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ךָ נֶי וֹן מִלְפָ וְעֵת רָצ שְׁעַת רַחֲמִים  זֹּאת  שָּׁעָה הַ  תְּהֵא הַ

“Let this hour be an hour of compassion and a time of
willingness before You” 



Dear friends,

As we enter the month of Elul, the month of mercy and forgiveness, we are met this year not
only with the possibility of quiet reflection, but also with the continuous thunder of war.

The blood of both Israelis and Palestinians continues to be shed. Hostages remain underground,
isolated and far from their families. Innocent lives are lost daily on all sides. Soldiers fall in battle,
and children are dying in a war that is no fault of their own.

We are taught that the month of Elul, the final month of the Jewish year, is a time of Teshuva – a
time when the gates of mercy begin to open as we prepare for the High Holy Days. We recite the
ancient words:

רֽוֹב" )ישעיה נ"ה ו'( ת֥וֹ קָ  יוֹ בִּֽהְ הוּ  אֻ֖  רָ א֑וֹ קְ מָּֽצְ   הִ וָ֖ה בְּ הֹ שׁ֥וּ יְ  רְ "דִּ
Seek God when They may be found, call for Them when They are near (Yesha’aya, 55, 6)

But how are we to say these words with sincerity, when suffering surrounds us? When mercy
feels so absent? When justice feels so distant?

My personal understanding is that Elul does not turn away from reality. It meets us precisely
where we are, in our brokenness, in our confusion, in our pain. The work of Elul is not reserved
for peaceful times. It is perhaps most essential in times of turmoil.
      

“May this hour be an hour of mercy and a time of favor before You.”
"תהא השעה הזאת שעת רחמים ועת רצון מלפניך"

Sometimes, seeking means crying out. Sometimes it means asking hard questions. Sometimes it
means refusing to become numb.

This Elul, our return to God (Teshuva) must include a reckoning with the suffering of others. We
cannot approach Rosh Hashanah with clean hands if we ignore the cries of the hostages, the
soldiers and innocent human beings on all sides. 

Teshuvah (repentance), tefillah (prayer), and tzedakah (charity) are not abstract ideals; they are
demands. They call us to repair, to intercede, and to act.



This Elul, we turn to God and ask:
Have compassion on our people.
Bring home the captives.
Protect the soldiers.
Heal the wounded.
Feed the hungry.
Open our hearts to one another.

May this Elul be a time of honest return – to truth, to responsibility, and to compassion. 

We invite you to make use this resource collection for the month of Elul in your communities
and congregations, as a light of hope, for life and for love. May sorrow be joined with
consolation and may it be transformed:   

From grief to joy, and from mourning to a day of goodness
יהי רצון שיתהפך היגון לשמחה והאבל ליום טוב

Rabbi Naomi Efrat

Kehillat HaPardes, Pardes Hanna
Editor and Curator, IMPJ Elul Resource Collection
5785



This month of Elul, we chose to draw optimism and energy for the year ahead from the
writings of Israeli poets and IMPJ rabbis. We hope that you too will find inspiration, deepen
your reflection, and find comfort in these words.

From: And This Is the Light (Vehu Ha-Or)
Leah Goldberg

Translation: Levi Morrow

We will live, I will live, I will live and love this life.
I will love this life with all its ugliness, its illnesses, its terror – and I will not lose my mind.
I want to live, and to live so much. I want to live the life of a person permitted to breath.

I want to live in the light, in the light of the days yet to come.

"ואנחנו נחיה, אני אחיה, אחיה ואוהב את החיים הללו.
אוהב אותם על כיעורם, על חוליים, על אימתם – ולא אצא מדעתי.

אני רוצה לחיות. לחיות הרבה. לחיות חיי אדם אשר מותר לו לנשום.
לחיות באור, באורם של ימיי העתידים לבוא".



Elul, again
Rabbi Osnat Eldar

Translation: Rabbi Naomi Efrat

Behold—again Elul, cradling its remnants of
forgiveness,

and behind it trails the pageantry of my life—
steeped in green and quiet,

threadbare in its tangled seams.
 

Beneath me, the earth cracks—
not for the first time, nor the last—

and viscous lava creeps with the patience
of one who knows

that someday
I will cease to see in its resistance

a rock for climbing,
and no longer plant bulbs of cyclamen

forced to bloom between its jagged edges.
 

I will forget the first law
of those who dwell near nature:

Never turn stones with bare hands.
 

Behold—again Elul,
cradling what’s left of its forgiveness.

I forgive myself
for the costs of the past I was forced to pay,

and embrace the burdens
I was sentenced to bear.

 

No longer striking at sin—
I wrap it in softness

and release it
into a wilderness not mine.

 

At the corner of my mouth
a new smile stretches,

and the light in my eyes
tells a story

That is all my own. 

יו וֹתָ וֹלֵל סְלִיח וּל ע וּב אֱל  נֵּה, שׁ הִ
שֶׁקֶט  וְ רֹק  יָ וּלַת  יַּי טְב וּרַת חַ כֶת תַּפְא שְׂתָּרֶ יו מִ וְאַחֲרָ

בִּקְרָעֶיהָ הַמְּדֻבְלָלִים.

נִים, דָּ וְעִ דָּן  זֶה עִ דֶּקֶת  מִתַּחְתַּי הָאֲדָמָה נִסְ
וֹם יּ שֶׁ וֹדַעַת  יּ שֶׁ שֶׁל מִי  וּת  בְּסַבְלָנ דַּחֶלֶת  זְ גִית מִ וְלָבָה צְמִי

אֶחָד
וּס, וּתָהּ סֶלַע לְטִפּ  שּׁ בְּהִתְקַ וֹת  אַפְסִיק לִרְא

זָיו. זִי בֵּין  רֹחַ  וּ לִפְ כְרְח יֻּ שֶׁ וֹת,  שֶׁל רַקָּפ וֹת  תֹּל פְּקָע שְׁ לֹא אֶ וְ

ךְ לַטֶּבַע: וּ וֹת סָמ כְנ וֹ  שּׁ שֶׁל הַ וֹן   חֹק הָרִאשׁ כַּח אֶת הַ שְׁ אֶ
וֹת. וּפ שׂ יִם חֲ יָדַ בְּ נִים  ךְ אֲבָ פֹ וּר לַהֲ אָס

וֹתָיו, שְׁאֵרִית סְלִיח וֹלֵל  וּל ע וּב אֱל  נֵּה, שׁ הִ
לֵּם שַׁ נֶּאֱלַצְתִּי לְ שֶׁ י עָבָר  וֹלַחַת לְעַצְמִי עַל מְחִירֵ נִי ס אֲ

שֵׂאת. נְתִּי לָ דֹּ  נִּ שֶׁ לֶּה  בֶּקֶת אֶת אֵ וּמְחַ

ךְ  רֹ בְּ וֹ  וֹת וֹטֶפֶת א לָּא ע כָּה עַל חֵטְא, אֶ לֹא מַ כְּבָר 
לֹא לִי. בָּר  בְּמִדְ וֹ  כּ  לַּחַת לְדַרְ שַׁ וּמְ

ךְ חָדָשׁ וּ יּ וִית הַפֶּה נִמְתַּח חִ זָ בְּ
לִּי. שֶׁ וֹ  לּ כֻּ וּא  שֶׁה וּר  יִם מְסַפֵּר סִפּ נַ בָּעֵי וֹר  וְהָא



“Even now, especially now, it is possible and necessary to choose the path of hope,
compassion, and responsibility” writes Rabbi Osnat Eldar.
 Hebrew literary and artistic culture is what enables shared life, even in times of pain and
war. It is a culture rooted in commitment to equality, to doing good, and to taking
responsibility for the place we live in. Hope, after all, is an action.

Rabbi Eldar reminds us not to be swept away by hatred, not to grow numb to indifference,
and not to build walls around the heart. Instead, we are invited to expand, to listen, to
illuminate – and to return to our spiritual core: love of others, mutual responsibility, respect,
and faith.

 “There is within us a place for our spiritual well – that well. It is not weakness. It is not loss.
It is strength.”

Rabbi Osnat Eldar is a mother of three and serves as the Rabbi of IMPJ Congregation
Sulam Ya’akov in Zichron Ya’akov.



The Gazelle Awakens
Rabbi Sivan Navon Shoval

The gazelle awakens.
Her eyes are swollen, trodden with tears.

Waves of pain reveal to her that the pulse of life still beats
within.

Probing with her nose, she searches for a wind of awakening.
She licks her wounds with compassion, sipping drops of dew

Brought into the morning by the night.
 

Only then, does she awaken all those sheltered in her
embrace.

In the womb of her soul, she carries the prayer of the broken
mother,

Together cradling the heart crying out from the throes of
suffering,

Begging to quench that unbearable thirst for one more pulse
of life.

 
She draws close to her those whose arms have known

The embrace of a child from their own flesh born,
And asks of the mother, whose wisdom is rooted in the

depths of her womb,
To renew each day, in her divine kindness, the wonders of

creation. 
Translated by Sivan Navon Shoval

וֹרֶרֶת. יָּלָה מִתְע הָאַ
כִי, בֶּ וֹת מִ כְבֵד וּ וֹת  וּח נֶיהָ נְפ עֵי

יִּים. וֹת חַ בָּהּ פְּעִימ בְּלִ כִּי  לִּים לָהּ  גַ כְּאֵב מְ לֵּי  גַּ
נָן, שָּׁב רַעֲ  בְּאַפָּהּ אַחַר מַ שֶׁת  שֶּׁ  גַ הִיא מְ

בְּחֶמְלָה אֶת פְּצָעֶיהָ, מְלַקֶּקֶת 
בֹּקֶר.  יְלָה אֶל הַ לַּ שָׂא הַ נָּ שֶׁ וֹת טַל  גֶמֶת טִפּ וֹ ל

 
בְּחֵיקָהּ. וֹת  וֹס כָּל הַח וֹרֶרֶת אֶת  זַי הִיא מְע אֲ

וּרָה. שְּׁב  לַּת הָאֵם הַ שֵּׂאת תְּפִ  שָׁהּ נִ בְּרֶחֶם נַפְ
וֹעֵק זּ לֵּב הַ זֶת אֶת הַ וֹחֶ יַחַד אִתָּן הִיא א

וּרִים, יִסּ וּלֵי   נַּפְתּ מִ
יִּים. שֶׁל חַ וֹת  וֹד פְּעִימ מֹעַ ע גְ שֶׂת לִ מְחַפֶּ

 
וֹת וֹע זְר בָּהּ  ךְ הִיא מְאַמֶּצֶת לְקִרְ כָּ

וּפָן, גּ וֹלַד מִ נּ שֶׁ בֶּטֶן  י  וּק פְּרִ בּ וּ חִ יָּדְע שֶׁ
בְּבִטְנָהּ מֹק  וֹדַעַת עָ יּ שֶׁת מֵהָאֵם הַ וּמְבַקֶּ

שִׁית. בְּרֵא שֵׂה  וֹם מַעֲ כָל י בְּ וּבָהּ  בְּט דֵּשׁ  לְחַ

In this poem, the gazalle – a symbol of the Shekhinah in many Midrashim, as well as in the
literature of the Zohar and Kabbalah – appears as a birthing, compassionate mother and as the
object of the Divine. She is attributed with both the concealment of the Divine Presence and
the ability to give birth to and nourish the world. 

Rabbi Sivan Navon Shoval lives in Jerusalem with Oren and their three daughters. She
previously served as the Rabbi of Kehillat Shir Chadash in Tzur Hadassah. In her recent
Hebrew-language poetry and liturgy, she explores spiritual themes through a feminine lens.

This image reminds us of a much earlier poem by poet Yona Wollach: 



Poem
By: Yona Wollach

In a hidden crevice between cliffs
A gazelle is drinking water
What of me and her?
Those are but the cliffs of my heart
That is but the spring of my life
These are but all that is concealed
She is but my love. 

בנקיק נסתר בצוקים איילה שותה מים
מה לי ולה אלא צוקי לבי אלא מעיין חיי

אלא נסתר איילה מה לי ולה אלא אהבתי.

The Gazelle

Gazelle, oh gazelle,
How beautiful you would have been
If only you were not
Wounded.

איילה, הו איילה
כמה יפה היית 

לו לא היית 
פצועה. 

In another later poem, she writes in agonizing clarity:

These two poems connect the gazelle, the female deer, innocent and light-footed,
with the searing pain of life. On the surface, we have nothing in common with the
gazelle.

And yet, in her innocence, her beauty, and her wounds, we find ourselves. In many
ways, the gazelle is the face of feminine God, she is the face of Shekhinah. 

Yona Wallach (1944–1985) was a groundbreaking Israeli poet known for her bold,
experimental style. She became a central figure in Israel’s literature during the
1960s and 70s. Her poetry blends eroticism, mysticism, psychological depth, and
feminist themes, often challenging religious and social norms, with a deep
connection to God. 



We remember our brothers and sisters, the loyal and faithful, the brave and courageous,
 whom we lost amidst the horrors of war.

 We remember the shining eyes, the warm embrace, the confident heart,
 the photo albums, the life stories, the homes built with great effort and burned in an

instant.
 We remember the loving families, the beauty, the hope,

 the eyes that look upon us with trust.
 May the souls of those who have left us be bound up in the bond of life,

 and their memory be connected to us by a thin thread of life,
 like a bouquet of wildflowers and rainwater,

 squills, golden puddles, almond trees,
 oleanders and mulberries,

 laughter carried on the flight of swings,
 a beating heart, tenderness, and compassion.

 May our souls be connected to theirs in deep memory and gratitude,
 and may we choose life.

 We remember
 and we choose life.

 In the gentle hand extended,
 in the thin ray of dawn,
 in the sprouting stem,

 in the breath of the earth.

We remember / a Contemporary Yizkor
student Rabbi Rina Levanon

Translation: Levi Morrow



וֹת וְהָאַמִּיצ וֹת, הָאַמִּיצִים  נֶּאֱמָנ וְהַ נִים  נֶּאֱמָ וּ, הַ וֹתֵינ וְאֶת אַחְי וּ  כֹּר אֶת אַחֵינ  זְ נִ
ךְ אֵימַת הַמִּלְחָמָה. וֹ בְּת וּ  בַּדְנ שֶׁאִ  

וֹטֵחַ, בּ לֵּב הַ וּק הַחַם, אֶת הַ בּ וֹת, אֶת הַחִ וֹצְצ נּ יִם הַ נַ כֹּר אֶת הָעֵי  זְ נִ  
בְּעָמָל רַב וּ  נִּבְנ שֶׁ בָּתִּים  יִּים, אֶת הַ י הַחַ וּרֵ וֹת, אֶת סִפּ וּנ וֹמֵי הַתְּמ בּ  אֶת אַלְ

גַע. בְּרֶ וּ  שְׂרְפ וְנִ
וָה,  וֹפִי, אֶת הַתִּקְ יּ וֹת, אֶת הַ וֹהֲב וֹת הָא שְׁפָּח  אֶת הַמִּ

וֹחָה. נְכ וּ  וֹת אֵלֵינ בִּיט יִם הַמַּ נַ  אֶת הָעֵי
יִּים, וֹר הַחַ בִּצְר וּרָה  וּ צְר כִים מֵעִמָּנ וֹלְ וְהַה וֹת  וֹלְכ שֶׁל הַה שָׁן   תְּהֵא נַפְ

יִּים, שֶׁל חַ דַּק  וּט  בְּח וּ  וּר אֵלֵינ  נָן קָשׁ וֹ כְר זִ וְ  
שֶׁם, גֶּ וּמֵי  בַּר  דַּת פִּרְחֵי  גֻ כַּאֲ  

וֹת, יּ  דִ שְׁקֵ וֹת,  בּ זְהֻ וֹת  יּ וּלִ שְׁל  חֲצָבִים, 
וּת-עֵץ, וְת וּפִים   הַרְד

וֹת, נַדְנֵד שָּׂא עַל טִיסַת   וֹק נִ  צְח
וְחֶמְלָה. וּת  וֹעֵם, עֲדִינ  לֵב פּ

יָה, וֹדָ וּבְה וֹק  וֹן עָמ כָּר זִ בְּ שָׁן,  בְּנַפְ וּרָה   וּ קְשׁ שֵׁנ  תְּהֵא נַפְ
יִּים. בַּחַ וְנִבְחַר   

כֹּר  זְ נִ  
יִּים. בַּחַ וְנִבְחַר   

שֶׁטֶת, וּ כָּה הַמּ  יַּד הָרַ בַּ  
שַּׁחַר,  שֶׁל הַ דָּקִיק  וֹר הַ בְּפַס הָא  

וּב,  וֹל הַמַּפְצִיעַ שׁ גִּבְע בַּ  
שִׁימַת הָאֲדָמָה. בִּנְ  

This contemporary Yizkor brings softness and a glimmer of hope to the traditional memorial
prayer, which is steeped in mourning and sanctifies death. It offers a place of hope even in the
darkest, most difficult places, and a reminder that even from loss, a fresh, green sprout can still
grow.

Student Rabbi Rina Levanon is married to Arnon and a mother of three. She serves as the
Rabbi of the Gilboa Regional Council and IMPJ congregation at Kibbutz Beit HaShita. A writer
and multidisciplinary artist, she is also an entrepreneur in the fields of education, culture, and
spirituality.



As the month of Elul unfolds and slowly draws to an end, so too will the Jewish year. We
believe and know that at the end of each year, there is an opportunity for healing, for buds
of hope, for growth that emerges from pain.

In the midst of Elul, as our thoughts begin to turn toward Tishrei, the High Holy Days and
the new year unfolding before us, we understand that the coming year will require us to
cope with trauma, and at the same time, to seek growth rising from the abyss, and to
nurture a cautious hope that the future can be better.

It is precisely for this moment — the transition from Elul to Tishrei — that this special
Havdalah ceremony was created, marking the separation between the year that has passed
and the one that lies ahead.

We invite you to hold this ceremony in your own communities, using the words of Rabbis
Dagan and Dafni Kellen, or your own words, as a way to mark this transition to the Jewish
New Year of 5856, with intention and hope for healthy growth.



These words carry a profound promise: no matter how far one has wandered, the door to return
(Teshuva) is always open.

Elul is a time to prepare our hearts for renewal, just as we pray for the renewal of our days “as of
old” — days of peace and connection. It is a call to embrace hope amidst hardship, to rebuild
what has been broken, and to step forward with courage toward a better tomorrow.

השיבנו אדני אליך ונשובה, חדש ימינו כקדם
 איכה, ה, כ"א

"Return us to You, and we shall return; renew our days as of old."
Lamentations 5:21

May it be Your will—King whose peace endures,
And before us, people of the State of Israel,
That we honor through our deeds the memory of those murdered on October 7  and
afterwards, and the fallen of the War, and that we act with courage and dedication to
create a society in which justice and peace prevail.

th

For the sake of our brothers, sisters and friends—may we seek goodness, may we
speak peace.
And may the verse be fulfilled within us: “There is nothing more whole than a
broken heart.” And let us say:
Amen.

Rabbi Na’ama Dafni Kellen & 
Rabbi Gabby Dagan

Havdalla for the Jewish New Year 


