
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Yizkor Service 
April 6, 2010 

 





Yizkor Service: Order of Affairs 
 
The Yizkor prayers 
in which we ask God to remember the souls of our departed relatives in return for which we pledge to make 
a donation to charity 
 Prayer for Mothers 
 Prayer for Fathers 
 Prayer for Martyrs 
 
The Memorial Prayer (El male rachamim) 
in which we ask God to 'grant perfect rest' to the souls of our deceased relatives. 
 Prayer for female relatives and friends  
 Prayer for male relatives and friends  
 
The Av Harachamim Memorial Prayer 
in which we ask God to remember the many Jewish communities that have been destroyed through the ages 
 
[memorial for queers who died in the epidemic] 
 
[tzedakah] 
 
[stories] 
 

Readings: 
 
Lord Alfred Tennyson 
from In Memoriam A. H. H. (1850) 
no. 50 
 
Marie Howe 
My Dead Friends 

 
essex hemphill  
vital signs  
XXXI  
 
david wagoner  
plainsong for everyone who was killed yesterday 
 
Allen Ginsberg 
Kaddish, Part I       

 
Mourner’s Kaddish



The Yizkor prayers 
in which we ask God to remember the souls of our departed relatives in return for which we pledge to make 
a donation to charity 
 
 
PRAYER FOR FATHERS 
 
May God remember the soul of my father, my teacher 
 
who has gone to his eternal rest 
as, without making a formal vow,  
I pledge to give charity on his behalf. 
In the merit of this 
may his soul be bound in the bond of everlasting life 
together with the souls of Abraham Isaac Jacob 
Sarah Rebecca Rachel and Leah  
and with the other righteous men and women 
in the Garden of Eden. 
And let us say Amen.  
 

 
Yizkor elohim et nishmat avi mori 
 
shehalach le'olamo 
ba'avur she'bli neder 
eteyn tzedakah ba'ado 
bischar zeh 
tehey nafsho tzerurah bitzror hachayim 
im nishmot avraham yitzchak ve'yaakov 
sarah rivkah rachel ve'leah 
ve'im she'ar tzadikim ve'tzidkaniyot 
she'began eyden 
venomar amen. 
 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
PRAYER FOR MOTHERS 
 
May God remember the soul of my mother, my teacher 
 
who has gone to her eternal rest 
as, without making a formal vow,  
I pledge to give charity on her behalf. 
In the merit of this 
may her soul be bound in the bond of everlasting life 
together with the souls of Abraham Isaac Jacob 
Sarah Rebecca Rachel and Leah 
and with the other righteous men and women  
in the Garden of Eden. 
And let us say Amen. 

 
Yizkor elohim et nishmat imi morati 
 
shehalchah le'olamah 
ba'avur she'bli neder  
eteyn tzedakah ba'adah 
bischar zeh 
tehey nafshah tzerurah bitzror hachayim 
im nishmot avraham yitzchak ve'yaakov  
sarah rivkah rachel ve'leah 
ve'im she'ar tzadikim ve'tzidkaniyot  
she'began eyden 
venomar amen. 
 



 
 
 
 
PRAYER FOR MARTYRS 
 
May God remember the soul of  
 
And the souls of my relatives 
both on my father's side and my mother's side 
who were put to death, slain, slaughtered 
burned to death or suffocated 
in the sanctification of God's name 
as, without making a formal vow, I pledge to give charity  
to commemorate their souls. 
In the merit of this, may their souls  
be bound in the bond of everlasting life 
Together with the souls of Abraham Isaac Jacob 
Sarah Rebecca Rachel and Leah 
And with the other righteous men and women  
in the Garden of Eden. 
and let us say Amen. 
 
 

Yizkor elohim et nishmat 
 
Ve'nishmot kol kerovay u'kerovotay 
Heyn mitzad avi ve'heyn mitzad imi 
She'humtu, ve'she'nehergu ve'she'nishchatu  
Ve'she'nisrephu ve'she'nechneku 
al kiddush hashem 
ba'avur she'bli neder eteyn tzedakah  
be'ad hazkarat nishmoteyhem 
bischar zeh tihe'yenah nishmoteyhem  
tzerurot bitzror hachayim 
im nishmot avraham yitzchak ve'yaakov  
sarah, rivkah, rachel ve'leah 
ve'im she'ar tzadikim ve'tzidkaniyot 
she'began eyden 
venomar amen.





The Memorial Prayer (El male rachamim) 
in which we ask God to 'grant perfect rest' to the souls of our deceased relatives. 
 
 
PRAYER FOR FEMALE RELATIVES AND FRIENDS  
 
God full of mercy who dwells on high 
Grant perfect rest on the wings of Your Divine Presence 
among the holy and the pure  
who shine in the brightness of the firmament 
to the soul of  
 
who has gone to her eternal rest 
as all her family and friends 
pray for the elevation of her soul. 
Her resting place shall be in the Garden of Eden. 
Therefore, the Master of mercy will care for her 
under the protection of His wings for all time 
And bind her soul in the bond of everlasting life.  
God is her inheritance and she will rest in peace 
and let us say Amen. 
 

 
El maley rachamim shochen bam'romim 
hamtzey menuchah nechonah al kanfey haschechinah 
bema'alot kedoshim ute'horim 
kezohar harakia me'irim umazhirim 
lenishmat 
 
shehalchah le'olamah 
ba'avur shekol beney hamishpachah, yedidim umakirim 
mitpalelim le'iluy nishmatah 
began eden tehey menuchatah 
lachen ba'al harachamim yastireha beseter kenafav le'olamim 
veyitzror bitzror hachayim et nismatah 
Adonai hu nachalatah  
Vetanuach beshalom al mishkavah 
Venomar amen. 
 
  
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
PRAYER FOR MALE RELATIVES AND FRIENDS  
 
God full of mercy who dwells on high 
Grant perfect rest on the wings of Your Divine Presence 
In the lofty heights of the holy and pure  
who shine as the brightness of the heavens 
to the soul of  
 
who has gone to his eternal rest 
as all his family and friends 
pray for the elevation of his soul. 
His resting place shall be in the Garden of Eden. 
Therefore, the Master of mercy will care for him 
under the protection of His wings for all time 
And bind his soul in the bond of everlasting life.  
God is his inheritance and he will rest in peace 
and let us say Amen. 
 

 
El maley rachamim shochen bam'romim 
hamtzey menuchah nechonah al kanfey haschechinah 
bema'alot kedoshim ute'horim 
kezohar harakia me'irim umazhirim 
lenishmat 
 
shehalach le'olamo 
ba'avur shekol beney hamishpachah, yedidim umakirim 
mitpalelim le'iluy nishmato 
began eden tehey menuchato 
lachen ba'al harachamim yastireyhu 
beseter kenafav le'olamim 
veyitzror bitzror hachayim et nismato 
Adonai hu nachalato Veyanuach beshalom al mishkavo 
Venomar amen. 
 
  

 



The Av Harachamim Memorial Prayer 
in which we ask God to remember the many Jewish communities that have been destroyed through the ages 
 
The Father of mercy who dwells on high 
in His great mercy 
will remember with compassion 
the pious, upright and blameless 
the holy communities, who laid down their lives  
for the sanctification of His name. 
They were loved and pleasant in their lives 
and in death they were not parted. 
They were swifter than eagles and stronger than lions 
to carry out the will of their Maker,  
and the desire of their steadfast God. 
May our Lord remember them for good  
together with the other righteous of the world 
and may He redress the spilled blood of His servants  
as it is written in the Torah of Moses the man of God: 
"O nations, make His people rejoice 
for He will redress the blood of His servants 
He will retaliate against His enemies 
and appease His land and His people". 
And through Your servants, the prophets it is written: 
"Though I forgive, their bloodshed I shall not forgive  
When God dwells in Zion" 
And in the Holy Writings it says: 
"Why should the nations say, 'Where is their God?'" 
Let it be known among the nations in our sight  
that You avenge the spilled blood of Your servants. 
And it says: "For He who exacts retribution for spilled blood  
remembers them 
He does not forget the cry of the humble". 
And it says: 
"He will execute judgement among the corpse-filled nations 
crushing the rulers of the mighty land; 
from the brook by the wayside he will drink 
then he will hold his head high".



 
 
 
 
 

 

 
[memorial for queers who died  
  in the epidemic] 
  
 
 
[tzedakah] 
 
 
 
 
[stories] 
 
 
 
 
[readings] 

 



Lord Alfred Tennyson 
from In Memoriam A. H. H. (1850) 
no. 50 
 
Be near me when my light is low, 
When the blood creeps, and the nerves prick 
And tingle; and the heart is sick, 
And all the wheels if Being slow. 
 
Be near me when the sensuous frame 
Is rack'd with pangs that conquer trust; 
And Time, a maniac scattering dust, 
And life, a Fury slinging flame. 
 
Be near me when my faith is dry, 
And men the flies of latter spring, 
That lay their eggs, and sting and sing 
And weave their petty cells and die. 
 
Be near me when I fade away, 
To point the term of human strife, 
And on the low dark verge of life 
The twilight of eternal day. 
 
 
 

Marie Howe 
My Dead Friends 
 
I have begun, 
when I’m weary and can’t decide an answer to a bewildering question 
 
to ask my dead friends for their opinion 
and the answer is often immediate and clear. 
 
Should I take the job? Move to the city? Should I try to conceive a child 
in my middle age? 
 
They stand in unison shaking their heads and smiling-whatever leads 
to joy, they always answer, 
 
to more life and less worry. I look into the vase where Billy’s ashes were- 
it’s green in there, a green vase, 
 
and I ask Billy if I should return the difficult phone call, and he says, yes. 
Billy’s already gone through the frightening door, 
whatever he says I’ll do. 



essex hemphill  
vital signs  
XXXI 
 
The Couple 
You occupy  
so much 
that defines  
my minds 
breadth 
and territory. 
Only you 
have been welcomed  
like spring 
in what so soon 
became our  
intimate 
winter twilight. 
We had no way 
to know,  
to foresee 
or predict 
our love 
would occur  
in the midst 
of mayhem 
and chaos. 
 
We could have  
tossed coins, 
played cards, 
consulted oracles, 
lit candles. 
None of this  
would have 
told us 
what we know now. 
We could only 
prepare for this 
by first loving 
one another, 
forging one strength, 
one force, one trust. 

Now, 
instead of carrying on 
we carry one another 
back and forth 
to the bathroom, 
the hospital, 
the bed, 
 
The years were ours 
 to do away with 
as we pleased, 
or so we thought, 
so we imagined 
there just might be 
an Oz, 
a fountain of youth, 
a way to settle 
our arguments  
with God.  
 
I have chosen you before 
in other lifetimes. 
I have been your choice 
in other centuries. 
I spend each life 
I return to 
searching for you  
to give back 
the kisses 
from our previous blessings, 
so I will have something  
to return to Earth for 
in the light years ahead.  
 
When I touch  
the continent of your lips 
I arrive home safely. 
You don't always remember 
me. 
I have never forgotten you. 
 
 

Now I bathe you, my love, 
in this present life 
surrounded by its gifts to us. 
I found you again. 
I bathed you like a birth 
I never fathered. 
We watch the walls  
of our bedroom change color 
as they catch the light 
the television throws 
into an otherwise 
darkened habitat, 
where we prepare 
to die again 
like flowers.  
 
Now I dress you, my love, 
in your man's body. 
I hold you 
to my nipple. 
It hurts too much 
 to hold you like a man, 
my embrace more 
than your frail frame 
can now bear. 
 
I dress you 
in my stated prayers, 
my whispered curses, 
my chosen love. 
From grave to grave 
I carry my loyalty to you.



david wagoner 
plainsong for everyone who was killed yesterday 
 
You haven't missed anything yet: 
One dawn, one breakfast, and a little weather, 
The clamor of birds whose names 
You didn't know, perhaps some housework, 
Homework, or a quick sale. 
The trees are still the same color, 
And the Mayor is still the mayor, and we're not 
Having anything unusual for lunch.  
No one has kissed her yet 
Or slept with him. Our humdrum lives 
Have gone on humming and drumming 
Through one more morning. 
 
But for a while, we must consider 
What you might have wished 
To do or look like. So far, 
Thinking of you, no one has forgotten 
Anything he wanted to remember. 
Your death is as fresh as a prize 
Vegetable -- familiar but amazing, 
Admirable but not yet useful -- 
And you're in a class  
By yourself. We don't know  
Quite what to make of you. 
 
You've noticed you don't die 
All at once. Some people like me 
Still offer you our songs 
Because we don't know any better 
And because you might believe 
At last whatever we sing 
About you, since no one else is dreaming 
Of singing: Remember that time 
When you were wrong? Well, you were right. 
And here's more comfort: all fires burn out 
As quickly as they burn. They're over 
Before we know it, like accidents. 



Allen Ginsberg 
Kaddish, Part I       
 
For Naomi Ginsberg, 1894-1956 
 
Strange now to think of you, gone without corsets & eyes, while I walk on 
   the sunny pavement of Greenwich Village. 
downtown Manhattan, clear winter noon, and I've been up all night, talking, 
   talking, reading the Kaddish aloud, listening to Ray Charles blues 
   shout blind on the phonograph 
the rhythm the rhythm--and your memory in my head three years after-- 
   And read Adonais' last triumphant stanzas aloud--wept, realizing 
   how we suffer-- 
And how Death is that remedy all singers dream of, sing, remember, 
   prophesy as in the Hebrew Anthem, or the Buddhist Book of An- 
   swers--and my own imagination of a withered leaf--at dawn-- 
Dreaming back thru life, Your time--and mine accelerating toward Apoca- 
   lypse, 
the final moment--the flower burning in the Day--and what comes after,  
looking back on the mind itself that saw an American city 
a flash away, and the great dream of Me or China, or you and a phantom 
   Russia, or a crumpled bed that never existed-- 
like a poem in the dark--escaped back to Oblivion-- 
No more to say, and nothing to weep for but the Beings in the Dream, 
   trapped in its disappearance, 
sighing, screaming with it, buying and selling pieces of phantom, worship- 
   ping each other, 
worshipping the God included in it all--longing or inevitability?--while it 
   lasts, a Vision--anything more? 
It leaps about me, as I go out and walk the street, look back over my shoulder, 
   Seventh Avenue, the battlements of window office buildings shoul- 
   dering each other high, under a cloud, tall as the sky an instant--and 
   the sky above--an old blue place. 
or down the Avenue to the south, to--as I walk toward the Lower East Side 
   --where you walked 50 years ago, little girl--from Russia, eating the 
   first poisonous tomatoes of America frightened on the dock  
then struggling in the crowds of Orchard Street toward what?--toward 
   Newark-- 
toward candy store, first home-made sodas of the century, hand-churned ice  
   cream in backroom on musty brownfloor boards-- 
Toward education marriage nervous breakdown, operation, teaching school, 
   and learning to be mad, in a dream--what is this life? 
Toward the Key in the window--and the great Key lays its head of light 
   on top of Manhattan, and over the floor, and lays down on the 
   sidewalk--in a single vast beam, moving, as I walk down First toward 
   the Yiddish Theater--and the place of poverty 
you knew, and I know, but without caring now--Strange to have moved 
   thru Paterson, and the West, and Europe and here again, 
with the cries of Spaniards now in the doorstops doors and dark boys on 
   the street, fire escapes old as you 
--Tho you're not old now, that's left here with me-- 
Myself, anyhow, maybe as old as the universe--and I guess that dies with 
   us--enough to cancel all that comes--What came is gone forever 



   every time-- 
That's good!  That leaves it open for no regret--no fear radiators, lacklove, 
   torture even toothache in the end-- 
Though while it comes it is a lion that eats the soul--and the lamb, the soul, 
   in us, alas, offering itself in sacrifice to change's fierce hunger--hair  
   and teeth--and the roar of bonepain, skull bare, break rib, rot-skin, 
   braintricked Implacability. 
Ai! ai!  we do worse! We are in a fix!  And you're out, Death let you out, 
   Death had the Mercy, you're done with your century, done with  
   God, done with the path thru it--Done with yourself at last--Pure 
   --Back to the Babe dark before your Father, before us all--before the 
   world-- 
There, rest.  No more suffering for you.  I know where you've gone, it's good. 
No more flowers in the summer fields of New York, no joy now, no more  
   fear of Louis, 
and no more of his sweetness and glasses, his high school decades, debts, 
   loves, frightened telephone calls, conception beds, relatives, hands-- 
No more of sister Elanor,--she gone before you--we kept it secret you 
   killed her--or she killed herself to bear with you--an arthritic heart 
   --But Death's killed you both--No matter-- 
Nor your memory of your mother, 1915 tears in silent movies weeks and 
   weeks--forgetting, agrieve watching Marie Dressler address human- 
   ity, Chaplin dance in youth, 
or Boris Godunov, Chaliapin's at the Met, halling his voice of a weeping Czar 
   --by standing room with Elanor & Max--watching also the Capital  
   ists take seats in Orchestra, white furs, diamonds, 
with the YPSL's hitch-hiking thru Pennsylvania, in black baggy gym skirts 
   pants, photograph of 4 girls holding each other round the waste, and 
   laughing eye, too coy, virginal solitude of 1920 
all girls grown old, or dead now, and that long hair in the grave--lucky to 
   have husbands later-- 
You made it--I came too--Eugene my brother before (still grieving now and 
   will gream on to his last stiff hand, as he goes thru his cancer--or kill 
   --later perhaps--soon he will think--) 
And it's the last moment I remember, which I see them all, thru myself, now 
   --tho not you 
I didn't foresee what you felt--what more hideous gape of bad mouth came  
   first--to you--and were you prepared? 
To go where?  In that Dark--that--in that God? a radiance? A Lord in the  
   Void?  Like an eye in the black cloud in a dream?  Adonoi at last, with 
   you? 
Beyond my remembrance! Incapable to guess! Not merely the yellow skull 
   in the grave, or a box of worm dust, and a stained ribbon--Deaths- 
   head with Halo?  can you believe it? 
Is it only the sun that shines once for the mind, only the flash of existence, 
   than none ever was? 
Nothing beyond what we have--what you had--that so pitiful--yet Tri- 
   umph, 
to have been here, and changed, like a tree, broken, or flower--fed to the  
   ground--but made, with its petals, colored, thinking Great Universe,  
   shaken, cut in the head, leaf stript, hid in an egg crate hospital, cloth 
   wrapped, sore--freaked in the moon brain, Naughtless. 
No flower like that flower, which knew itself in the garden, and fought the 
   knife--lost 



Cut down by an idiot Snowman's icy--even in the Spring--strange ghost  
   thought some--Death--Sharp icicle in his hand--crowned with old 
   roses--a dog for his eyes--cock of a sweatshop--heart of electric 
   irons. 
All the accumulations of life, that wear us out--clocks, bodies, consciousness, 
   shoes, breasts--begotten sons--your Communism--'Paranoia' into 
   hospitals. 
You once kicked Elanor in the leg, she died of heart failure later.  You of  
   stroke.  Asleep?  within a year, the two of you, sisters in death.  Is 
   Elanor happy? 
Max grieves alive in an office on Lower Broadway, lone large mustache over 
   midnight Accountings, not sure.  His life passes--as he sees--and 
   what does he doubt now?  Still dream of making money, or that might  
   have made money, hired nurse, had children, found even your Im- 
   mortality, Naomi? 
I'll see him soon.  Now I've got to cut through to talk to you as I didn't 
   when you had a mouth. 
Forever.  And we're bound for that, Forever like Emily Dickinson's horses 
   --headed to the End. 
They know the way--These Steeds--run faster than we think--it's our own 
   life they cross--and take with them. 
 
   Magnificent, mourned no more, marred of heart, mind behind, mar- 
ried dreamed, mortal changed--Ass and face done with murder. 
   In the world, given, flower maddened, made no Utopia, shut under 
pine, almed in Earth, blamed in Lone, Jehovah, accept. 
   Nameless, One Faced, Forever beyond me, beginningless, endless, 
Father in death.  Tho I am not there for this Prophecy, I am unmarried, I'm 
hymnless, I'm Heavenless, headless in blisshood I would still adore 
   Thee, Heaven, after Death, only One blessed in Nothingness, not 
light or darkness, Dayless Eternity-- 
   Take this, this Psalm, from me, burst from my hand in a day, some 
of my Time, now given to Nothing--to praise Thee--But Death 
   This is the end, the redemption from Wilderness, way for the Won- 
derer, House sought for All, black handkerchief washed clean by weeping 
--page beyond Psalm--Last change of mine and Naomi--to God's perfect 
Darkness--Death, stay thy phantoms! 





MOURNER’S KADDISH 
 

Yisgadal veyiskadash shemey rabo 
Be'olmo di'vero chir'usey 
Veyamlich malchusey 
Bechayeychon u'veyomeychon 
U'vechayey di chol beys yisroel  
Ba'agolo u'vizman koriv ve'imru omeyn 
 
 
 
 
 
Yehey sh'mey rabo mevorach le'olam u'le'olmey olmayo 
Yisborach ve'yishtabach ve'yispo'ar ve'yisromam ve'yisnasey 
Ve'yis'hadar ve'yis'aleh ve'yiys'halol 
She'mey dikudsho b'rich hu 
Le'eylo min kol birchoso ve'shiroso tushbechoso ve'nechemoso 
Da'amiron be'olmo ve'imru omeyn 
 
 
 
Yehey sh'lomo rabo min shemayo ve'chayim 
Oleynu ve'al kol yisroel ve'imru omeyn 
 
 
O'seh sholom bimromov 
Hu ya'aseh sholom oleynu ve'al kol yisroel 
Ve'imru omeyn 
 
 
 
 

May His illustrious name become increasingly great and holy 
In the world that He created according to His will, 
and may He establish His kingdom  
In your lifetime and in your days 
and in the lifetime of all the house of Israel 
Speedily and soon. And say amen 
 
May His illustrious name be blessed always and forever. 
Blessed, praised, glorified, exalted, extolled 
Honoured, raised up and acclaimed 
be the name of the Holy one blessed be He 
beyond every blessing hymn, praise and consolation 
that is uttered in the world. And let us say amen 
 
May abundant peace from heaven, and life 
Be upon us and upon all Israel. And say amen 
 
May He who makes peace in His high places 
Make peace upon us and upon all Israel, 
And say amen 
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