
















When Will I Be Myself Again by Rabbi Lewis John Eron 
 
“When will I be myself again?” 
Some Tuesday, perhaps, In the late afternoon, 
Sitting quietly with a cup of tea, And a cookie; 
Or Wednesday, same time or later, 
You will stir from a nap and see her; 
You will pick up the phone to call her; 
You will hear her voice – unexpected advice – 
And maybe argue. 
And you will not be frightened, 
And you will not be sad, 
And you will not be alone, 
Not alone at all, 
And your tears will warm you. 
But not today, 
And not tomorrow, 
And not tomorrow’s tomorrow, 
But some day, 
Some Tuesday, late in the afternoon, 
Sitting quietly with a cup of tea, 
And a cookie; 
And you will be yourself again. 
Xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

If you should remember me When all I am is a memory,  
Would you keep a tiny spark  Burning somewhere in your heart? 
 
And looking  back  on all the  years,  Days of laughter, nights of  tears, 
And  if perhaps a bird appears,   It will be me who found you here. 
 
The rain crow calls to the setting sun,  The curtain falls on every one. 
All my love was holy art   That I might live within your heart. 
 
And if you  should remember me  When I am just a memory, 
Would you smile once and say,  "I don't believe you've gone away." 
And would you keep a tiny spark  Burning somewhere in your heart? 
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WHEN GOD CLAIMS HIS OWN-- Rabbi Morris Joseph                  
Something  precious is taken from  us, and we think of it as something we have lost, 
instead of some-thing we have had. We   remember only how  empty our lives are 
now, we forget how  full and rich they were before; we forget all the many days 
and years of happi-ness  we lived while ____________ was still with us.  We  
praise God for our treasures while  we have them; we cease  to praise Him for 
them when they are gone.     But God never gives; He only lends.  What is life itself 
but a loan?                                 
When God claims His own shall we rebel?  
Instead of murmuring  because He takes our precious things from us, let us be 
grateful to Him for having spared them  to us so long.  
Let us count the past happy days not  as loss, but as gain.  
We have had them; and, now  that they are ended, let us turn the loss to glorious 
gain—the  gain that comes with new courage, with nobler tasks, with a wider 
outlook on life and duty. 
                                  

 




