-Opening Ceremony of Yom Hazikaron, Lisa
-Yom Hazikaron marks the Memorial Day for all Israeli soldiers who died in Israel’s wars and terrorist attacks. Yom Haatzmaut follows Yom Hazikaron. As in every year of our brief history, the people of Israel commemorate and honor those who sacrificed their lives for the independence and security of the State. Thus, we are gathered here to commemorate this day with our brothers and sisters in Israel.

-Yizkor, Yoel Simcun
May G-d remember his sons and daughters who exposed themselves to mortal danger in those days of struggle prior to the establishment of the state of Israel and the soldiers of ZAHAL (the Israeli Defense Forces) who fell in the wars of Israel.

May the people of Israel keep them in their memory- and be blessed with their seed; let them mourn the splendor of youth, the charm of valor, the holiness of will and the devotion of self sacrifice which came to an end in the heavy battles.

May he seal the memory of the loyal and valiant heroes of freedom and victory forever within the hearts of Israel.

Yizkor in Hebrew, Alon
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- Lighting memorial candle, Lisa, Alon, Anat, Bar
-El Male Rachamim- Rabbi Andrew Hechtman
 "E-l Malei Rachamim"
For Martyrs of the Israel Defense Forces
O G-d, full of mercy, Who dwells on high,
grant proper rest on the wings of the Divine Presence -

in the lofty levels of the holy and the pure ones,
who shine like the glow of the firmament -

for the souls of the martyrs of the Israel Defense Force,

who gave up their lives
for the Sanctification of the Name 
and the Conquest of the Land,

because, without making a vow,
I will contribute to charity in remembrance of their souls.

May their resting place be in the Garden of Eden -

therefore may the Master of Mercy
shelter them in the shelter of His wings for Eternity;
and may He bind their souls in the Bond of Life.

Hashem is their heritage,
and may they repose in peace on their resting place.

Now let us respond: Amen.

- Memorial day-
 This day is called the Memorial Day …
And a siren is heard, and we stand still 
and we talk about “them” who gave everything 
 who sacrificed “themselves” and we say, “thanks to them”
and we talk about “us” who are still here.
Everything in the plural. 
Them - "the price", "the Heroes." 
They are the people that were, and still are 
but yet gone. 
And they are many - Too many. 
and You – You are One. 
and when the siren is heard 
In this painful silence 
This piercing serenity
you are with me and I'm with you 
Only you 
And I’m shedding tears
And I think - 
After all, In this siren, No one would hear if I’ll scream

If I’ll cry out, with all my power

God of War 
Enough
For How long? 
Why? 
No more!
-Dangerous country by Yehuda Amichai, Scott weiner
Dangerous country. Full of suspect objects

And booby-trapped people. Everything can be

The beginning of a new religion: every birth, death,

Conflagration of thorns in a field, smoke.

Even lovers must be careful in their deeds and words,

Arms stretched for an embrace, whisper at midnight,

Secret crying, a distant gaze, descending a staircase

In a white dress. All those are the beginning of a new religion.

Even the migrating birds know it,

They came in spring or in autumn and do not stay,

Like the gods of this country that never stay.

And he who says here it was is a prophet of consolation,

And he who says here it will be a prophet of rage.

And from north to south, summer joy has no end,

And the warnings against deep and stormy waters

And the warnings against a drought above ground

And memorial tombstone everywhere, are weights

To keep the history of the country from flying off

Like papers in the wind.
-The never ending story, Yoni Moss
-Only five minutes ,Tova Benson Tilson
G-d, if you allowed me

To choose only one wish

From a sea of wishes, 

I would have one meager request:

“Give me back five minutes with him.”

In the first minute I would tell him that

I know he had to leave.

And in the second minute I would tell him that

I will never accept his going. 

And in the third minute, I am angry about him being chosen.

And in the fourth minute I would tell him that I love him so much.

And in the fifth minute, G-d, I would beg of you;

Don’t take him away from me.

-Kibbutz beit hashita/ unetaneh Tokef, Lisa Ahuvia, Alon

What happens to a small close-knit community when 11 of its members are buried in one day? What forms of mourning and meaning are available to this community, when religion is foresworn? And when the 11 young men all died fighting for Israel in the Yom Kippur war, how should their secular kibbutz now relate to Yom Kippur? 

kibbutz Beit Hashita, my home, is known for having lost more people, proportionately, in our country's wars than any other settlement, town or city in Israel. In 1973's Yom Kippur War alone, Kibbutz Beit Hashita lost 11 of its sons.
People who lost family members then were not informed immediately. The war unfolded too quickly and every minute was crucial, so soldiers could not be spared to tell families that their loved ones were killed. Soldiers were buried temporarily in the field and only later sent to their families for burial. The kibbutz had to grapple with the communal trauma of receiving 11 bodies at the same time while still recognizing individual suffering and grief. They chose to hold one funeral for all the soldiers, during which each individual soldier received personal attention and individual eulogies.

The kibbutz was forced to search for a ritual and forms of remembrance that were authentic to a secular community. In 1990, Israeli composer Yair Rosenblum who lived on Kibbutz Beth Hashita composed a new melody to the liturgical poem Unetaneh Tokef, which was a traditional part of the High Holiday service. This powerful and far-reaching melody became one of the central focuses of the holiday. Unetane Tokef explores the role of ritual, tradition, and creativity in coming to terms with loss and the vagaries of the human condition:

You open the book of remembrance 
Which proclaims itself,
And the seal of each person is there.
The great shofar is sounded,
A still small voice is heard.
And that's only the warm up. By the time we get to the end, we're knee deep in

Who shall live and who shall die

Who shall reach the end of his days and who shall not,
Who shall perish by water and who by fire,
Who by sword and who by wild beast.

-I want my dad alive, Zachary Arons
written by a six year old from Kibbutz Givat Brenner after the death of his father in the Yom Kippur War

Maybe he just fainted, as his tank was an armored vehicle 

Who killed him?  I don’t want a dead father

I have a dad, he died, but he is still here.  Maybe he will be revived or maybe we should awaken him by with a bucket of cold water in his face?

Daddy lives in his grave.  This is the home of the dead.  Mommy, let’s go to the cemetery…. Mommy are you sad?

If I touch my dad will he not feel it?

What does he see now – darkness all around him

What if I move him and tickle him?  What if a few people help move him?  What if the strongest man in the world moves him?

Mommy I dreamed of how Daddy died.  He simply made a mistake.  He thought the war had ended and he took off his armor and then they hurt him.

What – will I also have to go to war when I grow up Mommy

You know, I loved my Daddy like the Sea

And now – my heart hurt so much that it reaches down to my stomach and I cannot eat.

I do not cry much but in the corner of my eye I have one small tear all the time…. and it simply will not drop down

-Eulogy to Uri by David Grossman, Jay Sokolow
As the Lebanon war raged, David Grossman, the celebrated Israeli writer, publicly urged his government to accept a ceasefire. Just days later, his soldier son was killed by one of Hizbollah's final anti-tank missiles. This is the eulogy he read at the funeral

At 20 to three in the morning, between Saturday and Sunday, the doorbell rang. Over the intercom, they said they were from the army. For three days, every thought begins with: 'He/we won't.' 

He won't come. We won't talk. We won't laugh. He won't be that kid with the ironic look in his eyes and the amazing sense of humor. He won't be that young person with understanding deeper than his years. There won't be that warm smile and healthy appetite. There won't be that rare combination of determination and gentleness. There won't be his common sense and wisdom. We won't sit down together to watch The Simpsons and Seinfeld, and we won't listen to Johnny Cash, and we won't feel the strong embrace. We won't see you going to talk to your brother, Yonatan, with excited hand movements and we won't see you hugging your sister, Ruthie, the love of your life. 

Uri, my love. All your short life, we have all learned from you, from the strength and determination to go your own way. To go your own way even if there is no way you could succeed. We followed with amazement your struggle to get into the tank commanders' course. You were not satisfied to give less than you thought you could. And when you succeeded, I thought here's a man who knows his own abilities in such a simple and wise way. Here's a man who has no pretensions or arrogance, who isn't influenced by what others say about him, whose source of strength is internal. 

You were a son and a friend to me and to Mummy. Our soul is tied to yours. You felt good in yourself and you were a good person to live with. I cannot even say out loud how much you were 'Someone to Run With'. 

'In the night between Saturday and Sunday, at 20 to three in the morning, our doorbell rang. The person said through the intercom that he was from the army, and I went down to open the door, and I thought to myself - that's it, life's over. But five hours later, when Michal and I went into Ruthie's room to wake her and tell her the terrible news, Ruthie, after first crying, said: 'But we will live, right? We will live and trek like before and I want to continue singing in a choir, and we will continue to laugh like always and I want to learn to play guitar.' And we hugged her and told her that we will live.' 

We will derive our strength from Uri; he had enough for many years to come. Vitality, warmth and love radiated from him strongly, and that will shine on us even if the star that made it has been extinguished. Our love, we had a great honor to live with you. Thank you for every moment that you were ours.

- Ma Avarech- Revital Bellin and Richard Gans
-Ehud, Anat Weiner

-Children of winter 73- Lisa, Anat, Alon and Bar
-Tchila Bochim by Avraham Chalfi/ Tali Ashkenazi
First You Cry

Then the cry petrifies.
Then you remember but one thing:

That your son has fallen.

And you say nothing,

And you speak not of rain or of how you are doing

Or of anything else; or of anything more.

The ear, in any case, will not hear.

And you fall silent.

And you get up from your chair. And you sit back down. And you get up. And again.

And you know but one thing: 

Your son will not return. 
-Shachar, Saskia Swanson Moss
At first the shattering; time melts; all is seen slow motion.

And the desire:

One more moment; just one more moment: remain.

One more second, and another, and another, and another—for ever. 

But time has its own way of managing the dissipation of life.

Then the longing;

I see you in everything, in every place.

Here, your steps on this sidewalk…

Or for a moment, I think I’ve seen you from the back , in uniform; no…no… it cannot be.

Time has its own way of deluding the dissipation of life.

And now

And now, you are simply present.

And dissipation has no power over you.

And time is silent.

Every person has a certain heritage that remains after he or she has gone—whether a written heritage or one planted in the heart.

The heritage Shachar left me is the power of present, self-evident simplicity: that which lacks dissipation. 

-Every person has a name/ kibutz beit hashita- Lisa
I grew up in kibbutz beit hashitta, surrounded by green fields and an open view of the Gilboa hills.

Where ever you go, in each corner there is a garden, a grove or a playground. As a child, my most vivid and cherished moments are playing, sliding, and picnicking in those gardens. Part of my childhood was asking “do you want to go to Gan Alon? Or should we meet at  Gan Tzupa?” and this was so natural to say because every name represents a person, his/her life Interrupted in its prime. When you grow up , you start to think that all your childhood was surrounded by death.

Remembering the dead is a cornerstone of the collective identity of our community. Fields, pools, orchards, are named after the fallen of Beth Hashita. At times, I wonder is it a healthy form of remembrance, giving meaning to a place, or is it unhealthy, coloring all living things with death?

May our dead be bound in the bonds of life!

-Song every person has a name- Anat emissary
Steve Averbach, 44, of Tel Aviv died on June 3, 2010, succumbing to injuries suffered in the May 18, 2003 suicide bus bombing in Jerusalem, bringing the death toll to eight.
Averbach, originally from New Jersey, made aliyah at the age of 16. He served three years in the army and then joined the anti-terrorism unit of the Israeli police where he served for 22 years. Steve was on his way to work. As he got on the bus that morning he saw a suspicious looking Orthodox Jew who was clean shaven and had a bulge in his jacket. Because of his anti-terrorism training he knew this man was a suicide bomber. He drew his sidearm, and as the terrorist saw this he detonated the bomb killing seven people, injuring 20. After investigations by the police it was concluded that the bomber had originally planned to blow up the bus in the center of Jerusalem - Averbach had thwarted the intended attack. 

The bombing left Averbach paralyzed from the neck down and in need of constant care. He was in and out of the hospital over the years since the attack and his condition had worsened in recent months.

He expressed regret that he did not stop the bomber and wondered how to rebuild his life. "I was always pretty strong, mentally and physically, and now… I control nothing, zero. I can’t turn over, lift a hand… So they tell me that I'm my kids' father, and no one can take that away from me. But look at me, what kind of a dad can I be?… I want to walk and play with my kids, what can I do now? What does anyone need me for?"

Steve Averbach died on June 3, 2010. He is survived by his wife Julie, four sons and his parents. 

-Pillar of fire, Nimrod Lavi

Grief and joy locked in embrace

as if impossible otherwise

for their deaths and our lives here, inseparable,

and not for the Merciful God

and not for Our Celebrated Miracle
rather because, without them as our pillar of fire,

a Jew would not have his face.

nor his grapevine nor his fig.

and even let fill the whole world with the glory of God and His covenant

if not for them in their blood.

Those many few.

No more.
-We have no unknown soldiers- Hila Elinav
Each one of us knows that someone is protecting us and can tell you his name, for we have no unknown soldiers. Clear skies above us—we know exactly whom to thank for it. It won’t help the young fellow to turn his back to the camera. We know him. His speech betrays him, his modesty and simplicity betray him, as do the girls who call out, “Oh, it’s ….!” We have no unknown soldiers.

When our children go to school, they know exactly where the science teacher is serving and in what tank their gym teacher is sitting.

And in the neighborhood, everyone knows who has gone, when and to which unit. And the entire country is covered by a greeting network from one mother to another, from one settlement to the next—the largest unbroken underground communication system of love and concern in the world.

Our soldier is not unknown, because our civilian is not unknown.

-Prayer for the state of Israel- Marcy
Our Father in Heaven, Rock and Redeemer of the people Israel; Bless the State of Israel, with its promise of redemption. Shield it with Your love; spread over it the shelter of Your peace. Guide its leaders and advisors with Your light and Your truth. Help them with Your good counsel. Strengthen the hands of those who defend our Holy Land. Deliver them; crown their efforts with triumph. Bless the land with peace, and its inhabitants with lasting joy. And let us say: Amen
-Prayer for the Israeli soldiers, Moshe Dassau
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=24bOclbE_eg&feature=related
He Who blessed our forefathers Abraham, Isaac and Jacob -- may He bless the fighters of the Israel Defense Forces, who stand guard over our land and the cities of our God, from the border of the Lebanon to the desert of Egypt, and from the Great Sea unto the approach of the Aravah, on the land, in the air, and on the sea. 

May the Almighty cause the enemies who rise up against us to be struck down before them. May the Holy One, Blessed is He, preserve and rescue our fighters from every trouble and distress and from every plague and illness, and may He send blessing and success in their every endeavor. 

May He lead our enemies under our soldiers’ sway and may He grant them salvation and crown them with victory. And may there be fulfilled for them the verse: For it is the Lord your God, Who goes with you to battle your enemies for you to save you. 

Now let us respond: Amen
-Htikvah
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E-l malei rachamim,�shochayn bam'romim,�ham-tzay m'nucha n'chona�al kanfay Hash'china,


b'ma-alot k'doshim ut-horim�k'zo-har haraki-a mazhirim,


et nishmot cha-yalay�Tz'va Haganah L'Yisrael,


asher masru nafsham�al k'dushat Ha-Shaym, �v'al kibush ha-Aretz,��ba-avur sheb'li neder etayn tz'dakah�b'ad hazkarat nishmotayhem.


B'Gan Ayden t'hay m'nuchatam;


la-chayn Ba-al Harachamim�yas-tiraym b'sayter k'nafav l'olamim,�v'yitz-ror bitz-ror hacha-yim et nishmotay-hem,


Ado-nay Hu na-chalatam,�v'yanuchu b'shalom al mishk'votay-hem.


V'nomar: Amayn.











