Standing Between The Living And The Dead

 ל ְַאחַ ר ְשׁנֵים.יוֹרדֶ ת
ֶ ְכָּל ְשׁנֵים עָ שָׂ ר חֹדֶ שׁ גּוּפוֹ ַקיָּים וְ נ ְִשׁמָ תוֹ עוֹלָה ו
.יוֹרדֶ ת
ֶ עָ שָׂ ר חֹדֶ שׁ הַ גּוּף בָּ טֵ ל וְ נ ְִשׁמָ תוֹ עוֹלֶה וְ שׁוּב ֵאינָהּ
For twelve months the body endures and the soul ascends and descends. After twelve months the
body is no more and the soul ascends but descends no more.
(Shabbat 152a-b)

I needed to be alone so that he could come back. This was the beginning of my year of magical
thinking…
Joan Didion, A Year of Magical Thinking, p. 33

Where is she now? That is, in what place is she at the present time. But if H. is not a body—and
the body I loved is certainly no longer she—she is in no place at all… And ‘the present time’ is
a date or point in our times… If the dead are not in time, or not in our sort of time, is there any
clear difference, when we speak of them, between was and is and will be?
C.S. Lewis, A Grief Observed, p.35-6.

נוֹתן כָּל ֶאחָ ד ֶאבֶ ן ְקטַ נָה עַ ל הַ ֶקבֶ ר
ֵ בִּ זְ מַ ן שֶׁ חַ בְ ֵרי הַ ח"ק עוֹזְ בִ ים ֶאת הַ ֶקבֶ ר
בוֹד� ַאבָ ל
ְ ְ פב"פ ָאנוּ ְמבַ ְקּ ִשׁים ְמ ִחילָ ה מֵ א ְֹת� ִאם ל ֹא עָ ִשׂינוּ לְפִ י כ:אוֹמ ִרים
ְ ְו
גוֹר ְל� בְּ ֵקץ
ַ ְ לֵ � בְּ שָׁ לוֹם וְ ָתנוּחַ בְּ שָׁ לוֹם וְ ַתעֲמוֹד ל.עָ ִשׂינוּ כְּ ִמנְהַ ג הַ מָ קוֹם
.הַ י ִָמים
When the members of the Chevre Kaddisha leave the grave, each one places a small stone on the
grave and they all say: So-and-so son of so-and-so, we ask your forgiveness if we have not
treated you with what you deem to be proper respect but we have followed the custom of this
place. Go in peace, rest in peace, and rise to your destiny at the end of days.
(from Gesher HaHayyim/The Bridge of Life)

