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קהילת בית התקוה    

    

Zichronam l’vrakhah.Zichronam l’vrakhah.Zichronam l’vrakhah.Zichronam l’vrakhah.    

May their memories be for a blessingMay their memories be for a blessingMay their memories be for a blessingMay their memories be for a blessing    
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A MessageA MessageA MessageA Message    
from Rabbi Hannah Ordenfrom Rabbi Hannah Ordenfrom Rabbi Hannah Ordenfrom Rabbi Hannah Orden    
    
The word Yizkor comes from the Hebrew root zachor, which means “remember.” 
Memory is very important in Jewish tradition. Jews do not build monuments or 

cathedrals. Instead, we are commanded throughout the Hebrew Bible: zachor –  
Remember. “Remember that you were a slave in Egypt.” “Remember the day 
you came forth out of Egypt all the days of your life.” 
 
But it is not only communal history that we are expected to remember. In the 
Book of Job we are told: “Ask about past generations, study what they have dis-
covered. For we are of yesterday and our days on earth are a shadow – surely, 
they will teach you and tell you, and speak words out of their hearts.” 
 
Yizkor – which occurs four times each year on Yom Kippur, and on the last day 
of Sukkot, Pesach, and Shavuot – provides an opportunity to remember our 
loved ones who have died. We take time not only to recite prayers, but to reflect 
on what we have learned from their lives and what we want to pass on to future 
generations. The liturgy for Yizkor reminds us that our lives are but a passing 
shadow, yet through memory, the values, wisdom, and goodness of each person 
continues to live in the world. 
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Yizkor Memorial Service, Yizkor Memorial Service, Yizkor Memorial Service, Yizkor Memorial Service,     

Pages 4Pages 4Pages 4Pages 4————12121212    

        

Individual Prayers,Individual Prayers,Individual Prayers,Individual Prayers,    

Pages 13Pages 13Pages 13Pages 13————20202020    

        

Poems and Meditations,Poems and Meditations,Poems and Meditations,Poems and Meditations,    

Pages 21Pages 21Pages 21Pages 21————39393939    

 המקום ינחם אתכם בתוך שאר אבלי ציון וירושלים
Hamakom yinachem etchem b'toch sha'ar aveilei tziyon 

virushalayim. 

May  you be comforted 
among the mourners of our people. 
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El Malei RachamimEl Malei RachamimEl Malei RachamimEl Malei Rachamim    
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We Remember ThemWe Remember ThemWe Remember ThemWe Remember Them    
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In Praise Of The LivingIn Praise Of The LivingIn Praise Of The LivingIn Praise Of The Living    
by Harvey J. Fields 
  

  Yitgadal ve’yitkadash shemy raba 

  This profound praise of the living 

  Praise for the generous gift of life. 

  

  Praise for the presence of loved ones, 

  the bonds of friendship, the link of memory. 

  

  Praise for the toil and searching, 

  the dedication and visions, 

  the ennobling aspirations. 

  

  Praise for the precious moorings of faith, 

  for courageous souls, for prophets, 

  psalmists, and sages. 

  

  Praise for those who walked before us, 

  the sufferers in the valley of shadows, 

  the steadfast in the furnace of hate. 

  

  Praise for the God of our fathers, 

  the Source of all growth and goodness, 

  the Promise of which we build tomorrow. 

  

  Yitgadal ve’yitkadash shemey raba 

  

  This, the profound praise we offer. 

  Praise for the generous gift of life. 
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Kaddish Yatom/ The Mourner’s KaddishKaddish Yatom/ The Mourner’s KaddishKaddish Yatom/ The Mourner’s KaddishKaddish Yatom/ The Mourner’s Kaddish    
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Psalm 23Psalm 23Psalm 23Psalm 23————A Psalm of DavidA Psalm of DavidA Psalm of DavidA Psalm of David    
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Psalm 23Psalm 23Psalm 23Psalm 23    
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Eli, EliEli, EliEli, EliEli, Eli 
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Individual PrayersIndividual PrayersIndividual PrayersIndividual Prayers    

       

“Viktor Frankl, the psychoanalyst and Holocaust survivor,  
concluded that sometimes the only free will that we have is how we choose 
to meet our death, and how we act in the days and hours preceding it. But 
some freedom of action always remains: ‘We who lived in concentration 
camps can remember the men who walked through the huts comforting oth-
ers, giving away their last piece of bread. They may have been few in num-
ber, but they offer sufficient proof that everything can be taken from a man 
but one thing: the last of the human freedoms—to choose one’s attitude in 
any given set of circumstances, to choose one’s own way.” 
 
by Rabbi Joseph Telushkin, 
from “A Code of Jewish Ethics”  
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PerspectivesPerspectivesPerspectivesPerspectives    
    

Remembering our parents. When we were young, we were unable to appreciate 
how devoted our parents were to our well-being, and the many ways in which they 
devoted their time, energy, and resources to nurturing us. We now know how much 
they cared for us and helped prepare us for productive lives. However, appreciating 
their qualities does not require us  to romanticize them. We all had to find our own 
paths in life and develop our own understandings of the world and our place  
 
                         (Continued on p. 15) 
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(Continued from p. 14) 
 
in it, and that often led to conflicts with our parents. Moreover, we learned that 
our parents are human beings, with imperfections. As we remember our parents 
today and focus on their positive qualities, we may be able to forgive them their 
flaws. Some of us may feel that our parents harmed us, intentionally or uninten-
tionally, and that we are not yet able to forgive them; we pray that our mentioning 
them here today will help bring us a measure of healing. 
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PerspectivesPerspectivesPerspectivesPerspectives    
 

Doing righteous deeds. An appropriate way to keep alive the memory of those 
we cherish, and to express our gratitude for their lives, is to let their memory 
serve as motivation for righteous deeds. The language of the prayers (“I 
pledge…”) is legalistic and, from a traditional perspective, binding. So it is ap-
propriate to spell our, either during the prayers or soon afterwards, exactly how 
we will carry out our commitment to  
“give tzedakah and do righteous deeds.” 
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AlternativesAlternativesAlternativesAlternatives 
 

The traditional word used for husband in Yizkor is “ba*a*li”, which literally 
means “my master”. We have followed Hosea 2:18 in which God says that in 
the future, Israel will no longer refer to God as “baali”, but rather as “ishi”, my 
husband, a word parallel to “ishti”, my wife. 
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In Memory of a Son or Daughter (translation)In Memory of a Son or Daughter (translation)In Memory of a Son or Daughter (translation)In Memory of a Son or Daughter (translation)    
 

May God remember the soul of my beloved child 
who has gone to his/her eternal home. 
In his/her memory I pledge 
to give tzedakah and to do righteous deeds. 
Through such deeds is his/her  
soul bound up in the bonds of life. 
May he/she rest in peace and may his/her 
memory ever be for a blessing.  “Amein” 
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Kavanah for YizkorKavanah for YizkorKavanah for YizkorKavanah for Yizkor    

Psalm 23 Psalm 23 Psalm 23 Psalm 23 ––––    A Psalm of DavidA Psalm of DavidA Psalm of DavidA Psalm of David    
  

Adonai is my shepherd; I shall not want. 
You make me lie down in green pastures. 
You lead me beside still waters. 
You restore my soul. 
You lead me in paths of righteousness 
for Your name's sake. 
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, 
I will fear no evil, 
for You are with me; 
Your rod and your staff, 
they comfort me. 
You prepare a table before me 
in the presence of my enemies; 
You anoint my head with oil; 
my cup overflows. 
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me 
all the days of my life, 
and I shall dwell in the house of the Lord 
forever. 
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Poems and MeditationsPoems and MeditationsPoems and MeditationsPoems and Meditations    

There are StarsThere are StarsThere are StarsThere are Stars 
by Hannah Senesh 
(A Jewish heroine of World War II) 
 
There are stars whose light reaches earth 
only as they themselves are lost and are no more. 
 
There are people whose radiance illumines their memories 
when they themselves are no longer in our midst. 
 
These lights that cause the darkest night to shine 
they light the way for humanity. 

EcclesiastesEcclesiastesEcclesiastesEcclesiastes    
    

To every thing there is a season, and time to every purpose under the heaven: 
A time to be born, and a time to die; 
a time to plant, and a time to pluck up that which is planted; 
A time to kill, and a time to heal;  
a time to break down, and a time to build up; 
A time to weep, and a time to laugh;  
a time to mourn, and a time to dance; 
A time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones 
together;  
a time to embrace and a time to refrain from embracing; 
A time to get, and a time to lose;  
a time to keep, and a time to cast away; 
A time to rend, and a time to sew;  
a time to keep silence, and a time to speak; 
A time to love, and a time to hate; a time of war, and a time of peace 
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To SayTo SayTo SayTo Say    

        (a poem for Yizkor)(a poem for Yizkor)(a poem for Yizkor)(a poem for Yizkor)    
   by Rabbi Monica Gomery 
 
to say you love a person. 
to say that person no longer exists. 
(Mary Jo Bang) 
 
To say I choose the world, and you in it. 
Wide and blasted through 
with green, 
and bleeding light, I don’t 
know how else to name it. 
 
To say hard rain, thirsting earth, 
the place where your grandmother’s 
memory drops off. 
To dedicate every word to you 
to suffocate inside these syllables, 
to crawl into the widest sky 
to rhyme with hollow, to say thick water, 
to say it carves me out of myself, 
to say this joy in manic. 
 
To say there are three pronouns 
Inside of these poems 
I, you and You 
but brother is also a pronoun 
and earth is somehow all of us. 
 
To say earth is somehow all of us. 
To say we grieved your death inseparable 
from our grieving for the world. 
To rhyme world with brother, 
to miss you, to miss you hungrily, 
tragically, gratefully, furious. 
 

(Continued on page 23) 
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To lie down beside the fresh earth 
of your grave and look up at the willow 
at the widest sky 
to say this earth is my brother 
this brother is my lover 
this death is a dream I can’t wake from. 
 
To say you loved a person 
to wrangle laughter up through the throat 
to lean toward the light 
to die every day inside of our bodies 
and rise every day inside of your memory. 
 
To say you loved a person, 
to choose the world 
to choose the world, 
And you in it. 
wide and blasted through 
with green, 
and bleeding light, I don’t 
know how else to say it 

A MeditationA MeditationA MeditationA Meditation    
by Rabbi Yael Levy 
  
Everything that is becomes something else. 
Everything that will be, was. 
 
May our hearts be strong 
and filled with courage 
as the seasons pass and leave us 
raw and exposed, 
 
And perhaps even more beautiful 
For all that has been worn away. 
 
For all that has been lost. 
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“Tis a Fearful Thing“Tis a Fearful Thing“Tis a Fearful Thing“Tis a Fearful Thing    
  by Yehudah Halevy 
(One of the greatest Hebrew poets, 
 a Spanish, Jewish physician, poet, 
& philosopher. 1075—1141 CE) 
 
“Tis a fearful thing 
  to love what death can touch. 
 
  A fearful thing 
  to love, to hope, to dream, to be— 
 
  to be, 
  And oh, to lose. 
 
  A thing for fools, this, 
 
  And a holy thing, 
 
  a holy thing 
  to love. 
 
  For your life has lived in me, 
  your laugh once lifted me, 
  your word was gift to me. 
 
  To remember this brings painful joy. 
 
“Tis a human thing, love, 
  a holy thing, to love 
  what death has touched.” 
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Angel of RestAngel of RestAngel of RestAngel of Rest 
 

  Then came 
  The angel of death 
  With gentle words 
  And sacred tidings. 
  Quiet and rest. 
  Gentleness and peace. 
  Extending a hand and a smile. 
  A guide. 
  A companion. 
 
  In the end, 
  We are not alone 
  As we rise 
  Into the rhythm of light, 
  The expanse of glory, 
  The illumination of holiness, 
  To become one with the Infinite, 
  To become one with the pulse 
  Of the Divine. 

A MeditationA MeditationA MeditationA Meditation    
by Lao Tzu 
 
Our life has not been an ascent 
up one side of a mountain and down 
the other. 
We did not reach a peak, 
only to decline and die. 
We have been as drops of water, 
born in the ocean and sprinkled on the earth 
in a gentle rain. 
We became a spring, 
and then a stream, 
and finally a river flowing deeper 
and stronger, 
nourishing all it touches 
as it nears its home once again. 
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A MeditationA MeditationA MeditationA Meditation    
by Lao Tzu 

  
Don’t accept the modern myths of aging. 
You are not declining. 
You are not fading away into uselessness. 
You are a sage, 
a river at its deepest 
and most nourishing. 
Sit by a river bank some time 
and watch attentively as the river 
tells you of your life.  

Into a thousand pieces?Into a thousand pieces?Into a thousand pieces?Into a thousand pieces? 
by Gregory Orr 
 
Into a thousand pieces? 
Must this rending  
Really precede mending? 
 
Scattered everywhere? 
Some, lost in the dark, 
As if never 
To be found again? 
 
Maybe life’s trying 
To tell me 
My heart 
Was too small. 
 
Now I start to regather, 
And when I’m done 
Maybe it will be larger— 
 
A thousand and one. 
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What the Living DoWhat the Living DoWhat the Living DoWhat the Living Do    
        by Marie Howe 
 
Johnny, the kitchen sink has been clogged for days, some utensil probably  
fell down there. 
And the Drano won’t work but smells dangerous, and the crusty dishes  
have piled up 
 
waiting for the plumber I still haven’t called. This is the 
everyday we spoke of. It’s winter again: the sky’s a deep headstrong blue, and 
the sunlight pours through 
 
the open living-room windows because the heat’s on too high in here and I 
can’t turn it off.  
For weeks now, driving, or dropping a bag of groceries in the street,  
the bag breaking,   
 
I’ve been thinking: This is what the living do. And yesterday, hurrying along 
those wobbly bricks in the Cambridge sidewalk, spilling my coffee down my 
wrist and sleeve, 
 
I thought it again, and again later, when buying a hairbrush: This is it. 
Parking. Slamming the car door shut in the cold. What you called  
that yearning. 
 
What you finally gave up. We want the spring to come and the winter to pass. 
We want whoever to call or not call, a letter, a kiss—we want more and more 
and then more of it. 
 
But there are moments, walking, when I catch a glimpse of myself in the  
window glass, 
say, the window of the corner video store, and I’m gripped by a  
cherishing so deep 
 
for my own blowing hair, chapped face, and unbuttoned coat that  
I’m speechless: 
I am living. I remember you   
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Sorrow at a Time of JoySorrow at a Time of JoySorrow at a Time of JoySorrow at a Time of Joy    
by Alden Solovy,  from “This Grateful Heart”  
 
Sorrow comes, 
Unbidden, 
Amidst the routines of our days 
And the joys of this life. 
 
How much loss can one endure? 
How much sorrow can one face? 
Grief has arrived, 
Casting a pall over the joys that remain. 
Even as we celebrate, 
We’re overcome with distress. 
Tragedy has struck. 
 
God of comfort, 
Help us through this difficult time. 
Help us to be present for one another 
And to find moments of calm and quiet, 
Perhaps finding moments of joyous memory 
and laughter, 
As we struggle together. 

In Blackwater WoodsIn Blackwater WoodsIn Blackwater WoodsIn Blackwater Woods    
by Mary Oliver 
 

Look, the trees 
are turning 
their own bodies 
into pillars 
 

of light, 
are giving off the rich 
fragrance of cinnamon 
and fulfillment, 
 

the long tapers 
of cattails 
are bursting and floating away over 
the blue shoulders                                        (Continued on page 29) 
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of the ponds, 
and every pond, 
no matter what its 
 
name is, is 
 
nameless now. 
 
Every year 
everything 
I have ever learned 
 
in my lifetime 
leads back to this: the fires 
and the black river of loss 
whose other side 
 
is salvation, 
whose meaning 
none of us will ever know. 
To live in this world 
 
you must be able 
to do three things: 
to love what is mortal; 
 
to hold it 
 
against your bones knowing 
your own life depends on it; 
and, when the time comes to let it go, 
to let it go. 
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A Meditation Named HeavyA Meditation Named HeavyA Meditation Named HeavyA Meditation Named Heavy    
(Anonymous) 
 
That time 
I thought I could not  
go any closer to grief 
without dying 
 
I went closer, 
and I did not die. 
Surely God 
had His hand in this, 
 
as well as friends. 
Still, I was bent, 
and my laughter, 
as the poet said, 
 
was nowhere to be found. 
Then said my friend Daniel 
(brave even among lions), 
“It’s not the weight you carry 
 
but how you carry it— 
books, bricks, grief— 
it’s all in the way 
you embrace it, balance it, carry it 
 
when you cannot, and would not, 
put it down.” 
So I went practicing. 
Have you noticed? 
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Hard MourningsHard MourningsHard MourningsHard Mournings    
 by Alden Solovy 
 from “This Grateful Heart” 
 
Mornings are the toughest, 
That between time 
When I’m not quite awake, 
When my mind settles 
Back to the familiarity and 
The certainty of you. 
Until I remember your passing. 
Hard mornings, 
Hard mournings, 
Blend into evenings 
Of solitude and sorrow. 
 
Perhaps I’m wrong. 
Evenings are the problem, 
When the quiet crushes my breath 
And the growing darkness 
Shadows my heart 
Until blessed sleep 
Descends from heaven. 
 
Mornings are the toughest 
New beginnings, 
Each day an echo of loss. 
Evenings are the roughest reminders 
Of your absence. 
Each night a hollow silence, 
Emptiness in the space you once held. 
 
One day 
I will breathe again. 
The Soul of the Universe 
Will turn my sorrow into dancing. 
I will remove this sackcloth 
And live again. 
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In SorrowIn SorrowIn SorrowIn Sorrow    
 by Alden Solovy 
 from “This Grateful Heart” 
 
  Ancient One, 
  Send light into this darkness 
  And hope into this despair. 
  Send music into this emptiness 
  And healing into this aching heart. 
 
  Air. 
  All I need is air. 
  A breath to give oxygen 
  To the anguish within. 
  A breath to give voice 
  To the howl in my heart. 
  A breath to set me free. 
 
  I am undone. 
  Crushed silent by sorrow. 
  Bereft by loneliness and loss. 
  Still yearning for healing. 
  Still yearning for love. 
  Still yearning for You. 
 
  Ancient One. 
  Send light into this darkness 
  And hope into this despair. 
  Send music into this emptiness 
  And healing into this aching heart 
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Each of Us Has a NameEach of Us Has a NameEach of Us Has a NameEach of Us Has a Name    
 by Zelda, Israeli Poet 
 
Each of us has a name 
given by the source of life 
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 our seasons 
and given by our blindness 
 
Each of us has a name 
given by the sea 
and given by 
death. 
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A MeditationA MeditationA MeditationA Meditation    
 

When cherished ties are broken, and the chain of love is shattered, only trust 
and the strength of faith can lighten the heaviness of the heart.  At times, the 
pain of separation seems more than we can bear, but if we dwell too long on 
our loss, we embitter our hearts and harm ourselves and those about us. 
 
The Psalmist said that in his affliction he learned the law of God. And, in truth, 
grief is a great teacher, when it sends us back to 
serve and bless the living. We learn how to counsel and comfort those who, 
like ourselves, are bowed with sorrow. We learn 
when to keep silence in their presence, and when  a word will assure them of 
our love and concern. 
 
Thus, even when they are gone, the departed are with us, moving us to live as, 
in their higher moments, they themselves wished to live. We remember them 
now; they live in our hearts; they are an abiding blessing. 

To Open EyesTo Open EyesTo Open EyesTo Open Eyes 
by Emmanuel Eydoux 
(translated from the French by Jonathan Magonet) 
 
To open eyes when others close them 
to hear when others do not wish to listen 
to look when others turn away 
to seek to understand when others give up 
to rouse oneself when others accept 
to continue the struggle even when one is not the strongest 
to cry out when others keep silent— 
to be a Jew 
it is that, 
it is first of all that 
and further 
to live when others are dead 
and to remember when others have forgotten. 
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I Do Not AskI Do Not AskI Do Not AskI Do Not Ask 
by Estelle Nachimoff Padawer 
 
I used to mumble many words in the 
        prayerbook 
without much thought 
even all wise all good all powerful God 
until dear Clara was felled by a stroke 
She who always did for others 
now helpless   shorn of dignity 
 
The contradiction of those words 
struck me then 
forced me to shake my head 
over and over again 
 
But saying no 
and saying nothing are not for me 
 
I need to say yes 
—yes to a soap bubble afloat in sunshine 
—to a newborn baby’s perfect fingernails 
—to a child reading a first sentence 
—to the look of love that lights a face 
 
I do not ask Who or How 
I just say yes   
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EpitaphEpitaphEpitaphEpitaph    
by Merrit Malloy 
 
When I die 
Give what’s left of me away 
To children 
And old men that wait to die. 
And if you need to cry, 
Cry for your brother 
Walking the street beside you. 
And when you need me, 
Put your arms 
Around anyone 
And give them 
What you need to give to me. 
I want to leave you something, 
Something better 
Than words 
Or sounds. 
Look for me 
In the people I’ve known 
Or loved, 
And if you cannot give me away, 
At least let me live in your eyes 
And not in your mind. 
You can love me most 
By letting 
Hands touch hands, 
By letting 
Bodies touch bodies, 
And by letting go 
Of children 
That need to be free. 
Love doesn’t die, 
People do. 
So, when all that’s left of me 
Is love, 
Give me away. 
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Dirge Without MusicDirge Without MusicDirge Without MusicDirge Without Music    
 by Edna St. Vincent Millay from “Collected Poems” 
 
I am not resigned to the shutting away of loving hearts in the hard ground. 
So it is, and so it will be, for so it has been, time out of mind. 
Into the darkness they go, the wise and the lovely.  Crowned  
With lilies and with laurel they go; but I am not resigned.  
 
Lovers and thinkers, into the earth with you. 
Be one with the dull; the indiscriminate dust, 
A fragment of what you felt, of what you knew, 
A formula, a phrase remains, -- but the best is lost, 
 
The answers quick and keen, the honest look, the laughter, the love,--  
They are gone.  They are gone to feed the roses.  Elegant and curled 
Is the blossom.  Fragrant is the blossom.  I know.  But I do not approve. 
More precious was the light in your eyes that all the roses in the world. 
 
Down, down, down into the darkness of the grave 
Gently they go, the beautiful, the tender, the kind; 
Quietly they go, the intelligent, the witty, the brave. 
I know,   But I do not approve.  And I am not resigned 
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Birth is a BeginningBirth is a BeginningBirth is a BeginningBirth is a Beginning 
by Alvin I. Fine 
 
Birth is a beginning 
And death a destination. 
And life is a journey: 
From childhood to maturity 
And youth to age; 
From innocence to awareness 
And ignorance to knowing; 
From foolishness to discretion 
 And then perhaps to wisdom; 
From weakness to strength 
Or strength to weakness— 
 And, often back again; 
From health to sickness 
 And back, we pray, to health again; 
From offense to forgiveness, 
From loneliness to love, 
From joy to gratitude, 
From pain to compassion, 
And grief to understanding— 
 From fear to faith; 
From defeat to defeat to defeat— 
Until, looking backward or ahead, 
We see that victory lies 
Not at some high place along the way, 
But in having made the journey, stage by stage, 
 A sacred pilgrimage. 
Birth is a beginning 
And death a destination 
But life is a journey, 
A sacred pilgrimage— 
 To life everlasting. 
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In Many HousesIn Many HousesIn Many HousesIn Many Houses 
by Diane Cole 

 
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.  
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