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readings for commemoration

October 7: One Year Later

central conference of american rabbis

October 7 has indelibly left its mark in our hearts and memories. We remember 
where we were, what we were doing, and the sinking sense of horror and loss 
on what should have been a day of celebration and joy in our Torah. Too many  
Israeli lives were lost; too many hostages were taken; too many families were  
displaced. The aftermath has unleashed one horror after another: rising waves of 
antisemitism in the Diaspora, widespread evacuations in Israel’s north, hundreds 
of Israeli soldiers fallen in battle, and tens of thousands of innocent Gazans killed 
because of Hamas’s actions and Israel’s response. 
  There are times to address each of these horrors—to demand hostages be  
returned home, to reckon with antisemitism at home and abroad, to soothe the  
divisions within the Jewish community. There will be a time for healing and  
rebuilding—God willing, speedily. But today, on the anniversary of the worst  
violence against Jews since the Holocaust, our task is to bear witness, to remem-
ber, and to mourn. 
  We hope these readings, prayers, and poems will provide support, meaning, 
and connection as you commemorate the anniversary of October 7, 2023.
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For One Who Died by Violence
from Mishkan HaNefesh (adapted)

rabbis janet and sheldon marder

קוֹל דְּמֵי אָחִיךָ צֹעֲקִים אֵלַי מִן־הָאֲדָמָה׃
Your brother’s blood cries to Me from the ground. (Genesis 4:10)

Creator of life, Source of healing, 
grant peace in Your great shelter of peace 
to our loved ones
whose lives ended abruptly through acts of senseless violence. 

With sadness we recall the joy that they brought into the world; 
those voices and faces we will never forget. 
May these precious memories console us. 
Let there be light—
to guide our way through the shadow of loss. 

We long with all our beings 
for an end to baseless hatred, war, and violence. 
May a time come soon 
when no one will suffer or die at the hands of another. 

May our loved ones’ souls be embraced by You—
free of pain now, held in tenderness and love. 
We will cherish forever these lives now lost: 
blessings in the bond of life everlasting, 
blessings here and now.
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Un’taneh Tokef for October 7
rabbi emily aronson

On Rosh HaShanah it is written,
And on Yom Kippur it is sealed.
[Is this what You intended for this year? Were those children really sealed 
 in the Book of Death?]
How many shall pass away and how many shall be born,
Who shall live and who shall die,
[who shall run and who shall hide; Can I see that Book of Life, God?]
Who shall reach the end of their days and who shall not,
[who shall become a mourner, a widow, an orphan]
Who shall perish by water and who by fire,
[who by gun and who by rocket]
Who by sword and who by wild beast,
[who by combat and who by fear]
Who by famine and who by thirst,
[Why must we still ask about these?]
Who by earthquake and who by plague,
[who by lack of medical care]
Who by strangulation and who by stoning,
[who by power and who by weakness]
Who shall have rest and who shall wander,
[who will become exiled once more]
Who shall be at peace and who shall be pursued,
[who will be targeted by acts of bigotry and hate]
Who shall be at rest and who shall be tormented,
[who will sleep well and who kept awake by nightmares]
Who shall be exalted and who shall be brought low,
[whose voice will be shunned and whose life will be valued]
Who shall become rich and who shall be impoverished.
[who will claim victory and who will lose hope]
But repentance, prayer and righteousness avert the severe decree.
[I feel so helpless.]
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Cry Out
alden solovy

Cry out to the heavens
For the innocent taken captive.
Cry out to the earth
Soaked in so much blood.
Rail at the sky
For the raped and the tortured
On that brutal day of hate embodied
And evil incarnate.

O grief of griefs.
O sorrow of sorrows.
O heartache of heartaches.
My bed is soaked in tears.
I have become ashes and sackcloth,
My heart refuses consolation.
For what consolation can there be
With so many murdered and kidnapped,
Brutalized and maimed,
On a single day of terror.

God of compassion,
Grant a perfect rest
Under your canopy of peace,
To those murdered on October 7, 2023,
Those whose bodies were snatched,
Those who expired in captivity,
And to those who fell defending
Their homes and the land on that day,
And the days, weeks, and months 
 to come.

God of mercy,
Grant release from the terrors
And nightmares of captivity,
To the hostages who have been freed
And to those who remain prisoners
In body or spirit,
Them, their families, the friends,
And all whom they’ve touched.
Grant r’fuah sh’leimah to all of the 
 wounded
And injured of body and soul.

God of all life,
Bless the defenders and the protectors 
 of Israel
With safety and strength.
Bless our military and political leaders
With wisdom and fortitude.
Bless us all with hope
For the day when peace, at long last,
Comes for the people of Israel,
For all of the inhabitants of the land,
For our neighbors and for all of the 
 Middle East,
And throughout the four corners of 
 the earth.
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Counting Our Blessings
rabbi sara sapadin

“Count each day,” we’re reminded in our Psalms, because every day is a gift, and life 
carries with it no guarantees. There is so much we don’t know, so much we can’t 
account for, so much we can’t ever foresee. What is here today may not be here  
tomorrow, and what is true in this moment may not be true in the next. October 7 
is but our latest reminder, an exceedingly painful one at that.

For the world we inhabited on October 6 was very different than the one we  
inhabit today. The ground had not yet shifted beneath our feet. The earth had not 
yet ruptured. And the soil had not yet curdled with the blood of untold innocents. 
But one day can change everything. One day can turn the world upside down. And 
one day can cause an entire nation to question who they are and what they will 
become.

And so . . . What can we do? How can we live in the face of this uncertainty that 
governs our lives so dispassionately? Our tradition encourages us to lean, heavily, 
into gratitude, by savoring what we have and who we’re with, knowing these gifts 
could vanish the very next hour or day or week or month. Perhaps this is why our 
tradition urges us to say one hundred blessings a day; there are so many moments, 
both grand and granular, to relish.

In a world where everything we know can shift irrevocably in an instant, let us hold 
tight to the blessings in our midst. Let us embrace and laugh with urgency and pas-
sion. Let us say the important things to the important people. Because if we don’t 
say them now, we might never get the chance.
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Achot K’tanah, Renewed 
tori greene

(HUC-JIR Rabbinical Student)

The enemy dared to break the Ten Commandments
He stole my sister without protections
The captive trapped in the dungeon
When and who will redeem the hostages?
Let this year and its curses conclude

The enemy reduced her to heathen and despised her
Destroyed her trees and her soul
How does this happen to your holy people?
Please heal her suffering
Let this year and its curses conclude

What’s been wronged must be fixed
It’s on us to stop the war
Together we will win, and meanwhile
We will renew God’s covenant.
Let this year and its blessings begin. 

אָחוֹת קְטַנָּה, מִתְחַדֶּשֶׁת
טוֹרִי גְּרִין

הַדִּבְּרוֹת, הָאוֹיֵב הָעַז לִשְׁבֹּר
הוּא גָּנַב אֲחוֹתִי בְּלִי לִשְׁמֹר

הַשְּׁבִי אֲשֶׁר בְּבֵית הַבּוֹר 
מָתַי וּמִי יִקְרָא לַשְּׁבוּיִם דְּרוֹר 

תִּכְלֶה שָׁנָה וְקִלְלוֹתֶיהָ

הוּא הִקְטִין אוֹתָהּ בַּגּוֹיִם הַבַּזוּיָה 
הִשְׁחִית אֶת־עֵצָהּ וְאֶת־נִשְׁמָתָהּ
אֵיךְ זֶה נִקְרָה לְעַם קָדוֹשׁ שֶׁלְּךָ?

אֵל נָא רְפָא נָא לְסִבְלָהּ
תִּכְלֶה שָׁנָה וְקִלְלוֹתֶיהָ

צָרִיךְ לְתַקֵּן אֵת אֲשֶׁר עִוְּתוֹ 
עָלֵינוּ לַעֲצֹר אֶת מִלְחַמְתּוֹ

בְּיַחַד נְנַצֵּחַ עַד־כֹּה
וְעַד־כֹּה נְחַדֵּשׁ בְּרִיתוֹ
תָּחֵל שָׁנָה וּבִרְכוֹתֶיהָ.
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We Heal with Mercy
rabbi james goodman 

We will grieve losses a long time
work the trauma history embedded in our stories

if we understand
we have to tell others what it’s like to be us

and when other people understand us
we will understand others better

how history exhales with every breath we inhale
we will be precise with mystery language 
treat each other with kindness

above all kindness and gentleness and understanding 
and respect and without judgment

without judgment most of all

pick ourselves up and ease off the pain
it’s a narrow bridge we must not add to the hurt

be easy on ourselves for not knowing for not having known 
for having done this or not done that 

what we carry from the past
heavy sacred hard hearted

we have to treat ourselves with kindness and with mercy 
because it’s right and we need to heal

and we will only heal with mercy 
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Prayer for Israel
hannah ellenson

(HUC-JIR Rabbinical Student)

 
,Our God and God of our ancestors—אֱלֹהֵינוּ וֶאֱלוֹהֵי אִמּוֹתֵינוּ וַאֲבוֹתֵינוּ
we ask your blessing for the State of Israel and for all of Israel’s inhabitants.

חַיִּים  Source of Life, bless and strengthen those who defend the land and—מְקוֹר 
ensure their safe and speedy return home. Protect them and guide them.

בָּרוּךְ הוּא  Holy and Blessed One, show Israel’s leaders your path so they—קָדוֹשׁ 
may act with wisdom, courage, and dedication and that they may be unwavering 
in their pursuit of peace. Strengthen their hearts, but keep them from hardening.

 Freer of the Captives, return all those who are kidnapped safe and—מַתִּיר אֲסוּרִים
sound to their homes, without the spilling of more innocent blood, without any 
more souls being tarnished by horrific acts.

הָרַחֲמִים -Master of Compassion, help us hold the humanity and the heart—בַּעַל 
ache of the Jewish people while also holding the humanity and the dignity of the 
Palestinian people.

As we are made in your image, remind us of your ways. Spread over us your shelter 
of peace and fulfill the vision of your prophets: “They shall beat their swords into 
plowshares and their spears into pruning hooks. Nation shall not take up sword 
against nation; they shall never again know war.”*

Together, we say: Amen

*Isaiah 2:4

With gratitude to Rabbis Sharon Brous, Ayelet Cohen, 
Sam Feinsmith, Ofer Sabbath Beit Halachmi, and Mira Regev
for their prayers and words, some of which are excerpted here.



9

The Place Where We Are Rigid
james feder

(HUC-JIR Rabbinical Student)

The place we are right is not a generative place.
Amichai was right about that. 
It’s a small place, the place we are truly, fully right— 
no wonder the earth there is so hard; 
if we never leave that place, 
all we can do is circle and stalk, like a lion in a cage,
pressing down the earth beneath the weight of our surety 
until it gleams like polished concrete. 
 
Nothing can grow in such a place,
not flowers, not ideas, not empathy, 
certainly not those who never leave. 
 
If we live our lives in the place where we are right,
if we only engage with the world where we may be wrong 
through the imporous, rigid glass of our fishbowl, 
if we only observe the world of nuance and doubt from a distance
as we continue to swim within the waters we know, 
then we are destined, damned, to be like the goldfish, 
whose container determines how much it can grow.

הַמָּקוֹם שֶׁבּוֹ אָנוּ נֻקְשִׁים
גֵ'ייְמְס פֶדֶר

הַמָּקוֹם שֶׁבּוֹ אָנוּ צוֹדְקִים הוּא לֹא מְקוֹם צְמִיחָה.
עַמִּיחַי צָדַק כְּשֶׁאָמַר כָּךְ.

זֶהוּ מָקוֹם צַר מִדַּי, הַמָּקוֹם שֶׁבּוֹ אָנוּ בֶּאֱמֶת צוֹדְקִים לְגַמְרֵי – 
אֵין פֶּלֶא שֶׁהָאֲדָמָה שָׁם כָּל כָּךְ קָשָׁה;

אִם לְעוֹלָם לֹא נַעֲזֹב מָקוֹם זֶה,
נוּכַל רַק לְהַקִּיף וְלַעֲקֹב, כְּמוֹ אַרְיֵה בַּכְּלוּב,

לִרְמֹס אֶת הָאֲדָמָה תַּחַת כֹּבֶד צִדְקָתֵנוּ
עַד שֶׁהִיא תַּבְרִיק כְּמוֹ בֵּטוֹן מְלֻטָּשׁ.

שׁוּם דָּבָר לֹא יָכוֹל לִצְמֹחַ בִּמְקוֹמוֹת כָּאֵלֶּה,
לֹא פְּרָחִים, לֹא רַעֲיוֹנוֹת, לֹא אֶמְפַּתְיָה,

בְּוַדַּאי לֹא אֵלֶּה שֶׁלּאֹ עוֹזְבִים לְעוֹלָם.

אִם אָנוּ חַיִּים אֶת חַיֵּינוּ רַק בַּמָּקוֹם שֶׁבּוֹ אָנוּ צוֹדְקִים,
אִם אָנוּ מִתְקַשְּׁרִים רַק לְעוֹלָם שֶׁבּוֹ אוּלַי אָנוּ לֹא צוֹדְקִים 
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דֶּרֶךְ זְכוּכִית קַעֲרַת דָּגִים מוּצָקָה וְנֻקְשָׁה,
אִם צוֹפִים בְּעוֹלַם הַנְּיוּאַנְסִים וְהַסָּפֵק רַק מִמֶּרְחָק

בִּזְמַן שֶׁאָנוּ מַמְשִׁיכִים לִשְׂחוֹת רַק בְּמַיִם שֶׁאָנוּ כְּבָר מַכִּירִים,
אָז אָנוּ מְיעָֹדִים, אֲרוּרִים, לִחְיוֹת כְּמוֹ דַּג זָהָב,

שֶׁכְּלִי קִבּוּלוֹ קוֹבֵעַ לְעוֹלָם כַּמָּה הוּא יוּכַל לִגְדֹּל.
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O How She Sat Alone: A Lamentation*

nurit hirschfeld-skupinsky
survivor of the slaughter in Kibbutz Nahal Oz

Translated by Yehudah Mirsky

O How She Sat Alone
Nir Oz, full of blood
Sderot, was like a widow
A city stunned, and who is faithful to her?

O How They Sat Alone
In the shelter room
One family, and another,
And another, and another one.

O How They Sat Alone
The many-eyed women at the observation posts
And there was no listening,
And deliverance—none. 

O How They Sat Alone
Young women and young men
Hiding in pits and shrubs.
Their dancing halted,
And who will rescue them?

O How They Sat Alone
Captive women and captive men
And sitting there, still:
120 men, women, elders and children.
Crying, they are crying at night
Tears on their cheeks
And there is no one who comforts.

*This Lamentation—and other recent writing by Israeli women—will appear in Dirshuni: 
Contemporary Women’s Midrash, Vol. 2, edited by Tamar Biala. 

O how she sat alone…full of…was like a widow—A paraphrase of Lamentations 1:1,“O how 
she sat alone, the city full of people was like a widow.” Nir Oz—A kibbutz in the Gaza  
envelope on the North West Negev, attacked on October 7, 2023. Sderot—a city in the 
Negev North East of Gaza, attacked on October 7, 2023. A city stunned, and who is faithful 
to her?—A paraphrase of Isaiah 1:21,“How did she become a whore, the faithful city. Full 
with justice, righteousness used to rest in her, but now murderers.” Crying, they are crying at 
night, Tears on their cheeks, And there is no one who comforts—A paraphrase of Lamentations 
1:2,“Crying she will cry at night, her tears on her cheek. No one comforts her of all those who 
love her…”
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קִינָה: אֵיכָה יָשְׁבָה בָּדָד 
נורית הירשפלד סקופינסקי 

שורדת הטבח בקיבוץ נחל עוז

אֵיכָה יָשְׁבָה בָּדָד
נִיר עֹז רַבָּתִי דָּם.

שְׂדֵרוֹת הָיְתָה כְּאַלְמָנָה,
קִרְיָה הֲלוּמָה, וּמִי נֶאֱמָנָהּ?

אֵיכָה יָשְׁבָה בָּדָד
בַּמָּמָ"ד

מִשְׁפָּחָה, וְעוֹד אַחַת,
וְעוֹד, וְעוֹד אַחַת.

אֵיכָה יָשְׁבוּ בָּדָד
תַּצְפִּיתָנִיּוֹת רַבָּתִי עַיִן,

וְלֹא הָיְתָה הַקְשָׁבָה,
וִישׁוּעָה–אָיִן.

אֵיכָה יָשְׁבוּ בָּדָד
צְעִירוֹת וּצְעִירִים 

בְּמִסְתּוֹרֵי שׁוֹּחוֹת וְשִׂיחִים.
פָּסְקוּ רִקּוּדֵיהֶם,

וּמִי יְחַלְּצֵם?

אֵיכָה יָשְׁבוּ בָּדָד
חֲטוּפוֹת וַחֲטוּפִים,

וַעֲדַיִן יוֹשְׁבִים׃
120 גְּבָרִים, נָשִׁים, קְשִׁישִׁים וִילָדִים.

בָּכוֹ בּוֹכִים בַּלַּיְלָה,
דְּמָעוֹת עַל לְחָיֵיהֶם,

וְאֵין מְנַחֵם.
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The One Who Makes Peace
rabbi ariel tovlev 

blessing bread bought
from the supermarket
our blessing says, thank you God
for bringing forth bread from the earth

but this bread didn’t come from the earth
it came from a store
from a factory
from flour ground
from wheat
from the earth 

this bread did not sprout forth
it was created from human hands

we don’t thank God for the wheat
which actually came from the earth 
God did not create bread
but God knew we could

my kids ask, why do we pray for God to make peace?
I tell them, God makes peace
like God makes bread

which is to say
we have all
the necessary ingredients 

peace will not sprout forth
it will be created from human hands 

thank you God, for giving us the wisdom
to turn wheat into bread 
thank you God, for giving us the wisdom
to turn love into peace
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My Silent Prayer
rabbi hanna yerushalmi

During this moment of silence,                  
bring me the grief of my people,
centuries born and centuries old,
and let it inspire me to still love the world.

Connect me with fleeting grace 
and the prophet’s power 
to keep opening up my soul 
even when it is seared with loss.

Bring me the courage to quiet 
my desperate need for answers 
by letting hearts touch hearts 
on some imagined coastal plain.

Connect me with the calm of a desert valley
after a surprise flash flood, 
the rich pause between musical notes, or 
the serenity of a Jerusalem street on Shabbat.

Bring me the tentative hope in a room
before a newborn’s cry.
Connect me to the frail, silvery thread
that links me to the humanity of my neighbor.

During this moment of silence,
though there are horrors all around,
in spite of everything that directs me not,
let the more loving one be—me.
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Jerusalem Stone: 3:00 a.m.
rabbi robert levy

(on that sleepless first night)

Awake in bed I glimpse stone buildings.
At the window I see more of the stone Jerusalem wears.
Louder than the noise of passing trucks,
Or the voices of the young learning to drink,
These stones disturb the night.
Hard, rough, solid, they describe human presence, Jewish presence.

"We are here, still here," they shout to the mountains and wilderness.
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Prayer for Captives 
rabbi stephanie crawley

with Rabbi Josh Beraha and Rabbi Healy Slakman

Mi Shebeirach avoteinu v’imoteinu
Avraham, Yitzhak, v’Yaakov
Sarah, Rivkah, Rachel, v’Leah
Mi Shebeirach avoteinu v’imoteinu
God of
Senesh and Ben-Gurion
Bialik and Rachel
Golda and Rabin
Tzur Yisrael—Rock of Israel
Protect these captives
Shield them from the worst of the pain
Guard them from torture
Deliver them from captivity
Help our sisters and brothers
Safeguard their souls
Comfort them in this darkness
Deliver them from this evil
Acheinu v’achoteinu—All of the people of Israel are our family
We pray for all of them
For the soldiers and free spirits
For the grandmothers and the babies
We weep for all of them
We hope for all of us.
May tomorrow be more peaceful than yesterday.
Al na taakor natua
Al tishkach et hatikvah
Hashiveini v’ashuva, 
El haaretz hatovah
Do not uproot what has been planted; do not forget our hope.
Return our captives, our family—so we may all return to the good land.
Amen.
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The Diameter of the Massacres*

Rabbi Karen Bender 

The diameter of the massacres
was the length of Israel
and the depth of the universe.
It stretched to every continent,
college campuses and social media
It spread information and disinformation
Twisting and distorting morality
And redefining madness
It wreaked havoc and wrecked lives
In Israel and Gaza
In kitchens and living rooms
In bedrooms and porches
In souls and hearts.

The diameter of the visit
was the length of Israel
the distance to California
and everyone and everywhere
we will speak of it.
The mission stretched
our compassion and minds
and challenged our faith
in human nature.
It struck us with awe
in every cell of our being
as we saw the resiliency of our people
and as we strove together to answer
the unspoken question:
Where shall we place all the pain?
We were messengers and witnesses,
representatives with wishes to help
and we did and we will.

The diameter of the hugs
is the length of an Israeli flag
and the width of a tallit large enough
to enwrap every Israeli who hurts right now
and therefore every Israeli
with the comfort of our love
and with a strand of techelet turquoise
in the tzitzit to remind us all that
the morning will come and
we will say the Sh’ma someday with one voice.

*A reprise of Yehudah Amichai’s poem “The Diameter of the Bomb”


