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Yizkor
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KAVANOT FOR YIZKOR

KAVANAH. As we gather together for this solemn moment, we are touched
by a horizontal connection, a circle of individuals reaching out to each
other for comfort and nourishment as we each acknowledge our loss. We
are also empowered by a vertical connection with those souls who have
cherished the chain of tradition that stretches far back in time. We are all a
part of that chain. By honoring it, both in its horizontal form and its
vertical dimension, we are proclaiming our faith in its continuity.  D.B.

KavaNAH. The essence of Yizkor is remembering. Some memories come in
an almost overpowering rush, others drift into our consciousness much
more gradually. We need time for remembering. Sometimes, the little
things that gradually come to awareness only after we leave time for
waiting, turn out to be the most precious and important of all. So quiet
yourself, and listen to your heart murmuring. Now is the time for
remembering.... DAT

KAVANAH. Jewish tradition teaches that between the living and the dead
there is a window, not a wall. The culture of scientific materialism teaches
that after death, the links between us and our loved ones who died are
forever ended—a brick wall! But, like the rituals of Shiva, Kaddish, and
Yahrzeit, Yizkor opens windows to loved ones who are no longer with us.
Yizkor creates a sacred space and time, wherein we can open our hearts
and minds to the possibility of a genuine interconnection with beloved
family members and friends who have left behind the world of the living.
Yizkor is a window. Within the wellsprings of our infinite souls we find
the window of connection between the living and the dead. Prepare to
open that window....

As you recite Yizkor prayers, let your senses and imagination serve as the
vehicle of interconnection. For whom are you saying Yizkor today? Can
you imagine their faces before your eyes? See their smiles; visualize how
they might be standing if they were next to you. Do you recall the sound
of their voices? Hear their words as you stand in prayer. Feel their
presence right in this moment. In your mind, in your heart, allow a
conversation between you to unfold. What needs to be communicated this
year? What’s the message you need to hear today? What are the silent
prayers of the heart? What remains unspoken? Speak. Listen. Take your
time. There is no reason to hurry. This is a timeless moment. Let all the
radiance of their love be with you right now. Simcha Paull Raphael
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If only I could hold your face
If only I could wrap up the light in your eyes
and put it away

safekeeping

safekeeping

against mistaken words
against parting
old age

against all human loneliness

We say that love has no beginning and no end
We know such love

flowing out of itself like a river

that meets and parts and meets

It’s for that love
our eyes shine

But oh for that time of parting
for that time we are not ever
sufficiently shored against

tell me how to hold that precious light

Take my hands and bless them
as they bless what they long to keep

Robert Grant Burns

COMMENTARY. Yizkor developed as part of the Yom Kippur service during
the Middle Ages. Originally it was placed after the Torah reading before
the scrolls were returned to the ark, but its location is a matter of local
custom. In order to accommodate those who wish to enter the service for
Yizkor, many communities now place it in the afternoon before the Minhah
service. Other possibilities for the placement of Yizkor abound. DAT
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YIZKOR / MEMORIAL SERVICE

Traditionally Yizkor, the memorial service, is recited after the Haftarah in the Torah service
on the moring of Yom Kippur, but recitation of Yizkor can be shifted to any other time in
the day. Yizkor prayers are customarily said while standing. Some congregations read a list
of those who are to be remembered. Others publish a remembrance book.

MPIH QI M

ALMIGHTY ONE, what are human beings
that you take note of them,

: YNNI YR

the children of humanity

that you should think of them? o

COMMENTARY. Calling to mind the memory of relatives or friends who
have departed and giving tzedakah in their memory is a long-standing
custom. It is mentioned in the medieval work Midrash Tanhuma as a Yom
Kippur custom, though the Yizkor prayers themselves are somewhat later
in origin. Recitation of Yizkor on the Pilgrimage Festivals began in
European communities after the bloody destruction associated with the
Crusades.

Because it was superstitiously believed that being present for Yizkor when
one’s parents were living could hasten their death, it used to be the case
that only those required to say Yizkor because of the death of an immediate
relative remained in the synagogue. After the Holocaust, which left so
many with no one to say Yizkor for them, liberal congregations have
encouraged everyone to join in reciting Yizkor. People are encouraged to
recite Yizkor for each person whose memory is cherished. The traditional
phrase said of the dead, zikaron livrahah/the memory for a blessing,
reminds us that part of our purpose in remembering is to have our
memories influence us to do good. This influence is made tangible in the
custom of giving tzedakah in memory of loved ones before the holiday
begins. DAT

92W...71971° / ALMIGHTY ONE...shadow (Psalms 144:3-4).
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A human being is like a momentary breeze,
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a person’s days are but a passing shadow.
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At dawn, life blossoms and renews itself]
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at dusk, it withers and dries up.
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You return a person unto dust.

:DIX™I2 12Y IRM

You say: Return, O children of humanity!

We turn our thoughts to yesterday...to a world that lives only in
our memory.

As we recall the days gone by, we know the past is irretrievable.
Yet—through the gift of memory, we recapture treasured
moments and images.

We are thankful for the happiness we knew with those no longer
here, with whom we lived and laughed and loved.

We praise the Eternal wellspring of life who links yesterday to
tomorrow. We affirm that despite all the tragedy bound up with
living, it is still good to be alive.

We understand that there can be no love without loss, no joy
without sorrow. May we have the courage to accept the all of
life—the love and the loss—the joy and the sorrow, as we

remember them.
Evelyn Mehlman

WaN...9p22/ At dawn...dries up (Psalms 90:6).
07X...2wn /You return..humanity (Psalms 90:3).
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Each of Us Has a Name

Each of us has a name
given by God

and given by our parents
Each of us has a name
given by our stature and our smile
and given by what we wear
Each of us has a name
given by the mountains
and given by our walls
Each of us has a name
given by the stars

and given by our neighbors
Each of us has a name
given by our sins

and given by our longing
Each of us has a name
given by our enemies

and given by our love
Each of us has a name
given by our celebrations
and given by our work
Each of us has a name
given by the seasons

and given by our blindness
Each of us has a name
given by the sea

and given by

our death. Zelda (translated by Marcia Falk)
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AIMIGHTY ONE, what are human beings
that you take note of them,

the children of humanity

that you should think of them?

A human being is like a momentary breeze,
a person’s days are but a passing shadow.
At dawn, life blossoms and renews itself,

at dusk, it withers and dries up.

You return a person unto dust.

You say: Return, O children of humanity!

M2W... M / ALMIGHTY ONE...shadow (Psalms 144:3-4).
VIM...79p22/ At dawn...dries up (Psalms 90:6).
03R...20n/You return...humanity (Psalms 90:3).

KAvANAH. Whenever we take time to think about our origins, or go back to
the home where we spent our childhood, we find that things have
changed. The years have taken their toll. Death has taken away many of
the people who filled our early years. Our friendships have changed, our
family relationships have changed. And yet—if only in our deepest
memories, home continues to be with us. We carry our ancestors and our
homes through all the years of our lives. We cannot go home again, but if
we can remember, we are never really away from home. L.G.B.
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THE FIVE STAGES OF GRIEF

The night I lost you

someone pointed me towards

the Five Stages of Grief.

Go that way, they said,

it's easy, like learning to climb
stairs after amputation.

And so I climbed.

Denial was first.

I sat down at breakfast

carefully setting the table

for two. I passed you the toast—
you sat there. I passed

you the paper—you hid

behind it.

Anger seemed more familiar.

I burned the toast, snatched

the paper and read the headlines myself.
But they mentioned your departure
and so I moved on to

Bargaining. What could I exchange
for you? The silence

after storms? My typing fingers?
Before I could decide, Depression
came puffing up, a poor relation
its suitcase tied together

with string. In the suitcase

were bandages for the eyes

and bottles of sleep. I slid

all the way down the stairs

feeling nothing. -
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And all the time Hope

flashed on and off

in defective neon.

Hope was a signpost pointing
straight in the air.

Hope was my uncle’s middle name,
he died of it.

After a year I am still climbing,
though my feet slip

on your stone face.

The treeline

has long since disappeared;

green is a color

I have forgotten.

But now I see what I am climbing
towards: Acceptance

written in capital letters,

a special headline:

Acceptance.

Its name is in lights.

I struggle on,

waving and shouting.

Below, my whole life spreads its surf,
all the landscape I've ever known
or dreamed of. Below

a fish jumps: the pulse

in your neck.

Acceptance. I finally

reach it.

But something is wrong.

Grief is a circular staircase.

I have lost you.

Linda Pastan
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LITTLE RUTH

Sometimes I think about you, little Ruth—remembering
how we were separated by great distance in our childhood,
and how they burned you in the camps.

Were you here now, you’d be a woman of 65,

a woman at the threshold of old age.

And I don’t know what befell you in your short life

after the time that we were separated,

how far you got, what signs of passage

had been hung upon your shoulders, on your sleeve,

on your courageous spirit. What glittering stars

have clung to you, what signs of heroism, what

medals of love were hung upon your neck.

What peace was on you—on you, may there be peace!
And what has happened to your lifetime’s unused years?
Are they still packed in pretty packages,

or were they added to my life? Did you make me become
your bank of love, like banks in Switzerland

whose accounts are voided when their owners die?

Shall I inherit all of this for my children

whom you have never seen?

You gave me your life, much the way a wine merchant
makes others drunk while staying sober,
making death sober like you,

the clearest-headed one in all the land of death o
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to someone drunk with life like me,

wallowing in his forgetfulness.

Sometimes, I think about you, during times

I hadn’t planned on, and in places

that I hadn’t designated for a memory,

but rather for some transitory thing that doesn’t linger.
Like at an airport, when the arriving passengers

are standing wearily by the revolving ramp

that brings their baggage and their packages,

and suddenly, with cries of joy, they find their own,
like at a resurrection of the dead,

and then they exit to their lives.

And there is one bag that keeps coming back

and disappearing once again, returning once again,

so slowly in the empty hall,

before, again and again, it passes on.

Thus does your quiet image pass before me;

thus do I remember you, until the ramp stops moving
and is silent. So it goes.

Yehuda Amichai
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My protector, you are our abode,
one generation to the next,

since before the mountains came to birth,
before the birthpangs of the land and world.
From eternity unto eternity, you are divine.

Truly, a thousand years are in your eyes
like yesterday—so quickly does it pass—
or like the watchman’s nighttime post.

You pour upon them sleep, they sleep.
When morning comes, it vanishes like chaff.

At dawn, life blossoms and renews itself,
at dusk, it withers and dries up.

Years of our lifetime are but seventy
—perhaps, among the strongest, eighty years—

and most of them are toil and fatigue,
then quickly it all ends, we fly away.

Who knows the full strength of your fury?
Is our fear of you the equal of your wrath?

Oh, let us know how to assess our days,
how we may bring the heart some wisdom.

Let your accomplishment be visible to those who serve you,
let your beauty rest upon their children,

let our divine protector’s pleasure be upon us,
and the labor of our hands, make it secure,
the labor of our hands ensure!

Selections from Psalm 90
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FOR A GRANDMOTHER

My mother’s mother died

in the spring of her years,

and her daughter forgot her face.
Her portrait, engraved

on my grandfather’s heart,

was erased from the world of images
when he died.

In the house, just her mirror remained,
sunk with age in its silver frame.

And I, the pale grandchild

who does not resemble her,

peer into it today as into a lake

that hides its treasures underwater.

Deep behind my face,

I see a young woman—
pink-cheeked, smiling,

a wig on her head—

threading a long-looped earring
through the tender flesh of her lobe.

Deep behind my face,

shines the bright gold of her eyes.
And the mirror passes on

the family lore:

She was very beautiful.

Lea Goldberg (translated by Marcia Falk)
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FOR A GRANDFATHER

My grandfather was a farmer.

The day before he died

he planted a garden

A garden that nourished his family
through the sunless season of
mourning

far into the golden season of harvest.

My grandfather was a farmer.
Before he died

he planted a lifetime of seeds.
Diligently he planted honesty and

reverence;

Inadvertently he planted gentleness and
humor—

Bounty enough to nourish me

all the seasons of my life

far into the planting season of my child.

Dana Shuster
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FOR A PARENT

Move to the front

of the line

a voice says, and suddenly
there is nobody

left standing between you
and the world, to take

the first blows

on their shoulders.

This is the place in books
where part one ends, and
part two begins,

and there is no part three.
The slate is wiped

not clean but like a canvas
painted over in white

so that a whole new landscape
must be started,

bits of the old

still showing underneath—
those colors sadness lends
to a certain hour of evening.
Now the line of light

at the horizon

is the hinge between earth
and heaven, only visible

a few moments

as the sun drops

its rusted padlock

into place.

Linda Pastan
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In many houses

all at once

I see my mother and father
and they are young

as they walk in.

Why should
my tears come,
to see them laughing?

That they cannot
see me
is of no matter.

I was once
their dream;
now

they are mine.

Author Unknown
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FOR A CHILD

I will never be able to stop my tears.
And the day is far off when I will

Forget this cruel day.

Why could we not have died with him?
His little clothes still hang on his rack
His milk is still by his bed.

Overcome, it is as though life had left us.
We lie prostrate and insensible all day.

I am no longer young enough

To try to understand what has happened.
I was warned of it in a dream.

No medicine would have helped

Even if it had been heaped mountain high.
The disease took its course inexorable.

It would be better for me if I took

A sword and cut open my bowels.

They are already cut to pieces with sorrow.
I realize what I am doing

And try to come to myself again,

But I am exhausted and helpless,

Carried away by excess of sorrow.

1024 / YIZKOR
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FOR A SPOUSE / PARTNER

As long

as I speak
your name
you are
not dead

as long
as I think
your pain
I cannot
grieve

the granite marker
tells
your name

your age
the bleak horizon

scars
the barren hedge

as long

as I

you

are not dead

Hannah Kahn
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FOR A SUICIDE

...transcripts of fog...
speak your tattered Kaddish for all suicides:

Praise to life though it crumbled in like a tunnel
on ones we knew and loved

Praise to life though its windows blew shut
on the breathing-room of ones we knew and loved

Praise to life though ones we knew and loved
loved it badly, too well, and not enough

Praise to life though it tightened like a knot
on the hearts of ones we thought we knew loved us

Praise to life giving room and reason
to ones we knew and loved who felt unpraisable

Praise to them, how they loved it, when they could.

Adrienne Rich

ON HEALING

I had thought that your death

Was a waste and a destruction,

A pain of grief hardly to be endured.

I am only beginning to learn

That your life was a gift and a growing
And a loving left with me.

The desperation of death

Destroyed the existence of love,

But the fact of death

Cannot destroy what has been given.

I am learning to look at your life again
Instead of your death and your departing.

Marjorie Pizer
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It is customary to rise for Yizkor prayers, E} Maley Rahamim, and Kaddish.

Prayer in remembrance of a male:
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Let God remember the soul of who
went to his place of eternal rest. Please let his soul be bound up
with the living in the continuum of life, and may his rest be
honorable. Grant him abundant joy in your presence, and sweet
pleasures at your right hand for eternity. Amen.

Prayer in remembrance of a female:
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Let God remember the soul of who
went to her place of eternal rest. Please let her soul be bound up
with the living in the continuum of life, and may her rest be
honorable. Grant her abundant joy in your presence, and sweet
pleasures at your right hand for eternity. Amen.

KAvANAH. Yizkor, a time to mourn our lost loved ones, is for some a time
to mourn relationships that were not fully loving. We pray, 7272% 1/
zikaron livrahah/“may the memory be a blessing.” We hope that with the
passing of time we can let go of our pain and disappointment in the
shortcoming of our deceased loved ones and see them as blessings in our
lives, distilling the goodness in them which may now be overshadowed. In
coming to terms with difficult relationships, we are blessed with peace,
and memory becomes blessing. B.PT.
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God filled with mercy,

dwelling in the heavens’ heights,

bring proper rest

beneath the wings of your Shehinah,
amid the ranks of the holy and the pure,
illuminating like the brilliance of the skies
the souls of our beloved and our blameless
who went to their eternal place of rest.
May you who are the source of mercy
shelter them beneath your wings eternally,
and bind their souls among the living,
that they may rest in peace.

And let us say: Amen.

1028 / YIZKOR



For the Martyrs, Soldiers of the People Israel, and Victims of the Holocaust:
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God filled with mercy, dwelling in the heavens’ heights, bring
proper rest beneath the wings of your Shehinah, amid the ranks
of the holy and the pure, illuminating like the brilliance of the
skies the souls of Israel’s soldiers, and all those who have given
up their lives in affirmation of your holy Name, and all
destroyed in the Shoah. May you who are the source of mercy

shelter them beneath your wings eternally, and bind their souls

among the living, that they may rest in peace. And let us say:
Amen.

COMMENTARY. In this E! Maley Rahamim specific references to those who
have died fighting in Israel’s wars and those murdered in the Holocaust
have been added to the traditional phrase “all those who have given up
their lives in affirmation of your holy Name.” These events of our time
demand special recognition. Sanctification of God’s name through
voluntary martyrdom was an altogether too common phenomenon in
the rabbinic and medieval periods, which were often punctuated by savage
persecution. Death in the Holocaust was qualitatively different because it
could not be averted by the victim—even conversion had no power to
save. Many contemporary Jews view the tragic events of the Holocaust as a
lessening of God’s presence in the world, though acts of bravery, piety, and
caring manifested the divine even then.

Israeli soldiers generally understand their sacrifices to be for the sake of
their families and their people rather than as part of an effort to make God
manifest. Nonetheless their sacrifices, which have revived and preserved
Israel as a Jewish home, have a meaning to Jews everywhere far beyond
that of acres of land. They have kept alive a dream we share—our land,
not only free, but at peace. DAT
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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, we
remember them.

In the opening of the buds and in the rebirth of spring, we
remember them.
In the blueness of the sky and in the warmth of summer, we
remember them.

In the rustling of leaves and in the beauty of autumn, 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.
So long as we live, they too shall live, for they are now a part of
us, as we remember them.

Jack Riemer and Sylvan D. Kamens
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KADDISH YATOM /
THE MOURNER’S KADDISH

Reader: Let God’s name be made great and holy in the world that
was created as God willed. May God complete the holy realm in
your own lifetime, in your days, and in the days of all the house
of Israel, quickly and soon. And say: Amen.

Congregation: May God’s great name be blessed, forever and as long
as worlds endure.

Reader: May it be blessed, and praised, and glorified, and held in
honor, viewed with awe, embellished, and revered; and may the
blessed name of holiness be hailed, though it be higher by far
than all the blessings, songs, praises, and consolations that we
utter in this world. And say: Amen.

May Heaven grant a universal peace, and life for us, and for all
Israel. And say: Amen.

May the one who creates harmony above, make peace for us and
for all Israel, and for all who dwell on earth. And say: Amen.

Love is not changed by Death,

And nothing is lost and all in the end is harvest.
Edith Sitwell
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Yitgadal veyitkadash shemey raba
be’alma divra hirutey veyamlih malhutey

behayeyhon uvyomeyhon uvhayey dehol beyt yisra’el
ba’agala uvizman kariv ve’imru amen.

Congregation: Yehey shemey raba mevarah le’alam ulalmey almaya.

Yitbarah veyishtabah veyitpa’ar veyitromam

veyitnasey veyit-hadar veyitaleh veyit-halal

shemey dekudsha berih hu

le’ela le’ela mikol birhata veshirata

tushbehata venehemata da’amiran be’alma ve’imru amen.

Yehey shelama raba min shemaya vehayim aleynu ve’al kol
yisra’el ve’imru amen.

Oseh shalom bimromav hu ya’aseh shalom aleynu ve’al kol
yisra’el ve’al kol yoshvey tevel ve’imru amen.
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A psalm of David.
THE ETERNAL is my shepherd; I shall never be in need.
Amid the choicest grasses does God set me down.
God leads me by the calmest waters,
and restores my soul.
God takes me along paths of righteousness,
in keeping with the honor of God’s name.
Even should I wander in a valley of the darkest shadows,
I will fear no evil.
You are with me, God. Your power and support
are there to comfort me.
You set in front of me a table
in the presence of my enemies.
You anoint my head with oil; my cup is overflowing.
Surely, good and loving-kindness will pursue me
all the days of my life,
and I shall come to dwell inside the house
of THE ETERNAL for a length of days.

Psalm 23
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Mizmor ledavid adonay ro’i lo ehsar. Binot deshe yarbitzeni
al mey menuhot yenahaleni. Nafshi yeshovev

yanheni vemageley tzedek lema’an shemo.

Gam ki eleh begey tzalmavet lo ira ra

ki atah imadi shivteha umishanteha hemah yenahamuni.
Ta’aroh lefanay shulhan neged tzoreray

dishanta vashemen roshi kosi revayah.

Ah tov vahesed yirdefuni kol yemey hayay

veshavti beveyt adonay le’oreh yamim.
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