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MY DEAR FRIENDS 

Isaac Mayo 
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PEARLS FROM OUR SAGES
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WE RECALL
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“…Blessed are You, Lord, our Father,
God of Israel, for ever and ever.

Yours, Lord, is the greatness,
and the power, and the glory, 

and the victory, and the majesty;
for all that is in heaven and earth is Yours; 

Yours is the kingdom, Lord,
and You are exalted as head above all; 
and in Your hand is power and might; 
and in Your hand it is to make great,

and to give strength unto all.
Now therefore, our God, we thank You

and praise Your glorious name.” (I Chronicles 29:10-13) 
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THE EXISTENCE OF GOD 

Sensitive people need to believe in the existence of God, in order to understand 
the world. The purpose and order and beauty of creation leaves them with the 
over-powering conviction that some guiding Intelligence, of infinite power, 
wisdom and goodness, is behind it all. The void that would be created by the
surrender of this conviction would make our world totally irrational.

But the belief in the existence of God fills another need for sensitive people. It 
helps them find meaning in their own existence. No one can meet the challenging 
demands of living without the sustaining faith that one’s work serves some
abiding purpose. But what purpose of mine can have abiding significance unless 
there is significance in the entire drama of life in which it plays a part? Unless 
this be so, every individual episode within it is doomed to frustration, regardless 
of outcome. 

The individual passengers aboard a ship cannot be sailing towards a destination
unless the ship itself is being steered by some captain’s hand. Otherwise, the ship 
will only drift. It will battle against the waves, but it will find no haven.

Rabbi Ben Zion Bokser, The Gift of Life 
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NEW Page 8: 

WHAT GOD HATH PROMISED

God hath not promised 
Skies always blue, 
Flower-strewn pathways
All our lives through;
God hath not promised sun without rain, 
Joy without sorrow, 
Peace without pain. 

But God hath promised 
Strength for the day, 
Rest for the labor,
Light for the way,
Grace for the trials, 
Help from above, 
Unfailing sympathy, 
Undying love.

Annie Johnson Flint 
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IT IS NEVER TOO LATE

The last word has not been spoken 
the last sentence has not been written
the final verdict is not in

It is never too late
to change my mind 
my direction

to say “no” to the past
and “yes” to the future
to offer remorse 
to ask and give forgiveness 

It is never too late
to start over again 
to feel again

to love again
to hope again

It is never too late
to overcome despair
to turn sorrow into resolve

and pain into purpose 

It is never too late to alter my world 
not by magic incantations 
or manipulations of the cards
or deciphering the stars

But by opening myself
to curative forces buried within
to hidden energies
the powers in my interior self.

It is never too late –
Some word of mine, 
some touch, some caress may be remembered
Some gesture may play a role beyond the last 
movement of my head and hand. 

Write it on my epitaph
that my loved ones be consoled: 
It is never too late

Rabbi Harold M. Schulweis
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NEW Page 10: 

LIFE IS TOO BRIEF

Life is too brief 
Between the budding and the falling leaf. 
Between the seed time and the golden sheaf,  

For hate and spite. 
We have no time for malice and for greed; 
Therefore, with love make beautiful the deed; 

Fast speed the night. 

Life is too swift 
Between the blossom and the white snow’s drift,
Between the silence and the lark’s uplift,

For bitter words. 
In kindness and in gentleness our speech 
Must carry messages of hope, and reach 
 The sweetest chords. 

Life is too great 
Between the infant’s and the man’s estate, 
Between the clashing of earth’s strife and fate, 

For petty things. 
Lo! we shall yet who creep with cumbered feet
Walk glorious over heaven’s golden street, 

Or soar on wings! 

W. M. Vories
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THE LOOM OF TIME

Man’s life is laid in the loom of time
To a pattern he does not see,
While the weavers work and the shuttles fly
Till the dawn of eternity.

Some shuttles are filled with silver threads
And some with threads of gold,
While often but the darker hues
Are all that they may hold. 

But the weaver watches with skillful eye
Each shuttle fly to and fro, 
And sees the pattern so deftly wrought 
As the loom moves sure and slow. 

God surely planned the pattern,
Each thread, the dark and the fair,
Is chosen by His master skill 
And placed in the web with care.

He only knows its beauty, 
And guides the shuttles which hold
The threads so unattractive,
As well as the threads of gold.

Not till each loom is silent
And the shuttles cease to fly,
Shall God reveal the pattern
And explain the reason why 

The dark threads were as needful 
In the weaver’s skillful hand
As the threads of gold and silver
For the pattern which He planned.

Anonymous
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FOR EVERYTHING THERE IS A SEASON

READER
For everything there is a season,
And a time for every matter under the heavens.

ALL READING
A time to be born, and a time to die.

READER
We cannot choose our time of birth, but we can choose our man-
ner of life. We cannot hope to live forever, but we can choose to
live with courage.

ALL READING
For everything there is a season,
And a time for every matter under the heavens.
A time to plant, and a time to harvest what has been planted.

READER
Nothing grows without our planting; the gift of life is the gift of
possibility which our labor makes real. After faithful planting
and nurture, the harvest will come.

ALL READING
For everything there is a season,
And a time for every matter under the heavens. A time to kill,
and a time to heal.

READER
Now is the time to begin to remake ourselves, so that we kill
only the ignorance and evil within us and around us: this work
of healing is the meaning of Atonement.

ALL READING
For everything there is a season, And a time for every matter

under the heavens. A time to break down, and a time to build up.
READER

The day has come to break down old habits of thought, in which
men who differ from others are despised. Time now to revere the
human image, to be generous in dealing with our fellowmen.

ALL READING 
For everything there is a season, And a time for every matter
under the heavens. A time to weep, and a time to laugh.
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READER
We must weep to see talents wasted and gifts misused: men,
women, and children thwarted by poverty and oppression, their
hope for happiness stillborn, while some use their skills to keep
them from attaining to their birthright. There will come a time
when men will laugh to think that such things were done in the
childhood of our race.

ALL READING
A time to mourn, and a time to dance.

READER
We mourn with all who suffer loss, and ease their burden with
our care; and then we dance and draw them into our circle of joy:
that human circle which remains unbroken, while God is present
in our song.

ALL READING
A time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing.

READER
Then it is time to embrace, to hold the beating heart enfolded
within our arms, and closer still, as spirit touches soul, and we
are one. But when to refrain? Only when a call for help draws us
to another, and there is work to do. But always we are warm with
the memory of embracing, and the promise of the time to come.

ALL READING
A time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones together.

READER
Cast away the rubble, the rocks, the wasted years. Remove the
stones from the land and make it live again, fertile and green.
Take the stones and build schools for our children, buildings
where we may work and sing, think and pray, rejoice and rest.

ALL READING
There is a time to seek, and a time to lose.

READER
Let us seek one another, and find ourselves; let us lose those
things within us which cause us to be lost to the true goodness
which God has placed within us.

ALL READING
There is a time to keep, and a time to cast away.
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READER
May we learn here to keep faith with ourselves and with the
promise of our godlike manhood, casting away the bitterness
and self-seeking which make us less than we can be.

ALL READING
There is a time to keep silence, and a time to speak.

READER
To keep silence, when to speak would be to hurt our neighbor
and bring us shame; to speak out, when silence would be betray-
al, when the truth must be loud, when the weak need strength,
and victims of injustice a champion.

ALL READING
For everything there is a season ... A time to love, and a time to

hate.
READER

What shall we love, if not the good, the eternal and the lovely in
man and nature? Whom shall we love, if not the ones closest to
us? But what should we hate except hate itself, and all that sets
itself with malice against the human face?

ALL READING
And a time for every matter under the heavens. A time for war,
and a time for peace.

READER
May we learn to wage war for man, and not against him. Let us
wage war on war itself. This is our prophetic task, that the time
to come may be a time of peace.

ALL READING
A time for God, and a time for man. We turn to both in loyal
love, and pledge ourselves to honor our heritage, to keep our
covenant, to live our faith-walking with God, aspiring to perfec-
tion, laboring for a better life and a fruitful world, in a time of
peace.
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LIFE IS WORTH LITTLE UNLESS…

Lately, I have been thinking about what the goal of life should be. At best, 
man’s life is short. His life may be kind or harsh, easy or difficult, but the time
passes before he realizes it. An old person wants to live no less than a young 
person. The years of life do not satisfy the hunger for life. What then shall we do 
during this time?

We can reach either of two conclusions. The first is that since life is so
short we should enjoy it as much as possible. The second is that precisely because 
life is short and no one can completely enjoy it (for we die with half our desires 
unsatisfied), therefore we should dedicate life to a sacred and worthy goal, to 
sacrifice it for something which will be valued above life. At times the first feeling 
is stronger and at others the second one. Of late, however, I think that the second
feeling is dominant. It seems that I am slowly coming to the conclusion that life by
itself is worth little unless it serves something greater than itself. 

 Eldad Pan (Translated from the Hebrew by R. Sidney Greenberg)
Eldad Pan was killed in Israel’s War of Independence at the age of twenty, a 
veteran of many battles. 

WITH ALL THY MIGHT…

The presence of God demands more than the presence of mind. Kavanah is 
direction to God and requires the redirection of the whole person. It is the act of 
bringing together the scattered forces of the self; the participation of heart and soul, 
not only of will and mind; the integration of the soul with the theme of the mitsvah.

It is one thing to be for a cause and another thing to be in a cause. It is not
enough to help thy neighbor; “Thou shalt love thy neighbor.” It is not enough to
serve thy God; you are asked “to serve Him with all your heart and with all your
soul” (Deuteronomy 11:13). It is not enough to love Him: “thou shalt love…with all 
thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy might” (Deuteronomy 6:5-6)

Abraham Joshua Heschel, God In Search of Man
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Please help me to take to heart the meaning of these
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Tel:  516-295-4644 • Fax: 516-295-1941 • Email:  admin@thesephardictemple.org

www.sephardictemplecedarhurst.org

“... ” 
“...the righteous will be remembered forever”

(Psalms 112:6)

THE SEPHARDIC TEMPLE
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