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Rosh Hashanah Eve
Ist Tishri, 5746

INSIDE-OUTS IDE
By Rabbi Joshua O. Haberman

Washington Hebrew Congregation
Sunday, September 15, 1985

Tonight, I stand in this pulpit very much aware that this
will be thé last High Holy Day season which I shall be privileged
to conduct as your Senior Rabbi. I am full of mixed emotions.
Yes, on the one hand, there is great reluctance to change a
relationship so fulfilling and it makes me sad to think that
this, too, must end. On the other hand, I am happy that I
reached my decision in the best possible frame of mind. I am
grateful to God that it was not because of ill-health or ill-will
or, God forbid a Congregational crisis. But, quite to the
contrary things have gone so well that, having réached most of
the goals I set for myself sixteen years ago, I ﬁow feel free to
turn to new goals, to new and, to me, irresistible challenges for

which I must free myself from all present duties.

I look forward to sitting in your midst, next to Maxine and
my family, at future High Holy Days and many a Sabbath. Until
then, however, there is still much preaching and teaching for me
to do this year -- and I shall do it with undiminished

enthusiasm.



Your Annual Check Up

The story is told about a teenager who rather nervously

entered a drug store, asked the proprietor to change a quarter,

hurried into a telephone booth and dialed a number. He left the

door of the booth opened a little and, as a result, the druggist

couldn't help overhearing the conversation:

The young

him:

"Hello, is this 362-3344?. . . It is?. . . May I talk
to the boss?. . . Oh, you are the boss! Well, then can
you tell me, do you need a good office boy?. . You say
you have a good one?. . . Well, wouldn't you like to
make a change?. . . You sa; you don't care to make a

change?. . .l see, that's alright, thank you!"

fellow was about to walk out when the druggist stopped
"I'm really sorry you didn't get that job -- better
luck next time!"

"Thank you for your interest," said the young man, "but

I've got the job, anyhow."



"What do you mean?" -- asked the druggist.

"You see," said the boy, "that was my own boss I was

talking to. I was only checking up on myself."

Every person wants to find out where he stands. We all need
a mental and moral check up no less than a physical checkup. The
High Holy Days meet this need for inventory, for stock-taking,
for an inner check up. And for those who come only this one time

a year, | say: this is your annual check up!

It is known as Cheshbon Ha-Nefesh, the accounting of the

soul or self-judgment. How can you get the greatest possible

benefit from such a check up?

In the first place, you must be convinced that you really
need this exercise for your own inner well being. Look at it
this way: our souls get adulterated, cluttered with the debris
of unrealized plans and intentions, broken resolutions, betrayals
and infidelities. Face the fact that each of us has to clean up
his act. But, bear in mind: we are often the poorest judges of

our own life, and we do worse in trying to judge others.
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Appearance and Reality

In this connection, the Bible brings us valuable insight.
The prophet Samuel was told to choose, as King over Israel, the
best qualified of the son's of Jesse. So, Samuel lined up seven
young brothers, all sons of Jesse, to make his choice. His eye
fell on Eliab, and he liked what he saw. Eliab was the oldest,
the tallest and the most impressive one in the family. He was

about to say, this is our man, when God put Samuel straight:

"Look not on his face or height. . . people look on the
outward appearance, but the Lord looks on the heart."

(I Sam. 16.7)

We must not be deceived by appearances. A person inside may

be very different from what he appears on the outside.

We are trained at an early age to make impressions. My
mother, God bless her soul, when presenting her darling son and
daughter to friends, always whispered to us below her breath:
SMILE -- even when we had nothing to smile about. Later I
learned, as everyone else, to bow to social etiquette, which

makes us look interested in company, when actually bored, and to



say "I am sorry" - even when we feel no regret or, "thank you"
even when feeling no gratitude, just for the sake of a courteous

appearance.

Tonight friends, we must wipe off the veneer of our
pretenses and face ourselves the way we are. Tonight we must
become aware of the gap between outward appearance and inner

reality.

It is not easy to face oneself in the mirror of absolute
truth. Rare is a person like Cromwel! who ordered the artist to

paint his portrait "with warts" and all.

The Cheshbon Ha-Nefesh, is a painful process. In the search

light of uncompromising truth, many a giant shrinks into a

dwarf. Many who maintain an outward appearance of such poise,
confidence and success, in their own heart know wherein they have
failed and how fuil of fears they are. This is your opportunity
to reassess your position, your occupation, your ambition. This
is your chance to have a look at yourself in relationship to your
family and co-workers. Reaching inward, you will come in touch
with the real being that is you. 1If you make that silent

confessional review of your life, you might emerge
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liberated from the heavy burden of pretending. You will then
have reached the first major goal of this sacred day which is

also known as Yom Ha-din, the day of judgment.

-

T'Shuvah -- Recovery of Your Better Self

What is the second major goal? It is making good on the
decisions that are shaping up in our minds. It is going through
with real changes in our behavior, in our treatment of others.
This process is known as T'shuvah, return to something good and

noble within, the recovery of our better self.

Our youngest grandson, Jonathan is wild about a toy which
has flooded the market. It is called a transformer. The thing
may at first look like a miniature car, but if you move this or
that part one way or the other, presto, the car is transformed

into a robot.

It is all so quick and easy. But, a character
transformation, my friends, is a very difficult process. Yet it
is possible. We believe in the possibility of self-
transcendance. We believe in the power of any person to be

virtually reborn.



We Jews are optimists. That is why we change the Torah
covers to white on the High Holy Days in keeping with Isaiah's

sentence:

"Though your sins be red as scarlet, they shall be as

‘white as snow." (Is. 1.18)

Never say it is too late.

If you consider any change in your life or character, what
counts is the first step. A traveler once asked a townsman in a

strange and isolated little town:

"What is this place famous for?" The native thought
and then answered: "Well Mr., this is a good starting

point for any other place in the world."

So is this hour. This is a good starting point for a new
beginning. It is a time for decision, a time to boost your will

to make changes with confidence that change is always possible.

The German romantic poet, Novalis, once said, '"character is

a perfectly educated will."



Judaism, addresses itself to the will. It is an education
in moral discipline. It is not just a collection of concepts or
beliefs. It is a tradition of values, a way of life, a moral
system built on deep foundations of belief. But, it is nothing,

it is less than useless, if it is not internalized and integrated

into our thinking and feeling

Inside-Outside

This summer I read Herman Wouk's latest novel, "Inside-
Outside." It portrays several models of Jews who are trying to
balance their public identity as Jews with their private and
personal feelings and practices. The hero of the novel, David
Goodkind, is the most complete portrait in the English language
of an American who is also a total Jew. David Goodkind, a
successful tax attorney, is finishing off his duties as a special
adviser to President Nixon in the closing days of Watergate. The
White House is in a state of paralysis, and so, Goodkind has time
to write his memoirs. What we now read is a typical American
success story, that is, on the outside, the witty, sophisticated
David Goodkind, graduate of Columbia University, fits perfectly
well into the gxecutive chamber of the corporate world. He is

perfectly at ease with the high and the mighty. Yet, inside,



- ol

David Goodkind is Jewish to the core. He has internalized and
integrated his heritage. It is part of his character and
personality. Wouk's anecdotal description of family occasions is
a minor encyclopedia of Judaism; he takes us into the Yeshiva
world where young David soaked up a solid Jewish education
including-.fluency in Talmud which, incidentally, arouses the
intense curiousity and respect of the President. Once, walking
into Goodkind's office, the President finds his able assistant
poring over a folio page of the Talmud with his head properly
bedecked with a yarmulke. Goodkind explains the Talmud and the

reader is likely to be fascinated.

I was intrigued by a report in the New York Times that this

highly amusing and informative portrayal of a full-blooded, one
hundred percent Jew was the reading choice of Frank Borman,
president and chief executive of Eastern Airlines and Donald E.
Petersen, chairman and chief executive of the Ford Motor Company,
not to mention other non-Jewish celebrities and countless readers

who have kept the book on the national best sellers list for

months. What does this say to us?

It says that the public is not interested in the Jew who is

like everybody else, but in the Jewish Jew who is



distinctive and different in his beliefs; culture and mentality;
who reflects the thoughts and values of a 4,000 year old
tradition; who has something to say to people in search of a
purose; who has something to say to a world in chaos, looking for
order and security, to a world that is morally decadent and
wondering-how to be rehabilitated. Only a Jew who knows his
heritage might be able to contribute something special, something

that is sorely missing in our civilization.

I want to challenge you tonight to become Jews inside as

surely as you are Jews outside.

" The New Jewish Assertiveness

In the nearly forty years of my life as an American rabbi, I
have seen a significant change in the attitude of American Jews

to their Jewishness and especially so in response to anti-

semitism.

Before World War II, our instinctive reaction under attack
was to become inconspicuous and, if possible, invisible. Those

were the days when Jews suffered humiliating restrictions in



universities, housing, resorts, and the professions. Some of our

leaders in their dubious wisdom, saw to it that Fortune Magazine,

in the late 30's, published a lengthy article about American Jews
in refutation of the anti-Semitic charge that Jews dominated
American life. The point of the article which was loaded with
statistics was one prolonged orgy of self-deprecation:

No, no, -- we don't dominate society . . .
No, no, we don't dominate any major trade or industry.
No, no, we aren't as important as you make us out to

be. . . , and so forth.

In my opinion, that article was a low point, perhaps the
most shameful point in American Jewish history -- a lapse of
self-esteem, a gratuitous self-debasement, as though anti-Semites

would like us better if we were less capable and less successful.

Those were the days when Jews tried to hide their Jewishness
like the plague. It was a rich topic for humor such as Goldberg
running into his old buddy, Cohen, many years after graduation

from college:

"Goldberg, am I glad to see you!" shouted Cohen.
"Tell me, what have you been doing?"

"Oh, I'm married and have two children."
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"You don't say?" said Cohen. "What kind of a living do you
make?"

"I'm a lawyer and doing very well. I'm a partner in the
firm of O'Brian and Sullivan on Wall Street."

"What a surprise!" said Cohen.

"I've got a bigger surprise," said Goldberg,
"I am O'Brian!"

Thosé‘were the days when our people were looking for
cover. Some of our own people even capitulated to the quota
system and its implied second class citizenship. The highly
esteemed Walter Lippmann, in a memorandum to Hérvard University's

admissions office in 1922 agreed that it would be undesirable to
allow (I quote) "a concentration of Jews in excess of 15%." I,
myself, heard the Dean of the Cincinnati University Medical
School, himself a Jew, defend the medical school's anti-Jewish
admissions policy because, as he said: "on the basis of academic

scores alone, Jews would outnumber all other students."

Today, Jews are proud and affirmative. The post-war
generation will not accept religious or ethnic restrictions. If
we predominate in any field, we don't apologize. 1It's to our

credit and surely not our problem.

Today, Jews don't mind being visible. Ethnicity,
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distinctiveness is in. America has moved far away from the
melting pot ideal of the 1920's to appreciation of religious and
cultural diversity, which we call "pluralism." The popular
author, Irving Wallace, grew up in the melting pot period and so
he changed his original family name, Wallechinsky, to Wallace.
His son, David, co-author with his father of the enormously
successful "Book of Lists" and "The People's Almanac," recently
discarded

his Americanized name, Wallace, and took back the original family

name, Wallechinsky.

Countless of our young people, in contrast with their
parents and grandparents, like to visibly identify themselves as

Jews, often with a star of David or mezuzah or even with a

yarmulka, for all to see.

The Inner Void

Yes, they are proud and assertive, but I'm troubled by a
question: What are they asserting? What .are they proud of?
What do they know? How much Judaism is inside the person who

presents himself so affirmatively as a Jew outside?




I often see a woeful emptiness.

Most of our adults have graduate degrees from universities,
but only a smattering of Jewish knowledge -- disjointed memories
of holiday celebrations and a few trivia of Jewish history --
hardly enohgh to keep up with a fourth grader in our Sunday
School. The vast majority of our adults are Jewish
illiterates. To most of us the Bible, the Talmud, the law codes
and commentaries and the works of our philosophers are as remote
as Egyptian hieroglybhics. Uncertain of your beliefs, many of
you here tonight have no coherent world-view, no spiritual

anchor.

I wonder how many parents who let their children make their
own decisions in religious and moral matters, are merely
rationalizing their abdication of authority as "tolerance". Are
you so tolerant and permissive because of your high respect for
the moral and intellectual caliber of your children? Or, are _ you
tolerant and permissive as parents because you lack moral
convictions of your own, and so cannot but maintain a neutrality

of values?
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Surrender to the "New Morality"

It is now well over twenty years that the new morality began
to permeate the middle and upper-middle classes and no one took
to it more rapidly than our super-liberal Jews.

We swallowed all the cliches of the era and offered no
resistence when some of our sons and daughters began to drop out
of higher education; when they asserted the right to "hang loose"
for indefinite periods; when they stretched out the allowance
into full maintenance in apartments of their own; when they
boldly asserted their new sexual freedom. Many parents, despite
misgivings, provided contraceptive counsel and abortion
assistance but kept silent on the moral issues of sex; when their
sons and daughters took to living together with lovers, even
those parents who knew in their hearts that it was not right,
looked the other way. Many said they didn't want a confrontation
with their children. The truth is that they had nothing to
confront them with. They had no convictions. They had no moral

position of their own. They had no authority to stand on.

Where has this new morality gotten us? The statistics are

very grim. In the D.C. school system, the girls dropping out
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because of pregnancy outnumber the graduates from high school.
In New York City, 37% of all babies born are illegitimate.
(1983)

In 1984, one out of four American households was victimized
by violent crime. Jews have been swept along by the general
moral decadence. To mention but one recent nationwide survey:
27% of all Jewish college-age youth are heavy drug or alcohol

users.

Is it not time to develop some doubts about the wisdom of

the new morality? What is it other than moral anarchy?

Must we wait for venereal diseases, including the dreaded
AIDS disease, to terrorize our youth into a new respect for the

old values? can we not motivate our children positively, as

parents should, with well founded moral convictions which are
part of a total system of beliefs, within a distinctly Jewish

philosophy of life?

Why can't you give this to your children? The answer is
because you haven't got it yourself, because you have lost touch

with it. The truth is, you don't know your tradition.



"Fingertip Jews"
Moses Maimonides says:

“"There are two kinds of Jew. Those who hold on to
their religion, grasping it firmly, like a person will
hold on to a rope to keep from drowning. And then,
there are those Jews who cling to the Torah only with
the tips of their fingers, not enough to be guided and
helped by it, just barely enough to keep in touch with

their faith." (From his "Letter of Consolation")

We've got a lot of fingertip Jews. But must I say it?

More than "fingertip Judaism" is needed to grab us and lead us

out of chaos and direct us on a morally sound pathway in life.
In some of our larger cities, developers are getting around

the historic building preservation codes by buying out old

buildingsand gutting them except for the facade -- and then they

build the high rises right behind the old buildings. Washington

has a few of those facade buildings downtown along Pennsylvania

Avenue.
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A huge number of our people are, what I would like to call,
"Facade Jews." The old historic culture with its moral grandeur
has been knocked out. There is nothing left inside. They are
Jews on the outside, they've got a Jewish facade. But they are

empty inside.

You may have heard the news that your Board of Directors has
decided to redecorate this sanctuary in 1987. Yes, we can build

a more beautiful sanctuary for our assemblies and celebrations.
But only you can refurnish the sanctuary within your heart. Only
you can develop the Jew inside, luminous with knowledge and
resonant with the values of our people. Only you can close the
gap between what you are, and what you know you should be. Only
you can transform the veneer of Judaism into its substance; onl
you can change from the Judaism that is pretended to one that is

practiced.

Four thousand years of history have called us to be God's

witness, as the people of the Bible, and to be messengers of His
law, the foundation of our security, dignity and freedom. Let us
make sure that we Jews know the message and let our lives witness

to our beliefs. Amen.
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Tonight, I stand in this pulpit very much aware that thesge Th
SEE};O‘,‘_ bhich.
will be the last High Holy Day snsaaaosnI shall be privileged to
conduct as your Senior Rabbi. I am full of mixed emotions. Yes,
on the one hand, there is great reluctance to change a
relationship so &sepdy-fulfilling and it makes me sad to think
that this, too, must end. On the other hand, I am happy that I
reached my decision in the best possible frame of mind. I am
grateful to God that it was not because of ill-health or ill-
fu Hfeto fhecoutrary,
will, or ongregational crisis, But .ﬂi¥=ﬁ..=8‘ﬁ/{hlngs have
gone so well that, having reached most of the goals I set for
myself sixteen years ago, I now feel free to turn to new goals,

to new and, to me, irresistible challenges for which I must free

myself from all present duties.

I look forward to

eongregent, sitting in your midst, next to Maxine and my family,
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thﬁls High Holy Days and many a Sabbath. Until then, however,

thisyear
there is still much preaching and teaching for me to dOA_- and I

shall do it with undiminished enthusiasm.




Your Annual Checkup

The story is told about a teenager who rather nervously
entered a drug store, asked the proprietor to change a guarter,
hurried into a telephone booth and dialed a number. He left the
door of the booth opened a little and, as a result, the druggist

couldn't help overhearing the conversation:

"Hello, is this 362-3344?. . . It is?. . . May I talk
to the boss?. . . Oh, you are the boss! Well, then can
you tell me, do you need a good office boy?. . You say
you have a good one?. . . Well, wouldn't you like to

make a change?. . . You say you don't care to make a

change?. . .I see;gthat's alright, thank you!"

<

The young fellow Egme=—up=amy was about to walk out when the

druggist stopped him:

really sorry you didn't get that job -- better luck

next time!"

"Thank you for your interest," said the young man, "but

vy how
I've got the job aqg;ay.“

)




"What do you mean?" -- asked the druggist.:

"You see," said the boy, "that was my own boss I was
LR

talking to. I was only checking up jon myself."
e a— T

Every person wants to find out where he stands. We all need & Mfulaf
sod movel chedkuyp me less hanm » phuydecal (h,ﬁgé’,uf,
_ : i p—td The High Holy Days meet
_ Lov inyveudory, v Stock-Taltivy, £0r 3w inmte Chedkup .
this needn And for those who come“only this one time a year, I

say: this is your annual checkup!

It is known as Cheshbon Ha-Nefesh, the accounting of the
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soul or self-judgment.

ROW—Ehol ld-one—take—a—m

581 f? How can you get the greatest possible pewrsemal benefit

from such a check up?

In the first place, you must be convinced that you really
need this exercise for your own inner well being. Look at it
this way: our souls get adulterated, cluttered with the debris
of unrealized plans and intentions, broken resolutions, betrayals
and infidelities. Face the fact that with-the—peossege—of=a
certain—amount—of—time, each of us has to clean up his act. But,

bear in mind: we are often the poorest judges of our own life,

and we do worse in trying to judge others.



Appearance and Reality

In this connection, the Bible brings us valuable insight.
The prophet Samuel was told to choose, as King over Israel, the
best qualified of the son's of Jesse. So, Samuel lined up seven
young brothers, all sons of Jesse, to make his choice. His eye
fell on Eliab, and he liked what he saw. Eliab was the .:aldest,'t,‘('ML
tallest and;;ﬁét impressive one in the family. He was about to

say, this is our man, when God put Samuel straight:

"Look not on his face or height. . . #®» people look on

the outward appearance, but the Lord looks on the

heart." (I Sam. 16.7)

We must not be deceived by, appearances. A person inside

Al he sppeavs o fre

ma*be very different from outside.

gin:ﬁHIEEEEEEE§;\ﬁL are trained at an early age to make

impressions. My mother, God bless her soul, when presenting her
darling son and daughter to friends, always whispered to us below
her breath: SMILE -- even when we had nothing to smile about.
Later I learned, as everyone else, to bow to social etiquette,
which makes us look 1nterested in com when actu lly bored,

_— , L hewr Ll bl E:E 7, “h 7/}» ‘;.2'*--,‘ ﬁtdé)

and to say "I am sorry?ior, thank you"

£feelings,~just for the sake of a courteous appearance.




Tonight friends, we must wipe off the veneer of our
pretenses and face ourselves the way we are. Tonight we must

ovlwad Jhne
become aware of the gap betweenﬂappearance andnfeallty.

It is not easy to face oneself in the mirror of absolute
[ truth. Rare is a person like Cromwell who ordered the artist to

paint his portrait "with warts" and all.
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we are; not of the alizeé\gmage we\hquld like “to ojects J
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The Cheshbon Ha-Nefesh,

is a painful process. In the search light of

uncompromising truth, many a giant shrinks into a <5|v|.u=_\zqé Many
/}1/1/“6/\ F)Ur_&é.} Mft b“‘
who maintain an outward appearance ofAsuccess ) in
own .
theirﬂheart know wherein they have failed and how full of fears

they are. This is your opportunity to reassess your position,

your occupation, your ambition. This is your chance to have a
look at yourself in relationship to your family and co-workers.
__.——'—'—'-_—.-I_f

/ ghls is\the time to make personal decxs‘Qpaw\gveg qhange5frnfyeunh

IQfg. &mlg_p?achlng inward, youjycome in touch with the real

V

being that is youe If you make that 511ent}confe551onal review of

W'ﬁp./
your life -by—way—of introspection,, you‘uiﬁg emerge liberated from
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the heavy burden of pretending. You willhyave reached the first

major goal of this sacred day which is also known as Yom Ha-din,

the day of judgment.

T'Shuvah -- Recovery of Your Better Self

What is the second major goal? It is making good on the
decisions that are shaping up in four mind$, It is going through °
with real changes in qour behavior, in four treatment of others,

GE?&Fﬁ%B§£é££2£?~ This process is known as T'shuvah, return to~fp“&¢h1
sod aud/}w ) wWilhine, (i :

©(OpeA. (
j% &l ‘better Self, - —a

Dur &udSou/Joua'ﬂlm
<Ehe youngest M is wild about a toy which

has flooded the market. It is called a transformer. The thing

may at first look like a miniature car, but if you move this or
that part one way or the other, presto, the car is transformed

into a robot.

It is all so quick and easy. But, a character
8nx6¢zcj?tigpd%fpnxxdda

transformation, my friends, is Yet it is
possible. We believe in the possibility of self-transcendance.
We believe in the power of any person ge—&hamge, to be virtually

reborn.
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We Jews are optimists. That is why we change Torah covers

to white on the High Holy Days in keeping with Isaiaﬁ,'s

sentence:

"Though your sins be red as scarlet, they shall be as

white as snow." (Is. 1.18)
Never say it is too late.

If you consider any change in your life or character, what
counts is the first step. A traveler once asked a townsman in a

strange and isolated little town:

"What is this place famous for?" The native thought

and then answered: "Well Mr., this is a good starting
other —
point for anyAPlace in the world."

olavting poin

So is this hour. X&tm a t e-néffer a new beginning.
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] pretended seaf- ime to stop fooblng ourselves and comeato
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\
n L _ 1 it iR L
hep to‘be /)It is a time for decision, a time to boost your will

f i aiso he time to close,the gap between what we are and what tiL

to make changes with confidence that change is always possible.




The German romantic poet, Novalis, once said, "character is

a perfectly educated will."
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of values,Aa'm ralisystem built on deep foundations of belief.
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and integrated into our thinking and feeling,

Inside-Qutside

This summer I read Herman Wouk's latest novel, "Inside-
Outside." It portrays several models of Jews who are trying to
balance their public identity as Jews with their private and
personal feelings and practices. The hero of the novel, David
Goodkind, is the most complete, -FioStanaPred portrait in the
English language of an American who is also a total Jew.

David Goodkind, a successful tax attorney, is finishing off his
duties as a special adviser to President Nixon in the closing
days of Watergate. The White House is in a state of paralysis,
and so, Goodkind has time to write his memoirs. What we now read
is a typical American success story, that is, on the outside, the

witty, sophisticated David Goodkind, graduate of Columbia




University, fits perfectly well into the executive chamber of the
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He is peefeectiy at ease with

the high and the mighty. Yet, 1n31de, Dav odkind is Jew1sh
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world where young David soaked up a solid Jewish education,
including fluency in Talmud which, incidentally, arouses the
intense curiousity and respect of the President. Once, walking
into Goodkind's office’nagnnnnnggéb the President finds his able
assistant poring over a folio page of the Talmud with his head

properly bedecked with a yarmulke. Goodkind explains the Talmud

and the reader is likely to be fascinated.

I was intrigued by a report in the New York Times that this

ohe huw (Irt d
highly amusing and informative portrayal of a full-blooded, &8

percent Jew was the reading choice of Frank Borman, president and
chief executive of Eastern Airlines and Donald E. Petersen,
chairman and chief executive of the Ford Motor Company, not to
mention other non-Jewish celebrities and countless readers

who have kept the book on the national best sellers list for

months. What does i say to us?

e -

It says that the public is/&nt;;;;;;E“not in the Jew who is

v
like everybody else, but in the thewcughdy Jewish Jew who is
y ;- s
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(fdtfferent in his beliefs, culture and mentality, who reflects the

toho Laswh‘ o Sey PEGL iin Seodel ef oLl
thoughts and values of a 1? f&' pur

year old tradltloq;/\ /
might be able to

contribute something special, something that is sorely missing in

our civilization.

I want to challenge you tonight to become Jews inside as
g

surely,as you are Jews outside.

;-

The New Jewish Assertiveness

e —

In the nearly forty years L-H-l—!:'j.-i'ﬂ-. amme) Jarona-

an American rabbi, I have seen a significant change in the
attitude of American Jews to their Jewishness and especially so

in response to anti-semitism.

Before World war II, our 1nst1nct1ve reaction under attack
aud i ss. bbe »
was to become inconspicuous Those were the days when Jews
suffered humiliating restrictions in universities, housing,
resorts, and the professions. Some of our leaders in their

dubious wisdom, saw to it that Fortune Magazine, in the late

30's, published a lengthy article about American Jews,=toaded—

with-statietics, in refutation of the anti-Semitic charge that . _
bl wasloaded w. I Btk

Jews dominated American life. The point of the artlclﬁﬂyas one

prolonged orgy of self-deprecation:
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No, no, -- we don't dominate society . . .
R

No, no, we don't dominate any major trade or industry.

No, no, we aren't as important as you make us out to

be. . . , and so forth.

§ : mT)/F{“Ld'fJ}
In my opinion, that article was Eh-o.low&.ﬂia}\most shameful

point in American Jewish history -- a lapse of self-esteem, a

gratuitous self-debasement, as though anti-Semites would like us

better if we were less capable and less successful.

Those were the days when Jews tried to hide their Jewishness
like the plague. It was a rich topic for humor such as Goldberg
running into his old buddy, Cohen, many years after graduation
from college:

#£h§£;2§ﬁf£“Goldberg, am I glad to see you!" shouted Cohen.

"Tell me, what have you been doing?"

*Oh; I'm marrféa_and have two children."

-jT‘faﬁ_aon't say?" said Cohen. "What kind of a living do

E  yourmake?™ .- N = ———

—_——

ﬂéffﬁgéga' "I'm a lawyer and doing very well. I'm a partner in

the firm of O'Brian and Sullivan on Wall Street."

_§§E2§%:;5£"What a surprise!" said Cohen.

@"I've got a bigger surprise," said Goldberg,
"I/am O'Brian!" | ="y, o

— e
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Those were the days when ew our own people A#et_

—

#eeddy capitulated to the guota system and its implied second
class citizenship. The highly esteemed Walter Lippmann, in a
memorandum to Harvard University's admissions office in 1922
agreed that it would be undesirable to allow (I quote) "a
concentration of Jews in excess of 15%." An=tate—as—319399, I,
myself, heard the Dean of the Cincinnati University Medical :

. . > whe~ Jeéus *‘56-_ =
School, himself a Jew, defend the medical school's restrictive

admissions policy because, as he said: "on the basis of academic

scores alone, Jews would outnumber all other students."

Today, Jews are proud and affirmative. The post-war
generation will not accept religious or ethnic restrictions. If
we predominate in any field, we don't apologize. 1It's to our

credit and surely not our problem.

Today, Jews don't mind being visible. Ethnicity,
— ar D
distinctiveness is in. America has moved, from the melting pot

A
ideal of the 1920's to appreciation of religious and cultural
diversity, which we call "pluralism." The popular author, Irving
Wallace, grew up in the melting pot period and so he changed his
original family name, Wallechinsky, to Wallace. His edift=d son,
David, co-author with his father of the enormously successful
"Book of Lists" and "The People's Almanac," recently discarded

his Americanized name, Wallace, and took back the original family

name, Wallechinsky.




- 13 -

Countless of our young people, in contrast with their
parents and grandparents, like to visibly identify themselves as
Jews, often with a star of David or mezuzah or even with a

yarmu‘lka, for all to see.

The Inner Void

Yes, they are proud and assertive, but I'm troubled by a
guestion: What are they asserting? What are they proud of?
What do they know? How much Judaism is inside the person who

————
presents himself so affirmatively as a Jew outsidegg?? often see
aRes1ae
a woeful emptiness.;?Most of our adults have graduate degrees
H-_____.._--'—'_"N /
from universities, but only a smattering of Jewish knowledge --
disjointed memories of holiday celebrations and a few trivia of
Jewish history -- hardly enough to keep up with a fourth grader
in our Sunday School. The vast majority of our adults are Jewish
illiterates. To most of us the Bible, the Talmud, the law codes
and commentaries and the works of our philosophers are as remote
as Egyptian hieroglyphics. Uncertain of your beliefs, many of
you here tonight have no coherent world-view, no spiritual

anchor.

I wonder how many parents who let their children make their

own decisions in religious and moral matters, are merely




- T4 =

rationalizing their abdication of authority as d-benevolent kima-

=€ tolerance. Are you so tolerant and permissive because of your

Loral. ‘be
egri and intellectual gg%é%tﬁﬁiz-of

your children? Or, are you tolerant and permissive as parents

high respect for the i

because you lack moral convictions of your own, and so cannot but

maintain a neutrality of values?

Surrender to the "New Morality"

It is now well over twenty years that the new morality began
to permeate the middle and upper-middle classes and no one took

to it more rapidly than our super-liberal Jews.

We swallowed all the cliches of the era and offered no
resistence when some of our sons and daughters began to drop out
of higher education; when they asserted the right to "hang loose"
for indefinite periods; when they stretched out the allowance
into full maintenance in apartments of their own; when they
boldly asserted their new sexual freedom. Many parents, despite
misgivings, provided contraceptive counsel and abortion
assistance but kept silent on the moral issues of sex; when their

sons and daughters took to living together with lovers, even

?tfﬁ {
those parents who knew in their hearts that it ég'ﬂrﬁeggf looked
the other way- md‘f/ S‘aad ﬂ?d du"t' /\,B:Af Q. ,%u\gw‘( ‘ij»@w

‘\u'- .nﬁnm-q—:—-— T it
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Where has thé’new morality gotten us? The statistics are
very grim. In the D.C. school system,.aggéaairls dr0pfggf
because of pregnangnggﬂsﬁé§ggﬁ%tegfrom high school. 1In New York
City, 37% of all babies éorn are illegitimateméf‘idfy

In 1984, one out of four American households was victimized
by violent crime. Jews have been swept along by the general
moral decadence. To mentiqp but one recent nationwide survey:

; b
. 0!..1_, o

Jewisl~
27% of all college-age J‘ﬁl—are heavy drug or alcohol users.

Is it not time to develop some doubts about the wisdom of

the new morality? What is it other than moral anarchy?

Must we wait for venereal diseases, including the dreaded
AIDS disease, to terrorize our youth into a new respect for the
old values? fan we not motivate our children positively, as
parents should, with well founded moral convictions which are
part of a total system of beliefs, within a distinctly Jewish

philosophy of life?

Why can't you give B to your children? The gnswer e
gﬁnh ~t qgot i Owirs Cldrgk € drae_ Y ex ‘'TTmac
because [you haveé lost touch with 1it, he truth is, you
A —

— - - ~——

don't know your tradition.
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"Fingertip Jews"
M0ses maimonides says:

"There are two kinds of Jews, Those who hold on to
their religion, grasping it firmly, like a person will
hold on to a rope to keep from drowning. And then,
there are those Jews who cling to the Torah only with
the tips of their fingers, not enough to be guided and
helped by it, just barely enough to keep in touch with
their faith." (From his "Letter of Consolation")

bﬂz ve(f}f—q; Tlﬂf?ffcfg f~p\ﬂgkh UBCtjﬂhuﬁT_ lffaf7 i'f'zr

More than "fingertip Judaism" is needed to grab us and lead us

out of chaos and direct us on a morally sound pathway in life._wiﬁz>

In some of our larger citieq'developers are getting around
the historic building preservation codes by buying out old
buildingf and gutting them except for the facade -- and then they
build the hlgh-rlses right behind the faemdes—of—the old

wWash:

buildings. MWe—too- ﬁgﬁeféﬁ?:; of those facade buildings downtown
¥

along Pennsylvania Avenue.

A huge number of our people are, what I would like to call,

"pPacade Jews." The old historic culture with its beliefs—and _
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moeeaddty has been knocked out. They are Jews outside, but not

mﬂ n-ef;# Jm!;i«_ écxd@\jw}@Mw J

You may have heard the news that your Board of Directors
haﬂf decided to redpcorate thE sanctuary Feshly in lgsé. Yes,
we can build a more beautiful sanctuary for (.éék¢¥r“9

cm.rhea

7
But only you can refurnish the sanctuary within,l_/?;)nly you can

——
develop the Jew inside, luminous with knowledge and resonant with

the values of our people. in; you can close the gap between

what you arej and what you know you should be. Onl ou can

transform the veneer of Judaism into its substance; only you can

—

change from the Judaism that is pretended to one that is
A et ety i
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RAFT OF ROSH HASHONAH SERMON

Blessed art Thou, 0 Lord our God, King of the Universe, who kept
us alive, sustained us and brought us unto this day.
I ought to add to this beautiful, traditional blessing which we

recite upon celebrating a major festivity, a special, private blessing.

spsomrat=teved this Rosh Hashonah marks a minor anniversary

in my relationship with you. It is the fifth time that I have W@ the
privilege of ushering in the New Year with you. There is a prayer in my
heart for all of you, for your health and well being. As I Took around

I am conscious of the presence in this Cfongregation of many young people at
whose Bar Mitzvah or Confirmation I officiated, ef=mamy=ywewws couples whom

I mewe united in marriage or whose marriage I blessed from this pulpit, e
-memy new members who Weme joined our Congregation in recent years and aff
many families of long standing membership whom I wewe=seme=ts know better mow—
u%%hew joys and sorrows in the course of these years. 1
take pleasure in the thought that I am no Tonger a newcomer in your midst.

As I look around, I see ever so many whose faces are familiar as regular
A r/a&f | au also Aware afﬁ;‘o&,_
part1c1pants in our weekly Sabbath serwces--and mmw

otherg/whom I can say that I have seen them here at least five times since
my arrival in 1969.

« Tonight I'm struck by the contrast between the predominant mood of
this year and that of previous years. During the last several years, a
whole cluster of problems clamored for our attention: the youth revolt,
the drug scene, the crisis-torn Middle East, the endless fighting in
Southeast Asia, the pathetic struggle of Soviet Jewry for basic human

rights.
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This year, one single issue doinates our thinking, our conversation,
our concern,

Watergate monopolizes our attention and not merely because the
mass media have featured it so prominently. Like Adam and Eve after
eating the forbidden fruit suddenly realized that they were naked, so
Americans, all of a sudden, find themselves exposed, shamed and

humiliated. Down at the pit of our stomachs is a terrible feeling of

fo
letdown. A system of government, deeply believed by u%ﬂbe,the finest
ever conceived by the mind of man, has been shaken to its foundation.

—-—-""'--F—'__

Do you remember the medieval Jewish legend of the golem? The
golem was a robot, created out of clay, giant size, and brought to Tife
through the great and saintly,miracle-working Rabbie Loew of Prague.
God revealed to Rabbi Loew the secret of animating the robot as well as
putting an end to him if that was necessary. After inscribing, with
certain blessings, upon the robot's forehead the Hebrew word N e
which means "truth" and consists of three letters, aleph, mem and tav,
the golem would spring into 1ife and do the rabbi's bidding. After
performing numerous tasks for the benefit of the hard pressed Jewish
community of Prague, the golem one day got out of hand and Rabbi Loew
was forced to destroy him. He did it by erasing from his forehead the
first letter, aleph, which turned the word "truth" into the word "death."
Instantly, the golem disintegrated. Ship dway ifs %qufﬁf-ﬂ‘!&( fﬂ’?‘f%
>~d  Zhere is a profound message in the ancient legend: -“Fake=away -

o —n o W Y N Ly Y
P - - - w -y
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Take trunte AWAY sand {re ’oom-u.. i3 g, fre ﬁ_«aﬁ}{"‘;_; Aea o . 175 reai
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Although the courts have not yet rendered the verdict, it appears

to many Americans as though the marks of truth had vanished from the f%fs;dcu:7

- b
(:ﬁ We are deeply apprehensive that this great nation mightig%gaﬁiegrate

with the general loss of trust and confidence between the different

——

happen to a world whose peace and stab111ty rest upon the precarious
balance of power, if one of the principal nations, namely ours, can no
longer be counted upon to hold up its share of responsibility? And

what may we expect internally when patriotism and a sense of all embracing ;

at1ona1 unity and purpose, already in perilous decline, must suffer the ﬂﬂf/‘%cuia s

hﬂﬁlﬁﬁjiiéftfs ock of seeing #-the highest national leadership, bound by solemn oath

to maintain Taw and order, ilp plotters of sordid crimes, conspirators
in burglaries, architects of deceit’ How will all this affect John Doe's

o
resolve to live as a law abiding citizen and—te—fiie—antONEST IHcome—tE-
~ketmen?- What happens to the moral will of little people when their

leaders exhibit contempt for law? How long will the arms and legs stay

clean when the head is filthy?

Now, you don't have to be the world's greatest psychologist to
recognize that there is another side to the Watergate scandal. If candor
be the rule of the day, as it must at this time of soul searching, we
might detect within ourselves a trace of glee at this whole ugly affair.
It is difficult to deny that the invisible"imposter"within us, namely

the shady side of our own character, is simply delighted that the labels
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of delinquency and corruption can be pinned prominently upon people

other than ourselves. In fact, the wicked heart witisrr—te=fedi—f N
tifhin

§mi]esAthat the glaring searchlight of moral scrutiny has been turned

haae a0led £ sryndiboc,l
away from us and now focuses upon those higher-ups whoﬁh;w44%y—as-thé; L:jl

now, in addition, be blamed for everything else that's wrong with

the country, with our way of life, even with ourselves.
‘{“ L\}'i_j r-v -.ur(d ftit,\f_ 2\-'

Some months ago in m1d-year n-— :
pad placed hm‘s# o [rovt 4 {35y El'r ﬁ»rﬁ‘r’d gD
bearded manyk a large ﬂacar on which Were inscribed thed
words :
"Repent now; avoid the Yom Kippur rush!"
There isn't a rabbi in the country who wouldn't welcome a more

even distribution throughout the rest of the year of the massive

patronage the synagogue experiences e year. In

fact, it has often been suggested that if confessbn and repentance have
such drawing power, why not offer it to individual Jews on a daily personal
basis, just 1ike the confessional of the Catholic church?

There is no use trying. We know it wouldn't work with us. When
it comes to repentance, we do not seek it on an individual basis. We
prefer to take our repentance together, collectively. It accords with
one of the deepest insights of Judaism, namely that, morally speaking,
we are d1 involved and implicated wx one with the other. The Talmud
states it in the often-quoted pr‘incip]e’)l)‘Ai W ey );:géb' /E;

"A11 of Israel are responsible, one for the other."
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Let us apply this principle now to the nation and say: All
Americans, Jews, Christians adn those of no faith, share responsibility
for the moral climate of our land. I should Tike to suggest to you how
certain character failings in the principle figures of the Watergate
scandal, far from beings exceptions in an ethically pure nation, are
actually representative of a widespread, sub-surface, moral corruption -
which may be even more destructive than the well publicized delinquenciés

among our higher ups.
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-—-hoEef It comes from "kav" which means line, cord. Tikvah describes
that mental process by which we recognize continuity, a 1ine, between

past, present and future2\/Or, if you will, a connection betw

ourselves and powers outside. The sin of despair is that it refuses
The : ok
to recognize continuity dndconnection our personal existence

with other powers and developments which may greatly change things
e pessamastrs & de Lsf-—- W
G S D ¢ O ey SV
w?\““j dﬁé ...'.a_’cja_g\s e a Yy to Seeé ones within a larger context. Eé

state of mind that sees-e=ilme, a connection between yesterday, today
and tomorrow. | A—path inmtoa meamingful—Ffuture—is possible only for

What is the difference between hope and wishful thinking? Wishful

thinking is the baseless assumption, unjustified by previous exper1ence that-scmethar

mundufwt auvll &ppxw} 7L
s for example, a street cleaner who keeps looking for a million dollars

in the garbage. There's really nothing in his previous experience to

give rise to such hopes. But hope, real hope, is an act of faith

rooted in a knowledge of the past, a line that evolves from one reality

and stretches to another. For example, the hope of the ill for

ST

recovery is not w1shfu1 thinking, but an expectat10n Just1f1ed by some

previous exper1ence of hea]fh r;ga1ned /k0ur hope for un1versa1 10ve,
for brotlerhood, for peace -- these hopes are not items of wishful
thinking, but hopes grounded in some experience, however, limited, in
which we tasted love, felt the strength of brotherhood and witnessed
the beauty of reconciliation and the joy of peace. Do not mix up hope

with wishful thinking. Hope is not fanciful imagination. Hope is the




S
realism of faith. Hope belongs to the man who knows that there is a

line of meaningful development from the past through the present into

the future.

3. Mutual Encouragement

I wonder 1f you can see’1n this 11ght the high therapeutic value

of ﬂazz::ikﬁffétra:LJF"“ Fon e WO TS ip. People banding together
2 \re,Cu/fecéwe/ remewuug redCempting Lapliqercin mﬂe pa;-(--asm 258 ¢ /?‘M)—-\
in ongregational prayer aee:ba-n-n%conﬁdence and hOpe

@e"}““ﬂ%ﬁ%the characteristic mental climate of jcr\e]i‘g%SWeQice
N33 Q(Mr‘ig/ka{&»

is {Atoward the future, Are not most of our prayers stimulants
to resolution, articulation of great hopes, the voicing of beautiful
visions? Is not every worship assembly a pooling of hopes, a time to
reconfirm our belief that strife will not forever divide mankind, that
justice will rule in the end, that integrity and goodness are not in
vain, that a spirit of reason will lead us into a brighter future, that
the world will not end with an explosion but rise to a higher order of

relations among men?

Conclusion

I believe it was Napoleon who once said: "There are no hopeless
situations; there are only men who have grown hopeless about them."

The first step in seeking release from the choking grip of
hopelessness is to realize that the unwelcome circumstances surrounding
us are not permanent. Nothing in life is permanent. If you have only
one more tomorrow, you have hope.

The second step is to see the larger picture. During the Battle
of Waterloo in which Napoleon's army was decisively defeated, a British
officer stormed into the tent of the Duke of Wellington and exclaimed

with terror in his voice:
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"Sir, we have been beaten. Napoleon's forces are upon us."
The Duke -=®W#% turned to the officer and said: '

uYoung man.égt yourself a bigger map, and you will see that

we have won the battle."

Get yourself a bigger map in 1ife. Look beyond the present
moment. See things in the larger context and some of your momentary
difficulties may turn out to be stepping stones toward future

victories.

_The third step in the very of hope is to surround yourself
0se Memery o s2IVation m fiz pas
with people se ou can share. \“Hopefulness, my friends, is, _

if I may say so, a mutual fund. @m”[“)"% ‘a\. dﬁ

MWe're not the first generation to believe that there has nev ' o

en a time more difficult than ours, There's never been a finer

}(/,/f esponse to despair and hopelessness than that of Isaiah whose days

\ ere full of calamity:

"If ye will not confide, ye shall not abide. Hope is 1ife and

life is hope.
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WHY I AM A JEW
By Rabbi Joshua O. Haberman

Washington Hebrew Congregation
September 24, 1985

If the human” conscience K forth-in song,; s KaQ

Nidre i ide i€ a creatienn of genius, an
un ged e i : ihg for reffabilitatjie

—— — Fe loved—onea—% ]

Kol Nidpe€ is 3

It is in the confessional spirit of this

red night that I wish to speak on a most personal topic, one I
have never dealt with before but whose time has surely come. In
this, my last year as a congregational rabbi, I believe I owe my
people a kind of spiritual summing up and tonight's topic will be
the first in a series of deeply personal statements of faith
which I have planned for this year.

Fonglt

My topic,is:

A

Why I am a Jew.

SR
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Jewishwess is Destiny

In my childhooé, I would have answered simply: I am a Jew

because I was born so. My Jewish birth was a primary facet of my

existence,

Lerndnte—the Caucasian—¥ace and male,—rather—than—femate. My
parents, my whole family, were Jewish, and therefore I, too, was

Jewish -- and that was that!

This fact has remained the foundation of my Jewish

consciousness. Jewishness is destiny,K ss=chosenesSs®. My Jewish

.
ot o UL LTIt

identity was pre-determined for me_ iy

genes of those Israelites who stood at Mount Sinai to confirm theip
covenant with God. %®wen @enturies earlier, I must have been
encompassed among the descendants of Abraham who was told by

All of ha wbo whee born Jew S jase

God: "I will make of thee a grﬁq; nation. . ." At that time,
nearly 4,000 years ago, you and Awere all pre-destined for our

identity, chosen, or if you will, drafted for a special role in

history.

IV e
Now, there are some deeply troubled Jews who,

=#ﬂ=zaiune=vf-pitfﬁgavwéib negative attitudes toward their own
By‘ﬂteﬂf rer X

identityqnthink of Jewishness as a birth defect, as a stigma. I

was most fortunate. Somehow, my parents succeeded in conveying

the feeling that being




Jewish was the best thing that could have happened to me. They
marked our home with a big mezuzah, which taught me to
acknowledge my Jewishness publicly. Our table
conversation often touched on great Jewish artists, scientists,
writers or other Jewish celebrities who made the news. .iﬁéipa
spoke of the heroic achievements of'ﬂézg;h pioneers in
Palestine. They gave ‘%oa strong sense of pride of being part of
a wonderful, ¥E® gifted, supremely successful people of
superior character.

The Chellengo, of A -Sem isi

Soon, events proved how much I needed this innoculation of

self-esteem. Within the first few years of elementary school, I
must have been seven or eight years old, I experienced my first
daily barrage of anti—Semitic.Eizgzgf Several classmates made it
a practice to shout after me such endearing terms as "dirty Jew,
Jewish pig, and Christ-killer."™ Had I been less fortified from
within, these abuses would have had a shattering effect. In my
case, I looked upon my persecutors as fools and the scum of the
earth. My reaction was not "What's wrong with me?" but "What's

wrong with them?" -- very much like any healthy-minded young

American today would react if a gang of aliens called him "dirty

American" or "American piggzié%fggald, however, be a liar if I
spt anp :

e r e —withhamal I ran my daily

gauntlet of anti-Semitic name calling. Having been told by my




parents that Christ was a Jew, I thought I ought to tell this
news to the priest of the large Roman Catholic Church opposite

our schol where all my Christian classmates went to worship.

The priest, in his clerical collar and long black cassock

coat, was good enough to 1lsten, shook his head and mumbled
Tygddutdes Jeet babonl o h gl he

something. that, now, his
young parishioners would be duly enlightened and cured of their
hostility. But, when instead, one of my tormentors picked up
some rocks to hurl at me together with all the usual
exclamations, I was filled with rage, fell upon him and

-adm*ﬂggggzggrte
i him a ferocious beating is violent response

ended the name-calling for the rest of my elementary school days,

Ever since, I have been unable to repudiate Jewish militancy in
= !kOV'dfo\__
absolute terms, bellisuing, 15=

use our fists as well as our brain. Il@yydf’nmurkaha4d:f'(a'bhv L¥s 5”L\

(‘Buf'“%uiutfhﬂWuL FfﬁAuLsFEIf%-nkrmawﬁ/

to surv1ve, we need to

e = We duansT Hesis O Cunlin

I never again had an encounter with anti-Semitism on a

physical level, but, every day of my life in Vienna, I

experienced this hatred, in one form or the other, as graffiti, oV, /-

i Many
- 1 AL SAN AT ‘f“c, Pm hv}f’/x’z‘/rlfeh? 134:8 A\
times I heard Nazi youths chant the Horst Wessel song, Germany s

second national anthem, with the spine-chilling line about the

German people's joy when seeing Jewish blood spurting from their

knives.

@ [L\m Af——‘/\{w;r N /111{-4(«&1«/7_ /%}T—Wtﬂﬂ LIO‘)T%(. ?n,f-sg /L{ C(a by PO
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How did all this affect my Jewishness? I believe very much
like Edmond Fleg, the French playwright and author of many books,
who told us in his autobiography "Wwhy I am a Jew," how the anti-
Semitic storm that raged over France in the wake of the Dreyfus
Affair at the turn of the century, challenged him to explore his

own Jewish roots.

I, too, had only a few flimsy notions of what Judaism and
Jewish history were all about. Anti-Semitism made me curious,
, . <craved e
About-e—lreritann, My teenage Jewish mind exied—eut=for

42 this
knowi!iéi tbeanswer.-an question:

What inspired Jews to cling to their Jewishness in
Ave Jew>
spite of ceaseless persecution? After all, they were

far from fools. What were those great values SoE=wisieh—

previous generations were willing to die?ﬁﬁf'?‘

Thus, the question "Why am I a Jew?" became, for me, a still

h
more ohan!ﬁﬁégg-questlon- "Why remain a Jew?"
(W )m[ Recovery Y Selfgshe JIMMUALTRING ov: s

Edmond Fleg was married, had a son, one year-old, and a

successful play to his credit, wkan e dropped everything and
took three years off to study Judaism. Answers to "Why should I

remain a Jew?" could not be invented. These had to be searched




out throughout g history and literature, from the Bible to the

present. Edmond Fleg knew that it would take years, and perhaps,

a lifetime.

I made a similar commitment at the age of 51xteen, when it
2. ih conapuitrated study,
was, of course, much easier toh‘ Sueh—a—seareh .

Providentially, a brilliant scholar of Judaism dropped, so
to speak, from heaven, to be my private tutor. My uncle, Arje, a

reform rabbi with a Ph.D. degree in Philosophy, was driven out of

the original Hebrew and showed me the Biblical roots of Western

civilization: the sanctity of life, the ideal of one mankind,

the idea that all human beings have God-given rlghtz, especially

how 3l ane relafed 1o Tz
the birthright of freedom. He showed meAﬂh-m&nremmg/ﬁ.—
B sud prew oulgfow hisfer-c X pilecce pud-
: Ahow Jews have been among the foremost partisans of
freedw Heinrich H31nem55910,

: c44 f”“*ﬂu Jéiﬂe;f(QtAu- “Jz‘lzzj
"Ever since the Exodus, freedom has spoken w1th a i

Hebrew accent."

=
With his encyclopedic knowledge, Uncle Arje could&point.anﬂr-
—~ke=m¢ the enormous Jewish role in all of the cultural

breakthroughs of Western civilization -- in medicine, in




navigation, in the transmission of ancient philosophy, and in the
development of all the sciences. What I learned gave me reasons

for pride -- and so,

I am a Jew because my studies convinced me that Judaism,)] the
_ 0 , .| phfectT
stone so often rejected by ourf@@nemies, 1sﬂthe chief cornerstone
—
of our civilization.

TleJow s K Ovin Priest

Is there a Jew who grew up in the Christian world who has

not asked himself: Why are they so many, and we so few?

Why remain part of a people which, except for the state of
Israel, is a minority everywhere? Even in lands where we are

most populous, we number no more than three per cent of the total

| ashe

i
population./\COUIQEZEﬁu%ZIIion Christians be wrong? Why belong

to a tiny minority no more than 15

on e,‘f;;aird
million, about eowe—lesdf of one percent of the world's population?

One can make a good case for the argument that the majority

is not necessarily superior to the minority. After all, there

t ‘?, 1|£ ”ﬂ@a éh.f diamonds Philosophers are
are tons of coal|for ever ara iamonds.
A i

vastly outnumbered by street cleaners. In the field of religion,

the Jews are God's officers' corps.

—
—

This became clear to me after a memorable visit to the St.

Stephan's Cathedral, Vienna's majestic landmark. I believe, it

e
—
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was a public organ recital that first drew me into this massive
shrine of Christendom which took nearly one thousand years to buﬁ)d.
comprete, =t Once inside, I stayed for the service. It was very
dark. 'dzggéi?columns raised the ceiling sky-high. Large crowds
of worshippers walked emeiset¥ in and out. Those who sat down or
kneeled, hardly spoke a word. They 1istened:£ar he clergyhgggyed
for them.// I was then nearly 18 years old and thlgaln about
S0 T usaliy mhesfid i

becoming a rabbl./1 e splendidly attired priests and the many
acolytes, walking in measured steps, were impressive. Everywhere
I looked, I saw different altars, sculptures, paintings of the
madonna and saints;u.liﬁéiii; the glow of countless candles.
What got across to me was the splendour, the opulence and the
power of the church which made the individual worshipper feel 59 5"*3A9
insignifican%}agg-totally dependent. It was as though the church
said to its people: You are too small, too weak and toe

by o S
insignificant to be hearéz’—fgtJ;eed the mighty Church to speak

We-shall
for you. mediate between you and AREEtgihey

God. a@m%}‘f’f) ?'ﬂrro% na #%A/w%% p

The next day, I went to the synagogue. It was far from
awesome. Only occasional moments of solemnity would break the
prevailing mood of informality. Here, my fellow Jews, wrapped in

Swaving dnd —_—
their talllsmw were ﬂagd singing their prayers. Among the
crowd e&ﬂw, it was difficult to single out

the rabbi or cantor. I noticed an inscription above the ark:
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"Know before Whom thou standest."

This dramatically underscored ~fos=me the difference between
Synagogue and the Church, between Judaism and Christianity.
“The is mo bayrier,

y Jew stands directly before God.,\There is no need for
mediating institutions. We can pray without clergy. The
synagogue is not desigqu to overpower the individual with the
that he must depend on the institution or the rabbi to

t him before the Almighty. The Jew must be his own
Ebing Jewisht%w-QLdifficult. To be halfway

competent and knowledgeable as a Jew, takes years of concentrated

learning. . . . and that makes us an elitist religion.

What a privilege I thought it would be to spend my life
helping fellow Jews realize the ancient vision: "You shall be
unto me a kingdom of priest and a holy nation." And so I
decided, not mg€§¥r-to be a Jew myself, but also help others

realize their full Jewish potential.

I am a Jew because we would not lower our standards low

enough to become a religion of the masses. U{fﬂ;ﬂr—__hié raised

our requirements to make Judaism the faith of an enlightened

minority. =R il 1o ¥ J
p— '“-——-_,_______.—-—-""_'_._.___ 2 _‘“1';-

T ovant thet Maeis need fo o spk rebip 0301w B SLotAL 1 acx__,_
[rov, #’f”?»@r Hi%ajjﬁoﬁvudda srjbu Ti- f,k. ;«?} et Cfa/é(_,‘
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My forty years in the rabbinate have given me another ason

quo \you_mok {‘fh.uk‘kf itas Mmaud i . _‘Bwf-ﬂl,f'rwﬁl is!

for wanting “to be a Jew./\I am a Jew because I love Jews!/ So

many of the most admirable people in the world are Jews. Some
are people I have met, others are historical personalities I have

encountered in my studies.

Among the Jews I came to love was a 92 year-old little lady
in my first congregation, Aunt Minnie Brown, of the Gates of
Heaven Temple in Mobile, Alabama. She prayed with a smile. To
her, the words of Torah or of the prayerbook, were precious

gems. She embodied our

ideal of tzedakah. For example, she would walk several miles to

the bin s ievc 2 flw coins
Temple so that she might save i and then put &his—money-

purse
into a special little watlet as additiewsl charity money for

the next distribution.
I am a Jew because I love charitable Jews like Minnie Brown.

I am thinking of an 18 year-old refugee, Egon Loebner, whom
I helped bring to this country at the end of the war. Egon, a
native of Czechoslovakia, survived a dozen concentration camps
and a death march during which tens of thousands of Jewish
children. perished. Egon, though deprived of all formal

education for five years, managed to study secretly [y
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ety from scraps of printed material and learned from
older inmates enough science and philosophy so that, upon arrival

in the U.S.A., he could go straight on to college.

He earned his doctorate in Physics and after a spectacular
career in industry, became the science adviser to our U.S.
Embassy in Moscow with ambassadorial rank. In order to repay his

——

debt to the Jewish people, he taught Sunday school wherever he

I PEHWLD) at

<
livedf{even organized a religious schoo

the embassy in Moscow,

I am a Jew because I love valiant Jews, as brilliant and

loyal as Egon Loebner.

The historian Cecil Roth tells of a luminous incident in one
of the darkest moments of our histB8y. It was the year 1492,
King Ferdinand of Aragon expelled the Jews from his subject
kingdom of Sicily, as he had done earlier in Spain. Before they
left, the local Jewish communities of Sicily, presented a
petition to the government, asking for certain concessions, some
of them pitifully small. They asked, for example, to be allowed
to take with them, the tallith used in prayer. This was
refused. Then they asked, -- and this request was granted, --
that those of their slaves whom they have set free in happier

days, should be allowed to retain their liberty.
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At the culmination of their own agony, they thought of

the misery of others.

And this is only one of many great moments in Jewish history

J >
which should make us glow with pride and admlratlonfzD 734“-& e e uae

fol brl 1258 ron L g&f ¢ T e PR L.-c«li v
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University who did not know a Jew until he was 21 (but

he amov-ed
$for=it after weeming to Baltimore) said:

"Jews tend to have a more intelligent attitude toward
education and culture and also to have a keener feeling
for moral and social problems."
/4 VLLJ d(;‘l-\"t_ sl (ffvu?-w ﬁ"l’l—f !
The statistical evidence is so overwhelming that the
novelist-scientist, C.P. Snow, was driven to the conclusion that
Jews are a racially superior people. Whatever the explanation,

be it the genius of our culture or the Jewish genes, Jews are a

unique people. }?D /"C S_zbmkln.mo all Jors> s ocd Pccept f
n‘*(:!\"_ bt"k m %w /}LMSCW\, M ‘rr-LQ ‘Z&ZL .F e -J(-. L)
..{-CV' p((_k_ﬂz& /L \{-O ﬁ

We are an -ed-i-=ist people, 1ntellectua11y and morally.
%'Fe‘wd.‘nmj

I am a Jew because the more I learned the more I came to

admire my people.



I am a Jew because I discovered Judaism as the most direct

channel to God.

I am a Jew because I love Jews.

WH& [ KINJ OFJ EW Wit ou Gt 2

Justice Louis Brandeis said that his only regret about

having been born Jewish was that, as a result, he never had the h€”1oy

@pporbumiety of choosing to be a Jew.

For you who are Jews by birth, the choice is not“to be a

Jew, but what kind of Jew to_Ef/Jkﬁgffﬂfipd of Jew do you choose
to be? W as-a» a&ea#edflau.,o% er:
pert

awo/fclecf WL

When a Torah scribe finishes the writing of a new Torah
scroll, he does not write out the last column, but merely traces
with an extra fine pen the outlines of each letter. At the
dedication celebration of the scroll, members of the Congregation
are called to the Torah and each fills in with black ink the
inside of his letter.

will

This is what I pray you weuld do with your own Jewish

identity. Your Jewishness was conferredcfpon ou as a mere

as That's oh 3T you reeaved ot pivtl .
outllne,hg form of belonging. /\Now, each of you must fill in ¢S

R . : S S ——— ndine Feeade]
JQMV Sp:r fkb@ 1S, tit. e Jew SU(m _LZLFM{?@ [earn: wo//v
!l«»e,‘f;{i:o«‘i;jwu fo Lo of birll. F huild faf-’f

o tiaabury .
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Your Annual Check Up

The story is told about a teenager who- rather nervously
entered a drug store, asked the proprietor to change a quarter,
hurried into a telephone booth and dialed a number. He left the
door of the booth opened a little and, as a result, the druggist

couldn't help overhearing the conversation:

"Hello, is this 362-3344?., . . It is?. . . May I talk
to the boss?. . . Oh, you are the boss! Well, then can
you tell me, do you need a good office boy?. . You say
you have a good one?. . . Well, wouldn't you like to
make a change?. . . You sa; you don't care to make a

change?. . .l see, that's alright, thank you!"

The young fellow was about to walk out when the druggist stopped

him:

"I'm really sorry you didn't get that job -- better

luck next time!"

"Thank you for your interest," said the young man, "but

I've got the job, anyhow."
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\ INSIDE-OUTSIDE _
By Rabbi Joshua O. Haberman

Washington Hebrew Congregation
Sunday, September 15, 1985

\
Tonight, I stand in \this pulpit very much aware that this

will be thé last High Holy Day season which I shall be privileged
to conduct as your Senior Eabbi. I am full of mixed emotions.
Yes, on the one hand, there| is great reluctance to change a
relationship so fulfilling and it makes me sad to think that

this, too, must end. On the \other hand, I am happy that I

reached my decision in the bggt possible frame of mind. [ am
grateful to God that it was not because of ill-health or ill-will
or, God forbid a Congregational\ crisis. But, quite to the
contrary things have gone so well that, having reached most of
the goals I set for myself sixte%n years ago, | now feel free to

\
turn to new goals, to new and, to\me, lIrresistible challenges for

which I must/free myself from all present duties.

I lodk forward to sitting in your midst, next to Maxine and
my familf} at future High Holy Days and many a Sabbath. Until
then, however, there is still much preaching and teaching for me
to do /this year -- and I shall do it with undiminished

1|

enthusiasm. 5



"What do you mean?" -- asked the druggist.

"You see," said the boy, "that was my own boss I was

talking to. I was only checking up on myself."

Every _person wants to find out where he stands. We all need
a mental and moral check up no less than a physical checkup. The
High Holy Days meet this need for inventory, for stock-taking,
for an inner check up. And for those who come only this one time

a year, I say: this is your annual check up!

It is known as Cheshbon Ha-Nefesh, the accounting of the

soul or self-judgment. How can you get the greatest possible

benefit from such a check up?

In the first place, you must be convinced that you really
need this exercise for your own inner well being. Look at it
this way: our souls get adulterated, cluttered with the debris
of unrealized plans and intentions, broken resolutions, betrayals
and infidelities. Face the fact that each of us has to clean up
his act. But, bear in mind: we are often the poorest judges of

our own life, and we do worse in trying to judge others.



Appearance and Reality

In this connection, the Bible brings us valuable insight.
The prophet Samuel was told to choose, as King over Israel, the
best qualified of the son's of Jesse. So, Samuel lined up seven
young brothers, all sons of Jesse, to make his choice. His eye
fell on Eliab, and he liked what he saw. Eliab was the oldest,
the tallest and the most impressive one in the family. He was

about to say, this is our man, when God put Samuel straight:

"Look not on his face or height. . . people look on the
outward appearance, but the Lord looks on the heart."

(I Sam. 16.7)

We must not be deceived by appearances. A person inside may

be very different from what he appears on the outside.

We are trained at an early age to make impressions. My
mother, God bless her soul, when presenting her darling son and
daughter to friends, always whispered to us below her breath:
SMILE -- even when we had nothing to smile about. Later I
learned, as everyone else, to bow to social etiquette, which

makes us look interested in company, when actually bored, and to



say "I am sorry" - even when we feel no regret or, "thank you"
even when feeling no gratitude, just for the sake of a courteous

appearance.

, We must wipe off the veneer of our

retenses and face ourselves w .
p ; es the way we are. Torigt\we must
become aware of the gap between outward appearance and inner

reality.
It is not easy to face oneself in the mirror of absolute
truth. Rare is a person like Cromwell who ordered the artist to

paint his portrait "with warts" and all.

The Cheshbon Ha-Nefesh, is a painful process. In the search

light of uncompromising truth, many a giant shrinks into a

dwarf. Many who maintain an outward appearance of such poise,
confidence and success, in their own heart know wherein they have
failed and how full of fears they are. Ihig is your opportunity
to reassess your position, your occupation, your ambition. This
is your'chance to have a look at yourself in relationship to your
family and co-workers. Reaching inward, you will come in touch
with the real being that is you. 1If you make that silent

confessional review of your life, you might emerge
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liberated from the heavy burden of pretending. You will then
have reached the first major goal of this sacred day which is

also known as Yom Ha-din, the day of judgment.

T'Shuvah -- Recovery of Your Better Self

What is the second major goal? It is making good on the
decisions that are shaping up in our minds. It is going through
with real changes in our behavior, in our treatment of others.
This process is known as T'shuvah, return to something good and

noble within, the recovery of our better self.

Our youngest grandson, Jonathan is wild about a toy which
has flooded the market. It is called a transformer. The thing
may at first look like a miniature car, but if you move this or
that part one way or the other, presto, the car is transformed

into a robot.

It is all so quick and easy. But, a character
transformation, my friends, is a very difficult process. Yet it
is possible. We believe in the possibility of self-
transcendance. We believe in the power of any person to be

virtually reborn.



We Jews are optimists. That is why we change the Torah
covers to white on the High Holy Days in keeping with Isaiah's

sentence:

"Though your sins be red as scarlet, they shall be as

‘white as snow." (Is. 1.18)
Never say it is too late.

If you consider any change in your life or character, what
counts is the first step. A traveler once asked a townsman in a

strange and isolated little town:

"What is this place famous for?" The native thought
and then answered: "Well Mr., this is a good starting

point for any other place in the world."

So is this hour. This is a good starting point for a new
beginning. It is a time for decision, a time to boost your will

to make changes with confidence that change is always possible.

The German romantic poet, Novalis, once said, "character is

a perfectly educated will."



Judaism, addresses itself to the will. It is an education
in moral discipline. It is not just a collection of concepts or
beliefs. It is a tradition of values, a way of life, a moral
system built on deep foundations of belief. But, it is nothing,

it is less than useless, if it is not internalized and integrated

into our thinking and feeling

Inside-Outside

This summer I read Herman Wouk's latest novel, "Inside-
Outside." It portrays several models of Jews who are trying to
balance their public identity as Jews with their private and
personal feelings and practices. The hero of the novel, David
Goodkind, is the most complete portrait in the English language
of an American who is also a total Jew. David Goodkind, a
successful tax attorney, is finishing off his duties as a special
adviser to President Nixon in the clasing days of Watergate. The
White House is in a state of paralysis, and so, Goodkind has time
to write his memoirs. What we now read is a typical American
success story, that is, on the outside, the witty, sophisticated
David Goodkind, graduate of Columbia University, fits perfectly
well into the executive chamber of the corporate world. He is

perfectly at ease with the high and the mighty. Yet, inside,



David Goodkind is Jewish to the core. He has internalized and
integrated his heritage. It is part of his character and
personality. Wouk's anecdotal description of family occasions is
a minor encyclopedia of Judaism; he takes us into the Yeshiva

wor ld where young David soaked up a solid Jewish education
including -fluency in Talmud which, incidentally, arouses the
intense curiousity and respect of the President. Once, walking
into Goodkind's office, the President finds his able assistant
poring over a folio page of the Talmud with his head properly
bedecked with a yarmulke. Goodkind explains the Talmud and the

reader is likely to be fascinated.

I was intrigued by a report in the New York Times that this

highly amusing and informative portrayal of a full-blooded, one
hundred percent Jew was the reading choice of Frank Borman,
president and chief executive of Eastern Airlines and Donald E.
Petersen, chairman and chief executive of the Ford Motor Company,

not to mention other non-Jewish celebrities and countless readers

who have kept the book on the national best sellers list for

months. What does this say to us?

It says that the public is not interested in the Jew who is

like everybody else, but in the Jewish Jew who is




distinctive and different in his beliefs; culture and mentality;
who reflects the thoughts and values of a 4,000 year old
tradition; who has something to say to people in search of a
purose; who has something to say to a world in chaos, looking for
order and security, to a world that is morally decadent and
wondering-how to be rehabilitated. Only a Jew who knows his
heritage might be able to contribute something special, something

that is sorely missing in our civilization.

I want to challenge you tonight to become Jews inside as

surely as you are Jews outside.

The New Jewish Assertiveness

In the nearly forty years of my life as an American rabbi, I
have seen a significant change in the attitude of American Jews
to their Jewishness and especially so in response to anti-

semitism.

Before World War II, our instinctive reaction under attack
was to become inconspicuous and, if possible, invisible. Those

were the days when Jews suffered humiliating restrictions in
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universities, housing, resorts, and the professions. Some of our

leaders in their dubious wisdom, saw to it that Fortune Magazine,

in the late 30's, published a lengthy article about American Jews
in refutation of the anti-Semitic charge that Jews dominated
American life. The point of the article which was loaded with

statistics was one prolonged orgy of self-deprecation:

No, no, -- we don't dominate society . . .
No, no, we don't dominate any major trade or industry.
No, no, we aren't as important as you make us out to

be. . . , and so forth.

In my opinion, that article was a low point, perhaps the
most shameful point in American Jewish history -- a lapse of
self-esteem, a gratuitous self-debasement, as though anti-Semites

would like us better if we were less capable and less successful.

Those were the days when Jews tried to hide their Jewishness
like the plague. It was a rich topic for humor such as Goldberg
running into his old buddy, Cohen, many years after graduation

from college:

"Goldberg, am I glad to see you!" shouted Cohen.
"Tell me, what have you been doing?"

"Oh, I'm married and have two children."
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"You don't say?" said Cohen. "What kind of a living do you
make?"

"I'm a lawyer and doing very well. I'm a partner in the
firm of O'Brian and Sullivan on Wall Street."

"What a surprise!" said Cohen.

"I've got a bigger surprise," said Goldberg,
"I am O'Brian!"

Thosé.were the days when our people were looking for
cover. Some of our own people even capitulated to the quota
system and its implied second class citizenship. The highly
esteemed Walter Lippmann, in a memorandum to Hérvard University's

admissions office in 1922 agreed that it would be undesirable to
allow (I quote) "a concentration of Jews in excess of 15%." I,
myself, heard the Dean of the Cincinnati University Medical
School, himself a Jew, defend the medical school's anti-Jewish
admissions policy because, as he said: "on the basis of academic

scores alone, Jews would outnumber all other students."

Today, Jews are proud and affirmative. The post-war
generation will not .accept religious or ethnic restrictions. If

we predominate in any field, we don't apologize. 1It's to our

credit and surely not our problem.

Today, Jews don't mind being visible. Ethnicity,



distinctiveness is in. America has moved far away from the
melting pot ideal of the 1920's to appreciation of religious and
cultural diversity, which we call "pluralism." The popular
author, Irving Wallace, grew up in the melting pot period and so
he changed his original family name, Wallechinsky, to Wallace.
His son, David, co-author with his father of the enormously
successful "Book of Lists" and "The People's Almanac," recently
discarded

his Americanized name, Wallace, and took back the original family

name, Wallechinsky.

Countless of our young people, in contrast with their
parents and grandparents, like to visibly identify themselves as

Jews, often with a star of David or mezuzah or even with a

yarmulka, for all to see.

The Inner Void

Yes, they are proud and assertive, but I'm troubled by a
question: What are they asserting? What are they proud of?
What do they know? How much Judaism is inside the person who

presents himself so affirmatively as a Jew outside?



I often see a woeful emptiness.

Most of our adults have graduate degrees from universities,
but only a smattering of Jewish knowledge -- disjointed memories
of holiday celebrations and a few trivia of Jewish history =--
hardly enough to keep up with a fourth grader in our Sunday
School. The vast majority of our adults are Jewish
illiterates. To most of us the Bible, the Talmud, the law codes
and coomentaries and the works of our philosophers are as remote
as Egyptian hieroglybhics. Uncertain of your beliefs, many of
you here tonight have no coherent world-view, no spiritual

anchor.

I wonder how many parents who let their children make their
own decisions in religious and moral matters, are merely
rationalizing their abdication of authority as "tolerance". Are
you so tolerant and permissive because of your high respect for
the moral and intellectual caliber of your children? Or, are you
tolerant and permissive as parents because you lack moral
convictions of your own, and so cannot but maintain a neutrality

of values?



Surrender to the "New Morality"

It is now well over twenty years that the new morality began
to permeate the middle and upper-middle classes and no one took

to it more rapidly than our super-liberal Jews.

We swallowed all the cliches of the era and offered no
resistence when sdme of our sons and daughters began to drop out
of higher education; when they asserted the right to "hang loose"
for indefinite periods; when they stretched out the allowance
into full maintenance in apartments of their own; when they
boldly asserted their new sexual freedom. Many parents, despite
misgivings, provided contraceptive counsel and abortion
assistance but kept silent on the moral issues of sex; when their
sons and daughters took to li'ving together with lovers, even
those parents who knew in their hearts that it was not right,
looked the other way. Many said they didn't want a confrontation
with their children. The truth is that they had nothing to
confront them with. They had no convictions. They had no moral

position of their own. They had no authority to stand on.

Where has this new morality gotten us? The statistics are

very grim. In the D.C. school system, the girls dropping out



because of pregnancy outnumber the graduates from high school.
In New York City, 37% of all babies born are illegitimate.

(1983)

In 1984, one out of four American households was victimized
by violent crime. Jews have been swept along by the general
moral decadence. To mention but one recent nationwide survey:

27% of all Jewish college-age youth are heavy drug or alcohol

users.

Is it not time to develop some doubts about the wisdom of

the new morality? What is it other than moral anarchy?

Must we wait for venereal diseases, including the dreaded
AIDS disease, to terrorize our youth into a new respect for the

old values? can we not motivate our children positively, as

parents should, with well founded moral convictions which are
part of a total system of beliefs, within a distinctly Jewish

philosophy of life?

Why can't you give this to your children? The answer is
because you haven't got it yourself, because you have lost touch

with it. The truth is, you don't know your tradition.




"Fingertip Jews"

Moses Maimonides says:

“"There are two kinds of Jew. Those who hold on to
their religion, grasping it firmly, like a person will
hold on to a rope to keep from drowning. And then,
there are those Jews who cling to the Torah only with
the tips of their fingers, not enough to be guided and
helped by it, just barely enough to keep in touch with

their faith." (From his "Letter of Consolation")

We've got a lot of fingertip Jews. But must I say it?
More than "fingertip Judaism" is needed to grab us and lead us
out of chaos and direct us on a morally sound pathway in life.
In some of our larger cities, developers are getting around
the historic building preservation codes by buying out old
buildingSand gutting them except for the facade -- and then they
build the high rises right behind the old buildings. Washington
has a few of those facade buildings downtown along Pennsylvania

Avenue.



A huge number of our people are, what I would like to call,
"Facade Jews." The old historic culture with its moral grandeur
has been knocked out. There is nothing left inside. They are
Jews on the outside, they've got a Jewish facade. But they are
empty inside.

You may have heard the news that your Board of Directors has
decided to redecorate this sanctuary in 1987. Yes, we can build
a more beautiful sanctuary for our assemblies and celebrations.
But only you can refurnish the sanctuary within your heart. Only
you can develop the Jew inside, luminous with knowledge and
resonant with the values of our people. Only you can close the
gap between what you are, and what you know you should be. Only
you can transform the veneer of Jud#ism into its substance; only
you can change from the Judaism thaf is pretended to one that is

practiced.

Four thousand years of history have called us to be God's
witness, as the people of the Bible, and to be messengers of His
law, the foundation of our security, dignity and freedom. Let us
make sure that we Jews know the message and let our lives witness

to our beliefs. Amen.
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WHY I AM A JEW

By Rabbi Joshua O. Haberman
Washington Hebrew Congregation
September 24, 1985

Since-time immemorial the Kol Nidre chant of confession has
set the mood of this sacred night. It is in the confessional
spirit of this sacred night that I wish to speak on a most
personal topic, one I have never dealt with before but whose time
has surely come. In this, my last year as a congregational
rabbi, I believe I owe my people a kind of spiritual summing up
and tonight's topic will be the first in a series of deeply

personal statements of faith which I have planned for this year.
My topic tonight is:

Why I am a Jew.

Jewishness is Destiny

In my childhood, 1 would have answered simply: 1 am a Jew

because I was born so. My Jewish birth was a primary facet of my
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existence. My parents, my whole family, were Jewish, and

therefore I, too, was Jewish -- and that was that!

This fact has remained the foundation of my Jewish
consciousness. Jewishness is destiny. My Jewish identity was
pre—determihed for me. 1 was present in the genes of those
Israelites who stood at Mount Sinai to confirm their covenant
with God. Centuries earlier, I must have been encompassed among
the descendants of Abraham who was told by God: "I will make of
thee a great nation. . ." At that time, nearly 4,000 years ago,
you and I, all of us who were born Jews, we were all pre-destined
for our identity, chosen, or if you will, drafted for a special

role in history.

Now, there are some deeply troubled Jews who, given negative
attitudes toward their own identity by their parents, think of
Jewishness as a birth defect, as a stigma. | was most
fortunate. Somehow, my parents succeeded in conveying to me the
feeling that being Jewish was the best thing that could have
happened to me. They marked our home with a big mezuzah, which
taught me to acknowledge my Jewishness publicly. Our table
conversation often touched on great Jewish artists, scientists,

writers or other Jewish celebrities who made the news. Our



parents spoke of the heroic achievements of our pioneers in
Palestine. They gave us a strong sense of pride of being part of

a wonderful, gifted, supremely successful people of superior

character.

The Challenge of Anti-Semitism

Soon, events proved how much | needed this innoculation of
self-esteem. Within the first few years of elementary school, I
must have been seven or eight years old, I experienced my first
daily barrage of anti-Semitic abuse. Several classmates made it
a practice to shout after me such endearing terms as "dirty Jew,
Jewish pig, and Christ-killer." Had I been less fortified from
within, these abuses would hﬁve had a shattering effect. In my
case, | looked upon my persecutors as fools and the scum of the
earth. My reaction was not "What's wrong with me?" but "What's
wrong with them?" -- very much like any healthy-minded young

American today would react if a gang of aliens called him "dirty

American" or "American pig."

This is the test of a healthy response to bigotry. When
attacked, don't question yourself: What's wrong with me? But

ask, what's wrong with them?
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I would, however, be a liar if I told you that I wasn't
angry or distressed when I ran my daily gauntlet of anti-Semitic
name calling. Having been told by my parents that Christ was a
Jew, I thought I ought to tell this news to the priest of the
large Roman Catholic Church opposite our schol where all my

Christian ¢lassmates went to worship.

The priest, in his clerical collar and long black cassock
coat, was good enough to listen, shook his head and mumbled
something. The next day I went to school with high hopes that,
now, his young parishioners would be duly enlightened and cured
of their hostility. But, when instead, one of my tormentors
picked up some rocks to hurl at me together with all the usual
exclamations, I was filled with rage, fell upon him and gave him
a ferocious beating. At that very moment, I must confess, [ lost
all possible claim to being a saint. However, this violent
response ended the name-calling for the rest of my elementary
school days. Ever since, I have been unable to repudiate Jewish
militancy in absolute terms. I regret Meir Kahane's
chauvinism. But, | believe that we must have strength and the
will to use it. We must resist our enemies in order to survive;

we need to use our fists as well as our brain.



I never again had an encounter with anti-Semitism on a
physical level, but, every day of my life in Vienna, I
experienced this hatred, in one form or the other, as graffiti
or, countless leaflets filled with anti-Semitic pornography and
threats. Many times I heard Nazi youths chant the Horst Wessel
song, Germany's second national anthem, with the spine-chilling
line about the German people's joy when seeing Jewish blood

spurting from their knives.

How did all this affect my Jewishness? I believe very much
like Edmond Fleg, the French playwright and author of many books,
who told us in his autobiography "Why I am a Jew," how the anti-
Semitic storm that raged over France in the wake of the Dreyfus
Affair at the turn of the century, challenged him to explore his

own Jewish roots.

I, too, had only a few flimsy notions of what Judaism and
Jewish history were all about. Anti-Semitism made me curious. My

teenage Jewish mind craved to know the answer to this question:

What inspired Jews to cling to their Jewishness in
spite of ceaseless persecution?” After all, we Jews
were far from fools. What were those great values for

which previous generations were willing to die for?



Thus, the question "Why am I a Jew?" became, for me, a still

more personal question: "Why remain a Jew?"

The Recovery of Self-Esteem Through Jewish Learning

-
-

Edmond Fleg was married, had a son, one year-old, and a
successful play to his credit. He dropped everything and took

three years off to study Judaism. Answers to "Why should I
remain a Jew?" could not be invented. These had to be searched
out throughout history and literature, from the Bible to the
present. Edmond Fleg knew that it would take years, and perhaps,

a lifetime.

I made a similar commitment at the age of sixteen, when it
was, of course, much easier for me to engage in concentrated

study.

Providentially, a brilliant scholar of Judaism dropped, so
to speak, from heaven, to be my private tutor. My uncle, Arje, a
reform rabbi with a Ph.D. degree in Philosophy, was driven out of
Berlin by Adolf Hitler. He'came to live in our home for a whole
year. He introduced me into a study of the Bible in the original

Hebrew and showed me the Biblical roots of Western



civilization: the sanctity of life, the ideal of one mankind,
the idea that all human beings have God-given rights, especially
the birthright of freedom. He showed me, how all these ideas are
related to the Bible and grew out of our historic experience and
how Jews have been among the foremost partisans of freedom. We
never forget our bondage in Egypt and the experience of
liberation which has been an inspiration to all freedom fighters

in Western history. As Heinrich Heine said:

"Ever since the Exodus, freedom has spoken with a

Hebrew accent."

With his encyclopedic knowledge, Uncle Arje could pinpoint
the enormous Jewish role in all of the cultural breakthroughs of
Western civilization -- in medicine, in navigation, in the
transmission of ancient philosophy, and in the development of all
the sciences. What I learned gave me reasons for pride -- and

so,

I am a Jew because my studies convinced me that Judaism, so
often despised by our enemies as "the stone rejected" is, in

fact, the chief cornerstone of our civilization.
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The Jew Is His Own Priest

Is there a Jew who grew up in the Christian world who has

not asked himself: Why are they so many, and we so few?

Why remain part of a people which, except for the state of
Israel, is a minority everywhere? Even in lands where we are
most populous, we number no more than three per cent of the total
population. I asked myself: could one billion Christians be
wrong? Why belong to a tiny minority, no more than 15 million,

about one-third of one percent of the world's population?

One can make a good case for the argument that the majority
is not necessarily superior to the minority. After all, there
are tons of black coal for every sparkling karat of diamonds.
Philosophers are vastly outnumbered by street cleaners. In the

field of religion, the Jews are God's officers' corps.

This became clear to me after a memorable visit to the St.
Stephan's Cathedral, Vienna's majestic landmark. I believe, it
was a public organ recital that first drew me into this massive
shrine of Christendom which took nearly one thousand years to

build. Once inside, I stayed for the service. It was very.



- 9 <

dark. Huge columns raised the ceiling sky-high. Large crowds of

worshippers walked in and out. Those who sat down or kneeled,

hardly spoke a word. They listened to the clergy who prayed for

them.

I wai'then nearly 18 years old and had begun thinking about
becoming a rabbi. So I was very interested in the splendidly
attired priests; and the many acolytes, walking in measured
steps, were impressive. Everywhere I looked, 1 saw different
altars, sculptures, paintings of the madonna and saints in the
glow of countless candles. What got across to me was the
splendour, the opulence and the power of the church which made
the individual worshipper feel so small, so insignificant, and so
totally dependent. 1[It was as though the church said to its
people: You are too small, too weak and too insignificant to be
heard by God. You need the mighty Church to speak for you. We
shall mediate between you and God. You must pray through us to

the Almighty.

The next day, I went to the synagogue. It was- far from
awesome. Only occasional moments of solemnity would break the

prevailing mood of informality. Here, my fellow Jews, wrapped in
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their tallisim, were swaying and singing their prayers. Among
the crowd it was difficult to single out the rabbi or cantor. I

noticed an inscription above the ark:

"Know before Whom thou standest.”

This dramatically underscored the difference between the
Synagogue and the Church, between Judaism and Christianity.
Every Jew stands directly before God. There is no barrier.
There is no need for mediating institutions. We can pray without
clergy. The synagogue is not designed to overpower the
individual with the feeling that he must depend on the
institution or the rabbi to represent him before the Almighty.
The Jew must be his own priest. What an honor and what a
responsibility it is. How it hurts, how ashamed I am that so few
of our Jews qualify. Being Jewish is very difficult. To be
hal fway competent and knowledgeable as a Jew, takes years of
concentrated learning. . . . and that makes us an elitist

religion.

What a privilege I thought it would be to spend my life

helping fellow Jews realize the ancient vision: "You shall be



unto me a kingdom of priest and a holy nation." And so I
decided, not only to be a Jew myself, but also help others

realize their full Jewish potential.

I am a Jew because we would not lower our standards low

enough to become a religion of the masses. I grant that there is

-

need for a simple religion, or several such religions, to grab
the masses. Judaism with its rejection of all images or graphic
representations of God is for the intellectually more
sophisticated. We raised our requirements to make Judaism the

faith of an enlightened minority.

In Love With My People

My forty years in the rabbinate have given me another reason
for wanting to be a Jew. I hope you won't think of it as

maudlin. But the truth is: I am a Jew because I love Jews!

It is more than being comfortable with my fellow Jews. I
admire my people. Some of my colleagues tell me that they love
Judaism, but hate Jews. I am amazed that they chose to be

rabbis.




So many of the most admirable people in the world are
Jews. Some are people I have met, others are historical

personalities I have encountered in my studies.

Among the Jews I came to love was a 92 year-old little lady
in my first congregation, Aunt Minnie Brown, of the Gates of
Heaven Temple in Mobile, Alabama. She prayed with a smile. To
her, the words of Torah or of the prayerbook, were precious
gems. She embodied our ideal of tzedakah. For example, she
would walk several miles to Temple so that she might save the bus
fare and then put a few coins into a special purse as charity

money for the next distribution.

I am a Jew because | love charitable Jews like Minnie Brown.

I am thinking of an'18 year-old refugee, Egon Loebner, whom
I helped bring to this country at the end of the war. Egon, a
native of Czechoslovakia, survived a dozen concentration camps
and a death march during which, tens of thousands of Jewish
children, perished. Egon, though deprived of all formal
education for five years, managed-to study secretly from scraps
of printed material and learned from older inmates enough science
and philosophy so that, upon arrival in the U.S.A., he could go

straight on to college. .



He earned his doctorate in Physics and after a spectacular
career in industry, became the science adviser to our U.S.
Embassy in Moscow with ambassadorial rank. In order to repay his
debt to the Jewish people, he taught Sunday school wherever he

lived. He even organized a religious school at the embassy in

Moscow.

I am a Jew because I love valiant Jews, as brilliant and

loyal as Egon Loebner.

The historian Cecil Roth tells of a luminous incident in one
of the darkest moments of our history. It was the year 1492,
King Ferdinand of Aragon expelled the ngs from his subject
kingdom of Sicily, as he had doné earlier in Spain. Before they
left, the local Jewish communities of Sicily, presented a
petition to the government, asking for certain concessions, some
of them pitifully small. They asked, for example, to be allowed
to take with them, the tallith used in prayer. This was
refused. Then they asked, -- and this request was granted, --
that those of their slaves whom they have set free in happier

days, should be allowed to retain their liberty.




At the culmination of their own agony, they thought of

the misery of others.

And this is only one of many great moments in Jewish history

which should make us glow with pride and admiration.

I am a Jew because we are a compassionate people of noble
lineage, a people who having experienced slavery came to prize

freedom for itself and for all humanity.
A Moral and Spiritual Elite

Professor William Foxwell Albright of Johns Hopkins
University who did not know a Jew until he was 21 (but that

changed quickly after he moved to Baltimore) said:

"Jews tend to have a more intelligent attitude toward
education and culture and also to have a keener feeling

for moral and social problems."
And don't we know that!

The statistical evidence is so overwhelming that the

novelist-scientist, C.P. Snow, was driven to the conclusion that



Jews are a racially superior people. Whatever the explanation,
be it the genius of our culture or the Jewish genes, Jews are a

unique people.

If somehow, all Jews disappeared except for a few

individuals, every major museum would want to exhibit a Jew for

all the world to gaze at.

We are an extraordinary people, intellectually and morally.

1 am a Jew because the more | learned the more I came to

admire my people.

I am a Jew because | discovered Judaism as the most direct

channel to God.

I am a Jew because I love Jews.

What Kind of Jew Will You Be?

Justice Louis Brandeis said that his only regret about

having been born Jewish was that, as a result, he never had the

honor of choosing to be a Jew.
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For you who are Jews by birth, the choice is not to be a
Jew, but what kind of Jew to be. Will you be empty and alienated
from our heritage, or be part of it and filled with it? What

kind of Jew do you choose to be?

When a Torah scribe finishes the writing of a new Torah
scroll, hé does not write out the last column, but merely traces
with an extra fine pen the outline of each letter. At the
dedication celebration of the scroll, members of the Congregation
are called to the Torah and each fills in with black ink the

inside of his letter.

This is what I pray you will do with your own Jewish
identity. Your Jewishness was conferred upon you as a mere
outline, as a form of belonging. That's what you received at
birth. Now, each of you must fill in your spiritual inside --
Jewish knowledge, feeling, learning and living. That is not

given to-us at birth. That we must build up for ourselves.
l_kﬁow why 1 am a Jew, but will you know why?

I call on you to give meaning to your own Jewishness.



Begin with Jewish knowledge, and keep increasing it day by
day. A revival of Jewish learning and spirituality is now

happening throughout the world.

Join the hundreds of our own members who have made Jewish

study commitments in recent years.

Come to know your heritage, and if you are already
privileged to be a Jew by birth, become also a Jew by choice on

the strength of informed conviction. Amen.
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THE MAGIC MASK
Sermonette at Yom Kippur Family Service
By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman
Washington Hebrew Congregation
September 25, 1985

A powerful King who ha'd conguered many countries was
respected and feared by his people but he was not loved.
Everyone admired him as a brave leader and clever King, but
people did not like him. He always looked angry. He never

smiled. His face was full of frowns.

Year after year he became more strict, more lonely and
bitter. His face showed it too -- deep lines extended from the
end of his lips downward toward his chin. It was an unfriendly

ugly face.

Once he visited a city and saw a beautiful girl. He watched
her and then very much wanted her to be his wife. He decided to
talk to her. He put on his best royal suit, looked into the
mirror and growled: "My clothes are beautiful, but my face --

how ugly! No girl will want me as a husband."

He called his chief Magician and said: "I have a very

special job, the most important job I ever gave you."

The Magician bowed and said: "Majesty, I shall do whatever

you ask me to do."



The
Magician

the King

The

possible

King said: "I want you to make me a new face!" -- the
almost fainted when he heard these words. He stared at

and said, "what, a new face?"

King said: "Yes. I want you to make me the thinnest

mask, a mask so fine that no one will notice it. It

must follow every feature of my face. Just take out those ugly

lines and wrinkles. Paiﬁtmy mask with your magic paint so that

my face will look kind, pleasant and gentle. Yes, handsome and

likable!
-King, as
hurry up
off "

The

can make

I'll never take it off -- I swear." And, said the
he gave the magician his meanest look: "you better

and make the mask I want, or else your head will come

Magician trembled in fear and said: "Yes, my majesty, I

you such a mask. But, there's one condition: you must

keep your face exactly the way I paint it on the mask. One

single frown and your mask will crack in a thousand places.”

The

gentle?"

The
make the

ever get

King said: "But how can I keep my face always kind and

Magician replied: "Think kindly thoughts. Do what will
people happy. Try to be more patient. Please, don't

angry. Make the people smile with happiness and you,

too, will be happy."



When the mask was finished and put on the King's face, he
had a very difficult time getting used to it. Everytime he
became angry at one of his subjects, he remembered the mask and
instead of shouting as he wanted to, he remained calm, even tried

to smile.

The mask worked like a charm. Seeing himself in the mirror,
the King now liked what he saw and asked the young woman with
whom he had fallen in love to be his wife. As soon as she saw
the King, she liked him very much and thought he was very
handsome. She agreed to be his wife. But, little did she know

how ugly he really was underneath his mask.

Soon the people in the kingdom noticed the change and gave
credit to the new Queen: "She has made our King happy, kind, and

pleasant."

A year passed and the King was very much in love with his
wife. But, he was sorry in his heart that he had fooled her with
his mask. One day he called the Magician and said: "take off

the mask!"

The Magician answered: "I shall do as you wish, but
remember if I remove your mask, I shall never again be able to
make you another just like it. You will have to wear your own

face until you die."



The King could not bring himself to try to live without the
mask and so he let days pass. He could not sleep. He kept
thinking about the words of the Magician. One morning as he saw
his beautiful Queen smile so gently at him, he decided that this
was the moment. He went into his dressing room, looked into the
mirror and said to himself: "Better she should turn away from me
in disgust than be fooled the rest of her life. I can no longer

d@gceive her."

And with these words he dug his nails into the thin mask and
tore it off and closed his eyes afraid to look into the mirror.
Then, as he opened his eyes to see his own face, -- he could not
believe what he saw. His face had changed. There was not a
single frown. It was a gentle, lovely face, exactly like the
mask had been. His face had become what he had tried to be all
year long -- gentle, friendly and kindj.. He came out of his
dressing room, turned to his Queen and she kissed him as usual

and did not even notice any difference now that the mask was off.

You see, the King had learned how to be pleasant, friendly
and kind because he practiced being so all the time. He formed
good habits and turned goodness inside. Soon that goodness

showed on his face.



If you are patient and kind, there will be kindness on your
face. But if you're mean and do ugly things, your ugliness will
show. If you think beautiful thoughts and do beautiful things,

you will look more beautiful.
Remember the proverb:

"Handsome is as handsome does.”

—_—
—

You will become as beautiful outside}as you are inside.

Amen.




Memorial Sermon
Yom Kippur, 1985

"THOU ART THERE"

By Rabbi Joshua O. Haberman
Washington Hebrew Congregation

This is more than an hour of memory. It is an hour of
reflection on life and the end of life. As our thoughts focus on
our mortality, this hour turns into a deeply personal and private

confrontation with that awesome fate which hangs over all of us,

our own death.

Why are we afraid of death?

Because nothing is as lonely as dying. The dying cannot
share their experience. We shall never be able to tell our dear
ones how it was to die. Death is the ultimate alienation, the

ultimate severance of all communication and relationship.

And yet, for those who survive, death is also the most
unifying of all experiences. In the contemplation of death, we
realize our essential equality. Death is the leveler of all
distinctions: rank, class, wealth, titles and degrees -- all
these differences vanish. In death we are all equal, - creatures

of dust.



There is a special bond between mourners. We can feel it
even now in this hour of memorial. More than any other part of
Yom Kippur, this memorial hour draws us closely together because
we all share the same mood. It is a mingled mood of apprehension
- and of longing as we remember beloved ones. Our hearts yearn

for those we miss:

Miss you, miss you, miss you;
Everything 1 do
Echoes with the laughter

And the voice of you.

You're on every corner,
Every turn and twist,
Every old familiar spot

Whispers how you're missed.

Oh, I miss you, miss you!
How I miss you!
There 's a strange, sad silence

'Mid the busy whirl,




Miss you, oh, I miss you.
Nothing now seems true,
Only that 'twas Heaven

Just to be with you.

Why is it that we so crave the company of others when we are
in mourning? Why do we find comfort in our togetherness during

‘this very hour of memorial?

Is it the openness of our hearts to the expression of
love? Are we perhaps tempted to give eachother a portion of that
affection which can no longer be given to our departed? Or, do
we feel a specjal sense of kinship with one another because we

face together the ultimate mystery?

The strongest is humbled by death, not only because death
overpowers us, not only because it shows up our utter weakness as
children of dust, but also because death is incomprehensible. In
our.bafflenmnt, the wisest and the simplest, the most learned and
the most ignorant is equally unable to explain the meaning of

death.
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A year ago, following the death of Maxine's older sister,
our grandson, Benjamin, then 9 years old, wrote us a little

sympathy note in the form of an original simple poem:

She comes,

She goes,

She was here,

She is there,

But we can barely understand
That it happened so fast,

We loved her very dearly.

Even as a proud grandfather, I'll have to admit that this is
not a great poem, nor is it profound. But my point is that even
if he were a poetic genius and twenty, forty, or sixty years
older, he could not say much more than he did in his few simple
words about the passing of a dear one. Maturity and age would

not help us understand death any better.

It is touching to observe how sympathetic people often try




so hard as they search for the right words when expressing
condolences to a mourner. When words fail, we express ourselves

in a gesture of affection, a gift, a handclasp, an embrace.

It is as though love would be an answer. 1Is it? Yes and
no. The love of others helps us endure our loss. But, not even

love can explain why there must be death.

Can we get help from our faith?

The Biblical idiom speaks of death as a kind of reunion.
Over and over again the Bible refers to the death of patriarchs

and others with three words:
/N Jm «.?f orc'/

"He was gathered to his people.”

The phrase suggests that death is not only a departure but
an arrival. It is joining up with all of the many, many
generations of the past, a reassembly in a different place or

realm of existence. A poet put it this way:



"Then say not, he has gone,
Nor think of him as dead;
But say, "in the Father's House,

-He has arrived" -- instead.

I know that there are many who find comfort in certain
passages of our ﬁrayer book such as "by love are they remembered
“and in memory they live." It is a beautiful statement and yet,
for me, it does not go far enough. 1 would like to think that
those beloved ones whom I remember have a more real existence
than in memory. Some day, I shall be gone and all others who
remember them. Their existence should be independent of the

memory of survivors.

What about the hereafter?

The much celebrated author Pearl S. Buck, at the age of 79, wrote

an essay in which she contemplated the meaning of death:

"] do not know where life begins, if indeed there is a
beginning, and I do not know where it ends, if indeed

there is an end. I know that I am in a stage, a phase,




a period of life. I entered this stage at birth, I shall
end this stage with death. . . For me death is merely the

entrance into further existence. . ."

She acknowledged an idea which she received in a letter from an
unknown woman who told her how she explained death to her very

young children:

"When my small children could not understand the
silence between their recently dead father and us, who
loved him so dearly, I explained by describing to them
the life cycle of the dragonfly. It begins as a grub
in water. Then at the proper moment it surfaces, finds
it has wings, and flys away. I told them that the ones
left in the water wonder where he went and why he
doesn't come back. But he can't, because he has

wings. Nor can they go to him, because they don't have

their wings yet."

As within physical nature there are different stages of
existence, with various species being transformed at each stage,
-- so there may be entirely different realms of existence for
intelligent life, each somehow being connected with the other.
This is how I try to understand the connection between this world

and the hereafter.



Might not death be an upgrading, an elevation to a higher

level of evolution?

Is it conceivable that there might be a continuation of
existence without a body? Can we imagine the spiritual to
survive without a brain? Could mind and personality continue

without the sustaining physical body?

Rabbi Louis Jacobs of England suggested an analogy from
space exploration. When we send an astronaut into space and want
him to land on the moon, we must encase him in a space suit. If
this space suit is damaged out there in space, he will die. But
once he returns to earth, he can dispense with his space suit and
throw off this restricting equipment to move about as he
pleases. Could it be that when a soul is sent down to earth, it
must be equipped with the physical body, comparable to a space
suit; and when the soul returns to its place of origin, it can

dispense with its physical equipment and surrender the body?

We should be grateful that Judaism did not fix belief in the
hereafter in an official doctrine to which we must swear
allegiance. As Jews we are free to let our thoughts roam. We
are free to speculate. We are free to give our imagination full

scope.
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I, for one, am with those countless brothers and sisters of
our faith and with the many hundreds of millions of people of our
great sister religion, Christianity, who draw inspiration,
courage and reassurance from that magnificent line in our 23rd

Psalm:

"Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of

death, I will fear no evil, for Thou art with me."

Come what may, we shall not be alone; God is with us; there
is no place where God is not; even as Edwin Markham said in his

beautiful rhyme:

"No soul can be forever banned,
Eternally bereft;
Who ever falls from God's right hand

Is caught into His left."

For me and countless others who draw their inspiration from

the Bible, the last word is Psalm 139.7-12:

"Whither shall I go from Thy spirit?
Or whither shall I flee from Thy presence?

I1f 1 ascend up into heaven, Thou art there:



o -

I[f I make my bed in the netherworld, behold, Thou art
there.

If I take the wings of the morning,

And dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea;

Even there would Thy hand lead me,

And Thy right hand would hold me.

And if I say: 'Surely the darkness shall envelop me,
And the light about me shall be night;

Even the darkness is not too dark for Thee,

But the night shineth as the day;

The darkness is even as the light." Amen.
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MEMORIAL SERMON - YOM KIPPUR 1985
By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman
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This is more than an hour of memory. It is an hour of
reflection on 1life and the end of life. ene: our thoughts focus
on our mortality, this hour turns into a deeply personal and
private confrontation with 4%8%iy that awesome fate which hangs

over all of us, O bk QLU dea-“\.

Why are we afraid of death?

dynt .
Because nothing is as lonely as &Teéié. Beefr ol —ateone.
dyin
The d%%igg’cannot share their experience. We shall never be able
to tell our dear ones how it was to die. Death is the ultimate
AHimete

alienation, the #‘erepIEaPFe severance of all communication and

relationship.

And yet, for those who survive, death is also the most
unifying of all experiences. In the contemplation of death, we
realize our essential equality, as—esesturss—of—duss. Death is
the leveler of all distinctions: rank, class, wealth, titles and

degrees -- all these differences vanish. 1In death we are all

equal_, — Crextures %o’uﬁ'




more i : = There is a
: it M
special bond between mourners. We can fee%heven now in this hour

of memorial. More than any other part of = Yom Kippu{)

vbsesrzance., this memorial hour draws us closely together because
i5 2Min }ed%nod’ !?appra SN =— 2n

we all share the same mood, onging as we remember beloved

ones. Our hearts yearn for those we miss:

Miss you, miss you, miss you;
Everything I do
Echoes with the laughter

And the voice of you.

You're on every corner,
Every turn and twist,
Every old familiar spot

Whispers how you're missed.

and face

erywhere in plage.




Oh, I miss you, miss you!
How I miss you!

There 's a strange, sad silence

'Mid the busy whirl,

Miss you, OhL miss you .
e ;r J
Nothing now seems true,
Only that 'twas Heaven
Just to be with you.

crave
Why is it that we so Qrave the company of others and—find—it

—

se=eon=nllmy when we are in mourning? Why do we find comfort in

our togetherness during this very hour of memorial?

Is it the openness of our hearts to the expression of
love? Are we perhaps tempted to give eachother a portion of that
affection which can no longer be given to our departed? Or, do
we feel a special sense of kinship with one another because we

face together the ultimate mystery?




The strongest and-mest—superiorofpersons is humbled by

deat?;not only because death overpowers ewsryemsef us, not only
because it shows up our utter weakness as children of dust, but
also because death is ¥$ incomprehensible. In our bafflement,
the wisest and the simplest, the most learned and the most

ignorant is equally unable to explain the meaning of death.

A year ago)following the death of Maxine's older sister, our
grandson, Benjamin, then l’ years old, wrote us a little sympathy

notf in the form of an original simple poem:

She comes,

She goes,

She was here,

She is there,

But we can barely understand
That it happened so fast,

We loved her very dearly.

I‘ ANErE
e=<Bceurs-to me TE®T 1If a person with twenty, forty, or
thoud:d This 4 yeor old, 3Baut—

sixty years older, he could not say much moreA- the passing of a

dear one. ¢ USe—moTe  Sopirtstdieated

~armguage—Put Maturity and age would not help us understand death

any better.




It is touching to observe how sympathetic people are often'fby
“tTgsag SO hardas{ﬂesearch‘Wﬁ for the right words when expressing
condolences to a mourner. When words fail ‘ﬁ, we express

ourselves in a gesture of affection, a gift, a handclasp, an
embrace; It is as though love would be an answer. Is it? Yes

and no. The love of others helps us endure our loss. But, not

even love can explain why there must be death.
1
Can we get help from our faith.

The Biblical idiom speaks of death as a kind of reunion.
Over and over the Bible refers to the death of patriarchs and

other men and women whose life we admire}as:; "He was gathered to

his people," or "she was gathered to her peopiij)

The phrase suggests that death is not only a departure but
an arrival. It is joining up with all of the many, many

generations of the past, a reassembly ofSsE—wo—tawed in a

different place or realm of existence. A poet put it this way:

"Then say not, he has gone,
Nor think of him as dead;
But say, "in the Father's House,

He has arrived" -- instead.
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The much celebrated author Pearl S. Buck, at the age of 79, wrote

an essay in whichShe contemplated the meaning of death, eee—==taT

=

A\S
Lrde—rrort RIS —erause I do not know where life

begins, if indeed there is a beginning, and I do

not know where it ends, if indeed there is an end.

I know that I am in a stage, a phase, a period of life.

I entered this stage at birth, I shall end this stage
with death. . . For me death is merely the entrance

into further existence. . . F—d+¥d Tt ask to-Be; but—I
~have bheep—and—F—am. My Eeason tells me f—shali—
reontinue tober~—I-am—-on—my—way Somewhere;—just—as—F
was—eon—the—dagy Of my birth*——

She acknowledged an idea which she received in a letter from an
unknown woman who told her how she explained death to her very

young children:

"When my small children could not understand the
silence between their recently dead father and us, who
loved him so dearly, I explained by describing to them
the life cycle of the dragonfly. It begins as a grub
in water. Then at the proper moment it surfaces, finds

it has wings, and flys away. I told them that the ones




left in the water wonder where he went and why he doesn't
come back. But he can't, because he has wings. Nor can

they go to him, because they don't have their wings vyet."
—_——

Leisde,
As within physical nature there are different m Ce,

.fkvar»o..-. Sec ea
ngetng =

this world and the hereafter.

Might not death be an upgrading, an elevation to a higher

level of evolution?

e I know that there are many who find comfort in certain
phrases in our prayer book such as "by love are they remembered
and in memory they live." It is a beautiful statement and yet,

| for me it does not go far enough. I would like to think that

[}
those beloved ones whom I remeber have a more real existence than

in my memory. Some day I shall be gone and all others who

them «

L ]
remember - Thef!‘existence should be

independent of the memory of survivors.
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lS It &o~et=88 conceivable that there can be some continuation
of existence without a body? Can we imagine the spiritual to
survive without a brain? Could mind and personality continue

without the sustaining physical body?

Rabbi Louis Jacobs of England suggested an analogy from mswe—

space exploration. When we send an astronaut into space and want

him to land on the moon, we mugt encase him in a space suit., If

this space suit is darggge-gzeﬁ‘:is 1 diJe. But once he returns to

earth, he can dispense with his space suit and throw off h-s-w) m{':dcg
mto move about as he pleases. Could it be that when

a soul is sent down to earth, it must be equipped with the

physical body, comparable to a space suit; and when the soul

returns to its place of origin, it can dispense with its physical

equipment and surrender the body?

We should be grateful that Judaism did not fix belief in the
hereafter in an official doctrine to which we must swear
allegiance. As Jews we are free to let our thoughts roam.in‘.
~she_unknewn. We are free to speculate. We are free to give our

imagination full scope.

I, for one, am with those countless brothers and sisters of
T
our faith and the many hundreds millions of people of our




great sister religion, Christianity, who draw inspiration,
courage and reassurance from that magnificent line in our 23rd

Psalm:

"Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of

death, I will fear no evil, for?ﬁou’ art with me."

What matters is not that we know exactly the road we shall
travel after deathjf%;at matters is not that we know our future
destinationif%%at really matters is only that we shall not be
alone. That God is with ui; that there is no place where God is

noE} @ven as Edwin Markham said in his beautiful rhyme:

"No soul can be forever banned,
Eternally bereft;
Who ever falls from God's right hand

Is caught into His left."

For me and countless others who draw their inspiration from

the Bible, the last word is Psalm 139.7-12:

"Whither shall I go from Thy spirit?

Or whither shall I flee from Thy presence?

If I ascend up into heaven, Thou art there:
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If T make my bed in the netherworld, behold, Thou art
there.

If I take the wings of the morning,

And dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea;

Even there would Thy hand lead me,

And Thy right hand would hold me.

And if i say: 'Surely the darkness shall envelop me,
And the light about me shall be night;

Even the darkness is not too dark for Thee,

But the night shineth as the day:

The darkness is even as the light." Amen.



First Draft - 9/20/85

MEMORIAL SERMON - YOM KIPPUR 1985
By Rabbi Joshua 0. Haberman

This is more than an hour of memory. It is an hour of
reflection on life and the end of life. Once our thoughts focus
on our mortality, this hour turns into a deeply personal and
private confrontation with death, that awesome fate which hangs

over all of us.

Why are we afraid of death?

Because nothing is as lonely as dying. Each dies alone.
The dying cannot share their experience. We shall never be able
to tell our dear ones how it was to die. Death is the ultimate
alienation, the irreparable severance of all communication and

relationship.

And yet, for those who survive, death is also the most
unifying of all experiences. In the contemplation of death, we
realize our essential equality as creatures of dust. Death is
the leveler of all distinctions: rank, class, wealth, titles and
degrees -- all these differences vanish. 1In death we are all

equal.




Because we each must die alone, we reach out so much the

more eagerly to eachother in time of bereavement. There is a

special bond between mourners. We can feel even now in this hour

of memorial. More than any other part of our Yom Kippur
observance, this memorial hour draws us closely together because
we all share the same mood of longing as we remember beloved

ones. Our hearts yearn for those we miss:

Miss you, miss you, miss you;
Everything I do
‘ Echoes with the laughter

’ And the voice of you.

f You're on every corner,
| Every turn and twist,
| Every old familiar spot

' Whispers how you're missed.

' Miss you . . .
Everywhere I go

There are poignant memories
Dancing in a row,

Silhouette and shadow

Of your form and face
Substance and reality

Everywhere in place.




f. Oh, I miss you, miss you!
How I miss you!
There 's a strange, sad silence
'Mid the busy whirl,
Just as the ordinary
Daily things I do
Wait with me expectant

For a word from you.

Miss you. . .
Nothing now seems true,
/ Only that 'twas Heaven

Just to be with you.

Why is it that we so @rave the company of others and find it
so consoling when we are in mourning? Why do we find comfort in

our togetherness during this very hour of memorial?

Is it the openness of our hearts to the expression of
love? Are we perhaps tempted to give eachother a portion of that
affection which can no longer be given to our departed? Or, do
we feel a special sense of kinship with one another because we

face together the ultimate mystery?




The strongest and most superior of persons is humbled by
death not only because death overpowers everyone of us, not only
because it shows up our utter weakness as children of dust, but
also because death is so incomprehensible. In our bafflement,
the wisest and the simplest, the most learned and the most

ignorant is equally unable to explain the meaning of death.

A year ago following the death of Maxine's older sister, our
grandson, Benjamin, then 10 years old, wrote us a little sympathy

not in the form of an original simple poem:

She comes,

She goes,

She was here,

She is there,

But we can barely understand
That it happened so fast,

We loved her very dearly.

It occurs to me that if a person with twenty, forty, or
sixty years older, he could not say much more on the passing of a
dear one. We might, at a more mature age, use more sophisticated
language, but maturity and age would not help us understand death

any better.




It is touching to observe how sympathetic people are often
trying so hard and searching for the right words when expressing
condolences to a mourner. When words fail us, we express
ourselves in a gesture of affection, a gift, a handclasp, an
embrace. It is as though love would be an answer. Is it? Yes
and no. The love of others helps us endure our loss. But, not

even love can explain why there must be death.

Can we get help from our faith.

The biblical idiom speaks of death as a kind of reunion.
Over and over the Bible refers to the death of patriarchs and
other men and women whose life we admire as: "He was gathered to

his people," or "she was gathered to her people.”

The phrase suggests that death is not only a departure but
an arrival. It is joining up with all of the many, many

generations of the past, a reassembly of all who lived in a

ot
different place or realm of existence./’A poet put it this way:

i

-

K "Then say not, he has gone,

|

i Nor think of him as dead;

1 But say, "in the Father's House,

He has arrived" -- instead.
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The much celebrated author Pearl S. Buck, at the age of 79, wrote

an essay in which she contemplated the meaning of death, she said:

"I do not know, because I do not know where life
begins, if indeed there is a beginning, and I do

not know where it ends, if indeed there is an end.

l I know that I am in a stage, a phase, a period of life.

I entered this stage at birth, I shall end this stage

with death. . . For me death is merely the entrance
into further existence. . . I did not ask to be, but I
have been and I am. My reason tells me I shall
continue to be. I am on my way somewhere, just as I

was on the day of my birth."

‘-\‘_______ o
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She acknowledged an idea which she received in a letter from an
unknown woman who told her how she explained death to her very

young children:

"When my small children could not understand the
silence between their recently dead father and us, who
loved him so dearly, I explained by describing to them
the life cycle of the dragonfly. It begins as a grub
in water. Then at the proper moment it surfaces, finds

it has wings, and flys away. I told them that the ones




left in the water wonder where he went and why he doesn't
come back. But he can't, because he has wings. Nor can

they go to him, because they don't have their wings yet."

As within physical nature there are different realms of
being and some creatures move from one to the other, being
transformed in each stage, -- so there may be entirely different
realms of existence and yet, somehow, one connected with the
other. This is how I try to understand the connection between

this world and the hereafter.

Might not death be an upgrading, an elevation to a higher

level of evolution?

I know that there are many who find comfort in certain
phrases in our prayer book such as "by love are they remembered
and in memory they live."™ It is a beautiful statement and yet,
for me it does not go far enough. I would like to think that
those beloved ones whom I rem%?er have a more real existence than
in my memory. Some day I shall be gone and all others who
remember those whom I loved so dearly. There existence should be

independent of the memory of survivors.




It is at all conceivable that there can be some continuation
of existence without a body? Can we imagine the spiritual to
survive without a brain? Could mind and personality continue

without the sustaining physical body?

Rabbi Louis Jacobs of England suggested an analogy from our
space exploration. When we send an astronaut into space and want
him to land on the moon, we must encase him in a space suit. If
this space suit is damaged, he will die. But once he returns to
earth, he can dispense with his space suit and throw off his
restrictions to move about as he pleases. Could it be that when
a soul is sent dowﬁ to earth, it must be equipped with the
physical body, comparable to a space suit; and when the soul
returns to its place of origin, it can dispense with its physical

equipment and surrender the body?

We should be grateful that Judaism did not fix belief in the
hereafter in an official doctrine to which we must swear
allegiance. As Jews we are free to let our thoughts roam into
the unknown. We are free to speculate. We are free to give our

imagination full scope.

I, for one, am with those countless brothers and sisters of

our faith and the many hundreds and millions of people of our




great sister religion, Christianity, who draw inspiration,
courage and reassurance from that magnificent line in our 23rd

Psalm:

"Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of

death, I will fear no evil, for though art with me."

What matters is not that we know exactly the road we shall

travel after death; what matters is not that we know our future

destination; what really matters is only that we shall not be

— e ——— —r—

alone. That God is with us. at there is no place where God 13{\

il
/ not. Even as Edwin Markham said in his beautiful rhyme: A

3

\ "No soul can be forever banned,

Eternally bereft;

Who ever falls from God's right hand

Is caught into His left." 7

For me and countless others who draw their inspiration from

the Bible, the last word is Psalm 139.7-12:

"Whither shall I go from Thy spirit?

Or whither shall I flee from Thy presence?

If I ascend up into heaven, Thou art there:




- T -

If I make my bed in the netherworld, behold, Thou art
there.

If I take the wings of the morning,

And dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea;

Even there would Thy hand lead me,

And Thy right hand would hold me.

And if i say: 'Surely the darkness shall envelop me,
And the light about me shall be night;

Even the darkness is not too dark for Thee,

But the night shineth as the day;

The darkness is even as the light." Amen.
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"y (This was the alternate sermon for Kol Nidre)
r H '

; (485
f "TO LOVE, HONOR AND CHERISH"
,f By Rabbi Joshua (. Haberman

Washington Hebrew Congregation

One of the most brilliant and successful novelists of the 19th
century, Ivan Turgenev, answered the question as to how much happiness
nis success had brought him with the following comment,

"I would give up all my genius, and all my books if there were
only some woman, somewhere, who cared whether or not I came home late
for dinner."

If you can name one person who loves you, one person who
really cares, one person whom you can count on to sacrifice for you,
to rejoice in your success, to console you in defeat ... if you have
one such person to whom you can tell all and fear nothing, do you
realize how fortunate you are? Do you know what a great treasure you
have?

You expected all this when you entered marriage. Most likely
your wedding service included the exchange of a vow to "love, honor
and cherish" each other throughout Tife.

Why is it that a relationship which beains with such a lofty
aim so often and so badly misses the mark?

Tonight, Kol Nidre, the night when we recall the vows and
promises we have made, and how short we have fallen of fulfillina them,
we shall consider this most important of all vows a person can ever

make, the vow to be a partner for life. Whatever is excellent about



T

the Jewish people is rooted in the strength of the Jewish marriage. In
the quality of the Jewish home, in the fulfillment of the promise "to
love, honor and cherish" one another throughout Tife.

Roy Wilkins, president of the NAACP, in the most courageous
speech of his life, once challenged the black community to match its
fight against discrimination with an equally great effort for self
improvement. He pointed to the example of a high school in the Bronx
and said,

"Look at the names of the top graduates of that school. You
will see the Feinbergs and the Goldsteins. Why? Because their
mothers sat down with those boys and told them to go to school and
to learn...."

The astonishing success of the American Jew cannot be explained
apart from the strength of the Jewish home. Each of our children, with
rare exceptions, has had the advantage of a set of parents who stayed
together, whose love for each other and for their offspring filled
the child with security and self confidence which made possible high
achivement. The Jewish home fostered pride of heritage and self respect
which no amount of anti-Semitic abuse could ever destroy. Our poet,
Heinrich Heine, saw in the Jewish family

"A haven of rest from the storms that rage around the very
gates of the ghettos, nay, a fairy palace in which the bespattered
objects of the mob's derision threw off_their garb of shame and
resumed the loyal attire of freedom. The home was the place where

the Jew was at his best."
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Later, Heine wrote a poem about the Jew's struggle to make a

1iving in the non-Jewish world in which he reffered to the fable of
the charmed prince who changes from human being into a monster and vice
versa. Outside his home the Jew, struggling for a living in a dog
eat dog world, becomes like a dog. On the Sabbath, however, when he
returns to his family, he undergoes a magic transformation:

But on every Friday evening

On a sudden, in the twilight,

The enchantment weakens, ceases,

And the dog once more is human.

(Ausubel, page 334)

Heinrich Heine, through poetic intuition, caught a basic truth
which is now well documented by research in human behavior, psychology
and sociology. A good home is the central factor in allaying and
humanizing the demonic, beastly element of human nature. A competitive
public life brutalizes men and women. Precious few are those who
would play the part of the good Samaritan toward strangers. It is
different at home. Within our family circle we want to be open to
each other; we want to share; we are ready to help and sac-rifice;
we suffer and rejoice with those we love. It is possible to replace
the home as a physical shelter for bed and board but there is absolutely
no substitute for the home as a school ofmutual Tove and trust, as the
place in which to develop the tender qualities which make us truly
human.

How sure are we now that the Jewish home and family still measure

up to such standards? How sure are we that Jewish parents are still

worthy of reverence? How sure are we that our people still maintain
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that purity of family 1ife which guaranteed the stability of the home?
There is alarming evidence that the Jewish home is undergoing

change, mostly for the worse. A permissiv e attitude toward infidelity

makes a mockery of the solemn commitment of husband wife to be life

partners. Members of the household, each going his own way, drive

off in different directions, growing ever more alienated. They live

as transients in their own home, sharing less and less with one

another. Is there something inevitable about the growing rate of

disintegration and divorce? Or, can the trend be reversed?

“To Tove, honor and cherish" -- what does each promise mean?

1. Love
One of the finest moments of the modern theater is a scene of
tenderness and warm humor in that extraordinary musical play, "Fiddler
on the Roof." Tevya has just explained to his wife, Golda, that one
of their daughters has decided to marry a young man with whom she is
in love. Suddenly, Tevya turns to his wife of many years and asks,
"Do vou love me?"
What a foolish question; she's embarrassed: "Do I what?" He
repeats, "Do you love me?"
"Do I Tlove you? For 25 years I've washed your clothes, cooked
your meals, cleaned your house, given you children..."
Tevya insists: "But do you love me?"
Again she won't answer directly but the conclusion is obvious.
For 25 years I've lived with him
Fought with him, starved with hin.

25 years my bed is his
If that's not love, what is?
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In the end, she playfully concedes, "I suppose I do."

Golda's reply reminds us that love in marriage is a many splendored
thing and the splendor is not only in the foam of pleasure but also in
the strong drink of hardship which the couple drains from the cup of
life. 'The splendor is in the loving dedication of endless chores for
the welfare of the family. Inseparable from love is that ethical
quality which we describe with the words duty, responsibility,
sacrifice, giving the family priority over personal convenience
and desire.

A good marriage is one which is strengthened by obstacles faced
together by the partners.

True Tove is fired more on the altar of sacrifice than on the
alter of incense. Beautiful moments are l1ike a rare fragrance whose
time is brief. But, the fire of sacrifice is a perpetual flame. It
must never go out.

What is the difference between free love and love in marriage?
Free love is free insofar as it makes no sacrifices and no commitments.
It is essentially the shared egotism of two persons. After slaking
your thirst for love you can run. The love consecrated in marriage
seeks more to give than to take from each other. It is the
acceptance of full and unconditobnal responsibility for each other.

A woman once came to a marriage counsellor and complained of

her discontent in the marriage.
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"What is the matter with your marriage" asked the counsellor.
"Does your husband drink too much? Beat you? Is he unfaithful?"

“No,"she said,"He just does not make me happy."

The counsellor turned to the woman and asked,

"What are you contributing to his life? The purpose of
marriage is to be partner, not just a consumer."

The unethical marriage partner takes the consumer attitude
to Tife. To him people are just 1ike lemons to be squeezed. Why?
Their approach is "what can I get out of this?"

The ethical partner knows that no one has the right to consume
happiness without producing it.

There may be some here toniaht who blame themselves for not
achieving their ambitions, for falling short of potential succes,
for not living up to their promise. Have another look at yourself
under the measuring yard of William Lyon Phelps who said,

"Every person who is happily married is a successful person
even if he has failed in everything else."

You are rich in the immeasurable wealth of the heart if you
share in unconditional love with your spouse, a love that is
inexhaustible because neither side measures what it is getting but
rather each gives his all to the other. As the Bible put it so
simply and ever-lastingly:

"I belong to my beloved and my beloved belongs to me."
This is the promise you made when you vowed to love. 1In the

ethical sense it means to give. You cannot separate love from ethics.
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2. Honor

Of all the promises we make, the most difficult to keep is the
promise to honor one's spouse. Love in a good marriage grows as the
partners become more and more dependent upon each other. But, mutual
respect has a tendency of declining, even in the better marriages. As
the proverb goes, "familiarity breeds contempt."

In the day by day contact of home life, it is impossible not
to expose one's weaknesses, faults and failinas. The maks of refine-
ment which we wear on the outside, comes off in the intimacy of the
home. Tensions and frustrations accumulated elsewhere often explode
at the dinner table. When a bad day brings out the worst in us, we
abuse our partner with spitefulness. Even the little irritations do
major damage. It was a wise father who warned his daughter on her
wedding day that "the grave of love is excavated with Tittle digs."

Arnold Bennett said, "Ninety percent of the friction of daily
life is caused by your tone of voice."

This leads us to a truth of special relevance for us this
day. You cannot maintain a lasting relationship without the repair
work of forgiveness. The art of forgiveness is not for saints, but
is a necessity for people who want to save their marriage.

Among the wisest rules for married couples are the following
two:

1. Dont taunt one another with past mistakes. Don't keep
saying, "I told you so." As Benjamin Franklin said, "Before marriage

keep both your eyes open; after marriage, keep them half shut.”
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2. The second point is " don't let the sun go down upon a
quarrel. Settle it, one way or the other the same day."

It is the mark of the unforgiving person that he cannot stop
reminding his spouse of past mistakes. He cannot forget the hurts
and insults of a quarrel.

We should all Tearn the art of forgiveness suggested by
the word "kippur." Kippur means covering up, putting a cover on
something so that you can no longer see it.

In our relationship with God, we think of divine love and
compassion as the covering of His love over our sins. The sin will
not go away but it may be covered up by God's mercy.

In regard to our neighbor, humility must do the coverina up
over our disturbed relationship. It is easier to forgive someone
else if you believe that all of us are at fault at various times.

We confess our sins collectively so as to express the idea
that we are all involved in each other's wrongdoing. We don't just
forget the evil done to us by our neighbor, but we learn to tolerate
it as we become conscious of our own quilt.

Is there a covering up of the contempt which familiarity may
breed between husband and wife? What could renew and strengthen
respect between husband and wife?

At the deepest level a husband and wife will respect each
other not merely for the qualities each possesses but because of what
each represents.

Why do we feel such respect for bride and groom as they stand

together at the wedding altar?
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It is because they are about to "inaugurate somethina really novel
in the world; their particular home and their union is 1ikely to result
in the birth of new human beings who would never have been born, in
all eternity, apart from the particular decision" of this couple to
love, honor and cherish each other. In their decision, they offer
themselves as the quarry from which God will hew new life. Their
children, nurtured with love and patiently shaped and squared will be
the building blocks of God's temple on earth. As lona as husband and
wife can see each other in this 1liaht, their mutual respect will be

based upon a sanctity that transcends them both.

3. Cherish

The third promise made at marriage, "to cherish" means to "hold
dear," to "value highly." It is the least understood promise of them
all.

A number of people turn to marriage as though it were an answer
for all difficulties. In reality it means more difficulties and more
burdens than a bachelor's 1ife. The reward of a successful marriage is
a fuller and easier life. llhatever the blessing of marriage, it is no
bargain. "To cherish," to hold dear -- there is nothing dearer -- nothing
more demanding than the commitment required of marriage partners.

Almost everv marital problem boils down to the necessity of
making sacrifices for one's spouse. It is the refusal of the sacrifice,
an ethical failure, which breaks up the home.

The Danish philosopher, Soren Kierkegaard, said, "The door to
happiness opens outward." It is not waiting to receive, but our

eagerness to give, our readiness to sacrifice, our going forth to meet
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our partner's need that leads to happiness in marriage.

Conclusion

On Yom Kippur every Jew makes his "chesbon ha-nefesh," his
self asséssment, the reckoning of his conscience. HNothing deserves
greater attention than the quality of our home and marriage. The
united and loving family is the pilot project of the messianic age.
It suggests the possibility of perfection within the larger human
family that spans the world.

To love, honor and cherish...have you fulfilled these promises?

Is your love the craving of one who consumes, or the gift of
one who is dedicated to his partner and accepts responsibility for
him?

Has your home the atmosphere of sanctity in which respect
between husband and wife may flourish?

Do you bring to the one you cherish the measure of sacrifice
that would prove your devotion? No marriage can ever be left as is.
It is never final or complete. Rather, as the wise Andre Maurois

said, "Marriage is an edifice that needs to be rebuilt every day."

AMEN
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One of the most brilliant and successfu] novelists of the 19th
Wﬁw«f _ ,
century, Ivan Turgene%&hanswered he quest1on as to how much happiness
his success had brought him with the following comﬁent,

"I would give up all my genius, and all my books if there were
only some woman, somewhere, who cared whether or not I came home late
for dinner."

If you can name one person who loves vou, one person who
really cares, one person whom you can count on to sacrifice for you,
to rejoice in your success, to console you in defeat ... if you have
one such person to whom you can tell all and fear nothina, do you
realize how fortunate you are? Do you know what a great treasure you
.have?

You expected all this when=yéu:entaned marriage. Most likely

your wedding service included the exchange of a vow to "love, honor

and cherish" each other throughout Tlife. .
it W"gsl %
VA SUER

~ Why is it that a relat1onsh1p.ahzjgbbih:ns

a¥mso-often snd=So-taddty misses the marl{f M*C""’*ﬁlh > Miflroc (,-vvvr&/:l e
1o ho,ax— r moviFl hypnnaess k;dwuw. Tt 3otrage o uad At e.“,‘{e MBpr 'f,..a, UsA is 9,5
niaght, Kol H1dre, the night when we reta11 the vows ‘and X : .

promises we have made, and how short we have fallen of fulfillina them,
we shall consider this most important of all vows a person can ever

make, the vow to be a partner for life. Whatever is excellent about
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the Jewish people is rooted in the strength of the Jewish marriage. In
the quality of the Jewish home, in the fulfillment of the promise "to
love, honor and cherish" one another throughout life.

Roy Wilkins, president of the NAACP, in the most courageous
speech of his 1ife, once challenged the black community to match its
fight against discrimination with an equally great effort for self
improvement. He pointed to the example of a high school in the Bronx
and said,

"Look at the names of the top graduates of that school. You
will see the Feinbergs and the Goldsteins. Why? Because their
mothers sat down with those boys and told them to go to school and
to learn...."

The astonishing success of the American Jew cannot be explained

Most
apart from the strength of the Jewish home. _&&h of our children=wth

'canazaﬂcep£i3§§§:§as had the advantage of a set of parents who stayed

‘together, whose love for each other and for their offspring filled

the child with security and self confidence which made possible high

achivement. Jhe-dewish—homefostered pride-of -heritage and self-respect

= : abu o0} Our poet,

Heinrich He1pe1)s P ?heﬂﬂéqesh faﬁi}y s - \ “r L- s ol
" J'A,;rav n» of\r' 1: r‘okrg“r ’;he ktoﬁr\ hat‘ r‘aqe{ gund /fh =ve/k
,ﬁétesrof ttf qhiFtos, ay f ﬂ‘l f'paiake11n h1c¥ the b spa

¥ f A\
1pbaghts ot/ he:mﬂ»% gpg\ {ﬁn t: ew off ‘their garb of sha&g

H
] umed the 10y/1 attire oﬁhfgggdom ) The home was the p]ace where
| the Jew was at h1s best."
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Later, Heine wrote a poem about the Jew's struggle to make a

living |1n the nqxr‘demsh/yﬁrr‘fﬂ in whic
”f'MMfa‘.’, /,__,/ = g 7 ! o
: . 4 ] : -
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—returns to his family, he-unde

But on every Friday evening

On a sudden, in the twilight,
The enchantment weakens, ceases,
And the dog once more is human.

e gAusubeI , page 334)

l&einrich Heine, through poetic 1ntu1t1omcaught a basic truth
\-H—-\- i -

—vhich=+s_now Wl documented by research in % behaviorfw '
~and=soeiodagy. A good home is the central factor in allaying and
humaniziﬁg the demonic, beastly element of human nature. A competitive
public 1ife brutalizes men and women. <Precious few are-those -who
would-play-the part-of-the qood Samaritan toward strangers. It is
different at home. Within our family circle we want to be open to
each other‘ ye—vant=te-share) we—are=ready—te help and sac-rificep
bé suffer and rejoice with those we loveﬁt is possible to replace

%“ tia S06nl 1\ Ste
the home as a physical she]ter‘A \Ee and board ‘but there is absolutely

A

no substitute for the home as m ofmutual Tove and trust, as=the—

_~—place—in-uhi
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"To love, honor and cherish" -- what does each promise mean?

-(ORY) |,
[ n 5 VWM”I e love

One of the finest moments of the modern theater is a scene of

tenderness=and-warm humor in that extraordinary musical ¢#aw, "Fiddler
on the Roof." Tevya has just explained to his=wife, Goldag that one
of their daughters has decided to marry a young man with whom she is
in love. Suddenly, Tevya turns to his wife of many years and asks,
"Do you love me?"
What a ?oo]ish question; she's embarrassed: "Do I what?" He
repeats, "Do you Tove me?"
"Do I love you? For 25 years I've washed your clothes, cooked
your meals, cleaned your house, given you children..."
Tevya insists: "But do you love me?"
Again she won't answer directly but the conclusion is obvious.
For 25 years I've lived with him
Fought with him, starved with hin.

25 years ny bed is his
If that's not Tove, what is?
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In the end, she playfully concedes, "I suppose I do."

Golda's reply reminds us that love in marriage is a many splendored
~not only 44rdbhe-dkﬁnaqaﬁgp1easure but also fi
the_strong-drink-of hardship which the couple drains from the cup of

Tife. ‘The splendor is jin-the—toving-dedication=of endless chores for

S ———
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the welfare of the family. Inseparable from love. is that ethical

quality which we describe with the}rords duty;arespons1b111tyv’aﬂyﬁﬂﬁif
£ ]
saevrifice, giving the fami{§)£H1or1t over personal convenience

and desire.

7.,—~—A good marriage issepe-which=is strengthened by obstacles faced

~~___together by the partners. : | ==t »Efff;”f -
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~Whatis the difference between free love and love in marriage?
Free love is free insofar as it makes nQ-sacrifices-and. no commitments.

It is enaaa!éﬁi&gbthe shared egotism of two persons. After slaking
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your thirst for love you can run. Th~“1qve cons:nrated in marriage .
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“Hh is the matter w1th your rnarmaqe“ asked the counsellor. %S
"Does your husband drink too much? Beat\you? Is he unfaithful?™. \
"No,"she said,"He just does not make me happy." :]
r/.f

he counseﬂor turned to the woman and asked,

5 "HhaLax:e. ,.g_g_u_ ecntmbutmq—trhﬂ Tife? *Me-purpose-of - Sl !9"‘“‘/"“ M

S b :
< -m&mmq&'r y%ia partner,-4dt=gust~a. consumers "

“takes the consumer-attitude

~ The ethical partner Knows that no one has the right to consume

M= happmess ~without pmdﬂﬂﬂﬂ—-i t.

il

a2 A Ther'e may be some here tomqht who b]ane thenseWes for not L

achieving their ambitions, for falling short of potential succes, Ar,rp,d/

for not 1living up to their promise. -Have another look at yourself

under the measuring yard of William Lyon Phelps who said, |

"Every person who is happily married is a successful person

even if he has faﬂed in everything 'eTs_e." T —
You are rich in the immeasurable wealth of the heart if you
shar'eg.a;urE uncond'ttmna] love wa%h:yﬁn;m = v *"}.Q '/‘Le#
/v-q

b E‘ﬂ‘&.&.j}tﬁ_’
ible-because neither-side measuréf’what 4t is getting bt o.of 7
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his all to the other. As the Bible put it so

simply and ever-lastingly:
"I belong to my beloved and my beloved belongs to me.

This is the promise you made when you vowed to Tovg. Jin t )

‘ethical sen§ef-'1t means /to give./ You_ cannot separate 1/o-ve /ﬁ on/ ethics.
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2. Honor
0f all the promises we make, the most difficult to keep is the
promise to honor one's spouse. +tove -in-a good marriage grows as-the
partners become more and more dependent upon-each other:——Ba%3}4utua1

LAl d—j’_z:{J

respect has a tendency of dec11n1nq, even in the better marr1age§4 ﬁs;
< G : G
ae&g "familiarity breeds contempt."
C

T ﬂﬁq day by day contact éf=heme=life;, it is impossible not
to expose one's weaknesses, faults and failings. The mqsk:of refine-

ment which we wear on the outside, comes off in the 1nt1macynz£ the
b_mxf: 10w

home. Tensions and frustrations j1often explode

at the dinner table. When a bad day brings out the worst in us, we )i %;1_“_
abuse our partnerf«i&hsamddégﬁi;2;;%7 €ven the little irritations do
major damage. It was a wise father who warned his daughter on her
wedding day that "the grave of love is excavated with 1ittle digs."
Arnold Bennett said, "Ninety percent of the friction of daily
life is caused by your tone of voice."
i This leads us to a truth of special relevance for us this
day. You cannot maintain a lasting relationship without the repair
work of forgiveness. The art of forgiveness is not for saints, but
is-a-necessity. fog:igégppfgﬁho want to save their marriage.
Among the wisest rules for married couples are the following
two:
1. Dont taunt one another with past mistakes. Don't keep
saying, "I told you so." As Benjamin Franklin said, "Before marriage

keep both your eyes open; after marriage, keep them half shut.”
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2. The second point is " don't Tet the sun go down upon a
quarrel. Settle it, one way or the other the same day." :

- It is the mark of the unforgiving person that he cannot stop
reminding his spouse of past mistakes. He cannot forget the hurts
and insults of a quarrel.

We should all learn the art of forgiveness suggested by
the word "kippur." Kippur means covering up, putting arggggr on
something so that you can no longer see it. |

In our relationship with God, we think of divine love and
compassion as tth% covering ®FE=His=leve over our sins. The sin will
not go away but it may be covered up by God's mercy.

In regard to our neighbor, humility must do the coverina up
over our disturbed relationship. It is easier to forgive someone
else if you believe that all of us are at fault at various times.

We confess our sins collectively so as to express the idea
that we are all involved in each other's wrongdoing. We don't just
forget the evil done to us by our neighbor, but we learn to tolerate
it as we become conscious of our own quilt.

Is there a covering up of the contempt which familiarity may
breed between hushand and wife? What could renew and strengthen
respect between husband and wife?

At the deepest 1eve1 a husband and wife will respect each
other not merely for the qualities each possesses but because of what
each represents. T\i‘v Lk 35 /od*-&vé /QO/W /ﬂ&MCVﬂ* /51

]}w&,\,mfram of [
~Yhy do we fiet- such respect for bride-and-groom-as—they—stand—
together-at the wedding -altar? _
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d will be
the building blocks of God's temple on earth. As lona as husband and
wife can see each other in this light, their mutual respect will be

based upon a sanctity that transcends them both.

3. Cherish

The third promise made at marriage, "to cherish" means to "hold
dear," to "value highly." It is the least understood promise of them
all.

A number of people turn to marriage as though it were an answer
for all difficulties. In reality it means more difficulties and more
burdens than a bache]or's life. The reward of a successful marriage is

P,cﬂmu’h; e

a ful]er anéﬁeas1er Tife. Whatever the blessing of marriage, it is nof~7fbv«f3xeg :

“To cherish," to hold dear -- there is nothina dearer -- nothing

The Danish philosopher, Soren Kierkegaard, said, "The door to

happiness opens outward." It is not waiting to receive, but our

eagerness to give, our readiness to sacrifice, our going forth to meet
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our partner's need that leads to happiness in marriage.

Conclusion

On Yom Kippur every Jew makes his "chesbon ha-nefes

" his

P —
self assessment, the reckoning of his conscience./ Nothing %eserves
greater attention than thé§qua1ity of qur home any marriage.- Th
united and loving family i9 the pilot project of the mes§ianic age.

It suggests the [possibility of perfection within the larder human

family that spans the/world..

To love, honor and :herish;..ha%e you' ful ‘11kd t esefpromi es?

/ Is your 10\7 the cr*ving of one Who ¢onsum sj or t e/g'ift 0

a I
ne who is dedicated to his\partnﬁr and %ccq&ts responsibi ny for

.II K‘

him? . ‘ \ o/
~in Which

Has your T ne the atﬁosdhere o spect |

between husband ai wife may f1¢urish? | {

Do you brifg to the oneiyou cherish the measure of sacrifice |
that would prove your devotion?E/—ﬂE—EEFFﬁéQe‘tan ever be left as is.
It is never fiqa] é;uﬁbmﬁTete. Rather, as the wise Andre Maurois

said, "Marriage is an edifice that needs to be rebuilt every day."

AMEN
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