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O Lord, my God,  
I pray that these things never 
end. 
The sand and the sea,  
The rush of the waters, 
The crash of the heavens,  
The prayer of man. 

by Hannah Senesh

EILI EILI

Then the Lord said to Moses, “Write this memorial in the Book”

✡ ✡ ✡

Exodus 17:14
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A PRAYER LIGHTING THE MEMORIAL CANDLE 
by Rabbi Naomi Levy 

 
I haven’t forgotten you, even though it’s been some time now since I’ve seen 
your face, touched your hand, heard your voice. You are with me all the time. 
 
I used to think you left me. I know better now. You come to me. Sometimes in 
fleeting moments I feel your presence close by. But I still miss you. And nothing 
— no person, no joy, no accomplishment, no distraction, not even God — can 
fill the gaping hole your absence has left in my life. 
 
But mixed together with all my sadness, there is a great joy for having known 
you. I want to thank you for the time we shared, for the love you gave, for the 
wisdom you spread. 
 
Thank you for the magnificent moments and for the ordinary ones too. There 
was beauty in our simplicity. Holiness in our unspectacular days. And I will carry 
the lessons you taught me always. 
 
Your life has ended, but your light can never be extinguished. It continues to 
shine upon me even on the darkest nights and illuminates my way. 
 
I light this candle in your honor and in your memory. May God bless you as you 
have blessed me with love, with grace and with peace. Amen.

(As the light is kindled, say:) 
Zeycher tzadeek leev’racha 
The memory of the upright is a continuing source of blessing.
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MOURNER’S KADDISH FOR EVERYDAY 
 

Build me up of memory 
loving and angry, tender and honest. 

Let my loss build me a heart of wisdom, 
compassion for the world’s many losses 

Each hour is mortal 
and each hour is eternal 

and each hour is our testament. 
May I create worthy memories 

all the days of my life. 
 

by Debra Cash

✡ ✡ ✡

This memorial book is an annual publication of Beth Tikvah Synagogue distributed 
before the High Holidays for use on Yom Kippur and at all other Yizkor services 
throughout the year. It contains short biographies of members of our congregation who 
passed away in the previous year, as well as some prayers, psalms and inspirational 
readings. The names of the late family members and friends in whose memory donations 
to support this project were made appear at the back of the book.

✡ ✡ ✡

✡ ✡ ✡

We pray that the year of 5783 will bring many opportunities for Re-New-Nion; renewal 
and reunion. Renewal offers the opportunity to reinvigorate a practice with newfound 
passion or meaning or perhaps to be introspective from a different angle. Reunion 
invites us to gather with those we have shared a common path and provides a cross-
roads or at least a check-in. 

Yizkor, at its core, embodies these very concepts. Four times a year—Yom Kippur, Shemini 
Atzeret, the eighth day of Pesach and Shavuot, we create the space and time to spiritually 
visit with those who helped shape our lives. As the time passes our understanding of 
the roles they played in our lives, the paths they paved and direction they guided us 
towards, the influence they continue to have in our lives, all change as we grow. In 
today’s world our tendency is to resist bringing the pain of reflection to mind. Judaism, 
however, invites us to live lives of meaning and authenticity, to feel rather than to numb, 
to celebrate and seek potential. Such a path comes precisely from acknowledging our 
origins and recalling lessons, values learned from the many people who mentor us and 
accompany us, even if only for a bit, on our journeys. These Yizkor checkpoints beckon 
us to pause, reflect, evaluate, realign, and mostly to just feel and simply be, if only for 
a few moments. In gratitude for those who left an imprint as they passed through our 
lives, we create and spend these liminal moments. 

May these pages bring comfort and inspire joyful memories of those you have loved. 
May the memories of your loved ones forever be a blessing. 

As with last year, WE WILL USE the readings and tributes of this special publication for 
yizkor throughout the year, for Yom Kippur, Shemini Atzeret, the eighth day of Pesach 
and Shavuot. For the second year we have been blessed with gifts of words from some 
of our very own Beth Tikvah members—Dr. Ronit Berger and Barry Corrin. For these 
too, we are grateful.  

Wishing you and your families a year filled with good health, renewal, and celebration! 
I am looking forward to being together in the year ahead! 

Shanah tovah, g’mar chatimah tova (a good year in which you are written and sealed 
for goodness!)  

Rabbi Tendler
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I AM A TREE 
by Barry Corrin 

 
 
  
I am a tree, with many trees inside me. My roots go deep, from parents to grand-
parents, great grandparents and greater grandparents, all the way back to… 
  
I am a tree, in a forest of trees, whose roots intertwine and marry with the roots 
of other trees, whose names have changed through time. 
  
I am a tree that has enjoyed feasts and endured famines, weathered storms and 
inhaled sunshine, felt gentle rains and harsh downpours, all of which have made 
me the tree that I am.  
  
I am a tree that feels, and sometimes recalls, the origins of the surface wounds 
and profound scars I've sustained, some of which were caused by the very roots 
that sustain me. 
  
I am a tree that also appreciates the care, kindness, and love of those who  
came before, and those who came long before them. I am a tree, grateful for the 
support, wisdom, and kinship of my forest.  
  
I am a tree with green shoots and leaves in the canopy above and amber and  
yellowing leaves below, many of which, sadly, have fallen to the ground. 
  
On days like today, I am a tree that knows and understands that the deep roots 
and leaves, long ago fallen, continue to reside in me. 
  
I am a tree that remembers…I am a tree that leans upon trees that lean upon 
trees. 

Yizkor 57836

PIECES OF ME 

by Ronit Berger 

 

 

I’ve dropped pieces of me along the way, 

molted like the snake outgrowing its skin, 

the dried flakes flicked into the air 

disappearing. 

 

I’ve dropped pieces of me along the way, 

like socks abandoning the overflowing basket, 

scattered on the stairs, 

the lost partner inscribing absence 

everywhere I look. 

 

I’ve dropped pieces of me along the way 

as I’ve bent over to lift the new burden, 

the old one falls aside,  

discarded, retreating to the corners of my mind 

hidden from view, only to return magnified.
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YIZKOR

✡ ✡ ✡

Blessed are those who give meaning to our lives; 
Holy and precious is the example they leave behind. 

We pray: 

May our sorrows diminish as we recall their strength. 
May their wisdom protect us and help us to live. 

Let our grief be transformed into tenderness toward those  
who are still with us.

 ברוך אתה ה׳ מקור החיים
Baruch atah, Adonai, m’kor hachayim. 

Blessed are you, Holy One, who gives and renews life.

Yizkor 578312

OPENING MEDITATION 

 
 
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 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. 

  
by Simchah Paul Raphael 

Kol Haneshamah Machzor Leyamim Nora’im
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IN MEMORY OF THE SIX MILLION: 

Exalted, compassionate God, grant perfect peace in Your 
sheltering presence, among the holy and the pure, to the souls 
of all the men, women, and children of the House of Israel 
who were slaughtered, strangled, and burned in the Shoah. 
May they rest in peace Merciful One, may they find eternal 
shelter beneath Your sheltering wings, and may their souls be 
bound up in the bond of life. May they rest in peace. And let 
us say: Amen.

IN MEMORY OF ALL THE DEAD: 

Exalted, compassionate God, grant perfect peace in Your 
sheltering presence, among the holy and the pure, to the souls 
of all those we have recalled today. May their memory be a 
blessing Merciful One, we ask that our loved ones find perfect 
peace in Your eternal embrace. And let us say: Amen.

IN MEMORY OF CONGREGANTS:
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This is the hour of memory— 
and this is our house of comfort. 

Wounded by loss, we retreat from life; 
our synagogue gathers us in. 

  
Into this place we bring stories and prayers, 

unanswered questions, 
tears that need to be shed. 

Lives recollected and carried within us— 
moments of courage and laughter and pain— 

this day embraces them all; 
this place embraces us all. 

  
Now the heart opens in sorrow, 

for we are time’s subjects, 
and all that we love we must lose. 

So let us hold fast to the love that remains, 
and cherish the light of the sun. 

Today all of us walk the mourner’s path; 
together we may find strength. 

  
Eternal God, we ask Your help, for our need is great. 

Our days fly past in quick succession, 
and we cannot look back without regret, or ahead without misgiving. 

  
We seek to understand the mystery of our own lives, 

but our effort is in vain. 
And when suffering and death strike those we love, 

our faith all but fails us, and we forget that we are Your children. 
  

God, help us now to feel Your presence. 
When our own weaknesses and the storms of life 

hide You from our sight, 
help us to know that You are with us still. 
Uphold us with the comfort of Your love.

THE HOUR OF MEMORY

Yizkor 578320

THROUGH YOUR OWN EYES 
(Bearing witness to the Holocaust through time and memory) 

by Ronit Berger 

 

 

“Put the camera down-,” they told me 

Don’t look at the ovens through the manufactured lens 

See the remains with your own eyes and develop the film in your mind. 

 

Remember the images of their faces reflected in the window. 

I can see them now 31 years later, that which no device could ever capture. 

 

Touch the stained blue wall of the chamber of death 

Your eyes, your nose, your fingers will embed the sensations in  

your consciousness. 

 

Breathe in the warm, weathered wood 

Exhale the horror and gratitude for your place in time.


