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I 
) Yorn Kippur Sermon 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 
October 5, 1984 

The year was 1939. Europe was about to go up in flames, and the Jews 

of Europe were about to be consigned to the flames. 

In Palestine the Yishuv was struggling valiantly to maintain itself. 

The Halutzirn were working std, 1 J • J J day in and day out, draining the swamps, 

clearing the fields and building the cities, while night in and night out they 

patrolled the perimeters of their settlement to protect them from attack. What 

time they had left was spent overcoming the studied difficulties which the 

British put in their way. 

It was during these difficult months just before the second World War that 

the future Nobel Laureate, Shmuel Yosef Agnon, published a short story which he 

called Mi-Dirah Le-Dirah, which might be tr~nslated 'From Apartment tc) Apartment' 

or 'From Lodging to Lodging.' In this story Agnon raised the question, where can 

a human being find the serenity, the peace of mind, the calm, which is suggested 

when we speak of home. 

The narrator in this story is a middle-a~ed man who lives in Jerusalem. 

He suffers from a lingering illness and consequent weakness and fatigue. His 

doctor doesn't really know what to prescribe, so he suggests a change of scenery. 

The narrator agrees, but makes a strange choice of place. He goes to the coast, 

but instead of taking a room in a rest house on the beach he rents a · small, 

rather dingy apartment in the noisiest, most crowded quarter of Tel Aviv, behind 

the bus station. It is a noisy place. Bus engines can be heard day and night 

as well as the sounds of people crowding to get on the vehicles. 

To complete the scene, there's a small child in the house, a little boy, 

rather unappealing, the son of the landlady. She is away all day at some work and 

he crawls about after the narrator, whining, reaching up with his arms, wanting 

to be picked up and be played with. This is hardly an ideal place for rest and 

recuperation. 

Friends to to visit. They are understandably appalled at the situation, 
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and without telling the narrator, they make a reservation for him in a guest 

house on a kibbutz some distance away. Armed with the reservation, they plead 

with him to go, and finally he assents. He actually makes the journey to the 

guest house, it's everything that they told him it would be, but he finds he 

can't unpack. He keeps seeing the little tyke reaching up his arms, wanting to 

be picked up and be played with. He picks up his bags and returns to that 

apartment in Tel Aviv. 

He finds the child crying. He picks him up and rocks him to sleep. Then 

he goes into his own room, stretches out on his bed and falls into the first, 

deep, refreshing sleep that he has known in a long, long time, "Sleep, gentle 

sleep, nature's soft nurse." 

Agnon's stories are compelling and, like the works of any serious writer, 

they speak to us on a number of different levels. To his fellow halutzim Agnon 

spoke directly about their immediate situation. The narrator represents the 

Yishuv. The Yishuv is weary, bone tired. The letters they receive from family 

and friends are full of advice: 'take a rest,' 'find some relief.' 'A few days 

off and a change of scenery will help.' But instead of going to the sea coast, 

to some place of leisure, the Yishuv represented by the narrator goes to the 

center of a crowded city. The crowded city represents Europe. The buses and 

the crowds, eager to board, represent the urgent search of Jews for escape. 

The young child wanting to be picked up stands for the Jews of all ages, reaching 

out for succor and support. Instead of taking a vacation from the hard work of 

pioneering, the Yishuv undertakes the work of redemption, the life-saving effort 

which must be undertaken. 

Agnon also makes the point that those who cry out to be rescued are not 

always grateful or even pleasant. The youngster is unappealing. When he is picked 

up, he keeps putting his fingers in the narrator's eyes. Many of those whom the 

shelihm tried to help were anything but grateful. The rescuers were risking their 

lives, but some of those who needed help kept complaining: "We don't want Pales

tine. We want to go to the United States." 
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Week after week, month after month, men and women left the shores of Pales

tine for Warsaw, Budapest, Frankfurt and Berlin, the crowded cities, to save a 

few brands from the fire. It is hard, dangerous work. From time to time friends 

suggest 'take a rest.' The rescuers are bone tired. A rest, the guest house, seems 

appealing. The narrator is tempted, but he finds that he cannot turn his back on 

the work of redemption and returns to the city and the child. 

I have always been grateful that I was nurtured by a tradition, our tra-

dition, which had raised compassi0n to a high art. Perhaps we are as we are be-

cause the Jewish people have had a rough journey and we have learned long since 

that the one whom we helped today may be the one who helps us tomorrow. What-

ever the reason, we find God's most precious attributes as Rahum v'hanuft, a 

merciful, gracious, compassionate Gc,d and- our teachers admonish us to imitate 

God as best we can and exhibit in our lives the attributes of mercy and compassion. 

The work of redemption is to be our work. A Jewry, our Jewry, which lived 

through the years of the Holocaust and the dislocations which overwhelmed Jewish 

life throughout the world after the second World War; a Jewry, our Jewry, which 

hears the cries of Jews of Russia despite their enforced silence; a Jewry, our 

Jewry, which know the desperation of the Falashas in the back hills of Ethiopia 

who seek@ l}f to be redeemed from that war-torn and unfriendly landi this Jewry, 

our Jewry understands that we cannot harden our heart, turn our back and be in

different. The work of redemption needs to be done. 

' 
One of the t compelling features of Agnon's story is that the narrator 

who undertakes the work of tion is not pictured as a young, bold and robust 

man. He is not one of the we lthy or th powerful of the world. He is not a 

hero type. 
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I frequently visited a woman in the hospital who had cancer. She was 

often weak from radiation therapy and yet, whenever a newly diagnosted patient 

came on the floor she would turn to the nurse and say, 'will you see if I can go 

in and talk with her. She'll understand that I understand.' She would go in 

and her strength gave strength. Hers was the work of redemption. 

I often think of my mother. When my father died, Mother could have with

drawn into widowhood, as so many do; but instead, much like the protagonist 

in the Agnon story, she went into the center of this city into one of its most 

crowded, noisiest places and picked up the -children who were reaching out to 

be lifted and taught them to read. The parallel is remarkably clear. As long 

as her health allowed her to drive into the city to teach, to reach, to love, 

her days had a zest, life. It was only when she could no l~n9er pick up and 

lc,ve those children that age really began to overwhelm her. 

One of the most beautiful _of the phrases which were beloved of the rabbis 

1.s this one: ha-geulah ba'ah kimah kimah - "redemption comes bit by bit," as each 

and everyone of us does his bit. When we stop to listen to another's yt!~f clhd 
I 

comfort them, when we take a confused and troubled soul by the hand and lead 

it thr0ugh a difficult patch, when we bind the wounds of another's hurt or en

courage sc,meone to stay steady, when we offer companionship to the silent suf

fering, friendship to the lonely - that is the work of redemption. 

I have often felt that the classic perceptual mistake of our age is the 

co111mon a sumpt 
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of 

I I 
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human being is an obstinate and c,bdurate creature and human nature is full of 

contradictions. It was easy to overthrow feudal or colonial ruler; not so easy 

to create a just and gracious social order. Frustrated at almc,st every turn, 

many of these impatient folk found that the only way they could impose redemption 

upon their community was to use force and in relatively short order many became 

tyrants as fearsome to their people as the tyrants they had deposed. Redemption 

comes bit by bit. 

It is useful to compare Israel's socialist kibbutzim and the socialist 

governments of Eastern Europe. Both societies are based on similar theories. 

Both derived their socialism from the same texts, but there similarity ends. In 

the case of Eastern Europe economic measures were imposed by governmental power 

and the socialism that emerged became a prison for millions. The kibbutzim may 

not be paradise, but they are graceful institutions. People live there voluntarily. 

They establish their own goals and their own forms. They take the time, bit by 

bit, to work out the construction of their society. They take the time, bit by 

bit, to work out in a democratic way the relationships of authority, power and 

responsibility. 

One of the values of Yorn Kippur, one of the reasons for its impact, is that 

for twenty-four hours we are told that we can't claim the support of our political 

and social ideologies and principles. We can't justify ourselves before God on 

Yorn Kippur with the plea, 'I did it all for my particular ideology.' God does 

not ask you today, what party do you belong to? Do you believe in this five-

year plan or that new economic order? God asks: did you love? Did you care? 

Did you take the time? Did you offer yourselves? Were you patient? Did you 

offer comfort? Did you encourage? Did you smile? On Yorn Kippur we cannot jus

tify the manipulation of others, the abuse of privilege or indifference to 

family on the claim that were working for some good cause. However justaa in our 

professions, it is our act ons which are weighed. 
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Years ago when I was in the seminary one of my teachers tried to convince 

us that the truth of Yorn Kippur was summed up in a single Talmudic phrase: 

Gedolah teshuvah she-mitkarevet et ha-geulah, "teshuvah is great because it draws 

near redemption." For some years I tended to dismiss this phrase as just a bit 

of rabbinic rhetoric, but the more I have .come to understand Yorn Kippur the more 

I understand what was meant. Teshuvah is what Yom Kippur is all about, and 

teshuvah does bring nearer the redemption for which we pray. How so? Teshuvah 

reminds us of the way we should be living our lives. During the course of any 

year we are bent this way and that. We tend to lose our sense of direction, to 

develc,p bad habits and facile rationalizationsfor these habits. We need a time 

such as this for contrition, for confession, for repentance, to refocus our 

lives. Teshuvah comes from a root which means to turn. We need this time to turn 

to God; to return to the good, ... the straight way1 to return to ourselves. 

In the Agnon story the narrator had a choice: _to turn into the guest house 

or to return to the crowded city and the child who reached up for love. He re-

turned to the city. I would suggest that we are given that same choice and that 

most of us have chosen the guest house. Indeed, I am convinced that when social 

historians set down the record of our times they will point to a phenomenon which 

I call distancing as the most salient feature of Western civilization in the 

twentieth century. Throughout most of this century we have been distancing our

selves physically, emotionally and psychologically from the city, from the 

family, from intimate relationships, from God, yes, even from ourselves - turning 

ourselves away from. 

Think back ju 

cities, parents and 

mentally disturbed, 

often shard t ir 

streets tot 

city th tt r. 

few gener tions. People lived in tenements in crowded 

in th ame r00111, the elderly, the ill, even the 

In th villages of eastern Europe families 

with t ir an 

th uburb tot 

1. Look at ua now, from the city 

xurb - th further away from the 

nt to in9l f ily to 9racious apar nt, of 
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of course, with a guard gate. Our fathers often lived above their shop and the 

family shared responsibility for tending that shop. As soon as we could we sep

arated, distanced, the work place fr0m the home place. As prosperity came intc\ 

our society, privacy became the standard; every child his own room, parents their 

own apartment, an old folks' home for the elderly. 

The extended family became the nuclear family, distancing. The nuclear 

family became the single parent family, distancing. Everyone had their own work 

to do and their separate schedule, distancing. Children were encouraged to be 

independent, to go their own way, distancing. The generational gap became some

thing we built on, distancing. The elderly were put into old folks' homes, dis

tancing. The ill were sent to the hospitals, distancing. All about us the sense 

of separation. In part, distancing represented an attempt to provide a measure 

of comfort and grace, but inevitably, it touched the soul. That's why it's worth 

speaking cf on a night such as this. 

We have come close to becoming a ge nerat i o n of isolates, a people who 

have turned away from everyone, who no longer share. A young couple came to see 

me. They were planning their wedding. They wanted to be sure that I would not 

include the phrase, "until death do us part." I told them I did not use that 

phrase, but I wondered why they were so determined on this score. Their answer, 

"We'll take each day as it comes" - distancing. Our ferocious commitment to 

independence has caused us to lose the sense that there are certain bedrock re

lationships which are inviolate. 

We were at one of those affairs organized to promote a worthy cultural in

stitution. The room was filled with people, some of whom I know, some of whom 

I had never met befor. The common denominator was that we shared an interest 

in that particular cultural undertaking. He was about forty, a professional. 

We had never met, but wh n he found out that I was a rabbi he wanted to talk. 

He talked of many things, among them that he had never married. "Not that I 

haven't had the c,ppc,rtuni ty. There have been several women that I thought were 
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right for me, but you know, I never could free myself of an image of my mother. 

I was eight when my father left the house. She cried for a month. I can still 

see her tears. Every time I thought, 'perhaps,' I see those tears" - distancing. 

Isolates. 

Agnon's narrator turned towards, and we have turned away. Agnon's nar-

rator went into the crowded center of the city. When a child reached up he lifted 

the child. When we know of trouble in a home, we send a social worker. When we 

hear of trouble in the world, we send our money. We don't go ourselves, distancing. 

What happens when you turn away, when you become a separate and an isolate, 

when you can no longer feel comfortable within those bedrock relationships which 

are the relationships that give stability and serenity to life? The spirit 

shrivels. The soul is diminished. 

The Talmud contains an interesting precursor of Nathaniel Hawthorne's Rip 

Van Winkle story. The protagonist of the Talmud's story is a rabbinic scholar, 

Honi, a character about whom many tall tales were told. Honi taught in an 

academy in a city in the Galilee. One day he decided to take a walk in the 

countryside. On his walk he came across an old man planting saplings. ''What are 

you doing?" "Why do you ask?" "Because you're an old man, you'll never live to 

see these saplings become trees.'' God overheard this conversation and decided 

to teach Honi a lesson. Honi was put to sleep for seventy years, and then God 

awakened him. Honi went back to his town and looked for his home. The home was 

no longer there. He asked pas r by about his wife and his son. They had heard 

of people by that n 

hall of the school wh 

porter laugh d ·n his 

for death. 

t 

, but they h d died long since. He went to the lecture 

he had founded and announced himself to the porter. The 

e and clo ed the door. Honi turned to God and prayed 

fini 

r 

-

le, a well-known Babylonian rabbi, 

ic of hi day, 0 Hevrutei, o Miytatei, 

nt cy or d th. Th i ol t is one of the 
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living dead. Perhaps that is too strong a statement, but how many of those who 

have separated themselves from all others have found happiness? How many of those 

for whom independence is the ultimate virtue lead fulfilled lives? Comfort, they 

have. Happiness, they do not have. When I look at the statistics of nervous 

breakdowns, of addiction, of divorce, of family breakup, at every one of the in

dices of disintegration, I am reminded that separation is not the way to happiness. 

Why? Because only as you turn to others is your life in any meaningful way ful

filled. When the narrator picked up the child and the child went to sleep in 

his arms, he was able finally to sleep the refreshing sleep that gives strength. 

Yorn Kippur speaks of repentance. Repentance is a theme shared by most of 

the religions of mankind. Everyone has experienced the pangs of conscience, guilt. 

People want to be at one again with their God. But note that alone among the great 

religions of the world, Judaism never encouraged people to make ceremonial re

pentance a full-time undertaking. Medieval histories describe bands of Christian 

penitents who crawled on their knees from shrine to shrine with a beggar's bowl 

in their hands, sometimes asking people to beat them on their backs. Their life 

was a lifelong ritual of penitence. Medieval Islam knew groups very much like 

these. That is not the Jewish way. Our way is to concentrate on Teshuvah and 

to do so on this one day. The rest of the year we concentrate on love, care and 

comfort, healing, help, support and enc0uragement, the consequences of Teshuvah. 

We repent and then return to our families and the work of redemption. 

Think of yourselves as the narrator in Agnon's story. Your choice is his 

choice: to turn to the green places, the adult playgrounds of our world or to 

turn to the city, to the work of redemption. Will you choose the life of an 

isolate or to live in and among the human family, a life of comfort or the life 

of contact? People are cantankerous, restless, difficult, demanding. To live 

with and among is not easy. Involvement will limit your privacy and intrude on 

your schedule. But to turn to people is the only way known to stay human. 
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My message this Yorn Kippur is a simple one. Turn back. Instead of dis

tance, closeness; instead of indifference, love; instead of alienation, God. 
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Yorn Kippur Ann0uncements 
October 6, 1984 

MORNING - BRANCH 

A DISCUSSION on Yorn Kippur themes, based on readings on repentence, will be with 
Rabbi Susan Berman in the Lounge of the Main Temple t0day beginning at 12:30. 
A discussion will continue until the afternoon services begin. 

A CHILDREN'S service will be held today at the Main Temple at 1:30. Parents 
are requested to sit with their children. A pre-school experience for children 
ages four through six will be held in the Social Hall of the Main Temple at the 
same time. Parents are requested to bring pre-schoolers to the Social Hall and 
tc, leave them with our staff. After the Children's Service they may pick up 
their pre-schoolers in the Social Hall. 

AFTERNOON SERVICES will be held at 2:45 P.M. today at the Main Temple only and 
will be followed by the Yizkor (Memorial) Service. 

May I remind you THE DOORS OF THE TEMPLE will be closed at the start of the 
Memorial Service and will remain closed until the end of the day. 

The Temple Young Associates will decorate the sukkah and hold a family Sukkot 
celebration at the Branch on Wednesday, October 10, beginning at 4:30 P.M. 
Families will provide their own picnic suppers. Beverage and dessert will be 
provided. 

SUKKOT SERVICES will be held on Thursday, October 11, 10:30 A.M., at the Branch. 
Members of the Temple Seniors group will conduct the service. Rabbi Berman 
will speak, Kiddush will follow in the outdoor sukka. After service the Seniors 
will enjoy lunch and a program. 

CONSECRATION AND SIMHAT TORAH services will be held at 10:30 A.M. on Thursday, 
October 18, at The Temple Branch. 

II 
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Memorial Sermon 
Daniel Jeremy Silver 

October 6, 1984 

When I first began in the rabbinate, death was a subject which mc,st 

people kept at arm's length. Death was discussed, if at all, in the languge 

of evasion: a friend had "passed on" or "gone ahead." Children were rarely 

taken to funerals or to visit the dying. When I introduced a unit 0n death 

and the customs which surround death into the Confirmation curriculum, a few 

anxious parents worried aloud that such sessions would give their children 

nightmares. 

The truth, of course, is that the best way to guarantee that a child 

will have nightmares is to treat death and dying with unnecessary anxiety. 

The child whose questions go unanswered will conjure up all manner of unreal 

images. When they are kept from the funeral what can they conclude but that 

it must be a terrible experience. Evasion always stimulates the darker sides 

of our imagination. Honesty defuses fears. Discussing death with me they 

will get time-tested and honest answers to their questions. Allowed to at

tend the funeral they will be with those they love and hear good words about 

someone they loved. 

Over the years I've tried to understand the need to evade. Obviously, 

parents felt they were protecting their child. But from what? What became 

clear was that this pattern of evasion was a relatively new phenomenon. Our 

ancestors treated death as a natural fact of life just as the leaves fall 

each autumn so that there is a place for the spring buds. Death took place at 

home. The family prepared the body. The whole community accompanied the body 

to its grave. Children were not warned nff or walled away. 

Believing as thy did in the one and only God, our fathers spoke of 

death as part of God' creative design and dealt with death as an ordinary 

fact of life. Ther was only one God. Death was an elemental and essential 

part of His er tiv wi dom. "To ev rything th r is a ason and a time to 

ev ry po u d r th H V n, ti to born and t to die." The 
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Bible even suggests that the fact that we are conscious of our mortality is a 

blessing since it sharpens our appreciation of each day. Precisely because 

the days of our years are numbered and we know it, we treat them as precious 

moments which are not to be wasted. 

How did it happen then that a generation forgot the wisdom of the tra

dition and began to handle death as a taboo subject? The answer, I believe, 

lies in the surge of optimism which accompanied the radical transformation of 

society as we entered the modern world. 

The Industrial Revolution created a growing class of the better-c>ff, 

pleased by their good fortune, who began to believe that it was only a matter 

of time before everyone enjoyed similar good fortune. Unfortunately, the bene

fits of progress were as yet unevenly distributed. There were still slums 

and wage slaves, and those who had become part of the new world didn't want 

their children's spirit roughened by contact with the cruelties of the past. 

It became their fixed purpose to create a protected world in which their wives 

and their young would be free of the evils of the past. Green lawns and iron 

gates would provide safe and graceful space. Careful courtesy and convention 

would protect them frc,m offensive behavior and mean speech. Hospitals and 

old folks' homes took in the ill and the infir~, medicine would do away with 

sickness, and life expectancy was rapidly increasing. Children needn't face 

what they might never have to face. Children, particularly, would be pro-

tected. These parents inve 

screened the books 

the young to learn 

parents simply went awa. 

The pa-ttarn of 

unfortunate: 

tion for 

d then sery. Children ate apart. They even 

ad. 'T e would be plenty of time la.ter on for 

and so storks brought babies and grand-

wa perva ive in the "better classes" and its 

rywh re to n. Innocence is no prepara-

f t1t ti idyllic ul-

hi lded 
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from decision making, first by a father and then by her husband, was not prepared 

for the responsibilities of widowhood. The young who had no experience with 

the opposite sex were ill equipped to choose a suitable mate or for marriage. 

Young parents who had never been allowed into a sick room could not cope with 

their feelings when they had to nurse a desperately ill child. When death struck, 

many were paralyzed by the unexpected rush of grief and the complex of feelings, 

not to speak of the new responsibilities which they faced. 

Emerson was on the mark when he wrote, ''I have heard that in horseman

ship he is not a good rider who never was thrown, but, rather, that a man will 

never be a good rider until he is thrown.'' Through storms we grow. The Psalmist 

wisely praised God for his bruises as well as his blessings. "It was a good 

thing that I was bruised because it allowed me to understand the way of the 

wo r 1 d" ( P s . 11 9 : 71 ) . 

In recent years the euphemisms have been packed away. Children are nP 

longer sent away during a family's moments of grief and sorrow. We have seen 

the folly of denying reality. Indeed, I sometimes feel some have abandoned 

these illusions with such speed and thoroughness that they may have gone too far 

in the other direction. It's one thing to be honest with the young about a 

natural fact of life such as death; quite another to make them endure the emo

tional storms which rage between parents who are not sure who they are, what 

they believe in, or whether they want to be together. 

One generatic,n's reacceptance of the naturalness of death has been due 

not only to a new realism but to the emergence of a new anxiety. The ancients 

confronted death. We must confront both death and dying. Mankind has had cen

turies of experience de lin with death and most cultures have found ways to 

help people accept their 

we accept the fact th t 

death, as in lif, 

ing may involv 

prolong d proc 

r 

0 

lity. Death remains unknown and unknowable, but 

i not pain but the cessation of pain, and that in 

ith God. But if d ath i th cs ation of pain, dy-

n f n. I d th we r with , but th 

pl u und r th c ntrol of o 
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For the most part, death came to our ancestors swiftly, ''like an arrow 

which strikes at no0nday." Childbirth, the plague, the wounds of war, killed 

swiftly. There were few remedies. In our day death comes slowly. Penicillin 

n0w c0ntrols pneumonia, once the welcome friend of the aged. The fathers rarely 

knew if a disease was fatal. Our diagnostic techniques can pass a sentence of 

death on those who do not even recognize that they are ill. Today many must 

live with the kn0wledge that those they love are dying, that dying will be a 

long process, and that there is little they can do but l0ve and ~are. 

Our ancestors accepted death because it was natural - from God. Dying 

in our day of superior medical technology is unnatural, controlled by machines 

and medicines. The scientist recognizes the pain and anxiety which can accompany 

care, but insists, and understandably s0, that the pr0longation of dying is the 

necessary cost of medical progress; and that because of modern treatment many 

enjoy months, even years, of capacity they · would have otherwise been denied. 

But for those whose incapacity is bitter and prolonged this is cold comfort. 

No one wants to be reduced to a mattress grave~ The emotional burden is heavy 

and difficult to bear. The frustrati0ns and anger are real. It is nc•t surprising 

that for the first time in human history many fear dying far more than death, 

and that even those of us who believe life is ultimately sacred, seek to under

stand it there may not, in fact, be a right to die. 

Whenever I visit with those whose life has lost much of its quality 

or those who care for someone burdened by multiple incapacities, I am .reminded 

of a remarkably prescient story reported in the Talmud. This aggadah comes from 

an age when people were confident that the Angel of Death could n0t cross the 

barrier of prayer and so it became the custom to pray all night at the bedside 

of the critically ill. R. Joshua lay dying. His disciples had gathered in 

the room next doc,r where they prayed unremittingly for his recovery. Because 

of their vigil he could not die, the Angel of Death could not cross the barrier 

of their prayer. Y t, he wa in pain and h lple • Finally, a wise and loving 
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housekeeper could stand it no longer. She went boldly into the prayer room and 

deliberately interrupted the disciples: 'For what are you praying? You are pray

ing for his agony. He is with God. Let him be.' R. Joshua died and the Tal-

mud praises this lady f0r her actions. 

The Yizkor service is nc)t the time to puzzle out the precise limits we 

should set on efforts to prc>tract life after capacity has fled. Given the 

pace of medical research in our day, I doubt that any fully satisfactory formu-

lation is now possible. But of this I am sure; there is a time to say 'enough.' 

'Let God take over. ' 

Yizkor is a m0ment when we accept again God's wisdom. Yizkor is a per-

sonal moment. The service addresses those who grieve, not with logical arguments 

but with the poetry of faith. There are no explanations, but we can be encour-

aged. All about us are memories of those who have gone before. We will not be 

alone. Here we are reminded that death, l ike li f e, is ordained by God and that 

even in the valley of shadows we are with God. Yizkor is a congregational 

mc,ment. Whatever our grief, we have no reason . to feel that we have been singled 

out or punished. Each of us is a mourner. Each of us is mortal. The answer 

to the question, 'why me,' is 'why not.' "There is a time to be born and a 

time to die, a time to laugh and a time to weep." 

Yizknr summons us to share ourselves with others. Those who wall them-

selves away fr0m friends and family when gri for illness strikes not only deny 
I 

themselves valuable support but 

To live is to be chall 
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native land. Some re born 

they were childr n. 

lost a great lo -
some wer 

others a chance to xpress their humanity. 
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greatest respect are those who met their challenges steadily. Looking back on 

their lives, we recognize that they grew through their experience. Looking at 

our lives, we recognize the possibility of growth. 

I have seen the over-protected wife discover her capacity in widowhood; 

grieving parents devote their lives to help stricken children; adolescents 

abandon their posturing and acting out when their maturity was required; and I 

have seen those who live with debilitating illness face the day with composed 

spirits and develop a wisdom which supported and encouraged others. 

When you are deep wounded, re .. lftber 

The blow strikes flame from the stone, 

The stroke that Fate deals you may give you 

A beauty you never had known. 

The owl was called by the ancients the bird of wisdom because it can see best 

when it is dark. Yizkor reminds us of the spiritual heroism of which human beings 

are capable and that we, too, can see in the dark if we only use the eyes of faith. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

October 6, 1984 




