
Readings for Eyleh Ezkera (Martyrology) 

In Memory of Terror Victims 

In the U. S. and Israel 
 

Prayer 
Jeffrey Spitzer 

The Jewish Education Center of Cleveland 

 

Lord, 
 

Source of Life, Creator of all flesh, 

from out of the depths we call unto You. 

Protect us from the hand of all our enemies. 

Comfort Your children who now stand alone, 

without parent or brother or sister or child. 

Strengthen us to stand with those orphaned by 

this attack on our country. 

 

This country, our country, shelter of peace to the downtrodden, 

which has gathered in millions of the peoples of the world, 

stands as a beacon of light and justice. 

But today is dimmed with horror and tragedy. 

 

New York and Washington, shining cities, 

diminished like Jerusalem after the destruction of our Temple, 

Need Your comfort, and our aid. 

Help us to maintain our courage 

and our efforts to support our people. 

Strengthen the hands of those who defend this country, 

and those who try to maintain peace against these attacks. 

 

Teach us to speak to our children with love and support  

And courage and understanding, 

For we are all fearful, although their fears may not be our fears. 

 

Gain for us a heart of wisdom, 

That we may act out of compassion and thoughtfulness, 

And not with anger or prejudice. 

Accept with mercy our prayers for our country and its government, 

For its president, judges, officials, and institutions 

Who faithfully toil for the good of our country. 

May they, with Your guidance, lead us back to lives of peace 

In a land we have come to love. 



When the Towers Fell 

“I Am Anyone” 
Jim Greenman 

 

I am 3 years old or 30 years old and I want to be with you: 

to cling, to be held, to keep you in sight, to connect with 

everyone I care about.  I am scared for me, scared for you. 

 

I am 4 or 40 and I want to make sense of the senseless. 

I build my block tower and knock it down, hard.  I can’t stop 

staring at the flickering images. 

The planes crash over and over and over.  I am searching 

for understanding about why this happened, 

about what this means for me. 

 

I am 5 or 50 and you and I are alike, but different. 

I can’t stop talking or I can’t find the words.  I make dark 

jokes or I make angry threats. 

I can’t show my caring or I can’t stop the tears. 

 

I am 6 or 60 and I am mad.  How could they do this? 

I want to get even.  We will get them! 

 

I am 7 or 70 and I see heroes.  I see firefighters 

and police and people like me helping people.  I want 

to help.  Can I be a hero? 

I feel powerless.  I want to be safe.  I want to 

protect those whom I love. 

I feel confused.  Why is the sky falling? 

How could people do this?  I want to know. 

I feel angry – I hate who did this.  Am I like them? 

I feel so, so sad – I feel like crying. 

My heart breaks because of the sadness around me. 

I am 2 or 20, 8 or 80, 9 or 90 and I want it to be like before. 

 

Prayer for the First Yahrzeit Anniversary 

 of September 11, 2001 – 23 Elul 5761 
Prepared by the New York Board of Rabbis 

 

O God, Endower of all life, we ask that all 

who desire to live in peace may do so in safety. 

As we kindle a memorial light, on this first yahrzeit 

anniversary of the terror attacks of 9-11, we pray  

that the sould of all the innocent victims may be  

blessed and granted eternal rest in peace. 

May their families and friends be comforted 

and uplifted by their memories. 

Please bless the United States of America, 

and guide its leaders with Your counsel. 

Please bless the State of Israel, and inspire its 



leaders with Your wisdom.  We pray that peace and 

harmony may be the Divine gift to our entire world 

as we begin the Jewish New Year of 5763.  May it 

be a year of blessing, prosperity, good health, and  

spiritual enrichment for all humankind, Amen. 

 

POEMS BY YEHUDA AMICHAI (1924-2000) 
 

Temporary Poem of My Time  

 

Hebrew writing and Arabic writing go from east to west, 

Latin writing, from west to east. 

Languages are like cats: 

You must not stroke their hair the wrong way. 

The clouds come from the sea, the hot wind from the desert, 

The trees bend in the wind, 

And stones fly from all four winds, 

Into all four winds. They throw stones, 

Throw this land, one at the other, 

But the land always falls back to the land. 

They throw the land, want to get rid of it. 

Its stones, its soil, but you can't get rid of it. 

They throw stones, throw stones at me 

In 1936, 1938, 1948, 1988, 

Semites throw at Semites and anti-Semites at anti-Semites, 

Evil men throw and just men throw, 

Sinners throw and tempters throw, 

Geologists throw and theologists throw, 

Archaelogists throw and archhooligans throw, 

Kidneys throw stones and gall bladders throw, 

Head stones and forehead stones and the heart of a stone, 

Stones shaped like a screaming mouth 

And stones fitting your eyes 

Like a pair of glasses, 

The past throws stones at the future, 

And all of them fall on the present. 

Weeping stones and laughing gravel stones, 

Even God in the Bible threw stones, 

Even the Urim and Tumim were thrown 

And got stuck in the beastplate of justice, 

And Herod threw stones and what came out was a Temple.  

Oh, the poem of stone sadness 

Oh, the poem thrown on the stones 

Oh, the poem of thrown stones. 

Is there in this land 



A stone that was never thrown 

And never built and never overturned 

And never uncovered and never discovered 

And never screamed from a wall and never discarded by the builders 

And never closed on top of a grave and never lay under lovers 

And never turned into a cornerstone?  

Please do not throw any more stones, 

You are moving the land, 

The holy, whole, open land, 

You are moving it to the sea 

And the sea doesn't want it 

The sea says, not in me.  

Please throw little stones, 

Throw snail fossils, throw gravel, 

Justice or injustice from the quarries of Migdal Tsedek, 

Throw soft stones, throw sweet clods, 

Throw limestone, throw clay, 

Throw sand of the seashore, 

Throw dust of the desert, throw rust, 

Throw soil, throw wind, 

Throw air, throw nothing 

Until your hands are weary 

And the war is weary 

And even peace will be weary and will be. 

 

 I Want to Die in My Own Bed  

 

All night the army came up from Gilgal 

To get to the killing field, and that's all. 

In the ground, warf and woof, lay the dead. 

I want to die in My own bed.  

Like slits in a tank, their eyes were uncanny, 

I'm always the few and they are the many. 

I must answer. They can interrogate My head. 

But I want to die in My own bed.  

The sun stood still in Gibeon. Forever so, it's willing 

to illuminate those waging battle and killing. 

I may not see My wife when her blood is shed, 

But I want to die in My own bed.  

Samson, his strength in his long black hair, 

My hair they sheared when they made me a hero 



Perforce, and taught me to charge ahead. 

I want to die in My own bed.  

I saw you could live and furnish with grace 

Even a lion's den, if you've no other place. 

I don't even mind to die alone, to be dead, 

But I want to die in My own bed.  

Ein Yahav 

A night drive to Ein Yahav in the Arava Desert, 

a drive in the rain. Yes, in the rain. 

There I met people who grow date palms, 

there I saw tamarisk trees and risk trees, 

there I saw hope barbed as barbed wire. 

And I said to myself: That's true, hope needs to be 

like barbed wire to keep out despair, 

hope must be a mine field. 

The Diameter of the Bomb 

The diameter of the bomb was thirty centimeters  

and the diameter of its effective range about seven meters,  

with four dead and eleven wounded.  

And around these, in a larger circle  

of pain and time, two hospitals are scattered  

and one graveyard. But the young woman  

who was buried in the city she came from,  

at a distance of more than a hundred kilometers,  

enlarges the circle considerably,  

and the solitary man mourning her death  

at the distant shores of a country far across the sea  

includes the entire world in the circle.  

And I won’t even mention the crying of orphans  

that reaches up to the throne of God and  

beyond, making  

a circle with no end and no God. 

 

Death 

(Excerpted from a poem by Rabbi Rami Shapiro) 
 

There are no timely deaths, 

Though some are more accepted than others. 

There are no blessed deaths, 

though some are more peace giving than others. 

There are only unwanted deaths, 



uncontrolled, unreasonable, unholy deaths. 

Death tears at the marrow of the living, 

shattering our façade of wisdom, 

evoking the horror and the agony 

of our own transience. 

Yet even as we peer into the heart of death 

and behold no answers 

a courage arises within us 

to face the reality of it 

with the best of human dignity 

refusing to despair of life, 

even as life seems to have despaired of us. 

Blessed is the One with the power to listen to 

the silence and to endure. 
 


