Yizkor Service
From Psalm 16

:יִשׁכֹּן לָבֶ טַ ח
ְ בוֹדי ַאף־בְּ ָשׂ ִרי
ִ ְ לָכֵן ָשׂמַ ח לִ בִּ י וַ ָיּגֶל כּ:ימינִי בַּ ל־אֶ מּוֹט
ִ יתי ְיהֹוָ ה לְ נֶגְ ִדּי תָ ִמיד כִּ י ִמ
ִ ִִשׁוּ

Keep me Eternal One, for in You I find refuge and in You my soul finds its peace. Guardian of all my days, You
are my cup from which I drink, and the portion of my life. I thank You for guiding my steps, for the inner voice
that instructs me.
We miss them at celebrations, when there's an empty seat at the table.
We miss them when the community gathers, and there's an empty place beside us.
We miss them today, and every today, and with every year that passes, as our life goes on without them.
Their faces, their voices, the feel of our arms around them—these are with us forever.
For so it is written: “Love is strong as death (Song of Songs 8:6)”.
The love that we gave, the love we received—these endure amid the pain of loss.
~ Mishkan HaNefesh
From Psalm 121

 ִהנֵּה:ַאל־יִתּן לַמּוֹט ַרגְ לֶָך ַאל־יָנוּם שׁ ְֹמ ֶרָך
ֵ
:ָארץ
ֶ ָ עֶ זְ ִרי מֵ עִ ם יְ ָי ע ֵֹשׂה ָשׁמַ יִם ו:אֶ ָשּׂא עֵ ינַי אֶ ל־הֶ הָ ִרים מֵ ַאיִ ן ָיבֹא עֶ זְ ִרי
: ְי ָי שׁ ְֹמ ֶרָך יְ ָי ִצלְּ ָך עַ ל־יַד י ְִמינֶָך:ִישׁן שׁוֹמֵ ר י ְִשׂ ָראֵ ל
ָ ֹלא יָנוּם וְ ֹלא י

Esa einai el-hehariim: mei-ayin yavo ezri? Ezri mei-im Adonai—oseih shamayim vaaretz. Al yitein lamot
raglecha, al yanum shom’recha. Hinei lo yanum v’lo yishan shomeir Yisrael. Adonai shom’recha, Adonai
tzil’cha al yad y’minecha, al yad y’minecha.
I turn my eyes to the mountains; from where will my help come? My help comes from Adonai, maker of heaven and earth.

A Covid Kaddish
This is a Kaddish for those who died before we identified the virus
And for those who died after we knew it was spreading among us.
This is a Kaddish for those who died on ventilators
And those for whom there were not enough ventilators.
This is a Kaddish for those who were infected at work
And for those who unknowingly infected others.
This is a Kaddish for those who were already vulnerable
And for those who thought they were invulnerable.
This is a Kaddish for those who perished in care facilities
And for those who were doomed by the carelessness of others.
This is a Kaddish for our family and friends who we lost
And for all those we did not know who have died.
This is a Kaddish for what we all have lost -The normalcy of human contact. A sense of safety, security and certainty
School, playdates, vacations and meals with friends. Jobs and economic security
And for what we all missed -Being able to sit by a loved one’s side as they lay dying
Celebrating at weddings and b’nai mitzvah. First steps and first words
Being held in the embrace of our family and friends
This is a time to let our tears flow, And to grieve our communal loss.
This is a Kaddish for all those we have lost, And for ourselves.
~ Rabbi Debra Hachen, adapted
Tears
Oh, for the world. Oh, for our children.
Cover me, hold me, God but don’t wipe my tears.
They have to follow their course.

~ Rabbi Menachem Creditor
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Psalm 23

 נַפְ ִשׁי יְשׁוֹבֵ ב ַינְחֵ נִי בְ מַ עְ גְּ לֵי־צֶ ֶדק: בִּ נְאוֹת ֶדּ ֶשׁא י ְַרבִּ יצֵ נִי עַ ל־מֵ י ְמנ ֻחוֹת ְינַהֲ ֵלנִי:ִמזְ מוֹר לְ ָדוִ ד ְיהֹוָ ה רֹעִ י ֹלא אֶ ְחסָ ר
 ַתּ ֲערְֹך לְ פָ נַי שֻׁ לְ חָ ן:וּמ ְשׁעַ נ ְֶתָּך הֵ מָּ ה יְ נַחֲ מֻ נִי
ִ ירא ָרע כִּ י־אַ ָתּה עִ מָּ ִדי ִשׁבְ ְטָך
ָ ֹלא־א
ִ
 גַּם כִּ י־אֵ לְֵך בְּ גֵיא צַ לְ מָ וֶ ת:לְ מַ עַ ן ְשׁמוֹ
 אַ ְך טוֹב וָ חֶ סֶ ד י ְִר ְדּפוּנִי כָּל־יְמֵ י חַ יָּי וְ ַשׁבְ ִתּי בְּ בֵ ית־ ְיהֹוָ ה לְ א ֶֹרְך י ִָמים:כּוֹסי ְרוָ יָה
ִ ֹאשׁי
ִ ֶנגֶד צ ְֹר ָרי ִדּ ַשּׁנ ְָתּ בַ ֶשּׁמֶ ן ר

A 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 on the right paths for the sake of Your name. Though I
walk through a valley of the shadow of death, I shall fear no evil, for You are with me; Your rod and Your staff they comfort me. You have set a table for 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 God forever.
When I die give what's let of me away to children and old men that wait to die.
And if you need to cry, cry for your brother or sister walking the street beside you
And when you need me put your arms around anyone and give them what you need to give 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 on your mind.
You can love me most by letting hands touch hands, 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.
~ Merrit Malloy
Silent Remembrances
May God remember the soul of my father / my mother / my grandfather / my grandmother / my brother / my
sister / my son / my daughter / my husband / my wife/ my uncle / my aunt/ my loved one (Hebrew or English
name) who has gone to his/her/their place of eternal rest. Please let his/her/their soul be bound up with the
living in the continuum of life, and grant him/her/them abundant joy in Your presence. May the beauty of
his/her/their life shine for evermore, and may my life always bring honor to his/her/their memory.
El Malei Rachamim

ַהוֹרים כְּ ֹֹֽזהַ ר הָ ָר ִֹֽקיע
ִ וּט
ְ דוֹשׁים
ִ  עִ ם ְק, הַ ְמצֵ א ְמנוּחָ ה נְכוֹנָה ַתּחַ ת כַּ נְפֵ י הַ ְשּׁכִ ינָה,רוֹמים
ִ  שׁוֹכֵ ן בַּ ְמּ,אֵ ל מָ לֵא ַרחֲ ִמים
יִצרוֹר בִּ צְ רוֹר הַ חַ יִּים
ְ ְ ו,ירם בְּ ֹֽ ֵסתֶ ר כְּ נָפָ יו לְ עוֹל ִָמים
ֵ  ֹֽ ַבּעַ ל הָ ַרחֲ ִמים י ְַס ִתּ, לְ נ ְִשׁמוֹת י ִַקּ ֵרינוּ ֶשׁהָ לְ כוּ לְ עוֹלָמָ ם,מַ זְ ִה ִירים
. וְ נֹאמַ ר ָאמֵ ן, וְ יָנֹֽ וּחוּ בְּ ָשׁלוֹם עַ ל ִמ ְשׁכָּ בָ ם, ְי ָי הוּא נַחֲ לָתָ ם,אֶ ת נ ְִשׁמָ תָ ם

Merciful God, God Most High: Let there be perfect rest for the souls of our loved ones who have gone into
eternity. May they find shelter in Your presence among the holy and pure whose light shines like the radiance of
heaven. Compassionate God, hold them close to You forever. May their souls be bound up in the bond of life
eternal. May they find a home in You. And may the rest in peace. Together we say: Amen.
We Remember Them
At the rising sun and at its going down, we remember them.
At the blowing of the wind and in the chill of winter, we remember them.
At the opening of the buds and in the rebirth of spring, we remember them.
At the blueness of the sky and in the warmth of summer, we remember them.
At the rustling of the leaves and in the beauty of the autumn, we remember them.
At 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 joy we crave to share, we remember them.
For as long as we live, they too will live, for they are now a part of us as, We remember them.
~ Rabbi Roland B. Gittelsohn, adapted

