
 



Text: 

 
 

Consider: 
 

1.   When the shofar sounds one hundred times, it blows open the gates of 
heaven. When the shofar sounds one hundred times, it forms a bridge 
between heaven and earth, and we enter heaven on that bridge. When 
the shofar sounds one hundred times, it cracks the shell of our awareness 
wide open, and suddenly we find ourselves in heaven. When the shofar 
blows one hundred times, we hear the voice of heaven in it. We 
experience Revelation. God’s voice comes down to earth on the same 
bridge we used to go up to heaven. On Rosh Hashanah, all the inhabitants 
of the earth pass before God in heaven. Rosh Hashanah is Yom Harat Ha-
Olam – The day the World Is Born; the day heaven gives birth to the 
earth. Rosh Hashanah is Yom Ha-Zicaron – the Day of Remembrance; the 
day we remember that our roots are in heaven, the day heaven 
remembers us. Rosh Hashanah is the day of kingship, the day we 
acknowledge the sovereignty of heaven over our earthly lives. (p.113-4) 

 

2. Against death, which we see as the ultimate failure, we offer up success. 
Against death, which we see as the ultimate emptiness, we offer up the 
acquisition of objects. Against death, which we see as the end of all 
feeling, we offer up the pursuit of pleasure. Against death, which we see 
as the final stillness, we offer up a ceaseless rage of activity. Against 
death, which we see as the ultimate impotence, we offer up the 
clarification of our own power. But In the process, we give up our nefesh 
– the nothingness out of which life arises, the emptiness that gives our 
lives meaning. And we give it up because we are frightened of it. It reeks 
of all we are trying to deny. Consequently, we’ve become a nation of 
workaholics, a people who have come to believe that we can conquer 
death by dint of our own powers, by a ceaseless swirl of activity. To rest is 

ַנת א שְׁ ת-בִּ ה אֶּ אֶּ רְׁ אֶּ יָּהּו וָּ ְך ֻעזִּ לֶּ ב ַעל-מֹות ַהמֶּ ים -ֲאֹדנָּי ֹישֵׁ אִּ לֵׁ יו מְׁ שּולָּ א וְׁ שָּ נִּ ם וְׁ א רָּ סֵׁ כִּ
ת ל-אֶּ יכָּ ד ב  .ַההֵׁ חָּ אֶּ ם לְׁ ַפיִּ נָּ ש כְׁ ם שֵׁ ַפיִּ נָּ ש כְׁ ַמַעל לֹו שֵׁ ים מִּ דִּ ים ֹעמְׁ פִּ רָּ ה   שְׁ ַכסֶּ ם יְׁ ַתיִּ שְׁ בִּ

ף עֹופֵׁ ם יְׁ ַתיִּ שְׁ יו ּובִּ לָּ ה ַרגְׁ ַכסֶּ ם יְׁ ַתיִּ שְׁ יו ּובִּ נָּ ל ג  .פָּ א זֶּה אֶּ רָּ קָּ דֹוש -וְׁ דֹוש קָּ דֹוש קָּ ָאַמר קָּ זֶּה וְׁ
ל ֹלא כָּ אֹות מְׁ בָּ ה צְׁ הוָּ בֹודוֹ -יְׁ ץ כְׁ ָארֶּ   .הָּ

 

In the year that King Uzziah died, I beheld my Lord seated on a high and lofty 
throne; and the skirts of His robe filled the Temple. Seraphs stood in attendance on 
Him, Each of them had six wings; with two he covered his face, with two he 
covered his legs and with two he would fly. And one would call to the other, “Holy 
Holy Holy! The Lord of Hosts! God’s presence fills all the earth”. [Isaiah 6:1-3] 



to die, so we never permit ourselves a moment’s rest, a moment’s 
nefesh, a moment’s nothingness. (p. 119) 

 

3.   Human renewal is one of the universe’s great mysteries, one we tend to 
take for granted. When our cars run out of gas, we fill them up with gas. 
When our batteries run down, we recharge them with electrical energy. 
But when we human beings run down, we simply plunge into 
nothingness. We sleep. Nothing happens to us when we sleep, and it is 
precisely this nothing that restores us. (p. 121) 

4. Holiness is the great nothing that appears in all the religious traditions of 
the world in various poetic guises. It is an ineffable intensity, an oceanic 
sense, a warm flash of light, a marriage of the soul, a mighty wind of 
resolution, a starry grace, a burning bush, a wide stretching love, an abyss 
of pure simplicity, and as we have mentioned, it is the word the angels 
cry, the word that rings throughout heaven. (p. 122) 

5. On Rosh Hashanah the gates between heaven and earth are opened, and 
things that were beyond us suddenly become possible. The deepest 
questions of our heart begin to find answers. Our deepest fear, that 
gaping emptiness up ahead of us and back behind us as well, suddenly 
becomes our ally. Heaven begins to help us. (p. 125) 

6. The relentlessness of the High Holidays – the long days in synagogue, the 
constant repetition of the prayers, the fasting – wears down our defenses 
and helps us open to the truth of our lives. The aspect of the High 
Holidays that is most helpful in this regard is their holiness. The sense of 
the sacred is attenuated in the modern world, to say the least. Still, these 
are and have never stopped being the High Holy Days, the Days of Awe, 
the days that convey a quality of holiness we can all feel, even if we feel it 
only dimly. It is precisely this holiness that helps us forgive ourselves. 
These days create a context of holiness, and if we pay close attention, we 
begin to notice that everything in our lives is suffused with holiness, even 
those “faults” we thought we had to forgive ourselves for. Even that 
behavior we took to be wrongful, we now realize, has a holy spark at its 
center waiting to be released. This is the essence of self-forgiveness.       
(p. 127) 

[From: This Is Real and You Are Completely Unprepared: The Days of Awe as a 
Journey of Transformation by Alan Lew; Little Brown 2003] 



Think About It: 
 
 Can you think of any times in your life when the best way forward 

was to stand completely still? 
 
 Why does God forgive our sins? God knows the twisted thinking 

that led us to sin. What does God want to happen with divine 
forgiveness? 

 
 How can the High Holy Day service help you find the white notes 

that make up the music of your life? 
  


