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`"ryz lEl¡̀ §A `"i



NIGGUN
“Mayim Chayim”

 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
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.

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.
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SING

i ¦p ©M §W ¦n dp̈ ¦k ¤W / Shechina Mishkani
Susan Rothbaum

i ¦p ©M §W ¦n dp̈i ¦k §W
Shechina mishkani,                                                               

dp̈i ¦k §W o ©M §W ¦n i ¦p ῭
ani mishkan Shechina                                                 

Shechina is my dwelling place,
I am the dwelling place of the Shechina.

READER

talisman
Suheir Hammad

it is written
the act of writing is
holy words are
sacred and your breath
brings out the
god in them
i write these words
quickly repeat them
softly to myself
this talisman for you
fold this prayer
around your neck fortify
your back with these
whispers
may you walk ever
loved and in love
know the sun
for warmth the moon
for direction
may these words always
remind you your breath
is sacred words
bring out the god
in you
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READERS/ALL
September
Linda Pastan

Reader:    it rained in my sleep
All:        and in the morning the fields were wet

Reader:  I dreamed of artillery
of the thunder of horses

All: in the morning the fields were strewn
with twigs and leaves
as if after a battle
or a sudden journey

Reader: I went to sleep in the summer
I dreamed of rain

All: in the morning the fields were wet
and it was autumn

SING

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

Nishmat hayay t'vareykh v'kerev libi yashir             :x ¦Wï i ¦A ¦l a ¤x ¤w §e J ¥xä §Y i©I ©g z ©n §W ¦p
Kol od n'shamah b'kirbi modah/modeh ani i ¦p £̀  d ¤cFn\Dc̈Fn i ¦A §x ¦w §A dn̈Ẅ §p cFr lM̈ 
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.
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READER
The Ordinary Weather of Summer
Linda Pastan

In the ordinary weather of summer
with storms rumbling from west to east
like so many freight trains hauling
their cargo of heat and rain,
the dogs sprawl on the back steps, panting,
insects assemble at every window,
and we quarrel again, bombarding
each other with small grievances,
our tempers flashing on and off
in bursts of heat lightning.
In the cooler air of morning,
we drink our coffee amicably enough
and walk down to the sea
which seems to tremble with meaning
and into which we plunge again and again.
The days continue hot.
At dusk the shadows are as blue
as the lips of the children stained
with berries or with the chill
of too much swimming.
So we move another summer closer
to our last summer together—
a time as real and implacable as the sea
out of which we come walking
on wobbly legs as if for the first time,
drying ourselves with rough towels,
shaking the water out of our blinded eyes.
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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

READER
September is 
Deidra Greenleaf Allan

the month of death 
when familiar things betray us    seduced 
by autumn’s gilded decadence

the month of stripping down 
and baring to the bone    life’s awkward architecture 
made clear    all pretense gone

the month to ache 
when so much asks to be remembered
and threads to summer’s endless days

are severed    letting dreams depart 
like burnished barques 
across the water

No month is 
quite so brutal or so gentle    foretelling 
how our hearts    year by year 

are worn away in seasons’ struggle
as we bloom    and burn    and finally 
fall    made for only briefest pleasure      

—all this foretold in golden shards of light
and the wind’s last warm whisper
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READER
from The Book of Life
Alicia Suskin Ostriker 

Integrity unobscured by death
Is what we hope for.
But to whom should we say
Inscribe me in the Book of Life? 
To whom if not each other
To whom if not our damaged children
To whom if not our piteous ancestors
To whom if not the lovely ugly forms
We have created,
The forms we wish to coax
From the clay of nonexistence –
However persistent the voice
That rasps hopeless, that claims
Your fault, your fault –
As if outside the synagogue we stood
On holier ground in a perennial garden
Jews like ourselves have just begun to plant.

READER
Bees
Jane Hirshfield

In every instant, two gates.
One opens to fragrant paradise, one to hell.
Mostly we go through neither.

Mostly we nod to our neighbor,
lean down to pick up the paper,
go back into the house.

But the faint cries–ecstasy? horror?
Or did you think it the sound
of distant bees,
making only the thick honey of this good life?
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SING
All the world

kol ha’olam kulo geshar tsar m’od
v’ah’ikar v’ah’ikar lo lefached klal

all the world is narrow bridge, and the
important part is not to be afraid ll

FRINGES
Rewind 
Barbara Crooker
 
Oh, how we'd like to put this video in slow rewind,
go back to September 10th, refurl the chrysanthemum 
of ash to a bud, pull the towers back up
from their soft collapse, harden their sides,
slap cement on with our bare hands, smooth it flat
with a trowel, return the sky to its flawless blue,
no plume of black smoke, just windows glittering
in the September sun, office workers breaking
for coffee and bagels, the world's commerce
humming on.  Let the planes remain in their
hangars.
Let the men who plan harm get caught in traffic,
misplace their tickets, miss their connections.
Let us all sleep again at night.

READER
I wanted mercy
Garrett Hongo

I wanted mercy. I wanted the universe to bend down and kiss its own creation, like a parent
does to a child just after it's born, as if a pure tenderness were the expression of the world for
itself. I wanted to believe that what was not given, could be given, that were a man or woman
to cry out for solace, that the world, for all its steel plants and tire factories, for all its liquor
stores and razor wire, for all its buses that belched carcinogenic poisons and people who
passed you by on the freeway who cursed you with their eyes; for all of that, I wanted to
believe the heavens would still lay its soft wings of blessing upon you if you cried out in need.
It was aloha - the breath of love upon your face.
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SING
Im Ein Ani Li Mi Li? 
U’ch’she ani l’atzmi, ma ani?
V’im lo achshav, ematai?

READER/ALL

Moment Vanishing
Elizabeth Spires

Now, in the quietude of evening, the dove comes.
It does not flash its feathers, does not
make a sound, but feeds on what the finches
leave behind. How little it needs.
A few hard seeds. A drop of water.

It is late summer. It is always
late summer here. The air is hot and dry.
Brown leaves lie like hands in the yard.
There is no place to turn. No place to stop.
We are hurried along, pushed farther into our lives.

Moments are vanishing all over the earth
as bombs explode, the victim is hooded,
great populations scatter on endless dust roads.
It is too much. We avert our eyes.
We wait like children for the coming of the dove.

And if I were allowed a question,
one question, of the evening dove
who asks for nothing, whose pleasure
is a few small seeds, whose heart I covet,
I would ask, O what will I become?

ALL: And if I were allowed a question,
one question, of the evening dove
who asks for nothing, whose pleasure
is a few small seeds, whose heart I covet,
I would ask, O what will I become?
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READER
Ode to Yes
Susan Windle

Yes.
Yes is a vulnerable word.
It leaves you wide open
like a tree.

Make the sound.
Notice the longing in the back of your throat.
Send it out now through your lips:
the best dream you have-
full of hope.

It doesn't matter that your leaves
will leave.
It doesn't matter what the others
see or say.
The beautiful yes of trees
will stand

and breathe
life, health
to the struggling creatures
of this world.
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ALL

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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SING

Min hamaetzar karati Yah, anani
vamerchavyah

 dẍi ¦v§i lM̈ xFw §n / Blessing of Creation

FRINGES
Every morning the world is created  
Mary Oliver

Every morning
the world
is created.
Under the orange

sticks of the sun
the heaped
ashes of the night
turn into leaves again

and fasten themselves to the high
branches-
and the ponds appear
like black cloth
on which are painted islands

of summer lilies.
If it is your nature
to be happy
you will swim away along the soft trails

for hours, your imagination
alighting everywhere.
And if your spirit
carries with it

the thorn

that is heavier than lead-
if it’s all you can do
to keep on trudging-

there is still
somewhere deep within you
a beast shouting that the earth
is exactly what it wanted-

each pond with its blazing lilies
is a prayer heard and answered
lavishly,
every morning,

whether or not
you have ever dared to be happy,
whether or not
you have ever dared to pray.
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CALL AND RESPONSE

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”

 dẍFY i ¥x §a ¦C/ Blessing of Revelation 

FRINGES
Taking It Off
Ellie Schoenfeld

Some years are just
one hair shirt layered onto another, 
each one doing its best
to fuse with skin.

Now is the time
I will finally peel them off,
a slow psychological striptease. 
I examine each one only briefly 
then throw it
onto an enormous fire,
that original bonfire
fueled by grace and forgiveness, 
by the bones
of a thousand other troubles. 
Its tongues of flame
sing torch songs and the blues, praises
for every dull, flawed, and disastrous thing. 
Its flames lick and illuminate wounds, 
leave smoke and spark and new mirrors.

Finally the last one comes off. 
I stand here
naked and perfect,
just like you,
just like everyone.
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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.

CONSEQUENCES

SING

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 

READER
The Layers
Stanley Kunitz

I have walked through many lives,
some of them my own,
and I am not who I was,
though some principle of being
abides, from which I struggle
not to stray.
When I look behind,
as I am compelled to look
before I can gather strength
to proceed on my journey,
I see the milestones dwindling
toward the horizon
and the slow fires trailing
from the abandoned camp-sites,
over which scavenger angels
wheel on heavy wings.
Oh, I have made myself a tribe
out of my true affections,
and my tribe is scattered!
How shall the heart be reconciled
to its feast of losses?
In a rising wind
the manic dust of my friends,
those who fell along the way,
bitterly stings my face.
Yet I turn, I turn,
exulting somewhat,
with my will intact to go

wherever I need to go,
and every stone on the road
precious to me.

In my darkest night,
when the moon was covered
and I roamed through wreckage,
a nimbus-clouded voice
directed me:
"Live in the layers,
not on the litter."
Though I lack the art
to decipher it,
no doubt the next chapter
in my book of transformations
is already written.
I am not done with my changes.
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SING

oFvẍ §l Ei §d¦i  / Yihiyu L’ratzon

.i ¦l £̀ Fb §e i ¦xEv ï §i ,Li«¤pẗ §l i ¦A ¦l oFi §b ¤d §e i ¦t i ¥x §n ¦̀  oFvẍ §l Ei §d¦i

Yihiyu l’ratzon imrei fi, v’hegyon libi l’fanecha Adonai tsuri v’goali.

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.
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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.
We will try to be holy,
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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
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/ Torah BlessingsdẍFz i ¥x §a ¦c 

Aliyah Blessings
Dorshei Derekh Women's Haftorah Group
Before

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.

After

z ©rn̈FW §e Epi ¥l ¥̀  a ¥l d ©nÜ 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 lFw

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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 mFzï Wi ¦C ©w/ Mourner’s 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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The Healing Time
Pesha Gertler

Finally on my way to yes
I bump into
all the places
where I said no
to my life
all the untended wounds
the red and purple scars
those hieroglyphs of pain
carved into my skin, my bones,
those coded messages
that send me down
the wrong street
again and again
where I find them
the old wounds
the old misdirections
and I lift them
one by one
close to my heart
and I say holy
holy.

After
z ©rn̈FW §e Epi ¥l ¥̀  a ¥l d ©nÜ 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 lFw

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

FRINGES
The head of the year
Marge Piercy

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 
it 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.
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SING

ml̈Fr oFc £̀  / Adon Olam
She Carries Me
Jennifer Berezan

She is a boat, she is a light
High on a hill in dark of night.
She is a wave, she is the deep.
She is the dark where angels sleep.

When all is still and peace abides
She carries me to the other side.
She carries me, she carries me,
She carries me to the other side.

And though I walk through valleys deep,
And shadows chase me in my sleep,
On rocky cliffs I stand alone;
I have no name, I have no home.

With broken wings I reach to fly;
She carries me to the other side.
She carries me, she carries me,
She carries me to the other side.

A thousand arms, a thousand eyes,
A thousand ears to hear my cries.
She is the gate, she is the door;
She leads me through and back once more.

When day has dawned and death is nigh,
She carries me to the other side.
She carries me, she carries me,
She carries me to the other side.

She is the first, she is the last,
She is the future and the past.
Mother of all, of earth and sky,
She carries me to the other side.

She carries me, she carries me
She carries me to the other side.
She carries me, she carries me,
She carries me to the other side.
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