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Lighting of the Yom HaShoah Candles
How can we fathom this enormity of loss?
Our hearts try to gather in the countless faces.
You, Holy One, summon each, images burned in Your remembrance.
Help us to recall.
Help us to recall their lives and their destruction;
Bring us to Your sacred place of memory,
Not only to bear witness, but to reassemble faith,
To recover the defiled and make it holy.
These slender flames are a promise and a charge,
Calling us to honor and to imitate righteousness;
These flames illuminate truth’s horror and hope’s future,
Your searing reminder: do not forget.
Let us bless You, Holy One, touching fire to wick,
Six candles to burn in testimony;
Let us bless You, Holy One for You dry our tears,
You comfort martyred souls, You bring us shalom.
-

“Two Hundred Fourteen: Kindling the Lights of
Remembrance”, by Debbie Perlman, psalmist in
residence, Beth Emet The Free Synagogue

1

ַפרוּר
ְ אַשׁ ֵרי ַהגּ
ְ
ַפרוּר
ְ אַשׁ ֵרי ַהגּ
ְ
.ֶשׁנִּ ְשׂ ַרף וְ ִה ִצּית ֶל ָהבוֹת
אַשׁ ֵרי ַה ְלּ ָה ָבה
ְ
.ֲרה ְבּ ִס ְת ֵרי ְל ָבבוֹת
ָ ֶשׁ ָבּע
אַשׁ ֵרי ַה ְל ָבבוֹת
ְ
ָדעוּ ַל ְחדֹל
ְ ֶשׁי
.ְבּ ָכבוֹד
ַפרוּר
ְ אַשׁ ֵרי ַהגּ
ְ
.ֶשׁנִּ ְשׂ ַרף וְ ִה ִצּית ֶל ָהבוֹת

Blessed is the match
Blessed is the match
consumed in kindling flame.
Blessed is the flame
that burns in the heart’s
secret places
Blessed is the heart
with strength to stop its
beating
for honour’s sake.
Blessed is the match
consumed in kindling flame.
- Hannah Senesh

The human spirit is the light of God. As we look at these lights, try to imagine six million
candles, each one with the name of another Jew. Each one would signify a unique and
precious soul, who struggled and had hope, who was part of a family, an orphan, a widow, or
a widower. They worked, studied, took walks—the ordinary things of life….They all were part
of the Jewish people. Each one suffered. Each and every one was murdered. They are lost
forever, their light extinguished. We are the light now. Only by our remembering can they
live again in our hearts and minds.
- Adapted from An Everlasting Name: A Service for Remembering the Shoah, by Adam
Fisher (Behrman House, 1991).

YIZKOR
When Rabbi Meir died, there were no more makers of parables.
When Ben Zoma died, there were no more expounders.
When Rabbi Joshua died, goodness departed from this world.
(Mishna Sota IX)
When Kalman the shoemaker died, there were no more craftsmen.
When Berl the musician died, artistry departed from the world.
When Jonah the wagon driver went up in smoke, the roads washed
away and troubles grew.
When Avreml the orphan died, goodness departed from this world.
(David Roskies)
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PSALM 23

. לֹא ֶא ְח ָסר,יְ הוָה ר ִֹעי
;יצנִ י
ֵ ַר ִבּ
ְ  י,ִבּנְ אוֹת ֶדּ ֶשׁא
.ַה ֵלנִ י
ֲ  ֵמי ְמנֻחוֹת יְ נ-ַעל
;שׁוֹבב
ֵ ְַפ ִשׁי י
ְנ
. ְל ַמ ַען ְשׁמוֹ, ֶצ ֶדק-יַנְ ֵחנִ י ְב ַמ ְע ְגּ ֵלי
, ֵא ֵל ְך ְבּגֵיא ַצ ְל ָמוֶת-גַּם ִכּי
;אַתּה ִע ָמּ ִדי
ָ - ִכּי--ירא ָרע
ָ  ִא-לֹא
.ַח ֻמנִ י
ֲ  ֵה ָמּה יְ נ,וּמ ְשׁ ַענְ ֶתּ ָך
ִ ִשׁ ְב ְט ָך
; ֶנגֶד צ ְֹר ָרי-- ֻשׁ ְל ָחן,ַתּ ֲער ְֹך ְל ָפנַי
.כּוֹסי ְר ָויָה
ִ
,ֹאשׁי
ִ ִדּ ַשּׁנְ ָתּ ַב ֶשּׁ ֶמן ר
;יְ ֵמי ַחיָּי- ָכּל--ָח ֶסד יִ ְר ְדּפוּנִ י
ֶ  טוֹב ו,אַך
ְ
.ָמים
ִ  ְלא ֶֹר ְך י,יְ הוָה-וְ ַשׁ ְב ִתּי ְבּ ֵבית

The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want.
He maketh me to lie down in great
pastures.
He leadeth me beside the still waters.
He restoreth my soul
He guideth me in striaght paths for His
name’s sake.
Yea, though I walk through the valley of
the shadow of death,
I will fear no evil, for Thou are with me;
Thy rod and Thy staff, they comfort me.
Thou preparest a table before me in the
presence of mine enemies;
Thou hast annointed my head with oil, my
cup runneth over.
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me
all the days of my life; and I shall dwell in
The house of the Lord forever.

THE BUTTERFLY
The last, the very last
So richly brightly dazzling yellow
Perhaps if the sun’s tears could sing against a white stone.
Such, such a yellow is carried lightly way up high
It went away, I’m sure,
Because it wished to kiss the world good-bye.
For seven weeks I’ve lived in here pent up inside this ghetto.
But I have found my people here.
The dandelions call to me and the white chestnut candles in the court.
Only I never saw another butterfly.
(based on a poem by Pavel Freedman who died at the age of 14 in Theresienstadt)
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BIRDSONG
He doesn’t know the world at all, who stays in his nest and won’t come out;
He doesn’t know what birds know best, nor what I want to sing about.
What I want to sing about (3X)
is that the world is full of loveliness.
When dewdrops sparkle in the grass and earth’s aflood with morning dew;
A blackbird sings upon a bush to greet the dawning after night.
To greet the dawning after night (3X)
then I know how good it is to be alive.
Open up your heart to beauty and go to the woods someday,
And weave a wreath of memories there; and if the tears obscure your way;
If the tears obscure your way (3X)
you will know how good it is to be alive.
(anonymous, from the Terizin Concentration Camp 1942-1944)

O God of Israel, we remember the countless numbers of our people who have suffered
unspeakable agonies and death. Some were silent sufferers, some rebelled, all were
murdered. Some are still remembered by friends and loved ones, others have vanished
with no earthly remembrance. We plead that You will remember all of them, that you will
hold them in Your heart, that they will find their peace with You.
God of our fathers and mothers, our eyes are now witnesses for the suffering of Israel; our
hearts have been torn as we mourn for our people. We will not forget one single thing, not
forget to the last generation, lest we ignore threats to our people and all human
degradation, or we’ve learned nothing, nothing at all.
(Unknown)
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ֵאל ָמ ֵלא ַר ֲח ִמים

Eili, Eili (A Walk to Caesarea)

Eili, Eili,
shelo yigamer l’olam;
Hachol v’ha-yam,
Rish-rush shel ha-mayim,
B’rak ha-shamayim,
T’filat ha-adam

 אלי,אלי
שלא יגמר לעולם
,החול והים
,רשרוש של המים
,ברק השמיים
.תפילת האדם

O God, 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 the heart.
- Hannah Senesh
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