
Eleh Ezkereh
“These I Remember”

For food I have had my tears, day and night. 
All day they say to me, "Where is your God?" 

These things I remember, and pour out my soul within me.... (Psalm 42)

G  F 

What lives on of the people we have loved and 
lost? What breaks our heart when we think of 
them? What do we miss so much that it aches? 
Precisely that suchness, that unspeakable, 
ineffable, intangible quality, which takes up no 
space at all and which never did. That's what 
survives the great crossing with us. That's what 
makes it through the passage from life to death. 
And we taste death on Yom Kippur to remind us 
of what we must hold on to, and what we must let 
go of, of who we are, and where we come from.

                
     ~  Rabbi Alan Lew

The deep pain that is felt at the death of every 
friendly soul arises from the feeling that 
 there is in every individual something which is 
inexpressible, peculiar to him alone, and is, 
therefore, absolutely and irretrievably lost.

~ Arthur Schopenhauer

G  F 

I love the dark hours of my being. 
My mind deepens into them. 
There I can find, as in old letters, 
the days of my life, already lived, 
and held like a legend, and understood. 

Then the knowing comes: I can open 
to another life that's wide and timeless. 

So I am sometimes like a tree 
rustling over a gravesite 
and making real the dream 
of the one its living roots 
embrace: 

a dream once lost 
among sorrows and songs.

~ Rainer Marie Rilke

Someone
(Ehud Manor/Matti Caspi)

Someone, someone worries
worries for me up there
came and lit a few stars
and they fall one by one.

We are spinning in two different directions
through the day and through the night 
tired and hungry and waiting for a sign
in the paths of dust and time.
We will meet at the end of roads and questions
we will meet at the end of many days,
at the end of many nights.
I know that you too are near now
The spring has passed, the summer is over, and 
the rain has returned.

Someone, someone worries
worries for me up there
came and gathered a few stars
and returned them one by one.

G  F 

To know healing
Is to know that
All life is one
And there is no beginning
And no end
And the intention is loving

~ Margaret Torrie 



Redemption Song
Kevin Young

Finally fall.
At last the mist,
heat's haze we woke
these past weeks with

has lifted. We find
ourselves chill, a briskness
we hug ourselves in.
Frost greying the ground.

Grief might be easy
if there wasn't still
such beauty — would be far
simpler if the silver

maple didn't thrust
its leaves into flame,
trusting that spring
will find it again.

All this might be easier if
there wasn't a song
still lifting us above it,
if wind didn't trouble

my mind like water.
I half expect to see you
fill the autumn air
like breath —

At night I sleep
on clenched fists.
Days I'm like the child
who on the playground

falls, crying
not so much from pain
as surprise.
I'm tired of tide

taking you away,
then back again — 
what's worse, the forgetting
or the thing

you can't forget.
Neither yet —
last summer's
choir of crickets

grown quiet.

Hey, try to open up your heart

To beauty; go to the woods someday
And weave a wreath of memory there.
Then if the tears obscure your way
You’ll know how wonderful it is
To be alive.

- Child in the Terezin Concentration Camp, 1941

G  F 

Planting Onions

It is right
that I fall to my knees
on this damp, stony cake,
that I bend my back and bow my head.

Sun arms my shoulders,
the nape of my neck,
and the air is tangy with rot.
Bulbs rustle like spirits in their sack.

I bury each one
a trowel’s width under.
May they take hold,
rising green in time
to help us weep and live.

~  Jane Flanders

Questions for Reflection

� What values – Jewish values, universal 
values—were embodied by those whom 
you’ve lost?

� Do you have a sense of a legacy that you 
carry on from your loved one(s) who have 
died?  What feels to you like the best way 
to honor their memory?

� What have you learned from your process
of loss, from the process of grief?
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