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יִלֵא ,יִלֵא    
ֹאּלֶׁש רֵמָּגִי  םָלֹועְל    

לֹוחַה םָּיַהְו    
ׁשּורְׁשִר לֶׁש  םִיַּמַה    

קַרְּב םִיַמָּׁשַה    
  םָדָאָה תַּלִפְּת

Eili, Eili,   
shelo yigameir l'olam  
Hachol vehayam,   
rishrush shel hamayim  
B'rak hashamayim,   
t'fillat haAdam.  

  םָּיַהְו לֹוחַה
  םִיַּמַה לֶׁש ׁשּורְׁשִר
  םִיַמָּׁשַה קַרְּב
  םָדָאָה תַּלִפְּת

Hachol vehayam,   
rishrush shel hamayim  
B'rak hashamayim,   
t'fillat haAdam.  

Eili, Eili, 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 the heart 
 

יתיוש  Shiviti  

   דיִמָת יִּדְגֶנְל  ָיְי יִתיִּו
    :טֹוּמֶא־לַּב  יִניִמיִמ יִּכ
   יִּבִל חַמָׂש ןֵכָל
   יִדֹובְּכ לֶגָּיַו
   יִרָׂשְּב־ףַא
    :חַטֶבָל ןֹּכְׁשִי
   בֹזֲעַת־ֹאל יִּכ
   לֹואְׁשִל יִׁשְפַנ
   Kְדיִסֲח ןֵּתִת־ֹאל
   :תַחָׁש תֹואְרִל
   םיִּיַח חַרֹא יִנֵעיִדֹות
   Kיֶנָּפ־תֶא  תֹוחָמְׂש עַבׂש
  :חַצֶנ Kְניִמיִּב תֹומִעְנ
  

Shiviti Adonai  l’negdi tamid;  
ki mimini:  bal-emot.  
Lachein samach libi,   
vayagel k’vodi;  
af-b’sari   
yishkon lavetach. 
Ki lo-taazov   
nafshi lish·ol;  
lo-titein chasid’cha   
lirot shachat.  
Todi-eini orach chayim,  
sova s’machot  et panecha,  
n’imot bimin’cha netzach.   

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. I have set You before me always; 
with You beside me I cannot fail. So my heart is glad, my soul rejoices, 
and all of me can rest secure: for You will not abandon me in death. 
You show me the path of life, and Your presence is fullness of joy. 
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Enosh kechatzir yamav, 
k’tzitz hasadeh kein yatzitz. 
Ki ruach av’rah-bo v’einenu, 
v’lo-yakirenu od m’komo. 
V’chesed Adonai mei·olam 
v’ad olam al-y’rei·av; 
v’tzidkato livnei vanim — 
l’shom’rei v’rito. 

ויָמי ריִצָחֶּכ ׁשֹונֱא , 
ץיִצי ןֵּכ הֶדָּׂשַה ץיִצְּכ . 
ּוּנֶֽניֵאְו ֹוּב־הָרְבָע ַחּוֽר ִיּכ , 
ֹומֹוקְמ דֹוע ּוּנֶֽריִּכַי־אלְו . 
םָלֹועֵמ ָיְי דֶסֶֽחְו  
ויָאֵרְי־לַע םָלֹוע־דַעְו , 
םיִנָב יֵנְבִל ֹותקָדְִצְו , 
ֹותיִרְב יֵרְמֹׁשְל . 

 
Our days —Like the grass of the field, like flowers in the meadow 
vanish in a momentary gust of wind, gone, never to be seen again. 
But God’s love is infinite and with us forever. 
God’s goodness reaches far into the future — 
This is the gift of the covenant. 

Psalm 103:15–18 
At birth, a miracle: 
You light the spark in every human soul. 
Emerging into light, we breathe it in — 
the n’shamah, Your sacred gift of life. 
And every day, every breath 
comes to us as a miracle. 
The light within us — unique and precious, 
is with us always, while we live. 
When breath has ceased and life has gone, 
the n’shamah returns to You. 
And the spark that lived inside the ones we love, 
unique and precious, beautiful and good, 
is theirs no more. 
Their light is ours; their radiance now burns in us, 
eternal flame of memory. 
So we light candles, to keep our love alive, 
to bring their light into the world; 
A light unique and precious, 
ours to treasure, while we live; 
A ner tamid that lights our days 
and gives us strength to journey through the nights. 
 
More precious was the light in your eyes than all 
the roses in the world. 
 

Edna St. Vincent Millay 
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Esa einai   יניע אשא  
Esa einai   
el heharim;   
Me'ayin me'ayin   
yavo ezri?  

  יַניֵע אָּׂשֶא
םיִרָהֶה־לֶא  
  ןִיַאֵמ ,ןִיַאֵמ
:יִרְזֶע ֹאבָי  

Ezri me'im Adonai,   
Ose shamayim va'aretz.  

  ָיְי םִעֵמ יִרְזֶע
  :ץֶרָאָו םִיַמָׁש הֵׂשֹע

Ezri me'im Adonai,   
Ose shamayim va'aretz.  

  ָיְי םִעֵמ יִרְזֶע
:ץֶרָאָו םִיַמָׁש הֵׂשֹע  

 
I lift up my eyes to the mountains; 
from where will my help come? 

 
My help comes from Adonai, 

Maker of heaven and earth 
 
 
 
Strange now to think of you, gone . . . 
your beauty, fading into the earth. 
From the depth of my being 
I summon the strength to stand before sorrow. 
From where will my help come? 
 

 
Says Rabbi Nachman of Breslov: 

לָלְּכ דֵחַפְל אל רָקִעְָהו ,דֹאְמ רַצ רֶשֶֽג ֹוּלֻכ םָלֹועה לׇָּכ  
Kol haolam kulo gesher tzar m’od; v’ha·ikar lo l’facheid k’lal. 

 
“We travel through this world on a very narrow bridge, 

and what matters most is this: Do not be afraid.” 
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For Those Who Died for the Sake of Your Name 
 
May God remember 
the souls of those slain for their devotion to You — 
all who died al Kiddush HaShem — 
our brothers and sisters, in every generation, 
killed because they were Jews: 
the ones who suffered fire 
and the ones who suffered water 
to sanctify Your name. 
May God remember those — in our own time — killed in acts of hate, 
acts of terror against the Jewish people, against the Jewish state, 
and against human beings of every nation. 
Though holiness was diminished by their deaths, 
may their memories be turned to good, 
their legacies a sanctification of Your name. 
Let us honor their memory 
by word, by deed, by acts of hope and kindness. 
Let us honor them through the study of history 
and by working against bigotry and bias. 
As we cling to their memory, 
so may God embrace their souls 
and give them everlasting peace. 
Together we say: Amen. 
 
 
For the Six Million and for All Who Died in the Shoah 
 
Avinu Malkeinu: 
Let there be perfect rest for the souls of the six million 
who died as Jews in the flames of the Shoah. 
Let there be perfect rest for the countless millions 
who died because of race, religion or nationality, 
political affiliation or sexual orientation. 
Hold them close to You forever. 
Seal their souls for everlasting life in the shelter of Your presence, 
for You are their eternal home. 
Together we say: Amen. 
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The 23rd Psalm 
 
 

No other psalm—perhaps no other prayer but the Kaddish itself is as inseparable from our 
experience of grief and mourning as the twenty-third. One phrase, so simple and direct yet 
emotionally profound, has made it so: ki atah imadi (“For You are with me”). Or in the 
language of an earlier age: “for Thou art with me.” To arrive at those words after passing 
through “the valley of the shadow of death” is to know, in the words of Rabbi Joshua Loth 
Liebman, that God “contains and supports us as a mighty ocean contains and supports the 
infinitesimal drops of every wave.” To arrive at those words is to feel at home in the cosmos—
held and comforted, cared for and serene. 
The twenty-third Psalm does not make promises that cannot be kept: the end of all evil; the 
eradication of suffering and pain; sunshine instead of shadows. It makes but one promise—only 
this: you are not alone. 

 
Mizmor l’David. 
Adonai ro·i; lo echsar. 
Binot deshe yarbitzeini; 
al-mei m’nuchot y’nahaleini. 
Nafshi y’shoveiv; 
yancheini v’mag’lei-tzedek  
l’maan sh’mo. 
Gam ki-eileich b’gei tzalmavet, 
lo-ira ra, ki-atah imadi. 
Shivt’cha umishantecha —  
heimah y’nachamuni. 
Taaroch l’fanai shulchan  
neged tzor’rai. 
Dishanta vashemen roshi; 
kosi r’vayah. 
Ach tov vachesed yird’funi  
kol-y’mei chayai; 
v’shavti b’veit-Adonai l’orech yamim 

דִוָדְל רֹומְזִמ . 
רָסְחֶא אל ‚יִעֹר ָיְי . 
יִנֵֽציִּבְרַי אֶׁשֶּֽד תֹואְנִּב  
יִנֵֽלֲהַנְי תֹוֻחנְמ יֵמ לַע  
בֵבֹוׁשְי יִׁשְפַנ  
  קֶדֶֽצ־יֵלְּגְעַמב יִנֵֽחְנַי
ֹומְׁש ןַעַֽמְל  
תֶוָֽמְלַצ איֵגְּב ךֵלֵא יִּכ םַּג  
יִדָּמִע הָּתַא ִיּכ עָר אָריִא אל  
יִנֻֽמֲחַני הָּמֵֽה ךֶּֽתְנַעְׁשִמּו ךְטְבִׁש  
  ןָחְלֻׁש יַנָפְל ךֹרעֲַּת
יָרְרֹצ דֶגֶֽנ ‚ 
יִׁשֹאר ןֶמֶּֽׁשַב ְָּתֽנַּׁשִּד  
הָיָוְר יִסֹוּכ  
  ׇ◌יִנּוֽפְּדְרִי דֶסֶֽחָו בֹוט ךַא
יָּיַח יֵמיְ־לּכ  
םיִמי ךֶרֹֽאְל ָיְי תיֵבְּב יִּֽתְבַׁשְו  

With God as my shepherd I shall not want. The Eternal makes me lie down in 
green pastures, leads me beside the still waters, restores my soul, guides me in 
straight paths for the sake of God’s name. 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 have anointed 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 Eternal forever. 
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Wishing You Were Somehow Here Again 
 
You were once my one companion 
You were all that mattered 
You were once a friend and father 
Then my world was shattered 
 
Wishing you were somehow here again 
Wishing you were somehow near 
Sometimes it seemed if I just dreamed 
Somehow you would be here 
 
Wishing I could hear your voice again 
Knowing that I never would 
Dreaming of you won't help me to do 
All that you dreamed I could 
 
Passing bells and sculpted angels 
Cold and monumental 
Seem, for you the wrong companions 
You were warm and gentle 
 
Too many years fighting back tears 
Why can't the past Just die? 
 
Wishing you were somehow here again 
Knowing we must say goodbye 
 
Try to forgive teach me to live 
Give me the strength To try 
 
No more memories, no more silent tears 
No more gazing across the wasted years 
Help me say goodbye 

Andrew Lloyd Webber 
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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, 
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. 
The love that we gave, the love we received — 
these endure amid the pain of loss. 
Love 

◊◊ 
Tears In Heaven 

 
Would you know my name, If I saw you in heaven? 
Would it be the same, If I saw you in heaven? 
I must be strong, and carry on 
'Cause I know, I don't belong 
Here in heaven 
 
Would you hold my hand if I saw you in heaven? 
Would you help me stand, if I saw you in heaven? 
I'll find my way, through night and day 
'Cause I know, I just can't stay 
Here in heaven 
 
Time can bring you down, time can bend your knees 
Time can break your heart, have you begging please 
Begging please 
 
Beyond the door, there's peace, I'm sure 
And I know there'll be no more 
Tears in heaven 
 
Would you know my name, If I saw you in heaven? 
Would it be the same. If I saw you in heaven? 
I must be strong, And carry on 
'Cause I know, I don't belong 
Here in heaven 
'Cause I know, I don't belong, Here in heaven 

Eric Clapton 
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Recitation of Names 
 
Our loved ones live in our broken hearts — and, at times, that brings 
some measure of healing. Their acts of kindness and generosity are 
the inheritance they leave behind. We feel their absence; but the 
beauty of their lives abides among us. As it is said, The name of one 
who has died shall not disappear. Our loved ones’ names — and their 
memories — will endure among us. And these are the names — on 
our lips and in our hearts. . . . 
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In memory of male relatives and friends:   
 

 הָקָדְצ ןֵּתֶאֶׁש רּובֲעַּב  ,ֹומָלֹועְל ְךַלָהֶׁש  ... יִלְעַּב / יִנְּב / יִחָא / יִדֹוּד / יִבַס / יִרֹומ יִבָא  תַמְׁשִנ םיִֹהלֱא רֹּכְזִי
 לֵחָר הָקְבִר הָרָׂש ,בֹקֲעַיְו קָחְצִי םָהָרְבַא תֹומְׁשִנ םִע  ,םיִּיַחַה רֹורְצִּב הָרּורְצ ֹוׁשְפַנ אֵהְּת הֶז רַכְׂשִּב  .ֹודֲעַּב
ןֵמָא רַמֹאנְו  ,ןֶדֵע ןַגְּבֶׁש תֹוּיִנָקְדִצְו םיִקיִּדַצ רָאְׁש םִעְו  ,הָאֵלְו  

 

May God remember the soul of   
  
my father…  my brother…  my grandfather  
my husband… my son…  my friend…  
  
who has gone to his eternal home.   
May his soul be bound up in the bond of  
life, and may he be at peace,   
with fullness of joy in the comfort of Your eternal presence.   
Amen.  
  
 

In memory of female relatives and friends:  
 
 

 הָכְלָהֶׁש  ... יִּתְׁשִא / יִּתִּב / יִתֹוחֲא / יִתָדֹוּד / יִתָבַס / יִתָרֹומ יִּמִא  תַמְׁשִנ םיִֹהלֱא 
 םִע  ,םיִּיַחַה רֹורְצִּב הָרּורְצ ּהָׁשְפַנ אֵהְּת הֶז רַכְׂשִּב  .ּהָדֲעַּב הָקָדְצ ןֵּתֶאֶׁש רּובֲעַּב  ,ּהָמָלֹועְל
 ןַגְּבֶׁש תֹוּיִנָקְדִצְו םיִקיִּדַצ רָאְׁש םִעְו  ,הָאֵלְו לֵחָר הָקְבִר הָרָׂש ,בֹקֲעַיְו קָחְצִי םָהָרְבַא תֹומְׁשִנ

.ןֵמָא רַמֹאנְו  ,ןֶדֵע .  
   May God remember the soul of   
  
my mother…  my sister…  my grandmother  
my wife…  my daughter… my friend…  
  
who has gone to her eternal home.   
May her soul be bound up in the bond of  
life, and may she be at peace,   
with fullness of joy in the comfort of Your eternal Presence.   
Amen.  
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El Malei Rachamim םימחר אלמ לא  
El malei rachamim, 

shochein bam’romim, 

hamtzei m’nuchah n’chonah 

tachat kanfei hash’chinah — 

im k’doshim ut·horim 

k’zohar harakia mazhirim— 

l’nishmot yakireinu 

shehal’chu l’olamam. 

Baal harachamim yastireim 

b’seiter k’nafav l’olamim; 

v’yitzror bitzror hachayim 

et nishmatam. 

Adonai — hu nachalatam. 

V’yanuchu b’shalom al mishkavam. 

V’nomar: Amen. 

 ‚םיִמחֲר אֵלָמ לֵא
 .םיִמֹורְּמּב ןֵכֹוׁש
 הָנֹוכנ הָחּונְמ אֵצְמַה
 הנָיִכְּׁשַה יֵפְנַּכ תַחַּֽת
 םיִרֹוהטְּו םיִׁשֹודק םִע
 םיִריִהְזַמ ַעיִֽקָרָה רַהֹֽזְּכ
 ּוניֵֽריִּקַי תֹומִׁשְנל
 .םָמלָֹועְל ּוכְלָהֶׁש
 םֵריִּתְַסי םיִמחֲַרָה לַעַּֽב
 ‚םיִמלָֹועְל ויָפָנְּכ רֶתֵֽסְּב
 םיִּיַחַה רֹורְצִּב רֹורְציְִו
 .םָתָמִׁשְנ תֶא
 .םָתָלֲחַנ אּוה ָיְי
 .םָבָּכְׁשִמ לַע םֹולׁשְָּב ּוחּוָֽניְו
 .ןֵמא ׃רַמֹאנְו

 
 
 

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 they rest in peace. 

Together we say: Amen. 
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 Mourner’s Kaddish םילבא שידק
  .אָּבַר ּהֵמְׁש ׁשַּדַקְתִיְו לַּדַּגְתִי
  ּהֵתּועְרִכ אָרְב יִּד אָמְלָעְּב :ןמא
  ןֹוכיֵיַחְּב ּהֵתּוכְלַמ ְךיִלְמַיְו
  תיֵּב לָכְד יֵיַחְבּו ןֹוכיֵמֹויְבּו
  ,ביִרָק ןַמְזִבּו אָלָגֲעַּב ,לֵאָרְׂשִי
  :ןֵמָא :ּורְמִאְו
 
  ְךַרָבְמ אָּבַר ּהֵמְׁש אֵהְי
 :אָּיַמְלָע יֵמְלָעְלּו םַלָעְל
 
  רַאָּפְתִיְו חַּבַּתְׁשִיְו ְךַרָּבְתִי
  רָּדַהְתִיְו אֵּׂשַנְתִיְו םַמֹורְתִיְו
  ּהֵמְׁש לָּלַהְתִיְו הֶּלַעְתִיְו
  .אּוה ְךיִרְּב ,אָׁשְדֻקְּד
  אָתָכְרִּב לָּכ ןִמ אָּלֵעְלּו אָּלֵעְל
  ,אָתָמֱחֶנְו אָתָחְּבְׁשֻּת אָתָריִׁשְו
 :ןֵמָא :ּורְמִאְו .אָמְלָעְּב ןָריִמֲאַּד
 
  אָּיַמְׁש ןִמ אָּבַר אָמָלְׁש אֵהְי
  ּוניֵלָע ]םיִבֹוט[ םיִיַחְו
  ,לֵאָרְׂשִי לָּכ לַעְו
 :ןֵמָא :ּורְמִאְו
 
  ויָמֹורְמִּב םֹולָׁש הֶׂשֹוע
  ּוניֵלָע םֹולָׁש הֶׂשֲעַי אּוה
  לֵאָרְׂשִי לָּכ לַעְו
  .לֵבֵּת יֵבְׁשֹוי לָּכ לַעְו
 :ןֵמָא :ּורְמִאְו

Yitgadal v’yitkadash sh’meih raba. Amein. 
B’al’ma di v’ra chiruteih, v’yamlich malchuteih 
b’chayeichon uv’yomeichon uv’chayei d’chol 
beit yisra-eil, ba-agala uvizman kariv, v’imru 
amein.  

 

Y’hei sh’meih raba m’varach  

l’alam ul’al’mei al’maya.  

 

Yitbarach v’yishtabach v’yitpa-ar v’yitromam 
v’yitnasei v’yithadar v’yitaleh v’yithalal 
sh’meih d’kudsha b’rich hu,  
l’eila u-l’eila min kol birchata v’shirata 
tushb’chata v’nechemata, da-amiran b’al’ma, 
v’imru amein. 

 

Y’hei sh’lama raba min sh’maya, v’chayim 
(tovim) aleinu  

v’al kol yisra-eil,  

v’imru amein. 
Oseh shalom bimromav,  

Hu ya-aseh shalom  

aleinu, v’al kol yisra-eil,  

v’al kol yoshvei tevel,  

v’imru amein. 

Let the glory of God be extolled [Amen].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 they rest in peace. 
Together we say: Amen. 
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Rabbi Menachem Mendel of Kotzk would say: 
 

רּובׁש בֵּלִמ רֵתֹוי םֵלָׁש רָבָּד ןיֵא . 
Ein davar shaleim yoteir milev shavur. 

 
“There is nothing more whole than a broken heart.” 

 
Broken Hearted 

 
 

Ha-lei-lu-ya, Ha-lei-lu-ya, 
Ha-lei-lu‐ya, Ha-lei-lu‐ya 

 
Hareofei lish’vurei leiv 
Um’chabeish l’atzvotam 
Moneh mispaerla-kochavim 
L’chulam sheimot yik’rah. 

  בֵל יֵרּובְׁשִל אֵפּורָה
  :םָתֹובְּצַעְל ׁשֵּבַחְמּו
  םיִבָכֹוּכַל רָּפְסִמ הֶנֹומ
:אָרְקִי תֹומֵׁש םָּלֻכְל  

 
Healer of the broken hearted 

Binder of our wounds 
Counter of uncountable stars 

You know who we are 
 

Ha-lei-lu-ya, Ha-lei-lu-ya, 
Ha-lei-lu‐ya, Ha-lei-lu‐ya 

 
Ana, El na 
R’fa na la 

 אָנ לֵא אָנֲא
 ּהָל אָנ אָפְר

 
Ha-lei-lu-ya, Ha-lei-lu-ya, 
Ha-lei-lu‐ya, Ha-lei-lu‐ya 

 
- 

Psalm 147 
Shir-Yaakov Feit 


