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Rosh Hashanah Eve 1975
FIRST DRAFT Friday, September 5, 1975

WHERE ARE YOU?
By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman
Washinaton Hebrew Congregation

Rosh Hashanah is a day of judgment in both the active and
passive sense. We judge and are being judged. We judge ourselves
in personal stocktaking; tradition calls it the .
The personal account which we render within our own souls. And
we are Eeing judged by God, We stand, in the graphic language
of rel i,'l ¥&dimagination,
before the throne of the Almighty, to be tried and convicted. The
verdict, we are told, will decide our destiny, for better or for
worse, for joy or sorrow, for life or death.

Do all Jews believe this? Certainly not! If every one
of us truly believes that we stand naked before the all-seeing
eye of the Almighty, there would be no need for so many grave and
solemn warnings which mark the awesome ritual of this holy day.
The fact is that many of us, perhaps the majority, need to be
persuaded that we cannot just do our own thing, that T1ife is not
a game of solitaire.

Yet, not too far below the smooth surface of our smug
self assurance, there is a deep and all-pervasive sense of
dependence and accountability, a feeling, indeed an inner
certainty, that we're not alone, that we are subject to a higher
Will, that we're part of an 1ncred1b1y‘comp11cated game whose
rules must not be broken and that the great Player opposite us
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responds to our every move with irresistible power and purpose.

The Encounter

Hasidic lore tells of an encounter which how, all of a
sudden, there burst upon a man's consciousness the truth that
he stands before God. Rabbi Shneur Zalman, who witnessed
Napoleon's march on Moscow, was thrown into the prison fortress
of Petersburg on false charges that the Hasidic movement which
he led was subversive to the social and political order of the
state. He was awaiting trial when the commander of the
fortress éntered his cell. The officer, himself a man of some
culture, seeing the majestic and quiet face of Shneur Zalman,
was impressed by the quality of the prisoner under his care and
struck up a conversation about some questions which had occurred
to him in reading the Scriptures. Finally, he got to the point
that had been troubling him:

"How are we gaimgx to understand the curious statement

in Genesis 3.9 that God, the all-knowing, had to look

for Adam in Paradise by asking, 'Adam, where are you?'"

Rabbi Shneur instantly recalled the verse in its context:

“And the man and his wife hid themselves from the

presence of the Lord, God, amongst the trees of the

garden. And the Lord, God, called unto Adam and said,
'Where are you!'"
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Turning to the officer, Rabbi Shneur said,

"You believe, don't you, that the Scriptures are eternal,
that they sap something to every generation?”

"I believe this," said the Russian.

"Well, then," replied Shneur, "in every era, God calls
to every man: where are you in your world? So
many days and years allotted to you have already passed -- how
far have you gotten in your world? God says, at this point in
your life, how far along are you?"

Rabbi Shneur's interpretation turns the question into
an exclamation, a challenge. The whole incident of God looking

for Adam in Paradise must be understood as a parable of the human

condition. Bmaxizx Man is i1uays trying to hide from responsibility

and seeking to ignore the One before whom l1ife's account must be
rendered. We are notorious escape artists. We pretend not to
hear the demands and the claims that are being addressed to us.
We turn héman existence into a system of hide-outs, trying to
hide

1. From others.

2. From ourselves.

3. From God.
Yet, somehow the call, s pursues us. Suddenly
a moment comes when the question amax . » "where are you?"

gets through to us. For many, if not all, Jews, that moment
?

when suddenly we feel accountable, addressed and challenged to
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explain our 1ife, that moment of stock-taking, of orientation,
of examining the direction of our 1ife, is this very night of
Rosh Hashanah.
1. Hiding From Others

,» where are you?-with reference to
other people. This is certainly an appropriate time to
reconsider our relationships with others. Have we drawn
closer or drifted apart? Where are you, means, where do you
stand with the people in your 1ife?

Martin Buber in his philosophy of the dialogue,
perceptively and prfoundly analyzed the nature of the human
being who will not open himself to genuine communication with
another person. The conditions of modern 1ife are such that
generally speaking we no longer relate to others but use them.
The other person is not a subject to respond to but an object
to be handled and manipulated. We make conversation with but
do not really speak to the person, heart to heart. We answer
questions but do not respond to the need these questions suggest.
We make love, but do not love.

What a different 1ife it could be for all of us if only
we managed to crawl out of our shells, out of our hiding places
of self centered existence! If only we could perceive in the

depths of our hearts the call » where are you, man?
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Why don't you answer the call of your fellow-man?

The noted author, Mark van Doren, remembers when he was
an eightean or twenty year old student, 1iving at home in
I11inois. One night he heard his father's heavy footsteps,
climbing up to his son's third floor attic room, where the
boy was xeagxix reading or writing or doing something. Mark
knew that his father was hungry for conversation, for a momenf
shared. But, all he would say to his father was an absent-
minded "hello" as he looked away from him,

"I clammed up. I waited. And he went downstairs

again...I didn't forget that for forty years. 1

finally wrote a poem about that incident to cleanse

myself of it: I

He will remember this
And Toathe the hour

When his fair tongue,
Malingering, stood still.

Think of those in your own home, think of family members,
think of those who might be your friends and hunger for your
attention, for your companionship. We live side by side with
people who are so close to us and yet how 1ittle, meaningful
exchange of thought and feeling there is between father and son,
between mother and daughter and even between those who vowed to

be partners in life. Can you hear the silent question of those
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around you who wonder: Where are you? Where is your heart?
Where are your thoughts?
2. Hiding From Ourselves

In some respects, the most cruel and tragic neglect is
not the neglect of others but of ourselves. .
man, where are you? is also the pathetic cry of our own zrixsx soul
concerning ourselves. We become strangers to ourselves, why?

That 1ittle gem of a book, Ecclesiastes, which is attributed
kxibugexiexthe to the wisest of all kings, Solomon, repeats
several times a characteristic expression:

"I communed with mine own heart"
(Ecc. 1.60)

Or, "I said in my heart," (Ecc. 2.1, 15)

And again, "A1l this I laid to my heart.” (Ecc. 9.1)

These phrases are typical of a mind which is constantly
searching out its own innermost recesses; they reflect a person
not afraid to face himself, to explore his own view and feeling
of existence.

How many of us commune with their own hearts or look
deeply into their own feelings? In the hustle and bustle of
our over-active lives, we lose touch with the core of our own

inner being. This process of self-alienation is the malaise
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of our civilization. We keep going going in our greadmill

existence, no longer knowing what our goals are or whether

anything we do 1s still worthwhile. We don't know because

we don't bother to ask. » man, where are
you? Where are you going?

We don't take the time to re-examine our changing
purposes and priorities in 1ife. Too many of us get into
an existential rut. We continue to go through the motions
of our accustomed way of 1ife, based upon goaks which we
outgrew long ago -- and then spend the rest of our lives
aching with boredom. The root cause of boredom is self-
alienation which happens when we no longer respond to our
genuine, authentic self, as Dylan Thomas discovered when,
pausing in the midst of aimless drinking and chatting, he
said:

"Somebody is boring me, I think it's me."

There must be in our Congregation tonight a number of
young and mature and older men and women whose basic sense of
existence is a feeling of being trapped. They way they are
sexx fed up and put the blame on this or that condition of their
1ife. My hunch is that the probdem is not with their

circumstances, jobs, homes, momey or lack of it, but in themselves,
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in a deep discontent with themselves. What we need is not a
change of fortune but a change of heart. The cure lies in the
recovery of our true selves, in the recognition of new goals
and purposes which must replace those that have become
meaningless. Only then will come a new burst of interest,
drive and will to achie ve.

» where are you? You are not
today what you were yesterday. The search for our true self
must be pursued day by day and more so as we grow older, Man,
where are you? means: Man, have you faced up to the really big
questions of your existence? How, for example, do you face
aging? Have you thought through what values remain after you
have made your money and won your promotions? What do you do
when more and more of everything becomes pointless? What
values remain when you are no longer needed by children as the
provider of shelter, allowances and tuitions? What else will .
you be able to contribute to your family, to your community?
What are the possibilities of meanings, of satisfactions, of
achievement in the sunset phase of life?

A Hasidic master was fond of tellling the story of the
highly organized man who would write out a check 1ist of all of
his belongings at night before he went to sleep:
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My shoes are in the closet;

My trousers are folded over the chair;

My shirt is near my trousers;

And then, after mentioning a few more items in their proper
places, he ended the 1ist with the statement:

“"And I am in bed."

Awakening in the morning he was gathering his belongings
according to the check 1ist; he found his shoes, trousers, shirt
and so forth in the places he had recorded. And then, coming to
the bottom 1ine he said, "And I am in bed." He rushed to his bed,
pulled back the covers and, not seeing himself there, kept asking,
"where am I? where am I?"

The predicament of this systemati c fool describes only
too well the condition of many of us. We arrange everything in
life just so, but let our own inner xkx selves get away from us.
We have accurate records of our bank accounts, stocks, properties
and other assets but permit our true self to slip away from us.
Ayecha s where are you, 0 my soul? Where are you?

3. Hiding From God

?
The Kabbalists speak of the human task with a graphic

phrase, “The breaking of the shell." The divine spark, the

living spirit of man, is encapsuled, imprisoned. We seal ourselves
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off from others, from ourselves and most assuredly from God. VYet,
if we strain our attention we shall hear God calling unto each
of us: “Ayecha » Where are you, my child?"

You wonder how God calls you? The author of the 139th
Psalm jubilated in the knowledge that God was even closer than
his own skin:

"Thou hast knit me together in my mother's womb

Thine eyes did see my unformed substance

There is not a word in my tongee

But, 0 Lord, Thou knowest it altogether."

For him, the question, where is God, turned into the
exclamation, where is there a place where God is not?

Whither shall I go from Thy spirit?

Or whither shall I féee from Thy presence?

Don't look for God as though he were a needle in a haystack.
Nor, should you expect God's voice to come to you in a thunderstorm;
it is a "still, small voice,” perhaps no more than the inner
certainty that God is with you as the 23rd Psalm says:

“Thou art with me."

If you listen closely, you will hear God calling you every
moment. He taps out his signal of love ythrough every heartbeat
which maintains your wondrous rythm of life. He is your gracious
host through every breath of air you breathe, through every bit
of nourishment you take. You are maintained at the table He has
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set before you.

No, you are not alone. Your 1ife in itself makes
absolutely no sense. Whatever meaning your 1ife has lies in its
connection with something kuch bigger than you., Deep down in
your heart you know that you are answerable to a Will other
than your own. This the great Yiddish poet, H. Leivick, whose
1ife was a constant struggle between agnosticism and faith,
expressed in the haunting poem entttled "A Voice."

A voice calls out: "you must!"

Must what? Oh, Voice, explain!

Instead of an answer I hear

That call again.

I peer behind the door,
I dash at every wall,
I search though no one strange

Has sent that call.

I've known them all my 1ife,

The caller and His call. . .

Summar
Tomorrow morning, when you hear the blast of the Shofar,
I ask you to understand each sounding of the Shofar as God's voice

calling unto you: Ayecha, where are you man?
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Where are you in your personal relationships? ARe you
Tistening to the needs of others?

Where are you, that is, where is your true self? Are
the goals and tasks you pursue your goals and your tasks? Do
you really want what you are after? Do you pause to Tisten to
the voice of your own soul?

Where are you when God calls you? Are you holding your
ears add shutting your eyes so as not to be conscious of His

presence?

Appeal
The story is told of a father and son walking together when

they came upon a strawberry patch at the edge of the forest. The
boy could not resist the enticing sight of big red strawberries
and immediately broke away from the father's hand and disappeared,
looking for the biggegt fruit to pluck.

After a while, the father exclaimed:

"My son, my son, where are you?"

There was no response., Again the father cried out,

"My son, be sure you stay close enough so that you can
still hear my voice when I shout 'where are you?'"

As long as you can hear this question, "where are you?"
you are not yet lost.

Too many of our appeal have broken away from the close

and intimate bond of religious faith. They have scattered in
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all directions looking for the pleasures of this world.
However, do not yet think of yourself as lost. As long as
you can hear God's voice, "where are you?" you can quickly
return and be with CGod.

Our people's presence here during these Holy Days
proves that we are still attentive to God's voice calling,
"man, where are you?"

May you hear God's call -- and turn to Him with all
your heart.

AMEN
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responds to our every move with #rreSistible-power and purpose.

The Encounter

Hasidic Tore tells of an encounter‘iﬁh‘ich e, all of a
sudden, there burst upon a man's consciousness the truth that
he stands before God. Rabbi Shneur Zalman, who witnessed
Napoleon's march on Moscow, was thrown into the prison fortress

of Petersburg on false charges_@mmwm—
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was impressed by the quality of the prisoner under his care and
struck up a conversation about weme- questions which had occurred
to him in reading the Scriptures. Finally, he got to the point
that had been troubling him:

"How are we gaxrgx to understand the curious statement

in Genesis 3.9 that God, the all-knowing, had to Took

for Adam in Paradise by asking, 'Adam, where are you?'"
Rabbi Shneur instantly recalled the verse in its context:
"And the man and his wife hid themselves from the
presence of the Lord, God, amongst the trees of the

garden. And the Lord, God, called unto Adam and said,

7y e 'Where are you!'"
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Turning to the officer, Rabbi Shneur said,

"You believe, don't you, that the Scriptures are eternal,
that they say something to every generation?"

"I believe this," said the Russian.

'E'.L;
"Well, then," replied Shneur, "in every e®®, God calls

to every man: N _D ”)C where are you in your world? So
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explain our 1ife3 that moment of stock-taking, of orientation,
of examining the direction of our life, is this very night of
Rosh Hashanah.

1. Hiding From Others

L) e

» Where are you?-with reference to

other people. .lThis-is certainly—an—appropriate—time—to

Have we drawn

closer or drifted apart? Where are you, means, where do you
stand with the people in your life?
Martin Buber in his philosophy of the dialogue,
—pereeptivety—amt—prfounddy analyzed the nature of the human

being who will not open himse]?;fb genuine communication with
another person. The conditions of modern 1ife are such thag
generally speaking)we no Tongerérglgfe to others but use them.
The other person is not a subject to respond to but an object
to be handled and manipulated. We make conversation with but
do not really speak to the person, heart to heart. We answer

questions but do not respond to the need gz:zizgzggﬁ;ea&=suggest.

We make love, but do not love.
pre— —

What a different life it could be for all of us;if only

we managed to crawl out of our shellf, out of our hiding p1acq'jtﬂ#f0fcnwv
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The noted author, Mark van Doren .remen:fers when hsme—ﬂ'l"“
an eighteen or twenty year old student; Arg at home in
I1Tinois. One night he heard his father's heavy footsteps,
climbing up to his son's third floor attic room, where thes be

M@y was XEAExXX reading or writing or doing something. Mark
knew that his father was hungry for conversation, for a moment
shared. But, all he would say to his father was an absent-
minded "hello" as he looked away from.him.

"I clammed up. I waited. And he went downstairs

again...I didn't forget that for forty years. I

finally wrote a poem about that incident to cleanse

myself of it:

He will remember this
And loathe the hour
When his fair tongue,
Malingering, stood still.
Think of those in your own home, think of family members,

think of those who might be your friends and hunger for your
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How little meaningful

exchange of thought and feeling there is between father and son,
between mother and daughter and even between those who vowed to

be partners in life. Can you hear the silent question of those
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around you who wonderzjﬁfhere are you? Where is your heart?
Add_b>
Where are your thoughts? ”’;,,—~

2. Hiding From Ourselves

In some respects, the most cruel and tragic neglect is
not the neglect of others but of ourselves. 2D . ﬁi.yuﬂfﬁamg/
man, where are you? is also the pathetic cry of our own zeixg&x soul
concerning ourselves. We become strangers to ourselves, why?

That T1ittle gem of a book, Ecclesiastes, which is attributed
kxxbukextexkhe to the wisest of all kings, Solomon, repeats
several times a characteristic expression:

“I communed with mine own heart"

(Ecc. 1.60)
Or, "I said in my heart," (Ecc. 2.1, 15)
And again, "A11 this I laid to my heart." (Ecc. 9.1)

These phrases are typical of a mind which is constantly

searching out its own innermost recesses; they—reflect-a—persen

How many of us commune with their own hearts or look

deeply into their own feelings? In the hustle and bustle of
our over-active lives, we lose touch with the core of our own

inner being. This process of self-alienation is the malaise




o

of our civilization. We keep going going in our treadmill

existence, «ag hat our goals are or whether

anything we do is still worthwhile. e doN T Rnow-because

“we—doni=buther—to—asie 77Dy , man, where are

you? Where are you going?

—

We don't take the time to re-examine our changing

purposes and priorities in life. Too many of us get into

an existential ruts

when,
erceived
pausing in the midst of aimless drinking and chatting, he

said:

"Somebody is boring me, I think it's me."

There must be in our Congregation tonight a number of
young);:; mature:;;i'o1der men and women whose basic sense of
existence is a feeling of being trapped. They say they are
sexx fed up and put the blame on this or that condition of their

life. My hunch is that the problem is not with their

circumstances, jobs, homes, momey qe=terefe=ssfit, but in themselves,
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4% a deep discontent with themselves. fhat\we

e —

arae 0 D H o A e o1 1eg - - ils e -I'ies in the

ecognition of new goals

hat have becws

o Bl B » where are you? You are not
today what you were yesterday. The search foryour true self
must be pursued}day by day)and more s0,as we grow older. Man,
where are you? means: Man, have you faced up to the really big
questions of your existence? How, for example, do you face
aging? Haun-yeu—%heught=th!ﬂuyb'Hﬁat values remain after you
have made your money and won your promotions? khabt=de—yai—de .

What 9 0a/s

vames remain when you are no longer needed by—chiddeen as the
be g, Mo nl ;
provider of shelter, allowances and tuitions? Nhat/aine

O YOou
:ﬂ:ﬂ%@vcontribute to your family, to your community?
What are the possibilities of meaning’, of satisfactionf, of
achievement in the sunset phase of life?
A Hasidic master was fond of tellling the story of the
highly organized man who would write out a check 1ist of all of

his belongings at night before he went to sleep:
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My shoes are in the closet;

My trousers are fodded over the chair;

My shirt is near my trousers;

And then, after mentioning a few more items in their proper
places, he ended the Tist with the statement:

"And T am in bed."

e wped— @sﬁ : ,

Aviakening=$n—the morning he his belongings
according to the check Tist; he found his shoes, trousers, shirt
and so forth in the places he had recorded. And then, coming to

the bottom 1ine -wessE$®., “And I am in bed." He rushed to his bed,
~¢6=!u-& -

pulled back the covergnand

- Cav-e/fd A

The predicament of this systemati c fool describes only

too well the condition of many of us. We arrange everything in
Self~glip
1ife just so, but let our own inner fﬂ away from us,

3. Hiding From God
?

The Kabbalists speak of the human task with a graphic
phrase, "The breaking of the shell." The divine spark, the

living spirit of man, is encapsuled, imprisoned. We seal ourselves
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off from others, from ourselves and most assuredly from God. Yet,
if we strain our attention we shall hear God calling unto each
of us: *Tarim ‘I«;):Dyhi', Where are you, my child?"

You wondet_ﬁgngpd calls you? The author of the 139th
Psalm jubilated in the knowledge that God was even closer than
his own skin:

"Thou hast knit me together in my mother's womb

Thine eyes did see my unformed substance

There is not a word in my tongue

But, 0 Lord, Thou knowest it altogether."

For him, the question, where is God, turned into the
exclamation, ‘wi®- is there a place where God is not?

Whither shall I go from Thy spirit?

Or whither shall I flee from Thy presence?

Don't look for God as though Me were a needle in a haystack.
Nor, should you expect God's voice to come to you in a thunderstorm;
it is a "still, small voice," perhaps no more than the inner
certainty that God is with you as the 23rd Psalm says:

"Thou art with me."

If you listen closely, you will hear God calling you every
moment. He taps out his signal =#===5we through every heartbeat
which maintains your wondrous rythm of life. He is your gracious
host through every breath of air you breathe, through every bit

of nourishment you take. You are maintained at the table He has
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i Deep down in
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Z,

Your heart yoy know that YOuU are answerable to a Will other

than youyr own. This the great Yiddish poet, H. Le1v1ck.!gi!=g==

— ——_._—-____
e T -

expressed in z:! haunting poem entitled "p Voice,"
A voice calls out:  "yoy mystin
Must what? Oh, Voice, explain!
| Instead of an answer I hear

That call again,

I peer behind the door,
I dash at every wall,
I search though no one strange

Has sent that calj.

; I've known them a1l my life,

The caller and His call. . , f\ (VS




WHERE ARE YOU?

By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman
Washington Hebrew Congregation

Rosh Hashanah Eve
Friday, September 5, 1975

yr /afa»d' sy 7he
_ hashnah.wem’

ot acide our-dectiT e orpo
wg.d'hm orhew
w for 1ife or death.

Do all Jews believe this? Certainly not! Many of us,
_ Sofitaire .

% ab: /v ’:;....du-(l- B y—.hq,dhiif-h—.g FoTL, [ > P Copha sl
(:clo not ‘t‘zat we're part of an incredibly co phcated thSe a/fwy
’“'5 bel.ewe ules must not be broken and that the great Player opposite us

responds to our every move with power and purpose.

The Encounter

We ave fold
wasidic tore teils

of an encounter in which,all of a sudden,
there burst;upon a man's conscousness the truth that he stands
before God. Rabbi Shneur Zalman, who witnessed Napoleon's march

on Moscow, was thrown into the prison fprtress of Petersburg on
false charges. One day the commander of the fortress entered his
cell. The officer, himself a man of some culture, was impressed

by the quality of the prisoner under histg;:inggﬂstruck up a

conversation aboug‘questions which had occurred to h1m read1ng the
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Scriptures. Finally, he got to the point that had been troubling him:

"How are we to understand the curious statement in

wh 15 Supposed fo khow eotsyinitay than [ook:
Genesis 3.9 that God, bhardli-knewing mhad—totor 7

hod Lo 35k :
for Adam in Paradise'byﬁrrk+n9, 'Adam, where are you?'"

Rabbi Shneur instantly recalled the verse in its context:
"And the man and his wife hid themselves from the
presence of the Lord, God, amongst the trees of the
garden. And the Lord, God, called unto Adam and
said, NI ")e  'Yhere are you!'"

Turning to the officer, Rabbi Shneur said,

—i¥our-betieves—dont-—youy-that-the-Scriptures-are_eternal,
that=they say something-to-every-generation2'.
wii=petteve~this," said the RUSSTams
“Wedly-theny—reptied-Shaeur, “fn every age, God calls to
every man: 7~ "€ where are you in your world? So
many days and years of your life have already passed -- how far

,As;.ﬁ&. ‘ﬁodfm. /vg,rwe*h

have you gotten in your world?

Q{Pv{j - D> 7w , how far along are ym’) blu)f' ‘%J“‘- Wh/‘-?"u. /P, 1'"

Rabbi Shneur's interpretation turns the question “wh?re are you?"
~=34 compared 4 Where yor Should be

into an exclamation, a challenge, where are you NOWA am, hiding

in Paradise, must be understood as a parable of the human condition.

Man is always trying to hide from responsibility. We pretend not

to hear the demands and the claims that are being addressed to us.

We turn human existence into a system of hide-outs and cop-outs,

trying to hide




1. From others.

2. From ourselves and

3. From God.
Yet, somehow the call, D D>%se , pursues us. Suddenly
a moment comes when the question, A O 7sc , "where are you?"

finally gets through to usy srer=-menyT=if-not-atlydowsy-thatmonent
uhenr—suadenty-we-feel -addresseds—acecountable—and-chattenged—to
6 indan ik dint . life. is thi T
wRosh—Hasthamat.
1. Hiding From Others

2 2 /C , where are you? - with reference to other

——

peoplé?’ Have we drawn closer or drifted apart? “Where are yog:heans,
where do you stand with the people in your life?

" Martin Buber in his philosophy of the dialogue, analyzed the
nature of the human being who will not open himself up to genuine
communication with another person. The conditions of modern Tife
are such that, generally speaking, we no longer relate to others but

use them. The other person is not a subject to respond to but an ‘D({\:’" .
object to be handled and manipulated. We make conversation with but J

do not really speak to the person, heart to heart.

questions but do not respond to the need of the question
(::I?VE:-BHt do not love. i

What a different life it could be for all of us, if only we

managed to crawl out of our shell, out of our hiding place, out of
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our own self centered existence! If only we listened to the seeking,

searching call of our brother man, . 2 D #s¢ , "where are you?"

The noted author, Mark van Doren, remembers when, as an
eighteen or twenty year old student, he lived at home in I1linois.
One night he heard his father's heavy footsteps, climbing up to
his son's third floor attic room, where he was reading or writing
or doing something. Mark knew that his father was hungry for
conversation, for a moment shared. But, all he would say to his
father was an absent-minded "hello" as he Tooked away from him.

"I clammed up. I waited. And he went downstairs

again....I didn't forget that for forty years. I

finally wrote a poem about that incident to cleanse

myself of it:

He will remember this

And Toathe the hour

When his fair tongue,
Malingering, stood still.

Think of those in your own home, think of family members,
think of those who might be your friends and hunger for your
attention, for your companionship. People may live side by side
and yet are each in a different world. How little meaningful
exchange of thought and feeling there is between father and son,
between mother and daughter and even between those who vowed to

=
be partners in life. Can you hear the silent questionsjof those S0 d ;p-

DD e A (yhoa s s P hent L
ummrw
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around you\weeswordes: 9*—""”6 » where are you? Where is your

heart? Wherd are your thoughts?

The sim of not listening has become institutionaT{ied. It

A AF(.-Cr0 av

attend a=gathering at whick

Soviet Union by one of Her greatdst sons!
How sad to/See the Presidentyturn a deaf ear to the agonizing

ate or public Tife, when one side does not 1isten to the othef,

when no one

pays attention!

(} LL_,f/" 2. Hiding From Ourselves

In some respects, the most cruel and tragic neglect is
not the neglect of others but of ourselves. 2D , the
question,"man, where are you?"is also the pathetic cry of our own
soul concerning ourselves. We become strangers to ourselves. Why?

That 1ittle gem of a book, Ecclesiastes, which is attributed
to the wisest of all kings, Solomon, repeats several times a
characteristic expression:

“I communied with mine own heart" (Ecc. 1.60)

Or, "I said in my heart," (Ecc. 21, 15)

And again, "A11 this I laid to my heart." (Ecc. 9.1)

These phrases are typical of a mind which is constantly

searching out its own innermost recesses.
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How many of us commune with their own hearts or look
deeply into their own feelings? In the hustle and bustle of
our over-active lives, we lose touch with the core of our own
inner being. This process of self-alienation is the malaise
of our civilization. We keep going in our treadmill existence,
forgetting what our goals are or whether anything we do is still
worthwhile, 2D”/0 , man, where are you? MWhere are
you going?

Hedomiiinieisbnst : | : |
priomipiesin=3ife. Too many of us get into an existential rut
and spend the rest of our lives aching with boredom. The root
cause of boredom is self-alienation, a form of self-rejection, as
Dylan Thomas perceived when, pausing in the midst of aimless
drinking and chatting, he said:

"Somebody is boring me, I think it's me."

There must be in our Congregation tonight esnumbew=ocf
young, or mature, or older men and women whose basic sense of
existence is a feeling of being trapped. They say they are fed
up and put the blame on this or that condition of their life. My
hunch is that the problem is not with their circumstances, jobs,
homes, money, but ineswemumlms a deep discontent with themselves.

o e , where are you? You are not today what
you were yesterday. The search for your true self must be

pursued, day by day, and more so, as we grow older. Man, where




are you? means:

of your existenc

welmesmenrzrhy after you have made your money and won your promoti

What goals remain when you are no longer needed as the prov1der of
P TR A0 bt , e pavh-tindin, mttd fo ana-2p v BCTEE 4-«5

shelter, allowances and tu1t1ons?AH-ha-h-bee+d¢_-mmy—eun-yeu J-vb
eontribute - ? at are the

achievement in the ,’b U—L.—

~= ts ”07
“The story of the

possibilities of meaning, ef satisfaction,

Smmeet phasejof 1ife?

c , detidedfe \
highly ogganized man who #s#® write out a check-1ist of all of '|
his be1::;?ﬁgq at night before he went to sleep: _f’j/

., 7

My shoegkarg in the closet; /

My trousers.érexover the chair; i

My shirt is near.my_trousers;

And then, after mentioning a few more items in their
proper places, he ended the 1ist witp the statement:

"And T am in bed."

The next morning he gathered his beiqngings according to
the check 1list; he found his shoes, trousers, Shirt and so forth \\
in the places he had recofded And then, coming to" the bottom
Tine "And T am in bed,“ He rushed to his bed, pulled bébk\\if covers
and searched and S§Arched but could not find himself.

The pre éament of this systematic fool descri?es only too

well the condjtion of many of us. [We arrénge everything in Tife
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then 20’.@. .S'v"aber?tw own SEIL.
just so, but : L B

Where are you, 0 my soul? Where are you?

3. Hiding From God

The Kabbalists speak of the human task with a graphic phrase,
“The breaking of the shell." The divine spark, the living spirit
of man, is encapsuled, imprisoned. We seal ourselves off from
others, from ourselves and most assuredly from God. Yet, if we
strain our attention we shall hear God calling unto each of us:
" 2D 77¢ , where are you, my child?"

You wonder how God calls you? fThe author of the 139th

own skin:

For him, th ere is God, turned into the

exclamation, i8“there a place where is not?

ither shall I go from Thy spiri%?‘«

Or whither shall I flee from Thy presence?

Y

Don't look for God as though He w a needle in a haystack.

come to you in a thunderstorm; ,”-§ 7 q
o Tho r P Fim . Hespest,

Dk n‘o.,. £ a5 yom clivec
" i i
49)’0 ._)" ipa's , smalT voice,"pperiaps no more than the inner e

Nor, should you expect God's voice

certainty that God is with you as the 23rd Psalm says:

“TL‘N\ st wilome P AN




> If you listen 019§91 5 you will hear God calling you every

—— = =

s prrmint ey . —a: bty
moment.JQHe taps out his signal thFough every heartbeat which
maintains your wondrous rythm of life. He is your gracious host

through every breath of air you breathe, through every bit of

)ty bei
nourishment you take. You arenﬁginé;ineétgé the table He has set

-

before you.

“eotim. mset Lone. [35T § o proviows 3

No, you are not alone. Your life in itself makes absolutely

no sense. Whatever meaning your life has lies in its connection
with something much bigger than you.
Summa ry
Tomorrow when you hear the Shofar, please consider this:

Jewish law does not say "every Jew must sound the shofar," but
: fh«l?hozépc
"every Jew must listen to - The key sentence of our faith

says [I:DG’I”, "Hear, O Israel."  Listen, O My people! God
calls you today as He called Adam and Eve: DD »se » where are you?
Where are you in your personal relationships? Are you
listening to the needs of others?
Where are you, that is, where is your true se]ﬁﬁlere are

7
you, when God calls you?

—bhe=waypsyour=ttyet~ Deep down in your heart you know that you are

answerable to a Will other than your own.ff This the great Yiddish poet,

H. Leivick, expressed in his haunting poem entitled "A Voice."
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3. Hiding From God

The Kabbalists speak of the human task with a graphic phrase,
“The breaking of the shell." The divine spark, the 1living spirit
of man, is encapsuled, imprisoned. He sea] ourselves off from

Fac ha s meneed ¢f s Spm-/mftbreaé-
others, from ourselves and most assuredly from God. Chve

b ¢
d hear God calling l‘h

" D, where are you, my child?"
Y o
ey N LTS . v cmisore vt &2 o ke v Tzl
‘5MW a © "‘3 S w2 This . — i

He taps out his signal through every heartbeat which maintains
through
your wondrous rythm of 1ife. He is your gmeaedems host jg every breath

of air you breathe, through every bit of nourishment you take. Nabure Qad; creation

11ter'a1'ly St atable before me sud = a‘l‘wﬂvﬁ&premcg,
Ountless fovesa 8P delfrnetion .

Don't Took for fgd as though ﬂe were a needle in a haystack.

My © _ “thih s

Hedenters S thoughts as ﬁ'_hmg% Me’é’ kjm’
A Oy dv

Uu_’&l%im a whisper of gur consc1ence, as a

> d ﬁg{
moment of awe, M1 per'haps“'J han the inner

e
certainty that @ed is with :? as the 23rd Psalm says: é)ﬁ' DN
"Thou art with me", whetha, oo ’W(tj Ot L%)—'&:}( ﬂcﬂj{
*‘FG—OCI ) W8, you're not alone. Your—tife—in—itsetf makes absolutely
=

fo=sense. Whatever meaning your life has)Hes in its connection with

something much bigger than you.
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Summary
The key sentence of our faith says dse) &' ~ya @, "Hear,
0 Israel..." Listen, Oh my people! God calls you today as he
called Adam and Eve. J) 2”4, where are you?
Where are you in your personal relationshiops? Are you
listening to the needs of others? 9* Jt
A man who had been condemned to die in the eTectmc? k'ph"‘wd}?/
was asked if he had a final statement to ake He 1ooked at the asy—
1reporters, pho ographers an 0ff1c1a15 who surrounded him and
then'said quietly, "If I'd been shown so much attention when I was
/] , - = )
a boy, I would not be here today." L ives mayke saved ﬁ‘\"h,ﬂz—’ a Hewtiown .
Are you attentive to others?’to your own inner selff’io Go&?;'
ne-
Deep down in your heart you know that yog'answerable to a Will
Thet yeu s pa vy aHewhion 4o
other than your o DA e great Yiddish po& H Lewmk
expressed in his haunting poem entitled "A Voice:"
A voice calls out: "you must!"
Must what? Oh, Voice, explain!
Instead of an answer I hear

That call again

I peer behind the door,
I dash at every wall,
I search though no one strange

Has sent that call.

I've known them all my life,

The Caller and His call. .
AMEN




WHERE ARE YOU?

By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman
Washington Hebrew Congregation

Rosh Hashanah Eve
Friday, September 5, 1975

On Rosh Hashanah, the legend says, the heavenly court is called
into session and every creature must pass before the Almighty for
judgment, -- for prosperity or poverty, for sickness or health, for
life or death.

Do all Jews believe this? Certainly not! Many of us act as
though 1ife were a game of solitaire. They assume thatthe!make all

. theivr L

the moves, that everything depends on @ ~ own ability and will:
"I am the master of my fate. I am the captian of my soul!"

They do not really believe that we are part of an incredibly

complicated game whose rules must not be broken and that the great

Player opposite us responds to our every move with power and purpose.

The Encounter

We are told of an encounter in which, all of a sudden, there
bursts upon a man's consciousness the truth that he stands before
God. Rabbi Shneur Zalman, who witnessed Napoleon's march on Moscow,
was thrown into the prison fortress of Petersburg on false charges.
One day the commander of the fortress entered his cell. The officer,
himself a man of some culture, was impressed by the quality of the
prisoner under his charge and struck up a conversation about various

questions which had occurred to him while reading the Scriptures.
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How many breasts are aching, how many spirits pass away --
Not understood!
0 God, that men should see a little clearer
Or judge less harshly when they cannot see!
0 God, that men would draw a little closer
To one another, and they'd be nearer thee --
And understood.

(Fa1ter Eccles)

The noted author, Mark Van Doren, remembers when, as an
eighteen or twenty year old student, he Tived at home in I1linois.
One night he heard his father's heavy footsteps, climbing up to
his son's third floor attic room, where he was reading or writing
or doing something. Mark knew that his father was hungry for
conversation, for a moment shared. But, all he would say to his
father was an absent-minded "hello" as he looked away from him.

"I clammed up. I waited. And he went downstairs

again....I didn't forget that for forty years. I

finally wrote a poem about that incident to cleanse

myself of it:
He will remember this
And loathe the hour
When his fair tongue,
Malingering, stood still.

there S Irethere-
Y %o in your own home, hdwleef family members,

or uﬁo
shimksot=SHosE=who-rrightebemyonr friends ameé hunger for your

attention, for your companionshiﬁ}' People may live side by side
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“The spirit of Munich has by no means retreated into
the past; it was not a brief episode. I even venture
to say that the spirit of Munich is dominant in the
20th century. The intimidated civilized world has
found nothing to oppose the onslaught of a suddenly
resurgent barbarism, except concessions and smiles."

We may well ask whether the Nation's Spirit of '76 is being replaced
by the spirit of Munich? Has the trauma of Vietnam‘t!igsttﬂdoﬂ:a
national stampede away from all responsibility for freedom and justice
in the world? Is the persecution and oppression suffered by others
none of our business? Who would have dreamt that a substantial Heck
of public opinion and their political representatives are minded to
turn down the joint plea of Egypt and Israel for the help of one
or two hundred American technicians in the supervision of the newly
agreed-upon troop disengagement?

0dd Nansen, the son of the famous Norwegian explorer, ended
- his book on 1life in a Nazi concentration camp with the following words:
"Dear Reader, I shall stop now. Fhis—book. . . may=have
‘beencheavy—going—but \Ihen you go to your bookseller fof

ampew—nme don't say to him: 'now I've had enough of those

wretched prison books.
I can't stand any more of that misery.' Dear Reader, the
worst crime you can commit today, against yourself and
society, is to forget what happened and sink back into

indifference. What happened was worse than you have any
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pausing in the midst of aimless drinking and chatting, he said:

"Somebody is boring me, I think itls.ffﬁj

There must be in our Congregation tonight young, or mature, or
older men and women whose basic sense of existence is a feeling of
being trapped. They say they are fed up and put the blame on this
or that condition of their life. My hunch is that the problem is
not with their wircumstaneesy jobs, homes, money, but a deep discontent
with themselves.

) DY)z, where are you? You are not today what you were
yesterday. The search for your true self must be pursued, Ji;zgifa4¢f£;1“
&z, and more so, as we grow older. Man, where are you? means:

Man, have you faced up to the really big questions of your existence?

Don't wait for a crisis, illness or bereavement to shock you
into a total reconsideration of your life. It is wise to mentally
prepare long in advance for the shifting of gears in Tife. What is
there to strive for,after you have made your money and wem your

pr‘omot‘ioni?rWhat goals remain when you're no longer needed as provider T

Mature women, in particular,

are the
need to anticipate the"gmggfne§t“syndrome. What axkex possibilities
"Mn‘dc”er awd

of meaning, satisfaction and achievement in theﬁJatter phases of 1ife?

How do you face aging? This threshold of the New Year is a good point

in time to Took back and to look ahead -- and to get hold of yourself:
DDMC 5 where are yog}O my soul? Where are you now and where

are you going?
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3. Hiding From God

The Kabbalists speak of the human task with a graphic phrase,
“The breaking of the shell." The divine spark, the 1iving spirit of
man, is encapsuled, imprisoned within each of us. We seal ourselves
off from others, from ourselves, and most assuredly from God. Each of

We meed fo ke Sprv prally 1M hereted owd Seus£.3Rde
us is in need of a spiritual break-through.JkDo_;gg_llliiu.hear God
calling you, D", "where are you, my child?"

I know that many of us have no sense of encounter with God.
He seems so remote as to be virtually non-existent, even on a day
such as this. You wonder how God calls you.

He taps out His signals through every heartbeat which maintains
your wondrous rythm of life. He is your host through every breath of
air you breathe, through every bit of nourishment you take. Nature,
God's creation, literally sets a table before me and keeps me alive in
the presence of countless forces of destruction.

Don't look for God as though He were a needle in a haystack.
He is very present, whether or not we are aware of Him. He may enter
our thoughts as we think of Him. As we seek Him, He may respond to
our search ib.a whisper of our conscience, as a moment of awe, and,
perhaps, as no more than the inner certainty that He is with us, as
the 23rd Psalm says, !N % )AL, "Thou art with me."

Whether or not you have experienced the presence of God, you
are not alone. Whatever meaning your life has, lies in its connection

with something much bigger than you.




WHERE ARE YOU?

By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman
Washington Hebrew Congregation

Rosh Hashanah Eve
Friday, September 5, 1975

On Rosh Hashanah, the legend says, the heavenly court is called
into session and every creature must pass before the Almighty for
judgment -- for prosperity or poverty, for sickness or health, for
life or death.

Do all Jews believe this? Certainly not! Many of us act as
though life were a game of solitaire. They assume that they make all
the moves, that everything depends on their own ability and will:

"I am the master of my fate. I am the captain of my soul!"

They do not really believe that we are part of an incredibly

complicated game whose rules must not be broken and that the great

Player opposite us responds to our every move with power and purpose.

The Encounter

We are told of an encounter in which, all of a sudden, there
bursts upon a man's consciﬁusness the truth that he stands before
God. Rabbi Shneur Zalman, who witnessed Napoleon's march on Moscow,
was thrown into the prison fortress of Petersburg on false charges.
One day the commander of the fortress entered his cell. The officer,
himself a man of some culture, was impressed by the quality of the
prisoner under his charge and struck up a conversation about various

questons which had occurred to him while reading the Scriptures.
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Finally, he got to the point that had been troubling him:
"How are we to understand the curious statement in Genesis 3.9
that God, who is supposed to know everything, when Tooking for
Adam in Paradise, had to ask: 'Adam, where are you?'"
Rabbi Shneur instantly recalled the verse in its context:
"And the man and his wife hid themselves from the presence
of the Lord, God, among: the trees of the garden. And the
Lord, God, called unto Adam and said, AS.2#sc ,'Where are you!'"
Turning to the officer, Rabbi Shneur said,
"In every age, God calls to every man: 2-3%/c, where are
you in your world? So many days and years of your life
have already passed -- how far have you gotten in your
world? As for you, God says, Ivan, you are a man of
fort - D D/C, how far along are you, what have
ybu done with your life?

Rabbi Shneur's interpretation turns the question "where are you?"
into an exclamation, a challenge, where are you NOW -- as compared to
where you should be!

Adam, hiding in Paradise, must be understood as a parable of the human
conditon. Man is always trying to hide from responsibility. We pretend
not to hear the demands and the claims that are being addressed to us.
We turn human existence into a system of hide-outs and cop-outs, trying

to hide




1. From others

2. From ourselves and

3. From God.

Yet, somehow the call, .5 3#/c, pursues us. Suddenly a
moment comes when the queston, _> > 7%/, "where are you?" finally
gets through to us.

1. Hiding From Others

2) >77/c , where are you? -- with reference to other

people? Have we drawn closer or drifted apart? "Where are you," means,
where do you stand with the people in your 1ife?

Martin Buber in his philosophy of the dialogue, analyzed the
nature of the human being who will not open himself up to genuine
communication with another person. The conditions of modern 1life
are such that, generally speaking, we no Tlonger relate to others but
use them. The other person is not a subject to respond to but an
object to be handled and manipulated. We make conversation with but
do not really speak to the person, heart to heart. We make love, but
do Hot love. We answer questions but do not respond to the need of
the questioner.

One of the turning points in Martin Buber's 1ife and philosophy
was a visit by a student who had come to him for counsel. Just then,
Buber's mind was elsewhere. His thoughts had soared to great heights
that very morning. He felt inspired -- and, so, this spudent's visit
was something of an intrusion. Still, Buber was quite courteous and
tried to answer the young man's question. But, it was not enough to

oh
respond to the questioqﬁggd not to the person and his need. The next
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day, the young man's body was fished out of the river,

Buber never forgave himself for having failed this young man
in the hour of his need. Yet, the encountgp—or non-encounter insofar
as Buber had not opened his heart or mind to the man -- taught him
the difference between mere communication and true dialogue:

"I answered only the questions and so I failed to see
through)to the maq}ggﬁigg the questions."

We are all guilty of such neglect. More often than not we speak
to another person without entering into any kind of relationship.

Yet, the person who talks to us not only wants to inform us of
something, but, sometimes also wants to reach out, seek a relationship,
and needs help.

What a different 1ife it could be for all of us, &f only we
managed to crawl out of our shell, out of our hiding place, out of
our own self centered existence! If only we listened to the seeking,
searching call of our brother man, DD'/e, "where are you?"

If only we tried to understand egch other's need a 1ittle
better:

NOT UNDERSTOOD

Not understood,

We move along asunder --

Our path grows wider, as we go down the years,
We marvel and we wonder why life is life,

And then we fall asleep --

Not understood.

-----------------
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How many breasts are aching, how many spirits pass away --
Not understood!
0 God, that men should see a 1little clearer
Or judge less harshly when they cannot see!
0 God, that men would draw a 1ittle closer
To one another, and they'd be nearer Thee --
And understood.
(Walter Eccles)

The noted author, Mark Van Doren, remembers when, as an
eightéen or twenty year old student, he lived at home in Il1linois.
One night he heard his father's heavy footsteps, climbing up to
his son's third floor attic room, where he was reading or writing
or doing something. HMark knew that his father was hungry for
conversation, for a moment shared. But, all he would say to his
father was an absent-minded "hello" as he looked away from him.

"I clammed up. I waited. And he went downstairs

again....I didn't forget that for forty years. 1

finally wrote a poem about that incident to cleanse

myself of it:

He will remember this
And loathe the hour

When his fair tonge,
Malingering, stood still.

Are there persons in your own home, are there family
members, or friends, who hunger for your attention, for your

companionship? People may live side by side
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and yet are in different worlds. How little meaningful
exchange of thought and feeling théﬁ;:?;agéggg%ﬁ father and son,
between mother and daughter and even between those who vowed to
be partners in life. Can you hear the silent questions of those
around you? _é),:)40k3 » Where are you? Where is your heart?
Where are your thoughts?

The sin of not Tistening has become institutionalized. It
is national policy not to hear the other side. Nations jam each
other's radio broadcasts and censor one another's publications.

What a shock it was for Americans to learn in early July,
on the eve of our Independence Day, that President Ford had refused
to attend the AFL-CIO dinner in Washington at which Alexander
Solzhenitsyn was listed as speaker. After misleading the public
with several false explanations, including the slur that there was
a question about Solzhenitsyn's mental stability and the insinuation
that he had come to the United States only to promote the sale of
his books, White House aides finally came out with the real reason
which was fear on the part of the President that "detente" might
suffer a setback if he listened to the outspoken criticism of the

Soviet Union by the Russian novelist.

The President's refusal to listen proves the point Solzhenitsyn

had made in his Nobel Prize Tecture as spokesman for the millions who

still languish in the prison camps of Gulag Archipelago:
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"The spirit of Munich has by no means retreated into

the past; it was not a brief episode. I even venture

to say that the spirit of Munich is dominant in the

20th century. The intimidated civilized world has

found nothing to oppose the onslaught of a suddenly

resurgent barbarism, except concessions and smiles."

We may well ask whether the nation's Spirit of '76 is being replaced

by the spirit of Munich? Has the trauma of Vietnam triggered off a
national stampede away from all responsibility for freedom and justice
in the world? Is the persecution and oppression suffered by others
none of our business? Who would have dreamt that a substantial block
of public opinion and their political representatives are minded to
turn down the joint plea of Egypt and Israel for the help of one
or two hundred American technicians in the supervision of the newly
agreed-upon troop disengagement?

0dd Nansen, the son of the famous Norwegian explorer, ended
his book on 1ife in a Nazi concentration camp with the following words:

"Dear Reader, I shall stop now. When you go to your

bookseller don't say to him: ‘'now I've had enough

of those wretched prison books. I can't stand any

more of that misery.' Dear Reader, the worst

crime you can commit today, against yourself and

society, is to forget what happened and sink back into

indifference. What happened was worse than you have any
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idea of. And it was the indifference of mankind that

let it take place."

2. Hiding From Ourselves
i ndif{foremce 3nd

In some respects, the most cruel and trag1€kpeg1ect is

not the neglect of others but of ourselves. <224z, the question

"man where are you?" is also the pathetic cry of our own soul
concerning ourselves. We become str angers to ourselves. Why?

That 1ittle gem of a book, Ecclesiastes, which is attributed
to the wisest of all kings, Solomon, repeats several times a
characteristic expression:

"I communed with mine own heart? (Ecc. 1.60)

Or, "I said in my heart," (Ecc. 21, 15)

And again, "A11 this I laid to my heart." (Ecc. 9.1)

These phrases are typical of a mind which is constantly searching
out its own innermost recesses.

How many of us commune with their own hearts or look deeply into
their own feelings? In the hustle and bustle of our over-active lives,
we lose touch with the core of our own inner being. This process of
self-alienation is the malaise of our civilization. We keep going
in our treadmill existence, forgetting what our goals are or whether
anything we do is still worthwhile. DD <, man where are you?
Where are you going?

Too many of us get into an existential rut and spend the rest
of our lives aching with boredom. The root cause of boredom is self-

alienation, a form of self-rejection, as Dylan Thomas perceived when,
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pausing in the midst of aimless drinking and chatting, he said:

"Somebody is boring me, I think it's me."

There must be in our Congregation tonight young, or mature, or
older men and women whose basic sense of existence is a feeling of
being trapped. They say they are fed up and put the blame on this
or that condition of their life. My hunch is that the problem is
not with their jobs, homes, money, but a deep discontent with
themselves.

») D%, where are you? You are not today what you were
yesterday. The search for your true self must be pursued constantly,
and more so, as we grow older. Man, where are you? means:

Man, have you faced up to the really big questions of your existence?

Don't wait for a crisis, illness or bereavement to shock you
into a total reconsideration of your Tife. It is wise to mentally
prepare long in advance for the shifting of gears in life. What is
there to strive for, after vou have made your money and your
promotion? What goals remain when you're no longer needed as provider?
Mature women, in particular, need to anticipate the "empty nest"
syndrome. What are the possibilities of meaning, satisfaction and
achievement in the middle and latter phases of 1ife? How do you face
aging? This threshold of the New Year is a good point in time to
look back and to look ahead -- and to get hold of yourself: O"A,
where are you, 0 my soul? Where are you now and where are you

going?
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3. Hiding From God

The Kabbalists speak of the human task with a graphic phrase,
“The breaking of the shell."™ The divine spark, the living spirit of
man, is encapsuled, imprisoned within each of us. We seal ourselves
off from others, from ourselves, and msot assuredly from God. Fach of
us is in need of a spiritual break-through. We need to be spiritually

dim W'/h"‘"’f
Tiberated and sensitized. Do you hear God calling you, 2.2 #/= ,
"where are you, my child?"
I know that many of us have no sense of encounter with God.
He seems so remote as toisgrtually non-existent, even on a day
such as this. You wonder how God calls you.

He taps out his signals through every heartbeat which maintains
your wondrous rythm of Tife. He is your host through every breath of
air your breathe, through every bit of nourishment you take. Nature,
God's creation, literally sets a table before me and keeps me alive in
the presence of countless forces of destruction.

Don't look for God as though He were a needle in a haystack.

He is very present, whether or not we are aware of Him. He may enter
our thoughts as we think of Him. As we seek Him, He may respond to
our search in a whisper of our conscience, as a moment of awe, and,
perhaps,-as no more than the inner certainty that He is with us, as
the 23rd Psalm says, 'PN7 DA/, "Thou art with me."

Whether or not you have experienced the presence of God, you
are not alone. Whatever meaning your life has, lies in its connection

with something much bigger than you.
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‘Summary and Conclusion

The key sentence of our faith says ﬁ,rc_?@!r‘///0, "Hear, 0 Israel..."
Listen, Oh My people! God calls you; as he called Adam and Eve: 220k,
"where are you?

Where are you in your personal relationships? Are you listening to the
needs of others?

A man who had been condemned to die in the electric chair was asked if
he had a final statement to make. He thought of the many kindnesses which
were extended to him on that last day; he looked at the full course feast
that had been spread before him and he gazed at the dozens of reporters,
photographers and officialsvho surrounded him, and then said quietly, "If

I'd been shown so much attention when I was a boy, I would not be here today....«-

Lives may be saved through attention! «....

Are you attentive to others? To your inner self? To God?
being culled an d
Deep down in your heart you know that you areaﬁgéwerabbje to a Will other
than your own, that you must pay attention to a Voice that calls you. This,
the great Yiddish poet, H. Leivick, expressed in his haunting poem entitled "A Voice"
A voice calls out: "you must!"
Must what? Oh, Voice, explain!

Instead of an answer I hear

That call again.

I peer behind the door,
I dash at every wall,
I search though no one strange

Has sent that call.

I've known them all my life,
The Caller and His call. .
AMEN




STONE SOuP

A Family Service Sermonette
for Rosh Hashanah

By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman
September 6, 1975
I would Tike to tell you a story about a miserly little lady
who 1lived by herself in a little house at the edge of the forest and
Thevery important lesson she learned from a poor stranger. This little
lady Toved three things: 1) She loved to eat. 2) She Toved to
save up money and had jars, full to the top with coins. 3) She loved
cats because cats don't eat very much. It made this Tittle lady
very happy that she did not have to share mesh=e$ her food with her
cats.
There was one thing she hated, -- and that was poor people!
She just hated the idea of having to give anything away and whenever
she saw a beggar she looked the other way, pretending she didn't see

him. That's how miserly she was.

One day, in the late afternoon, she heard a knock on the door.

When she opened, she saw a stranger who looked rather poor.
Immediately she shut the door and said,

"Nobody is here."

The stranger said, "Don't be silly, lady, I saw you. Let me
just have a word with you."

She: "What do you want?"

He : "I don't want anything."

She: "If you don't want anything, then go away.'
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He: "A11 right, my dear lTady, I'11 go away and tell my
secret to someone else."

These words of the stranger made the little lady very
curious: "What secret are you talking about?" she asked.

He: "I can teach you how to make stone soup; all you need
is water and my magic stones and you can make the most delicious
Soup any time you want. But I won't tell you my secret if you
don‘t open up and let me in."

She: The idea of making soup just out of water and stones
excited the little lady. What magic did the stranger have? She
opened the door and asked him to tell his secret,

The stranger said: "Instead of telling vou all about my
secret, I shall show it to you. All I need now is a pot and water
and, of course, a hot stove."

Immediately the 1little lady filled up a pot with water and
put it on the hot stove. Then she watched as the stranger pulled out
of his pocket three round stones which he dropped into the pot. "I
almost forgot something very important," he said. "I must have a
stirring spoon."

The woman handed him her big wooden stirring spoon which the
stranger immediately dipped into the pot and began to stir as the water
heated up more and more.

After a little while, he pulled out the spoon with a little
bit of water on it, tasted it and said, "This is going to be great

soup, delicious -- but, I tell you, it will taste even better if we
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put a couple of potatoes into it. Do you by chance have potatoes?"

"Of course," exclaimed the woman and hurriedly gave him a
handful of potatoes.

Quickly the stranger peeled the potatoes and put them into
the pot.

Impatiently, the woman watched the stranger stir the soup
again and after a little while, she asked: "How does the soup
taste now?"

The stranger once more dipped the spoon into the pot and
tasted the Tiquid. "Mhmm...it is just great--only I think an oinion
and a little salt and pepper would do wonders for it."

Quickly the Tady gave him what he had mentioned and after
stirring it some more and tasting again the soup which was now
close to boiling, the stranger said, "This is the best stone soup
I have ever made -- but, it will really taste heavenly if we could
add to it a meatbone maybe with a 1ittle meat on it."

"Oh, I know just what you mean," said the woman excitedly.
And she gave him a large bone with lots of meat on it.

Quickly the stranger dropped the bone into the pot and kept
stirring the soup which was now boiling. Meanwhile, the woman could
hardly wait to taste this marvelous stone soup about which the
stranger raved so much.

"Is there anything more you need?" she asked.

"Oh, yes," answered the stranger. If you have a few
vegetables left over such as carrots or peas, it will just make
our stone soup a little thicker and it will be the best you've

ever tasted."
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This, too, and more which the stranger suggested the woman
supplied most eagerly and after letting it boil for another ten
or fifteen minutes, the stranger told the woman that the great
moment had arrived. He dipped the spoon into the soup and after
tasting it said, "It is ready."

Quickly the woman set the table with two bowls, one for
the stranger and one for herself. The poor strdnger who had been
nearly starving could hardly wait for his first meal and can you
imagine how amused he was when the Tittle woman, after swallowing
the first few spoons of soup, exclaimed: "You are a true magician.
to think that you can make such delicious soup merely from water
and stones."

There's an important lesson we can all learn from this
story. Many of us are just kidding ourse]ves’Tike this 1ittle
woman)that you can get something good out of nothing. In reality,
the stone soup tasted as good as it did,only because so many other
ingredients were added to it)]itt]e by 1ittle, particularly, onion
vegetables and meat. It is that way in life. If you want to get
something good, you have to put effort into it.

Consider, for example, this morning Bat Mitzvah. About
six months ago, Karen Gural regretted that she had not learned
Hebrew in her earlier grades and missed being Bat Mitzvah. She
asked, "Is it too late for me to have this honor?" We told her
that if she studied hard enough, and put enough effort into it,

she could be called to the Torah any time she was ready. Her
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achievement is not magic but the result of concentrated study.
Among the best things in life are good friends -- but we
don't win friends by magic. We must do our part, be kind, willing
to share and ready to do things for others -- only then will others
come to Tike us and wish to be our friends.
It is the same way with great achievements in the arts
and in sports. You do not win a race, or paint a beautiful
picture or play an instrument well -- just by magic! You must put in a lot
of practice before you can do anything well,

And this holds true even of our religion, Judaism is tasteless
if you put nothing into it. ﬂhtolf you put into your way of life
the knowledge of Torah, the legends and history of our people and
the beautiful Jewish customs, songs, dances and festivals, Judaism
will.taste great and you will enjoy being Jewish,

All I want to say, one of our great rabbis said some 2000 years

i

ago "ACCORDING TO THE EFFORT IS THE REWARD.,"




DRAFT FOR YOM KIPPUR SERMON, 1975

BABELISM OR HEBRAISM

By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman

Kol Nidre Night
Sunday, Sept. 14, 1975

The unity of the Jewish people is a source of unending
amazement to the student of history. No ethnic community on earth
combines as many variety of culture, ideology, language, race and
nationality. We Jews exist today because somehow we have been
able to submerge all these differences in an over-all sense of
common identity. Whatever our divisions, there is still one Jewish
people.

Yet, there are differences, differences in our self image
as Jews, differences in priorities. In Israel, the major question
Jews ask is who is a Jew? HWhat are the minimal qualifications for
belonging to the Jewish people? Could a born Jew join another
religion and still be a Jew? Is being Jewish purely a matter of
birth or is it primarily religious commitment? Who is a Jew, is a
hot question in Israel.

In countries outside Israel, especially in the free Western
world, the important question is not, who is a Jew, but why is a Jew?
What is the object of our continued Jewish existence? What does the
world need a Jewish people for? What would be amiss if we were not
Jewish? In the free, democratic world, Jews have the option to be

Jews or drop out. Therefore, why be Jewish is a 1ive question.




-

To answer thia question, to be or not to be a Jew, we must
examine the original situat1o;?wh1ch Jews entered history. The Bible,
curiously, does not open up with the history of our people, but, for
eleven long chapters, Genesis, the first book of the Bible, stretches
out a vast canvas on which is depicted the universal story of man,
from the creation of the cosmos to the proliferation of the human
family and its division into many different nations.

Finally, in Chapter 12 of Genesis, the first Hebrew iz who is
identfiable by name, Abraham, makes his appearance. Now, the
introduction Abraham gets is mystifying, in fact, ehocking. Out of
the clear blue sky, without a single word about his previous 1ife
or qualification, Abraham is told by God:

"I shall make of you a great nation.

Be Thou a blessing.

For in thee all the families of the earth will be blessed."

Why was Abraham singled out at that point and what exactly
is the meaning of these two Hebrew words »
"be thou a blessing?"

If you do not understand the world situation in which the
Bible places the rise of Abraham and his people, you miss the main
point of the Bible and it will be difficult to answer the question,
why is a Jew?

Abraham, the Ivri, the Hebrew, is explained through a
play on the wordsever, which means "on the other side," as being
a man who by his very nature is a dissenter. Abraham is the type
that stands on the other side. This man, Abraham, is chosen by
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God immediately after the collapse of the project to build history's
most famous high rise, the Tower of Babel.
The Tewer of Babel and Abraham's entrance into history
are closely connected. They represent, in effect, a contrast
between two approaches to 1ife, two different value systems, two
eternal options for man: Babelism and Hebraism.
A venerable interpretive tradition in the Midrash (Rabbah 64.4)

makes Abraham a contemporary of the generation of the Tower of Babel.

"At the time of the building of the tower, Abraham was 48 years old
and we find that he took no part in their scheme.,"

Why did Abraham disassociate himself from the builders of
Babel?

A1l our commentators agree that the builders of Babel
represented a generation of brilliant, inventive genius and great
organizing talent. They achieved a communication breakthrough, a
common language. They created a population center.8ettling in the
world's most fertile valley, they compensated for the lack of natural
rock in that area by creating their own durable building material.
They invented brick, the basis of a mighty new civilization:

“Come, we will build us a city and a tower whose top

may reach unto heaven and we will make for us a name,

lest we be scattered on the face of the earth."

The myth of the Tower of Babel no doubt echoes the rise of
history's first urban civilization, Why would Abraham range himself
in opposition to it?
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The Midrash supplies the answer. The builders of Babel
reared a structure of immense height. Technologically they were
enormously successful. However, morally they fell to a new low.
When, after hoisting a Toad of bricks to the top of the tower, a
person would accidentally drop some of the bricks to the ground,
the builders became furious. But, when a human being accidentally
fell off the tower and died, no one paid any attention. In other
words, a gap appeared between material progress and human concern.

It s against this background that we must understand the
rise of Abraham in the very next chapter of the Bible, Genesis 12.
He is clearly presented by the Bible as a contrast to Babel.
Abraham did not make a name for himself by any power or tower. He
did nothing in a material way to dazzle the eye. Yet Abraham
stands out by virtue of the inner qualities which enable him "to
be a blessing."

It should be obvious by now that I'm really not talking to
you about Babel but about our own civilization and not about
Abraham but the challenge to you and me.

Material vs Moral Power

Thirty years ago, almost to the day, the United States
raised the curtain on the nuclear age. European refugee scientists,
in partnership with the American gendus for organization and
production, under the so-called Manhattan project, conquered the

atom and opened the way to unlimited power. Said President Harry
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Truman, jubilantly,

"We have spent two billion on the greatest scientific
gamble in history and won!" ’

Like the generation of Babel, we made a name for our-
selves. Indeed, we had built a monument to man's technological
genius far more impressive than the tower of Babel. What was
the condition of the human heart thirty years ago? How did that
technologically brilliant generation measure up on the scale of
moral sensitivity?

The answer was soon given in the first use of our newly
discovered nuclear power. We dropped atom bombs on Hiroshima and
Nagasaki. The devastation rivalled all descriptions of hell.

When the smoke settled on the twisted fields left over from these
two cities, some 200,000 human beings were no more. Many had
been Titerally vaporized leaving behind only shreds of scorched
clothes sticking to carbonized skin. What of those who survived?

Only four weeks ago in Sacramento, California, U. S. Navy
corpsman Terry Fell was laid to rest by his wife and three children.
Mr. Fell had gone ashore from a U. S. hospital ship in Nagasaki, Japan

in August, 1945. It was just a short stop, ten days after the atom

bomb had wiped out the city. Soon after the landing, Mr. Fell lost
most of his hair as did the rest of the crew. Symptoms of a
mysterious ailment persisted throughout the thirty years that
followed until Mr. Fell succumbed to malignancy a month ago. An
autopsy showed that his body was completed cancer-ridden. So far,
60% of the crew who had been on the same hospital ship likewise

came down with cancer. Of. the surviving population of Hiroshima




R

u6—

and Nagasaki, 340,000 people are still suffering the after effects
of radiation., Clearly the majority are doomed as was U. S. Navy
corpsman Terry Fell,

What has been the reaction of this brilliantly inventive

generation to all such horror and suffering? The victims of

‘Hiroshima and Nagasaki drew very few tears around the world. Each

of the major powers, except Japan, has since hurried to produce
its own nuclear arsenal so that today all 1i€e on earth could be
wiped out many times over -~ a capacity for which we have invented
the new word, "overkill."

So, behold modern man, perched on the dizzy heights of
his technological triumph, more powerful than ever, -- yet also
more terrorized than any previous generation in history. Trembling
and waiting and trembling at the thought of the unthinkable, the
holocaust to end all holocausts, modern man now reckons with the
possibility of all life coming to an end. The last thirty years
have witnedsed a steady rise of violence. Daily we hear of more
kidnapping, hijacking and assassinations and there is none who
can sit under his vine and fig tree unafraid. What a grim joke --
so much power and so much fear!

If this is modernity, we Jews reject it. We dissent from
a civilization without mercy, without heart, without trust. We're
gathered here tonight as the children of Abraham. Instead of
gloating over our technological wonders, we weep over the lack of

compassion in our world. We read a headline such as "0il Rich
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States Import 36 Billion Dollars in Goods - Mostly Military Hardware"
-- and we cry out against such madness which drives nations, east

and west, to squander their wealth on armaments while 460 million
people the world over are starving to death.

Should there not be a universal day of atonement to bring
mankind to its sehses? Where is the voice of humanity that says,
"We are sorry!"

Ironically, we Jews who have been the victims far more
than the perpetrators of violence, are the only people in the
world who have made remorse a national experience of the highest
importance. Let other nations boast of their power whexe while
Israel fasts with contrite heart to express ke shame and remorse
at human wrongdoing, Every Jew who observes Yom Kippur at this
point in history helps redeem somewhat the dignity of man and keeps
alive a flickering hope of moral rebirth. For, as Dr, Samuel
Johnson said,

"Where there is yet shame, there may in time be virtue!"

The Conquest of Outer and Inner Space

This late July, the United States and the Soviet Union put
the capstone upon another Tower of Babel. Come, said the White House
and the Kremlin, let us make a name for ourselves as the two super
powers in the world, Let us end 18 years of space rivalry by linking
up in space and show the world how united we are! So, Apollo and
Soyuz, each took off on its rockets and -- how magnificent -~ with
hairline precision the American and Russian spacecraft linked up in

outer space and our three astronauts and Russia's two cosmonauts
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shook hands, talked, smiled, ate and pledged friendship to each other,

At an expense of many hundreds of millions, we have proven
that Russians and Americans can meet above the globe in outer space.
When will the day come when an American and Russian housewife will
be free to visit each other's homes here on earth? When will Russian
Jews be allowed to speak with any of their brethren from abroad
without harrassment and police interrogation? When will a Jew in
Moscow be permitted to join his wife and children in Jerusalem?

Need we say more to illustrate the vast gap between progress &mdx in
technology and stagnation in human relations?

Let us view the problem a Tittle closer to home. The
Metropolitan Washington area is economically one of the most progressive
areas in the world. There is a furious pace of building and rebuilding
and billions are being spent on a new subway transpﬁrtation system, the
finest in the world. We enjoy more than a fair share of America's
wealth. The rate of ownership of private automobiles is tops but
so is the theft of automobiles. In 1974, more than 17,000 vehicles
were stolen in the Washington metropolitan area, and the number of
burglaries, muggings, rapes and murders in the streets remains among
the highest in the land. Why are we such great city builders but
such poor builders of moral character?

Because our way of 1ife is the way of Bhbel. Our houses
are bigger and better but the attention to the values of home 1ife
is less and less. We spend many hours and fortunes on interior

decorating but devote neither thought nor time nor effort to the
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beautification of our inner 1ife and feelings. Would that we cared
for our souls with half the concern we give to the maintenance of
our automobiles. We get upset over every 1ittle dent or scratch on
a fender, but shrug off the bending of principles and the scratches
on our moral code in the conduct of our lives. We rear our children
with the feeling that they must succeed -- succeed in what? In
getting ahead, in accumulating wealth, in building their own Tower
of Babel. Do any of our schools grade a child for the quality of
the heart by which one becomes a better person, such as kindness,
helpfulness, generosity and compassion?

What point is there in our fabulous communication gadgetk.
the telephone, walkie-talkies and beepers, which keep us in touch
wth people miles away, when we do not know how to have a heart to
heart talk with our own family? What good are our tape recorders
and cassettes when we have no thoughts worth recording and make no
time to think?

You
xMe, who pursue success, who race on to ever greater heights,

wexwho are builders of our own Towers of Babel to make a name for
yourself, do you recognize the folly of your lopsided 1iving in
Karl Krauss's poem:

What crazy existence is this we've led,

That so undermined us?
We have kept pace with progress and rushed straight ahead

And left ourself¥es behind us,
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The chief, perhaps the only purpose of this most sacred
day of atonement and reconciliation is to re-order our personal
priorities, to re-examine and re-direct our lives so that we not
keep offending and hurting others and ourselves, What human
qualities, which moral values do you now sacrifice in the hot
pursuit of power and wealth? Is every success worth the price
we pay?

The tragedy of a 1ife consumed by wrong values is
brought out in Rembrandt's moving portrait of Saul, the envious
king who, at the peak of his power, was left alone with none to
love or trust. Rembrandt shows Saul in all his regalia, standing
near the window of his palace and wiping his tears in the fold of
the gold brocaded curtain. What good is all this splendor when
there is no love to share?

Another year lies ahead, -- will you keep building your
Tower of Babel unmindful of friendship, companionship and the love
and joy of your home?

Appeal
The sensitive iddividual who confronts this hell bent,

power drunk greedy age of ours may well ask what chance do I, a
single individual, have to influence an age with all these
destructive and demeaning tendencies? Who can swim against the

stream?
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I would answer you with Elie Wiesel's story of the pious
Jew who, after experiencing the savagery of the Nazis, persisted
in his fervent daily prayers even while the Nazis continued looting,
beating and killing the people in his village. Said his wife,
"do you think your prayers can change such human monsters?"

He answered, "Until now I prayed to change their cruel
hearts. Now, I am praying so that they should not change me."

You may not be able to change the world, not even your
own community, but you must, as a true descendant of Abraham, stand
aside and disassociate yourself from the builders of Babel. The
attainable task of the Jew in our time is to keep himself morally
and spiritually sensitive, to hold on to the qualities of the heart,
generosity, compassion, justice, the very qualities which bring us
the only enduring satisfactions in life. LTo be a Jew is to continue
the task of Abraham:
"Be thou a blessing!”

- AMEN
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The unity of the Jewish people is a source of unending
amazement to the student of history. No ethnic community on earth

combines as many varietﬂﬂ%f culture, ideology, language, race and

nationality.

g

-inﬂrovehgl—l sense o

Whatever our divisions, there is still one Jewish

common identity.
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Jﬂus=astfts who is a Jew? What are the minimal qualifications for
L// belonging to the Jewish peop]e?

—

~not, who is a Jew, but why is a Jew?

What is the object of our continued Jewish existence? -ihat—does—the-

What would be amiss if we were not

Jewish? = P 5

~Jews—or—drop out.
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To answer this question, to be or not to be a Jew, we must

in
examine the original situation/which Jews entered history. /Jhe Bible,*

.u.k
.-.-u--.ﬂld

k44},9#&Mﬂ‘‘lqthout a single word & b lhic previe

.Jiirqualificatiog; Abraham is told by God:
flee_
"I shall make of wesr a great nation.

Be Thou a blessing.

For in thee all the families of the earth will be blessed."

Why was Abraham singled out at that pointlaﬂd—what—exatt+y*
£
—be—thor—a—biessinmg?™

If you do not understand the world situation in which the

Bible places the rise of Abraham and his people, you miss the main

ifs {2
point of the Bible and w=wili—be-—difficaitato answerﬂthe question,

: 5 )
why is a Jew? v el
Abraham, the Ivm, the Hebre T\is explained throweh a< M

Vo
alném the word%, wh'lch means "on the other side," aeo=bedng
= Abraham is the type

- O — R,

tL{(yp:z£c45saﬂ4mb
that stands on the other side ,lTh1s man, Abraham, is chosen by



God immediately after the esllapSe—uf—the—projees—to-Huidd history's

most famous high rise, the Tower of Babel. 4
ZnTr
The Tower of Babel and Abraham's ene!aﬂﬁzjﬁnto history

are closely connected. They represent, inmeffectr—m—conbrasl
Bbebdwean two approaches to life, two different value systems, two

eternal options for man: Babelism and Hebraism.
A venerable interpretive tradition in the Midrash (Rabbah 64.4)

makes Abraham a contemporary of the generation of the Tower of Babel.

“At the time of the building of the tower, Abraham was 48 years old
and we find that he took no part in their scheme."

Why did Abraham disassociate himself from the builders of
Babel?

A11 our commentators agree that the builders of Babel

represented a generation of brilliant, inventive genius and great

ar.Settling in the

world's most fertile valley, they compensated for the lack of natural
rock in seet area by creating their own durable building material.
. : ) Sdpphly
They invented brick, the basis of a4ﬂ!§!!5\new{c1v1112at1on:
“"Come, we will build us a city and a tower whose top
may reach unto heaven and we will make for us a name,

e ——————  lest we be scattered on the face of the earth."

The myth of the Tower of Babel no doubt"%{%ﬁrise of
B
history's first urban civilization. Why would Abraham 'vamee himself

in opposition to it?
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The Midrash supplies the answer. The builders of Babel

reared a structure of immense heigh echnologically they were

<:EEEiTEEi1f successful. However, morally they fell to a new Tow.
e s

When, after hoisting a Toad of bricks to the top of the tower, a

person would accidentally drop some of the bricks to the ground,

the builders became furious. But, when a human being accidentally

fell off the tower and died, no one paid any attention. In other

words, a gap appeared between material progress and human concern,

It is against this background that we must understand the

hbadnetio , . .
mee of Abraham in the very next chapter of the Bible, Genesis 12.
He is clearly presented $¥=the=Bib¥te as a contrast to Babel.
Abraham did not make a name for himself by any power or tower. He
did nothing in a material way to dazzle the eye. Yet Abraham

stands out by virtue of the inner qualities which enable him "to

be a blessing."

ﬁt W bewus /byAf?w that/Pm reaWta iy t
fgyzébou B eléﬁ?;pﬁbuz;ﬁ owi/ﬁgv‘ izafiégxéga:;2¢;ﬁ€:t
r’AbrahaTK}[t the a]]eng' to you/ahd me. é/

Material vs Moral Power

Thirty years ago, almost to the day, the United States
raised the curtain on the nuclear age. European refugee scientists,
in partnership with the American genius for organization and
production, under the so-called Manhattan project, conquered the

atom and opened the way to unlimited power. Said President Harry
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and Nagasaki, 340,000 people are sti1|Asuffering the after effects

of radiation. Clearly the majority are doomed,as was U. S. Navy

corpsman Terry Fell,

What has been the reaction of this br1111?nt1y inventive :
Ve ry few feavs ~shed avousd M e H]G"‘
generation to all such horror and suffering? sthe victims of

Hiroshima and Nagasaki.dsasW—ve Each

of the major powers, except Japan, has since hurried to produce
its own nuclear arsenal so that today all 1ife on earth could be
wiped out many times over -- a capacity for which we have invented
the new word, "overkill."

So, behold modern man, perched on the dizzy heights of

his technological triumph, more powerful than ever, -- yet also

oFeTe terr‘or“ized) any—previons generatior—n—histor 'i'remb]ing
and waiting and trembling at the thought of the unthinkable, the
holocaust to end all holocausts, hbdern man now reckons with the

é Cen{u-v 22 wovld wavs #e N33
poss1b111ty of all life com1ng an end

: ] DFRTLh s g Thr 1 52
( gFSteady—rise-of=viotenes. o, Daily we hear of more

kidnapping, hijacking and assassinations, ant=bhewre=is %—M ohe

can sit under his vine and fig tree}unafraidi. What a grim joke -- a_M%

‘17 so much power and so much fear!

holocowst >=d BT
A foucic holo (aest
sud T Lod FUiolnce

I3 Mowlirg W 6',;;&;-"!

If this is modernity, we Jews reject it. We dissent from
a civilization without mercy, without heart, without trust. We're
gathered here tonight as the children of Abraham. Instead of
gloating over our technological wonders, we weep over the lack of

compassion in our world. We read a headline such as "0il-Rich
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States Import 36 Billion Dollars in Goods - Mostly Military Hardware"
-- and we cry out against such madness which drives nations, east
and west, to squander their wealth on armaments while 460 million
people the world over are starving to death.

Should there not be a universal day of atonement to bring

mankind to its senses? Where is the voice of humanity that says,

@
“We are sorry!’ o dlhy is it that the world which adopted our
i seveniﬁra;& ofﬂrest which, by and large, recognizes the
universality of the Decalogue and the greatness of our Bible, never
attempted to adopt the Day of Atonement? Elements of Hanukkah may
be found in hChristmai,ohw traces of Passover are basic
to S Easter -cejebrationsamh Our Sukkot festival became the model
for Thanksgi:ing, but Yom Kippur, somehow,never appealed~to the world

)

at large. L

Have the nations nothing to regret?‘ﬂllp as Dr. Samuel

Johnson said,

"Where there is yet shame, there may in time be virtue!"

The Conguest of Quter and Inner Space

This late July, the United States and the Soviet Union put
the capstone upon another Tower of Babel. Come, said the White House
and the Kremlin, let us make a name for ourselves as the two super
powers in the world. Let us end 18 years of space rivalry by linking
up in space and show the world how united we are! So, Apollo and
Soyuz, each took off on its rockets and -- how magnificent -- with
hairline precision the American and Russian spacecraft linked up in

outer space and our three astronauts and Russia's two cosmonauts
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shook hands, talked, smiled, ate and pledged friendship to each other.
At an expense of many hundreds of millions, we have proven
that Russians and Americans can meet above the globe in outer space.
When will the day come when an American and Russian housewife will
be free to visit each other's homes here on earth? When will Russian
Jews be allowed to speak with any of their brethren from abroad
without harrassment and police interrogation? When will a%ﬁr‘r
Moscow be permitted to join his wife and children in Jerusalem?
Need we say more to illustrate the vast gap between progress as#® in
technology and stagnation in human relations?
Let us view the problem a 1ittle closer to home. e~
Metropolitan Washington <@ is economically one of the most progressive
Open TR grnis Thirehas beew
areas in the world. I!!!E:isha furious pace of building and rebuilding
and billions are being spent on a new subway transportation system, the
finest in the world. We enjoy more than a fair share of America's
wealth. The rate of ownership of private automobiles is tops but
so is the theft of automobiles. In 1974, more than 17,000 vehicles fyﬂaae*xZE:;_j)

Qs fosl &5 pp make el
were stolen in the Washington metropolitan area, and the number of

A

burglaries, muggings, rapes and murders in the streets remains among
c:ﬁrﬁd= ) )
the highest in the . Why are we such great city builders but
such poor builders of moral character?
Because our way of life is the way of Babel. Our houses Jyvf—-

e (W0 ral snd 5p ¥ ek )
ase bigger and better but ®ke attention to theﬂyalues of home life hAsﬁecwneﬂmhxsc«xh‘

Aot . .
AgTeseami—Tess. We spend aupéaﬁ's and fortuneg on interior
decorating but devote neither thought nor {jpemer effort to the



e
beautification of our inner life and feelings. Would that we cared
for our souls with half the concern we give to the maintenance of
our automobiles. We get upset over every 1little dent or scratch on
a fender, but shrug off the bending of principles and the scratches
on our moral code in the conduct of our Tives. We rear our children
with the feeling that they must succeed -- succeed in what? In
getting ahead, in accumulating wealth, in building their own Tower
of Babel. Do any of our schools grade a child for the qua]itvjtf
the heart by which one becomes a better person, such as kindness, hOP'?ijV
helpfulness, generosity and compassion?
What point is there in our fabulous communication gadgets,
the telephone, walkie-talkies and beepers, which keep us in touch
wth people miles away, when we do not know how to have a heart-to-
heart talk with our own family? What good are our tape recorders
and cassettes when we have no thoughts worth recording and make no
time to think?
You
&, who pursue success, who race on to ever greater heights,
@ pixwho e buﬂdwpur‘ am® Tower§ of Babel to make a name for
yourself, hﬁW%ﬁe{l{f—dﬂy of yemwe Topsided living O'F/uch{__/
Karl Krauss's pomndﬁoeaﬁnr
What crazy existence is this we've led,

That so undermined us?

We have kept pace with progress and rushed straight ahead

L , » And left ourselves behind us.
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The chief, perhaps the only purpose of this most sacred
day of atonement and reconciliation is to re-order our personal
priorities, to re-examine and re-direct our lives so that we not
keeéZE??ending and hurting others and ourselves. What human
qualities, which moral values do you now sacrifice in the hot
pursuit of power and wealth? Is every success worth the price
we pay?

The tragedy of a 1ife consumed by wrong values is
brought out in Rembrandt's moving portrait of Saul, the envious
king who, at the peak of his power, was left alone with none to
love or trust. Rembrandt shdﬁgygaulﬂjne;11 his regalia, standing
near the window of his palace and wiping his tears in the fold of
the gold brocaded curtain. What good is all this splendor when
there is noé:ﬂ:ﬁmr]ﬂEaCL ;{%,kc{/'wdmo /"% fo gé‘a*“e’l-'

Another year lies ahead, -- will you keep building your

Tower of Babel unmindful of friendship, companionship and #e love s

—and—dey—ofyeEr=hemne |

Appeal

The sensitive individual who confronts this hell bent,
power drunk greedy age of ours may well ask what chance do I, a
single individual, have to influence an age with all these
destructive and demeaning tendencies? Who can swim against the

stream?
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I would answer you with Elie Wiesel's story of the pious
Jew who, after experiencing the savagery of the Nazis, persisted
in his fervent daily prayers even while the Nazis continued looting,
beating and killing the people in his village. Said his wife,
"do you think your prayers can change such ks monsters?"

He answered, "Until now I prayed to change their cruel
hearts. Now, I am praying so that they should not change me."

You may not be able to change the world, not even your

. 06 Lo Kolp youn o Mo el i fept b, st . [« deed,
own community, b ‘Ayou must, as a true descendant of Abraham, stand
aside and disassociate yourself from the builders of Babel. The
attainable task of the Jew in our time is to keep himself morally
and spiritually sensitive, to hold on to the qualities of the heart,
generosity, compassion, justice, the very qualities which bring us
the only enduring satisfactions in life. \To be a Jew is to eo##nmhaf3415ﬁ’
the=twsl=oF Abrahamjs fash. D22 O™
"Be thou a blessing!"

AMEN




BABELISM OR HEBRAISM

By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman
Washington Hebrew Congregation

Kol Nidre Night
Sunday, Sept. 14, 1975

0"5“-"‘“"!); l‘o"" t"""‘!%-'he differences among us are so many that even a Jew has
trouble defining himself. For some time’we have been debating the
question, who is a Jew? What are the minimal qualifications for
belonging to the Jewish people?

Tonight I should like to pose another question, not who is
a Jew but why is a Jew? What is the object of our continued Jewish
existence? What would be amiss if we were not Jewish?

To answer this question, to be or not to be a Jew, we must
examine the original situation in which Jews entered history. In
Chapter 12 of Genesis, the first Hebrew who is identifiable by name,

Abraham, makes his—appearance. Without a single word about his

T :
Abraham is told by God:

"I shall make of thee a great nation. NI 2 1))

Be thou a blessing.ae flhart—

<Far fin thee all the families of the earth will be ?lfffff&ll__———fﬂ“’

Why was Abraham singled out at that point?

W hat
‘h-uam_u the world situation in which the

Tha Whole amess fle
Bible places the rise of Abraham and his people, ww ‘{ B 5%0:.\

, : o et OIS ?WJI r:aia,,z’
| _A'hoy" 0 e ISty
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=Closelymeonnected—=fhey represent two approaches to life, two r
4 basic
different value systems,tWo eswws=l options for man: Babelism amd ©" ‘f[gjﬁy
. —

Hebraijism

A venerable wméemsesive tradition in the Midrash (Rabbah 64.4) M =
""—L‘.—r

hosheys Pk btalse 3 dissentfer fo
Abraham‘a contemporary ei-thgkgeneration of the Tower of Babel.
D) 0" [2 ysie addsie Doy AsDD riga

AT GANC )L, [ )3y Icdy
"At the time of the building of the tower, Abraham was 48 years old

and we find that he took no part in their scheme."
Why did Abraham disassociate himself from the builders
Babel?

A11 our commentators agree that the builders of Babel

represented a generation of brilliant, inventive genius eRdTreat=
—orgemrrT—assnt. Settling in the world's most fertile valley,
they compensated for the lack of natural rock in the area by creating

their own durable building material. They invented Eyick, the basis J\
; S S [1@1e3) dadN) DT i D |a) DN
of a new and mighty c1v111zatwn.ﬁf;;c;,_,}3 J“f%,?/ /9 20 y;‘ vp” ooned

"Come, we will build us a city and a tower whose top
may reach unto heaven and we will make for us a name,

lest we be scattered on the face of the earth."

‘ Gew.ll. Y
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in opposition to it?

The Midrash supplies the answer. The builders of Babel
reared a structure of immense height. When, after hoisting a load
of bricks to the top of the tower, a person would accidentally
drop some of the bricks to the ground, the builders became furious.
But when a human being accidentally fell off the tower and died, no
one paid any attention. In other words, a gap appeared between
material progress and human concern. Technologically they were
enormously successful. However, morally they fell to a new low.

It is against this background that we must understand the

introducéi%;:gf Abraham in the very next chapter of the Bible,

L 76 pl Abreboa y
Genesis 12 Ubdis clearly presented as a contrast to Babel. X
.:9ﬁﬁﬁhgjd’gpt’ﬁﬁkQ\E/pdﬁé\igr,hﬁﬁgzhyi ‘

virtue of the inner qualities

Material vs Moral Power

Thirty years ago, almost to the day, the United States
raised the curtain on the nuclear age. European refugee scientists,
in partnership with the American genius for organization and
production, under the so-called Manhattan Project, conquered the
atom and opened the way to unlimited power. Said President Harry

Truman jubilantly, that claa -



"We have spent two billion on the greatest scientific
gamble in history and won!"

Like the generation of Babel, we made a name for our-
selves. Indeed, we had built a monument to man's technological
genius far more impressive than the tower of Babel. What was
the condition of the human heart thirty years ago? How did shat owr
technologically brilliant generation measure up on the scale of
moral sensitivity?

The answer was soon given in the first use of our newly
discovered nuclear power. We dropped atom bombs on Hiroshima and
Nagasaki. The devastation rivalled all descriptions of hell.

When the smoke settled on the twisted £T@@] Teft over from these
two cities, some 200,000 human beings were no more. Many had
been Titerally vaporized,Teaving behind only shreds of scorched
clothes sticking to carbonized skin. What of those who survived?

Only four weeks ago in Sacramento, California, U. S. Navy
corpsman Terry Fell was laid to rest by his wife and three children.
Mr. Fell had gone ashore from a U. S. hospital ship in Nagasaki, Japan
in August, 1945, } o T ten daoé‘ffter the atom
bomb had wiped out the city. ] r. Fell lost
most of his hair as did the rest of the crew. Symptoms of a
mysterious ailment persisted throughout the thirty years that
followed until Mr. Fell succumbed to malignancy a month ago. An
autopsy showed that his body was completed cancer-ridden. So far,
60% of the crew who had been on the same hospital ship likewise have

ceme down with cancer. Of the surviving population of Hiroshima
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and Nagasaki, 340,000 people are still today suffering the after
effects of radiation. Clearly the majority are doomed, as was U. S.
Navy corpsman, Terry Fell.

What has been the reaction of this brilliantly inventive
generation to all such horror and suffering? Very few tears have been
shed around the world for the victims of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. Each
of the major powers, except Japan, has since hurried to produce
its own nuclear arsenal so that today all life on earth could be
wiped out many times over -- a capacity for which we have invented
the new word, "overkill."

So, behold modern man, perched on the dizzy heights of his
technological triumph, more powerful than ever, -- yet also
terrorized, trembling and waiting and trembling at the thought of

the unthinkable, the holocaust to end all holocausts. -doders=men

a century: two World Wars, the Nazi holocaust and the atomic

holocaust and the end of violence is nowhere in sight! Daily we

If this is modernity, we Jews reject it. We dissent from
a civilization without mercy, without heart, without trust. We're
gathered here tonight as the children of Abraham. Instead of
gloating over our technological wonders, we weep over the lack of

compassion in our world. We read a headline such as "0il-Rich
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States Import 36 Billion Dollars in Goods -- Mosq,Mi1itary Hardware"
-- and we cry out against such madness which drives nations, east and
west, to squander their wealth on armaments while 460 million people
the world over are starving to death.

Should there not be a universal day of atonement to bring
mankind to its senses? Where is the voice of humanity that says,
"We are sorry'" Why is it that the world which adopted our seventh
day of rest; which, by and large, recognizes the universality of
the Decalogue and the greatness of our Bible, never attempted to
adopt the Day of Atonement? Elements of Hanukkah may be found in
Christmas, traces of Passover are basic to Easter, our Sukkot festival
became the model for Thanksgiving, but Yom Kippur, somehow, never
appealed to the world at large.

Have the nations nothing to regret?

Ironically, we Jews, who have been the victims far more than

the perpetrators of violence, are the only people in the world who

have made remorse a national experience ef—the=frighest—impersance.
while. =

&t other nations boast of their power‘;" Israel fasts with
contrite heart to express shame and remorse at human wron gdoing.
Every Jew who observes Yom Kippur at this point in history helps
redeem something of the nobillty of man and keeps alive a flickering
hope for moral rebirth, as Dr. Samuel Johnson said,

"Where there is yet shame, there may in time be virtue!"
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The Conquest of Outer and Inner Space

This late July, the United States and the Soviet Union put
the capstone upon another Tower of Babel. Come, said the White House
and the Kremlin, let us make a name for ourselves as the two super
powers in the world. Let us end 18 years of space rivalry by linking
up in space and show the world how united we are! So, Apollo and
Soyuz, each took off on its rockets anq’how magnificent, -- with
hairline precision the American and Russian spacecraft linked up in
outer space and our three astronauts and Russia's two cosmonauts
shook hands, talked, smiled, ate and pledged friendship to each other.

At an expense of many hundreds of millions, we have proven
that Russians and Americans can meet above the globe in outer spacess s e+ #
When will the day come when an American and Russian housewife will
be free to visit each other's homes here on earth? When will Russian
Jews be allowed to speak with any of their brethren from abroad
without harrassment and police interrogation? When will a man in
Moscow be permitted to join his wife and children in Jerusalem?

Need we say more to illustrate the vast gap between progress in
technology and stagnation in human relations?

Let us view the problem a 1ittle closer to home. Metropolitan
Washington is economically one of the most progressive areas in the
world. Over the years there has been a furious pace of building and
rebuilding and billions are being spent on a new subway transportation
system, the finest in the world. We enjoy more than a fair share of

America's wealth. The rate of ownership of private automobiles is tops,
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but so is the theft of automobiles. 1In 1974, more than 17,000 vehicles
were stolen in the Washington metropolitan area; as fast as we make
them we steal them, and the number of burglaries, muggings, rapes and
murders in the streets remains among the highest in the world. Why

are we such great city builders but such poor builders of moral
character?

Because our way of life is the way of Babel. Our houses get
bigger and better but our attention to the moral and spiritual values
of home 1ife has become miniscule. We spend much time and fortune on
interior decorating but devote neither thought nor effort to the
beautification of our inner life and feelings. Would that we cared
for our souls with half the concern we give to the maintenance of

our automobiles. We get upset over every little dent or scratch on

a fender, but shrug off the bending of principles an?#he scratches”/
on our moral code in the conduct of our lives. AWe réar our children
4 . : Jo v oo
with the fee11n§ that they must succeed -- succeed in what? In 27' )9,07a -5
. @ 0
th getting ahea?: in accumulating wealth, in building their own Tower
of Babel, Do any of our schools grade a child for the qualities of

the heart by which one becomes a better person, such as kindness,

honesty, helpfulness, generosity and compasswn" Who ff”J our che[dren thet The
m-s'r'uhpwfwf- Frele, onl 18 _p=22a O Rethou » Blessin

the telephone, walkie-talkies and beepers, which keep us in touch
with people miles away, when we do not know how to have a heart-to- i
heart talk with our own family? What good are our tape recorders

and cassettes when we have no thoughts worth recording and make no

time to think?
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You, who pursue success, who race on to ever greater heights,
who build your To abel to make a name for yourself, consider

please the folly ofglopsided living assgideh Karl Kraus

What crazy existence is this we've led,
That so undermined us?
We have kept pace with progress and rushed straight ahead
And left ourselves behind us.
The chief, perhaps the only purpose of this most sacred day
of atonement and reconciliation is to re-order our persdna] priorities,

to re-examine and re-direct our lives so that we not keep on offending

Is every success worth the price we pay?

The tragedy of a life consumed by wrong values is brought out
in Rembrandt'szm portrait of Saul, the envious king who, at
the peak of his power, was left alone with none to love or trust.
Rembrandt shows King Saul, bedecked in all his regalia, standing
near the window of his palace and wiping his tears in the fold of the
the gold brocaded curtain. What good is all this splendor when there
is no peace of mind, and no love to share?

Another year lies ahead, -- will you keep building your

Tower of Babel unmindful of friendship, companionship and Tove?

Appeal

The sensitive individual who confronts this hell=~bent, power
drunk, greedy age of ours may well ask what chance do I, a single
individual, have to influence an age with all these destructive and

demeaning tendencies? Who can swim against the stream?
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I would answer you with Elie Wiesel's story of the pious
Jew who, after experiencing the savagery of the Nazis, persisted

in his fervent daily prayers even while the Nazis continued looting,

beating and kﬂhng.WW’&?hHmj
you think your prayers can change such monstergg“ @ﬂfiaii Luu ku{l,.

He answered, "Until now I prayed to change their cruel
hearts. Now, I am praying so that they should not change me."

You may not be able to change the world, not even your own
community, but you can keep your own moral integrity. Hmsend,

eCa
Lﬂ, as a true descendant of Abraham, stand aside and

disassociate yourself from the builders of Babel. The attainable T

task of the Jew in our time is to keep himself morally and ! | — _35:___-_-*

spiritually sensitive, to hold on to the qualities of the hear




BABELISM OR HEBRAISM

By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman
Washington Hebrew Congregation

Kol Nidre Night
Sunday, Sept. 14, 1975

This sacred and tender night of Kol Nidre is one of those moments
when the thousands of extremely diversified Jewish communities throughout
the world, like magic, become unified. Suddenly we are again one people,
as we share the same profoundly religious emotions.

We Jews have an uncanny sense that makes us be where the action
is. Throughout history we have tended to settle in centers of civilization.
As Tong as Europe was at its height, the bulk of our people Tived in
Europe. With the ascendancy of the United States and the Soviet Union,
we find a shift of Jewish population toward these two super powers. It
was no different in the very beginning of Jewish existence. Ancient
historians place the origin of the Jewish people in Mesopotamia, the
cradle of civilization, the area which gave rise to the Babylonian Empire
whose capital city was fabulous Babel. The greatness of Babel is still
reflected in the biblical story of the tower of Babel.

A1l our commentators agree that the builders of Babel represented
a generation of brilliant inventive genius. Settling in the world's
most fertile valley, they compensated for the lack of natural rock in
the area by creating their own durable building material. They invented

brick, the basis of a new and mighty civilization:

1 ic JagnNl D' (]2 D)A) D
e Y )—';’ é??f.-_o_} }9/ 5 y‘}. F)&J{/f J,OWQ,‘:

"Come, we will build us a city and a tower whose top may reach
unto heaven and we will make for us a name, lest we be

scattered on the face of the earth." (Gen. 11.4)
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A venerable tradition{iﬁ the Midrash (Rabbah 64.%] tells us
that Abraham, history's first Hebrew, was a contemporary but also a

dissenter from the generation of the tower of Babel:

D)IC pN [a  T)Ddic PIINVE DD MIER 213
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"At the time of the building of the tower, Abraham was
48 years old and we find that he took no part in their

scheme."

In fact, the generic term, "Hebrew," }7?7 is explained as a
derivative from the word, '7s?'2', which mean; “"on the other side."
Abraham is the type that stands on the other side, the oppositionist,
the typical dissenter. This man, Abraham, is chosen by God immediately
after the debacle of that notorious high rise, the tower of Babel.

Why did Abraham disassociate himself from the builders of
Babel?

The Midrash supplies the answer. The builders of Babel reared
a structure of immense height. When, after hoisting a load of bricks
to the top of the tower, a person would accidentally drop some of the
bricks to the around, the builders became furious. But when a human
being accidentally fell off the tower and died, no one paid any
attention. In other words, a gap appeared between material progress
and human concern. Technologically, the builders of Babel were

enormously successful. However, morally, they fell to a new low.
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It is against this background that we must understand the
introduction of Abraham in the very next chapter of the Bible,
Genesis 12. Babel and Abraham represent two different approaches
to 1ife, two different value systems, two basic options for man:
Babelism or Hebraism.

Material vs Moral Power

Thirty years ago, almost to the day, the United States raised
the curtain on the nuclear age. European refugee scientists, in
partnership with the American genius for organization and production,
under the so-called Manhattan Project, conquered the atom and opened
the way to unlimited power. Said President Harry Truman jubilantly
that day:

"We have spent two billion on the greatest scientific gamble
in history and won!"

Like the generation of Babel, we made a name for ourselves. We
gave evidence of our technological genius. But, what was the condition
of the human heart? How did we measure up on the scale of moral
sensitivity?

The first thing we did with our newly discovered nuclear power
was to drop atom bombs on Hiroshima and Nagasaki. The devastation
rivalled all descriptions of hell. When the smoke settled on the
twisted steel left over from these two cities, some 200,000 human beings
were no more. Many had been literally vaporized, leaving behind only shreds of

scorched clothes sticking to carbonized skin. What of those who survived?
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Only four weeks ago in Sacramento, California, U. S. Navy
corpsman Terry Fell was laid to rest by his wife and three children.
Mr. Fell had gone ashore from a U. S. hospital ship in Nagasaki, Japan,
in August, 1945, ten days after the atom bomb had wiped out the city.
Within a few days, Mr. Fell lost most of his hair as did the rest of
the crew. Symptoms of a mysterious ailment persisted throughout the
thirty years that followed until Mr. Fell succumbed to malignancy a
month ago. An autopsy showed that his body was completely cancer-ridden.
So far, 60% of the crew who had been on the same hospital ship likewise
have come down with cancer. Of the surviving population of Hiroshima
and Nagasaki, 340,000 people are still today suffering the after effects
of radiation. Clearly the majority are doomed, as was U. S. Navy
corpsman, Terry Fell.

What has been the reaction of this brilliantly inventive
generation to all such horror and suffering? Very few tears have been
shed around the world for the victims of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. Each
of the major powers, except Japan, has since hurried to produce its
own nuclear arsenal so that today all 1ife on earth could be wiped
out many times over -- a capacity for which we have invented the new
word, "overkill."

So, behold modern man, perched on the dizzy heights of his
technological triumph, more powerful than ever, -- yet also
terrorized, tremb]ing/ﬁnd waiting_and trembling/at the thought of
the unthinkable, the holocaust to end all holocausts. What a century:
two World Wars, the Nazi holocaust and the atomic holocaust and the
end of violence is nowhere in sight! Daily we hear of more kidnapping,

hijacking and assassinations. The prevailing mood on this globe was
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inadvertently expressed by an 11-year old schoolgirl who wrote,"The
world is divided into two hemfs-f-e-a-r-s, Spel1iﬁ§§¢f;f§-r-s. This
is the age of fear, the age of anxiety.

If this is modernity, we Jews reject it. We dissent from
a civilization without mercy, without heart, without trust. We're
gathered here tonight as the children of Abraham. Instead of
gloating over our technological wonders, we weep over the lack of
compassion in our world. We read a headline such as "0il-Rich
States Import 36 Billion Dollars in Goods -- Mostly Military Hardware"
-- and we cry out against such madness which drives nations, east and
west, to squander their wealth on armaments while 460 million people
the world over are starving to death.

Should there not be a universal day of atonement to bring mankind
to its senses? Where is the voice of humanity that says, "We are sorry."
Why is it that the world which adopted our seventh day of rest; which,
by and large, recognizes the universality of the Decalogue and the
greatness of our Bible, never attempted to adopt the Day of Atonement?
Elements of Hanukkah may be found in Christmas, traces of Passover are
basic to Easter, our Sukkot festival became the model for Thanksgiving,
but Yom Kippur, somehow, never appealed to the world at large.

Have the nations nothing to regret?

Tronically, we Jews, who have been the victims far more than
the perpetrators of violence, are the only people in the world who
have made remorse a national experience. While other nations boast

of their power, Israel fasts with contrite heart to express shame and
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remorse at human wrongdoing. Every Jew who observes Yom Kippur at
this point in history helps redeem something of the nobility of man
and keeps alive a flickering hope for moral rebirth, as Dr. Samuel
Johnson said,

"Where there is yet shame, there may in time be virtue!"

The Conquest of Outer and Inner Space

This late July, the United States and the Soviet Union put
the capstone upon another tower of Babel. Come, said the White House
and the Kremlin, let us make a name for ourselves as the two super
powers in the world. Let us end 18 years of space rivalry by linking
up in space and show the world how united we are! So, Apollo and
Soyuz, each took off on its rockets and, how magnificent, -- with
hairline precision the American and Russian spacecraft linked up in
outer space and our three astronauts and Russia's two cosmonauts
shook hands, talked, smiled, ate and pledged friendship to each other.

At an expense of many hundreds of millions, we have proven
that Russians and Americans can meet above the globe in outer space....
When will the day come when an American and Russian housewife will
be free to visit each other's homes here on earth? When will Russian
Jews be allowed to speak with any of their brethren from abroad
without harrassment and police interrogation? When will a man in
Moscow be permitted to join his wife and children in Paris, New York
or Jerusalem? How do we reconcile our scientific triumphs in global
communication with the barbaric refusal of the Soviet state to let its

chess champion, Boris Spassky, marry the Frenchwoman he Toves? In
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this connection, we learned only yesterday that our mighty partner

in the outer space Tink-up is still forbidding 18 Russian citizens

to join their married spouses in the U.S.A. Need we say more to
illustrate the vast gap between progress in technology and stagnation
in human relations?

Let us view the problem a 1ittle closer to home. Metropolitan
Washington is economically one of the most progressive areas in the
world. Billions are being spent on a new subway transportation system,
the finest in the world. We enjoy more than a fair share of America's
wealth. The rate of ownership of private automobiles is tops,
but so is the theft of automobiles. In 1974, more than 17,000 vehicles
were stolen in the Washington metropolitan area; as fast as we make them,
we steal them; and the number of burglaries, muggings, rapes and
murders in the streets remains among the highest in the world. Why
are we such great city builders but such poor builders of moral
character?

Because our way of 1ife is the way of Babel, the way of
materialism! Our houses get bigger and better but attention to moral
and spiritual values at home has become miniscule. Compare the time we
spend on interior decorating and coswetic grooming with the nearly total
neglect of our inner spiritual 1ife! Compare the neglect of our souls
with the maintenance of our automobiles! We get upset over every little
dent or scratch on a fender, but shrug off the bending of principles

and the scratches on our moral code in the conduct of our lives.




B

The decline of morals is reflected in our everyday speech.

We have become as squeamish about moral categories as the Victorians
used to be about sexual taboos. As illustration, I would cite the
current campaign of the business community against shopliftina. What
is the most widely advertised slogan against this kind of epidemic
thievery?

"Shoplifting is dumb."

Is it no worse than that? Why not call it wrong, immoral,
evil! Why not condemn a delinquency in moral terms?

In this age of Babelism, the shameful thinag is not being
immoral, but being less than smart.

Although the Talmudic sages revelled in learnina, there was
no question in their minds that moral education stood higher than
intellectual sophistication. Said Rabbi Eleazar ben Azariah:

“What may a person be compared to whose intelligence surpasses
his moral character? He is like a tree of many branches but few roots.
Such a one is easily overturned at the first blast of the storm."
(Pirke Avot 3.22)

The anchor of personal and social stability is not mere
knowledge but moral commitment.

We rear our children with the feeling that they must succeed --
succeed in what? In getting top grades, in getting ahead of others,
in accumulating wealth, in building their own tower of Babel. Do any

of our schools grade a child for the qualities of the heart by which
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one becomes a better person, such as kindness, honesty, helpfulness,
generosity and compassion? Who tells our children that the most
important task, the only task in 1ife, is ¥29A D% Be thou a Blessing!

The recent decision of the Washington Hebrew Congregation to
build a new suburban religious school on our 13-acre site in Potomac
should be welcome news to all who care for the strenathening of moral
and spiritual values in the lives of our youth. You have our promise
and pledge that this future structure will not be an institutional
tower of Babel. We are not thinking of another imposing building
to enhance our prestige. We want a true center for learning,
blending the beauty of simplicity with utility.

More important than the building itself will be the spirit
radiating from within through the work of dedicated teachers. To
make certain that our educational program and its spiritual quality
have priority over mere brick and mortar, we have already appointed
to our staff our first full time educational director.

However, it is not enough drop off children for religious
education while parents drop out of Jewish learning and Tiving. Never
before have Jewish adults been in greater need of balancing their
own material progress with a replenishing of their moral and spiritual
resources.

You, who pursue success, who race on to ever greater heights,

who build your own tower of Babel to make a name for yourself, consider
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please the folly of such lopsided living, as Karl Krauss put it:
What crazy existence is this we've led,
That so undermined us?
We have kept pace with progress and rushed straight ahead
And left ourselves behind us.

It is high time to catch up with the better part of ourselves!
It is time to recover the precious qualities of the heart! The chief,
perhaps the only purpose of this most sacred day of atonement and
reconciliation, is to re-order our personal priorities, to re-examine
and re-direct our lives so that we not keep on offending and hurting
others and ourselves.

Appeal

The sensitive individual who confronts this hell-bent, power
drunk, greedy age of ours may well ask what chance do I, a single
individual, have to influence an age with all these destructive and
demeaning tendencies? Who can swim against the stream?

I would answer you with Elie Wiesel's story of the pious Jew
who, after experiencing the savagery of the Nazis, persisted in his
fervent daily prayers even while the Nazis continued looting, beating
and killing. "So you think your prayers can change such monsters?"
asked his wife.

He answered, "Until now I prayed to change their cruel hearts.

Now, I am praying so that they should not change me."
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You may not be able to change the world, but you can keep your
own moral integrity. You can, as a true descendant of Abraham, stand
aside and disassociate yourself from the builders of Babel. The
attainable task of the Jew in our time is to keep himself morally and
spiritually sensitive, to hold on to the qualities of the heart.

To be a Jew is to reject the values of Babel in the words of
the prophet,

Let not the wise man glory in his wisdom

Neither let the mighty man glory in his might,

Let not the rich man glory in his riches;

But let him that glorieth, glory in this,

That he understandeth and knoweth me, the
Lord of mercy, justice and righteousness,

For in these things I delight, sayeth the Lord.
(Jeremiah 9.22-23)
To be a Jew is to bring delight to such a God. It is to fulfill
Abraham's task, DO H?p ,"be thou a blessing."

AMEN
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THE FAST THAT 1 HAVE CHOSEN _D/(" A7
By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman
Washington Hebrew Congregation :

Kol Nidre Night
Sunday Evening, Sept. 14, 1975

Reform Judaism's leniency toward ritual is one of its
outstanding traits. There is, however, one notable exception --
and that is the Yom Kippur fast. It remains for us as mandatory
and sacrosant a ritual as it has always been in every branch of
Judaism throughout the ages. Why do we fast?

The question is as old as Yom Kippur itself, It was raised
powerfully as the central theme of Isaiah's great Yom Kippur day
sermon which is tomorrow's Haftarah:

"Wherefore have thee fasted?" (Isaiah 58.3)

Ask Isaiah. With biting sarcasm, the prophet mocks those
"who bend over 1ike the tall grass" making a big show of their
physical exhaustion as though the fast were an endurance contest;
or, who act 1ike mourners while they fast, not without a touch of
exhibitionism, Isaihh's point was that if we fast merely to gain
attention or chaap emotional release without affecting our basic
moral and spiritual attitudes, the fast would be profaned, it would
be a vain and hypocritical act.

Clearly, the fast in and of itself is of no importance. Its
value 1ies in deeper meaning to be associated with it. What \

should the fast gean to us on this most solemn day?
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1. An Expression: of Remorse

In the first mention of the fast, the Biblical sage speaks of
it as a form of self affliction (Lev. 23.27). By fasting, we are
symbolically inflicting upon ourselves a measure of punishment.

We who have caused pain to others now voluntarily subject ourselves
to pain. It is a most solemn way of saying "sorry."

These are the only people in the world who have turned remorse
and the quest for forgiveness into a national experience of the
highest importance. Why is it that the world which adopted our
seventh day of rest; which, by and large, recognizes the
universality of the Decalogue and the greatness of our Bible, never
attempted to adopt the Day of Atonement? Elements of Hanukkah may
be found in the Christmas observance; traces of Passover are basic
to the Easter celebration and our Sukkot festival became the model
for Thanksgiving, but Yom Kippur somehow never appealed to the world
at large.

Have the nations nothing to regret? In Sacramento, California,
the wife and three children of a former U.S. Navy corpsman, Terry
Fell, are in mourning, Exactly 30 years ago, Mr., Fell went ashore
from a hospital ship in Nagasaki, Japan, ten days after the dropping
of the atom bomb, A few days after the landing, Mr. Fell lost most
of his hair, as did other members of the crew. An autopsy showed
that his body was comp]efely cancer-ridden., About 60% of the crew
of his hospital ship has likewise come down with cancer during the
Tast 30 years as a result of that short stopover ten days after
the dropping of the atom bomb.




-3
In Hiroshima and Nagasaki, where the atomic death toll has
so far exceeded 200,000, another 340,000 people are still suffering
the lingering after effects of radiation.
No century in human history has compiled a bloodier record
than ours: two world wars, a series of holocausts, a universal
spread of terrorism and assassination and a staggering rise of
the crime rate in every so-called civilized country, the free
world, the Soviet Union, Japan, -~ you name it -- wherever we go
you hear about the ever-growing brutalization of 1ife. Should
there not be some universal expression of shame and remorse? Where
is the voice of humanity that cries out: "We are sorryl" A new
law of history has emerged: the more horrible the atrocities, the
less protest, the less outrage, the less remorse, Ironically, we
Jews who, above all peoples, have been the victims far more than
the perpetrators of hatred, slander and violence -- we are the only
people on earth who set aside a full day for the public confession
of our wrongdoings, Individually, few of us would claim to be devout
and observant. Yet, as a people, collectively, we still qualify for
the Biblimal role of the priest people among the nations. On this
day we represent whatever is left of the conscience of humanity and
I_keep alive the flickering hope of moral rebirth. For,/as iong Eghﬂhhhﬁ““\
r. human beings are still pmmpiexax capable of feeling shame and remorse, (
; there is hope, as Dr. Samuel Johnson said:
' "Where there is yet shame

J
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j. There may in time be virtue."
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Yet, our sages look upon remorse as & rather limited ethical

value. The Rabbi of Ger, a great Hassidic leader, once cut short
a disciple who prolonged his highly emotional confession of sin
with the comment:

"He who has done 111 and talks about it and thinks about it
all the time remains contaminated as long as he does not cast
the base thing he did aut of his mind. Rake the dirt this way,
rake the dirt that way, it will always be dirt, Have I sinned --
or have I not sinned -~ what does heaven get out of it? In the
time that I am brooding over it, I could be stringing pearls for
the delight of heaven., That is why it is written: "Depart from
evil and do good" -- Turn entirely away from evil, do not dwell
upon it, and do good. If you've done wrong, counteract it by
do#ng right!"

From all of this we conclude that the expression of regret
is useful as the first step in the struggée against evil. But,
the most serious shortcoming of remorse is that it is wholly
negative; it is merely the repudiation of evil, not yet a
commitment to do good.

2. The Fast As Expression of Sympathy

This leads us to another and higher meaning of the fast which
no one has put in clearer terms than Isaiah:
"Is not this the fast that I have chosen? Is it not to

deal thy bread to the hungry, to welcome the poor to your
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house, to cover the naked and that you hide not yourself

from your own flesh?" (Is, 58.7)

Qur fast must not only express a radical discontent with my
own moral inferiority, but 1ift my attention to the needs of others.
It should be a demonstration of sympathy, of compassion, of
altruism. By fasting we join the impoverished masses for whom
hunger is a ddily experience. It is an act of self identification
with the starving have-nots in the world. It is a ritual, similar
in its psychological effect to the substitution of matzoh for
bread on Pesach in order to better identify with the generation
of the exoclus who had no time to leaven their dough. So,
let us fully experience this one day of hunger in order to feel
so much the more deeply sympathy with the needy, the homeless,
those whom Isaiah elsewhere calls the "tempest tossed" of humanity,
a phrase which Emma Lazarus quoted in her famous sonnet on the
pedestal of the Statue of Liberty which speaks of the "wretched
refuse, the unwanted of this earth." Today through the fast we
descend to the suffering masses of mankind and share their agony
so that, in the days to come, we might be moved to help them more
generously.

It is relatively easy to meet the material needs of your
brother Jew and brother man, once you recognize the moral obligation
to help and not to "hide yourself from your own flesh." To give

money is just a matter of signing a check. But how can we share
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a people's psychic agony, such as frustra\don, snmw._.dhxiety.
resentment and bereavement? These are the bitter ingfedients'of
our people's mood in Israel today. It is almost impossible for
the American Jew, in his unparalleled freedom and propperity and
sense of security,to realize the kind of pressure Israelis must

Tive under day by day.

. 4




/
!
FIRST DRAFT

THE FAST THAT I HAVE CHOSEN

By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman
Washington Hebrew Congregation
Kol Nidre Night
Sunday Evening, Sept. 14, 1975

Reform Judaism's leniency toward ritual is one of its
outstanding traits. There is, however, one notable exception --
and that is the Yom Kippur fast. It remains for us as mandatory
and sacrosant a ritual as it has always been in every branch of
Judaism throughout the ages. Why do we fast?

The question is as old as Yom Kippur itself. It was raised
powerfully as the central theme of Isaiah's great Yom Kippur day
sermon which is tomorrow's Haftarah:

"Wherefore have thee fasted?" (Isaiah 58.3)

Ask Isaiah. With biting sarcasm, the prophet mocks those
“who bend over Tike the tall grass" making a big show of their
physical exhaustion as though the fast were an endurance contest;
or, who act 1ike mourners while they fast, not without a touch of
exhibitionism. Isaiah's point was that if we fast merely to gain
attention or cheap emotional release without affecting our basic cJMhemrﬁaﬁ-__//
mevad—ard spirTeeel_atiitudes, the fast would be profaned, it would
be a vain and hypocritical act.

Clearly, the fast in and of itself is of no importance. [ Its
value lies in deeper meaning to be associated with it. What e ¥ TR "Lve
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In Hiroshima and Nagasaki, where the atomic death toll has
so far exceeded 200,000, another 340,000 people are still suffering
the Tingering after effects of radiation.

No aﬁgﬁégy/in human history has compiled a bloodier record
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less protest, the less outrage, the less remorse. J Ironically, we

Jews who, above all peoples, have been the victims far more than

the perpetrators of hatred, slander and violence -- we—are—the=onty
——peoplesen—esrbirwho. set aside a full day for the public confession

of our wrongdoings. [E;aividua11y, few of us would claim to be devout

and observant. Yet, as a people, collectively, we still qualify for

S e
the Biblical role of & among the nat'lon—j On this

day we represent

the conscience of humanity and
keep alive the flickering hope of moral rebirth. For, as long as
human beings are still peapXexax capable of feeling shame and remorse,
there is hope, as Dr. Samuel Johnson said:

"Where there is yet shame

There may in time be virtue." L,
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Yet, our sages look upon remorse as & rather limited ethical

value. The Rabbi of Ger, a great Hassidic leader, once cut short
a disciple who prolonged his highly emotional confession of sin
with the comment:

"He who has done i11 and talks about it and thinks about it
all the time remains contaminated as long as he does not cast
the base thing he did out of his mind. Rake the dirt this way,
rake the dirt that way, it will always be dirt. Have I sinned --
or have I not sinned -- what does heaven get out of it? In the
time that I am brooding over it, I could be stringing pearls for
the delight of heaven. That is why it is written: "Depart from
evil and do good" -- Turn entirely away from evil, do not dwell
upon it, and do good. If you've done wrong, counteract it by
doing right!"

From all of this we conclude that the expression of regret
is useful as the first step in the struggle against evil. But,
the most serious shortcoming of remorse is that it is wholly
negative; it is merely the repudiation of evil, not yet a
commitment to do good.

2. The Fast As Expression of Sympathy

This leads us to another and higher meaning of the fast which

no one has put in clearer terms than Isaiah:
"Is not this the fast that I have chosen? 1Is it not to

deal thy bread to the hungry, to welcome the poor to your
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house, to cover the naked and that you hide not yourself

from your own flesh?" (Is. 58.7)

Our fast must not only express a radical discontent with my
own moral inferiority, but 1ift my attention to the needs of others.
It should be a demonstration of sympathy, of compassion, of
altruism. By fasting we join the impoverished masses for whom
hunger is a daily experience. It is an act of self identification
with the starving have-nots in the world. It is a ritual, similar
in its psychological effect to the substitution of matzoh for
bread on Pesach jn order to better identify with the generation
of the E:xo(iiﬁd who had no time to leaven their dough. So,
let us fully experience this one day of hunger in order to feel
so much the more deeply sympathy with the needy, the homeless,
those whom Isaiah elsewhere calls the "tempest tossed" of humanity,
a phrase which Emma Lazarus quoted in her famous sonnet on the
pedestal of the Statue of Liberty which speaks of the "wretched
refuse, the unwanted of this earth." Today through the fast we
descend to the suffering masses of mankind and share their agony
so that, in the days to come, we might be moved to help them more
generously.

It is relatively easy to meet the material needs of your
brother Jew and brother man, once you recognize the moral obligation
to help and not to "hide yourself from your own flesh." To give

money is just a matter of signing a check. But how can we share
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a people's psychic agony, such as frustration, sorrow, anxiety,
resentment and bereavement? These are the bitter ingredients of
our people's mood in Israel today. It is almost impossible for
the American Jew, in his unparalleled freedom and prosperity and
sense of security,to realize the kind of pressure Israelis must

lTive under day by day.
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ONE's OWN OBITUARY

By RAbbi Joshua 0. Haberman
Washington Hebrew Congregation

Yom Kippur Memorial Service
September 15, 1975

Several books have been published under the title FAMOUS
LAST WORDS. These are the last utterances people made with their
dying breath -- some are wise; others absurd; and a few are
striking, thought-provoking statements 1ike those famous last
words of the Egyptian king which are remembered in our Torah.
Pharoah, who rushed into the Red Sea in hot pursuit of Israel,

exclaimed, moments before the receding waters overwhelmed him:L

I WILL PURSUE, T WILL OVERTAKE
I WILL DIVE THE SPOIL -~ MY LUST SHALL BE SATISFIED, . .
fEx. 15.9)

No sooner spoken, and Pharoah himself was overtaken, by
plenty of water which he was free to divide up with his soldiers
on their horses and chariots, more than enough to satisfy his thirst...
and his lust forever...

I wonder if you realize how well Pharoah's last words
describe the aims in life of many, if not most, people...

"I will pursue, I will overtake..."

With most people life becomes a running race -- getting ahead,
beating the competiton....with other values fading into background.

Already early in life, our children at school are not seeking
knowledge for its own sake or growth in wisdom and goodness; they are
competing for honors and awards. The stress is on getting to the

top, pursuing and overtaking those that are ahead.
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In adult life, the word "pursuit" has become synonymous with
professon or occupation. What is your pursuit? means what is your
job, your work? A successful person is one who beats the competition.

"I will pursue, I will overtake. . .

I will divide the spoil, my lust shall be satisfied..."
Alfred Tennyson in his famous poetic line spoke of 1ife as "NATURE,
RED IN TOOTH AND CLAW." Life with all its pushing and shoving
resembles wild animals fighting among themselves with tooth and
claw for the 1ion's share, . .

I wonder, did Pharoah ever realize the emptiness of his 1ife?
A great mighty ruler behaving like a wild beast -~ having no other
purpose than to pursue and put his bite on the weak and helpless. . .

Maybe he was too busy to think about it. . . Maybe nobody
everytold him the folly of his ways -- a 1ife dedicated to pursuit
and plunder. . . '

Some years ago someone wrote the biography of one of the
world's most famous and honored men =-- Alfred Nobel, great inventor,
who established the Nobel prize for peace and other worbhy achivements.--
The book revealed a fantastic turning point in Nobel's life: His
brother had died. The newspaper, believing it was Alfred who had
passed away, wrote the obituary of his 1ife. HNobel read it, at first
amused but then growing very angry and upset. The article told of
the fortunes he had amassed in the munitions business, arming the
nations of the world for war. It referred to him as a cold-blooded

and ruthless war-monger.
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Then and there, Alfred Nobel, deeply ashamed at the reputation
he had gained, decided he would change the opinion of the world about

him. He established the Nobel Peace Prize and, later, other international

awards for science and literature which brought fame and honor to his
name throughout the world as a benefactor of mankind.

What was it that shocked Nobel into changing his way of life?
He saw the truth -- about himself!

AT YIZKOR, AT THIS TIME OF SERIOUS REFLECTION, WE SHOULD PRETEND
TO READ OUR OWN OBITUARY -- for the same reason: to see the naked
truth about ourselves, the truth others‘are perhaps too kind to tell
us to our faces, but which we, in our own hearts, know only too well.
What would our obituary be if it appeared today?

Will 15F§he story of strife and pursuit? Will it be the story
of a ceaseless race, a chase, whose sole object is to get to the
head of the 1ine? What will be missing in the story of our 1ife?

Will there be good deeds for which.;e shall be gratefully remembered?

Will people say after us:

May his memory be for a blessing!

Pharoah thought he was a great hero.

To satisfy his lust, to win and to conquer and take vengeance--
these things marked the hero in Pharoah's eyes. Too bad he never heard
Ben Zoma's wise words:

“Who is a hero? He who controls his lust

He who can master his evil impulse and urge.."
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Our ideal is not Pharoah -- tot to satisfy one's lust, but to
conquer it -- is the Jewish ideal; not to take vengeance but to turn
an eneny into a friend is our goal. .. not only to pursue and take and
divide the spoil, but also to give, bestow, to help others should be
our aim; not only to succeed but also to win lTove and respect should
be our hope.

Shall we achieve it before our obituary is written?

Nobel changed the course of his life by sheer accident. He
saw truth, by chance, in a moment of illumination. YIZKOR tries to
create such a momemt for every one of us, a moment of truth, of self-
discovery and self=-judgment. As we, in these tender moments of
remembrance, think of our own departed, we judge them more
accurately in the perspective of time. We recognize with a
greater degree of fairness their achievements, the obstanles
they overcame, the temptations they resisted, the sacrifices they
made. We see now how much wiser they were than we judged them to
be and see also how often they were right when we believed them to
be wrong.

We remember how much they did for us and wonder whether we
have matched their goodness and generosity and whether we, ourselves,
will, with the passing of years, be remembered as well as our dear
ones.

Like Alfred Nobel we may still enhance our name and reputation.
It is not Tikely that we shall have his opportunity of reading our
obituary before we leave this world, But, we can still see to it
that a better one will be written when our time has come -- by

improving our way of 1ife now and in the years which may still




be granted unto us.
Our task in life is not to pursue and overtake; our task is
not to get ahead of others -- but to surpass ourselves.

AMEN




INTRODUCTION TO KOL NIDRE NIGHT SERMON

Once again, our people have experienced the mystique of the
Kol Nidre. The unknoWn—genius who created the chant gave the
Jewish soul it voice, a melody of pathos and tenderness. A love
song if ever there was one. It begins softly 1ike a whisper,
befitting the humility of the tormented conscience; it rises to
its crescendo so that you can almsot visualize the Jew straightening
out his back and standing erect before his Maker, joyful at last
in the glow of reconciliation and new love; and it ends with quiet
serenity.

In tonight's service, we underscored symbolically the unity
and equality of all Jews. The rabbis, cantor and some of the
officers of the Congregation entered through the same door as everyone else,
in keeping with the idea that we are equals in our moral delinquency,
equals in the need to rid ourselves of guilt, equals in our yearning
for forgiveness, equals as petitioners whp comelin from the outside,
so to speak, eager to return, to be received into the brotherhood of

Israel.
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ONE's OWN OBITUARY

By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman
Washington Hebrew Congregation

Yom Kippur Memorial Service
September 15, 1975
Several books have been published under the title FAMOUS
LAST WORDS. These are the last utterances people made with their
dying breath -- some are wise; others absurd; and a few are
striking, thought-provoking statements like those famous last
words of the Egyptian king which are remembered in our Torah.
Pharoah, who rushed into the Red Sea in hot pursuit of Israel,

exclaimed, moments before the receding waters overwhelmed him:

/
I WILL PURSUE, I WILL OVERTAKE C/ ae"g = 7":
I WILL DIVE THE SPOIL -- MY LUST SHALL BE SATISFIED. . . i J/Wc

(Ex. 15.9) ’6‘///‘,/,";_ A\
No sooner spoken, and Pharoah himself was overtaken, by
plenty of water which he was free to divide up with his soldiers
on their horses and chariots, more than enough to satisfy his thirst...
and his lust forever...
I wonder if you realize how well Pharoah's last words
describe the aims in life of many, if not most, people...
"I will pursue, I will overtake..."
With most people 1ife becomes a running race -- getting ahead,
beating the competiton....with other values fading into background.
Already early in life, our children at school are not seeking
knowledge for its own sake or growth in wisdom and goodness; they are

competing for honors and awards. The stress is on getting to the

top, pursuing and overtaking those that are ahead.
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Then and there, Alfred Nobel, deeply ashamed at the reputation
he had gained, decided he would change the opinion of the world about
him. He established the Nobel Peace Prize and, later, other international
awards for science and literature which brought fame and honor to his
name throughout the world as a benefactor of mankind.
What was it that shocked Nobel into changing his way of Tlife?
He saw the truth -- about himself!
AT YIZKOR, AT THIS TIME OF SERIOUS REFLECTION, WE SHOULD PRETEND
TO READ OUR OWN OBITUARY -- for the same reason: to see the naked
truth about ourselves, the truth others are perhaps too kind to tell
us to our faces, but which we, in our own hearts, know only too well.
whatwour ob1tuary be if it appeared today? what will 1 i+ be whew our fime has
cohae?ffglj 1§/the story of strife and pursuit? Will it be the stomy fecovd

of a ceaseless race, a chase, whose sole object is to get to the

head of the line? what w111 be missing in the story of our life? 4
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Pharoah thought he was a great hero.

To satisfy his lust, to win and to conquer and take vengeance--
these things marked the hero in Pharoah's eyes. Too bad he never heard
Ben Zoma's wise words:

"Who is a hero? He who controls his Tust

He who can master his evil impulse and urge.."
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Qur ideal is not Pharoah -- not to satisfy one's lust, but to
conquer it -- is the Jewish ideal; not to take vengeance but to turn
an enemy into a friend is our goal. .. not only to pursue and take and
divide the spoil, but also to give, bestow, to help others should be
our aimj; not only to succeed but also to win Tove and respect should
be our hope.

Shall we achieve it before our obituary is written?

Nobel changed the course of his 1life by sheer accident. He
saw truth, by chance, in a moment of illumination. YIZKOR tries to
create such a momemt for every one of us, a moment of truth, of self-

discovery and self-judgment. As=wes, In these tender moments of
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We remember how much they did for usf{/and wonder whether we

have matched their goodness and generosity and whether we, ourselves,
will, with the passing of years, be remembered as well agrghr dear
ones.

Like Alfred Nobel we may still enhance our name and reputation.
It is not likely that we shall have his opportunity of reading our
obituary before we leave this world. @ut, we can still see to it
that a better one will be written when our time has come -- by

improving our way of life now and in the years which may still
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not to get ahead of others -- but to surpass ourselves.

AMEN
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It is against this background that we must understand the
introduction of Abraham in the very next chapter of the Bible,
Genesis 12. Babel and Abraham represent two different approaches
to Tife, two different value systems, two basic options for man:
Babelism or Hebraism.

Material vs Moral Power

Thirty years ago, almost to the day, the United States raised
the curtain on the nuclear age. European refugee scientists, in
partnership with the American genius for organization and production,
under the so-called Manhattan Project, conquered the atom and opened
the way to unlimited power. Said President Harry Truman jubilantly
that day:

"We have spent two billion on the areatest scientific gamble

in history and won!"

Like the generation of Babel, we made a name for ourselves.

%npress+ve-then-the-ﬁewew-&i—ﬂabeﬂIﬁﬁhhat was the conditon of the
human hear%thﬁnmmgn? How did ewembeshwoldsgically—briiiamt

gencratHan measure up on the scale of moral sensitivity?

e INSWERWaS-Soon=givensin The first -m% s fechd ‘”"ﬂ‘“’u“?“ﬁ

- asfo
discovered nuclear power, W droppesl atom bombs on Hiroshima and

Nagasaki. The devastation rivalled all descriptions of hell.
When the smoke settled on the twisted steel left over from these
two cities, some 200,000 human beings were no more. Many had
been literally vaporized, leaving behind only shreds of scorched

clothes sticking to carbonized skin. What of those who survived?
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remorse at human wrongdoing. Every Jew who observes Yom Kippur at
this point in history helps redeem something of the nobility of man
and keeps alive a flickering hope for moral rebirth, as Dr. Samuel
Johnson said,

"Where there is yet shame, there may in time be virtue!"

The Conguest of Outer and Inner Space

This late July, the United States and the Soviet Union put
the capstone upon another tower of Babel. Come, said the White House
and the Kremlin, let us make a name for ourselves as the two super
powers in the world. Let us end 18 years of space rivalry by linking
up in space and show the world how united we are! So, Apollo and
Soyuz, each took off on its rockets and, how magnificent, -- with
hairline precision the American and Russian spacecraft linked up in
outer space and our three astronauts and Russia's two cosmonauts
shook hands, talked, smiled, ate and pledged friendship to each other.

At an expense of many hundreds of millions, we have proven
that Russians and Americans can meet above theaiobe in outer space.....
When will the day come when an American and Russian housewife will
be free to visit each other's homes here on earth? When will Russian
Jews be allowed to speak with any of their brethren from abroad
without harrassment and police interrogation? When will a man in

Par:s, New ol b
Moscow be permitted to join his wife and children 1nAJerusa1em?
Need we say more to illustrate the vast gap between progress in

technology and stagnation in human relations?
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Let us view the problem a Tittle closer to home. Metropolitan
Washington is economically one of the most progressive areas in the
world. Ovee-the-years-there has been a furious pace of building and
<sebwidding«and Billions are being spent on a new subway transportation
system, the finest in the world. We enjoy more than a fair share of
America's wealth. The rate of ownership of private automobiles is tops,
but so is the theft of automobiles. In 1974, more than 17,000 vehicles
were stolen in the Washington metropolitan area; as fast as we make
them)we steal them; and the number of burglaries, muggings, rapes and
murders in the streets remains among the highest in the world. Why
are we such great city builders but such poor builders of moral
character?

Because our way of life is the way of Babel, the way of
materialism! Our houses get bigger and better but attention to moral
and spiritual values at home has become miniscule. Compare the time we
spend on interior decorating and cosmetic grooming with the nearly total
neglect of our inner spiritual 1ife! Compare the 'e%-g':_our souls with
the maintenance of our automobiles! We get upset over every little
dent or scratch on a fender, but shrug off the bending of principles
and the scratches on our moral code in the conduct of our lives.

The decline of morals is reflected in our everyday speech.

We have become as squeamish about moral categories as the Victorians
used to be about sexual taboos. As illustration, I would cite the
current campaign of the business community against shoplifting. What
is the most widely advertised slogan against this kind of epidemic

thievery?



“Shoplifting is dumb."

Is it no worse than that? Why not call it wrong, immoral,
evill Why not condemn a delinquency in moral terms?

In this age of Babelism, the shameful thing is not being
immoral, but being less than smart.

Although the Talmudic sages revelled in learning, there was
no question in their minds that moral education stood higher than
intellectual sophistication. Said Rabbi Eleazar ben Azariah:

"What may a person be compared to whose intelligence surpasses
his moral character? He is like a tree of many branches but few roots.
Such a one is easily overturned at the first blast of the storm."
(Pirke Avot 3.22)

The anchor of personal and social stability is not mere
knowledge but moral commitment.

We rear our children with the feeling that they must succeed --
succed in what? In getting top grades, in getting ahead of others,
in accumulating wealth, in building their own tower of Babel. Do any
of our schools grade a child for the qualities of the heart by which
one becomes a better person, such as kindess, honesty, helpfulness,
generosity and compassion? Who tells our children that the most
important task, the only task in life,is A3 3% Be thou a Blessing!

The recent decision of the Washington Hebrew Congregation to
build a new suburban religious school on our 13-acre site in Potomac
should be welcome news to all who care for the strengthening of moral

and spiritual values in the lives of our youth. You have our promise




0%

and pledge that this future structure will not be an institutional
tower of Babel. We are not thinking of another imposing building
to enhance our prestige,lléeﬁant a true center for learning,
blending the beauty of simplicity with utility.

More important than the bui]din&iﬁ?%] be the spirit
radiating from within through the work of dedicated teachers. To
make certain that our educational program and its spiritual quality
have priority over mere brick and mortar, we have already appointed
to our staff our first full time educational director, thesvery
-gifped-amd Treative;Se T Sage:

However, it is not enough to drop-gff children for religious
education while parents drop‘EEE of Jewish learning and 1living. Never
before have Jewish adults been in greater need of balancing their
own material %E:ﬁ:éié with a replenishing of their moral and spiritual
resources.

You, who pursue success, who race on to ever greater heights,
who build yougrgswer of Babel to make a name for yourself, consider
please the folly of such lopsided Tiving, as Karl Krauss put it:

What crazy existence is this we've led,

That so undermined us?
We have kept pace with progress and rushed straight ahead

And left ourselves behind us.

It=is ‘17&1‘;&4 fo (atde wp w:f Ou 68%}94}#‘/0“5&&‘-‘4!
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& The chief, perhaps the only purpose of this most sacred day
of atonement and reconciliation is to re-order our personal
priorities, to re-examine and re-direct our lives so that we not

keep on offending and hurting others and ourselves.

Appeal

The sensitive individual who confronts this hell-bent, power
drunk, greedy age of ours may well ask what chance do I, a single
individual, have to influence an age with all these destructive and

demeaning tendencies? Who can swim against the stream ?
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I would answer you with Elie Wiesel's story of the pious Jew
who, after experiencing the savagery of the Nazis, persisted in his
fervent daily prayers even while the Nazis continued looting, beating
and killing. "So you think your prayers can change such monsters?"
asked his wife.

He answered, "lintil now I prayed to change their cruel hearts.
Now, I am praying so that they should not change me."

You may not be able to change the world, & evew vann A,
1T but you can keep your own moral integrity. You can, as
a true descendant of Abraham, stand aside and disassociate yourself
from the builders of Babel. The attainable task of the Jew in our
time is to keep himself morally and spiritually sensitive, to hold on
to the qualities of the heart.

To be a Jew is to reject the values of Babel in the words of
the prophet,

"Let not the wise man glory in his wisdom

Neither let the mighty man glory in his might,

Let not the rich man glory in his riches;

But let him that glorieth glory in this,

That he understandeth and knoweth me, the
Lord of mercy, justice and righteousness,

For in these things I delight, sayeth the Lord.
(Jeremiah 9.22-23)
To be a Jew is to bring delight to such a God. It is to fulfill
Abraham's task, N22¢& '3 , Be thou a Blessing."

AMEN
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Let us view the problem a little closer to home. Metropolitan
Washington is economically one of the most progressive areas in the
world. Over the years there has been a furious pace of building and
rebuilding and billions are being spent on a new subway transportation
system, the finest in the world. We enjoy more than a fair share of
America's wealth. The rate of ownership of private automobiles is tops,
but so is the theft of automobiles. In 1974, more than 17,000 vehicles
were stolen in the Washington metropolitan area; as fast as we make
them we steal them, and the number of burglaries, muggings, rapes and
murders in the streets remains among the highest in the world. Why
are we such great city builders but such poor builders of moral
character? Nk ‘/ " sterobsn ‘I
Because our way of life is the way of Babel,d Our houses get
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As illustration, I would cite the current campaign of the business
community against shoplifting. What is the most widely advertised
slogan against this kind of epidemic thievery?

"Shoplifting is dumb."

Is it no worse than that? Why-not-eall-a-spade-a-spader—ithy
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net-raistealingroeaating? Why not call it wrong!ﬂwhy not condemn

a delinquency in moral terms?

In this age of Babelism, the shameful thing is not being
immoral, but being less than smart.

Although the Talmudic sages revelled in learning, there was no
question in their minds that moral education stood higher than
intellectual sophistication. Said Rabbi Eleazar ben Azariah:

"What may a person be compared to whose intelligence surpasses
his moral character? He is like a tree of many branches but few roots.
Such a one is easily overturned at the first blast of the storm."

(Pirke Avot 3.22)
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% We rear our children with the feeling that they must succeed --
succeed in what? In getting top grades, in getting ahead of others,
in accumulating wealth, in building their own tower of Babel. Do any
of our schools grade a child for the qualities of the heart by which

one becomes a better person, such as kindness, honesty, helpfulness,

generosity and compassion? Who tells our children that the most

important task, the only task in life is N2 H'H

Be thou a Blessing! [Wha mechanical wonders when the soul

is dying of spiritual starvati§;° g
_ What point is there in gur fabulous communicajjon gadgets, the [hjﬁbbi
telephone, walkie-talkies and beepery, which keep us in\touch with .
{ P p p _(*:}f,g1_
people miles away, when we do not kno how to have a heard-to-heart 5 et

1k with our own family? What good aré our tape recorders :




-10- T

You, who pursue success, who race on to ever greater heights,
who build your tower of Babel to make a name for yourself, consider
please the folly of such lopsided 1iving, as Karl Krauss put it:
What crazy existence is this we've led,
That so undermined us?

We have kept pace with progress and rushed straight ahead
And left ourselves behind us.

The chief, perhaps the only purpose of this most sacred day

of atonement and reconciliation is to re-order our personal priorities,

to re-examine and re-direct our lives so that we not keep on offending

and hurting other and ourselves.

The tragedy of a 1ife consumed by wrong values is brought out

in Rembrandt's greqt portrait of Saul, the envious king, who, at the

left alone with none

peak of his power, wa or trust.

Rembrandt shows King Saul, all his regalia, standing

near the window of his iping his tears in the fold of the

gold brocaded curtain. What good is al'™ this splendor when there is

no peace of mind, and no love to share?

Appeal

The sensitive individual who confronts this hell-bent, power

drunk, greedy age of ours may well ask what chance do I, a single
individual, have to influence an age with all these destructive and

demeaning tendencies? Who can swim against the stream?
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Sick May Understand " 

R%&twﬂsth to God
[ Religious News Service \ |

MENLO PARK, Callf —A I tuitively to the conclusion that ;
priest who spemahzes in pasto- ' reason never provided in a
ral care of the sick told partlc-| healthy state—“that the mean-
ipants in an institute for hos- ing of life ... in this moment, 2|}
pital chaplains here that a per- facing deprlvatlon of whole- v}
son who is ill “may be closer ness,” brings an awareness

to_understanding more accu-
rately, Hieologlcally, where he
stands in relation to God.”

“It may be that our ar human
task in confronting iliness is

to realize that illness intensi-:

fies the sometimes mysterious
relationship between God and
His fragmented image on

that the struggle “to make cer-
tain of God and salvation is -
ended.” |

Speaking of the Sacrament,
of the Sick, he emphasized the
importance of its community
approach and its ability to pre-
vent a paternalistic attitude |}
toward the sick.

“It seems,” he said,

“that |

earth,” said Father Raymond :
K. Smlth director of the De- considerable observation of
partment of Pastoral Care, St. sickness has revealed a consid-

Marys Hospital, San Fran-
cisco. :
Father Smith spoke at the
two-week Pastoral
for General Hospital Chap-
lains at Vallombrosae Retreat
Center, Menlo Park. The insti-
tute was sponsored by the Na
- tional Association of Catholic
Chaplains and drew priests
“and physicians from across
the U.S.

The priest said that those;

who are ill often become
aware, “often with remarkable
- clarity, of thelr earthly imper-
fectibility .

And he added that in so do- | | sharp increases in Uovernment'

ing those who are ill come in-

e —— A S,

Institute |

.. well unless we name this pro-

erable amount of selfishness

| generated and embraced by |

the patient. Self-pity makes a

ot of demands upon others—

lthe ——the- nurse, the|

chaplam the family.”
“We don’t serve the person |

pensity to the patient when it
is observable to us,” he added.

Food Price Protests

Reuter

LAHORE, Pakistan, \[)I‘il‘
10—Thousands of workers/ h;gg p
demonsttated here agamst'
‘controlled food prices. B:00 ai

Chrisfibin Sc:encAP\ | |

[ H’\ Chr:shan&:énce
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Dear Ann Landers: -

‘I'm a 10th-grade studen:t and re-
cently learned that my eighth-grade
teacher is dying of cancer. He was one
of the best teachers in the entire
#chool. Several of us went back to

- wisit him even when he wasn’t our

teacher any more. He always found
time to talk to us. '

I would like to see that wonderful
person again, but I've heard he has-
lost a great deal of weight and is very
pale. I'm afraid the shock of seemg
him might be very upsetting. I
wouldn’'t know what to say. Please
help me think straight. I am—Copn-
fused And Frightened In Ontario, =
Dear Confused:

.Go to visit your teacher today.
Simply say, “I came to thank you for
being one of the best teachers I've
eyer had.” ;

‘Behave as if it were an ordinary'
visit. Don’t stay too long. Keep the .
talk cheerful and pleasant. You'll
never know how much your presence
will mean to him, ]

Pass the word to other students. .
Urge them to drop by also—calling
first, of course, to establish a conveni-
ent time. Too many people wait to
glve flowers to those who can no
longer smell them. ;

I laughed when I read the leﬂter-
from the woman whose husband slept:
with a heating pad that got tangled
around her neck, but he didn’'t want
her to sleep in a separate bed.:

.Since others are willing to write

. -about “right-to-sleep laws,” I have be-

gun to regard the mattress as a terri-
torial stake-out—like a football field.

. We have a happy marriage, and 1
adore my husband except for his bed-
time behavior. After years of sleepless
nights, my right jaw began to pop out
of place, my right shoulder started to
hurt and my right hand ached from
the moment I woke up till noon.

A physician and two dentists attrib-
uted the problem to sleeping exclu-

sively on my right side on too soft a

mattress. Why did I sleep on my right
side? Because the big ox wanted me
to keep his back warm while he
flung open the windows and kicked

| off the covers. He liked to sleep on
his right side, So I froze, complained,
and wore a sweater and socks fo bed.

When the rights of women surfaced
as an “issue,” I cranked up my cour-
age and purchased a firm orthopedic
mattress for the spare bedroom. I
now sleep there when my spine has
to be flat, or I get cold.

Do you know what happened to our
marriage? It's better than ever! 1
don’t miss my aches and pains, and
he doesn’t miss a complaining me. I
should have done it years ago.

—Right Turn
Dear Right:

Another example of solving a
problem by discussing it. Too many
people suffer in silence when four or
five well-worded sentences could put
an end to an annoying situation.

+Silence may be golden, but words
_can be diamond-studded, if you choose
,the right ones and say them at the
right time. Cheers, woman!

‘Dear Ann Landers:

Is it proper for two married sons
and a daughter to chip in and buy

- their mother a wedding ring?

Qur parents have been married for
35 years. Mom's wedding band must

~ have come from the dime store. It is
- worn thin and looks like junk. We

want to buy that dear lady a lovely
replacement. Is it proper? A, B
and D.
Dear A, B and D:

What a sweet thought—but the

. answer is no. A wedding ring should

be given by the husband. Slip Pop a
check and put a bug in his ear,

‘) 1978 Field Enterprises Inc.
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FAMOUS LAST WORDS

These are the last utterances people made with their dying bresath
» bsua o

-===~ gome are wise and=profound; others ouwiziphi—furny;
and a few are etriking thought-provoking statements like trece
o B o el 2@ MR Mg o "M7OV¢(

famous last words

Pharoah who rushed into Red Sea in hot pursuit of Israel

exclaimed, moments before the receding waters overwhellmed him:

[ I ¥ 1 r

448 99Ae dC e \‘[ 1 1E

I WILL PURSUE, I WILL OVERTAKE

I WILL DIVIDE THE SPOIL, =-- MY LUST SHALL BE SATISFI¥D....
Ex. 15.9

hi.do gooner spoken, and Pharoah himself wae overtaken/
by plenty of water which he was frce to divide up with lie 50/0/-‘&)-

o horses od chariots,
more then enough to satisfy his thnirst.....

and his lust forever.sco..

I wonder if you realize how well Pharoah's last worde
descTibe the aime in life of many,if not moat/ PeEoPlececcns

\\ 0
I will pursue, I will overtake

With most veople 1life becomes & running rece ---getting ahesad,

beatin the'uompetition.... with other values fading into background:

J lefee ovan € e
Rireveh 51: School avernot Mﬁ&nowledge for ite ®Wn sake

or growthg, in wiedom end goodness, ﬂ.&,u@«-rﬂ‘y

mﬁ-hmoﬁm awards 'ﬂZ‘;/...a,j

o getting to the top, pursuing andovertaking
those that are shead....

4 il o



Ao

Inh}ife ==the word pursuit" has become synonymous with
profession or occupation.

What is your pureuit ? means what ie your job, your work ?
A successful m&n is one who beats the competition

\

"1 will pursue, I will overtake.....
I will divide the spoil, my luet shall be satiefied....

L]

A‘f}uir/ Tennyeon in his famovs poetic line spoke of life ss

\0
NATURE , RED IN TOCTH AND (LAW

S‘AQVH\ ve :
Life with all its pushing and mé’m:'

wild animals fighting among themselves with tooth ané claw

for the lion's ghare.e..

I wnder, did Pharoah ever reﬁlize the emptinese of hig life ?
A great mighty ruler behaving like a wild beast ~-having no
other purpose than to pursue and put his bite on the weak and
helplessec.o.
Maybe he was too busy to think sbout ite.... .
Maybe nobody ever told him the folly ofhie waye ~-2 life dedicated to

pursuit and plundercccse.

R bk )
%wrote the b’iography of one of the world's most

famaus and honoreod men =---Alfred Nobel, great inventor who esteblisghed

the obel prize for peace and other worthy achievements. e

The book revealed a phantastic turning point in Nobel'e life:



His brother had died thenewspaper, believing it was Alfred who had
pa ssed away, wrote the obituary of his life.
Nobel read it, at first amused but then growing very angry end un@eff
Srticle told of the fo rtunes he had amsssed in the munitisns
business, &a&rming the netions of the world for war.
It referred to him as a cold-blooded and ruthlesgs war-monger.
Then and there, Alfred Nobel, deeply ashamed at the reoputatior
he had gained, decided he would change tiic oplnion o1 the
world about him, He established the Nobel Peace Frige
and}later/other international awards for sclence end 1lit erature

woich brought fame and honor to his name throughout the world as

a benefactor of mankind. acew=

What was it that shocked Nobel into changing his way of ‘"ife?

He eaw the truth --about himself |

e;C(;?,,ﬁ».e_ i:ev:m reflootions :
AT YIzr.on) ,VE SHOULD PRETEND T0 READ OUR OWN

OBITUARY =--for the same resson: to see the naked truth « bout
ourselvesjh-the truth others are perhape too kind to tell us to
our faces, but which we in our own hearte know onlv too well,
What would our obituary be if it appeared today?

Will it be the story of etriée and pursuit?
Wil& it be the story of ap—eméleee race, & chase, amstmivingraihom
whose sole object njérto get to the head of the lire?
What will be misel ng in the story of our life?
Will there be ai~temet—ome good deed;for which we shall be
greatfully remembered? : ' " .

Etll peovle say after us: h ;)fﬁﬁbcﬁ {Jfﬁiﬁf)
May his memory be for a blessimg !




Pharoah thought he was a great herc.--
'173. satisfy his lust)to #in and ‘bd conquer 8snd take vengesnce
~-these things marked the hero in Pharoah's eyes,
Too bad he never heard Ben Zoma's wise worde:
Who is a hero? He who controls his lust

He who can master his evil impulse and urge

Our ideal ies not Pharcah--not to satisfy o‘ut‘gluat) but to conquer it =

is the Jewish ideal ,
/
hot to take vengeanoe but to mmke turn an enemy into & friend is

wly d sk ddwdc'f‘u.-s'pc [ but>lse o
g ey W .lahoef n:E,, ;ta.i?h ::fb: s stonl, b ,msffwreea’

hwt als W 10wk 3o respecTr

hall we achieve 1t TefoTe our obituary is wTITte slhe~£d be OuAbope,

':___/-‘ Nobel .changed course of his life, Ef accident

He saw truth by ohanc:e) in a gmoment of illumination.

/
YIZKOR tries to create such a moment for everyone of us -=
/
a moment o f truth, of self-diecovery and self-judgeument |
A
8a.-that I.i]ne Alfred Nobel wew Ay h'i‘eputation ﬁ s-m.e.zil
$0 goods '
A

Wi & — '.

{ sue and overtake
& a’b% Féac uwﬁ fe 3> |
b, L»tfa not toProb an?/divida gpoil and gatisfy our lust —--

2 ]
LAV t as someone so well sald wmmm: = O |

&
YOUR BIoGEST TASK 1s ToT TO GET AREAD OF OTHERS,

% X
BUT TO SURPASS YOURSELFosso



INTRODUCTION TO KOL NIDRE NIGHT SERMON

TE 7825 -
September/(,

Once again, owr-—peepte-~have er%ﬂ the mystique of the

Kol Nidre. The unknown genius who created thé‘;’ chant gave the

Jewish soul its voice, @e]ody of pathos and tende@; A Tove
song if ever there was oneJ It begins softly Yike—a—uhispar,

befitting the humility of the tormented conscience; it rises to

iy Cn e e (o o ey 50 L5 pRal
its crescendo mm&mﬁ ; s gstraightenm
LU 69(\[ 7
out M back and standise erect before %ker, mm%;{—é—la-st

Sa—the—glaw-of reconciliation and new love; and it ends with quést

serenity.

i L el
In tonight's service,fwe under‘score:lsymbol'icaﬂy the u,bhb &W j

transition from dark gloom to radiant joy by entering the Temple,

with its Tights dimmed, emerging into new light after the Kol
Nidre chanmabbis, cantor and some of the officers of the )Ole«_')‘—f

Congregation entered through the same door as everyone else, +#

s Swppested _
koepq-n%h the idea that we are
e

eaua]s in the need to rid ourselves of guilt, equals in our

yearning for forgiveness, equals as petitioners who come in from
the outside, so to speak, seager—to=reduan . to be received into

the brotherhood of Israel.

pecetsy s
/4 vy W&W@Amhgcu@cﬁﬁ—ﬁwﬁﬁxm v

&






