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To be who you are 
is to be enough. 
To share who you are 
is to share enough. 
To do what you love 
is to do enough. 

There is no race to win 
and nothing to be proven, 
only dreams to be nurtured, 
a self to be expressed, 
and love to be shared. 

 Donna Newman 

The moon is dark tonight, a new moon for a new year.  It is hollow 
and hungers to be full. It is the black zero of beginning. 

Now you must void yourself of injuries, insults, incursions. Go with 
empty hands to those you have hurt and make amends. 

It is not too late.  It is early and about to grow.  Now is the time to do 
what you know you must and have feared to begin.  Your face is dark 
too as you turn inward to face yourself, the  hidden twin of all you 
must grow to be. 

Forgive the dead year.  Forgive yourself.  What will be wants to push 
through your fingers. The light you seek hides in your belly. The light 
you crave longs to stream from your eyes. You are the moon that will 
wax in new goodness. 

 Marge Piercy 
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Our true home is in the present moment.  
To live in the present moment is a miracle.  
The miracle is not to walk on water. 
The miracle is to walk on the green Earth  
in the present moment,  
to appreciate the peace and beauty 
that are available now.  
Peace is all around us –  
in the world and in nature -- and within us – 
in our bodies and our spirits.  
Once we learn to touch this peace,  
we will be healed and transformed.  
It is not a matter of faith; it is a matter of practice.  
 

                             Thich Nhat Hanh 
 
 
 

 
 

Come to the edge.  
We might fall.  
Come to the edge.  
It's too high!  
COME TO THE EDGE! 
And they came,  
and we pushed,  
And they flew.  
  

                Christopher Logue 
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Maggid 
 

The courage to let go of the door, the handle.  The courage to shed 
the familiar walls whose very stains and leaks are comfortable as the 
little mole of the upper arm, stains that recall a feast, a child’s 
naughtiness, a loud blattering storm that slapped the roof hard, pouring 
through. 
 
The courage to abandon the graves dug into the hill, the small bones of 
children and the brittle bones of the old whose marrow hunger had 
stolen; the courage to desert the tree planted and only begun to bear, 
the riverside where promises were shaped; the street where their 
empty pots were broken. 
 
The courage to leave the place whose language you learned as early as 
your own, whose customs however dangerous or demeaning, bind you 
like a halter you have learned to pull inside, to move your load; the 
land fertile with the blood spilled on it; the roads mapped and 
annotated for survival. 
 
The courage to walk out of the pain that is known into the pain that 
cannot be imagined, mapless, walking into the wilderness, going 
barefoot with a canteen into the desert; stuffed in the stinking hold of 
a rotting ship sailing off the map into dragons’ mouths. 
 
Cathay, India, Siberia, goldeneh medina, leaving bodies by the way like 
abandoned treasure.  So they walked out of Egypt.  So they bribed 
their way out of Russia under loads of straw, so they steamed out of 
the bloody smoking charnel house of Europe on overloaded freighters 
forbidden all ports.  
 
Out of pain into death or freedom or a different painful dignity, into 
squalor and politics.  We Jews are all born of wanderers, with shoes 
under our pillows and a memory of blood that is ours raining down.  
We honor only those Jews who changed tonight, those who chose the 
desert over bondage, 
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Who walked into the strange and became strangers and gave birth to 
children who could look down on them standing on their shoulders for 
having been slaves.  We honor those who let go of everything but 
freedom, who ran, who revolted, who fought, who became other by 
saving themselves. 

                                                                              Marge Piercy 
 
 

Hold on to what is good even if it is 
a handful of earth. 
Hold on to what you believe 
even if it is a tree which stands by itself. 
Hold on to what you must do even if it is 
a long way from here. 
Hold on to life even when it is easier letting go. 
Hold on to my hand even when I have gone away from you. 
 

      Nancy Woods 
 

The Summer Day 
 

Who made the world? Who made the swan, and the black bear? 
Who made the grasshopper? This grasshopper, I mean – the one who 
has flung herself out of the grass, the one who is eating sugar out of my 
hand, who is moving her jaws back and forth instead of up and down – 
who is gazing around with her enormous and complicated eyes. 
 

Now she lifts her pale forearms and thoroughly washes her face. Now 
she snaps her wings open, and floats away. I don't know exactly what a 
prayer is. I do know how to pay attention, how to fall down into the 
grass, how to kneel down in the grass, how to be idle and blessed, how 
to stroll through the fields, which is what I have been doing all day. Tell 
me, what else should I have done? Doesn't everything die at last, and 
too soon? Tell me, what is it you plan to do with your one wild and 
precious life?                            
       Mary Oliver 
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Allow 
 
There is no controlling life. 
Try corralling a lightning bolt,  
containing a tornado. 
Dam a stream and it will  
create a new channel. 
Resist, and the tide will  
sweep you off your feet. 
Allow, and grace will  
carry you to higher ground. 
The only safety lies in  
letting it all in - the wild  
and the weak - fear, fantasies,  

 
 
failures, and success. 
When loss rips off the doors 
of your heart or sadness veils  
your vision with despair, 
practice becomes simply  
bearing the truth. 
In the choice to let go of your  
known way of being, 
the whole world is revealed 
to your new eyes. 
 

                       Danna Faulds 

 
The religion I invent makes use of evolution: 
 

An unimaginable sweep of time, 
numberless generations spawning,  
by infinitesimal steps, complex living  
beauty out of inert matter  
driven on by random mutation, 
natural selection and environmental change, 
the tragedy of forms, continually dying, 
and lately the wonder of minds emerging 
and with them morality,  love, art, cities, 
and the unprecedented bonus of being 
demonstrably true. 
I cry tears of sea water, 
and bleed with the cycles of the moon. 
My bones are of calcium phosphate, 
the clay of earth molded into human shape. 
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I share my genes with every organism the 
world has known, traced back to the rays 
of the sun igniting the compounds of the sea. 
And the whole world, the whole organic world, 
of which I am an integral part, constitutes a  
single great web of life. And I and you are not  
so much on the earth as of the earth 
           Anonymous 
 
A Call to Prayer 
 

We who have lost our sense and our senses - our touch, our smell, 
our vision of who we are; we who frantically force and press all things, 
without rest for body or spirit, hurting our earth and injuring 
ourselves: we call a halt. 
 

We want to rest. We need to rest and allow the earth to rest.  We 
need to reflect and to rediscover the mystery that lives in us, that is  
the ground of every unique expression of life, the source of the 
fascination that calls all things together. We declare a Sabbath, a space 
of quiet: for simple being and letting be; for recovering the great, 
forgotten truths; for learning how to live again. 
          Anonymous 
 
 

The Paradoxical Commandments 
 

People are illogical, unreasonable and self-centered. Love them anyway. 
 

If you do good, people will accuse you of selfish ulterior motives.  Do 
good anyway. 
 

If you are successful, you will win false friends and true enemies.  
Succeed anyway. 
 

The good you do today will be forgotten tomorrow.  Do good anyway. 
 

Honesty and frankness make you vulnerable.  Be honest and frank 
anyway. 
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The biggest men and women with the biggest ideas can be shot down 
by the smallest men and women with the smallest minds.  Think big 
anyway. 

 

People favor underdogs but follow only top dogs.  Fight for a few 
underdogs anyway.  
 

What you spend years building may be destroyed overnight.  Build 
anyway. 
 

People really need to help but may attack you if you do help them.  
Help people anyway. 
 

Give the world the best you have and you’ll get kicked in the teeth.  
Give the world the best you have anyway. 
             Dr. Kent M. Keith 
 

A Letter To His Daughter 
 

Finish each day and be done with it. You have done what you could. 
Some blunders and absurdities no doubt have crept in; forget them as 
soon as you can.  Tomorrow is a new day; begin it well and serenely 
and with too high a spirit to be encumbered with your old nonsense.  
This day is all that is good and fair.  It is too dear, with its hopes and 
invitations to waste a moment on yesterdays. 
 

                                                                        Ralph Waldo Emerson 
 

The gods we worship write their names on our faces, be sure of that. 
And we will worship something – have no doubt of that either. 
We may think that our tribute is paid in secret in the dark recesses of 
the heart – but it will out. 
That which dominates our imagination and our thoughts will determine  
our life and character. 
Therefore it behooves us to be careful what we are worshipping, for 
what we are worshipping, we are becoming… 
                                                                  Ralph Waldo Emerson 
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Nineteen Ways to Heal and Transform the World 
 
1. Fall in love with creation. This is possible even if you're not in love 
with what humans do with creation. Keep practicing this love. Study 
nature and its evolutionary unfolding, and reflect on humans' place in 
the sacred story of creation's development. Make yourself vulnerable 
to animals and plants, stones and mountains, trees, waters, and sky. 
 
2. Let this love affair dictate your responses to human history, which is 
shaped by the choices we make as communities, nations, tribes, 
religions, professions, and citizens. In other words, speak out and act 
out when what you cherish -- namely creation and its rules of justice 
and love -- is in jeopardy. 
 
3. Do whatever spiritual practices develop your heart-strength so that 
fear never penetrates your heart or your ultimate decision-making. 
These practices may range from chanting to dancing, from drumming 
to studying, from reading scriptures to reading the mystics, from 
silence and solitude to group rituals that are alive, challenging, and 
joyful. 
 
4. Be suspect of all institutions and those who wage power in their 
name. Question and learn the truth and speak that truth to power in 
whatever forms it needs to hear and listen. Be creative and imaginative 
like the prophets were (and are)! 
 
5. Learn from those who suffer differently from you or who are 
different from you -- and go out of your way to meet them. 
 
6. Live your life with as much integrity as possible given that we live, as 
a rule in this time in history, in toxic economic, political, media, 
educational, and religious environments. 
 
7. Dare to love. Dare to fail. Dare to experiment. Dare to be happy. 
Dare to pray. Admire those who live lives of daring and show us the 
way. 
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8. Let love and justice be the bottom line in all your decision-making. 
 
9. Question greed and other dangerous addictions. Question how they 
spill out into policies and laws and relationships that entrap the human 
spirit. 
 
10. Don't criticize others without criticizing yourself. 
 
11. Laugh a lot. 
 
12. Seek out beauty wherever you can find it. 
 
13. Prefer wisdom to knowledge and the truth to popularity. Study and 
develop critical thinking and an intellectual life. Love ideas and respect 
their power for good or ill. 
 
14. Don't be afraid of solitude and silence, and question those who are. 
 
15. Honor friendships but expect betrayals. Don't let a broken heart 
deter you from loving anew. 
 
16. Reject boredom. Embrace awe and wonder. 
 
17. Find ways to grieve and assist others to do so. Otherwise we carry 
a heavy burden of anger locked up inside of us, and our creativity 
cannot flow. 
 
18. Dig deeply into your own soul to bring your creativity forward 
with all its uniqueness and bestow your deep gifts generously onto the 
community. 
 
19. Above all, praise! ("Praise precedes faith," says Rabbi Abraham 
Heschel.) And drink in the wellsprings of gratitude and reverence that 
praise sets flowing.  
 

                                               Matthew Fox  
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Discovery 
 

No one ever told me the coming of the Messiah could be an inward 
thing: no one ever told me a change of heart may be as quiet as new-
fallen snow. 
 

No one ever told me that redemption was as simple as springtime and 
was as wonderful as birds returning after a long winter, rose-breasted 
grosbeaks singing in the swaying branches of a newly budded tree. 
 

No one ever told me that salvation might be like a fresh spring wind 
blowing away the dried withered leaves of another year, carrying the 
scent of flowers, the promise of fruition. 
 

What I found for myself I try to tell you: redemption and salvation are 
very near, and the taste of them is in the world. 
                  Anonymous 
 
 
First Step  
  

It's not going to be easy.  
All of your roadmaps are wrong. 
 
That was another country:   
those lakes have dried up  
and new groundwater is welling 
in places you won't expect. 
 
You'll begin the journey in fog 
destination unknown, impossible. 
 
Don't be surprised by tears. 
This right here is holy ground. 
 
Take a deep breath and turn away 
from cynicism and despair. 
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Turn from the miserable certainty 
that nothing will ever get better 
 
Listen to the voice from  
deep within, the one that says 
 
I'm calling you to a place 
which I will show you,  
and take the first small step  
into the surprising sun. 

                  Rachel Barenblat 
 
 
 
Here’s How To Ask  For Forgiveness 
 
On a weekday evening in early September, more than 400 people, 
from their late teens to their early 80’s, crowded into a standing-
room-only event on Manhattan’s Upper West Side. The topic was not 
politics, film, fashion, celebrity or any other subject that could be 
expected to draw such a crowd. The topic was forgiveness. Sitting in 
the audience, I was wondering why so many people had turned out, 
when suddenly: an electrifying moment. 
 
About halfway through the discussion, Rabbi Joseph Telushkin, a 
speaker and the author of “Jewish Literacy,” asked this question: “In 
how many of your families, at the level of first cousin or closer, are 
there people not on speaking terms?” 
 
Two-thirds of the people in the room raised their hands. I, along with 
everyone else, gasped. 
 
“I know,” he said. “It’s a staggering figure. And when you ask people to 
explain the origin of the fight, they often sound ridiculous.” 
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Forgive me for stating the obvious, but forgiveness is in the air these 
days. Every week, our news feeds fill with someone or other asking for 
forgiveness. Pope Francis has been on something of a forgiveness tour, 
asking forgiveness for “crimes committed against the native peoples 
during the so-called conquest of America.” (He also offered 
forgiveness for women who had abortions.) 
 
Hulk Hogan pleaded for forgiveness recently after uttering a racial slur 
about his daughter’s former boyfriend on a sex tape. Ray Rice begged 
for forgiveness after a video of him punching his fiancée caused him to 
be booted from the NFL. Celebrities from Paula Deen and Lance 
Armstrong to Josh Duggar and Ariana Grande have sought forgiveness 
lately. 
 
Is all this supplication working? And more to the point: Are these 
public figures modeling the type of forgiveness we all should adopt? 
Frederic Luskin, a psychologist and the head of the Stanford 
Forgiveness Project, believes not. 
 

“The celebrity stuff you’re talking about is not really the hard work of 
forgiveness,” he said. “It’s the narcissistic work of forgiveness. It’s just 
asking for forgiveness.” 
 

The real work, he explained, is when you’ve been harmed by someone 
you’re close to and you work through all the conflicting feelings to get 
to a place of dignity and peace. So how do you do that, especially those 
of us who have ruptures within our own families? 
 
Admit Vulnerability In his work with hundreds of patients, Dr. 
Luskin has identified what he considers the nine steps of forgiveness. 
The first involves accepting responsibility for your own role in causing 
others pain: “Know exactly how you feel about what happened and be 
able to articulate what about the situation is not o.k.” 
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Rabbi Shai Held, a theologian and the dean of Mechon Hadar (the 
Jewish learning center that organized the recent discussion), agrees. 
“The reason forgiveness is so popular as a topic,” he said, “is that we 
hurt people all the time. We all experience so many relationship 
breaches, and most of us don’t know how to fix them.” 
 

The most important step, he said, is to understand how your actions 
affected others. This is especially true in families.  “What I’ve tried to 
do with my own children,” Rabbi Held said, “is to get them to think 
beyond the mechanized ‘I’m sorry’ to the act of empathic imagining by 
asking, ‘What is the other person feeling right now?’” 
 

Even young children, he said, are capable of appreciating how their 
misbehavior made others feel, an act of real rawness and growth.  
“You can’t talk about forgiveness without talking about vulnerability,” 
Rabbi Held said. “Vulnerability is acknowledging you owe something to 
someone by admitting that you hurt them.” 
 
Apologize, No, Really Apologize All people know an empty 
apology when they hear one. So what’s a genuine one? “A real apology 
is not, ‘I’m sorry you’re upset,’ ” Dr. Luskin said. “A true, authentic 
apology is one in which the speaker says: ‘I’m sorry, because my poor 
choice of action or words directly caused harm to you. That it’s my 
bad and yours. And that I recognize you feel hurt as a direct 
relationship of what I did.’ ” 
 

When a person accepts responsibility and promises to make amends, 
Dr. Luskin continued, it has an almost universally positive effect. And, 
“when children grow up in a home where they see Mom and Dad 
genuinely apologizing (‘Honey, I apologize for being late. I’m sorry you 
had to wait.’), then they grow up thinking an apology is not a bad thing. 
And that’s a good thing.” 
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If You Want To Be Forgiven, Ask The Speaker of the House Tip 
O’Neill used to tell a story about his first run for office, when his 
childhood neighbor assured him she would vote for him even though 
he never asked. But I’ve known you my whole life, he replied. “People 
like to be asked,” she said. The same applies to forgiveness. 
 
Experts stress that not all forgiveness is interpersonal. Sometimes we 
must seek or offer forgiveness from those who are dead or with 
whom we no longer have contact. But within families, the bulk of 
tensions occur with people with whom we have a relationship. Moving 
beyond the apology to re-establishing positive relations becomes 
critical, says the Rev. Dr. Amy Butler, the senior minister at the 
Riverside Church in Manhattan. 
 

“Forgiveness is the next stage, where we are actually engaged in the 
unusual act of reconciliation. I can get up on the dance floor by myself 
and look really beautiful. But if what I really want is to dance with you, 
and you won’t get up on the dance floor, then I will always be on my 
own.” 
 
By contrast, the moment of receiving forgiveness “is this moment of 
true humanity when we are seen for who we really are and loved 
anyway,” Pastor Amy said. 
 
How Do You Get To Forgiveness?  Practice One mark of the 
critical need for forgiveness is that theologians, clerics and academics 
alike share an interest. Forgiveness is ecumenical. A common theme is 
that it’s a skill that can be cultivated. 
 
When I told Rabbi Held I was considering gathering my children for a 
conversation in which we discussed how we hurt one another over 
the last year and asking for forgiveness, he offered some tips of what I 
may say. 
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“According to Judaism,” he began, “part of what it means to be a 
human is to strive to become better, kinder, more generous, more 
forgiving. Rather than let those remain abstractions, I want us to try to 
make them more real in the relationships that matter the most.” 
 
And afterward, if the conversation succeeds and everyone’s feeling raw 
but understood, how do you draw the exercise to a close? “Something 
that I think is very powerful is after you’ve gone around, apologized 
and forgiven people, rather than leave the vulnerability out there, 
everyone can turn to the people around them and say, ‘Thank you,’ ” 
he said. “Then you know you’ve taken a step toward wholeness and 
everyone can walk out together.” 

 

                          Bruce Feiler (Adapted from the New York Times) 
 

A Brief History of My Fasting Life 
 
In Boro Park where I grew up, 
I fasted because it was a day we had to fast. 
I knew that because my father said so. 
 
In my teenage years, 
I fasted out of fear of what might happen if I didn’t. 
And sure enough.  Nothing happened. 
And being risk averse  
I decided this would be a good thing to continue. 
 
In my forties, I started fasting for other reasons. 
Because I had joined a synagogue 
And because I knew it was a mitzvah to fast. 
I knew that because my new husband said so. 
 
And so… I come to this time and place… 
This Yom Kippur 
With a checkered past of fasting, 
Trailing a boatload, a veritable mountain 
of misdeeds and blunders. 
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And this year I fast because I see belatedly 
That fasting is much more than just a mitzvah. 
It is the way I signal to my brain, 
Hey…something urgent needs to happen today. 
 
This is a day I need to forego all manner 
of comforts and distractions, 
banish all loopholes and evasion, 
back myself into a corner,  
shine a merciless light 
into the dark corners of my soul. 
 
Demand answers!! (In a compassionate way, of course) 
 
I fast as a symbol of solidarity 
with all those who have fasted in the past 
and all those who are fasting all over the world today. 
 
I join them in any act of self-interrogation: 
 
Did I use up every last ounce of love and caring? 
Did I wring my soul dry?  Did I waste nothing? 
Was I withholding with my hugs and kisses? 
 
At some point during the fast 
After sufficient choruses 
of Avinu Malkeinu and Al Chet 
My contrition deepens and morphs 
into a piercing tenderness 
For this precious world, this precious gift of life 
 
And a determination to care for it, 
Honor it, 
And be worthy of it. 
With all my heart and all my might. 
 

                          Barbara Gish Scult (Adapted) 
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This Is A Poem 
 

This is a poem to my son Peter 
whom I have hurt a thousand times 
whose large and vulnerable eyes 
have gazed in pain at my ragings 
thin wrists and fingers hung 
boneless in despair, pale freckled back 
bent in defeat, pillow soaked 
by my failure to understand. 
 

I have scarred through weakness 
and impatience your frail confidence forever 
because when I needed to strike 
you were there to be hurt and because 
I thought you knew. 
 

You were beautiful and fair, 
your bright eyes and hair, but I see  
that no one knows that 
about himself, but must be told 
and retold until it takes hold, 
because I think anything can be killed 
after a while, especially beauty. 
 

So I write this for life, for love, 
for you, my oldest son Peter, age 10,  
going on 11. 
                                    Peter Meinke 

 
If only there were evil people out there insidiously committing evil 
deeds and it was only necessary to separate them from the rest of us 
and destroy them.  But the line dividing good and evil cuts through the 
heart of every human being, and who among us is willing to destroy a 
piece of our own heart? 

                                               Alexander Solzhenitsyn 
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Ashamnu / Looking Back 
 
The wheel of the seasons has come full circle and we look carefully to 
see what it is we have harvested. 
 
We talked about change but held on to old patterns.  
 
We talked about peace but sometimes we sowed seeds of discord. 
 
We talked about others but did not always hear their voices. 
 
We talked about love but managed at times to keep our hearts closed. 
 
We were so very busy we lost touch with things eternal. 
 
As we enter the New Year, we renew our covenant with each other, 
and with the generations. 
 

Ashamnu:  We have missed the mark. 
Bagadnu:  We have betrayed people who trusted us. 
Gazalnu:  We have stolen other people's money or time 
   or friendship. 
Dibarnu dofi:  We have used words as weapons. 
He'evinu:  We have led others to do wrong. 
V'hirshanu:  We have deliberately encouraged others 
   to do wrong. 
Zadnu:   We have refused to admit our own weaknesses. 
Chamasnu:  We have manipulated others. 
Tafalnu shaker: We have preferred to believe lies  
   than to accept truth. 
Ya'atznu ra:  We have been bad examples for others. 
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Kizavnu:  We have lied. 
Latznu:   We have made light of the pain of others. 
Maradnu:  We have created unnecessary strife. 
Ni'aztnu:  We have lived our lives in a way which  
   dishonors the holy spark within us. 
Sararnu:  We have lived as though there were no  
   spiritual elements in our lives. 
Avinu:   We have done what we know to be wrong 
   to get what we want. 
Pashanu:  We have ignored the suffering of others. 
Tzararnu:  We have oppressed. 
Kishinu oref:  We have stubbornly refused to change  
   destructive habits. 
Rashanu:  We have supported violence. 
Shichatnu:  We have allowed our desires to rule our lives. 
Ti'avnu:  We have degraded ourselves. 
Ta'inu:   We have moved further away from 
   an ethical life. 
Tita'nu:   We have led others further away from  
   an ethical life. 
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Al Chet 
 
By allowing my body to be an afterthought too often and too easily; 
By not walking, running, leaping, climbing or dancing although I am able; 
By not embracing those who needed it, and not allowing myself to be 
embraced; 
By not praising every body's beauty, with our quirks and imperfections.  
By letting my emotions run roughshod over the needs of others; 
By poking at sources of hurt like a child worrying about a sore tooth; 
By revealing my heart before those who neither wanted nor needed to 
see it; 
By hiding love, out of fear of rejection, instead of giving love freely; 
By dwelling on what's internal when the world is desperate for healing. 
 
For all of these, Eternal Source of forgiveness 
Help me know myself to be pardoned and 
Help me feel in my bones that I'm forgiven.  
 
V’al kulam, Eloha selichot, selach lanu, mechal lanu, kaper lanu. 
 
By indulging in intellectual argument without humility or consideration; 
By reading words of vitriol and cultivating hot indignation; 
By eschewing intellectual discomfort that might prod me into growing; 
By living in anticipation, and letting anxiety rule me; 
By accepting defeatist thinking and the comfortable ache of despair. 
By not being awake and grateful, despite uncountable blessings; 
By not being sufficiently gentle, with my actions or with my language; 
By not being pliant and flexible, but obstinate, stark, and unbending; 
By not being generous with my time, with my words or with my being; 
By not being kind to everyone who crosses my wandering path. 
 
For all of these, Eternal Source of forgiveness 
Help me know myself to be pardoned and 
Help me feel in my bones that I'm forgiven.  
 
V’al kulam, Eloha selichot, selach lanu, mechal lanu, kaper lanu. 
 
                                                       Rachel Barenblat 
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Days of Awe 
 

Any moment,  
every breath 
a new moment 
a new breath. 
Every opening 
a new beginning. 
Every beginning 
fresh and soft 
 

Let all curses cease, 
mutterings of 
anger, regret 
oaths and curses –  
let all cease  
and die into 
the new beginning, 
whole and clean. 
 

Longing dreams 
and memories  
of Eden, 
wistful thoughts 
curling our minds, 
 
 

 

tangling our hair, 
stealing our sleep 
may they all move 
into the land of breath. 
 

What of suspicion, 
fright and doubt, 
scorn, disgust 
and petty thievery? 
These too shall fall 
into the deep dark 
pools of Time 
broken by the jaws 
of the great Leviathan. 
 

So now we pray,  
remembering, 
for a moment, 
a new moment 
Every breath 
a new breath 
every opening 
a new beginning. 
                         

                     Havah Eshel 

 
I am not an optimist because I am not sure that everything ends well.  
Nor am I a pessimist, because I am not sure everything ends badly.  I 
just carry hope in my heart…Life without hope is an empty, boring and 
useless life.  I cannot imagine that I could strive for something if I did 
not carry hope in me. 
 

                       Vaclav Havel 
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No pessimist ever discovered the secret to the stars, or sailed to an 
uncharted land, or opened a new doorway for the human spirit. 
                               Helen Keller 
 
 
 
I can accept failure.   Everyone fails at something.  But I cannot accept 
not trying.                          
               Michael Jordan 
 
 
 
Far away there in the sunshine are my highest aspirations. I may not 
reach them, but I can look up and see their beauty, believe in them, 
and try to follow where they lead. 
               Louisa May Alcott 
 
 
 
I haven’t failed.  I’ve found 10,000 ways that didn’t work. 
 

                        Benjamin Franklin 
 
 
 
In every word lies a bird with folded wings, waiting for the breath of 
the reader. 
             Emmanuel Levinas 
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Yom Kippur At Sea 
 

TODAY is Yom Kippur, the holiest day in the Jewish calendar. It is the 
Day of Atonement, a day of meditation, of repentance and redemption. 
Many Jews will spend it at temple or in a house of study, meditating, 
reading Torah and chanting contemplative psalms together or quietly 
to themselves. 
 

Last year, right after graduating from college, I took a job on a 
commercial lobster boat here in my hometown as a sternman, one half 
of a two-man crew. A few days before Yom Kippur, I told the captain 
that I couldn’t work on the holiday. 
 

This is not a typical day for lobstermen to take off, at least not on 
Deer Isle, Maine, and he looked puzzled. I explained, “You see, it’s a 
High Holy Day.” It was 4:30 in the morning and the sun had yet to rise. 
We were sipping coffee on the dock as the row of diesel boats beside 
us sputtered to life. 
 

I wasn’t sure how much he knew about our holiday, or how much I 
should tell him. 
 

Should I explain that we fast on this day, humbling ourselves before 
God and preparing for judgment? Should I tell him how fates are sealed 
in the Book of Life? Or should I instead share some of the biblical 
stories that we retell on the High Holidays? Launch into the tale of the 
binding of Isaac, or talk about Abraham and Sarah? Should I recount 
Jonah’s trip to the bottom of the sea, and the redemption he finds 
there in the belly of a whale? Should I commandeer the CB radio on 
our boat and blow the shofar, the ram’s horn, across the airwaves? 
  
We finished our coffee and made our way to the boat, lunch boxes in 
hand. I decided it was too early in the morning for shofar blowing. 
Besides, we had more than 300 traps to haul — a full day’s work. 
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Growing up on Deer Isle, I quickly learned that there was something a 
little different about how my family worshiped. There were many 
churches on the island — from Catholic to Protestant to Latter-day 
Saints; from small, one-room church houses to big, established 
churches with freshly paved driveways. We didn’t pray at any of these. 
Instead we made a weekly pilgrimage to the nearest synagogue, 60 
miles away in Bangor. 
 

One day, earlier in the fishing season, my captain and I were stacking 
lobster traps in his dooryard. Another fisherman sat nearby and 
watched us. He was in his mid-80’s and spoke with a thick Down East 
accent, the kind that would be unintelligible to anyone from out of 
state. 
 

“I see you’ve got a man who works hard. Think you’ll keep him 
around?” he asked my captain. Then he chuckled and turned to me. 
 

“What did you say your name was again?” 
 

“Sam,” I said. “Sam Kestenbaum.” He raised his eyebrows. On the 
island, the name Kestenbaum is often met with this kind of puzzled 
look, then followed by, “You’re going to have to spell that.” Certain 
last names fill up pages in the phone book here. The names of old 
families that have been here for generations, networks of cousins, 
aunts and uncles — Eaton, Haskell, Hardy, Heanssler and Weed, 
among others. But you will find only one Kestenbaum family in 
Hancock County. And you won’t find too many other Jewish 
lobstermen (perhaps not particularly surprising considering the non-
kosher status of the catch). 
 
Despite this, I feel close to my faith when I’m on the water. The work 
is difficult, but meditative. Fishermen grapple daily with the elements: 
the wind, the tide, the shifting of the seasons. Jews also keep their eyes  
on the elements, recognizing the great, sacred powers that are present 
in the world. And wherever we go, we believe God travels with us. 
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It is said that when the Jews went into exile, the Shekinah, the divine 
presence, went into exile, too — hovering over us, around us 
wherever we were, waiting for us to invite the sacred into our lives. 
This is one of the great gifts of diaspora: we travel, move, but remain 
who we are. 
 

Last year, during the week of Yom Kippur, a storm whirled into 
Penobscot Bay, the first of the fall. The rain was heavy; fierce winds 
shook the trees and bent their branches. It turned out I wasn’t the 
only fisherman to spend the holiday onshore. Most stayed in their 
shops, mending traps, coiling rope or painting buoys. 
  
And me, I drove the hour and a half to the Bangor temple to meditate 
on teshuvah — on turning and returning to God, on starting fresh. It 
wasn’t boat work, but it was work — a kind of repair, a checking of 
the knots and wiring, refueling for another year. 
 

And today I’ll do the same. On this Yom Kippur, I wish my fellow Jews 
“gmar chatima tova,” may you be written in the Book of Life for good. 
And to my fellow fishermen: I wish safe waters and good hauls. May 
the price per pound of lobster rise. May we weather the coming 
storms. 
   Sam Kestenbaum (Adapted from the NY Times) 
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Avinu Malkenu / Looking Ahead 
 
Avinu Malkenu, we ask for a year of good life. 
  A year in which we are able to feed our families. 
  A year of good health, in body and in spirit. 
  A year in which we find time to pause, for rest and        
  renewal, and to appreciate all that we have here. 
 
Avinu Malkenu, we ask for a year of good life for our world. 
  A year in which oppression will end. 
  A year in which wars and hostilities cease. 
  A year in which nations are able to make choices 
  that say yes to life. 
  A time of peace. 
 
We affirm that our earth’s security rests 
  in the justice of adequate housing and food, 
  in the justice of meaningful education and work, 
  in the justice of excellent health care for all. 
 
We affirm that our future depends on an economic order 
  that gives everyone equal access to our earth’s  
  abundance, on human relationships based on respect,  
  cooperation and justice, 
  on the importance of speaking out, so that all people can  
  live freely and without fear. 
  
Avinu Malkenu, as a community, we ask for the strength to help make 
these possible, in our lives, in our communities and throughout our 
world. 
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We wish for you to be a person of character, strong but not tough, 
gentle but not weak. 
 
We wish for you to be righteous but not self-righteous, honest but not 
unforgiving. 
 
Whenever you journey, may your steps be firm and may you walk in 
just paths and not be afraid. 
 
Whenever you speak, may your words be words of wisdom and 
friendship. 
 
May your hands build and your heart preserve what is good and 
beautiful in our world. 
 
May the voices of the generations of our people move through you 
and may the God of our ancestors be your God as well. 
 
May you know that there is a people, a rich heritage, to which you 
belong and from that sacred place you are connected to all who dwell 
on the earth. 
 
May the stories of our people be upon your heart and the grace of the 
Torah rhythm dance in your soul. 
                                              

            Rabbi Sandy Eisenberg Sasso 
 

Archeologist of Dawn 
 
Here it is, you ask for answered prayers when you won’t stop to think, 
 
thinking with your feet, carrying you to the marketplace only for 
yourself, how to further your business on the shoulders of others, 
 
thinking with your stomach, the day you’re fasting, an empty stomach-
mind 
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unable to get past yourself, pushing and shoving, unable to stand still 
inside… 
 
you fast with a vengeance, pushing past the inner voice, too bruised to 
rise and be heard. 
 
Is this a day for rising, standing in My presence, expecting a reward for 
physical sacrifice, for your fasting, bowing heads like royal footmen. 
 
Instead of your soul, you save face by fasting and I can’t see through 
that? 
 
Wake up to a day beyond acting for yourself 
 
Adonai’s voice speaks for itself: act for others, not with faces, but 
hands opening locks of injustice, 
 
sophisticated knots tied mentally and physically around the poor and 
powerless, like a harness to break their spirit; free them, break the 
locks,  
 
cut the reins of oppression, rise to the occasion, fast to free the human 
spirit; 
 
flesh like you, desperate and blind, outside the walls you’ve built to 
hide in – the otherness you reach for is there, all around you, nakedly 
human; bare hands, untying the cloak of self-serving pride and wrapping 
it around a naked body 
 
and then all around you, as sudden as light, to eyes opening in the 
morning, the light inside you breaks open as certain and irrevocable as 
dawn; 
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You will see yourself healed by a human warmth, in the reality of 
daylight; a sky clearing over you like new flesh over a wound, your 
body will be whole;  
 
Make a day for opening your cupboards, sharing with the poor, open 
your house, your heart to the homeless, open your eyes, instead of 
filling your stomach, instead of harnessing the weak for it, look at the 
hopeless around you, 
 
Put your hand through that invisible curtain and throw a coat around 
their shoulders - those are men and women… 
 

From the prophetic reading for Yom Kippur, Isaiah 58, translated by David 
Rosenberg (Adapted) 
 

 
Letting Go 
 
To let go doesn’t mean to stop caring, it means I can’t do it for 
someone else. 
 
To let go is not to cut myself off, it’s the realization that I can’t control 
another. 
 
To let go is not to enable, but to allow learning from natural 
consequences. 
 
To let go is to admit powerlessness, which means the outcome is not 
in my hands. 
 
To let go is not to try to change or blame another, I can only change 
myself. 
 
To let go is not to care for, but to care about. 
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To let go is not to fix, but to be supportive. 
 
To let go is not to judge, but to allow another to be a human being. 
 
To let go is not to be in the middle arranging all the outcomes, but to 
allow others to affect their own outcomes. 
 
To let go is not to be protective, it is to permit another to face reality. 
 
To let go is not to deny, but to accept. 
 
To let go is not to nag, scold or argue, but to search out my own 
shortcomings and to correct them. 
 
To let go is not to adjust everything to my desires, but to take each 
day as it comes and to cherish the moment. 
 
To let go is not to criticize and regulate anyone but to try to become 
what I dream I can be. 
 
To let go is not to regret the past, but to grow and live for the future. 
 
To let go is to fear less and love more. 
 

 
Jonah (Interpretive Yom Kippur Haftarah) 
 
God changed God’s mind about the disaster intended for Nineveh and 
did not do it. 
  
“But Jonah was extremely upset and very angry.  He prayed to Adonai: 
‘Oh Adonai, is not this what I said when I was at home. That is why I 
fled to Tarshish in anticipation, because I knew that You are a 
compassionate and merciful God, slow to anger and full of love,  
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reversing evil sentences. So, Adonai, take away my life, because I would 
rather die than stay alive.’ 
  
And God said: ‘Are you good and angry, Jonah?’ Are you good and 
angry, Jonah, that Nineveh has not gone up in flames?  The city was 
worth saving. Its people are still people. They are not what they ought 
to be, but they admit their evil. They are trying.  Jonah, that is enough! 
Why should you be more demanding than your God? 
 
My business is to forgive. Who made it your business to destroy? Why 
do some of my best people want to see the world destroyed? Why are 
history books full of zealots burning and killing for a better world?  
Jonah, those are people in Nineveh! I love them. Why do some 
prophets think they know more about running the world than I do? 
  
Do not be impatient, Jonah. Burning cities will not bring a better day, 
only death. Those are people!  I love them.  I made them. I do not ask 
them to be perfect, just to try a little harder. 
  
Jonah, Jonah, little man, stupid man, I did not make the world as a place 
for perfect cities. I made it for human beings just like you. I want them 
to live and love, not die. Jonah, are you good and angry? I am sorry to 
disappoint you. But those are people. 
 

                                                  Michael Hecht (adapted) 
 
Before 1939 
 
I only wish to watch movies made before 1939. 
I only wish to read books written before 1939. 
I only wish to hear songs sung before 1939. 
I only wish to imagine them alive 
not cut in two 
or gassed 
or burned 
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or beaten 
or buried 
or shot 
or lost 
I only wish I could have lived before 1939 
so I could know them 
some of them 
any of them 
even one of them 
I only got to know you, mother 
and even not that 
you kept secrets 
you cried in the dark 
you held us away at times 
at times too close 
I listen as father speaks of a life before 1939. 
Recalling what I can 
forgetting what I can’t. 
He wants me to write down all the names. 
Is there paper and ink enough in the world? 

                   Anna Bat-Chai Wrobel 
 

I swore never to be silent whenever and wherever human beings 
endure suffering and humiliation. We must always take sides. 
Neutrality helps the oppressor, never the victim. Silence encourages 
the tormentor, never the tormented.     

        Anne Frank 
 
When we are no longer able to change a situation, we are challenged 
to change ourselves.                                
                  Viktor E. Frankl 
 
I am not a product of my circumstances.  I am a product of my 
decisions.        
                  Viktor E. Frankl 
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Out Of Three Or Four In A Room 
 

Out of three or four in a room, there is always one who stands at the 
window.  Compelled to see the injustice between the thorns and the 
fire on the hill.  And how people who had gone forth whole are 
brought back to their homes, in the evening, like small change. 
 

Out of three or four in a room, there is always one who stands at the 
window.  His dark hair over his thoughts. Behind him the words.  And 
before him, voices that are straying without packs, hearts without 
provisions, prophecies without water and large stones which were 
returned and remained sealed like letters with no address and no one 
to receive them.                 
             Yehuda Amihai 
 
 
A Tzaddik 
 

A tzaddik was going to warn the people of Sodom and Gomorrah that 
they should turn from their evil ways.  A man mocked him: “But your 
words will never change their ways.” “I know,” replied the tzaddik, 
“but my words will prevent me from becoming one of them.” 
 

                                         Talmud 
 
 
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 know 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 of 
confusion, misery and death.  I see the world gradually being turned 
into a wilderness.  I hear approaching thunder…I can feel the suffering 
of millions, and yet, if I look up into the heavens, I think that it will all 
come out right, that this cruelty will end, and that peace and tranquility 
will return again.  In the meantime, I must hold on to my ideals for 
perhaps the day will come when I shall be able to carry them out. 
 

            Anne Frank 
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We pray to the great Spiritual Power in which we live and move and 
have our being.   
 

We pray that we may at all times keep our minds open to new ideas 
and shun dogma; that we may grow in our understanding of the nature 
of all living beings and our connectedness with the natural world; that 
we may become ever more filled with generosity of spirit and true 
compassion and love for all life; and control our greed for material 
things, knowing that our actions are harming our natural world and the 
future of our children; that we may value each and every human being 
for who he is, for who she is, reaching to the spirit that is within, 
knowing the power of each individual to change the world. 
 

We pray for social justice, for the alleviation of the crippling poverty 
that condemns millions of people around the world to lives of misery – 
hungry, sick, and utterly without hope.   
 

We pray for the children who are starving, who are condemned to 
homelessness, slave labor and prostitution and especially for those 
forced to fight, to kill and torture even members of their own family. 
 
We pray for the victims of violence and war, for those wounded in 
body and for those wounded in mind.  We pray for the multitudes of 
refugees, forced from their homes to alien places through war or 
through the utter destruction of their environment. 
 

We pray for suffering animals everywhere, for an end to the pain 
caused by all forms of exploitation. We pray to end cruelty whether to 
humans or other animals, for an end to bullying, and torture in all its 
forms.   
 

We pray that we may learn the peace that comes with forgiving and 
the strength we gain in loving; that we may learn to take nothing for 
granted in this life; that we may learn to see and understand with our 
hearts; that we may learn to rejoice in our being. 
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We pray for these things with humility; we pray because of the hope 
that is within us, and because of a faith in the ultimate triumph of the 
human spirit; we pray because of our love for Creation.   
 

We pray, above all, for peace throughout the world.                    
  

      Dr. Jane Goodall (Adapted) 
 
For The Mitzvah We Performed 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by remembering the good that 
someone has done for us even when we were upset with him or her; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by feeding our animals first even when 
we were also hungry; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by stopping our child from teasing or 
humiliating another child; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by standing up for justice when we saw 
someone mistreated; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by refusing to buy products produced 
by child labor; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by remembering to express gratitude 
to anyone who has helped us; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by donating to charity cheerfully; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by apologizing to one of our children 
whose feelings we had unfairly hurt; 
 
For all of these things, may we be inspired to do more during this 
coming year. 
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For the mitzvah we performed by visiting those who were sick and by 
offering emotional support to their families; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by helping someone find work; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by teaching our children Torah; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by studying Torah; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by teaching our children that what 
matters most is how we treat other people; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by hearing a negative rumor about 
someone and refraining from passing it on; 
 
For all of these things, may we be inspired to do more during this 
coming year. 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by being compassionate, and by 
forgiving those who have hurt us and who seek our forgiveness; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by not unfairly exaggerating the bad 
traits of those with whom we disagree or dislike; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by interacting with all people in a 
manner that brings credit to the Jewish people; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by accepting responsibility for the 
wrongs we have committed, and for not blaming our bad behavior on 
someone else; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by asking those whom we have hurt for 
forgiveness; 
 
For all of these things, may we be inspired to do more during this 
coming year. 
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For the mitzvah we performed by not making comments that can inflict 
irrevocable hurt on someone when we are angry; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by restricting our expression of anger 
at someone to the incident that provoked it; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by reserving our highest praise for our 
children when they have done kind deeds; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by arranging to donate our organs; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by expressing gratitude on an ongoing 
basis to those people dearest to us; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by helping a sad person to laugh; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed by donating the money we did not 
spend on food on Yom Kippur to a charity that feeds the poor; 
 
For the mitzvah we performed when we were tempted to do 
something hurtful or dishonest and refrained from doing so; 
 
For all of these things, may we be inspired to do more during this 
coming year. 

 

                 Joseph Telushkin (Adapted) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

37 



It Is Never Too Late 
 

The last word has not been spoken, 
the last sentence has not been written, 
the final verdict is not in. 
It is never too late  
to change my mind, my direction. 
To say no to the past, 
and yes to the future, 
to offer remorse, 
to ask and give forgiveness. 
 

It is never too late to start over again, 
to feel again. to love again, 
to hope again. 
 

It is never too late to overcome despair, 
to turn sorrow into resolve, 
and pain into purpose. 
 

It is never too late to alter my world, 
not by magic incantations, 
or manipulations of the cards 
or deciphering of the stars. 
 

But by opening myself 
to curative forces buried within, 
to hidden energies, 
to powers in my interior self. 
            Rabbi Harold Schulweis 
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