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1. Unetaneh Tokef (Rosh Hashanah Musaf Service) 

�. ְוִיּכֹון ְּבֶחֶסד ִּכְסֶא�.  ְוֵתֵׁשב    ּוְנַתֶּנה ֹּתֶקף ְקֻדַּׁשת ַהּיֹום. ִּכי הּוא נֹוָרא ְוָאֹים. ּובֹו ִּתַּנֵּׂשא ַמְלכּוֶתֽ
ר  ָעָליו ֶּבֱאֶמת. ֱאֶמת ִּכי ַאָּתה הּוא ַדָּין ּומֹוִכיַח ְויֹוֵדַע ָוֵעד. ְוכֹוֵתב ְוחֹוֵתם ְוסֹוֵפר ּומֹוֶנה. ְוִתְזּכֹ 

ָּכל ַהִּנְׁשָּכחֹות. ְוִתְפַּתח ֶאת ֵסֶפר ַהִּזְכרֹונֹות. ּוֵמֵאָליו ִיָּקֵרא. ְוחֹוַתם ַיד ָּכל ָאָדם ּבֹו. ּוְבׁשֹוָפר  
ָּגדֹול ִיָּתַקע. ְוקֹול ְּדָמָמה ַדָּקה ִיָּׁשַמע. ּוַמְלָאִכים ֵיָחֵפזּון. ְוִחיל ּוְרָעָדה יֹאֵחזּון. ְויֹאְמרּו ִהֵּנה  

ין. ִלְפקֹוד ַעל ְצָבא ָמרֹום ַּבִּדין. ִּכי לֹא ִיְזּכּו ְבֵעיֶנֽי� ַּבִּדין. ְוָכל ָּבֵאי עֹוָלם ַיַעְברּון ְלָפֶני�  יֹום ַהִּד 
ִּכְבֵני ָמרֹון. ְּכַבָּקַרת רֹוֶעה ֶעְדרֹו. ַמֲעִביר צֹאנֹו ַּתַחת ִׁשְבטֹו. ֵּכן ַּתֲעִביר ְוִתְסֹּפר ְוִתְמֶנה. ְוִתְפֹקד  

 ל ַחי. ְוַתְחֹּת� ִקְצָּבה ְלָכל ְּבִרָּיה. ְוִתְכֹּתב ֶאת ְּגַזר ִּדיָנם:  ֶנֶֽפׁש ּכָ 

י  ְּברֹאׁש ַהָּׁשָנה ִיָּכֵתבּון ּוְביֹום צֹום ִּכּפּור ֵיָחֵתמּון. ַּכָּמה ַיֲעֹברּון. ְוַכָּמה ִיָּבֵראּון. ִמי ִיְחֶיה. ּוִמ 
ׁש ּוִמי ַבַּמִים. ִמי ַבֶחֶרב. ּוִמי ַבַחָּיה. ִמי ָבָרָעב. ּוִמי  ָימּות. ִמי ְבִקּצֹו. ּוִמי לֹא ְבִקּצֹו. ִמי ָבאֵ 

י  ַבָּצָמא. ִמי ָבַרַעׁש. ּוִמי ַבַּמֵּגָפה. ִמי ַבֲחִניָקה ּוִמי ַבְּסִקיָלה. ִמי ָינּוַח. ּוִמי ָיֽנּוַע. ִמי ַיְׁשִקיט. ּוִמ 
 ְׁשַּפל. ִמי ַיֲעִׁשיר. ּוִמי ַיֲעִני:  ְיֹטַרף. ִמי ִיָּׁשֵלו. ּוִמי ִיְתַיֵּסר. ִמי ָירּום. ּוִמי יֻ 

 ּוְתׁשּוָבה ּוְתִפָּלה ּוְצָדָקה ַמֲעִביִרין ֶאת ֹרַע ַהְּגֵזָרה:  

�. ָקֶׁשה ִלְכעֹוס ְוֽנֹוַח ִלְרצֹות. ִּכי לֹא ַתְחֹּפץ ְּבמֹות ַהֵּמת. ִּכי ִאם ְּבׁשּובֹו   [ִּכי ְכִׁשְמ� ֵּכן ְּתִהָּלֶתֽ
 ְוָחָיה. ְוַעד יֹום מֹותֹו ְּתַחֶּכה ּלֹו. ִאם ָיׁשּוב ִמַּיד ְּתַקְּבלֹו:] ִמַּדְרּכֹו  

ַע ִיְצָרם. ִּכי ֵהם ָּבָׂשר ָוָדם: ָאָדם ְיסֹודֹו ֵמָעָפר ְוסֹופֹו ֶלָעָפר.  ֱאֶמת ִּכי ַאָּתה הּוא יֹוְצָרם. ְויֹוֵדֽ
ָחִציר ָיֵבׁש. ּוְכִציץ נֹוֵבל. ְּכֵצל עֹוֵבר. ּוְכָעָנן ָּכֶלה.  ְּבַנְפׁשֹו ָיִביא ַלְחמֹו. ָמׁשּול ַּכֶחֶרס ַהִּנְׁשָּבר. ּכְ 
ַח. ְוַכֲחלֹום ָיעּוף:  ֶבת. ּוְכָאָבק ּפֹוֵרֽ  ּוְכֽרּוַח נֹוָׁשֽ

ֶל� ֵאל ַחי ְוַקָּים:  ְוַאָּתה הּוא ֶמֽ

Let us acknowledge the power of this day’s holiness, for it is full of awe and dread.  And 
on it Your kingdom will be exalted, Your throne will be established in love, and You will 
reign from it in truth.  Truly, You are judge and prosecutor, and litigant, and witness, and 
author, and sealer, and recorder and recounter.  You will remember everything that has 
been forgotten.  You will open the book of memories and it will be read from: everyone’s 
signature is in it.  And a great shofar will be sounded and a thin whisper of a sound will be 
heard.  And angels will recoil and be gripped by shaking and trembling, and they will say, 
“this is the day judgment”, for reviewing the hosts on high in judgment.  For they will not 
be innocent when You judge them.  And all who enter the world will pass before You like 
sheep.  As a shepherd searches for his flock and has his sheep pass under his staff, so too 
will You record and recount and review all living beings as You have them pass by.  And 
you will decide the end of all creatures and write down their sentence. 
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On Rosh Hashanah they will be written down, and on Yom Kippur they will be sealed:  
How many will pass on and how many will be created? Who will live and who will die? 
Who at their end and who not at their end?  Who by fire and who by water?  Who by 
warfare and who by wildlife?  Who by hunger and who by thirst? Who by earthquake and 
who by plague?  Who by strangling and who by stoning?  Who will rest and who will 
wander, who will be tranquil and who will be troubled, who will be calm and who will be 
tormented, who will be exalted and who humble, who will be rich and who will be poor? 

And repentance, prayer, and charity help the hardship of the decree pass. 

For Your glory is like Your name, slow to anger, quick to forgive.  For You do not want the 
dead to die, but for them to turn from their path and live.  You wait until the day they die, 
accepting them immediately if they return.   

Truly You are their creator and you know their nature, for they are flesh and blood.  
Human beings come from dust, and return to dust, expending their lives in their labor for 
their food.  They are like broken earthenware, like withered grass, and like a faded 
blossom, like a passing shadow and like a vanishing cloud, like blowing wind and like 
sprouting dust, and like a dream that will fly away.  

But You are the sovereign who lives eternal. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



   
 

3 
 

2. Harold Schulweis, For Those Who Can’t Believe, 1994, pp. 102–3 

Dear Rabbi, 

Until this morning I have spent the High Holidays, if not in the spirit of fear and trembling 
before a God of justice, then at least in the sure knowledge that it is appropriate to review 
my actions for the past year, to give real thought to my failures and to resolve to be a 
better person and a better citizen.  Until this morning I knew the central liturgy of the 
holiday well, but before this year I had approached it in an abstract intellectual manner.  
This year, I could not do so.  Several months ago I had surgery for cancer, and I felt very 
keenly as I approached these days that in a real sense my fate for the coming year has 
been written, if not in a book of judgment, then in my own body.  I look forward to health 
but I may not be granted it.  As I read, the questions of the service were familiar: “How 
many shall pass away and how many shall be born; who shall live and who shall die?”  But 
the response — “Repentance, prayer, and righteousness avert the severe decree” — for 
the first time carried a terrifying implication.  It seemed to me as I read this that my own 
liturgy was binding my fate to my behavior; that my illness, seen in this light, has been the 
result of some terrible unknown transgression, and that the ultimate punishment for 
failure to discover and correct it could be my death. 

I do not believe this — not with my head or with my heart.  Nevertheless, as a committed 
Jew who takes language very seriously and believes in community prayer, I would be 
forced to repeat the central cornerstone over and over should I attend services for Yom 
Kippur.  It seems today that my choice is a terrible one: to flagellate myself emotionally 
by joining my congregation or to spare my feelings by isolating myself from my family, my 
friends, my community.  It is a choice I never believed I would have to make. 

I know there must be others in our congregation who sit suffering silently, as I did today, 
who wish to join Jews around the world at this time but find the price too high to pay.  I 
do not write expecting an easy answer; Holocaust literature has taught me that there may 
be no answer at all.  I write instead because I must, because to muffle my sadness and my 
anger will destroy something in the commitment that I have worked so hard to build.  I 
write with pain hoping that from the expression of my dilemma will grow some insight, 
some way to cope. 
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3. Matti Friedman, “A Yom Kippur Melody Spun from Grief, Atonement, and 
Memory,” Times of Israel, September 25, 2012 

One day after the [1973] war’s end, 11 small army trucks pulled through the kibbutz gates 
[Beit Hashita], headlights on even though it was daytime. Each bore one coffin. The dead 
men were the kibbutz’s next generation — young workers and fathers, most of them 
reservists. For a small and tightly knit community, it was a nearly incomprehensible loss. 

“It was something terrible,” kibbutz member Rachel Meroz recalled in the same 
documentary, describing the 11 simultaneous burials, “like the destruction of the third 
temple.” 

From 1973 on, Yom Kippur on the kibbutz became a day of mourning for the men killed 
in the war. 

The grief of Beit Hashita was still raw 17 years later, in 1990, when one of Israel’s best-
known songwriters, Yair Rosenblum, came to stay at the kibbutz…As Yom Kippur 
approached, he “decided to give something personal, something of himself, to this special 
day,” kibbutz member Michal Shalev wrote. Her recollections were published by the 
kibbutz in a booklet about Yom Kippur in 1998, two years after Rosenblum died of cancer. 

“At first he thought he would write new music for  ‘Kol Nidrei’,” she wrote, referring to 
the prayer that opens the service on the eve of Yom Kippur,  “but at the same time he 
looked for other ideas.” Flipping through a High Holidays prayerbook, he came across 
“Unetaneh Tokef.” The prayer’s name, roughly translated as “Let us relate the power,” is 
taken from its opening phrase: “Let us relate the power of this day’s holiness.” In 1974, 
the prayer had served as the inspiration for Leonard Cohen’s 1974 song  “Who By Fire.” 

Thought to be considerably more than a millennium old — its precise roots have been lost 
to history — the text of the prayer could not have been farther from the kibbutz’s 
militantly secular approach to Yom Kippur, which members had marked as a day of 
meditation and honoring the dead that had nothing to do with a God whose nonexistence 
they considered to be an article of faith. 

The prayer, in contrast, depicts humans as negligible in comparison to a deity described 
as an all-powerful shepherd, a righteous judge, and an eternal power over the lives of 
men. 
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“Yair read it and knew this was what he was looking for,” wrote Shalev. “He didn’t shut 
his eyes all night, and waited for the morning, for the house to be empty of people and 
for a chance to play uninterrupted.” When Shalev arrived at about 10 a.m., she found 
Rosenblum “writing and crying.” He played her a tune he had written for the prayer — a 
melding of European cantorial melodies, Sephardic tunes and modern Israeli music. “It 
was one of those moments in which you feel shaken and an excitement that has no room 
for words,” she wrote. 

Hanoch Albalak, a kibbutz member known for his singing voice, was chosen to perform 
the prayer at the kibbutz’s Yom Kippur service. 

“Eleven members fell in that war, and nearly all members of the kibbutz have some kind 
of connection to that — fathers, sons,” Albalak, now 77, recalled this week. “The 
atmosphere during the ceremony is that of a dark cloud hovering over the kibbutz.” 

The song was sung at the end of the ceremony on the eve of Yom Kippur that year, 1990. 
Rosenblum had introduced an unapologetically religious text into a stronghold of 
secularism and touched the rawest nerve of the community, that of the Yom Kippur war. 
The result appears to have been overpowering. 

“When Hanoch began to sing and broke open the gates of heaven, the audience was 
struck dumb,” Shalev wrote. 

“Something special happened,” another member, Ruti Peled, wrote in the same kibbutz 
publication from 1998. “It was like a shared religious experience that linked the 
experience of loss (which was especially present since the war), the words of the Jewish 
prayer (expressing man ’s nothingness compared to God’s greatness, death to sanctify 
God’s name and accepting judgment) and the melody (which included elements of 
prayer).” 

“When I sang, I saw more than a few people crying,” Albalak recalled. 

Word spread after the holiday, and a year later, in 1991, Channel 1 TV filmed a 
documentary about the prayer and the kibbutz’s fraught relationship with Yom Kippur. 
Rosenblum’s tune began to catch on. In Israel, it is now one of the most widespread 
melodies used for the prayer that marks the height of the Yom Kippur service. 

The tune owes its power to the way it fits the haunting words of the prayer, but also to 
the fact that its origins link the two most powerful strands in the modern Israeli 
experience of Yom Kippur — the weight of Jewish tradition and the weight of the 
tragedies of 1973. 
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4a.  Isaiah 40:6-7 

ָיֵבׁש ָחִציר ָנֵבל  ִציץ ַהָּׂשֶדה׃ קֹול ֹאֵמר ְקָרא ְוָאַמר ָמה ֶאְקָרא ָּכל־ַהָּבָׂשר ָחִציר ְוָכל־ַחְסּדֹו ּכְ 
 ָאֵכן ָחִציר ָהָעם׃ ָנְׁשָבה ּבֹו   ה'רּוַח ִּכי  ִציץ

A voice rings out: “Proclaim!” Another asks, “What shall I proclaim?” “All flesh is grass, All 
its goodness like flowers of the field: Grass withers, blossoms fade, when a wind from 
the LORD blows over them. Indeed, humans are but grass. 

4b.  Psalms 144:4 

 ׃עֹוֵבר ְּכֵצל ָיָמיו ָּדָמה ַלֶהֶבל ָאָדם

Man is like a breath; his days are like a passing shadow. 

4c.  Job 7:9 

 ַיֲעֶלה׃  לֹא ְׁשאֹול יֹוֵרד ֵּכן  ַוֵּיַל�  ָעָנן ָּכָלה

As a cloud vanishes, so whoever goes down to Sheol does not come up. 

4d.  Isaiah 5:24 

 :ַיֲעֶלה  ָּכָאָבק ּוִפְרָחם ִיְהֶיה ַּכָּמק  ָׁשְרָׁשם ִיְרֶּפה  ֶלָהָבה ַוֲחַׁשׁש  ֵאׁש ְלׁשֹון ַקׁש  ֶּכֱאֹכל ָלֵכן

Assuredly, as straw is consumed by a tongue of fire and hay shrivels as it burns, their stock 
shall become like rot, and their buds shall sprout like dust.  

4e.  Job 20:8 

 ְולֹא ִיְמָצאּוהּו ְויַֻּדד ְּכֶחְזיֹון ָלְיָלה׃   ַּכֲחלֹום ָיעּוף

He flies away like a dream and cannot be found; he is banished like a night vision. 
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5. Bereshit Rabbah 14:7 

  ַּבר יֹוֵסי ַרִּבי ְסֵלק ַּגֵּביּה, ָיִתיב ֲהָוה ִמיָנִאי ְּדָאְמֵרי ִאית ְּבנֹו, ֶׁשֵּמת ְּבִצּפֹוִרי ְּבֶאָחד ַמֲעֶׂשה
  ןֲאנַ   ֵליּה   ֲאַמר  ָׂשֵחיק,  ַאָּתה   ָלָּמה  ֵליּה  ֲאַמר  ְוָׂשֵחיק,  ָיֵתיב  ַחְמֵתיּה   ַאְנִּפין,  ֵליּה  ְלֶמֱחֵמי   ֲחַלְפָּתא

  ַגְבָרא ְלַההּוא ִמְסְּתֵייּה  ָלא  ֵליּה ֲאַמר ְדָאֵתי. ְלָעְלָמא  ְלַאּפּוֵיי  ְּדִאְתַחֵמי  ְׁשַמָיא, ְּבָמֵרי  ְרִחיָצן 
  ְּתַנְּפֵצם,  יֹוֵצר ִּכְכִלי  :ְּכִתיב ָּכ� לֹא ִמְתַּדְּבִקין, ַחְסִּפין ִאית ֵליּה, ְמָעָקא ַדֲאֵתית ֶאָּלא ָעְקֵתיּה

 .ֶאְתְמָהא

A story about a man in Tzippori whose son died: It is said that a heretic was standing near 
him, when Rabbi Yosi bar Halafta came to be present for him and give him comfort.  The 
heretic noticed that Rabbi Yosi was sitting and smiling.  He asked him: “Why are you 
smiling?”  Rabbi Yosi responded: “We have faith in the Master of Heaven that he will again 
see his son in the next world.”  The heretic said: “Is it not enough that this man is suffering, 
that you come to add to his suffering [with vacuous words]?  Can a piece of earthen 
pottery ever be put back together?  Is it not written (Psalms 2:9): ‘You shatter them like 
potter’s ware?’  Your words are unbelievable!” 

6. Leviticus 6:21 

  ִיָּׁשֵבר׃  ְּתֻבַּׁשל־ּבֹו ֲאֶׁשר ּוְכִלי־ֶחֶרׂש 

An earthenware vessel in which it [the Hat’at, purification offering] was boiled shall be 
broken. 

7. Mishnah Kelim 2:1 

  ִנְׁשְּברּו,  ְטֵמִאים. ּוְמַקְּבֵליֶהן  ְטהֹוִרים, ְּפׁשּוֵטיֶהן  ְזכּוִכית, ּוְכֵלי  ֶעֶצם,  ּוְכֵלי עֹור, ּוְכֵלי  ֵעץ, ְּכֵלי
  ֻטְמָאָתן ֶנֶתר, ּוְכֵלי  ֶחֶרס ְּכֵלי .ּוְלַהָּבא ִמָּכאן ֻטְמָאה ְמַקְּבִלין ֵּכִלים,  ֵמֶהם ְוָעָׂשה   ָחַזר  ָטָהרּו.

  ּוְׁשִביָרָתן  ִמַּגֵּביֶהן, ִמַּטְּמִאין ְוֵאיָנן ֵמֲאחֹוֵריֶהן,  ּוִמַּטְּמִאין ַּבֲאִויר,   ּוְמַטְּמִאין   ִמַּטְּמִאין ָׁשָוה.
 :ָטֳהָרָתן  ִהיא

Vessels of wood, leather, bone, or glassware are susceptible to impurity if and only if they 
have a concave receptacle.  If they are broken, they lose their impurity and the pieces 
cannot become impure.  If new vessels are made from the pieces, those vessels can again 
become be made impure.  Vessels of earthenware or saltpeter have identical rules: they 
contract and convey impurity through their air-space; they transmit impurity from their 
cavity to their outer walls, but they do not contract impurity through their outer walls.  
And when broken they become pure. 
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8. R. Samson of Sens, commentary on the end of Mishnah Kelim 2:1, excerpt 

When broken they become pure:  This is true of all other vessels as well [as the Mishnah 
had stated above]; but the Mishnah now informs us that in the case of earthenware 
vessels, being broken is the only means of purification [i.e. immersion will not be 
effective]. 

9. Tosefta Kelim (Bava Kamma) 7:14 

 ְוֵאין ָטֳהָרה  ִלְכִלי ֶחֶרס ֶאָּלא ְׁשִביָרתֹו 

There is no purifying process for an earthenware vessel other than breaking it. 

10. Genesis 2:7 

ַוְיִהי ָהָאָדם ְלֶנֶפׁש  �ִהים ֶאת־ָהָאָדם ָעָפר ִמן־ָהֲאָדָמה ַוִּיַּפח ְּבַאָּפיו ִנְׁשַמת ַחִּיים -אֱ  ה' ַוִּייֶצר 
 ַחָּיה׃ 

The LORD God formed the human from the dust of the earth. God blew into its nostrils 
the breath of life, and thus the human became a living being. 

11. Amud Ha-Emet (teachings of Menahem Mendel of Kotzk, compiled by his 
grandson), commentary on Leviticus 11:33 

The reason that an earthenware vessel only contracts and transmits impurity through its 
air-space — and cannot be purified by immersion — is because earthenware’s substance 
has no real value, being simply earth.  Its only importance is due to its having an inner 
space that can receive and hold other things.  Thus, it cannot be susceptible to impurity 
through its outer wall, but only through its inner space, which is its main identity.  And so 
it is with human beings, who are “dust of the earth”; they have significance only if there 
is substance within. 
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12. Rachel Naomi Remen, My Grandfather’s Blessings, 2000, pp. 150–1  

Jeanne was a shy person, a little apologetic and sometimes hesitant in finding the right 
words.  She was also just the slightest bit clumsy.  All this made her very endearing.  It was 
obvious from the first how dedicated and gifted a therapist she was.  You felt somehow 
at home with her and safe.  Her patients adored her. 

One day at lunch, she told me that she was moving from her present office.  I asked her 
why she had decided to leave.  “They do not have wheelchair access,” she said.  I looked 
at her in surprise.  She looked away.  “Rachel,” she said, “I have not told you everything 
about myself.  Years ago when I was young, I had a very serious stroke.  I was not expected 
to recover.”  I was astonished.  “I had no idea,” I said.  She nodded.  “I know,” she replied.  
“Nobody does.” 

I had noticed her occasional troubles with words and her awkwardness.  But even with 
my training, I had not guessed.  Jeanne was a miracle.  I could barely imagine the focus 
and determination she had drawn on all these years, that she drew upon still, to live her 
life every day.  “But why have you kept this a secret, Jeanne?” I asked, astounded. 

Almost in tears, she said that for years she had felt damaged and ashamed.  “I wanted to 
put it behind me,” she said.  “I thought if I could be seen as normal I would be more than 
I was.”  And so she had guarded her secret closely.  Neither her colleagues nor her patients 
knew.  She had felt certain that others would not refer to her or want to come to her for 
care if they knew.  She was no longer sure this was true. 

“And what do you plan to do now?” I asked her.  She looked down at her hands clasped 
in her lap.  “I think I will just be myself,” she told me.  “I will see people like myself.  People 
who are not like others.  People who have had strokes and other brain injuries.  People 
who can never again be normal.  I think I can help them be whole.” 

Over the past five years, Jeanne has become widely known for her work.  She has been 
honored by several community groups and interviewed in the newspapers.  She speaks 
often and consults for businesses and hospitals.  The many people she has helped refer 
others to her.  For the first time, her practice is full.  Her own name is on her door.  All 
that she needed in order to serve was the courage of her vulnerability. 
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13. Psalms 51:19 

   ׃ִתְבֶזה לֹא �ִהים-אֱ   ְוִנְדֶּכה  ֵלב־ִנְׁשָּבר ִנְׁשָּבָרה  רּוחַ  �ִהים-אֱ   ִזְבֵחי

True sacrifice to God is a contrite spirit; God, You will not despise a contrite and crushed 
heart. 

14. Pesikta de-Rav Kahana 24:5 (“Shuvah”) 

פסל עוורת או שבור או חרוץ    :בבהמה.  א"ר אבא בר יודן מה שפסל בבהמה הכשיר באדם 
תהלים  להים לא תבזה (-א לב נשבר ונדכא :כשיר באדם); הויקרא כב:כב ( או יבלת

דוש  ההדיוט אם משתמש הוא בכלי שבור גניי הוא לו, אבל הק : א"ר אלכסנדרי ).נא:יט
 . ריםאינו כן, כל שימושו כלים שבוברוך הוא  

Rabbi Abba bar Yudan said: “That which was deemed unfit in the case of animals was 
declared fit in the case of human beings.  For regarding animals, the Torah declared that 
imperfections (e.g. blindness, injury, or skin cysts) render the animal unacceptable 
(Leviticus 22:22); however, in the case of humans, imperfection can make one acceptable: 
‘God, You will not despise a contrite and crushed heart’ (Psalms 51:19).” 

Rabbi Alexandri said: “If a person must make use of a broken tool, it is a cause for 
humiliation; but it is different in the case of the Blessed Holy One — all of God’s work is 
done with broken vessels.” 
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