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Martyrology Service

Innocent children, our sacred progeny, do not lie:
 "This is my God whom I would glorify,” they loudly sang.
These were to be our inheritors, of whom we were so proud.
 But now they have been wrapped in the bond of eternal life.

Has such ever been heard?  A sight like this ever seen?
 How can one believe such terrifying deeds?
Parents leading their children to slaughter as if to the marriage canopy?
 How can the One on High hold back after this?

(excerpt from “In Witness of God” by David ben Meshullam, 12th century, Germany)

אלה אזכרה
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Leviticus 16:7-10

It is written in our Torah:

Aaron shall take two goats and 
present them before the Eternal 
God at the entrance of the Tent 
of Meeting; and he shall cast lots 
upon the two goats, one marked 
for the Eternal God and the other 
marked as the scapegoat.

Aaron shall bring forward the 
goat cast by lot for the Eternal 
God, and sacrifice him as a sin 
offering; but the goat cast by lot 
to be a scapegoat shall be left 
standing alive before God, to make 
atonement by sending it off into 
the wilderness as a scapegoat.

יד  ֱעִמ֤ ם ְוֶהֽ ִעיִר֑ ׂ ֵנ֣י ַהְשּ ח ֶאת־ְשׁ ְוָלַק֖
ד. ֶהל מֹוֵעֽ ַתח ֹא֥ ֖ ה ֶפּ ֹאָתם֙ ִלְפֵנ֣י ְיהָו֔

ם  ִעיִר֖ ׂ ֵנ֥י ַהְשּ ן ַעל־ְשׁ ֲהֹר֛ ן ַאֽ ְוָנַת֧
ל  ה ְוגֹוָר֥ ל ֶאָחד֙ ַלֽיהָו֔ ָר֑לֹות ּגֹוָר֤ ֹגּֽ

ד ַלֲֽעָזאֵזֽל. ֶאָח֖

ר  ֨ יר ֲאֶשׁ ִע֔ ׂ ֲהרֹן֙ ֶאת־ַהָשּ יב ַאֽ ְוִהְקִר֤
הּו  ל ַלֽיהָו֑ה ְוָעָשׂ֖ ָעָל֥ה ָעָל֛יו ַהּגֹוָר֖
ה ָעָל֤יו  ר֩ ָעָל֨ יר ֲאֶשׁ ִע֗ ׂ את. ְוַהָשּ ַחָטּֽ

י ִלְפֵנ֥י  ל ָיֳֽעַמד־ַח֛ ַהּגֹוָרל֙ ַלֲֽעָזאֵז֔
ח ֹא֛תֹו  ַלּ֥ ר ָעָל֑יו ְלַשׁ ֣ ְיהָו֖ה ְלַכֵפּ

ָרה. ְדָבּֽ ַלֲֽעָזאֵז֖ל ַהִמּ

e Martyrology Service אלה אזכרה
“Who shall live and who shall die?” is a terrifying refrain. 

The Martyrology Service introduces another refrain. That is, what is a life 
of meaning?  What would we be willing to die for?  How do we claim our 
God-given opportunities to move history along a path towards justice and 
righteousness?  How do they claim us?  And how do our collective sins of 
omission allow our world to slip into darkness?  

Against the backdrop of Jewish martyrdom, the Eileh Ezk’rah of the Middle 
Ages was not an annual crisis of faith, but a challenge of faith, offered to God 
like another sacrifice.  With the ashes of our People, we place our unanswered 
questions on the altar of history.  Why do the innocent suffer?  Where are You, 
Protector of Israel?  And what has become of our covenant?  
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Reader

The ancient ritual of the scapegoat.  

In a twist of history, what was once a symbolic drama meant to impress 
upon our Biblical ancestors the need to acknowledge their own sins, repent, 
and cast them away, was turned into a terrifying pattern of denial of sin, 
displacement of anger, and rejection of responsibility.  

Age after age, the Jew got caught in the wheels of the Chad Gad Ya machine.  
One little goat, forced to carry the burdens of broken societies.  Chad Gad Ya 
cast to be both sacrifice and scapegoat.  One little goat, the remnant of our 
people, still struggling to find its way through the wildernesses of this world. 

The Baal Shem Tov taught: “Forgetfulness leads to further exile, while 
remembrance is the secret of our redemption.” 

So let us remember.

Cantor and Congregation

These I recall and pour my heart out. 

How the arrogant have devoured us!

These things do I remember.  Through all the years, ignorance, like a monster, 
has devoured our martyrs as in one long day of blood. Rulers have risen 
through the endless years, oppressive and savage in their witless power, filled 
with a futile thought: to make an end of that which God cherishes.

ָרה ה   ֶאְזְכּ ֵאֶלּ
ָכה .  ְפּ י   ָעַלי   ֶאְשׁ ְוַנְפִשׁ

ה ֻעָגּ י   ְבָלעּונּו   ֵזִדים   ְכּ ִכּ
ִלי   ֲהפּוָכה .  ְבּ

Excerpt from 
Midrash Eileh Ezkera
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Reader

I have taken an oath: to remember it all. 
To remember - to forget nothing at all. 
Forgetting nothing of this
Till the tenth generation, 
Till the grief disappears,
To the last, to its ending,
Till the punishing blows are ended for good. 
I swear this night of terror
Shall not have passed in vain;
I swear this morning I'll not live unchanged, 
as if I were no wiser even now, 
even now.

 The First Temple

Reader

King Solomon instructed that in the City of Peace no iron tool be used to 
hone perfect stones for the Beit HaMikdash. No sound of hammer or chisel 
could be heard on the Temple Mount, for fear that a tool can all too easily be 
used as a weapon.  

The grandeur of Jerusalem’s Temple became the envy of Babylon.  Our Sages 
say that when Nebuzaradan “The Slaughterer” broke through the Temple 
gates, he found the blood of the prophet Zechariah seething in the courtyard. 
He demanded to know: “What is the meaning of this?”  When he threatened 
to comb their flesh with iron combs, they told him the truth: "There was a 
prophet among us who chastised us for our sins and we killed him. For many 
years now his blood cannot rest."

ל .  ר   ֶאת   ַהֹכּ ֶדר :  ִלְזֹכּ י   ַהֵנּֽ ְרִתּ נָנַדֽ
ַח .  ֹכּֽ ר — ְוָדָבר   ֹלא   ִלְשׁ ִלְזֹכּ

יִרי ,  ַח — ַעד   ּדֹור   ֲעִשׂ ֹכּֽ ָבר   ֹלא   ִלְשׁ ָדּ
ְך   ֶעְלּבֹוַני ,  ַעד   ֹשׁ

ָהם ,  ָלּ ם  , ַעד   ֻכּ ָלּ ַעד   ֻכּ
ְבֵטי   מּוָסִרי .  ל   ִשׁ ֲעֵדי   ְיֻכּלּו   ָכּ

קֹוָנם    ִאם    ָלִריק
ַעם ,  ַיֲעבֹר   ֵליל   ַהַזּֽ
ֶקר קֹוָנם   ִאם   ַלֹבּ

ֶאְחזֹר   ְלסּוִרי
ּוְמאּום   ֹלא   ֶאְלַמד

ַעם.   ֽ ם   ַהָפּ ַגּ

Excerpt from "A Vow"
Avraham Shlonsky

בית   המקדש   הראשון    

I Kings 6:7

Babylonian Talmud 
Gittin 57b
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Nebuzaradan said: "I will appease him." He killed the members of the Great 
and Small Sanhedrins; he slaughtered youths and maidens; and then the 
school-children. Altogether, 940,000 souls. Still the blood continued to boil, 
whereupon Nebuzaradan cried: "Zechariah, Zechariah! I have slain the best 
of them; do you want all of them destroyed?" At last, the blood sank into the 
ground.   

Reader

On the ninth day of Av, toward evening, the Holy Temple was set to the 
torch. 

Our Sages taught:  Young priests gathered with the keys to the Sanctuary 
in their hands. They ascended to the rooftops and declared: "Master of the 
World! Since we have not proven to be trustworthy custodians, let the keys be 
given back to You." They threw the keys toward Heaven. A Hand emerged to 
receive them, and the priests threw themselves into the fire.  

Those who escaped the sword were taken as slaves and led into captivity. 
Only the poorest of Jerusalem were permitted to stay as field-hands.

Cantor

A voice is heard in Ramah,
lamentation and bitter weeping! 
Rachel is weeping for her children, 
refusing to be comforted for her children, 
for they are no more. 

Babylonian Talmud
Taanit 29a

Jeremiah 31:15ָ֙מ֙ע   ְנִהי ה   ִנְשׁ ָרָמ֤ ֣קֹול   ְבּ
ים י   ַתְמרּוִר֔ ִכ֣ ְבּ

ֲאָנ֛ה   ֶנ֑יָה   ֵמֽ ה   ַעל–ָבּ ל   ְמַבָכּ֣  ָרֵח֖
י   ֵאיֶנּֽנּו. ֶנ֖יָה   ִכּ֥ ם   ַעל–ָבּ ֵח֥  ְלִהָנּ



6

 The Second Temple

Reader

In the time of Hadrian, Emperor of Rome, the study and practice of Torah 
were forbidden. Israel's leaders said: How to survive without the Tree of Life? 
Why live when the soul is dead?" And so they taught and learned and did 
God's will. 

Israel's ten leaders were taken and doomed. 

Shimon ben Gamaliel was among the slain. Remembering his wisdom and 
witnessing his death, disciples exclaimed: "Is this Torah, and this its reward?” 

Rabbi Yishmael was next to die. In pain and anguish, he cried out, and at his 
cry the Heavens trembled: "Accept this; affirm Me; for if you fail, the world 
must crumble into chaos!" Yishmael accepted his fate and said: "I will trust in 
You even though You slay me." 

Reader

Akiba defied the decree and continued to teach, so he was among those 
taken. He was led to his death at the time when the Shema is recited. As his 
flesh was flayed, he said:

ל ... ָרֵא֑ ע   ִיְשׂ ַמ֖    ְשׁ
ָך. ָך֖   ּוְבׇכל־ְמֹאֶדֽ ׇכל־ְלָבְבָך֥   ּוְבׇכל־ַנְפְשׁ יָך   ְבּ ת   ְיֹהָו֣ה   ֱאֹלֶה֑ ַהְבָתּ֔   ֵא֖ ְוָא֣

“Even now?" his disciples asked. 

He replied: “All my life this verse has troubled me. ‘Love Adonai your God 
with all your .... being ....’   Love God, though you must die for it! I always 
prayed to be able to fulfill this mitzvah and now I can!" 

And with his final breath he said: “Adonai Echad!  Adonai is One!”  
Prolonging the last word until life was gone, he affirmed God in a godless 
world.  

בית   המקדש   השני   

Babylonian Talmud
Menachot 29b

Job 13:15

Babylonian Talmud
Brachot 61b 

Deuteronomy 6:4-5
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Reader

The Romans had forbidden the ordination of Rabbis, decreeing death to 
ordainer and ordained, as well as destruction for any city in which ordination 
would take place.  Rabbi Yehudah ben Bava ordained five in the hills between 
two cities, Shefaram and Usha.  When the enemy soldiers were upon them, 
Rabbi Yehudah told his disciples to flee.  “What will become of you?” they 
cried.  He answered: 
“I shall place myself before them
 as an immovable rock.”
So he did – and the Roman lances struck him down.  But the disciples 
escaped.   

Reader

The Ten included other teachers, ten teachers among many.  Dying, they did 
not perish.  Their faith is immortal; their God eternal.

Cantor and Congregation

These I recall and pour my heart out. 

How the arrogant have devoured us

The Crusades

Reader

In the days of the Crusades, whole communities of Jews were massacred in 
the Rhineland. In one city, young and old donned armor and stood behind 
their leader, Rabbi Kalonymos ben Meshullam. The gate was smashed, their 
friends had fled, and death reached out with sword and fire. They said to 
one another: "Let us be strong and bear the yoke of our faith, for only in this 
world can the enemy kill us ...."

הריני   מוטל   לפניהם  
 כאבן   שאין   לה   הופכים . 

Babylonian Talmud
Sanhedrin 14a

ָרה ה   ֶאְזְכּ ֵאֶלּ
ָכה .  ְפּ י   ָעַלי   ֶאְשׁ ְוַנְפִשׁ

מסעי   הצלב

Personal account:
Rabbi Ephraim ben 
Jacob of Bonn
12th century
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…The blood of men commingled with the blood of their wives, the blood 
of children and babes with the blood of their mothers.  All were slaughtered 
that day for the sake of the Oneness of the awesome name of God.  You who 
hears this, is not your very soul shaken? … Eleven hundred were sacrificed in 
one day.”

Congregation

All this has come upon us, yet we have not forgotten You, 
nor been false to Your covenant. 
For Your sake were we slain all the day long, 
and treated like sheep for the slaughter. 

Cantor

Av HaRachamim who dwells on high,
in wondrous mercy, will remember 
with compassion
the pious, upright and blameless,
the holy communities, 
who laid down their lives
for the sanctification of God’s name.
They were loved and 
lovely in their lifetimes. 
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 Rock.

ָאב ָהַרֲחִמים ׁשֹוֵכן ְמרֹוִמים.
ַרֲחָמיו ָהֲעצּוִמים ְבּ

ַרֲחִמים הּוא ִיְפקֹוד ְבּ
ִמיִמים. ִרים ְוַהְתּ ַהֲחִסיִדים ְוַהְיָשׁ

ם ְסרּו ַנְפָשׁ ָמּ ְקִהּלֹות ַהּקֶדׁש ֶשׁ
ם. ת ַהֵשּׁ ַעל ְקֻדַשּׁ

יֶהם ַחֵיּ ִעיִמים ְבּ ֱאָהִבים ְוַהְנּ ַהֶנּ
ּוְבמֹוָתם לא ִנְפָרדּו.

ֵברּו  ִרים ַקּלּו ּוֵמֲאָריות ָגּ ָשׁ ִמְנּ
ַלֲעׂשֹות ְרצֹון קֹוָנם ְוֵחֶפץ צּוָרם. 

Anonymous
late 11th-early 12th 
century
Germany. 
In commemoration of 
the First Crusade of 
1096
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Explusion from Spain and Inquisition

Reader

“I heard from some elders who fled from The Inquisitor of Spain that one of 
the boats was infected with plague.  The captain put the passengers ashore at 
some uninhabited place.  

When one man saw his wife and two children die of starvation, he rose to 
his feet and said, ‘Ribono Shel Olam! You are going to great effort that I 
might desert my faith.  But know for a certainty that even against the will 
of Heaven, a Jew I am and a Jew I shall remain!  And neither what you have 
brought upon me nor whatever You may yet bring upon me will be of any 
avail.’

Thereupon he gathered some earth and grass, covered the boys, and went 
forth in search of a settlement.” 

Pogroms

Reader

One day Hasidim came to inform the great Rabbi Nachman of Bratzlav of 
rekindled persecutions against the Jews of the Ukraine.  The Master listened 
and said nothing.  They told him of violent pogroms in certain villages.  
Again, the Master listened and said nothing.  They told him of slaughtered 
families, of desecrated cemeteries, of women raped, and children burned 
alive.  

The Master listened and shook his head.  “I know,” he whispered.  “I know 
what you want, I know.  You want me to shout with pain, weep in despair.      
I know, I know.  But I will not, you hear me?  I will not.”  

After a long silence he did begin to shout, more and more loudly not to rail 
against God Almighty, but to instruct his people: “Gevalt, Yidden!  Jews, for 
Heaven's sake, do not despair!  Gevalt, Yidden!  We are forbidden to despair!”

גירוש מספרד ואינקויזיציה

פוגרומים

Solomon ibn Verga
15th century 
Spain, Portugal, Turkey, 
Flanders
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Cantor

All the world is a very 
narrow bridge.
But the most important thing 
is not to be afraid.

Shoah

Reader

Etty Hillesum from Holland served as a volunteer social worker at 
Westerbork, a German transit camp.  Courageously, she advocated for her 
people, comforted them, and provided material support any way that she 
could.  Beginning in 1942, Jews and other “foreigners” were sent from there 
to Auschwitz in freight cars every Tuesday.  

In 1943, Etty herself was imprisoned in Westerbork.  She was 29 and kept a 
diary.

Reader

“It is sometimes hard to take in and comprehend, O God, what those created 
in Your likeness do to each other in these disjointed days. But I no longer 
shut myself away in my room, God. I try to look things straight in the face, 
even the worst crimes.... I try to face up to Your world, God, not to escape 
from reality into beautiful dreams — though I believe that beautiful dreams 
can exist beside even the most horrible reality.  And I continue to praise Your 
creation, God, despite everything.” 

Reader

On the 7th of September, 1943, two months before her murder in Auschwitz, 
she threw a postcard with her final words out of a train: "Opening the Bible 
at random I find this: ‘Adonai is my Rock, my Rescuer in whom I seek refuge, 
my Shield, Beacon of Salvation and my Stronghold.' I am sitting on my 
rucksack in the middle of a full freight car. Father, Mother, and Mischa are a 
few cars away. In the end, the departure came without warning.... We left the 
camp singing."  

Rabbi Nachman of 
Bratzlav
19th Century
Ukraine

לֹו  ל ָהעֹוָלם ּכֻ  ּכָ
ַצר ְמאׂד,  ר  ֶֽשׁ  ּגֶ

ָלל. ִעיָקר לֹא ְלַפֵחד ּכְ ְוהֶָ

שואה

Psalm 18:3
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Reader

Adonai our God, we have testified to Your presence in heaven and earth. 
But Your Presence has been an absence, Your Call a silence. Our Sages wrote 
in Your name: "If you are My witnesses, I am God, and if you are not My 
witnesses, it is as if I am not God."

We have struggled to live for You, and see what our fate has been!?  

ls not Your fate bound up with ours? 

How can Your presence abide in a world where murder rules?! 

Cantor and Congregation

I believe with perfect faith 
in the coming of the Messianic Age. 
And even if it be delayed, 
I will await its arrival. 
Despite all this, I believe.  

Congregation

Without Jews there is no Jewish God.

If we leave this world, the light will go out in Your tent. 

Since Abraham knew You in a cloud, You have burned in every Jewish face. 

You have glowed in every Jewish eye, and we have made You in our image.

Reader

Now the lifeless skulls add up to millions.

The stars are going out around You.

The memory of You is dimming,

The Kingdom will soon be over.

Jewish seed and flower are embers.

ֵלָמה   ֱאמּוָנה   ְשׁ ֲאִני   ַמֲאִמין   ֶבּ
יַח ִשׁ ִביַאת   ַהָמּ  ְבּ

ְתַמְהֵמהַּ ִיּ י   ֶשׁ ְוַאף   ַעל   ִפּ
ל   ֶזה   ֲאִני   ַמֲאִמין ה   ּלֹו   ִעם   ָכּ ֲאַחֶכּ

Pesikta deRav 
Kahana 12:6
6th- 7th century
Israel

Moses Maimonides, 
12th Century 
Spain and Egypt

Jacob Glatstein
translated from Yiddish 
by Nathan Halper
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The dew cries in the dead grass!

The Jewish dream and reality are ravished; they die together. 

Your witnesses are sleeping: Infants, women, young men, old.

Even the Thirty-Six, Your saints, pillars of Your world, have fallen into a 
dead, and everlasting sleep. 

Congregation

Who will dream You?

Who will remember You?

Who will deny You?

Who will yearn for You?

Who, on a lonely bridge, will leave You, in order to return? 

Farhud and Expulsion from
Muslim and Arab Lands

Reader

For more than two thousand, five hundred years Jewish life flourished in 
lands from Yemen to Turkey, from Afghanistan to Morocco.  These are the 
words of one dear congregant who was an eyewitness to the beginning of the 
end of Jewish life in Muslim lands.

Reader

“My name is Dr. Naim Dallal and I am an Iraqi Jew.  I was born in Baghdad 
in 1923.  By the 1930s the Jewish population in Baghdad was thriving.  
However, that community is no more.  As a result of persecution, we are now 
scattered throughout the world. I am a part of that scattering…..

פרהוד   וחורבן   קהילות
  ארצות   ערב

From the interviews 
conducted by 
Dr.Naim Dallal’s
grandchildren
Lindsay, Benji, and 
Nathan McLean
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On the Festival of Shavuot, June 1, 1941, the Farhud in Iraq began.  Jews were 
attacked and murdered in the streets.  I still recall the sight of corpses and 
blood.

I was riding a bus.  The rioters came and took everybody out and they killed 
them.  With me, they thought I was Muslim, and so I ran away.

Because the pogrom was during the summertime, people slept on the roofs, 
open air.  I tell you, that was terrible, because you could hear the screams of 
people from far away.  ‘Please, for the sake of Mohamed, for the sake of Alli, 
don’t kill us!’

I concluded there was a dark future for the Jews of Iraq.  And I knew if we 
left, we could never return.  Through tears, my mother begged me to stay.  I 
could not convince them to come with me.  When the plane took off, it was 
really difficult to leave the family.  I looked at the river where we spent our 
youth, and I knew that was farewell.”

Those Who Died in Freedom's Cause

Reader

We remember, too, the men and women who responded to the call of the 
prophets with: “Hineini. Here I am.”  They gave their lives while struggling to 
right wrongs, to make peace, to save others from humiliation or harm.  We 
remember them today not as martyrs or saints, but as human beings defined 
by their moral choices, their sacrifices, and their service. 

Reader and Congregation

God commands: 
“You shall not remain indifferent.”   

God commands: 
“Justice, justice shall you pursue.”

The prophet Amos taught: 
“Let justice roll down like waters; 
and righteousness like an ever-flowing stream.”            

במאבק   לחירות

ם .  ל   ְלִהְתַעֵלּֽ ֹ֥לא   תּוַכ֖

ף .  ְרֹדּ֑ ֶצֶ֥דק   ֶצֶ֖דק   ִתּ

ט    ֑ ָפּ ִים   ִמְשׁ ַמּ֖ ל   ַכּ ְוִיַגּ֥
ן .  ַנַ֥חל   ֵאיָתֽ ה   ְכּ ּוְצָדָק֖

Deuteronomy 22:3

Deuteronomy 16:20

Amos 5:24
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Reader

Daniel Pearl put himself in harm’s way in order to inform the world of terror 
brewing.  A dual citizen of the United States and Israel, he investigated in the 
Balkans, in Sudan, and in Iran.  By 2002, at the age of 38, Pearl was the Wall 
Street Journal’s bureau chief in South Asia. While investigating Islamic terror-
ism in Pakistan, he was abducted by Al Qaeda terrorists. A videotape of his 
murder preserves his last words: “My father is Jewish.  My mother is Jewish. 
I am Jewish.  Back in the town of B’nei Brak, there is a street named after my 
great-grandfather, Chayim Pearl, who was one of the founders of the town.”  
“His last words –'I am a Jew' -- were an assertion of his inalienable right to 
recognition of the human oneness in his specific identity. His was the ultimate 
judgment on the senseless brutality that took his young life.”  

Congregation

God commands: 
"Thou shalt not stand idly by while
your neighbour bleeds.”   

Hillel the Sage insists: 
“In a place where there are no 
human beings, strive to be human.”   

Cantor and Congregation

These I recall and pour my heart out. 

How the arrogant have devoured us! 

ָך. ם   ֵרֶע֑ ד   ַעל–ַדּ֣ ֲעֹמ֖ ֹ֥לא   ַתֽ

ים ,  ֵאין   ֲאָנִשׁ ָמקֹום   ֶשׁ ְבּ
ל   ִלְהיֹות   ִאיׁש .  ֵדּ ַתּ ִהְשׁ

Nadine Gordimer

Leviticus 19:16

Pirkei Avot 2:4

ָרה ה   ֶאְזְכּ ֵאֶלּ
ָכה .  ְפּ י   ָעַלי   ֶאְשׁ ְוַנְפִשׁ
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Terror in Israel

Reader

In addition to more than twenty thousand soldiers lost in Israel’s wars, 3,500 
people in Israel have been killed by terrorism in Israel since its founding in 
1948.  

One of them was Marnie Kimmelman.  In 1990, Marnie travelled from her 
home in Toronto to Israel with a student tour group to work on a kibbutz 
and tour the country. On Shabbat afternoon, July 28th, 1990, Marnie went 
with some friends to the beach in Tel Aviv. Unbeknownst to them, a Hamas 
operative had just hours earlier planted a bomb in the sand. While Marnie 
was having the time of her life, the bomb went off.  She died hours later.  She 
was 17 years old.

Reader

Born in Jerusalem in 1922, Yitzhak Rabin, was at the centre of every major 
event of Israel’s history for five decades. In 1948, he fought in the siege of 
Jerusalem during the War of Independence.  He was army general turned 
statesman.  He knew the frontlines of battle and was awarded the Nobel 
Prize for Peace.   
Upon signing the Oslo Accords on the White House lawn on September 
13, 1993, Prime Minister Rabin said: “Let me say to you, the Palestinians: 
We are destined to live together, on the same soil in the same land. We, the 
soldiers who have returned  from battle stained with blood, we who have 
seen our relatives and friends killed before our eyes, we who have attended 
their funerals  and cannot look into the eyes of their parents, we who have 
come  from a land where parents bury their children, we who have fought  
against you, the Palestinians — we say to you today in a loud and clear  
voice: Enough of blood and tears. Enough!  We have no desire for revenge. 
We harbor no hatred toward you.  We, like you, are people who want to 
build a home, to plant a tree, to love, live side by side with you — in dignity, 
in empathy, as human beings, as free people. We are today giving peace a 
chance and again saying to you: Let us pray that a day will come when we 
will say, Enough! farewell to arms!”  

טרור   בישראל



16

Reader

On November 4, 1995, at a peace rally in Tel Aviv, Yitzhak Rabin was 
assassinated by a radical Jewish opponent of his plan for peace. A blood-stained 
page of the Song of Peace, Shir LaShalom, was found in his breast pocket:

Cantor and Congregation

Let the sun rise,
and give the morning light.
The purest prayer
will not bring us back.

He whose candle was snuffed out
and was buried in the dust,
bitter tears won’t wake him,
won’t bring him back here.

No one can bring us back
from the deep, dark abyss.
Here, neither the songs of victory
nor the songs of praise will help.

So sing only a song for peace,
don’t whisper a prayer.
It’s better to sing a song of peace.
Shout it out loud!

ֶמׁש   ַלֲעלֹות ֽׁ נּו   ַלֶשּ ְתּ
ֶקר   ְלָהִאיר .  ַלּֽבׁ

ִפּלֹות ְתּ ַבּ ה   ֶשׁ ָכּ ַהַזּ
ְחִזיר.  א   ַתּ נּו   לׁ ֽ אֹותֶָ

ָבה   ֵנרֹו ר   ָכּ ִמי   ֲאֶשׁ
ּוֶבָעָפר   ִנְטַמן , 

א   ְיִעירֹו ,  ִכי   ַמר   לׁ ֶבּֽ
לא   ַיְחִזירֹו   ְלָכאן. 

יב א   ָיִשׁ נּו   לׁ ִאיׁש   אֹוָתֽ
ית   ָאֵפל ,  ְחִתּ ִמּבֹור   ַתּ

חֹון  ּצָ ְמַחת ַהּנִ ילּו לׁא ׂשִ אן לׁא יֹוִעֽ ּכָ
ל. יֵרי ַהּלֵ ְולׁא ִשׁ

לֹום ,  יר   ַלָשּׁ ירּו   ִשׁ ָלֵכן ,  ָרק   ִשׁ
ה !  ִפָלּ ְלֲחׁשּו   ְתּ ַאל   ִתּ

לֹום יר   ַלָשּׁ ירּו   ִשׁ ִשֽׁ מּוָטב   ָתּ
דֹוָלה !  ְצָעָקה   ְגּ ִבּ

Yaakov Rotblit and 
Yair Rozenblum



17

Recent Rise in Anti-Semitism
in the Diaspora 

Reader

Among the eleven slain at the Tree of Life Congregation, the most deadly 
attack on a North American House of Worship, was Joyce Fienberg, who 
grew up here at Holy Blossom Temple.  She was educated and married here.  
And today she is mourned by many cousins here, including Past President 
Judy Winberg, who said, "I guess like most martyrs, Joyce would never have 
considered herself worthy of such a title.  She would have simply said, 'She 
was in the right place at the wrong time.'"

Reader

Joyce made it her mission to help strengthen the Tree of Life Congregation. 
She joined the synagogue board and drove every morning to make the 
minyan.  Oftentimes she picked up Moe Lebow on the way, since he had 
difficulty driving on his own.  That was Joyce, thoughtful and generous.  And 
that’s why the family knew with complete certainty that Joyce was there on 
Shabbat Morning, Oct. 27, 2018, when the heavily armed white supremacist 
stormed the building.

Cantor and Congregation

It is a tree of life for those who hold it fast, 
and all who cling to it find happiness. 
Its ways are ways of pleasantness 
and all its paths are peace. 
Turn us toward You, Adonai, 
and we shall return. Renew our days as of old.

אנטישמיות   בתפוצה

ּה   ֲחִזיִקים   ָבּ ים   ִהיא   ַלַמּ ֵעץ–ַחִיּ
ר:     יָה   ְמֻאָשּׁ  ְוֹתְמֶכֽ

ַעם    יָה   ַדְרֵכי–ֹנֽ ָרֶכֽ ְדּ
לֹום:     יָה   ָשׁ ְוָכל – ְנִתיבֹוֶתֽ

ּוָבה,   נּו,    ְיהָוֹה ,    ֵאֶלֽיָך   ְוָנֽשׁ יֵבֽ ֲהִשׁ
ֶדם:      ֶקֽ ינּו   ְכּ ׁש   ָיֵמֽ  ַחֵדּ

Proverbs 3:18,17

Lamentations 5:21
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Reader

On the Shabbat after the Tree of Life massacre a remarkable thing happened.  
Hundreds of Muslim Torontonians gathered to form Rings of Peace around 
twelve synagogues, just as we had done for local mosques in the immediate 
aftermath of the deadly attack on a mosque in Quebec City.  Hundreds of 
congregants and unaffiliated Jews were joined by people of other faiths and 
people of no faith in this sanctuary.  They came to be counted.  They came to 
stand in solidarity against the world’s most tenacious and pernicious hatred. 

Since that time, we’ve planted a tree in Joyce’s memory at Holy Blossom 
Temple.  It’s a young sapling now, but it will grow to be a strong and shady 
oak.  It is a Tree of Life.

Congregation

God commands: 
"This day I call heaven and the earth
as witnesses against you that I have set
before you life and death, blessing
and curse. Now choose life, so that you
and your children may live."  

Sorrow Shall Take Flight

Reader

Why do we devote this hour to remembering the martyred of our people?  

So their lives are not lost entirely to the pages of history or the pages of the 
daily news.  And moreover, when we recall their names and tell their stories, 
their impact and imprint on this world are reinforced.  They shape us.  They 
teach us where we come from and to Whom we belong.  They remind us 
what we will stand for and what we will not stand for. 

ִים   ַמ֣ ִתי   ָבֶכ֣ם   ַהּיֹו֮ם   ֶאת–ַהָשּׁ ִעֹד֨ ַהֽ
י   ִתּ ֶו֙ת   ָנַת֣ ֨ ים   ְוַהָמּ ַחִיּ֤  ְוֶאת–ָהָאֶרץ֒   ַהֽ

ַחְרָתּ֙   ָלָל֑ה   ּוָבֽ ה   ְוַהְקּ ָרָכ֖ יָך   ַהְבּ  ְלָפֶנ֔
ָך .  ה   ְוַזְרֶעֽ ְחֶי֖ה   ַאָתּ֥ ַען   ִתּֽ ים   ְלַמ֥ ַחִיּ֔  ַבּֽ

נסו   יגון   ואנחה

Deuteronomy 30:19
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Reader

The Prophet Isaiah promised:
And the ransomed of the Eternal One
shall be restored and return to Zion 
singing, with everlasting joy as their crown.
Joy and gladness shall be theirs: suffering
and sorrow shall take flight. 

Congregation

It is too small a task for you to be
My servant merely to preserve the tribes
of Jacob and to restore the survivors of Israel. 
I will make you a Light Unto The Nations, 
so that My saving power may reach 
to the ends of the earth.  

Reader

We remember the martyrs of our People, too, in order to acknowledge our own 
good fortune.  As we cast our eyes over millennia of blood and tears, we see 
how rare and precious is this moment of vibrant Jewish life both here in the 
North American Diaspora and in Israel.  Let us not take it for granted.  Let us 
not squander this moment.  Let us embrace it and protect it.  Let us celebrate it 
and praise God for it.

ה   ְיׁשּו֗בּון   ּוָב֤אּו   ִצּיֹון֙   י   ְיהָו֜ ּוְפדּוֵי֨
ם   ֑ ְמַח֥ת   עֹוָל֖ם   ַעל–רֹאָשׁ ה   ְוִשׂ ִרָנּ֔  ְבּ

י֔גּון   ָנ֖סּו   ָי֥גֹון   ׂ ְמָח֙ה   ַיִשּ ׂ֤שֹון   ְוִשׂ  ָשׂ
ה .   ַוֲֽאָנָחֽ

ֶבד   ְלָהִקי֙ם   ְהיֹוְתָך֥   ִלי֙   ֶע֔ ל   ִמֽ ָנֵק֨
ל   ָרֵא֖ י   ִיְשׂ ב   ּוְנצּוֵר֥ י   ַיֲֽעֹק֔ ְבֵט֣  ֶאת–ִשׁ

ם   יָך֙   ְל֣אֹור   ּגֹוִי֔ יב   ּוְנַתִתּ֨ ֑  ְלָהִשׁ
ֶרץ .  י   ַעד–ְקֵצ֥ה   ָהָאֽ ּוָעִת֖ ְה֥יֹות   ְיֽשׁ  ִלֽ

Isaiah 51:11

Isaiah 49:6
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Cantor and Choir

A Song of Ascent for David:
I rejoice when they said to me,
Let us go up to the House of God. 
Now we stand within your gates,
O Jerusalem! 
Jerusalem, built to be a city where
 people are knit together as one! 
A place to which tribes would make
pilgrimage, the tribes of the Eternal, 
—as was enjoined upon Israel— 
to praise the name of the Eternal God. 
There the thrones of judgment stood, 
thrones of the House of David. 
Pray for the well-being of Jerusalem; 
“May those who love you be at peace. 
May there be well-being within 
your ramparts, peace in your citadels.” 
For the sake of my kin and my friends, 
I pray for your well-being; 
for the sake of the House of Adonai,
our God, I seek your good.

ִו֥ד ֲע֗לֹות   ְלָד֫ ַמּ יר   ַהֽ ֥ ִשׁ
י ים   ִל֑ ְמִר֣ ֹאֽ י   ְבּ ַמְחִתּ ָשׂ֭

ית   ְיהָו֣ה   ֵנֵלְֽך :    ֵבּ֖
ִיְך ָעַר֗ ְשׁ ְמדֹות   ָה֣יּו   ַרְגֵל֑ינּו   ִבּ֝ ֹעֽ֭

ֽם :  לִָ  ְיֽרּוָשׁ
נּוָי֑ה ֥ם   ַהְבּ לִַ ְיֽרּוָשׁ

ו :  ּה   ַיְחָדּֽ ָרה–ָלּ֥ ֻחְבּ יר   ֶשׁ ִע֗  ְכּ֝
ּה   ְבֵטי–ָי֭ ים   ִשׁ ָבִט֡ ם   ָע֪לּו   ְשׁ ֨ ָשּׁ ֶשׁ
ם   ֣ הֹ֗דֹות   ְלֵשׁ ל   ְל֝ ָרֵא֑  ֵע֣דּות   ְלִיְשׂ

 ְיהָוֽה : 
֣בּו   ִכְס֣אֹות  ה   ׀   ָיְֽשׁ ָמּ ֨ י   ָשׁ ִכּ֤

ד :  ִוֽ ְס֗אֹות   ְלֵב֣ית   ָדּ ט   ִכּ֝ ֑ ָפּ  ְלִמְשׁ
֑ם לִָ ֣לֹום   ְיֽרּוָשׁ ֲאלּו   ְשׁ ַשֽׁ֭

ִיְך :  ֲהָבֽ יּו   ֹאֽ ָל֗ ְשׁ  ִי֝
ְך  ֵחיֵל֑ ֥לֹום   ְבּ י–ָשׁ ְיִהֽ

ִיְך :  ַאְרְמנֹוָתֽ ה   ְבּ ְלָו֗  ַשׁ֝
י   ְוֵרָע֑י ַמַען   ַאַח֣ ְל֭

ְך :  ֣לֹום   ָבּֽ א   ָשׁ ָרה–ָנּ֖  ֲאַדְבּ
ינּו ית–ְיהָו֣ה   ֱאֹלֵה֑ ַמַען   ֵבּ ְל֭

ה   ֣טֹוב   ָלְֽך :  ֖ ֲאַבְקָשׁ

Psalm 122
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