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Welcome to our Annual Interfaith Holocaust Remembrance Service 
 
 
Service Leaders: 
 
Joy Barnitz, member of Niles Discovery Church 
 
Ezra Brettler, guest speaker 
 
Sister Annette Burkart, Sisters of Notre Dame de Namur 
 
The Reverend Jo Green, Interim Minister at Mission Peak Unitarian Universalist 
Congregation 
 
Mike Regal, cantorial soloist 
 
The Reverend Jeffrey Spencer, Senior Pastor of Niles Discovery Church 
 
Rabbi Avi Schulman, Temple Beth Torah 
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Opening Meditation and Prayer 
 
 
 
 
We being – with silence. 
The silence of death: 
the silence after destruction; 
there are times when songs falter, 
when darkness fills life, 
when martyrdom becomes a constellation of faith 
against the unrelieved black of space about us. 
There are no words to reach beyond the edge of night, 
no messenger to tell the full tale. 
There is only silence. 
The silence of Job. 
The silence of the Six Million. 
The silence of memory. 
Let us remember them as we link our silences 
 
 
Silent Meditation 
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Lighting of Memorial Candles 
 
We pause now to remember a time when night overcame the light of day.  When 
darkness dimmed the sun and it seemed to be no more.   
 
Six million Jews, among them one-and-a-half million children, a third of the People of 
the Covenant, were sent to their death in the gas chambers of Europe. 
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Auschwitz – Dachau – Buchenwald – Treblinka – Bergen-Belson – Theresienstadt 
These very names evoke horror and terror. 
 
And yet we recall these names, and the barbarous acts associated with them, so that the 
travail of our brothers and sisters may inspire generations yet unborn to learn well the 
lessons of an evil time.  Their memory must remain forever etched in the conscience of 
humanity. 
 
 
 
As we recall their unanswered cries, we pledge ourselves never again to be silent in the 
face of tyranny or injustice. 
 
We need to transform grief into compassion.  We must give evidence of our remembering 
them through acts of kindness and courage.  Thus will our actions serve as monuments of 
the spirit to those who perished. 
 
O God, remember your martyred children, as we pledge to remember them.   
 
Eternal One, remember also the millions of those innocents who likewise died in that 
inhuman time. We light a candle in memory of all who perished. 
 

During the playing of “I Believe,” you are encouraged to light a candle – a 
physical candle (wax or electric) in your home or a virtual candle on line. To 
light a virtual candle, go to:  https://www.illuminatethepast.org 
 
The lyrics to “I Believe” are said to have been found written on the wall of a 
cellar in Cologne where a number of Jews hid themselves during World War II. 

 
 
 
 
Readings 
 
If THE PROPHETS broke in 
through the doors of night 
and sought an ear like a homeland- 
 
Ear of mankind, 
overgrown with nettles, 
would you hear? 
If the voice of the prophets 
blew 
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on flutes made of murdered children’s bones 
and exhaled airs burnt with 
martyrs’ cries - 
if they build a bridge of old men’s dying 
groans - 
 
Ear of mankind 
occupied with small sounds, 
would you hear? 
 
Nellie Sachs 
 
 
 
 
Never shall I forget that night, the first night in camp, which has turned my life into one 
long night, seven times cursed and seven times sealed.  Never shall I forget that smoke.  
Never shall I forget the little faces of the children, whose bodies I saw turned into 
wreaths of smoke beneath a silent blue sky. 
 
Never shall I forget those flames which consumed my faith forever. 
 
Never shall I forget that nocturnal silence which deprived me, for all eternity, of the 
desire to live.  Never shall I forget those moments which murdered my God and my soul 
and turned my dreams to dust.  Never shall I forget these things, even if I am condemned 
to live as long as God Himself. Never. 
 
 From Night, by Elie Wiesel 
 
 
 
 
YOU who live secure  
in your warm houses, 
who return at evening to find 
hot food and friendly faces: 
 
 Consider whether this is a man, 
 who labors in the mud 
 who knows no peace 
 who fights for a crust of bread 
 who dies at a yes or a no. 
 Consider whether this is a woman, 
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 without hair or name 
 with no more strength to remember 
 eyes empty and womb cold 
 as a frog in winter 
Consider that this has been: 
I commend these words to you. 
Engrave them on your hearts 
when you are in your house, when you walk on your way, 
when you go to bed, when you rise. 
Repeat them to your children, 
or may your house crumble, 
disease render you powerless, 
your offspring avert their faces from you. 
 
 Primo Levi 
 
 
 
 
IT WAS the cold winter of 1944, and although we had nothing like calendars, my father 
who was my fellow prisoner there, took me and some of our friends to a corner in our 
barrack.  He announced that it was the eve of Chanukah, produced a curious-shaped clay 
bowl, and began to light a wick immersed in his precious, but now melted, margarine 
ration.  Before he could recite the first blessing, I protested at the waste of food.  He 
looked at me-then at the lamp-and finally said: “You and I have seen that it is possible to 
live up to three weeks without food.  We once lived almost three days without water; but 
you cannot live properly for three minutes without hope.” 
 
 Hugo Gryn 
 
 
 
 
“The Garden” 
 
A little garden, 
Fragrant and full of roses. 
The path is narrow 
And a little boy walks along it. 
 
A little boy, a sweet boy, 
Like that growing blossom. 
When the blossom comes to bloom. 
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The little boy will be no more. 
                                    Franta Bass 
 
 
 
 
Speaker Presentation 
 
 
 
 
A Response 

 
 
 
 
 
Offering 
 
It is the tradition of the Tri-City Interfaith Council to receive an offering during this service. 
However, because we are not meeting with each other physically, this is not possible tonight.  
We do encourage you to make a contribution, online or by sending a check in the mail, to: 

The JFCS Holocaust Center 
2245 Post Street 
PO Box 159004 
San Francisco, CA 94115 
Online contributions can be made at 
https://donate.jfcs.org/give/165949/#!/donation/checkout 
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Prayers 
 
 
 
For the sin of silence, 
For the sin of indifference, 
For the secret complicity of the neutral, 
For the closing of borders, 
For the washing of hands, 
For the crime of indifference, 
For the sin of silence, 
For the closing of borders. 
For all that was done, 
For all that was not done, 
Let there be no forgetfulness before the Throne of Glory; 
Let there be remembrance within the human heart; 
And let there at last be forgiveness 
When Your Children, O God, 
Are free and at peace. 
 
 
 
“For the Six Million and for All Who Died in the Shoah” 
 
Let there be perfect rest for the souls of the six million 
who died as Jews in the flames of the Shoah. 
Let there be perfect rest for the countless millions 
who died because of race, religion or nationality, 
political affiliation or sexual orientation. 
Let there be perfect rest for the souls of the righteous 
who risked all they had to hide and rescue Jews during the Holocaust. 
Hold them close to You forever. 
Seal their souls for everlasting life in the shelter of Your presence, 
for You are their eternal home. 
And let us say: Amen. 
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We remember all who perished by reciting the Kaddish, the traditional Jewish prayer for 
the dead.  This prayer is not a funeral hymn but an affirmation of God’s everlasting 
Presence and dominion, praising God’s existence and creative love.  We also pray for the 
survivors, whose faith in life enabled them to rebuild in other countries their shattered 
lives, their destroyed worlds.  Joining together they brought about new life, they raised 
families in new lands, in defiance of absolute terror and despair, an invincible hope.  
Exalted by that spirit of lifegiving and faith. 
 
 

Kaddish is printed on the next page. 
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MAY THE SOURCE of peace send peace to all who mourn and comfort all who are 
bereaved. Amen 
 
 
 
Dear God, We are supposed to be created in your image, 
 But oh, how we have distorted it! 
When we recall the beastly acts of people, 
 We are ashamed to be human 
When we read of the nobility of their victims, 
 We are proud to be Humans. 
Teach us, O God, to honor our Martyrs. 
 By being vigilant in defense of people everywhere, 
 And by fighting cruelty, persecution, and hate. 
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Where there is hatred, may we bring love. 
 Where there is pain, may we bring healing. 
Where there is darkness, may we bring light 
 Where there is despair, may we bring hope. 
 
 
 
“God, Give Us Strength” 
 
As we gather tonight, 
We pray for courage, and for strength. 
When we remember the evils in the past, 
The innocents tortured, maimed, and murdered, 
We are almost afraid to make ourselves remember.   
But we are even more afraid to forget. 
 
We ask for wisdom, that we might mourn, 
And not be consumed by hatred. 
That we might remember, 
and yet not lose hope. 
We must face evil –  
And, so doing, reaffirm our faith in future good. 
We cannot erase yesterday’s pains, 
But we can vow that they will not have been suffered in vain. 
 
 
 
O God, Your presence is the light piercing the darkness on our way, lighting our steps, 
making us see beauty and worth in all human beings.  And so, we pray: 
 
For those who were given death, 
Let us choose life –  
for us and generations yet to come. 
For those who found courage to stand against  
evil – often at the cost of their lives – 
Let us vow to carry on their struggle. 
We must teach ourselves, and our children: 
To learn from hate that we must love, 
To learn from evil to live for good. 
 
 
 
Closing Blessing 


