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Author Bobby Morris writes about a rabbi’s visit to his father’s hospital bed just before 

he died.  The rabbi leaned in, close to his father’s ear and said,  

“There’s a spot of light, Mr. Morris, when we’re born, and it’s a little bit of God. It grows 

as you become a good son, neighbor, husband, parent and friend and it grows more 

each time you do a good deed, each time you listen with an open heart.” 

My father nodded…. 

“I want you to imagine your whole life now, Mr. Morris,” the rabbi said as he took his 

hand. And for each time you did something good, imagine it as a little glow you left 

behind that lights a dark road stretching back in time. It’s a long, long road of lights now, 

isn’t it?” My father nodded again. Then he smiled. Through my tears I could see his 

spots of light, shining for all his acts of kindness…… He wasn’t perfect, and he wasn’t 

the most responsible husband or father. But he did the best he could. His trail of lights 

was glowing pearly as it receded into the dark.  

Yiskor is not only about loss and longing and grief. It’s also about that trail of lights. The 

times she listened without judging. The times he made us feel safe. The times she 

imparted wisdom we could trust. Or the embraces filled with a beautiful, powerful 

strength and security. The times of tears and the times of laughter.  The simple times 

and the hectic times. A glowing, soothing trail of lights, because death is not final, 

because love and commitment survive death, as the soul rises to the Eternal One’s 

protective embrace.  

Soon we will reach the silent Yizkor prayer. And after you say the traditional prayer, you 

can spend some time, in your own mind’s eye, talking to them, if you like. That’s what I 

do.  Share how you are. The struggles you continue to battle. The accomplishments that 

would make them proud.  The children, and the grandchildren, who bear their names.   

 

Yizkor opens space for their gentle whispers, for gentle knowledge of their presence, 

right here with us, a subtle, tender, sacred gift. Close your eyes, and see those lights as 

they shine brightly, as they continue inspire gratitude, because of what they meant to 

us, and still do. These are the lights that flicker and warm, even through our tears. The 

lights that dazzle and mark our pathways forward.  


