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Our spirit is God’s light.  As we look at these memorial lights, try to imagine six 
million candles each one with the name of another Jew.   
 
Each one would represent a unique and precious soul, who had dreams and hopes 
that were not fulfilled.   
 
They worked, studied, took walks... the ordinary things of life.  They all were part of 
our people.   
 
We are the light now.  Only by our remembering can they live again in our hearts 
and minds. 
 
We will never forget our people whose light was extinguished in the Holocaust. 
 
We are the children of this generation - filled with God’s light.   
 
(adapted from An Everlasting Name: A Service for Remembering the Shoah, by 
Adam Fisher, Behrman House, 1991)  
 

(six memorial candles are lit) 
 

 
Eili, Eili (A Walk to Caesarea) 

 
  ,Eili, Eili  אלי, אלי

 ;shelo yigamer l’olam  שלא יגמר לעולם

 ,Hachol v’ha-yam  ,החול והים

 ,Rish-rush shel ha-mayim  ,רשרוש של המים

 ,B’rak ha-shamayim  ,ברק השמיים

 T’filat ha-adam  .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 
 
 
 

 
 



 
SHEMA 

V’AHAVTA 
 
 
 

VOICES OF THE CHILDREN 
 

We got used to standing in line at seven o’clock in the morning, at twelve noon, and 
again at seven o’clock in the evening.  We stood in a long queue with a plate in our 
hand, into which they ladled a little warmed-up water with a salty or a coffee flavor.  
Or else they gave us a few potatoes.  We got used to sleeping without a bed, to 
saluting every uniform, not to walk on the sidewalks, and then again to walk on the 
sidewalks.  We got used to undeserved slaps, blows and executions.  We got 
accustomed to seeing piled-up coffins full of corpses, to seeing the sick amidst dirt 
and filth, and to seeing the helpless doctors.  We got used to the fact that from time 
to time, one thousand unhappy souls would come here and that, from time to time, 
another thousand unhappy souls would go away...         

(from the prose of fifteen-year-old Peter Fischl, who perished in Aushwitz in 1944) 
 
 
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) 
 
 
That’s the difficulty in these times: ideals, dreams, and cherished hopes rise within 
us, only to meet the horrible truth and be shattered.   
It’s really a wonder that I haven’t dropped all my ideals, because they seem so 
absurd and impossible to carry out.  Yet I keep them, because in spite of everything 
I still believe that people are really good at heart.  I simply can’t build up my hopes 
on a foundation consisting of confusion, misery, and death.  I see the world gradually 
being turned into a wilderness.  I hear the ever-approaching thunder; which will 
destroy us too.  I can feel the sufferings of millions and yet; if I look up into the 
heavens; I think that it will all come right, that this cruelty too will end, and that 
peace and tranquillity will return again.  In the meantime, I must uphold my ideals, 
for perhaps the time will come when I shall be able to carry them out.     
(from The Diary of Anne Frank) 
 
 
 



A Prayer in Memory of the Six Million: “El Malei Rachamim”  
 

God full of compassion, grant perfect peace in Your sheltering Presence among the 
holy, to the souls of the men, women, and children of the House of Israel, who were 
killed in the ghettos and concentration camps of the Shoah. May their memory 
endure from generation to generation for all time.  Master of mercies keep them 
under Your protecting care.   May their souls be bound up in the bonds of eternal life.  
Adonai is now their inheritance.  May they rest in peace.  And let us say, Amen. 
 
 
CLOSING READING: 
Adonai our God, comfort us on this day of remembering the Shoah.   
Comfort all of us who are mourners for our people. 
 
We mourn for murdered families and friends.  We mourn for those we do not even 
know but who are part of us.   
 
Adonai, remember and hear our prayer.  May You be the comforter of Israel, the 
rebuilder of Your people.   
 
May You, who causes peace in the heavens, bring peace here – for us, our families, 
and for all the world.  And let us say, “Amein”. 
 
 

(personal prayer) 
 

 
OSEH SHALOM 

 
 
 

 


