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`"yz e ¥l §q ¦M §A 'e   



NIGGUN

 mi ¦yp̈ zFn §k ©g/ Blessing for Fringes
text compiled by Rabbi Sue Levi Elwell, music by Juliet Spitzer

Hochmot nashim banta veyta                    Dz̈i ¥a dz̈ §pÄ mi ¦yp̈ zFn §k ©g
Bo-u sha’areyha betoda                                             dc̈Fz §A d̈i ¥xr̈ §y E Ÿ̀A
chatzeroteyha  bit’hila                                                     dl̈ ¦d §z ¦A d̈i ¥zŸx¥v ©g

Women’s wisdom has built Her house (Proverbs 14:1)
Let us come into Her gates with thanks, Her courtyard with praise (Psalms 100:4)

CALL AND RESPONSE

Wc̈g̈ xiW/ Blessing for New Songs
Dorshei Derekh Women's Haftorah Group

Bruchah At Yah, Simchat Ha-olam,   ml̈Frd̈ z ©g §n ¦U Dï §Y ©̀  dk̈Ex §A
asher m’oreret                                           z ¤x ¤xF` §n x ¤W£̀
rucheinu la-shir shir chadash                         .Wc̈g̈ xi ¦W xi ¦W ©l Epi ¥gEx

Blessed are You, Yah, Joy of the Universe, who awakens our spirits 
that we may sing a new song.
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 mi ¦lEl ©g mi ¦aẅ §p/ Openings and Vessels

READER

Our sense of inherent value is rooted in the body’s ability to care for itself and in the
direct ways we can provide for our own physical needs. When making money becomes a
substitute for foraging, gathering, hunting, planting, we lose important sources of power. The
zucchini I buy in the store with money is entirely different from the one I pluck off the vine in
my garden.  The store-bought squash is an object, a dismembered part of the dead world, while
the one in my garden is a whole process in which I have participated, from the composting of
my garbage to the sense of wonder evoked when I find the vine still producing in November. I
am not suggesting that we all turn to subsistence farming, but that our sense of self-worth is
dependent on some direct contact with the broader cycles of birth, growth, death, decay, and
renewal that do, in reality, sustain our lives. For even Hostess Twinkies are made of flour made
of grain, and time still moves in cycles and seasons even when tracked by a digital clock.

Starhawk

QUIETLY

Fa `ẍäE dn̈ §kg̈ §A mc̈ ῭ d̈ z ¤̀  x©vï x ¤W£̀  mi¦i ©g ©d o ¥r z ¤̀  j ¥xä §p
.mi ¦lEl ©g mi ¦lEl ©g mi ¦aẅ §p mi ¦aẅ §p

m ¥zQ̈¦i F` m ¤d ¥n cg̈ ¤̀  ©g ¥zR̈¦i m ¦̀ ¤W L ¤cFa §k ` ¥Q ¦k i¥pt ¦l ©rEcï §e iElb̈
.Li¤pẗ §l cFn ©r ©l §e m¥i ©w §z ¦d §l xẄ §t ¤̀  i ¦̀  m ¤d ¥n cg̈ ¤̀

.zFU ©r ©l `i ¦l §t ©nE xÜÄ lk̈ ` ¥tFx dedi dŸ ©̀  KExÄ

N’varech et ein hachayim asher yatzar et ha’adam bechochmah uvara vo 
nekavim nekavim chalumim chalulim. Galuwi veyadu’a lifney chisey chevodecha she’im
yipate’ach echad mehem o yisatem echad mehem i efshar lehitkayem vela’amod lefanecha.
Baruch ata Yah rofey chol basar umafli la’asot.
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ALL

Let us bless the source of life, who shaped the human being with wisdom, making for us all the
openings and vessels of the body. It is revealed and known before your Throne of Glory that if
one of these passage-ways be open when it should be closed, or blocked up when it should be
free, one could not stay alive or stand before you. Blessed are You, Miraculous, the wondrous
healer of all flesh.

READERS

If you want to enter the holiness of the day, you must first lay down the profanity of
clattering commerce, of being yoked to toil. You must go away from the screech of dissonant
days, from nervousness and fury of acquisitiveness and the betrayal in embezzling your own
life. You must say farewell to manual work and learn to understand that the world has already
been created and will survive without your help.

Abraham Joshua Heschel

Prayer is the time we take to do it. The time is the gift, the sacrifice, the strength. Time, not the
words we say nor how nor where we say them. Prayer is the space we allow it in our lives, the
moments when we focus so intently beyond time that time flows differently, it ebbs and pools,
waiting for us.

Elliott batTzedek

SING

Mah Yefeh Hayom

Mah yafeh hayom shabbat shalom               mFlÿ zÄ ©y ... mFI ©d d¤tï d ©n

How wonderful the day is! Shabbat shalom
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READER
“Good morning,” said the little prince.
“Good morning,” said the merchant.
This was the merchant who sold pills that had been invented to quench thirst. You need

only swallow one pill a week, and you would feel no need of anything to drink.
“Why are you selling those?” asked the little prince.
“Because they save a tremendous amount of time,” said the merchant. “Computations

have been made by experts. With these pills, you save fifty-three minutes in every week.”
“And what do I do with those fifty-three minutes?
“Anything you like.”
“As for me,” said the little prince to himself, “If I had fifty-three minutes to spend as I

liked, I should walk at my leisure toward spring of fresh water.” Antoine de Saint-Exupery

FRINGES

In the Middle / Barbara Crooker

of a life that’s as complicated as everyone else’s,
struggling for balance, juggling time.
The mantle clock that was my grandfather’s 
has stopped at 9:20; we haven’t had time
to get it repaired.  The brass pendulum is still,
the chimes don’t ring.  One day you look out the window, 
green summer, the next, and the leaves have already fallen,
and a grey sky lowers the horizon.  Our children almost grown,
our parents gone, it happened so fast.  Each day, we must learn
again how to love, between morning’s quick coffee
and evening’s slow return.  Steam from a pot of soup rises,
mixing with the yeasty smell of baking bread.  Our bodies
twine, and the big black dog pushes his great head between;
his tail is a metronome, 3/4 time.  We’ll never get there,
Time is always running ahead of us, running down the beach, urging
us on faster, faster, but sometimes we take off our watches, 
sometimes we lie in the hammock, caught between the mesh
of rope and the net of stars, suspended, tangled up
in love, running out of time.
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SING

 i©I ©g z ©n §W ¦p / Morning Blessing
Marcia Falk

 K ¥xä §Y i©I ©g z ©n §W ¦pNishmat chayay  t'vareykh                                                 

 :x ¦Wï i ¦A ¦l a ¤x ¤w §ev'kerev libi yashir                                                                 

 i ¦A §x ¦w §A dn̈Ẅ §p cFr lM̈Kol od n'shamah b'kirbi                                        

                                     i ¦p £̀  d ¤cFn\dc̈Fn modah/modeh ani
 The soul of my life will bless, and the innermost part of my heart will sing. 
As long as breath is in my innermost being, I give thanks.

Reader 
The Patience of Ordinary Things
by Pat Schneider

It is a kind of love, is it not?
How the cup holds the tea,
How the chair stands sturdy and foursquare,
How the floor receives the bottoms of shoes
Or toes. How soles of feet know
Where they're supposed to be.
I've been thinking about the patience
Of ordinary things, how clothes
Wait respectfully in closets
And soap dries quietly in the dish,
And towels drink the wet
From the skin of the back.
And the lovely repetition of stairs.
And what is more generous than a window?

FRINGES MORNING BLESSING
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SING

 Ep §z©i¡g ¤d ¤W/ Shehechiyatnu

Ep §zr̈i ¦B ¦d §e Ep §z ©n §I ¦w §e Ep §z©i¡g ¤d ¤W m ©lFr ©d ©gEx Epi ¥kFz §A Dï §Y ©̀  dk̈Ex §A
.d¤G ©d o ©n §G ©l

B’rucha at Yah, b’tocheynu ruach ha’olam, shehecheyatnu v’kiy’matnu 
v’higi’atnu lazman hazeh.

Blessed are you, Yah, who is within us, spirit of the world, who has kept us in life, sustained us,
and helped us to reach this moment.

READERS/ALL

from Giving Rocks to Rocks
Ellen Bass
and The Book of Hours
Joyce Sutphen

All: We lift one rough weight,
making it sacred,
the way one moment can be raised out of the river
of our lives.

Reader:  There was that one hour sometime
in the middle of the last century.
It was autumn, and I was in my father's
woods building a house out of branches
and the leaves that were falling like
thousands of letters from the sky.
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All: We lift one rough weight,
making it sacred,
the way one moment can be raised out of the river
of our lives.

Reader:  And there was that hour in Central Park
in the middle of the seventies.
We were sitting on a blanket, listening
to Pete Seeger singing "This land is
your land, this land is my land," and
the Vietnam War was finally over.

All: We lift one rough weight,
making it sacred,
the way one moment can be raised out of the river
of our lives.

Reader: I would also include one of those
hours when I woke in the night and
couldn't get back to sleep thinking
about how nothing I thought was going
to happen happened the way I expected,
and things I never expected to happen did-

Reader:  just like that hour today, when we saw
the dog running along the busy road,
and we stopped and held on to her
until her owner came along and brought
her home that was an hour well
spent. Yes, that was a keeper.
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READER

Have you ever noticed a tree standing
naked against the sky, 
How beautiful it is?  
All its branches are outlined, 
and in its nakedness 
There is a poem, there is a song.  
Every leaf is gone 
and it is waiting for the spring.  
When the spring comes, 
it again fills the tree with 
The music of many leaves, 
Which in due season 
fall and are blown away.  
And this is the way of life.

Krishnamurti

ALL

Sabbaths 2001, VI
Wendell Berry

Sit and be still
until in the time of no rain
you hear beneath the dry wind's commotion in the trees
the sound of flowing water among the rocks,
a stream unheard before,
and you are where 
breathing is prayer.

SING

The Leaves Believe
Poem by Lucille Clifton,
music by Karen Escovitz

The leaves believe
such letting go is love
such love is faith
such faith is grace
such grace is God.
And I agree with the leaves
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CALL AND RESPONSE

Ek §xÄ / Bar’khu
Marcia Falk, Faith Rogow

Leader:    As we bless the source of life, so we are blessed
Group:     As we bless the source of life, so we are blessed

 mi¦i ©g ©d oi ¥r z ¤̀  Ek §xÄLeader: Bar’khu et eyn hachayim                               

 mi¦i ©g ©d o ¥r z ¤̀  j ¥xä §pGroup: N’vareykh et eyn hachayim                            

                     .K ¥xÄ §z ¦p dŸk §e             v’khoh nitbareykh.                         

                 mi¦i ©g ©d o ¥r z ¤̀  j ¥xä §pLeader: N’vareykh et eyn hachayim 

              v’khoh nitbareykh.                                                            .K ¥xÄ §z ¦p dŸk §e

CALL AND RESPONSE
If Not
Rabbi Hillel, Adrienne Rich, Dane Kuttler

If I am not for myself
who is for me?

If I am only for myself
who am I?

If not now
then when?

If not with others
then how?

If not here
then where?
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 dẍi ¦v§i lM̈ xFw §n / Blessing of Creation

READER

SEXT: Fervor and Commitment 
Deidra Greenleaf Allan

Angelus bells on Wissahickon Creek as rocks and water ring
each other. Along the banks, fallen leaves nose
their crisp, curled prows into the stream, bearing away
the last cargos of light. In this mid-day of the season, 
time hovers like an angel of annunciation, poised to confer
eternity and grace. In this mid-hour of the day, the world asks me
to stay and watch the shadows come, then grow long, to witness
everywhere diminishment: a slow fading and cold descent. Still, 
there is no sadness in the trees, the sky is soaked with blue.
Even the water shoulders its chill winter shawl without complaint.
Amid all this gilded fluorescence -- final flare before earth’s uncoupling

SING

  El §cB̈ d ©n / Mah Gadlu
.Li «¤zŸa §W §g ©n Ew §nr̈ cŸ̀ §n ,ï §i Li«¤U £r ©n El §cB̈ d ©n

Mah gadlu, ma’asecha YAH, m’od amku mach’sh’votecha

How great are your works, Yah, how deep are your thoughts
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dẍFY i ¥x §a ¦C / Blessing of Revelation

FRINGES
Directions
by Connie Wanek

First you'll come to the end of the freeway.
Then it's not so much north on Woodland Avenue
as it is a feeling that the pines are taller and weigh more,
and the road, you'll notice,
is older with faded lines and unmown shoulders.
You'll see a cemetery on your right
and another later on your left.
Sobered, drive on.
                              Drive on for miles
if the fields are full of hawkweed and daises.
Sometimes a spotted horse
will gallop along the fence. Sometimes you'll see
a hawk circling, sometimes a vulture.
You'll cross the river many times
over smaller and smaller bridges.
You'll know when you're close;
people always say they have a sudden sensation
that the horizon, which was always far ahead,
is now directly behind them.
At this point you may want to park
and proceed on foot, or even
on your knees.
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CALL AND REPONSE

Wrapped in the holy,
we stand in holiness
Wrapped in the sacred,
we stand in sacredness
Wrapped in solitude
we stand in community
Standing in time,
we are wrapped in timelessness

Elliott Femynye batTzedek

dÄ ©x dä£d ©̀  / Gatherings 
Elliott Femynye batTzedek

Gather your strengths
      and gather your failures
Gather your kin
      and gather your strangers
Gather what you love

and what you fear
Gather what you have lost

and what you have yet to find
Find the courage to proclaim

“All we gather is sacred”
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ALL

r ©n §W / Sh’ma

Ariadne Joy Lieber

 Epi¥A §x¦w§A dp̈i¦k §W§d l ¥̀ ẍ §V¦i r ©n §W
dp̈i¦k §W§d ©̀g̈z      

Sh’ma Yisrael, ha-Shekhinah b’Kirbainu ha-Shekhinah Ahat

Listen, Israel, the Shekhina is in our inmost being,
the Shekhina is one

c ¤rë ml̈Fr §l FzEk §l ©n cFa §M m ¥W KExÄ
Baruch shem kevod malchuto le’olam va’ed.

/ V’ahavet§Y §a ©d ῭ §e

.K ¥cŸ̀ §n lk̈ §aE ,K ¥W §t©p lk̈ §aE K ¥aä §l lk̈ §A ,K¦i ©dŸl ¡̀  ï §i z ¥̀  §Y §a ©d ῭ §e
.K ¥aä §l l ©r ,mFI ©d K ¥zË©v §n i ¦kŸp ῭  x ¤W£̀  ,d ¤N«¥̀ d̈ mi ¦xä §C ©d Eid̈ §e
,K ¥zi ¥a §A K ¥Y §a ¦W §A ,mÄ §Y §x ©A ¦c §e ,K¦i©pä §lE K¦i ©zŸp §a ¦l mi ¦Y §p©P ¦W §e

,K ¥cï l ©r zF` §l mi ¦Y §x ©W §wE .K ¥nEw §aE ,K ¥z §kẄ §aE ,K ¤x «¤C ©A K ¥z §k ¤l §aE
.K¦i ©xr̈ §W ¦aE K ¥zi ¥A zFfªf §n l ©r mi ¦Y §a ©z §kE .Ki©pi ¥r oi ¥A zŸtḧŸh §l Eid̈ §e
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V’ahavet et adonay elohay’ich b’chol l’vavech  uv’kol naf’shech uv’kol 
m’odech. V’hayu hadevarim ha’eleh asher anochi m’tzavatech hayom, al 
l’vavech. V’shinantim livnotayich  ul’vanayich, v’dibaret bam, b’shiv’tech 
b’vaytech, uv’lech’tech  baderech, uv’shach’tech, uv’komech. Uk’shartim 
l’ot al yadeych, v’hayu l’totafot bayn eynay’ich.  Uch’tav’tim al m’zuzot 
baytech uvish’aray’ich.

And you must love The One, your God, with your whole heart, with every breath, with 
all you have. Take these words that I command you now to heart. Teach them intently to your
children. Speak them when you sit inside your house or walk upon the road, when you lie
down and when you rise. And bind them as a sign upon your hand, and keep them visible
before your eyes. Inscribe them on the doorposts of your house and on your gates.

dk̈ẍ §a ¦l / Livrachah
dl̈l̈ §w ¦l Ÿ̀l §e dk̈ẍ §a ¦lLivrachah velo liklalah                                                

Lesova velo lerazon                                                               oFfẍ §l Ÿ̀l §e r ©aŸU §l
z¤en̈ §l Ÿ̀l §e mi ¦I ©g §lLechayim velo lemavet                                                         

For blessing, not for curse.  For plenty, not for dearth. For living, not for death.
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 ml̈Fr oET ¦Y xFw §n/ Blessing of Redemption

FRINGES
Morning Song
by Marcia F. Brown

Here, I place
a blue glazed cup
where the wood
is slightly whitened.
Here, I lay down
two bright spoons,
our breakfast saucers, napkins
white and smooth as milk.

I am stirring at the sink,
I am stirring
the amount of dew
you can gather in two hands,
folding it into the fragile
quiet of the house.
Before the eggs,
before the coffee
heaving like a warm cat,
I step out to the feeder-
one foot, then the other,
alive on wet blades.
Air lifts my gown – I might fly –

This thistle seed I pour
is for the tiny birds.
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This ritual,
for all things frail
and imperiled.
Wings surround me, frothing
the air. I am struck
by what becomes holy.

A woman
who lost her teenage child
to an illness without mercy,
said that at the end, her daughter
sat up in her hospital bed
and asked:

What should I do?
What should I do?

Into a white enamel bath
I lower four brown eggs.
You fill the door frame,
warm and rumpled, kiss
the crown of my head.
I know how the topmost leaves
of dusty trees
feel at the advent
of the monsoon rains.

I carry the woman with the lost child
in my pocket, where she murmurs
her love song without end:
           Just this, each day:
           Bear yourself up on small wings
           to receive what is given.
           Feed one another
           with such tenderness,
           it could almost be an answer.
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SING

oFvẍ §l Ei §d¦i  / Yihiyu L’ratzon

Yihiyu l’ratzon imrei fi,     i ¦t i ¥x §n ¦̀  oFvẍ §l Ei §d¦i
v’hegyon libi l’fanecha        ,Li«¤pẗ §l i ¦A ¦l oFi §b ¤d §e
Adonai tsuri v’goali.               .i ¦l £̀ Fb §e i ¦xEv ï §i     

May the words of my mouth and the meditations of my heart 
be acceptable to you, Yah, my rock and my redeemer.

ALL

dc̈i ¦n £r / Amidah: on our feet we speak to you
by Marge Piercy

We rise to speak
a web of bodies aligned like notes of music

1.
Bless what brought us through
the sea and the fire; we are caught
in history like whales in polar ice.
Yet you have taught us 
to push against the walls, 
to reach out and pull each other along,
to strive to find the way through
if there is no way around, to go on.
To utter ourselves with every breath
against the constriction of fear, 
to know ourselves 
as the body born from Abraham and Sarah, 
born out of rock and desert.

We reach back through two hundred
arches of hips, long dust,
carrying their memories inside us
to live again in our life, Isaac and Rebecca,
Rachel, Jacob, Leah, Bilhah, Zilpah.  
We say words shaped by ancient use 
like steps worn into rock.

17         Fringes: a feminist, non-zionist havurah     6 Kislev 5771  / 13 November 2010



QUIETLY
2.
Bless the quiet of sleep
easing over the ravaged body, who quiets
the troubled waters of the mind to a pool
in which shines the placid 
broad face of the moon.
Bless the teaching of how to open
in love so all the doors and windows 
of the body
swing wide on their rusty hinges
and we give ourselves with both hands.

Bless what stirs in us compassion
for the hunger of the chickadee in the storm
starving for seeds we can carry out,
the wounded cat wailing in the alley,

what shows us our face in a stranger,
who teaches us what we clutch shrivels
but what we give goes off in the world
carrying bread to people not yet born.

Bless the gift of memory
that breaks unbidden, released
from a flower or a cup of tea
so the dead move like rain through the room.

Bless what forces us to invent
goodness every morning 
and what never frees
us from the cost of knowledge, which is 
to act on what we know again and again.

                 _________________________________________________
3.  
All living are one and holy, let us remember
as we eat, as we work, as we walk and drive.
All living are one and holy
we must make ourselves worthy.
We must act out justice and mercy and healing
as the sun rises and as the sun sets,
as the moon rises and the stars wheel above us,
we must repair goodness.

We must praise the power of the one that joins us.
Whether we plunge in and thrust ourselves far out
finally we reach the face of glory too bright
for our eyes and yet we burn and we too give light.
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We will try to be holy,
We will try to repair the world given to us to hand on.
Precious is this treasure of words and knowledge
and deeds, that moves inside us.

Holy is the hand that works for peace and for justice,
holy is the mouth that speaks for goodness
holy is the foot that walks towards mercy.

Let us lift each other on our shoulders
and carry each other along.
Let holiness move in us.
Let us pay attention to its small voice.
Let us see the light in others and honor that light.
Remember the dead
who paid our way here dearly, dearly
and remember the unborn
for whom we build our houses.

Praise the light that shines before us,
through us, after us, Amen.

SING

mFlẄ d ¤UFr/Osah Shalom:She who makes peace
Holly  Taya Shere

                         ©din̈Fx §n ¦A mFlẄ dÜFrOsah shalom bimromavha

hi ta’aseh shalom  aleynu                               Epi ¥lr̈ mFlẄ d ¤U ©r ©z `i ¦d

May She who makes peace shine peace on all of us

19         Fringes: a feminist, non-zionist havurah     6 Kislev 5771  / 13 November 2010



/ Torah BlessingsdẍFz i ¥x §a ¦c 

ALL

Before Reading Torah

mi¦i ©g-m¦i ©n ¦n dẍFz i ¥x §a ¦c dẄFn x ¥W ©̀  mi¦i ©g ©d oi ¥r Dï §Y ©̀  dk̈Ex §A
mi ¦Aẍ mi ¦n ©g ©x §A

Bruchah At Yah, ein ha-chayim, asher moshah divrei Torah mi-mayim chayim 
b’rachamim rabim.
Blessed are you, Yah, Source of Life, who with abundant compassion draws words of Torah
from living waters.

SING

 `p̈ l ¥̀  `p̈ ῭ / Prayers for Healing

Ana el na r’fah na lah/loh                                 dŸl/dl̈ `p̈ `ẗ §x `p̈ l ¥̀  `p̈ ῭
Please God please heal her/him.

ALL

After Reading Torah

lFw z ©rn̈FW §e Epi ¥l ¥̀  a ¥l x ¤W£̀  ml̈Frd̈ a ¥l Epi ¦dŸl ¡̀  Dï §Y ©̀  dk̈Ex §A
dẅc̈ dn̈n̈ §c lFw r ©nẄ¦i §e Epi ¥lr̈ i ¦n£g ©x  Epi ¥A ¦l

Bruchah At Yah, Eloheinu Lev Ha-olam, asher samah lev eileinu v’shoma’at kol libeinu;
rachami aleinu v’yishama kol d’mamah dakah

Blessed are You, Yah our God, Heart of the Universe, who attends to us and hears the voice of
our hearts; have compassion on us and make audible the still, small voice.
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SING

`i ¦d mi ¦I ©g u ¥r /  Etz Chayim Hi

 .xẌ ª̀ §n d̈i«¤k §nŸz §e ,DÄ mi ¦wi ¦f£g ©O ©l `i ¦d mi ¦I ©g u ¥r
.mFlẄ d̈i «¤zFai ¦z §p lk̈ §e ,m ©r «Ÿp i ¥k §x ©c d̈i«¤kẍ §C

Eitz chayim hi, l’machazikim bah, v’tom’cheha me’ushar.
D’racheha dar’chei no’am, v’kol n’tivoteha shalom.

She is a tree of life to those who hold fast to her, 
all who uphold her may be counted fortunate. 
Her ways are ways of pleasantness, 
and all her paths are peace.

ALL

 Epi ¥lr̈ / Aleynu L’shabey’ah:  It Is Ours to Praise
Marcia Falk

It is ours to praise
the beauty of the world
even as we discern
the torn world.
For nothing is whole
that is not first rent

and out of the torn
we make whole again.
May we live with promise
in creation’s lap,
redemption budding
in our hands.
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 mFzï Wi ¦C ©w/ Kaddish

Ki ¦l §n©i §e D ¥zEr §x ¦k ` ¦x §a i ¦c `n̈ §lr̈ §A `Ä ©x D ¥n §W W ©C ©w §z¦i §e l ©C©b §z¦i
 l ¥̀ ẍU¦i zi ¥A lk̈ §c i¥I ©gaE oFki ¥nFi §aE oFki¥I ©g §A D ¥zEk §l ©n

                                                   .o ¥n ῭  Ex §n ¦̀ §i ai ¦xẅ o ©n §f ¦aE `l̈b̈ ©r ©A
.`Ï ©n §lr̈ i ¥n §lr̈ §lE m ©lr̈ §l K ©xä §n `Ä ©x D ¥n §W ` ¥d§i

d ¤N ©r §z¦i §e x ©C ©d §z¦i §e ` ¥U©p §z¦i §e m ©nFx §z¦i §e x ©̀ R̈ §z¦i §e g ©A ©Y §W¦i §e K ©xÄ §z¦i
`z̈ẍi ¦W §e `z̈k̈ §x ¦A lM̈ o ¦n `N̈ ¥r §l `Ed Ki ¦x §A `Ẅ §c ªw §C D ¥n §W l ©N ©d §z¦i §e

.o ¥n ῭  Ex §n ¦̀ §e `n̈ §lr̈ §A oẍi ¦n £̀ ©C `z̈n̈ ¤g¤p §e `z̈g̈ §A §W ªY
Ex §n ¦̀ §e l ¥̀ ẍ §U¦i lM̈ l ©r §e Epi ¥lr̈ mi ¦I ©g §e `Ï ©n §W o ¦n `Ä ©x `n̈l̈ §W ` ¥d§i

.o ¥n`
l ©r §e l ¥̀ ẍ §U¦i lM̈ l ©r §e Epi ¥lr̈ mFlẄ d ¤U £r©i `Ed ein̈Fx §n ¦A mFlẄ d ¤UFr

.o ¥n ῭  Ex §n ¦̀ §e l ¥a ¥z i ¥a §WFi lM̈ l ©r §e l ¥̀ ©n §W¦i lM̈

 
Yitgadal veyitkadash shemey raba
be’alma divra hiruty veyamlih malhutey
behayeyhon uvyomeyhon uvhayey dehol beyt yisra’el
ba’agala uvizman kariv ve’imru amen.

Yehey shemey raba mevarah le’alam ulalmey almaya.

Yitbarah veyistabah veyitpa’ar veyitromam veyitnasey veyit-hadar veyitaleh veyit-halal
shemey dekudsha berih hu le’ela min kol birhata veshirata tushbehata venehemata da’amiran
be’alma ve’imru amen.

Yehey shelama raba min shemaya vehayim Aleynu ve’al kol yisra’el ve’imru amen.
Oseh shalom bimromav hu ya’aseh shalom Aleynu ve’al kol yisra’el ve’al kol yishma’el ve’al kol
yoshvey tevel ve’imru amen.
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ml̈Fr oFc £̀  / Adon Olam
SING

Turn, Turn, Turn
Words-adapted from the bible, book of Ecclesiastes
Music-Pete Seeger

To everything (turn, turn, turn)
There is a season (turn, turn, turn)
And a time for every purpose, under heaven

A time to be born, a time to die
A time to plant, a time to reap
A time to kill, a time to heal
A time to laugh, a time to weep

Chorus

A time to build up,a time to break down
A time to dance, a time to mourn
A time to cast away stones, a time to gather stones together

Chorus

A time of love, a time of hate
A time of war, a time of peace
A time you may embrace, a time to refrain from embracing

Chorus

A time to gain, a time to lose
A time to rend, a time to sew
A time to love, a time to hate
A time for peace, I swear its not too late
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