלם ֲאשֶׁר בְִּדָברו ַמֲעִריב ֲעָרִבים
ּוְמַסדֵּר ֶאת ַהּכוָכִבים בְִּמשְְׁמרוֵתיֶהם בָָּרִקיַע  ,ּוִבְתבּוָנה ְמשַׁנֶּה ִעתִּים ּוַמֲחִליף ֶאת ַהזְַּמנִּים

,ּוַמֲעִביר יום ּוֵמִביא ָלְיָלה .ּגוֵלל אור ִמפְֵּני חשְֶׁך ְוחשְֶׁך ִמפְֵּני אור ,ּבוֵרא יום ָוָלְיָלה .כְִּרצונו
 .ֵאל ַחי ְוַקיָּם תִָּמיד ִיְמלוְך ָעֵלינּו ְלעוָלם ָוֶעד :יי ְצָבאות שְׁמו .ּוַמְבדִּיל בֵּין יום ּוֵבין ָלְיָלה

ַהמֲַּעִריב ֲעָרִבים ,בָּרּוְך ַאתָּה יי .

Baruch atah, Adonai Eloheinu, Melech haolam, asher bid’varo maariv aravim, b’chochmah 
potei-ach sh’arim, uvit’vunah m’shaneh itim umachalif et haz’manim, um’sadeir et 
hakochavim b’mishm’roteihem barakia kirtzono. Borei yom valailah, goleil or mipnei 
choshech, v’choshech mipnei or. Umaavir yom umeivi lailah, umavdil bein yom uvein lailah, 
Adonai Tz’vaot sh’mo. El chai v’kayam, tamid yimloch aleinu l’olam va-ed. Baruch atah, 
Adonai, hamaariv aravim.
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             Ahavat Olam/Shma Readings

1. LOVE PRAYER - We Are Loved by an Unending Love  by Rabbi Rami Shapiro  

We are loved by an unending love. We are embraced by arms that find us, even when we are 
hidden from ourselves. We are touched by fingers that soothe us, even when we are too 
proud for soothing. We are counseled by voices that guide us, even when we are too 
embittered to hear. We are loved by an unending love. We are supported by hands that 
uplift us, even in the midst of a fall. We are urged on by eyes that meet us, even when we are 
too weak for meeting. We are loved by an unending love. Embraced, touched, soothed and 
counseled— ours are the arms, the fingers, the voices; ours are the hands, the eyes, the 
smiles; We are loved by an unending love. 

2. When justice burns within us like a flaming fire, when love evokes willing sacrifice                                            
from us, when, to the last full measure of selfless devotion, we demonstrate our belief                                        
in the ultimate triumph of truth and righteousness, then Your goodness enters our lives,                              
then You live within our hearts, and we through righteousness behold Your presence.                                        
Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., 1958

3. Ahavat Olam by Bracha Yael, 1999

An unending love  binds creation together        
like a beautiful patchwork quilt
where each piece                                                                  
is both unique and essential.

To know only a part of it                                                   
is to know all of it
and to cherish the smallest thing                              
is to cherish the greatest thing.

If we quiet down                                                                    
we can almost hear                                                          
the Compassionate One                                                  
lovingly sewing another stitch                                    
on creation’s magnificent quilt.

Listen Israel for the unceasing love                                               
that is buried                                                                                              
within the deep, sweet silence of our souls.

4. With an unending love You have loved the house of Israel your people: You have taught                    
us Torah and mitzvot, laws and precepts.  Therefore, when we lie down and when we rise                     
up, we will discuss the meaning of your laws and rejoice in the words of Your Torah                                   
and in Your mitzvot for ever. For they are our life and the length of our days, and we will               
meditate on them day and night. And may You not remove Your love from us for ever. 

ים אֹוָתנּו ִלַּמְדתטאֳהַבַת עֹולָם ּבֵית יִׂשְרָאֵל עַּמ6ְ ָאַהְבָּת ּתֹוָרה ּוִמְצֹות ֻחִּקים ּוִמְׁשָּפ

.ַעל ֵּכן יְיָ ֱאEֵהינּו ְּבָׁשְכְּבנּו ּוְבקּוֵמנּו נִָׂשיַח ְּבֻחֶּק6 וְנְִׁשַמח ְּבִדְבֵרי תֹוָרְת6 ּוְבִמְצֹוֶתי6 ְלעֹוָלם וֶָעד

6 ַאל ָּתסּור ִמֶּמּנּו ְלעֹוָלִמים .ִּכי ֵהם ַחּיֵינּו וְאֹוֶרJ יֵָמינּו ּוָבֶהם נְֶהֶּגה יֹוָמם וָָליְָלה  תְ בָ וְַאהֲ

ָּברּוJ ַאָּתה יְיָ אֹוֵהב ַעּמֹו יְִׂשָרֵאל

 Ahavat olam beit Yisra'el amcha ahavta, Torah umitzvot chukim 
umishpatim otanu limad'ta.  Al ken Adonai Eloheinu b'shochveinu uv'kumeinu 
nasi'ach b'chukecha, venis'mach b'divrei torat'cha uv'mitzvotecha le'olam va'ed. 
Ki hem chayeinu ve'orach yameinu uvahem neh'geh yomam valaila. 
Ve'ahavatcha al tasir mimenu le'olamim,  Baruch ata Adonai, ohev amo Yisrael                      
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ֶאָחד 'ֱאלֵהינּו ה 'שְַׁמע ִישָרֵאל ה
 :בָּרּוְך שֵׁם כְּבוד ַמְלכּותו ְלעוָלם ָוֶעד 

ָהֵאלֶּה ֲאשֶׁר ָאנִכי ְמַצוְָּך ְוָהיּו ַהדְָּבִרים :ֱאלֶהיָך בְָּכל ְלָבְבָך ּוְבָכל ַנְפשְָׁך ּוְבָכל ְמאֶדָך 'ְוָאַהְבתָּ ֵאת ה
 :ְושִׁנְַּנתָּם ְלָבֶניָך ְוִדבְַּרתָּ בָּם בְּשְִׁבתְָּך בְֵּביֶתָך ּוְבֶלְכתְָּך ַבדֶֶּרְך ּוְבשְָׁכבְָּך ּוְבקּוֶמָך :ַהּיום ַעל ְלָבֶבָך

ּוְכַתְבתָּם ַעל ְמֻזזות בֵּיֶתָך ּוִבשְָׁעֶריָך :ּוְקשְַׁרתָּם ְלאות ַעל ָיֶדָך ְוָהיּו ְלטָטפת בֵּין ֵעיֶניָך

ְלַמַען תְִּזכְּרּו ַוֲעשיֶתם ֶאת כָּל ִמְצוָתי ִוְהִייֶתם ְקדשִׁים ֵלאלֵהיֶכם: ֲאִני ה' ֱאלֵהיֶכם ֲאשֶׁר הוֵצאִתי 
ֶאְתֶכם ֵמֶאֶרץ ִמְצַרִים ִלְהיות ָלֶכם ֵלאלִהים ֲאִני ה' ֱאלֵהיֶכם. ֱאֶמת
V'Ahavta eit A-do-nai E-lo-he-cha, B'chol l'va-v'cha,u-v'chol naf-sh'cha,
u-v'chol m'o-de-cha. V'ha-yu ha-d'va-rim ha-ei-leh,
A-sher a-no-chi m'tsa-v'cha ha-yom, al l'va-ve-cha. V'shi-nan-tam l'-va-ne-cha, v'di-bar-ta bam
b'shiv-t'cha b'vei-te-cha, uv-lech-t'cha va-de-rech,
u-v'shach-b'cha uv-ku-me-cha. Uk-shar-tam l'ot al ya-de-cha,
v'ha-yu l'to-ta-fot bein ei-ne-cha.
Uch-tav-tam, al m'zu-zot bei-te-cha, u-vish-a-re-cha

L'ma-an tiz-k'ru, va-a-si-tem et kol mits-vo-tai vi-h'yi-tem k'do-shim lei-lo-hei-chem.
A-ni A-do-nai E-lo-hei-chem, a-sher ho-tsei-ti et-chem mei-e-rets Mits-ra-yim
li-h'yot la-chem lei-lo-him A-ni A-do-nai E-lo-hei-chem… Emet

       Shma Readings           

1, Shma    by Marge Piercy 
Hear, Israel, you are of God and God is one.
Praise the name that speaks us                                         
through all time.

V'ahavta
So you shall love what is holy                                             
with all your courage, 
with all your passion with all  your strength.
Let the words that have come down 
shine in our words and our actions. 
We must teach our children                                                
to know and understand them. 
We must speak about what is good 
and holy within our homes 
when we are working, when we are at play, 
when we lie down and when we get up. 
Let the work of our hands speak of goodness.
Let it run in our blood                                                        
and glow from our doors and windows                              
. 

We should love ourselves, for we are of God                 
We should love our neighbors as ourselves. 
We should love the stranger, for we were once
strangers in the land of Egypt and have been
strangers in all the lands of the world since. 
Let love fill our hearts                                                         
with its clear precious water. 
Heaven and earth observe                                                 
how we cherish or spoil our world. 
Heaven and earth watch                                                     
whether we choose life or choose death. 
We must choose life                                                           
so our children's children may live. 
Be quiet and listen to the still small voice within                 
that speaks in love. 
Open to that voice, hear it, heed it and work for life. 
Let us remember and strive to be good. 
Let us remember                                                                
to find what is holy within and without.

2. Shma © Marcia Falk Listen:  The divine abounds everywhere and dwells in everything,                                
the many are one. Loving life and its mysterious source with all our heart and all our spirit                    
all our senses and strength, we take upon ourselves and unto ourselves these promises:                       
To care for the earth and those who live upon it, to pursue justice and peace,                                                   
to love kindness and compassion. We will teach this to our children throughout                                            
the passage of the day,  as we dwell in our homes and as we go on our journeys,                                            
from the time we rise until we fall asleep. And may our actions be faithful to our words                            
that our children's children may live to know: Truth and kindness have embraced,                                       
peace and justice have kissed  and are one.
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Mi Chamocha Readings                                               

1.When people come to you for help do not turn them o! with pious words saying “have faith take your 
troubles to God!” Act instead as if there were no God as though there were only one person in all the world 
who could help – only yourself. Martin Buber 

2.Democracy is not a state. It is an act, and each generation must do its part to help build what we called 
the Beloved Community, a nation and world society at peace with itself.”  John Lewis

3.   The Crossing  © Dan Bellm
God did not lead us by the nearer way
when Pharaoh let the people go at last,
but roundabout, by way of the wilderness.

Pillars of fire and cloud marking night and day --
to the edge of the flood-tide --uncrossable and vast.
If God had led us by the nearer way,                                         
we wouldn’t die here;                                                                          
Let Egypt oppress  us as it will;                                                     
Let us return to the past.
But we have come out, by way of the wilderness,            
in fear; on faith; free now, because we say we are 
free;  No longer the unchosen, the outcast.

                                                                                                                            
God did not lead us by the nearer way,                                   
but into rising waters, which do not part unless,
with an outstretched arm,                                                               
we step forward, and stand fast.
Roundabout, by way of the wilderness                                   
we have come, blessed with love, lesbian, gay
or sanctified in ways of our own, to bless
our God, who did not lead us by the nearer way,
but roundabout, by way of the wilderness.    

4. Redemption By Mark Nazimova   

What were they thinking about ִמי כָּמָכה ֶנְאדָּר .'ִמי ָכמָכה בֵָּאִלים ה   
    as the water rose  up their legs נוָרא ְתִהּלות עשה ֶפֶלא .בַּּקֶדׁש                              

ּבוֵקַע ָים ִלְפֵני משֶׁה .ַמְלכּוְתָך ָראּו ָבֶניָך         ומִריֳם                              
Chilling their hearts                                                                                                        ְוָאְמרּו .ֶזה ֵאִלי ָענּו               

advancing toward their open mouths?                                                                    ִיְמלְך ְלעָלם ָוֶעד 'ה                   

We continue to walk  here, now ֶאת ַיֲעקב 'כִּי ָפָדה ה .ְוֶנֱאַמר                                                                                    

One foot at a time.                                                                                                          ּוְגָאלו ִמיַּד ָחָזק ִממֶּּנּו 

גַָּאל ִישָרֵאל .'בָּרּוְך ַאתָּה ה                                                                        

On our better days, forward.         Mi chamocha ba-elim adonai                                          

Alone I cannot reach the far shore                               mi chamocha nedar bakodesh

without drowning. norah t'hilot osheh feleh

Somehow I don't go under. Malchutah Malchutcha ra-u vanecha                                            

The person to my right holds me up.                            Bokay-ah yam lifnay Moshe U'Miriam  Zeh ayli anu v'amru         

Something I cannot see holds him up. Adonai yimloch l'olam va'ed V'ne-emar                               

Blessed is the Source of Help ki fadah adonai et Yaakov u'g'alo miyad chazak mimenu             

so often unexpected. Baruch atah adonai ga'al Yisrael
I step forward.

The sea is vast
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5.  In the Month of Blossoming by Karen Marker               

At that well of bitter waters 
after all the wandering, the unbearable thirst
and drought and fear of drowning 
after all the disease 
it happens, just like they said it had                                         
when Moses cast in the tree 
and there comes from this                                                              
a glorious day of miraculous sweetness. 
Our escape from captivity                                                                
is a blossoming of wings heading upwards
a quenching and glowing 
the crossing of paths with a billion birds in flight           
on an exodus journey

heading west and north, south and east                               
going towards light 
and landing by the edge of the river. 
This is the healing: 
our counting o! each day  of travel                                           
that makes us smarter braver, purified by gratitude,  
in love with manna like smiles                                                      
that fall upon us from the skies,                                                  
and how little it takes  to settle in somewhere                   
other than where we began
again in the company of others  who dared                        
as we did to start over,   to come closer.

6. Judah said: At the sea, each tribe said to each other, “You go into the sea first! ” As they stood there 
bickering, Nachshon ben Aminadav jumped into the water. Meanwhile, Moses was praying. God said to 

Moses, “My friend is drowning—and you pray!”   “What can I do?” Moses asked.  God responded, as it says 

in the Torah, “Speak to the people of Israel and tell them to go! 

7. We must remember that liberation is costly.  It needs unity. We must hold hands and refuse to be 
divided. We must be ready. Let us be united, let us be filled with hope, let us be those who respect one 
another.       Desmond  Tutu

8. Now more than ever, we have every right to be a!ected, a)icted, a!ronted. If you’re alive, you’re 
afraid. If you’re not afraid, then you’re not paying attention. The only thing we have to fear is having no 
fear itself — having no feeling on behalf of whom and what we’ve lost, whom and what we love.We are 
brave enough to listen to, and learn from, our fear. Do not fear your fear. Own it. Free it. This isn’t a 
liberation that I or anyone can give you — it’s a power you must look for, learn, love, lead and locate for 
yourself. Why? The truth is, hope isn’t a promise we give. It’s a promise we live. Tell it like this, and we, like
our words, will not rest.          Amanda Gorman                                                                                                                                               

9. Excerpt from “I Have a Dream”  MLK                                                                                                                                 
I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its creed:"We hold 
these truths to be self-evident:  that all are created equal. I have a dream that one day on the red hills of 
Georgia the sons of former slaves  and the sons of former slave owners will be able to sit down together at 
a table of brotherhood.   I have a dream that one day even the state of Mississippi, a desert state, 
sweltering with the heat of injustice and oppression, will be transformed into an oasis of freedom and 
justice.  I have a dream that my four children will one day live in a nation where they will not be judged by 
the color of their skin but by the content of their character.  I have a dream today.
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 Hashkivenu Readings                                                         

ַהְׁשִּכיֵבנּו יְיָ ֱא&ֵהינּו
ְלָׁשלֹום ְוַהֲעִמיֵדנּו
.ַמְלֵּכנּו ְלַחּיִים

ּוְפרֹוׂש ָעֵלינּו ֻסַּכת
ְׁשלֹוֶמ@

ְוַתְּקנֵנּו ְּבֵעָצה טֹוָבה
ִמְּלָפנֶי@

ְוהֹוִׁשיֵענּו ְלַמַען ְׁשֶמ@
ְוָהֵסר .ְוָהגֵן ַּבֲעֵדנּו

ֵמָעֵלינּו אֹויֵב ֶּדֶבר
ְוֶחֶרב ְוָרָעב ְויָגֹון

ְוָהֵסר ָׂשָטן ִמְּלָפנֵינּו
ּומֵַאֲחֵרינּו

ּוְבֵצל ְּכנֶָפי@ ַּתְסִּתיֵרנּו
ִּכי ֵאל ׁשֹוְמֵרנּו

ּוְלָׁשלֹום ֵמַעָּתה ְוַעד
.עֹוָלם

ָּברּוM ַאָּתה יְיָ ַהּפֹוֵרׂש
ֻסַּכת ָׁשלֹום ָעֵלינּו

ְוַעל ָּכל ַעּמֹו יְִׂשָרֵאל
.ְוַעל יְרּוָׁשָליִם

       
       
  

Hashkiveinu ADONAI eloheinu l'shalom,                                                                       
Lay them down tonight in peace,                                                                                 
all the children at the borders of our land                                                                  
V'ha-amideinu malkeinu l'ḥayim.                                                                                    
Lay us down tonight with conscience, that we might rise                                          
again to ensure the life of those in our care       
Ufros aleinu sukat sh'lomecha,                                                                                       
Help us to spread over our land, your sukkah of peace
V'tak'neinu b'eitza tova mil'fanecha,                                                                             
Help us to repair our broken systems,                                                                         
guide us with your solutions grounded in goodness 
V'hoshieinu l'ma-an sh'mecha.                                                                                        
Save us from ourselves, for the sake of your holy name                                            
for the sake of eternal compassion. 
V'hagein ba-adeinu,                                                                                                        
Shield the children                                                                                                        
v'haseir mei-aleinu, oyeiv, dever, v'cherev, v'ra-av, v'yagon;
V'haseir satan mil'faneinu umei-aḥareinu,                                                                     
And remove from our hearts our inner enemies,                                                       
the sword of apathy, the famine of feeling,                                                                 
the paralysis of despair
Uv'tzeil k'nafecha tastireinu –
Ki Eil shom'reinu umatzileinu ata;                                                                                 
For You have taught us to protect and to rescue                                                       
Ki Eil melech chanun v'rachum ata.                                                                               
To be masters of grace and compassion                                                                      
Ushmor tzeiteinu uvo-einu – l'ḥayim ul'shalom mei-ata v'ad olam.                               
Let us ever protect those fleeing violence and arriving at our                               
shores as we create a safe, life giving and peaceful haven                                         
Ufros aleinu sukat sh'lomecha                                                                                        
For then will your sukkah of peace be established within us
Baruch ata ADONAI, haporeis sukat shalom aleinu,
V'al kol amo Yisrael v'al Y'rushalayim.

Blessed are you Eternal one who teaches us                                                                    
how to wrap ourselves in peace.            R. Kaya Stern-Kaufman                                     

2. Adapted from Ritualwell:                                                                                                                                   
Let us rest, our God, in peace. And let us get up to life.  Lift us out of slumber with a 
resounding a!rmation of life and those who protect the living earth. Spread out over us a 
sukkah  of peace, and give us good guidance. Save us for the sake of your name, that unites 
all living things. Shield us from foe, plague, sword, famine, and anguish. Save us from the 
greed that drives development at the expense of our water sources, and our increasingly 
fragile climate. God of peace, may we always feel your protection, for you are our Guard and 
our Guide. Guard our going forth each day to fight for the health of people, rivers, birds, and 
fish.  Guard those who gather prayerfully, and peacefully.  Gather us all under your wings in 
refuge. Spread out your wings over all who work to preserve the sanctity of your creation. 
Blessed are you, Shielding One, who protects your creation with peace and justice.
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3.   Peace Means More Than Quiet

Help us, to lie down in peace but teach us that peace means more than quiet. 

Remind us that if we are to be at peace at night. We must take heed how we live by day. 
Grant us the peace that comes from honest dealing, 
so that no fear of discovery will haunt our sleep. 
Rid us of resentment and hatreds,which rob us of the peace we crave. 
Liberate us from enslaving habits,which disturb us and give us no rest. 
May we inflict no pain, bring no shame and seek no profit from another's loss. 
May we commit no act during the day that will bring us remorse at night. 
May we so live that we can face the whole world with dignity. 
May we lie down in peace tonight,and awaken tomorrow to a richer and fuller life 

Amen (Siddur Likrat Shabbat) 

4. Hashkivenu Song © Linda Hirschhorn

Hashkivenu l’shalom v’ha-amidaynu l’chayim 
U’fros aleynu sukat shlomecha, sukat shlomecha
U’shmor tsaytaynu u’vo-aynu l’chayim, ul’shalom may-atah v’ad olam                                          
U’fros aleynu sukat  shlomecha,  sukat  shlomecha
Give us this nighttime to lie in peace
May we rise to new life each day
Let there be shelter for the broken- hearted, a shelter of peace for all
And guard our going our coming home
Filled with life and peace  from now and ever on,                                                                                              
And let there be shelter for the broken-hearted, a shelter of love for us all
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V'Shamru Readings                                                     
                                                                      

  

1.The generations of Israelites                              
observed the Sabbath.                                                               
Every seven days, year in and year out                       
Century in, century out                                            
Millennium in, millennium out.                                 
Every seven days back, back, back...                          
They taught the generation that followed:              
This is freedom. This is peace.                                          
This is a taste of what the world should be.              
This day of rest is yours.                                                             
A gift from on high, a gift from the generations. 

Teach it to the whole planet.                                                    
Tell them the weekend is worth fighting for and 
then worth celebrating. It is the time that the soul 
requires. A day to love yourself, a day to love each 
other, a day to sing and dance, a day to remember,
and day to notice. A day that is not time o!, but 
time on. It is the great citadel of time.                              
The holiest of all days.     

                                                                                                                      
Shabbat meditation by Rabbi David J. Cooper

2. Sabbaths by Wendell Berry

Whatever is foreseen in joy must be lived out        
from day to day.
Vision held open in the dark                                                     
by our ten thousand days of work.
Harvest will fill the barn;  for that the hand                   
must ache, the face must sweat.                                           
And yet no leaf or grain is filled by work of ours; 
The field is tilled and left to grace                                        
That we may reap,                                                                        
Great work is done while we 're asleep.
When we work well,                                                                        
a Sabbath mood rests on our day,                                        
and finds it good.

Ve'shamru b'nai 
(bnot)  Yisrael et 
ha'shabbat, la-asot et
ha'shabbat le'dorotam
b'rit olam: 

Beini u'vein bnot 
(bnai) yisrael, ot-hee 
leolam, ki sheshet 
yamim asa adonai et 
ha shamayim ve'et 
ha'aretz, u'vayom 
ha'shvi'i shabbat 
va'yinafash.

ו2ְָמְר. בְנֵי יִשְֹ%אֵל
לַעֲ=>ת ,אֶת־ה6ַּ2ַָת

אֶת־ה6ַּ2ַָת לCDְתָם 6ְ@ית
6ֵינִי .בֵין 6ְנֵי יִשְֹ%אֵל .ע>לָם

Hִי־2ֵֽ2ֶת ,א>ת הִיא לְעֹלָם

יָמִים עָ=ָה יי אֶת־ה2ַָּמַֽיִם
.בַי>ם ,וְאֶת־הָאKָֽץ  

ה2ְַּבִיעִי 2ָבַת וMִNַָפ2ַ

The	generations	of	Israelites
observed	the	Sabbath	rest,	to

make	the	Sabbath	an
everlasting	covenant	for	their
generations.	For	the	tale	is	told

of	how	the	Eternal	created
heavens	and	earth	in	six	days
and	on	the	seventh	day	rested

and	was	refreshed.	
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Intro to Amidah Readings

1. Adapted from Penina Adelman

It was before we were called man or woman,          
he, she, they,                                                                              
even before we could speak one word.                   
When the wild reeds bowed their heads in the 
wind, we bowed our heads too,                                        
for it was the same spirit-breath through us 
every second, every hour,                                                
every day of our lives.

                                                                                                                 

In those days we prayed with our entire beings,  
in the wind, in the sun, in the rain; every second,
every day, every hour of our lives;                               
at the rising of the sun                                                          
and the dark of the moon,  at the birth of a child 
and the death of a grandparent,                                      
at the buzzing of the Spring.                                              
We breathed, we bowed we laughed, we wept.     
This was before we called it prayer

2.	Rabbi	Jack	Reimer

We cannot merely pray to You, O God, to end war:
 For we know You made the world                                        
in a way that we must find our own path of peace

 Within ourselves and with our neighbor. 

We cannot merely pray to You, O God,                              
to root out prejudice: 

For You have already given us eyes                                
with which to see the good in all people

 If we would only use them rightly. 

We cannot merely pray to You, O God,                              
to end starvation: 

For You have already given us the resources               
with which to feed the entire world

 If we would only use them wisely.                                 

                                                                                 

We cannot merely pray to You,                                               
O God to end despair:

For You have already given us the power                        
to clear away slums and to give hope

 If we would only use our power justly. 

We cannot merely pray to You, O God,                              
to end disease, 

For You have already given us great minds                   
with which to search out cures and healing

 If we would only use them constructively. 

Therefore we pray to You, instead O God,                      
For strength, determination, and will power. 

To do instead of just to pray                                                     
To become instead of merely to wish. 
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3.  Teaching a Stone to Talk  by Annie Dillard          

At a certain point you say to the woods,
to the sea, to the mountains, the world,                          
now I am ready. Now I will stop                                           
and be wholly attentive.                                                              
You empty yourself and wait, listening.                          
After a time you hear it: there is nothing there.         
There is nothing but those things only,                           
those created objects, discrete,                                
growing or holding,or swaying,                                       
being rained on or raining, held, 
flooding or ebbing, standing, or spread.                        
You feel the world’s word as a tension,
                                                                                                                      

a hum, a single chorused note            
everywhere the same.  
This is it: this hum is the silence
The Silence is all there is.                                                           
It is the alpha and the omega. 
It is God’s brooding over the face of the waters;
It is the blended note of the ten thousand things,    
the whine of wings.                                                           
You take a step in the right direction
to pray to this silence,                                                                   
and even to address the prayer to “World.”                   
Distinctions blur. Quit your tents.
Pray without ceasing.

 

4.At each moment, the breath seeks to leave us, and the blessed Holy One, in great mercy,                                                   
watches over us from moment to moment and has compassion for us,                                                                                                   
and does not let the breath depart. In this manner, when we raise this thought to awareness,                                              
from moment to moment, we will recognize that we actually are created anew                                                                                 
as a new creature.      —Rabbi Levi Yizhak of Berdichev

Box breathing: A meditative exercise which repeats the pattern of exhaling four beats, pausing four beats, inhaling four
beats, and pausing four beats:

5. Held in the Hold   By Leslea Haravon Collins

The quiet between 
exhale and inhale
The ignored hold that supports the breath.
The unremarkable, essential side of the box.             
I dip into the silence, resting.

There
 The breath arises eventually.
A brief and borrowed visit.
 Each moment a result of God’s compassion.
 
I abide In the void
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1. Silent Mediation by Marge Piercy

We rise to speak, a web of bodies aligned                      
like notes of music.

Bless what brought us  through the sea                          
and the fire;  we are caught in history                                
like whales in polar ice.

Yet you have taught us to push against the walls,    
to reach out and pull each other along,                            
to strive to find the way through                                           
if there is no way around, to go on.

To utter ourselves with every breath                                  
against the constriction of fear,                                          
to know ourselves as the body born                             
from Abraham and Sarah,                                                          
born out of rock and desert. 

We reach back  through two hundred arches               
of hips long dust, carrying their memories                   
inside us, to live again in our life,                                    
Isaac and Rebecca, Rachel, Jacob, and Leah.  

We say words shaped by ancient use                                 
like steps worn into rock..

Bless the quiet of sleep                                                      
easing over the ravaged body,                                         
who quiets the troubled waters of the mind                 
to a pool in which shines                                                       
the placid broad face of the moon.

Bless the teaching of how to open in love                       
so all the doors and windows of the body                       
swing wide on their rusty hinges                                          
and we give ourselves with both hands 

Bless what stirs in us compassion                                        
for the hunger of the chickadee in the storm               
starving for seeds we can carry out,                                   
the wounded cat wailing in the alley,                                 
what shows us our face in a stranger,                                
who teaches us what we clutch shrivels                         
but what we give goes o! in the world                              
carrying bread to people not yet born                               

Bless the gift of memory that breaks unbidden, 
released from a flower or a cup of tea                               
so the dead move like rain through the room. 

Bless what forces us to invent goodness                         
every morning and what never frees us                           
from the cost of knowledge, which is to act on 
what we know again and again.

All living are one and holy, let us remember.               
As we eat, as we work, as we walk and drive.

All living are one and holy,                                                        
we must make ourselves worthy.

We must act out justice and mercy and healing         
as the sun rises and as the sun sets,                                
as the moon rises and the stars wheel above us, 
we must repair goodness

We will try to be holy,                                                                     
We will try to repair the world  given us to hand on.

Precious is this treasure of words and knowledge 
and deeds that moves inside us,

Holy is the hand                                                                            
that works for peace and for justice, 

Holy is the mouth that speaks for goodness                
holy is the foot that walks toward mercy.

 Let us lift each other on our shoulders                            
and carry each other along.

Let holiness move in us.                                                            
Let us pay attention to its small voice,

Let us see the light in others                                                 
and honor that light.

Remember the dead  who paid our way here 
dearly, dearly

and remember the those yet to come                                
for whom we build our houses.                                             
Praise the light that shines before us,                           
through us, after us, Amen
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Conclusion to Amidah

1. Wildpeace   Yehudah Amichai  1971

Not the peace of a cease-fire
not even the vision of the wolf and the lamb,                                                                                                                                  
but rather
as in the heart when the excitement is over
and you can talk only about a great weariness..

A peace without the big noise of beating swords into ploughshares
without words, without the thud of the heavy rubber stamp:                                                                                          
let it be light, floating, like lazy white foam

Let it come like wildlflowers
suddenly, because the field
must have it: wildpeace

2. One day a man was walking along the beach when he noticed a boy                                                                    
picking something up  and gently throwing it into the ocean.                                                                    
Approaching the boy, he asked, “What are you doing?”

 The youth replied, “Throwing starfish back into the ocean.                                                               
The surf is up and the tide is going out. If I don’t throw them back, they’ll die.”

“Son,” the man said, “don’t you realize there are million of miles of beach and thousands
of starfish? You can’t make a di!erence!”

After listening politely, the boy bent down, picked up another starfish, and threw it back 
into the surf.Then, smiling at the man, he said…..“It made a di!erence for that one.”

by Loren Eislery

The Talmud teaches that one who saves a life saves the world entire

אֱלהַי נְצר ל7ְונִי מ3ֵע 1שפָתַי מִ+ַ(ֵר מִ%מָה
Guard my tongue from speaking evil, my lips from spreading lies
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                              Aleynu Readings                                  

1. Being American is more than a pride we inherit. It’s the past we step into and
how we repair it.   Amanda Gorman

2. Bishop Desmond Tutu: God’s dream is that you and I and all of us will realize
that we are family, that we are all made for togetherness, for goodness, for
compassion. "Di!erences are not intended to separate, to alienate. We are
di!erent precisely in order to realize our need of one another.

3. One day, an old Sage asked his disciples the question, "How do you know
when there is enough light to see?"One of them answered: "There is enough
light to see when you can see the current of the river move through the
morning mist." A second replied: "When you can tell an oak tree from a
sycamore. The third said: "When you can distinguish the young lambs from
the goats as they romp in themorning light."  Then his followers looked at the
Sage and were silent. Finally the old master raised his eyes and spoke quietly
andwith deliberation. "There is enough light to seewhen you can look into the
eyes of another person and understand that he or she is your brother or
sister."

4. Adrienne Rich: What would it mean to live in a city whose people were
changing  each other ''s despair into hope? You yourself must change it. What
would it feel like to know your country was changing? You yourself must change
it. Though your life felt arduous new and unmapped and strange what would it
mean to stand on the first page of the end of despair.

  5. On Hope: Howard Zinn
To be hopeful in bad times is not just foolishly romantic. It is based on the fact
that human history is a history not only of cruelty, but also of compassion,
sacrifice, courage, and kindness.What we choose to emphasize in this complex
history will determine our lives. If we see only the worst, it destroys our capacity
to do something. If we remember those times and places—and there are so
many— where people have behaved magnificently, this gives us the energy to
act, and at least the possibility of sending this spinning top of a world in a
di!erent direction. And if we do act, in however small a way, we don’t have to
wait for some grand utopian future. The future is an infinite succession of
presents, and to live now as we think human beings should live, in defiance of
all that is bad around us, is itself   a marvelous  victory.
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6.One must repeat from time to time: The world was created for my
sake. Never say:What do I care about this or that? Do your part to add
something new, to bring forth something that is needed, and to leave
the world a little better because you were here briefly. R ' Nachman of
Bratzlav

    7. Aleinu  by  byKaren Marker
We rise.
Sun rays shine through us.
Star galaxies touch our heads. 
Like redwood trees, tall and straight 
We rise towards light.

We bow, our branches 
Linked together.
We bend in wind
Humbled by what makes us great.

We stand for love. 
Higher we grow. 
From many roots 
We become as one. 

Stronger, we stand. 
We bow.
Giants who bear the mark of fire. 
With trunks that burned
It is miraculous
We were never consumed.

We drink the mists of oceans.
Bend for creatures who live in our bark.
Store the glory of the universe.
Rise for the journey 
We will take together
Rise for love
The healing fight

.                 
.ְ<א/ִית לָתֵת :89ְָה לְי)צֵר ,עָלֵינ1 לְ/ַ.ֵחַ לַאֲד)ן הַ$ֹל    
ּומְַּלכּות ְלַהמִליך וְג)Bלֵֽנ1 ,ֶאת שְׁ֥מֹו,@יַחֵד,ְוהּוא שָׂם ֶחְלקֵֽנּו  
וַאֲנַחְנ1 $וPעִים  1מִ/Oְַחֲוִים 1מ)Mים לִפְנֵי מֶלְֶ מַלְכֵי 
1מ)/ַב יXְר) .ַ/ָּמַיִם ,/ָמַיִם וְיֹסֵד אUָץ /ֶה1א נ)טֶה ,הRְַלָכִים הQַָד)/ .ָר1ְ ה1א   
אֶפֶס ז1לָתו ,אֱמֶת מַלְ$ֵנ1 ,אֵין ע)ד ,אֱ@הֵינ1 ה1א .1/ְכִינַת עZֻ) .ְגָבְהֵי מְר)מִים ,מRִַעַל       
לְבָבֶָ $ִי יְיָ ה1א הָאֱ@הִים .ַ/ָּמַיִם מRִַעַל $ַ$ָת1ב .B(Oְת) וְיָ`עOְָ הַ_)ם וַהֲ/ֵבֹתָ אֶל    
 וְעַל הָאUָץ מOִָחַת אֵין ע)ד:וְנֶאֱמַר: וְהָיָה יְיָ לְמֶלְֶ עַל $ָל הָאUָץ .ַ_)ם   
.הַה1א יִהְיֶה יְהוָה אֶחָד 1/ְמ) אֶחָד                 

Aleinu leshabeach la-Adon haKol, laTet g'dulah l'yotzer b'reshit. V'hu
sam chelkeinu l'yached et shmo V׳goraleinu l'hamlich malchuto 
VaAnachnu korim u'Mistachavim u'Modim Lifnei Melech Malchei
haM'lachim haKadosh Baruch Hu. She-hu note shamaim veYosed aretz 
U'Moshav yekarov bashamaim mima'al U'Sh'chinat uzo b'govhei
m'romim Hu Eloheinu ein od Emet Malkenu efes zulato KaKatuv
B'Torato v'yadata hayom vahashevotah el levav'cha Ki Adonai Hu
HaElohim Ba-Shamaim Mi-Maal VeAl Haaretz Mitachat Ein Od.
Vene'emar vehayah adonai lemelech al kol ha'aretz, bayom hahu
yiheyeh adonai echad u'shemo echad
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1. My grief says that I dared to love, that I allowed another to enter the very core of                          

my being and find a home in my heart. Grief is akin to praise; it is  how the soul recounts            

the depth to which someone has touched our lives. To love is to accept the rites of grief. 

2.There are stars whose light reaches the earth only after they themselves  have 

disintegrated and are no more. And there are people whose scintillating  memory lights            

the world after they have passed from it. These lights – which shine in the darkest                       

night – are those which illumine for us the path.  Chana Senesh 

3.“To alter the amnesia of our times, we must be willing to look into the face of  loss                   

and keep it nearby. In this way, we may be able to honor the losses and live our lives as 

carriers of their unfinished stories. This is an ancient thought; How we tend the dead                   

is as important as how we tend the living.”   Francis Weller, The Wild Edge of Sorrow                      

4.  "Human beings do not live forever.  We live less than the time it takes to blink an eye,             

if we measure our lives against eternity.  So it may be asked what value is there to a                  

human life.  There is so much pain in the world.  What does it mean to have to su!er                      

so much if our lives are nothing more than the blink of an eye? A blink of an eye is nothing.  

But the eye that blinks, that is something. A span of life is nothing.  But the person who              

lives that span, that person is something. That person can fill that tiny span with                             

meaning, so its quality is immeasurable, though its quantity may be insignificant.                         

A person must fill their life with meaning, meaning is not automatically given to life.                    

It is hard work to fill one 's life with meaning."    Chaim Potok

5. We join our voices in prayer tonight, honoring the departed, and seeking to comfort 

the living. By joining with those who are in mourning and by sharing some measure of 

their sorrow, we hope to remind them that they are not alone. May the spirit of the 

divine which is everywhere be with them in their grief  and guide them through the 

valley of shadows into the open meadows of sunshine and healing. Amen
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6. Life After Death  Laura Gilpin

These things I know: 

How the living go on living and how the dead go on living with them 

so that in a forest even a dead tree casts a shadow  and the leaves fall one by one 

and the branches break in the wind  and the bark peels o! slowly 

and the trunk cracks  and the rain seeps in through the cracks 

and the trunk falls to the ground  and the moss covers it

 and in the spring the rabbits find it  and build their nest inside the dead tree 

so that nothing is wasted in nature or in love.

 

7.For Transgender Day of Remembrance

God, full of mercy, bless the souls of all who are in our hearts on this Transgender Day                

of Remembrance. We call to mind today young and old, of every race, faith, and gender 

experience who have died by violence. We remember those who have died because they 

would not hide, or did not pass, or did pass, or stood too proud. Today we name them:              

the reluctant activist, the fiery hurler of heels, the warrior for quiet truth, the one whom             

no one really knew. As many as we can name, there are thousands more whom we                  

cannot, and for whom no Kaddish may have been said.  We mourn their senseless deaths, 

and give thanks for their lives, for their teachings, and for the brief glow of each holy              

flame.  We pray for the strength to carry on their legacy of vision, bravery, and love. And            

as we remember them, we remember with them the thousands more who have  taken             

their own lives. We pray for resolve to root out the injustice, ignorance, and cruelty that       

grow despair. We pray, God, that those who perpetrate hate  and  violence will speedily   

come to understand that Your creation has many faces, many genders, and many holy 

expressions. Blessed are they who have allowed their divine image to shine in the world. 

Blessed are You, God, in whom no light is extinguished.             Rabbi Reuben Zellman
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        Kaddish               

אמן  יִת4ְַ+ַל וְיִתְ,+ַ( (ְמֵ% $#ָא                    Yitgadal v’yitkadash sh’mei raba

b’alma di v’ra chir’utei; v’yamlich malchutay       #ְעָלְמָא +ִי בְ?א כִ<ע8תֵ% וְיַמְלִיְ מַלְכ8תֵה

b’chayaychon u-v’yomeichon,uv’hayei d’chol beit yisrael     #ְחCֵַיכון 8בְיומֵיכון 8בְחCֵַי Bכָל #ֵית יִש?אֵל 

וְאִמְר8 אָמֵן ,#ַעֲגָלָא 8בִזְמַן EFיב                          ba-a-gala u-vi-z’man kariv,v’imru amen
 

.Y’hei sh’mei raba m’varach l’alam u-l’almei almaya     יְהֵא (ְמֵ% $#ָא מְבָ$ְ לְעָלַם 8לְעָלְמֵי עָלְמCַָא

Yitbarach v’yishtabah, v’yitpa’ar v’yitromam, v’yitnasay    יִתְ#ָ$ְ וְיִ(Oְַ#ַח וְיִתNְָאַר וְיִתְרומַם וְיִתְנLַא 

,v’yit-hadar, v’yit’aleh v’yit’halal sh’mei d’kudsha           וְיִתְהַ+ָר וְיִתְעQֶַה וְיִתְהQַָל (ְמֵ% +BPְ(ָא

b’rich hu                                                                                         בריך הוא

וְ(ִי?תָא  לְעQֵָא מִן Uָל #ִ<כָתָא                               l’ela min kol birchata v’shirata

O                   tushb’chata v’nehemata, da-amiran b’almaֻ(ְ#ְחָתָא וְנֶחֱמָתָא +ַאֲמִי?ן #ְעָלְמָא

V'imru amen                                                                וְאִמְר8 אָמֵן

,Y’hei sh’lama raba min sh’maya                                      יְהֵא (ְלָמָא $#ָא מִן (ְמCַָא

וְאִמְר8 אָמֵן .וְחCִַים עָלֵינ8 וְעַל Uָל יִש?אֵל            v’chayim, aleinu v’al koi yisrael, v’imru amen

#ִמְרומָיו   (ָלוםעYZֶה                                            Oseh shalom bi-m’romav

    hu ya’aseh shalom aleinu v’al kol yisrael             ה8א יַעֲשה (ָלום עָלֵינ8 וְעַל Uָל יִש?אֵל 

תֵבֵל  יZ(ְבֵי  וְעַל  Uָל                                           v'al kol yoshvay tayval

וְאִמְר8 אָמֵן                                     v’imru amen.                                                                         

"In cities of diversity we organize ourselves to sustain the poor  and visit the sick  .                                                                
and bury the dead and comfort the bereaved  for these are ways of peace."                                                                       
Jerusalem Talmud, Tractate Gittin
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                                                     Kiddush

א3ֱהֵינ' מֶלְֶ הָע,לָם '(ָר'ְ אַ#ָה ה
(,;א :8ְי ה7ַָפֶן

א3ֱהֵינ' מֶלְֶ  '(ָר'ְ אַ#ָה ה
הָע,לָם

אDֲֶר DְEFָנ' (ְמִצְ,תָיו וְ<ָצָה בָנ'

וDְַ(ָת DIJ, (ְאַהֲבָה 'בHְצ,ן 
הִנְחִילָנ'

זMִָר,ן לְמַעLֲֵה בְ;אDִית

Mִי ה'א י,ם #ְחPִָה לְמHOִאֵי 
DQR

זֵכֶר לִיצִיאַת מִצHְיִם

 ָ#ְDַEO 'וְא,תָנ ָ#Uִַי בָנ' בָחM
מMִָל הָעVִַים

וDְַ(ָת DIJְָ (ְאַהֲבָה 'בHְצ,ן 
הִנְחַלְ#ָנ'

מDֵEXְ הDַַ(ָת '(ָר'ְ אַ#ָה ה

Ba-ruch Ah-tah Adonai  Eh-lo-hei-nu 
Me-lech Ha-o-lam Boray Pri Hagafen

Ba-ruch Ah-tah Adonai  Eh-lo-hei-nu 
Me-lech Ha-o-lam

Ah-sher Ki-di-sha-nu Bi-mits-vo-tav 
V'ra-tsa Va-nu

V'-Sha-bat Kad-sho B' a-ha-va             
Uv-ra-tson Hin-chi-la-nu

Zee-ka-rohn L' ma-ah-say                  
V'-ray-sheet                                           

Ki Hu Yom T'-chi-la L'-mik-rah-ay       
Ko-desh

Zay-cher Li'-tsi-aht Mitz-rah-yim.

Ki Va-nu Va-char-tah V'-o-tah-nu          
ki-dash-tah mi-kol ha-a-mim

V'shah-bat Kawd-sh'cha B-a-ha-vah  
U-v'-rah-tson Hin-chal-ta-nu.

Ba-ruch ata Adonai m'kadesh 
HaShabbat


