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Hashiveinu adonai eilecha v’nashuvah, chadesh yameinu k’kedem.

Bring us back to You, Eternal God, and we shall return; renew our days as of old.

I don't want to reckon with my choices:

feels like that's all we've done for 18 months

(should I mask, is this safe, what if

we meet outside and never breathe together?)

I don't want to query who will live

and who will die, who by wildfire and who

by flooded subway, who intubated and alone

and who will have enough while others lack.

I just want all of us to thrive: our hearts

at ease, our hopes in reach at last.

Come close to me, God. Comfort me with apples.

Remind me the world is born again each year —

even if I'm not ready, even if this year

I'm not sure I know the words to pray.1

1. Sonnet for our Second COVID Rosh Hashanah by Rabbi Rachel Barenblat
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What a year!
A new year arrives

from a fall, and rise, and fall, and rise, of hope.
We have lost…and we have gained.

Not all beginnings are new,
not all years turn the page

quite to the words we expect.
Learning takes time,

living moments are precious.

Have we learned, this year,
has it been a gift, as well as a struggle?

Do we know ourselves better,
see more clearly what truly matters,

how life might best be lived
for us deeply to savor
and gain God’s favor?

Did we learn to appreciate each other,
How to forgive, as well as rebuke?

Redemption and forgiveness can be granted.
Existence, including the thin strip of air
that we breathe as long as we are able,

is an infinite wonder,
our awareness a blessing.

So, we walk forward with purpose,
side by side if not arm in arm

knowing not what will change,
what will be new, what will be restored,

what the Eternal may write,
or what might surprise Her;
Knowing only that our eyes 
and hearts should be open,

as we seek Adonai
and that we walk toward justice, safety, 

freedom, and peace
for all our sakes.

What a year this will be.2

2. Year of Learning, Year of Hope by Phil Goldstone
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Today is the birthday of the world.
Today marks a new year of courts and kings,

a new year of fallowness and fertility.

Today I stand before You with breath in my nostrils,
waiting for You to take Your throne,

awaiting Your judgment.

Who is not called to account on this day?
Who am I to merit Your remembrance of me?

Am I Your child or Your servant?

We pray You have mercy on us as a parent to a child.
But on this day, we remember the binding of Isaac.

The rabbis said Abraham suppressed his compassion in order to do Your will with a full heart,
that You cut a covenant with him for that act,

that You still remember me because my forebear was willing to give You his son.
How can a knife against a throat be the mercy of a parent?

I want to be remembered for giving into my compassion, not controlling it.
I want to be remembered for holding loved ones close, not losing them to my violent obedience.

We pray that You are gracious to us, Your servants.
You told your servant Jacob not to be afraid,

but are these not the Days of Awe?
You are menacing and holy.

We tremble at the blare of the Shofar,
unsure of the compensation we deserve.

You reign through each of Your children and servants.
If not for us, you would rule only over dust and ashes.

Without us, there would be no covenant.
Dust and ashes may never turn stiff-necked and defiant, but neither can they keep a promise.

This is the covenant I offer You on this birthday of the world.
I promise to remember You.

I promise to remember what You meant to the ancestors of my people.

I promise to cultivate the divinity within me.
I believe Your reign is realized when all of humankind 

can share merciful godliness with one another,
When we remember You just as You remember us.3

3. Reflection on the liturgy of Malchuyot (Sovereignty) and Zichronot (Remembrance) for Rosh HaShanah
by Cantor Lianna Mendelson
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Hayom harat olam, hayom ya’amid bamishpat kol y’tzurei olamim - im k’vanim, im ka’avadim.

Im k’vanim: rachameinu k’racheim av al banim. V’im ka’avadim: eineinu l’cha t’luyot, ad

shet’choneinu v’totzi ka-or mishpateinu, ayom kadosh.

Today the world is born anew. This day, the whole of creation stands before You to be judged.

As we are Your children, love us in the way of mothers and fathers. As we are Yours in service,

guide us by the light of Your justice, grace, and holiness.

God, I know I haven’t the Power to change the Past, 

to change Other People, or to change the Truth!

 

But today is all Mine—

     It is Here—It is Now—

     Just waiting for all I can give it!

I wake up with a heart that can’t wait—

    To GET UP—to GET OUT—to Choose Life!4

4. by Tzippi Mazulis
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“Oh God, my heart is not proud.”

The darkness came; we were afraid…
Guidance was proffered; some complied…

Morning came; we hoped...
Darkness returned; we wept.

Again we wait; we don our masks…
We hide our fear, but cry within…

Our brains delve deep for certainty…
Our bodies yearn for touch.

“I do not aspire to great things.”

We do not ask for what is beyond us,
but only for the will to accept

not knowing what or when or how
our hearts may find peace in such uncertainty.

Like a child whose hand is clasped by her mother,
we yearn for God to hold our own

tightly enough to wait for Her promised   
words of assurance: “This too shall pass.” 

“I raise my eyes to the hills…”

We search them for beauty, counsel, and healing.
There we find wonder and awe and thanksgiving.
We may also find light and the assurance we seek

if we let ourselves listen, hear, look, then see.  

Again it’s Rosh Hashanah; and still we dare not touch.
But offer comfort with words to those we cannot hug.
Send love with our smiles; raise hope with our songs,

And pray that this New Year brings solace to all.5 

Esa einai el heharim. Esa einai el heharim.
Mei-ayin yavo, yavo ezri? Mei-ayin yavo, yavo
ezri?
Mei-ayin yavo, yavo ezri? Mei-ayin yavo, yavo
ezri?

Where will my help come from? Where will my help come from?
My help will come from God, maker of heaven and earth.
My help will come from God, maker of heaven and earth.6

5. From David’s Songs of Ascents by Bo Keppel
6. Psalm 121:1-2 by David Appelman, Julia Bordenaro, Wendy Goldberg, Dan Nichols
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God asked me, Why are you here?
In my troubles I called out to you. I cried when I read the news. I was scared at the
grocery store. I let my anxiety take over more and more each day. I wondered, would I
ever again see my community? The deep engulfed me. 

God asked again, Why are you here?
From the belly of Sheol I cried out. But the answer I needed wasnˆt in the fires or the
earthquakes. The answer came as a soft murmur, and the warm glow of a screen in the
darkness. I saw familiar faces, radiant in song and laughter. The answer was: go and be
together, even as you are apart. I went back to where I came from and found Your gift. 

And finally, God asked, Why are you here?
I am here to pray. To judge myself, even as You judge. I am here as an offering, burnt
out, blemished and flawed. I am here to ask You to accept me as I am, because I have
nothing left to give. I am here to ask you to bring us nearer to You in this new year. Here
I am, because I cannot do this alone.7 

Min hameitzar karati Yah
annani vamerchav Yah. 

Od’cha ki anitani 
vat’hi li lishu’ah.
Od’cha ki anitani
vat’hi li vat’hi li lishu’ah. 

Anneini, Anneini, Anneini 
Answer Me

I called out to You 
from a narrow place

Your answer came to me 
from a wide open space
My heart cried out for 
You wherever You are 

Your hand reached 
out to me - min hameitzar8

7. by Ziva Gunther
8. Anneini - Answer Me by Noah Aronson
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For the sin which we have committed before You by being comfortable in our privilege.
For the sin which we have committed before You by being disdainful of your works.
For the sin which we have committed before You by taking for ourselves what belongs to future
generations.
For the sin which we have committed before You by thinking these are someone else's problems
to solve.
For all these, God of pardon, pardon us, forgive us, give us humility to learn, honesty to atone;
and, God of hope, give us courage to act.9

V'al kulam eloah s'lichot s'lach lanu, m'chal lanu, kaper lanu.
 For all these, we ask one thing of you - forgive us, return us, grant us life anew.

Adonai, help me see past this valley of deepest darkness
to a land that flows with milk and honey for all.

Adonai, help me believe in this land of milk and honey for all,
in a land with green pastures and places of repose.

Adonai, help us find a path through this darkness
even though we broke faith with your world.

Adonai, help us guide others to this path
so that we may journey to the promised land together.10

We return, We return, We return return again
We return, We return, We return return, Again and again, To love (truth) (You)

 
Hashiveinu Adonai
Eilecha v'nashuva
Chadesh yameinu

K'kedem

Yai lai lai lai….11

9. by Scott Nadler
10.by Scott Nadler
11.We Return by Noah Aronson and Elana Arian
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Walk the stones.

On my everyday path, one day the shape of a shell takes form

through sun and shadow. Here forever; only today

I see the sea creatures concealed within, ancient animals

closest to creation, before there were feet to walk upon them.

The stones become a ladder connecting to that time, this place;

I stand in sun and shadow in humility and awe.

                  

Turn every stone. Seek its story.

Consider the artist who sees through rock, chiseling chunks in the way away.

How must the sculpture feel? Does she grieve each chip as a loss,

or revel as her essence reveals?

With primitive tools I pursue the treasure within. The strongest stones

are the most impenetrable.

 

Gather stones.

Make of these a pillow to wrestle the blessing

within the struggle within the dream.

Build a pillar to remember this place.

Gather stones on graves, remembering blessings.

 

Stones scatter

not through wind, but will. If only I will

set down on Sabbath the burdens I carry and

prepare to work purposefully in the world, if only

to scatter kindnesses.

Set stones in purposeful pattern, stones like pieces of puzzle:

my path of perplexity and paradox.

 

Walk the stones.12

12.The Season for Stones by Marlene Schwalje
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Oh the water in the stream 
Flowing through the centuries 

Through the canyons, through the trees. 
This be dear to me 

And the breezes as they blow 
From cross the seas through your window, 

Where they come from where they go. 
This be dear to me 

Oh this be dear to me. 
Oh I believe this is what’s worth fighting for. 

Oh help us see that there is so much more,
Adonai. 

Oh the desert vast and wide, 
Silent under endless skies, 

And then you put your hand in mine, 
This be dear to me. 

Or when you wake still warm from sleep, 
Half a dream your soft lips speak, 

Safe and near me you I’ll keep. 
This be dear to me. 

Oh this be dear to me. 

Oh I believe this is what’s worth fighting for. 
Oh help us see that there is so much more,

Adonai. 
Adonai. 

Oh the autumn rust and gold, 
Winter mornings crisp and cold, 
Then in spring the world unfolds. 

This be dear to me. 
Oh this be dear to me. 

Oh the whole world’s whispering. 
The morning rains, the prayer bells ring. 

The eagles cry, the great whales sing. 
This be dear to me. 

Oh this be dear to me. 

Oh I believe this is what’s worth fighting for. 
Oh help us see that there is so much more,

Adonai. 
Adonai. 

If I leave this world too soon, 
Far beyond the silver moon, 

Live your life with love and truth. 
This be dear to me. 

Look there’s love in all that’s true. 
This be dear to me. 

Feel the love surrounding you. 
This be dear to me. 

Oh this be dear to me. 
Yes, you are dear to me.13

13.This Be Dear To Me by David Berkeley
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We live in the sunshine of God’s Spirit!
I pray that my mind and my soul be energized by it!14

 
Wisdom whispers. Her words fill spaces
freed of many things that don’t matter anymore.
I seek she who searches, she says.

  Awake, I turn away. Full of loss
     of hope this year full of grief of
            betrayal of all I hold holy: on empty,

            thanks anyway.
 

Wisdom waits.
            I turn on the TV the computer my phone

electronic noise filling empty places.
            Still here? I say, well what would you say
            if I told you that I feel like my skin is shedding
            life as we know it shredding and I am raw.
            Is this how the serpent feels?
 

Wisdom plants herself right in my path.
            Wherever I turn there she is, her leaves turning

with the season. Listen:
this time of transformation? The season is past;
purpose and promise all futility and flash;

            all dreams ephemeral, the loss of illusion:
            what does hope look like if not built on delusion?
 

Wisdom winks: she loves a good riddle; her mouth turns up a grin.
 

Wisdom walks,
my companion through this enigma of existence
we walk the path of perplexity and paradox. I stray away
to sluff off another layer of non-essentials. Full of no-thing
I turn toward Wisdom; free of filters, her words infuse.

Just don’t expect any answers, Wisdom says.
I return her smile, en-thused, and laugh a real laugh.
I remember my essence and return to our path.15

14.by Tzippi Mazulis
15.Wisdom and I Hit the Road by Marlene Schwalje
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God from whom all things flow,
I ask your guidance to love You all the days of my life.

God who speaks to me through a still small voice, 
help me to listen, hear, and act.

God who loves peace and justice, 
help me contribute to the repair of the world.16 

In Elul, we gently begin our preparation for atonement and, God willing, renewal. On Rosh
Hashanah, the work of reflection starts in earnest. But then – Yom Kippur. Why only Yom
Kippur, one Day of Atonement? Why not a week of atoning - Sh’vuat Kippur? Or a year - Sh’nat
Kippur? Or a lifetime - Chayyei Kippur? Atone for one day, and be written into the Book of Life
for an entire year? Is this really what I pray for?

Alas, I transgress all year long. I am arrogant. I am self-centered and self-serving. I am
unreserved in my anger. I lack empathy. I hurt others. My patience is short. My grudges are long.
I hold hate in my heart. I withhold love. 

On Yom Kippur, I pray not that I be forgiven for my sins and shortcomings. That is easy. Others
will forgive me, just as I will forgive them. Hopefully, if I am true in my soul, God will forgive
me as well. But what I truly pray for is a time when my actions are better than those of the past
year. Caring, honesty, non-judgement, love, forgiveness, inclusion, patience, the spreading of
peace. 

Kol Nidre has taught me that next year I will have failed once again to be the person I long to be.
But if my prayers will be answered, I will be just a small bit more comfortable with how I have
treated others next year, when Yom Kippur returns to challenge me anew.17 

Hashiveinu adonai eilecha v’nashuvah, chadesh yameinu k’kedem.

Bring us back to You, Eternal God, and we shall return; renew our days as of old.

16.by Saroj Baxter
17.A Meditation by Fred Milder
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Your Book of Life doesn’t begin today, on Rosh HaShanah. It began when you were born.
Some of the chapters were written by other people: your parents, siblings, and teachers. Parts of
your book were crafted out of experiences you had because of other people’s decision: where
you lived, what schools you went to, what your homes were like. But the message of Rosh
haShanah, the anniversary of the creation of the world, is that everything can be made new
again, that much of your book is written every day - by the choices you make. The book is not
written and sealed; you get to edit it, decide which parts you want to emphasize and remember,
and maybe even which parts you want to leave behind. Shanah tovah means both a good year,
and a good change. Today you can change the rest of your life. It is never too late.18

L’shanah tovah tikateivu!

May you be inscribed for a good year!

18.Making New Again by Rabbi Laura Geller
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