
TASHLIKH 

Whatever falls into the deep is lost forever - The Zohar 

As we stand at the water's edge, let’s reflect on where we have made mistakes in 
the past year. We can read the prayer and poem on this card, or take a moment to 
meditate and reflect on our actions. We can take a walk, sing a song or even wade 
into the water if it's safe to do so. 

Let’s pause for a moment. Let’s look at the water as we take some crumbs or a list 
from our pockets. One by one, let’s cast them into the water, exhaling and releasing 
each as we are ready. 

וֺן֙ וְעֹבֵ֣ר עַל־ּפֶׁ֔שַע לִׁשְאִֵר֖ית נַחֲלָתֹ֑ו ֹלא־הֶחֱזִ֤יק לָעַד֙ אַּפֹ֔ו ּכִֽי־חָפֵ֥ץ חֶ֖סֶד  מִי־אֵ֣ל ּכָמֹ֗וָ נֹׂשֵ֤א עָ
  הּֽוא׃

נֹתֵ֑ינּו וְתַׁשְלִ֛יְ ּבִמְצֻלֹ֥ות יָ֖ם ּכָל־חַּטֹאותָֽם׃   יָׁשּ֣וב יְַרֽחֲמֵ֔נּו יִכְּבֹׁ֖ש עֲוֺֽ
  ּתִּתֵ֤ן אֱמֶת֙ לְיַֽעֲֹק֔ב חֶ֖סֶד לְאַבְָרהָ֑ם אֲׁשֶר־נִׁשְּבַ֥עְּתָ לַאֲבֹתֵ֖ינּו מִ֥ימֵי ֶקֶֽדם׃

Holy One, who is like You? 
You forgive iniquity and remit transgression 
You bear no grudge against us, because You are both loving and gracious. 
You will take us back with compassion, cover up our wrongdoings 
and cast our errors into the depths of the sea 
showing Jacob truth and Abraham love just as You swore to our ancestors from the 
beginning. 

Micah 7:18-20 



 

May the One who is 
the great Crossroad 
guide my turning. 

Three times I declare: 
It is finished. 
It is born. 
It is unending. 

Three times I listen: 
It is love. 
It is the river. 
It is before me. 

May my offering go where it is 
meant to go 
and may the one who offers it 
find the way. 

Amen. 

The Offering: A Tashlikh Prayer 
Rabbi Jill Hammer 

I cast this gift to the water. 

It is my past: blessing and regret. 
It is my present: reflection and listening. 
It is my future: intention and mystery. 

It is what I did 
and did not; 
it is yes and no and silence. 

It is what was done 
and what arose from what was done 
and what arises in this body remembering. 

I let it all go.  I own 
neither the sting nor the sweetness 
I hold on to nothing. 

The river has no past. 
Each moment of rushing water 
is a new beginning. 

Harm that has been: 
Heal in the rush of love and truth of time. 
We who are lost: 
Let the current take us homeward. 

May these waters churn what is broken 
into what is whole. 
May each separate droplet 
reach the ocean that is becoming. 

The journey awaits, 
I have no power to refrain from it; 
only to steer it when I can. 


