x
rramad THE JACOB RADER MARCUS CENTER OF THE

AMERICAN JEWISH ARCHIVES

MS-915: Joshua O. Haberman Papers, 1926-2017.
Series A: Sermons and Prayers, 1940-2016.
Subseries 1: High Holidays, 1941-2016, undated.

Box Folder

Sermons and notes, 2004-2006.

For more information on this collection, please see the finding aid on the
American Jewish Archives website.

3101 Clifton Ave, Cincinnati, Ohio 45220
513.487.3000
AmericanJewishArchives.org



Fopem Pov Merimens Six bt
F!og A.‘gyﬁkcu;:ajz ahdeéxﬂ\. >
fle;gd'(]/l\zm%,gw ) CL/ﬁWM
[;(37 Tl Ag’hkwﬁ.ib\ué_,%/ [ hebip e > That
. IEMAR- ) DR K W%Wﬁ/ﬁp rod ¢ /

V‘U%c i 0209 ﬁL/

Huw Gooyniske G ERET <

—



/ B A S iy o)
el —{o —~La_ helie/
W= W J ?f;u_f:':? VY
Ay /XVL.Q/@VLO AT s e EsE p@sgfmﬂk
T | ] = A

f—






I. [~vou- OWTV(’M(/\}h W 54”‘7”“"

! 4TINS ﬂ%h(“ oL G~
by e }»% /S boetifdese

! () Lr/9 i b /um/f‘/;va,TW”“’;fﬁ (758

claky Aerdin
gm&?ﬂ oy .@_M,Z/ (:fy o T

! lx&ﬂwa.m/fvﬂcﬂbmmﬁ/-w--

i < o/ C
(‘;L’ZLK S e e
T o, hernid ) pee At | ALCANE—
r\f@ %

k?‘c{#ﬂ/ﬁ?
h[‘ldé Ciifd'**‘-“‘— JM

G erant H'.LJ;M Sed 4 {w:.,-‘{/cu{ . ’Juﬁéjj

o MJ WM&ME,

l - 5,
Y %M—M wme . h “71.2'&4,-{‘ e




113 FUNERAL SERVICE

211737 °29 QI 2y nroan
My grief is incurable, my heart is sick within me.
Jerentiah 8:18

YR TNPR TY) O YRT A D
SBYNI 270 DR N12)2) DY T123N)
O that my head were water, and my cyes a fountain of

tears, that I might weep day and night. . . .
Jeremiah 8:23

Fear not dearh; we are destined ro die. We share it with
all who ever lived, with all who ever will be. Bewail che
dead, hide not your grief, do not restrain your mourning.
Bur remember that continuing sorrow is worse than death.
When the dead are at rest, let their memory rest, and be
consoled when the soul departs.

Death is better than a life of pain, and eternal rest than
constant sickness.

Seek not to understand what is roo difficult for you,
search not for what is hidden from you. Be not over-
occupied with whar is beyond you, for you have been shown
more than you can understand.

As a drop of water in the sea, as a grain of sand on the
shore are man’s few days in eternity. The good things in
life last for limited days, bur a good name endures forever.

O God, our Father, You redeem our souls from the grave,
You are the Rock of our salvation. Forsake us not in ome of
rrouble, in days of distress and desolation. Help us to en-
dure, O Lord, for we have placed our hope in You.

after Ben Sira




Israel soon and speedily.May His great Name be blessed forever and ever.
Blessed, praised, glorified, exalted, elevated, adored and raised up for
praise be the Name of the Holy One; blessed be He, beyond any blessing and
song, praise and consolation that are uttered in the world.
My there be abundant peace from Heaven and life, upon us and upon all
Israel.
What, in plain words, is the Kaddish saying to the mourner and to

all of us who crave understanding and a vision beyond death?
The clue is the lavish outpouring of praise for God in the Kaddish.
What it says is, you who are weeping over the passing of life, know that
there is One Who is £ bigger than life. Seek comfort in your connection
with the One Whom we praise above all things in this world.
Don’t think about death as annihilation, as being cut-off from the world
and God. We haver_ﬁnbreakable bond with God, as envisaged by the
author of Psalm 139:

Whither shall I go from Your spirit?

Or, whither shall I flee from Your presence?

If I ascend into heaven, You are there;

If I make my bed in the nether-world,

Behold You are there. (ps.139.7-8)

Maimonides suggested that the pathway to serenity is

the recognition that ultimately only God matters, nothing else.

Even life is only dust and to dust must return. But you partake of God’s
eternity to the extent that you connect with God.

Yitgadal v 'vitkadash...Magnified and sanctified be His great Name in

the world which He created according to His will and let us say, Amen.
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LONG ISLAND’'S NEWEST Lu)mly HOTEL

duia,
HOTEL & CONFERENCE CENTER

220-33 NORTHERN BLVD. / BAYSIDE, LI, N.Y. 11361 (718) 631-5900
FAX: (718) 2799080 (800) 272-3742
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We Invitg/you to stay at Our Other Hospitality Specialists Properties

Cadillac, M| ChampaignfUrbana, IL Columbus, OH-South
(231) 779-2900 (217) 337-1100 (614) 539-1177
Grand Rapids, MI-North Janesville, Wi E. Lansing, M
(616) 647-1000 (608) 754-4900 (517) 324-2072
Muskegon, Mi St. Joseph, MI Traverse City, M
(231) 799-8333 (616) 429-2700 (231) 946-8900

Hampton Inn & Suites
Petoskey, MI (231) 348-9555
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@ Diana Walker

Matthew JT. Stepanek, best known as “Mattie,” has
been vriting poetry and short stories since age three.
His first three books of poetry are titled Heartsongs,

Journey Through Heartsongs, and Hope Through

Hearfsongs. Mattie is a frequent public speaker who

has appeared on Oprah, Good Morning America, and
Larry King and has had his poetry published in news-
papers and magazines nationwide. In 2002, Mattie has
been awarded the Children’s Hope Medal of Honor, the
Verizon Courage Award, and the Humanitarian Award
from the Pediatric Nursing Dociety of America.
Mattie serves as the Manyland State (Goodwill
Ambassador for the Muscular Dystrophy Association,
as well 2s the National Goodwill Ambassador for
2002. He lives in Maryland, with his mother, Jeni,
where he is homeschooled.

Look for future books in the Heartsongs series.
Mso available on Hyperion AudioBooks.

VSP Books

I AYPERION!

08/02
www.HyperionBooks.com




Celebrate the World

We had cake at school today.

It was a celebration,

But it wasn't anybody’s birthday.

It was a celebration

Of the world.

The world needs a birthday celebration.
The world has lots and lots of friends,
And | am one of the world’s friends,
S0 | celebrated today.

| said thank you to the world,

And thank You to Giod for the world,
And also,

Thank you for the cake

That made it a celebration of life!

it QMH 4 e ofd !

3

/




SEP-25-2024 16:22 FROM:JULIUS S PIUER M,D. 301 4636<59 TO: 3815855687

K.

"&—"\J

DEATHISNOTSTRANGE

Death 5 not suange.
Suange is life,

That flesh can think,
And body believe,

‘That dust can sing:
That a ciod

Foraman's life-time
Can house God.

Tnat dead things live
When touched by God's breath,

15 the miracie,
Mot death,

Jaseph Lefrwich
G-'UURF&REHTS WERETOCOMEBACKTODAY
What would we say to them? Here ure six questions o think ahout:

. What would you say to yoar paoents that you never found the ume or knew the
way to say i tham when they were alive?

2. Whar woeld you wish that they cughs have ived to sec?
i Whar would you not want them 1o know?
4 Ifthey came back, would they approve of how we live crnot?
5  How have we chunged since they left us?
6 Would we tregt them differently if we had them bavk mw‘?j
Rabbi Hillel Silverman
[SHALL NOT OGO ALONE
1 know not when [ go or where
From this familiar scens;
But He is here and He is there,
And when | leave this life [ know,
For that dim vast unknown,

Though lzts | stay, or soon [ go,
1 shall not go alone.



About Living (Part ) |

Life!

Something

To be celebrated. ..
Something

To be savored...

While it lasts.

For although

Life is wonderful,

Life is not forever.
People grow older,

And then they die.
Some people even die
Before they grow older.
Dying may seem

Dad and scary,

But once death is over,
We can actually Live
Forever in Heaven,

Sasi 00 (Bf/{ [0 )
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About Living (Part Il)

Although | am
Gireatly anticipating
(x0ing to Heaven
When | die,

| would really like

To finish my life

On earth as a mortal
For a long time first.

But, ‘l
| know that life

On earth is limited.

And,

| know that Life

In Heaven is eternal.

Do,

Every day,

‘No matter who we are,

What we do, or \

Where we are,

We must iﬁlg!;_rat&

The gift of life on carth
While we have i,

For Elv-e-r._

s [ Ve )

4 \




I was fascinated by a newspaper story about a former
Palestinian terrorist, Wahid Shoebat, who became an ardent
Christian Zionist. As a young man, Wahid took part in attacks
against Israelis. Born in Bethlehem, he was taught wschool that
Jews are descendants of monkeys and pigs’ He threw a bomb

to the roof of a bank in Jerusalem. After spending time in jail he
moved to the USA and married a Christian woman. She
persuaded him to read the Bible. It turned into an eye-opener,
leading him to abanden Islam and convert to Christianity. He
went through a complete change of mind from wanting to

destroy Jews and the State of Israel to fighting for Israel
theologically and politically. He went on lecture tours
encouraging Jews to make Aliyah to strengthen the state of
Israel.

What can we do for Israel? First, we must keep ourselves well
informed. Second, make regular pilgrimages to Israel as often
as possible. Third, write your congressman and senator to
support Israel as America’s ally in the troubled Middle East.

And now, let us pray that God protect and preserve the
promised land so that the light of its prophets and saints might
shine brightly , make the right go forth according to the truth
and help bring peace to our world.



A Question About the Christian Embassy - jhabel91%agmail.com - Gmail Page 2 of 2

ISRAEL IN THE LIGHT OF PROPHECY

The re-establishment of the state of Israel must be understood
in the light of Biblical prophecy. Israel is the fulfillment of

Isaiah 60. 1-3 :

“Arise, shine , for thy light is come, and the glory of the Lord is
risen upon thee. For, behold, darkness shall cover the earth,
and gross darkness the peoples. But upon thee the Lord will
arise, and his glory shall be seen upon thee.”

“darkness shall cover the earth and gross darkness the
peoples”---We live on the brink of world destruction. If Iran is
free to develop nuclear weapons, there will be nuclear war and
the end of humanity.

“Isaiah referred to a “gross darkness of the peoples.” Indeed we
live in times of genocide, when peoples are exterminated,

when lIsis boasts of the decapitation of innocent persons and
burns alive prisoners of war; when Assad butchers hundreds of
thousand citizens and all the states of the Middle East, except
Israel, are dictatorships.

In this context Israel stands out as a shining light of freedom
and compassion. In Israel no one is decapitated; no prisoner is
burned alive; women enjoy equal rights, drive automobiles
which they are forbidden in Saudi Arabia. In the Middle East

Israel is as Isaiah 42.6 says anjouag 21¢ “alight unto the
nations.”

https:/fmail. google.com/mailu )/ 2/51201F
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by Noelle Barton
Staff Wiriter

president and Nobel !"L‘nm Prize

Stepanek dtt‘(? June 22 of complications re-
lated to his rare form of muscular dystroph

oy

te honor the
i ifi: emaker from
Rockville, ind show host and media
maven Oprah Pﬁ:ﬁni ‘Lord of the Rings"”
star Sean Astin, talk show host Montel
Williams and young country singer Billy
Gilman. .
|[C"} Montgomery County fire officials
a Stepanek a full firefighter's funeral as an
orary member of the International A.saucw.hun
& _of Firefighters. Mattie had asked that his cas-
o ket be trans atop a fire truck and that
firefighters nide their motorcycles to the funer-
E_ al service, which they did.

More than 100 other cyclists joined those
riders on Harley Davidsons, members of vari-
ous Harley owners groups that had long sup-
ported the- fight to find a cure for muscular

\ Dibiog o tgrr__ai_fyt_sn_amh

. Catherine
Laboure Catholic Church
on Veirs Mill Road -as
friends and PWLIELE whn
only
through his tt*levmurn 1lp
E:.'ﬂ-l‘ﬂﬂﬂ‘ﬁ !'-Pt.'i‘lt two
wirs remembering him.

Stepanek
Reading letters the two had shared as he

, Carter said he

prepared to write the eul
ts on living and

came upon Mattie's tho
death.

“| choose to live until death,” Mattie wrole,
“nol spend time dying unfil death occurs.”

Continuing the fight

As another friend, Stephanie Goldklang,
put itin an interview last week, he did more

to talk to him aﬁﬁi

St mkhndmuxtold(h:h:rhe’dhke
mggtgn[ﬁ bin Laden
sace, bul thuwuld

in his 13 years than some do in 100,

Wil ﬁ Jaa:asing of Stepanck last week,
those that had known him mourmned the loss of
what Jerry Lewis, spokesman for the Muscular
Dystrophy Association, called a “shining star.”

Stepanek, who leaves his mother, Jennifer,
44, had been hospitalized at Children’s Ma-
tional Medical Center in Washington, D.C.,
since March.

Goldklang, district director for MDA in
Greenbelt, said the last two weeks of
Stepanek’s life were particularly tumul-
tuous. She recalled one of his last big events
in February when he “brought the house
down” al the 2004 Heartsongs Gala that
awarded prizes to people who embrace
Stepanek’s philosophies.

"The speech was very, very hopeful, bul
he knew, 1 think, that he wasn't doing so
well,” Goldklang said. "It was almost like he
knew his time was precious, and he was say-
ing vou need to continue this fight.”

A couple of weeks later, Stepanek entered
the hospital for the last time.

Though his small-framed body was un-
able to process oxygen normally, Stepanek
breathed new life into the MDA's annual
Labor Day telethon.

YiIMourners gather to remember Mattie’s Ilfe

the best within themselves, It was easy to for-

_ get how sick he was because his megawatt

personality just made you want to smile.”
Bnrn July 17, 1990, in Prince Leorge's
STepanck was one of

atht‘. ac-
cording to an MDA press reluasc about the
boy's death. | has the adult ‘onset
form of the dI'SE‘ﬁ'i{." She and Mattie's

1V l"t a {1

ry to
is brother, according

to the MDA release. Several years later his
%Mwwmgﬁ" brought
im natipnal and later intemational fame. He
went on to pen Euu.uumaml.g&.h.ub
“Heartsongs” topped the New York

Times bestseller list in 2001.

He once said poetry “is a way that you
can inspire others while you're expressing
your true feclings.”

After the publication of his first book,

frey show, G
Tarry King Live, as well as a feature in Peo-
ple magazine. e

“Mattie was something special, something — Tl was my heart inspiration,” Winfrey,

very special,” Jerry Lewis said in a statement.
*His example made people want to reach for

said, placing her hand over her heart. "t'_f_ids'
heart song left a big heart print for me.”

——




PATHWAYS To SCREN(TY b PEACEOF /M)

INTRODUCTORY STORY FOR Y.K. STUDY SESSION

Two orthodox Jews were taking a short break from their
Yom Kippur morning service when they saw two Reform Jews
walking out of their synagogue a block away, heading straight
to a restaurant nearby. One of the orthodox Jews, somewhat
shocked, said to the Reform Jewish pair whom he knew:
“Aren’t you fasting today?”

“No,” said one of them, “our rabbi gave a sermon, telling us
that ritual and ceremonial observances are not so important.
What counts is living an ethical life all year long.”
With these words, he and his friend walked into the restaurant for
lunch. _

Said the other orthodox Jew to his friend: “Have you ever
heard anything as ridiculous as thatt The rabbi preaches a
sermon, and , then, these Reformers must keep an ethical life

all year long"-

And now, it is time to get serious........



PATHWAYS TO SERENITY AND PEACE OF MIND

Joshua O, Haberman
Yom Kippur, Sept. 25, "04
Washington Hebrew Congregation

Charles Dickens opened his TALE OF TWO CITIES,
referring to the upheavals of the French Revolution, with a
series of contradictions:

[t was the best of times. It was the worst of times.

It was the age of wisdom. It was the age of foolishness.

It was the season of light. It was the season of darkness.

It was the spring of hope. It was the winter of despair.
Today, in the aftermath of 2 world wars, the holocaust, more
genocides and, now, global terrorism, we seem to be heading
into an age of unrelieved darkness, a long winter of despair
and far out of sight is the age of wisdom, the season of light

and the spring of hope !

A New Yorker, walking down Braodway, saw a little boy

crossing the street straight into the path of a car. The man



snatched the boy to safety. Then, he snarled at the boy:
“What’s the matter, kid ? Don’t you want to grow up and have
troubles?”

Yes, we are facing a future of troubles. When will this
tailspin into chaos be arrested? What will put deviant mankind
back on track? Is there really a higher order, a system of moral
checks and balances ? Is God watching?

In the past,  some kind of universal
moral consensus could be relied upon to put restraints on
bloodshed . Is this consensus in a state of collapse? Will some
madman, driven by misguided beliefs, inflict catastrophic

destruction upon us ?

Our son, Daniel. : . is an orthodox
rabbi and scholar in Jerusalem. Recently, he caught his 3 year old
son red handed, stealing a playmate’s toy. “Moshe Chaim,”
Daniel said gravely, “don’t you know the Torah tells us
“You shall not steal.” Moshe Chaim paused for a moment and
said: ‘M pe ‘Il get a new Torah without “You shall not
steal.”

Removing any of the moral imperatives of the old Torah

would break down the pillars holding up our world — yet those




pillars are being shaken by fanatical pseudo-religious groups
loosely united in their network of terror. Isaiah’s lament was
never more timely:

“Woe unto them that call evil good, and good evil.

Woe unto them that are wise in their own eyes.” 1552021

How do you keep going in such dark and menacing times?
How face problems the individual feels helpless to deal with?
Turning the question to the private domain,-- how cope with

personal vexations for which you see no solutions?

I don’t want to sound glib and all-knowing when,
in fact, I find it extremely difficult to suggest pathways to
serenity and peace of mind in this pathological age .
However, I feel I can share with you a few points which
in my personal life have helped me retain a measure of serenity

and peace of mind.

I recently took an Amtrak train to New York and boarded
the very last car of the train and was surprised to see a sign
on the door QUIET CAR. I asked the conductor what it meant.
“No cell-phones,” — he said “and no loud conversation.”

It was the most pleasant trip to New York.




You will enhance your mental and spiritual well-being
if you will schedule regularly quiet time in a quiet
place. Give yourself a break. Get off the treadmill of
activities, jobs and tasks which crowd your daily agenda.
Listen to Psalm 127:
You who eat the bread of toil, it is vain for you
to rise up early and sit up late. vs.12.2
What the Psalmist is saying is, don’t get obsessed with the things
you do. Don’t try too hard to achieve --- because; -- the Psalmist
gives you a reason in the next sentence: \
God gives to His beloved in sleep vs 12124
This calls for an explanation: Anne Morrow Lindberg wrote
beautifully about the pacifying effects of the sea:
“As you contemplate the rolling waves for a while,
the mind, too, begins to drift, to play, to turn over
in gentle, careless rolls like those lazy waves on the beach.”
And on the beach, Mrs. Lindberg tells us, you learn to wait for

the gift of the sea:

But it must not be sought for...
Patience, patience, patience is what the sea teaches.

Patience and faith. One should lie empty, open,




choice-less as a beach, --- waiting for a gift from the sea.”
The idea expressed so well by Mrs. Lindberg is that switching,
at times, from activity to passivity is beneficial.

Without your doing, even while you are asleep, things may turn
your way. Some of the most important gains in life are not gotten
by hot pursuit but fall into your lap if only you will sit still long
enough to let it happen.

Isaac Newton was at leisure in an orchard when he saw an
apple fall from a tree. Why did the apple fall down ? The
question sparked his discovery of the law of gravitation, one of
the greatest scientific breakthroughs. An hour of unhurried
reflection may open your eyes to things you are otherwise too busy
to notice. Racing breathlessly through a busy day puts blinders on
you. You are so bent upon your agenda, you can’t
see open doors of opportunity. Do nothing for a while each day
and you will be surprised by good ideas that will pop into your
mind. God’s gifts may come to you unawares, as the Psalmist

said: God gives to His beloved in sleep.

Americans, more than any other nation, acclaim hyper-
activism and condemn non-activity. We prove our worth by
doing things. We feel guilty when we don’t do any thing.

A visitor from China was taken by his host on a long subway




ride in New York. Before they boarded the train, the Chinese
guest noticed on the parallel track another train going to the
same destination. “Why do you have two trains going the same
way? asked the Chinese. “We are taking the express train,”
explained his host, “the other is a local train. On our train, we’ll -
save at least 15 minutes.” As soon as they emerged from the
station at their destination, the Chinese sat down on a bench.
“Do you feel al-right? * asked his friend. “Perfectly fine,”
answered the Chinese, “I just want toeugey the 15 minutes
we saved on the express train.”

Anne Morrow Lindberg spoke of treasures to be found on
the seashore. You will not need to go seeking; you’ll find them
simply by waiting. Have faith that there is a generous Source in
the universe that gives freely if only you are ready to receive.
John Burroughs wrote a poem, entitled WAITING:

Serene I fold my hands and wait.
Nor care for wind nor tide nor sea;
I rave no more ‘gainst time or fate,

For lo, my own shall come to me.




Another step toward serenity is to rid yourself of the
notion that you and you alone are in charge of your life.

To begin with, it is factually mistaken, an illusion. If you
re-think some of the most important events or turning points in
your life, you’ll see that many of these were neither intended
nor planned by you but happened, due to the action of others
or due to events you did not contrive.

Ego-centrics pay a heavy price for their distorted
self-image: If you think that you are in control, you will blame
yourself for every setback since, you imagine, as
william Ernest Henley declared in his poem, Invictus,

I am the Master of my life
I am the captain of my soul
Henley’s exaggerated sense of self-determination was ridiculed
by Keith Preston, who wrote this parody of [nvictus:
I am the captain of my soul
I rule it with stern joy
And yet I think I had more fun

When I was just a cabin boy




The reality is that no one is in full control of his life. In
various degrees we are all dependent or interdependent.
We are shaped by forces other than our own far more than we
realize.  Consider again the calming influence of the ocean.
You cannot force your will upon it. The ocean is simply too
enormous, too powerful. You have to take it as is . You must
submit to its rhythm, its rising tide and the receding flow of
the ebb.  There is no sense of shame or defeat when you
acknowledge the invincible power of the sea, and yield to it. You
simply accept the inevitable, the necessity of it all. And this is
one of the secrets of serenity: to accept what must be, as Reinhold
Niebuhr said so well in his famous prayer:
God give me the serenity to accept things which cannot
be changed; Give me courage to change things that must be
changed; And the wisdom to distinguish one from the other..
“To accept things which cannot be changed’ is not a
prescription for indifference or fatalism --- it is realism, the
acceptance of limitations, the acknowledgment “I am not God.”
The late Menachem Shneerson, known to Lubavitcher
Hassidim as the Rebbe, once received a letter from a man
suffering depression. The letter read: I would like the Rebbe’s

help. I wake up each morning,



sad and anxious. I can’t concentrate. I find it hard to pray.

I observe the commandments but find no spiritual

satisfaction. I go to the synagogue but I feel alone.

[ wonder what life is all about. I need help.
The Rebbe wrote a brilliant reply without a single word. All he
did was this: He circled the first word of every sentence and
sent the letter back. The disciple understood. The Rebbe had
correctly diagnosed the cause of his problems. The encircled
word was “1.”

The ego is the biggest obstacle to peace of mind.
Many of us are our own worst enemy by exaggerated expectations,
--- not only of others but of ourselves. The perfectionist is not
satisfied with “good enough.” He wants to perform beyond
capability.
He torments himself and others with chronic discontent. Asked
how much wealth it takes to satisfy a person, John Rockefeller Sr.
said: “Just a little more.”

Up to a certain point ¥ youth, we flatter ourselves with the
notion that we can do anything we want to do. Maturity teaches us
to recognize limitations. One of these is that you can’t solve all

problems. A good example is the frustration of parents who try




so hard to shape a child in their own image. The parent
desperately wants the child to benefit from his experience and
may be absolutely right in pushing the child in a certain
direction but is rebuffed. [ once counseled a parent who was in
tears over the child’s course of action. “What more can I do?”
cried the parent. My advice was: Face the fact that you cannot
shape the child’s life. Accept the child as is and count on
any good you have done, by precept or example, to grow like a
seed that will, in time, bear fruit.

The 55™ psalm tells of a person so distraught by his problems
that he wants to run away:

“Oh that I had wings like a bird. Then would I fly away

and be at rest.” vs ss3
But soon enough he realizes that escape is no option.
He must live with his problem. Finally, it dawns upon him that
he is not the only player in his life. Other forces, other factors,
God Himself, may have a hand in shaping his destiny. So he
says, or some inner voice, says to him:

Cast your burden upon God and He will sustain you. vsss2
Know when to quit . Leave a little to God. Let go and let God!
Does this mean, God will do your job or solve your problem?
Not at all. The end of the sentence, He will sustain you,

suggests that you will still have to act, but with God’s help.




God may enable you to gain new insight or provide other means
with which to work out your problem. Cast your burden upon
God means “you are not the only player in your life; don’t carry
the world on your shoulders.” Reach out to God in prayer and
reflection. No one knows, how God, in response, will reach out to
you but, unless you take time out to listen with your inner ear,
you will not perceive God’s guidance and help.

Many of us are tormented by regrets over past mistakes and
missed opportunities; or we worry about future
problems. I strongly urge you to focus on today, on the matter
at hand, on the present moment. A meditator in Zen Buddhism
was asked how, despite his many tasks, he managed to be so calm
and collected. He answered: “When I stand, I stand; when |
walk, I walk; when I sit, I sit; when I eat,
[eat.” “Butl do the same,” interjected the inquirer, “what do
you differently?”

“No,” said the sage: “When you sit, you think of standing
up and when you stand, you are already mentally running.”

The idea is to live each day to the fullest. Concentrate on

this moment, this place, this person you are with.
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Don’t live in the past with its regrets and don’t be pre-occupied
with tomorrow and its anxieties. Today is what counts, as
John Greenleaf Whittier would have us see:
No longer forward nor behind
I look in hope or fear,
But grateful, take the good I find,
The best of now and here.
There is one other pathway to serenity and peace of mind.
It is thankfulness. It has been drummed into the head of every
well-brought up person to acknowledge every gift, helping
hand or favor with a note or some thank-you expression.
Do you realize how many benefits you enjoy without a word of
gratitude on your part ?
Charles Lamb said:
“I am disposed to say grace upon 20 other occasions in
the course of the day besides my dinner. I want a
form for setting out on a pleasant walk, for a
moonlight ramble, for a friendly meeting, or a
solved problem.”
The Radziner Rebbe reminds us of another dimension of
thanksgiving: “When we come out unscathed by an accident,
we give thanks; why not thank God for every day which

passes without mishap? One who is cured gives thanks for
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recovery, ---why not give thanks when in good health and
spared illness?”

Think of this: Hardly a day passes on which you might
have been injured or killed or ruinzd by some mistake luckily
caught in time. Add to these known escapes from harm the

unknown dangers which you avoid day and night.

A man complained to his friend. “I am miserable. I can’t
pay my bills. “Then,” consoled the friend, * be grateful that
you are not one of your creditors.”

An old lady in New England gave thanks after an
especially delicious meal: “Dear God, thanks for the
2 teeth you let me keep, and thank you that they meet.”

A wit once wrote:

“From the day you are born till you ride in a hearse
Nothing happens that couldn’t be worse.”

Instead of lingering on what you have lost, be glad for
what is left. We should learn this lesson from the pilgrims, who
instituted the first Thanksgiving in America. What kind of
year was it for those 102 brave men and women who
stepped off the Mayflower in 16217 It was a terrible year of
hunger, disease and struggle with Indians: 6 died in Dec.;

8 in January; 17 in February; 13 in March.; more later, including

governor John Carver and his wife. In that first year there were
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never more than 6 or 7 well at any one time. They leveled the
graves so that the Indians could not count their losses. Yet
they instituted a thanksgiving celebration for whatever good
remained after all their losses.

Many people suffer from a depressing sense of failure; they
feel  that they have not lived up to their potential and classify
themselves as unsuccessful. They should think again with
Psalm 128 in mind:

You are happy when you earn your daily bread

and see your wife within your house like a fruitful

vine, your children round your table like olive plants

So shall a man be blessed who reveres God.

The psalm reminds us what really matters: self-support; a roof
over your head; food on the table and a decent family life ---
these are the blessings that count, the rest, such as wealth,
glamour, power are the superfluities, the frills that do not
necessarily make you happier. You may remember the
popular poem by Edwin Arlington Robinson:

When Richard Cory went down town

We people on the pavement looked at him:

He was a gentleman from sole to crown,

Clean shaven, and imperially slim
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And he was rich — yes, richer than a king
And admirably schooled in every grace:
In fine, we thought that he was everything

To make us wish that we were in his place

So, on we worked, and waited for the light,

And went without meat, and cursed the bread;

And Richard Corey, one calm summer night

Went home and put a bullet through his head.
Whenever you belittle yourself as “unsuccessful”
remember a remark of Ivan Turgenev, Russia’s greatest and
most successful playwright and novelist next to Tolstoy and
Dostoyevsky: “I would gladly give all my success and fame
just for knowing that someone worries about me

if I am late for dinner.”

Possession, contentment and appreciation are different things:

To the magnate who boasted of his vast estate, a poet said:
“The Land is yours but the landscape is mine”
You are rich if you expand your sense of appreciation

and multiply thanksgiving.
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As long as we are alive we are at risk. There is no

insurance against adversity, harm and pain. But we can respond

in ways that restore serenity and some peace of mind, the pathways

of which are

(D

2)

3)

“4)

A half-hour or more each day for quiet time to collect
yourself, changing pace from activity to passivity.

Do so with reflection on a psalm or prayers. Even more
beneficial is keeping every 7" day as Shabbat — a full day

of cessation from all productive activities. It teaches us not to
exaggerate the importance of our work and yield control to
God, the Creator to Whom we owe everything.

The second pathway to serenity is ego-management, mindful
that many of the important things in your life happen without
your doing . You are not the only player in your life.

“Cast your burden upon God. He will sustain you.”

The third pathway to serenity and peace of mind

is not to wallow in regrets over yesterday nor torment
yourself with worries about tomorrow but focus on

today.

Finally, enhance your enjoyment of life by way of
thanksgiving. Thankfulness is the twin of happiness.

Practice thanksgiving so that life becomes thanks-living.



In these days,when we are horrified by atrocities,
which make us despair of humanity, we Sheuld note every act
however small that restores hope in human goodness.

The German Jewish scholar Nahum Glatzer escaped the
Nazi hell, in advanced age. He told of an incident which
restored his faith in human beings. He was standing on
a busy street corner in Chicago when a little unknown girl,
afraid to cross the street, took his hand and trustingly walked
with him to the other side. Then, she ran off wherever she had to
go. The little girl’s trust broke the spell of Prof. Glatzer’s deep
suspicion of human beings whose viciousness he had experienced
under the Nazis.

It was like that one human footprint in the
sand which saved Robinson Crusoe from his despair of
loneliness. All the negative evidence of many years that his island
was uninhabited, was overruled by one single footprint.
So, one simple act of kindness might overturn all the negative
experiences we may have had with human nature. So, let us be

patient and trust that good will prevail.
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X
PATHWAYS TO SERENITY AND PEACE OF MIND

Joshua O.. Haberman

‘Study-session, Yom-tappur 2004
Washington—Hebrew-Congregation

[t was the best of times,

It was the worst of times,

It was the age of wisdom

It was the age of foolishness
It was the season of Light

It was the season of Darkness
It was the spring of hope

It was the winter of despair

With this opening of The Tale of Two Cities Charles
Dickens summed up the contradictory upheavals of the French
Revolution and then added the surprise ending:

“In short the period was like the present period”
Now, one and one-half centuries after Dickens, in the aftermath
of 2 world wars, the holocaust, more genocides and global
terrorism, we seem to be heading into an age of unrelieved
darkness, a long winter of despair while an age of wisdom,
season of light, and spring of hope are out of sight.

A New Yorker, walking down Broadway, saw a little boy
crossing the street strait into the path of a car. The man
snatched the boy to safety. Then, he snarled at the boy:
“What’s the matter, kid ? Don’t you want to grow up and have
troubles?”

Yes, we are facing a future of troubles. When will this
tailspin into chaos be arrested? What will put deviant mankind
back on track? Is there really a higher order, a system of moral
checks and balances ? Is God watching?

It seemed to us in the past that some kind of universal
moral consensus could be relied upon to put restraints on
bloodshed . Is this consensus in a state of collapse? Will some
madman, driven by misguided beliefs, inflict catastrophic
destruction upon us ?
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Our son, Daniel, T .is an orthodox
rabbi and scholar in Jerusalem. o©nce; he caught his 3 year old
son red handed, stealing a playmate’s toy. “Moshe Chaim,”
Daniel said gravely, “don’t you know the Torah tells us
“You shall not steal.” Moshe Chaim paused for a moment and
said: ‘No problem, I’ll get a new Torah without *You shall not
steal.’

Removing any of the moral imperatives of the old Torah
would break down the pillars holding up our world — yet those
pillars are being shaken by fanatical pseudo-religious groups
loosely united in their network of terror. Isaiah’s lament was
never more timely:

“Woe unto them that call evil good, and good evil.
Woe unto them that are wise in their own eyes.” 1s.5.20-21

How do you keep going in such dark and menacing times?
How face problems the individual feels helpless to deal with?
Turning the question to the private domain,-- how cope with
personal vexations for which you see no solutions?

[ don’t want to sound glib and all-knowing when,
in fact, I find it extremely difficult to suggest pathways to
serenity and peace of mind in this pathological age .
However, I feel I can share with you a few points which
in my personal life have helped me retain a measure of serenity
and peace of mind.

[ recently took an Amtrak train to New York and boarded
the very last car of the train and was surprised to see a sign
on the door QUIET CAR. I asked the conductor what it meant.
“No cell-phones,” — he said “and no loud conversation.”
It was the most pleasant trip to New York.
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You will enhance your mental and spiritual well-being
if you will schedule regularly quiet time in a quiet
place. Give yourself a break. Get off the treadmill of
activities, jobs and tasks which crowd your daily agenda.

Listen to Psalm 127:

You who eat the bread of toil, it is vain for you

to rise up early and sit up late. vs127.2
What the Psalmist is saying is, don’t get obsessed with the things
you do. Don’t try too hard to achieve --- because, -- the Psalmist
gives you a reason in the next sentence:

God gives to His beloved in sleep vs 12122
This calls for an explanation: Anne Morrow Lindberg wrote
beautifully about the pacifying effects of the sea:

“As you contemplate the rolling waves for a while,
the mind, too, begins to drift, to play, to turn over
in gentle, careless rolls like those lazy waves on the beach.”
And on the beach, Mrs. Lindberg tells us, you learn to wait for
the gift of the sea:
“One never knows what chance treasures these easy
unconscious rollers may toss up on the smooth, white

sand of the conscious mind. But it must not be sought for...

Patience, patience, patience is what the sea teaches.

Patience and faith. One should lie empty, open,

choice-less as a beach, --- waiting for a gift from the sea.”
The idea expressed so well by Mrs. Lindberg is that switching,
at times, from activity to passivity is beneficial.

Without your doing, even while you are asleep, things may turn
your way. Some of the most important gains in life are not gotten
by hot pursuit but fall into your lap if only you will sit still long
enough to let it happen.

[saac Newton was at leisure in an orchard when he saw an
apple fall from a tree. Why did the apple fall down ? The
question sparked his discovery of the law of gravitation, one of
the greatest scientific breakthroughs. An hour of unhurried




reflection may open your eyes to things you are otherwise too busy
to notice. Racing breathlessly through a busy day puts blinders on
you. You are so bent upon your agenda, you can’t

see open doors of opportunity. Do nothing for a while each day
and you will be surprised by good ideas that will pop into your
mind. God’s gifts may come to you unawares, as the Psalmist
said: God gives to His beloved in sleep.

Americans, more than any other nation, acclaim hyper-
activism and condemn non-activity. We prove our worth by
doing things. We feel guilty when we don’t do any thing.

A visitor from China was taken by his host on a long subway
ride in New York. Before they boarded the train, the Chinese
guest noticed on the parallel track another train going to the
same destination. “Why do you have two trains going the same
way? asked the Chinese. “We are taking the express train,”
explained his host, “the other is a local train. On our train, we’ll
save at least 15 minutes.” As soon as they emerged from the
station at their destination, the Chinese sat down on a bench.
“Do you feel al-right? *“ asked his friend. “Perfectly fine,”
answered the Chinese, “I just want to wait out the 15 minutes
we saved on the express train.”

Anne Morrow Lindberg spoke of treasures to be found on
the seashore. You will not need to go seeking; you’ll find them
simply by waiting. Have faith that there is a generous Source in
the universe that gives freely if only you are ready to receive.
John Burroughs wrote a poem, entitled WAITING:

Serene I fold my hands and wait.
Nor care for wind nor tide nor sea;
[ rave no more ‘gainst time or fate,
For lo, my own shall come to me.




Another step toward serenity is to rid yourself of the
notion that you and you alone are in charge of your life.

To begin with, it is factually mistaken, an illusion. [f you
re-think some of the most important events or turning points in
your life, you’ll see that many of these were neither intended
nor planned by you but happened, due to the action of others
or due to events you did not contrive.

Ego-centrics pay a heavy price for their distorted
self-image: If you think that you are in control, you will blame
yourself for every setback since, you imagine, as
William Ernest Henley declared in his poem, /nvictus,

I am the Master of my life
I am the captain of my soul
Henley’s exaggerated sense of self-determination was ridiculed
by Keith Preston, who wrote this parody of nvictus:
I am the captain of my soul
I rule it with stern joy
And yet I think I had more fun
When I was just a cabin boy

The reality is that no one is in full control of his life. In
various degrees we are all dependent or interdependent.

Far more than we realize, we are shaped by forces other than
our own.

Consider again the calming influence of the ocean.

You cannot force your will upon it. The ocean is simply too
cnormous, too powerful. You have to take it as is . You must
submit to its rhythm, its rising tide and the receding flow of
the ebb.

There is no sense of shame or defeat when you acknowledge
the invincible power of the sea, and yield to it. You simply
accept the inevitable, the necessity of it all. And this is one of
the secrets of serenity: to accept what must be, as Reinhold
Niebuhr said so well in his famous prayer:

God grant me serenity to accept the things I cannot change.



This is not a prescription for indifference or apathy. It is the
counsel of realism, the acceptance of limitations, the
acknowledgment “I am not God.”

The late Menachem Shneerson, known to Lubavitcher
Hassidim as the Rebbe, once received a letter from a man
suffering depression. The letter read:

[ ' would like the Rebbe’s help. I wake up each morning,

sad and anxious. I can’t concentrate. I find it hard to pray.

[ observe the commandments but find no spiritual

satisfaction. I go to the synagogue but I feel alone.

I wonder what life is all about. I need help.

The Rebbe wrote a brilliant reply without a single word. All he
did was this: He circled the first word of every sentence and
sent the letter back. The disciple understood. The Rebbe had
correctly diagnosed the cause of his problems. The encircled
word was “1.”

The ego is the biggest obstacle to peace of mind.

Many of us are our own worst enemy by exaggerated expectations,
--- nﬂf:%;f others but of ourselves. The perfectionist is not satisfied
with “good enough.” He wants to perform beyond capability.

He torments himself and others with chronic discontent. Asked
how much wealth it takes to satisfy a person, John Rockefeller Sr.
said: “Just a little more.”

Up to a certain point of youth, we flatter ourselves with the
notion that we can do anything we want to do. Maturity teaches us
to recognize limitations. One of these is that you can’t solve all
problems.A good example is the frustration of parents who try
so hard to shape a child in their own image. The parent
desperately wants the child to benefit from his experience and
may be absolutely right in pushing the child in a certain
direction. But is rebuffed. I once counseled a parent who was in
tears over the child’s course of action. “What more can [ do?”
cried the parent. My advice was: Face the fact that you cannot
shape the child’s life. Accept the child as is and count on
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whatever good you have done by precept or example]to growlike a
seed that will, in time, bear fruit.

The 55" psalm tells of a person so distraught by his problems
that he wants to run away:

«Oh that I had wings like a bird. Then would I fly away

and be at rest.” psss7
But soon enough he realizes that escape is no option.

He must live with his problem. He recognizes his limitations.

It dawns upon him that he is not the only player in his life.

Other forces, other factors, maybe God Himself, may have a hand
in shaping his destiny. So he says, or some mnner voice,

says to him:

Cast your burden upon God and He will sustain you. vsss2
Know when to quit . Leave a little to God. Does this mean,
God will do your job or solve your problem? Not at all.
end of the sentence, He will sustain you, sSuggests that you
will still have to act, but with God’s help. God may enable you
to gain new insight or provide other means with which to work
out your problem. Cast your burden upon God means
“don’t carry the world on your shoulders.” Reach out to God in
prayer and reflection. Let go --- and let God! No one knows,
how God, in response, will reach out to you but, unless you
take time out to listen with your inner  ear, you will not perceive
God’s guidance and help.

[ would like to point to one more pathway to serenity and
peace of mind: Many of us are tormented by regrets over past
mistakes and missed opportunities; Or worry about future
problems. I strongly urge you to focus on today, on the matter
at hand, on the present moment. A highly experienced
meditator in the Zen Buddhist tradition was asked how, despite
his many tasks, he managed to be so calm and collected.

He answered: “When | stand, I stand; when I walk, I walk; when |
sit, I sit; when [ eat, 1 eat” “But ! do the same,” interjected the
inquirer, “what do you differently?” “No,” said the sage:

“When you sit, you think of standing up and when you stand



you are already mentally running.”
The idea is to live each day to the fullest.

Concentrate on this moment, this place, this person you are with.
Don’t live in the past with its regrets and don’t be pre-occupied
with tomorrow with its anxieties. Today is what counts as
John Greenleaf Whittier would hav‘éﬁive:

No longer forward nor behind

I look in hope or fear,

But grateful, take the good I find,

The best of now and here.




THOUGHTS ON MORTALITY

Joshua O. Haberman
Memorial Service, Yom Kippur. Sept. 25, 2004

This hour of reflection is an hour of memories,
but more than that. As we recall our departed, we review our
relationship with them; we remember their characteristic
sayings, their words of advice and , sometimes, rebuke. In our
youth we rejected some of their ways, but, with the passage of
time, we have come to think and act more and more like
them. Much of what they experienced, we have or shall
experience. We reconsider our relationship with them and, if
we find fault, we forgive and ask to be forgiven.

Inevitably, we think of aging and mortality. I remember
now a special lecture my professor of sermonics gave on
“Topics a Young Rabbi Should Avoid Preaching”. “It is not
seemly for a young rabbi”, he said, “ to preach on How to
Face Death with Serenity, ” or, “How to Grow Old Gracefully.”

At my point in life, having passed the age of 85, the topic
of death is no longer off limits. But, I like to think that I am
still too young to speak about Growing Old Gracefully 4o
which-Maxine responds with a smile and “don’t kid yourself:”?

It is difficult to work up enthusiasm on the subject of
death. You would be ill served, however, if I did not try to help

you come to terms with the inevitable. Avoidance is so



An infant crying in the night
An infant crying for the light:
And with no language but a cry.

Tennyson’s poem mirrors psalms 131:

God, my heart is not haughty nor mine eyes lofty
I do not exert myself in things beyond me
Or in things too wonderful for me.

I have quieted my soul like a weaned child with his mother.

Why life? and why death?, are unanswerable questions.
Unwilling to follow the cynic who sees no meaning in life and
death, I share the trust that speaks out of two words from
Psalm 27.10: Adonai ya-asfeni *“God will pick me up”

Or, as a poet put it:
The dead are not bereft
Whoever falls from God’s right hand

Falls into his left. Amen




et

deeply ingrained in us that if death ever crosses our mind, it is
usually the death of some one else, not our own. A pious,
elderly couple reflected on their future, Said the husband:
“Sarah, you and I should live till 120, but if it is God’s will that
one of us should die first, I shall definitely move to Israel.”

Shakespeare said: “The sense of death is most in
apprehension.” Worse than death is the fear of it.

An Englishman, wanting to make death less frightening
to family and friends, had his tombstone inscribed: “Cheerio,
--- see you soon, ” -- hardly reassuring, I should think.

To get rid of the fear of death is on the agenda of every
religion and many a philosopher. Plato, greatest of them all,
said: “The whole life of the philosopher is a preparation for
death.” How can one prepare for dying without sinking into
depression?

Familiarity dispels fear. A visit to the dying will do more
for you than for the one on his deathbed. Volunteers for
hospice care will confirm what I have often observed,--- dying
is nearly always a painless passage into final sleep. The end is
usually an easy gliding into another sphere of being. The last
words of one of England’s greatest surgeons, Dr. John Hunter,
were: “If I had strength enough to hold a pen, I would write

how easy and pleasant a thing it is to die.” .




Mastering the fear of death calls for the opposite of
avoidance: awareness and reflection. A practicing Jew who
prays and reads his Bible, especially the Psalms, cannot but
learn to face death without panic. Daily, upon awakening, I
recite the traditional thanksgiving for the restoration of my
life. My daily prayers at home speak of God as the Source of
Life who ordains death and remind me that life is not a gift but
a loan, that the soul inhabiting my body will be taken and
remain with God unto eternity. The Psalms echo repeatedly
the comforting line: “Though I walk through the valley of
death, I will fear no evil, for Thou art with me.”

Jewish wisdom suggests that consciousness of death
might enrich our life. The Biblical sage Kohelet said:

“It is better to go to the house of mourning than to a house of

feasting; for that is the end of every man and a living person

should take it to heart.” (ec.7.2) What did Kohelet mean ?

What is there about death which, according to Kohelet , *“ a
living person should take to heart”? He may have had in
mind the admonition of the90™ Psalm = "'to number our days
so that we may get us a heart of wisdom” (s.90.12)

The most prominent Jew of the 19" century, Sir Moses
Montefiore, counselor and friend of Queen Victoria, instructed

his butler to knock on his door every hour and say “Moses




Montefiore, another hour of your life has passed.” The hourly
reminder of his mortality was a powerful incentive to make
the most of his life, which he did until his death at the age of
101.

Perhaps the most prodigious achievement due to a sharp
awareness of death was that of the novelist Anthony Burgess.
After being diagnosed with brain tumor and given only one
more year to live, Burgess, in a furious outburst of creative
energy, poured out 5 novels in a single year, -- and best of all,
the tumor disappeared.

Averell Harriman was an undistinguished, rich playboy
until his sister, Mary Rumsey, was killed in a riding accident.
She had been a social worker with a strong social conscience.
Harriman had been very devoted to her. Friends reported that
her death motivated him to go into public service. He
distinguished himself as diplomat and statesman , chief
negotiator of the nuclear test ban treaty, serving the cause of
peace, in his sister’s spirit.

A former editor of TIME magazine, Charles C.
Wertenbaker, was told by his doctor that he had terminal
cancer and one year to live. In a moving chronicle of that final
year, his wife records that from that moment on, the two most

often spoken words in their home, were “important” and




“unimportant.” Awareness of death gave them a new scale of
priorities, a new perspective on values.

Death consciousness is the broom that sweeps pettiness
out of our life. “Life is too short to be little” said Benjamin
D’Israeli.

The wisdom gained when you number the days of your
life is to focus on what matters, get on with your work, ,discard
your resentments and stop feuding. “Life is too short to be
little.”

If death is final extinction, we must wonder, what is
the point of it all? Is there any meaning to the life and death of
of those trillions of human beings who have been and shall be
born to grow, decay and die?

Leo Tolstoy’s great story The Death of Ivan Ilych,
tells of a respected civil servant who, in his final illness,
is not haunted by the fear of death but by the sense of life’s
futility. Remembering and re-evaluating various stages of his
life, he finds nothing worthwhile in it. After childhood and
education came a series of disenchantments, with his marriage
and career. “I had been going downhill while I imagined I was
going up!” He recognizes an inner emptiness: “I was going
up in public opinion but, to the same extent, life was ebbing

away from me. And now it is all done and there is only death.”




So, he wonders , what is the meaning of life? “Why? It
can’t be that life is so senseless “....It suddenly occurs to him:
“Maybe I did not live as I ought to have done, .... what if my
whole life has been wrong?” Was it all a waste?

What a pity if a person does not take stock of his life until
close to death! The time to assess and reconsider one’s life
is while one is alive and well and still able to change one’s
course of life. Better yet, rethink your goals and priorities
every day. A practicing Jew does it daily when he says his
prayer. Do you know that the Hebrew word for praying,

hit-pallel means to judge oneself?

So runs my dreéam: but whatam I ?



An infant erying in the night
\Aqinfant crying for the light:

.\

ith no language but a cry.
Tennyson’s poem mirroxs psalms 131:

God, my heart i fiot haughty nor mine eyes lofty
yself in things beyond m

in things too wonderful for me. \/\m
I have duieted my soul like a weaned child with his mother.

Why life? and why death?, are unanswerable questions.

Unwilling to follow the cynic who sees no meaning in life and
death, I share the trust that speaks out of two words from
Psalm 27.10: Adonai ya-asfeni “God will pick me up”
Or, as a poet put it:
The dead are not bereft
Whoever falls from God’s right hand
Falls into his left. Amen



THOUGHTS ON MORTALITY

Joshua O. Haberman
Memorial Service, Yom Kippur. Sept. 25, 2004

This hour of reflection is an hour of memories,
but more than that. As we recall our departed, we review our
relationship with them; we remember their characteristic
sayings, their words of advice and , sometimes, rebuke. In our
youth we rejected some of their ways, but, with the passage of
time, we have come to think and act more and more like
them. Much of what they experienced, we have or shall
experience. We reconsider our relationship with them and, if
we find fault, we forgive and ask to be forgiven.

Inevitably, we think of aging and mortality. I remember
now a special lecture my professor of sermonics gave on
“Topics a Young Rabbi Should Avoid Preaching”. “It is not
seemly for a young rabbi”, he said, “ to preach on How fo
Face Death with Serenity, ” or, “How to Grow Old Gracefully.”

At my point in life, having passed the age of 85, the topic
of death is no longer off limits. But, I like to think that I am
still too young to speak about Growing Old Gracefully , to
which Maxine responds with a smile and “don’t kid yourself.”

It is difficult to work up enthusiasm on the subject of
death. You would be ill served, however, if I did not try to help

you come to terms with the inevitable. Avoidance is so



\ An infant crying in the night
. An infant crying for the light:
And with no language but a cry.

Tennyson’s poem mirrors psalms 131:

God, my heart is not haughty nor mine eyes lofty
I do not exert myself in things beyond me
Or in things too wonderful for me.

I have quieted my soul like a weaned child with his mother.

Why life? and why death?, are unanswerable questions.
Unwilling to follow the cynic who sees no meaning in life and
death, I share the trust that speaks out of two words from
Psalm 27.10: Adonai ya-asfeni “God will pick me up”

Or, as a poet put it:
The dead are not bereft
Whoever falls from Geod’s right hand
Falls into his left. Amen




deeply ingrained in us that if death ever crosses our mind, it is
usually the death of some one else, not our own. A pious,
elderly couple reflected on their future. Said the husband:
“Sarah, you and I should live till 120, but if it is God’s will that
one of us should die first, I shall definitely move to Israel.”

Shakespeare said: “The sense of death is most in
apprehension.” Worse than death is the fear of it.

An Englishman, wanting to make death less frightening
to family and friends, had his tombstone inscribed: “Cheerio,
--- see you soon, ” -- hardly reassuring, I should think.

To get rid of the fear of death is on the agenda of every
religion and many a philosopher. Plato, greatest of them all,
said: “The whole life of the philosopher is a preparation for
death.” How can one prepare for dying without sinking into
depression?

Familiarity dispels fear. A visit to the dying will do more
for you than for the one on his deathbed. Volunteers for
hospice care will confirm what I have often observed,--- dying
is nearly always a painless passage into final sleep. The end is
usually an easy gliding into another sphere of being. The last
words of one of England’s greatest surgeons, Dr. John Hunter,
were: “If I had strength enough to hold a pen, I would write

how easy and pleasant a thing it is to die.” .



Mastering the fear of death calls for the opposite of
avoidance: awareness and reflection. A practicing Jew who
prays and reads his Bible, especially the Psalms, cannot but
learn to face death without panic. Daily, upon awakening, I
recite the traditional thanksgiving for the restoration of my
life. My daily prayers at home speak of God as the Source of
Life who ordains death and remind me that life is not a gift but
a loan, that the soul inhabiting my body will be taken and
remain with God unto eternity. The Psalms echo repeatedly
the comforting line: “Though I walk through the valley of
death, I will fear no evil, for Thou art with me.”

Jewish wisdom suggests that consciousness of death
might enrich our life. The Biblical sage Kohelet said:

“It is better to go to the house of mourning than to a house of
feasting; for that is the end of every man and a living person

should take it to heart.” (gc.7.2 What did Kohelet mean ?

What is there about death which, according to Kohelet , “ a
living person should take to heart”? He may have had in
mind the admonition of the90" Psalm ~ ''to number our days
so that we may get us a heart of wisdom” (s.%.12)

The most prominent Jew of the 19" century, Sir Moses
Montefiore, counselor and friend of Queen Victoria, instructed

his butler to knock on his door every hour and say “Maoses




Montefiore, another hour of your life has passed.” The hourly
reminder of his mortality was a powerful incentive to make
the most of his life, which he did until his death at the age of
101.

Perhaps the most prodigious achievement due to a sharp
awareness of death was that of the novelist Anthony Burgess.
After being diagnosed with brain tumor and given only one
more year to live, Burgess, in a furious outburst of creative
energy, poured out 5 novels in a single year, -- and best of all,
the tumor disappeared.

Averell Harriman was an undistinguished, rich playboy
until his sister, Mary Rumsey, was killed in a riding accident.
She had been a social worker with a strong social conscience.
Harriman had been very devoted to her. Friends reported that
her death motivated him to go into public service. He
distinguished himself as diplomat and statesman , chief
negotiator of the nuclear test ban treaty, serving the cause of
peace, in his sister’s spirit.

A former editor of TIME magazine, Charles C.
Wertenbaker, was told by his doctor that he had terminal
cancer and one year to live. In a moving chronicle of that final
year, his wife records that from that moment on, the two most

often spoken words in their home, were “important” and



“unimportant.” Awareness of death gave them a new scale of
priorities, a new perspective on values.

Death consciousness is the broom that sweeps pettiness
out of our life. “Life is too short to be little” said Benjamin
D’Israeli.

The wisdom gained when you number the days of your
life is to focus on what matters, get on with your work, ,discard
your resentments and stop feuding. “Life is too short to be
little.”

If death is final extinction, we must wonder, what is
the point of it all? Is there any meaning to the life and death of
of those trillions of human beings who have been and shall be
born to grow, decay and die?

Leo Tolstoy’s great story The Death of Ivan Ilych,
tells of a respected civil servant who, in his final illness,
is not haunted by the fear of death but by the sense of life’s
futility. Remembering and re-evaluating various stages of his
life, he finds nothing worthwhile in it. After childhﬁud and
education came a series of disenchantments, with his marriage
and career. “I had been going downhill while I imagined I was
going up!” He recognizes an inner emptiness: “l was going
up in public opinion but, to the same extent, life was ebbing

away from me. And now it is all done and there is only death.”




So, he wonders , what is the meaning of life? “Why? It
can’t be that life is so senseless “....It suddenly occurs to him:
“Maybe I did not live as I ought to have done, .... what if my
whole life has been wrong?” Was it all a waste?

What a pity if a person does not take stock of his life until
close to death! The time to assess and reconsider one’s life
is while one is alive and well and still able to change one’s
course of life. Better yet, rethink your goals and priorities
every day. A practicing Jew does it daily when he says his
prayer. Do you know that the Hebrew word for praying,
hit-pallel means to judge oneself?

In T. S. Eliot’s play, The Cocktail Party, one of the
characters, Edward, tells the psychiatrist: “I am obsessed by
the thought of my own insignificance.” Is life an absurdity?
Or, does it have some higher meaning and purpose, even
though we can neither know it nor prove it? Alfred Lord
Tennyson speaks for me in his humble admission:

Behold we know not anything.
I can but trust that good shall fall
At last — far off—at last, to all

So runs my dream: but whatam I ?



An infant crying in the night
An infant crying for the light:
And with no language but a cry.

Tennyson’s poem mirrors psalms 131:

God, my heart is not haughty nor mine eyes lofty
I do not exert myself in things beyond me
Or in things too wonderful for me.

I have quieted my soul like a weaned child with his mother.

Why life? and why death?, are unanswerable questions.
Unwilling to follow the cynic who sees no meaning in life and
death, I share the trust that speaks out of two words from
Psalm 27.10: Adonai ya-asfeni “God will pick me up”

Or, as a poet put it:
The dead are not bereft
Whoever falls from God’s right hand

Falls into his left. Amen
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The Fear of Death

Shakespeare said: “The sense of death is most in
apprehension.” Worse than death is the fear of it.
Though the thought of death often comes to mind, few rarely think
it through. We quickly drop the subject and turn to other matters.
Some, however, are obsessed by thoughts about death. Sigmund
Freud confessed to his friend, Ernest Jones, that he thought of
death daily and hated to grow old. Dylan Thomas was enraged by
the idea of dying and the year before his death at 39 wrote:

Do not go gentle into that good night,

Old age should burn and rave at close of day;

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Edna St. Vincent Millay faced the idea of death with a

temper outburst befitting an adolescent:

Withstanding Death till Life be gone,

I shall bolt my door with a bolt and a cable;

I shall block my door with a bureau and a table;

With all my might my door shall be barred.

I shall put up a fight, I shall take it hard.

With his hand on my mouth he shall drag me forth,

Shrieking to the south and clutching to the north.




An Englishman, wanting to make death less frightening to
family and friends, had his tombstone inscribed: “Cheerio, --- see
you soon. ” Hardly reassuring, I should think.

To get rid of the fear of death is on the agenda of every
religion . Many a philosopher. agreed with Plate

who said: “The whole life of the philosopher is a preparation

”

for death.” How can one prepare for dying without sinking into
depression?

Familiarity dispels fear. A visit to the dying will do more for
the visitor than for the one on his deathbed. Volunteers for hospice
care will confirm what I have often observed: Dying is nearly
always a painless passage into final sleep. The end is usually easy
gliding into another sphere of being. The last words of one of
England’s greatest surgeons, Dr. John Hunter, were: “If I had
strength enough to hold a pen, [ would write how easy and pleasant
a thing it is to die.”

Mastery of the fear of death calls for the opposite of
avoidance: awareness and reflection. A religious person who
prays and reads the Bible, especially the Psalms, may well learn to
face death without panic. The first thing I do, upon awakening
each morning, is to recite the traditional Jewish thanksgiving for

the restoration of my life. My daily prayers at home speak of God

as the Source of Life who ordains death and remind me that life is

( :ﬂtﬂ?fh )
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not a gift but a loan, that the soul inhabiting my body will be taken
and remain with God unto eternity. The Psalms echo repeatedly
the comforting line: “Though I walk through the valley of death,
I will fear no evil, for Thou art with me.” (ps.234)

Jewish wisdom suggests that consciousness of death might
even be helpful in the conduct of life. The Biblical sage, Kohelet,
said: “It is better to go to the house of mourning than to a house of
feasting; for that is the end of every man and a living person
should take it to heart.” (e 72) What did Kohelet mean ? What is
there about death which, “a living person should take to heart™?
He may have had in mind the admonition of the 90" Psalm “so to
number our days that we may get us a heart of wisdom” (ps 90.12)

The most prominent Jew of the 19" century. Sir Moses
Montefiore, counselor and friend of Queen Victoria, instructed his
butler to knock on his door every hour and say “Moses
Montefiore, another hour of your life has passed.” The hourly
reminder of his mortality was a powerful incentive to make the
most of his life, which he did until his death at the age of 101.

Perhaps the most prodigious achievement due to a sharp
awareness of death was that of the novelist Anthony Burgess.
After being diagnosed with brain tumor and given only one more

year to live, Burgess, in a furious outburst of creative energy,
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poured out 5 novels in a single year, -- and best of all, the tumor
disappeared.

Averell Harriman was an undistinguished, rich playboy until
his sister, Mary Rumsey, was killed in a riding accident. She had
been a social worker with a strong social conscience. Harriman had
been very devoted to her. Friends reported that her death motivated
him to go into public service. He distinguished himself as diplomat
and statesman, chief negotiator of the nuclear test ban treaty,
serving the cause of peace in his sister’s spirit.

A former editor of TIME magazine, Charles C. Wertenbaker,
was told by his doctor that he had terminal cancer and one year to
live. In a moving chronicle of that final year, his wife records that
from that moment on, the two most often spoken words in their
home, were “important” and “unimportant.” Awareness of death
gives us a new scale of priorities, a new perspective on values.

Death consciousness is the broom that sweeps pettiness out
of our life. “Life is too short to be little” said Benjamin Disraeli.

The 90™ Psalm speaks of wisdom to be gained from
considering the brevity of life: “So teach us to number our days
that we may get us a heart of wisdom.” (ps.90.12) The wisdom
gained when you number the days of your life is to focus on what
matters, get on with your work, discard resentments and stop

feuding. “Life is too short to be little.”



If death is final extinction, we must wonder, what is
the point of it all? Is there any meaning to the life and death of
those trillions of human beings who have been and shall be born
to grow, decay and die?

Leo Tolstoy’s great story The Death of Ivan Ilych,
tells of a respected civil servant who, in his final illness,
is haunted not by the fear of death but by the sense of life’s
futility. Remembering and re-evaluating various stages of his life,
he finds nothing worthwhile in it. After childhood and education
came a series of disenchantments, with his marriage and career. “I
had been going downhill while I imagined I was going up!” He
recognizes an inner emptiness: “I was going up in public opinion
but, to the same extent, life was ebbing away from me. And now it
is all done and there is only death.”

So, he wonders, what is the meaning of life? “Why? It can’t
be that life is so senseless “....It suddenly occurs to him: “Maybe I
did not live as I ought to have done? What if my whole life has
been wrong?” Was it all a waste?

What a pity if a person does not take stock of his life until
close to death! The time to assess and reconsider one’s life
is while one is well and still able to change one’s
course of life. Better yet, rethink your goals and priorities every

day.
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Granted that awareness of our mortality may actually
improve a person’s character and conduct of life, we would still
want to get over the fear of death. How?

Before attempting a meaningful answer, we must be more
specific about what makes us afraid of death. [s it the dread of the
unknown? Or, the horror of being cut off from everything --
extinction?

We may take comfort and re-assurance from dmgpw

i j ime! Mitch Albom’s hero of his

Me
famous book, Tuesdays With Morrie, emphatically

denied that death is separation and annihilation. A sense of
connectedness helped Morrie face death without fear.
Only months before his death, he was interviewed on Ted

Koppel’s show. Morrie acknowledged that he was an agnostic

from age 16 until the onset of Lou Gehring’s disease, his fi&a




terminal illness. “What changed your mind? asked Koppel.
Morrie explained: “A growing sense of inter-connectedness
of all things. I am part of some larger Power..... Maybe the
difference between life and death is not so great, not a chasm.
There is a little bridge.” Morrie concluded that there must be
something beyond. The world is not sufficient, but, he added:
*“I don’t know what is beyond.”

Morrie’s point is almost identical with the idea expressed
some 2 centuries earlier by the famous song of Rabbi Nachman
of Bratslav, -- kol ha-olam kulo gesher tzar me-od; v’ha-ikkar
lo I’fached klal--ALL THE WORLD IS A NARROW BRIDGE
AND THE MAIN THING IS NOT TO BE AFRAID.

The Bratslaver saw the univefrse as multi-dimesnional. s O wr
life is something transitional, a short phase, moving across “a
narrow bridge” toward another dimension of being.

The point is that in death as in life we remain connected
with something greater than ourselves. We, creatures of flesh
and blood, do not endure long in our physical condition, but
whatever connects us with God is eternal.

Is life an absurdity? Or, does it have some higher
meaning and purpose, even though we can neither know it nor
prove it? Alfred Lord Tennyson speaks for me in his humble

admission:



Behold we know not anything.

I can but trust that good shall fall
At last — far off—at last, to all

So runs my dream: but what am I ?
An infant crying in the night

An infant crying for the light:

And with no language but a cry.

Tennyson’s poem mirrors psalms 131:
God, my heart is not haughty nor mine eyes lofty
I do not exert myself in things beyond me
Or in things too wonderful for me.
I have quieted my soul like a weaned child

with his mother.

Why life? and why death? are unanswerable questions.
Unwilling to follow the cynic who sees no meaning in life and
death, I share the trust that speaks out of two words from
Psalm 27.10: Adonai ya-asfeni “God will pick me up”

Or, as a poet put it:
The dead are not bereft
Whoever falls from God’s right hand
Falls into his left.
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Tolstoy’s epic novel, WAR AND PEACE, explores the question
whether human beings shape events or are shaped by them. As we look at our
world today, we are intimidated by the global dimensions of terrorism. As
individuals we feel powerless to deal with it. Dreadful events are shaping our
way of life, our outlook upon the world, our view of the future with its
frightening possibilities.

In times such as these, we tend to turn inward in line with Reb Zussya’s
confession: “When [ was young, I thought I could change the world. Later,

I hoped to change our community but could not. Now, that I am old I have
come to realize that all I can do is change my own self.”

Yom Kippur is a time to consider changes within ourselves, a time for
inner cleansing, for the purging of our souls. For Jews, this is not an annual
but a daily task. Our daily prayers include the self-evaluation, known in
Hebrew as chesbon ha-nefesh,-- an accounting of one’s soul.%

should be rethinking our way of life, our priorities and our problems{j
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What are the sources of our tensions? Is it the workplace? The family? An
unsatisfactory self-image?

Life without problems is unthinkable. Adversities and setbacks are out
of our control. There is only one thing you can control, and-thatisyeur_ 7 ou 2re ¢ alke oy 4
ﬁ'c,m to decide how to%eit%atgﬁerah;tgﬂﬁ; d?fhf:v:y ymf izsnﬂfg i g :
will lead you either to despair or to peace of mind.

Everybody wants peace of mind but few know the way. You can’t get
there in one, single leap. It is a step-by-step achievement. I want to suggest

5 steps toward that goal.

The first step is to give vourself a break. Get off the treadmill of

activities, jobs and tasks which crowd your daily agenda. Listen to Psalm 127:
You who eat the bread of toil, it is vain for you to rise early and sit up

late. vs127.2
What the Psalmist is saying, in plain words, is don’t get obsessed with the
things vou do. Take time out to do nothing. Psalm 127 tells you in the next
sentence what will happen:

God gives to His beloved ones in sleep v 1212

k-2



Without your doing, even while you are asleep, things may turn your way.
Some of the most important gains in life are not gotten by hot pursuit but fall
into your lap if eply you will &858 sit still w%}/let it happen.

Isaac Newton was at leisure in an orchard when he saw an apple fall
from a tree. Why did the apple fall down? The question sparked his
discovery of the law of gravitation, one of the great scientific breakthroughs in
history. An hour of reflection may open your eyes to things you are otherwise
too busy tc}nﬁtic:e. Daily reflection on what you said or did this day may do
wonders for keeping your personal relationships in good repair, at home or at
work. Racing breathlessly through the day’s routine puts blinders on you.
You are so bent on your agenda that you can’t see open doors of opportunity.
Do nothing for a while each day and you will be surprised by good ideas that
will pop into your mind. God’s gifts may come to you unawares, as the
Psalmist put it: Ged gives His beloved in sleep.

The second step toward peace of mind is to rid yvourself of the notion
that you and you alone are in charge of your life. If you think that you are in

control, you will hold yourself responsible for everything that happens to you.



Thus fallacy is wrapped up in the closing line of William Erenst Henley’s
famous poem “Invictus™ which says:
I am the Master of my life
I am the Captain of my soul
The poet Keith Preston ridiculed Henley’s vastly exaggerated sense of
Rself—detemﬁnaﬁnn with this parody:
I am the captain of my soul
I rule it with stern joy
And yet I think I had more fun
When I was just a cabin boy!

The reality is that no one is in full control of his life. We are all, more or
less, dependent or interdependent. Full independence and self-determination
does not exist. We are largely shaped by forces and events we neither
intended nor created by ourselves. What I am saying is that you are not the
only player in your life.

The 55th psalm proposes that if you cannot cope with a certain situation,
you should recognize your dependence and, in the words of the Psalmist:

Cast your burden upon God. v ss5.13



Does this mean, count on God to do your job? Not at all.
The next line says: He will sustain you, suggesting that you will still need to
act , but with God’s help. God may enable you to gain new insight or
@prmride other means to work out your problem.

Cast your burden upon God means putting down the heavy load you
are carrying and reach out to God in prayer and reflection. No one knows
how, in response, God will reach out to you but, unless you take time out to
listen with your inner ear you will not perceive God’s guidance.

lhset Asfhon 577 - P8 - .
The third step toward peace of mind is to scale down your expectations

and the demands you make on yourself. We pay a heavy price for driving

ourselves beyond our abilities. The saying, “don’t bite off more than you can

chew” is sound wamning against over-reaching, over-scheduling and over-

committing. Don’t over-program yourself. Respect your limitations and yvou
FROVE lwstit @t o Ps 13

will fessen your tensions. , The habit of daily prayer can be your safety net

when, as part of your prayer, you reflect upon your goals and ambitions

and cancel those which, on second thought, are not worth the effort.




The fourth step toward peace of mind is to deal with indecision. The

psychologist William James said, “There is no more miserable human being

3

than one in whom nothing is habitual but indecision.” When you can’t make
up your mind about something, you get that sinking feeling. Indecision is
enfeebling, paralyzing. It will fill your days and nights with worry.

What hinders your ability to act decisively? There are several
causes: fear of the risks of a new situation; fear of losing what you have;
unwillingness to pay the price of adjustment; self-doubt as to whether you will
measure up to the new challenge; confusion about what you really want; and
soon. What a relief it is to finally take a stand and act.  For this the author
of Psalm 40 thanked God: He set my foot upon a rock. He established my
goings. .3 Somehow, in the course of his prayers and reflections, he
received §od’s guidance and from it the power to act: I delight to do Your
will, O my God v 1 s See. a0 '%17?5#@"”‘; -3¢

The fifth step toward peace of mind is thanksgiving. A mishap,

disturbance or pain will get our immediate attention. How aware are you of

your good fortune when nothing bad happens to you?




Stop to think how much could £0 wrong in your life. Think of the many
diseases you escaped. Are you self-supporting and materially comfortable ?
Imagine the sudden loss of all your possessions --- which did not happen;
or worse, the loss of those dearest to you, who are still alive and well with
you. Have you ever thought of giving thanks for what did not happen? The
truth is that we take too much for granted. Unbeknownst to you, you have
been shielded against many dangers; therefore, you survived.

The author of Psalm 66 does not take well-being for granted. He invites us to
consider God’s work for our benefit: Come and see the works of God ». ¢ 5
He has granted us life and kept our feet from stumbling, p.os
Thanksgiving and happiness are twins, Every word of thanks, to some
degree, cheers us up. People with thanks on their lips enjoy moments of
contentment and contentment is the stuff serenity and peace of mind are
made of. [ want to propose a simple calculation to you: Take a few minutes
for a quick inventory of your life. List what is missing but also what you have
gotten; failures, but also achievements; wherein you fall short, but also what

you can do; the things that went wrong, but also what turned out right.




Can you see, hear, talk, walk, take care of yourself? Can you breathe, eat,
sleep? Does your heart beat without pain? Do you have a home? Family?
A friend who cares? The poet Carl Sandburg said: I am grateful for three
things: to be out of jail, to have a roof over my head and a little love. We
hardly need more for contentment. Remember Ben Zoma’s definition of

wealth: Who is rich ? He who is pleased with his lot. Pikeavor 4.1

There are many obstacles to peace of mind but also steps that lead to it.
The five steps we have talked about are:
1.  Don’t become enslaved by your work and activities. Give yourself a
break. Take time out to do nothing, time to think, to reflect.
2. “Cast your burden upon God™ --you are not the only player in your life.
3. Scale down your expectations. Don’t over-reach; don’t over-program
yourself; accept your limitations.
4.  Don’t torment yourself with indecision. Go one way or the other, but
decide and go.

5. Practice daily thanksgiving. It leads to contentment and peace of mind.



jg)(.f-'r 200y

}”(;A'ﬂ\ N,

MOy < LT %@% . ?wa
e EM_ b e
"‘"'f"_ e &%; ‘m&u [ gt»

tw ; %M e i :E.aac/a’r/vff-{(
Niwt & 3vo r%w ( %Tf_‘,_‘/&df‘ &!-wﬁ Q'?C pol—

A (.=
] | ' b Sy o s el

——

MBM

% 5 /[?[ a%&ﬁ\ ool
w ?‘M . P~ 6ﬂﬂh /s -’&-"?“-'HA W"E
"'l&/f‘«@at Aﬂcréra/mfr 7 :

§w.ﬁf Sl 0{
”ﬁ‘fi (Wil F-’— <Pl MMW

P mmm% Y -




Even the happily marrieq, surrounded by family, or in the miast
of a crowd, we may experience a poignant pang of loneliness, a
loneliness of the heart, a sense of not being understood. A crucial
part of yourself cannot be communicated. No matter how close, how
intimate you are with another person, there remains a gap that
cannot be bridged. There are things about you no other person will
ever know. Adrienne Rich says so in her lines:

Two strangers, thrust upon a rock

May have at last the perfect hour of talk
That language aches for; still --

Two minds, two messages.

At this time of Yizkor, we think of our families, the living and
those no longer alive. We remember all the love and tenderness
shown us, the sacrifices made for us, the guidance and models of
conduct that shaped our

They say, time is a great healer, But there are sorrows
that cannot fade away. My son-in-law, Rabbi David Forman, wrote a
very personal arrticle for the Jerusalem Post about his sister’s death
at age 12 when she was run over by a streetcar in Boston. character.
actually never knew her because the accident happened He
before he was born. He was only told that she was an angelic child....
When David’s father, at age91, made his last trip to Israel, David
writes “he went to the wall...and found a seat adjacent to it and
motioned to me to sit next to him. His voice trembling, he
said... There is not an hour in the day that I do not think of her .
I stand before these stones imploring God to return her to me.” .
There is nothing more painful than the death of a child.”

When a parent dies, we lose a large measure of our past;
when a child dies, we lose a portion of our future.

Inevitably, memories of our departed include also conflicts,
decisions and situations which were resented by either side, theirs
and ours. There were times when we were not understood as we
had craved. Such memories are painful.But, we must not be too
harsh in condemnation or in self-reproach.

¢ |



There are limits of understanding between persons. Most
people don't even understand their own deeper self, We must be
grateful for whatever was and is good in our relationships and not
look for the perfection which is beyond human reach.

A-man-was eagerly looking for a spouse. Friends-introduced
him to suitable ladies but he found fault with every one of them.
Finally, he found the one he thought was “the perfect woman”....
but no match, because she was looking for the perfect man.

The best relationship does not seek perfection but tolerates
imperfection.

My sister and I, as children, would occasionally get into an
argument. I would try all my methods of persuasion to change her
mind, -- often to no avail. She just wouldn't budge and if pressed for
an explanation, she'd cut me off with the infuriating answer:

“You'll never understand.” I have come to see that there are indeed
things about each of us no other person will ever understand, simply
because, as Adrienne Rich put it: “Two minds, two messages.”

There will never be total disclosure and understanding
between two persons. As Emerson wrote in his diary: "We never
touch but at points.” One can be with people and yet be lonely.
Loneliness is not being alone but feeling unrelated, that is, not
communicating. This is the point of Jean Ingelow’s poem:

Man dwells apart, though not alone,

He walks among his peers unread;

The best of thoughts which he hath known
For lack of listeners are not said.

In Lewis Carroll’s fantasies is an incident of a padlock with arms
and legs that says to everyone it meets: “I'm looking for a key to
unlock myself.” Many of us are locked up in ourselves. We have a
sense of futility. What is our purpose? What our reason for existence?
We go through life looking for the key to unlock life. And we don't
find it --- because we keep looking for it in ourselves. We should be
looking beyond ourselves. The meaning of our life is in relationship,
in connection with something greater than we. The meaning of our
personal, individual existence is embedded in the totality of life
--- ultimately with the Maker of life. It is God Who has the master
key to each of us. Think of the Psalmist’s words:

“Lord, Thou hast been our dwelling place in all generations.” es. 0.1




God is the ground of our being.
“Before the mountains were brought forth,
Or ever the earth and the world were formed,
Even from everlasting to everlasting,, Thou art God."” es. %0.2
It is God Who on this day calls within our souls:
“Return , ye children of men.” rs.90.3
Acknowledge that you are part of the original context of life from
which you were torn for the short time of your existence and to
which you are destined to return.
In the light of faith, loneliness is an illusion. No being is
ever cut off from the totality of life. As Richard Beer Hofmann said:
“They are all in us. Who is alone?”

The medieval philosopher , Master Eckhart expressed our
paradoxical sense of existence as separate beings , yet forever
connected with the totality of life and with its Maker:

That I am a man

I have in common with all men.

That I see and hear

And eat and drink

I share with all animals.

But that I am I is exclusively mine,

And belongs to me

And nobody else,

to no other man

Nor to an angel nor to God

Except in as much as I am one with Him.

This is the mystery of the Shema: God is one, the world is one, life
is one, even the living and the dead are one. You are not alone. You
are forever connected with God, the Creator with Whom are the
spirits of all flesh, those of our departed and ours as well, when our
time comes. Amen
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SHARE to help a friend RS -
Help for wholeness and healing

Do Jews
Believe In the
Soul’s Survival?

RaABBI ELIE KAPLAN SPITZ

here is a Jewish tale of twins in the womb.

| As one emerges from the birth canal, he is
greeted with an embrace and celebration.
Meanwhile, the unborn twin, unconscious of his
future fate, is panic-stricken over the potential
loss of all he has ever known. Likewise for us

who live an earthly, embodied existence, our
future death is frightening. We cannot know




with certainty what will happen once we die. We are
saddened to imagine leaving our loved ones and the
lamiliarity of our current existence. Yet the Jewish
tradition allirms that our physical demise is not the
end ol our consciousness. In the words ol Rabbi
Ya'akov, "This world is a passageway before the
World to Come. Prepare yoursell in the passageway
in order to enter into the main room.”

Judaism Teaches That
We Each Have a Soul

Each of us is endowed with a neshamah, an intangi-
ble soul that links us to the Divine. As God created
Adam from the earth and breathed into him the
nishmat chayyim, the soul-breath of life, so we are
both animated and made conscious by the spirit of
our Creator. Upon our death, our neshamah returns
to its source with memories gathered and a record of
deeds. It is our lifes task, the Baal Shem Tov (the
founder of Hasidism, 1700-1760) taught, to culti-
vate and elevate our neshamah through acis of con-
nection to God, particularly acts ol compassion.
Judaism, in contrast to many other religions,
places its emphasis on this life. God’s promised
rewards as recorded in the Torah are consistently
this-worldly and communal. Because of this, many
rabbis have de-emphasized or even denied Judaism’s
beliel in an afterlife. However, our people has
always avowed survival of the soul. Although the
Torah hardly addresses what happens after we die,
there is a recurring phrase that affirms another
realm of existence. Regarding six key figures, the

Before his death, Rabbi Zusya
said, “In the coming world, they
will not ask me: “Why were you
not Moses?’ They will ask me:
‘Why were you not Zusya?"”

—Hasidic wisdom

Torah records that “he died, was gathered to his
people, and was buried.” Medieval and contempo-
rary biblical scholars agree that “gathered to his
people” relers to soul, a quality of consciousness
that persists and is rewarded with an eternal life on
another plane.

There Is Evidence
That the Soul Survives

At first impression, we moderns are skeptical of the
beliel in survival of the soul because we fear it is a
product of wishful thinking. Yet the fact that we
want to believe it does not make it untrue. We want
to be loved, but that does not mean that we are not
lovable and loved. We are also unsure because there
are no scientific proofs for either the soul or its
endurance. But much in life 1s not subject 1o quan-
tifiable prools. For instance, although we may lack
conclusive proof that we are loved, we may have evi-
dence that our intimate relationships are grounded
on sincere care. Likewise, there is evidence for con-



tinued existence of the soul that we may weigh,
assessing the credibility of the witnesses and the con-
sistency ol accounts.

As a rabbi, | have grown to take seriously the sto-
ries that congregants have shared with me that point
to an afterlife:

e “When I was a medical student | took a vacation to
Texas. While asleep 1 fell out of bed. Actually, it felt
like I was thrown out of bed. 1 looked up at the clock,
which read 5 a.m. Shaken, 1 went back to sleep. An
hour later the phone rang. My mother shared that
my father had had a heart attack at 5 A.m.”

» “Falling asleep on the eve of my daughter’s funeral, 1
saw lit figures with vaguely familial faces enter my
room. They assured me that my daughter had joined
them on the other side and that she was fine. I found
the visit to be real and comforting.”

* “I was thrown from my automobile in a car accident.
Lying on the side of the road, 1 emerged from my
body. I looked down and saw the medics working on
me. | experienced no pain as my consciousness was
drawn upward toward a bright light. Although 1 felt
increasing joy, | alse desired to return to my body.
Suddenly I was zapped back into my body and felt
racking pain. The experience changed my life. I no
longer fear death and am more spiritual.”

When people tell me these stories, they consistent-
ly do so with much emotion and in vivid detail. It is
as if the experience touched them at their core and is
imprinted there, Because of the emotional and int-
mate nature of these recollections, people often with-
hold their stories. In addition, people are afraid that

Rav Nachman accounted in a dream to his [riend
Rabbah: “[My death was no more painless| than
removing a hair from milk. But if the Holy One,

blessed be He, were to say to me, ‘Go back to the
world as you were,' | would decline, for the dread
[of death] is anguishing.”

—BABYLONIAN TALMUD, MO'ED KATAN 2BA

their listeners will dismiss their accounts as products
of coincidence or fantasy. Yet there is a vast contem-
porary literature that deals with near-death experi-
ences, mediums, and past-lile memories. My reading
offered a larger context for the personal anecdotes
people told me. In sum, | have grown to believe
beyond a reasonable doubt that the teaching of the
Jewish tradition is true: we are endowed with a soul
that survives our physical demise. As a modern
thinker, 1 wanted to assess for mysell whether my
tradition’s statements of faith were true. As a Jew, |
also wanted to know more about what my tradition
teaches about the nature of the afterlife.

Scripture Describes After-Death
Experiences

Hebrew scripture describes communication with
the dead. When King Saul needs to speak with the
deceased prophet Samuel, he goes to a medium,
the Witch of Endor, who conjures up the soul of
the prophet. Samuel tells the king that he and his
sons will join him the next day. In a similar vein,



the Talmud recounts that after Rabbhi Nachman
died, he appeared to his friend Rabbah and said,
“IMy death was no more painless] than removing a
hair from milk. But if the Holy One, blessed be He,
were Lo say to me, ‘Go back to the world as you
were, | would decline, for the dread |of death] is
anguishing.”

The Talmud relates that when people die they
emerge from the physical body and undergo a lile
review in which they are made aware of their
shortcomings and achievements. The Zohar elabo-
rates that upon death the soul is drawn toward the
Shechinah, God’s presence, often pictured as a
bright light. Deceased family members greet the
soul and serve as guides toward the light. There is
a multileveled process of soul purification, aided
by the deeds ol loved ones who are still living.
According to medieval Jewish writings, the recita-
tion of the Mourners Kaddish prayer is one of the
acts that brings merit and helps elevate the soul of
a loved one.

“In the World to Come...the righteous sit with
crowns on their head and enjoy the radiance of
the Shechinah [Divine Presence].”

—BABYLONIAN TALMUD, BERACHOT 17A

e e |

The Jewish Tradition Has Intuitions of
the World to Come

The nature of the World to Come is unclear. As the
Jewish philosopher Maimonides noted, 1o describe
a disembodied state to a person in this realm is like
describing color to a blind person. Nonetheless, it
is described in the Talmud as a place without eat-
ing or drinking, but with a reward marked by the
bliss ol basking in God’s presence. At the same
time, there is a diversity ol opinion as to the
specifics of the future state of the soul. In the Book
of Daniel, there is the promise ol resurrection dur-
ing the messianic era. This reversal ol the natural
course ol death is a reward for the righteous,
according to the Rabbis of the Talmud. In Jewish
mystical writings beginning in the twellth century
(and later integrated into mainstream Judaism),
there is also a claim of reincarnation. In many tra-
ditional prayer books, there is a nighttime prayer
that asks God to forgive us for our sins in this life
and in any previous life,

Despite variations in the particulars of the nature
ol the World to Come, the messianic era, resurrec-
tion, and reincarnation, the Jewish tradition is con-
sistent in its beliel that we are more than our bodies
and that there is life beyond death. Judaism is also
consistent in teaching that how we live now matters,
both in terms of God’s expectations of us and for the
trajectory of lile 1o come.



R. Eleazar said, “On the day when a person’s time
arrives to depart from the world...three messen-
gers stand over him [or her] and provide a report

of all the person’s deeds in this world, and the
individual admits all and signs an account.”

—ZODHAR 1. TOA

Belief in Survival of the Soul Makes a

Difference in Our Lives

Now that I have a broader context for death, 1 am
much more comfortable at the bedside of the dying.
| can share with the patient and his or her family
that when we die it is not the end; our soul emerges
from our body at the point of death as a buuterfly
from a cocoon. Many of these people welcome hear-
ing their faith affirmed not just by me, but also by
the Jewish tradition. Others find comlort in being
invited to consider that this hife is not all there is.
Despite sadness, death leels less tragic knowing that
there is life after life.

I live my life more responsibly and compassion-
ately because of a beliel in an accounting at the end
of days. Moreover, if there is a personal conscious-
ness that survives this plane of existence, then there
is an additional reason to believe in a transcendent
and unifying consciousness. Cultivating a relation-
ship with the Divine through ritual deeds and acts

ol compassion adds wholeness and holiness to the
days of this life.

Though there is no conclusive proof for what hap-
pens alter we die, the accounts of the living offer
evidence lor beliel in survival of the soul, a beliel
affirmed by the sacred texts and folk wisdom of our
tradition. We are each here for a unique purpose,
Jewish tradition teaches, and each day ol our lives is
a precious gilt from the Divine that we are to cele-
brate and use responsibly as God's partner.

—_—
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PREFPARING FOR DEATH

¥en do not love to think of death, because they are not on

good terms with hir., *hey resort to forgetfulnees. They occupy
themeelves, often, intensely. “hey rush into pleasures.

*hey coont him to be no kind companion, and no pleasant friend,
that will insiet_upon reminding them of dying and death. 1t is
a gloomy thing. All the cffices of death are gloomy .....

¥ow, death ig not in iteelf anything terrible, as a mere physical
event., lost pereons die with as little vain as achild goes to sleep;
and 211 the suffering which orecedes death ie g0 little in the majority
of instancees that if it were all summed up and put upon a man who
is alive and well, he would be shamed to shed a tear....

Death in and of itself is merciful. ...Whem men are prpared
to die, nature ie as gracious to them in dying as to an annle,
when it is ripe and ready to fall from the bough. +*‘he stem itself
preparesg, as a part of ite ripenees, to let go; so that when the
least breath of wind shakee the apple , it falls eaesily to the grond.

When the time comes, no one clings to the bough of life very
tenaciougly. Cenerally, we do not need to be torn from it by rude
handling. There are exceptions, but as a rule, there is more
pain in a toothache than in dying. Therefore, there is no need
to fear death as a physical expereince .

In regard to the interruption of our plane and affections, death
is certainly a more painful thing. We ask what will beccue of our
children? What will become of our estate? "hat will become of
thege mighty intereste which have depended upon me, and which ay
hends have controlled and guided? -

these cguestions are the reasone, even more so then fear of pain,
why men do not like to think of death.,

Yet, let no one dececive himse'f. Since the world began, has
there ever been a man whose place could not be taken? Have children,
after loss of parents, not been able to find ther way through life?
Yature is made so large and so bountiful, and God's providence is
80 genereus that, after all thoge who think that they are eo important
to their estate, to their Utusiness, to their families, overestimate.
To be sure, if they should die, the household would not be carried
on as they are carrying it on; but it would not Be destroyed.

come up tomorrow if you do die. <Lhe stare will ®hine if you are
ot here to see them..j;ummer wil come if your plough is still.
The worl: is not made to furn on you as a pivot. You occupy a
Yery small place. Your little will, and your little purposes, are
practically invieible in bhe totality of thinge., And no man is
g0 neceasary that God cannot cannot raise up another creature to
take hie place. The work that vowhave in your hands, GCod
scatters and dvidies up among a hundred.

Som timate their iamport nd thi that ath is
a terrible thing becauge they are conceited in rd t el
relations herc in this world.
T———®me tTue siecnficance of death lies in the fact that it
bringe Ten irto—reletionship With God., The prospect of death makes
and the poseibility of an eternal nothingnese, makes man desperate
for a reslm of eternal life , for etemal power......

Henry Ward Beecher -—-paraphrased in part !

X_ ngides, we are not as necessary as we think. The sun will
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' Janet Ross Marder

THE WORK WE LOVE

As for practicing, rather than using discipline as a weapon against our-
selves, think of it as an outgrowth of your desire to spend a little time
every day with what you love. When desire is joined to discipline, mira-
cles are possible....Edgar Degas, an artist who understood repetition to
be the essence of craft and beauty, was intrigued with the relationship
between repetition and mastery. It was precisely the ritualized, often
unglamorous, movements of the ballet dancers he observed by the hour
before beginning to paint, that interested him.
- Maureen McCarthy Draper,
The Narure of Music: Beauty, Sound and Healing

He shall be like a tree planted by waters, sending forth its roots by a
stream. It does not sense the coming of heat; its foliage is ever fresh. It
has no care in a year of drought; it does not cease from yielding
ol - Jeremiah 17:8
Most of the dancers in the paintings of Degas are not
performing on stage. The artist catches them in the
unglamorous atmosphere of the dance class or practice
hall. He celebrates the sensibility of everyday — the mas-
tery of repetitive motion that allows the dancers to soar.
He shows us not ethereal ballerinas floating in mid-air, but solid
creatures of flesh and blood training their muscles to do the dif-
ficult and demandmg »Elrk of their craft

V)

characteristic tasks over and over again — writing sermons, eulo-
gies, invocations; naming babies; blessing wedding couples and
B'nai Mitzvah; teaching Torah; offering prayers. We learn, early
on, that our ability to succeed in this work depends on a mastery

Mt =F [

{ ;
‘E"v’c rabbis knuw some itive motion, of course.
We know that over the course of a career we will perform our

of these everyday tasks — and even more so, on our ability to con-
tinually find them rewarding.

Repetitive stress injuries, after all, are not only physical in nature,
Besides carpal-tunnel syndrome, tennis elbow, tendonitis and
other problems brought on by too much wear and tear on the
joints, there are the injuries wrought by repeated actions that
gradually wear away the spirit.

The first and most obvious injury{is boredom.'Can an unending
round of baby namings and B'nai Mitzvah, week in and week out,
sustain our interest? Can we put our heart into every funeral we
conduct, and find meaning in each recitation of the liturgyi‘ Can
we bring energy and focus to each new counseling situation we
encounter? Can we muster the enthusiasm to nrgamze yet

S -
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Marder ;: Continued from Page | S

another cycle of holiday programs?

But the greatest danger for rabbis is not boredom but iscourage-
ment. Even the most successful of us, by conventional standards,
“know that there are many people we simply cannot touch, no mat-
ter how hard we try. Virtually every week we display our passions
“before the gaze of indifferent onlookers. They fail to respond to
our invitations and challenges; they douse our dreams with cold

water; they remind us, in a hundred different ways, that what is at

the very center of our lives is on the periphery of theirs. Rabbis
who are naive, impatient or overly impressed with themselves will
5000 be disillusioned, and will probably not | last long in this wnrk

Against these occupational hazards of the rabbinate 1 set the vision
of the prophet Jeremiah, who saw the good man, the person who
trusts in God, as a green and fruitful tree that survives in the
harshest of climates. Nourished by underground streams, the
prophet said, the faithful endure drought and blistering sun. They
draw on hidden sources u{'_?ﬁilience; they defy the elements and
send forth new growth in every season. 3

I have all the proof | need that Jeremiah's vision is true. For | have
spent these past two years getting to know women and men who
work in every part of the rabbinate. | know that there is frustration
and disappointment, and that some of us have been deeply
wounded in the course of our work. But | am left most of all with
a sense of amazement that so many good people have given their
lives to this difficult and demanding craft we have chosen.

_ I thank you, my remarkable colleagues, for the lessons you have

taught me, during these years, about resilience and renewal. [ have
seen you transcend defeat and go on; [ have seen you encounter
callousness without ever losing your own compassion; [ have seen
you sustain the discipline of study to keep from running dry.

. | marve] at the hours of patient and persistent effort you put in,

most of it behind the scenes and unacknowledged, to pursue holy
tasks and build sacred communities. I honor you for the devotion
you continue to bring to repetitive tasks so that they never become

routine, and for the humor that keeps you balanced and sane.

_lam proud to be among you and to share the only title | have ever

wanted to bear: a teacher and lover of Torah. Together may we sur-
vive and thrive, finding reasons to celebrate the good that we are
able to do for our people. May we soar, now and then, and find joy
and beauty in the work we love,

As my term as president comes to an end, I thank you from the bot-
tom ﬂf my heart for the privilege of serving our Conference, and wel-

|~ Danziger.

-

come with great respect and affection my wonderful successor, Harry
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As for practicing, rather than using discipline aILs a weapon aga:nsl -::u:v
selves, think of it as an outgrowth of your desire 1o spﬂ.'td_a Emle t]lme
with what you love. When desire is joined to dl&ilphi‘le_,-’mim-
..Edgar Degas, an artist who understood repetition %u
be the essence of craft and beauty, was intrigued with l.hc rrf’.latmnsfllup
between repetition and mastery. It was precisely the nluailﬂd,': en
unglamorous, Movements of the ballet d::.:ers he observed by the hour
inni aint, that interested him.

e iy . Maureen McCarthy Draper,

The Nature of Music: Beauty, Sound and Healing

every day
cles are possible..

He shall be like a tree planted by waters, sending forth its roots by a
stream, It does not sense the coming of heat; its foliage is ever fresh. It
has no care in a year of drought; it does not cease from yielding

it - Jeremiah 17:8

Most of the dancers in the paintings of Degas are not
performing on stage. The artist catches them in t}le
unglamorous atmosphere of the dance class or practice
hall. He celebrates the sensibility of ever;;lday - the mas-
tery of repetitive motion that allows the dancers 1o soar. .
H?shuwsP:s not ethereal ballerinas floating in mid-air, but SDl.I.d
creatures of flesh and blood training their muscles to do the.dif-
ficult and demanding work of their craft.

We rabbis know something about repetitive muFinn. of course.
We know that over the course of a career we will perform our
characteristic tasks over and over againl- writing sermons, culc:l
gies, invocations; naming babies; blessing wedding couples an]

B'nai Mitzvah; teaching Torah; offering prayers. We learn, early
on, that our ability to succeed in this work depends on a mastery
of these everyday tasks —and even more 50, 0n our ability to con-

tinually find them rewarding.

Repetitive stress injuries, after all, are not only physical 'u'.tz?ature.
Besides carpal-tunnel syndrome, tennis elbow, tendonitis and
other problems brought on by too much wear and tear on the
joints, there are the injuries wrought by repeated actions that
gradually wear away the spirit.

The first and most obvious injury is boredom. C.:m an unending
round of baby namings and B'nai Mitzvah, \:rL'Ek in and week out,
sustain our interest? Can we put our heart into every funer:l: we
conduct, and find meaning in each recitation of .T'he ll_turgj,r. Can
we bring energy and focus to each new cr:-unselmg situation we
encounter? Can we muster the enthusiasm to orrgamz.c yet
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another cycle of holiday programs?

But the greatest danger for rabbis is not boredom but discour:
ment. Even the most successful of us, by conventional standa
know that there are many people we simply cannot touch, no r
ter how hard we try. Virtually every week we display our passi
before the gaze of indifferent onlookers. They fail to respon:
our invitations and challenges; they douse our dreams with «
water; they remind us, in a hundred different ways, that what

the very center of our lives is on the periphery of theirs. Ral
who are naive, impatient or overly impressed with themselves
soon be disillusioned, and will probably not last long in this wi

Against these occupational hazards of the rabbinate [ set the vi:
of the prophet Jeremiah, who saw the good man, the person
trusts in God, as a green and fruitful tree that survives in

harshest of climates. Nourished by underground streams,

prophet said, the faithful endure drought and blistering sun. T
draw on hidden sources of resilience; they defy the elements

send forth new growth in every season.

I have all the proof I need that Jeremiah’s vision is true, For I h
spent these past two years getting to know women and men v
work in every part of the rabbinate. | know that there is frustrat
and disappointment, and that some of us have been dee
wounded in the course of our work. But | am left most of all »
a sense of amazement that so many good people have given tl
lives to this difficult and demanding craft we have chosen.

_ I thank you my remarkable colleagues, for the lessons you h
taught me, during these years, about resilience and renewal. T h
seen you transcend defeat and go on; I have seen you encour
callousness without ever losing your own compassion; [ have s
you sustain the discipline of study to keep from running dry.

, I marvel at the hours of patient and persistent effort you put
most of it behind the scenes and unacknowledged, to pursue h
tasks and build sacred communities. | honor you for the devot
you continue to bring to repetitive tasks so that they never beco
routine, and for the humor that keeps you balanced and sane.

_lam proud to be among you and to share the only title | have e
wanted to bear: a teacher and lover of Torah. Together may we s
vive and thrive, finding reasons to celebrate the good that we
able to do for our people. May we soar, now and then, and find
and beauty in the work we love,

As my term as president comes to an end, | thank you from the b
tom of my heart for the privilege of serving our Conference, and
come with great respect and affection my wonderful successor, Ha
Danziger.
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y in his quest to live forever

Author and inventor Ray Kurzweil take 250 supplements each day and drinks plenty of alkaline water and green tea 5o he will be around to
witness human immortality.

BY JAY LINDSAY

ELLESLEY, Maxzs,

{AP) — Ray Kurz-

weil doesn't railgare,

A man who plans to
live forever docsnt take chamces
with his health on the highway, or
anywhere clse.

As part of his daily routine, Kurz-
we
1o 10 glasses of alkaline water and 10
cups of jreen tea He also plt'!_"l.m.!-
cally tracks 40 to 50 fimess. indica-
toes, down to his “tactile sensitivity.”
Adpstments are made a5 needed.

1 do acoually fine-tune my pro-
gramming,” he sanxl.

The ioventor and computer sci-
entist is serious about his heakth
because, if it fals him, he might
not live long enough to soe hu-

manity achieve immortality, a
SCISITC :l.c'.'t]nplhn:! he pn:dicrs
in his new book is no more than
200 years away.,

It's a blink of an eve in hastory,
but long encugh for the 56-year-
old Kurzwesl to pay close heed o
his fitness. He urges others to do
the same in Fantasic Feyage: Live
Lany Encuph to Live Ferever,

The book is partdy a health
guide 3o people can live to ben-
efit from & coming explosion in
technology he predices will make
infinite life spans possible.

lmmortality would leave hrtle
standing in cument society, in
whach the incvitability of death s
foundational to everything from

religion to retiement planning.
The planets natural resources
would be greatly stressed, and the
social order shaken.

Kureweil writes of millions of

ich he
calls “nanobats,” that will keep us
~forver young by swarmiing throogh
the body: repaining bones, muscles,
arterics and beain_cells. Tmprove-
ments to our genenic coding will be
downloaded via the Intemnet. We
wont even need a heart.

The clawms are fantastic, bt
Kurzweil s no crank. He's a recipi-
ent of the $500,000 Lemelson-MIT
prize, which is billed as a sort of

Cridics say Ruroweil’s predic-
tions of immortality are wild fan-
tasics based on unpustifiable leaps
from current technology.

*I'm not calling Ray a quack,
but 1 am calling his message about
immortality i line with the claims
of ather quacks that are out there,”
said Thomas Perls, a Boston Uni-
versity aging specialist who studies
the genetics of centenarians,

Sherwin  MNuland, a  bioeth-
ics professor at Yale [.l:ll.i'l.tni.l'_\"\
School of Medicine, calls Kurz-
weil a “genius,” but also says hels a

roduct of a narcissistic when
?ﬂ"'l[lnnf Tenple are Secoming ob-

Acaderny Award for inventors, and " sessed with their longewity,

he won the 1999 National Medal of
Technology Award, He has written
on the emergence of intedligent ma-
chines in publications ranging from
Wered to Time magazine. The Chrer-
tiirn Science Mfomitor has called ham a
*modern Edison.” He was inducted
it the Inventors Hall of Fame in
2002, Perhaps the MIT praduate’
most famous imvention i the first
rexding machine for the blind that
conlel read amy rypeface,

During a recent interview in his
conpany offices, Kuroweil seppmi
green tex and spoke of humaniny's
coming immortulity as if it's as good
as done. He sees human intellggence
not only congquering it biological
limies, inchading death, but also com-
pherely mastering the nasaral word,

“In my view, we are not another
anirmal, subject to nature’s whim,”
e said

10 | SCIENCE & THEOLOGY NEWS | APRIL 2005

“They've forgotten they're act-
ing on the basic biological fear of
death and extinction; and it dis-
torts their rational approach to the
human condition,” Nuland sid,

Kurzweil says his eritics often
fail to appreciate the exponential
nature of technological advance,
with knowledge doubling year by
year 5o that amazing progress oc-
curs in short periods.

His predictions, Kurewel said,
are based on carefully constructed
scientific models that have proven
accurate. For instance, in his 1990
book, The Ape of Tntelligene Ma-
ehines, Kurewell  prediceed  the
development of o worldwide com-
puter network and of a computer
thiat could beat a chess champion,

“It's not just guesses,” he said.
"There's & methodology to this,”

Kurzweidl has been thinking big

ever since he was finde. At age B,
he developed a miniature theater
in which a robonic device moved
the scenery. By 16, the New Yock
City native built his own comput-
er and programmed 1t to compose
original melodies.

His interest in health developed
out of concern ahout his own fu-
ture.  Kureweil’s grandfather and
father suffered from heart disease,
his father dving when Kurswell was
23, Kureweil was diagnosed with
Type 2 diabetes in his mid-30s.

Afver insulin treatments  were
incffective, Kurpweil devised his
own solution, including a drastic
cut in far consumption, allowing
him to control his diaberes with-
ot insulin.

His rigorous health regimen
is mot excessive, just effective, he
savs, adding that his worst sick-
ness in the last several yvears has
been mild nasal congestion.

In the past decade, Kurzweil’s
mterests in technology and health
scienyces have merged as scientists
have discovered similarities be-
tween the disciplines.

“All the genes we have, the
20,000 to 30,000 genes, ane little
software programs,” Kuroweil said.

In his latest book, Kursweil de-
Firses what he calls his three bridg
e to immortality, The first bodge
i the health regamen he describes
with co-author D .lltl:l'f}' Ciross-
man to keep people fit enough o
cross the second bridge, & biotech.
nological revolution.

Kurzweil writes that humanity
i& on the verge of controlling how
genes express themselves and ulni-
mately changing the genes, With
such rechnology, hurmanity could
block disease-causing genes and
introduce new ones that would
slow or stop the aging process.

The third bridge is the nano-
rechnologry and artificial ineelli-
gence revolution, which Kureweil
predicts will deliver the nanobots
that work  like repaving  crews
in our bloodstreams and brains
These intelligent machines will
destroy discase, rebuild organs and
obliterate known lmits on human
intelligence, he said,

Kureweil said he believes new
rechnology will emierge o meet
increasing human needs. And he
said society will be able to control
the advances he predices a5 long

2 a8 it makes decisions openly and

democranically, without excessive

o  Eovermiment interference,

But there are no guarantecs, he
wilded.
Meamwhile,

Kurpwesdl  refuses

to concede the inevitability of his

cwn death, even if science doesn’t
advance as quickly as he predics.

“Dicath is a tragedy,” 2 process of
suffering that rids the world of its
maost tested, experienced members
— people whose contributions to
science and the arts could only
multiply with agelessness, he saad.

Kurrweil said he’s no “cheer-
leader™ for unlimited scientific
progress and added he knows sa-
ence can't answer questions about
why eternal lives are worth living.
That's left for philosophers and
theologians, he said,

But to him, theres no question
of huge advances in things thar
make lifie worth living, such as art,
culmure, music and science.

“Biological evolution passed the
baton of progress w human cul-
tural and technological develop-
ment,” he said.

Lee Silver, a Princeton biolo-
gist, said he'd fove to befieve in the
future as Kuroweil sees it, but the
problem is humans are involved.

The instinct to preserve indi-
viduality, and to gain advantage
for yourself and your children,
would survive any breakthrough
into biological immortality —
which Silver doesn't think is pos-
sihbe. The gap between the hives
and have-nots would widen and
Kureweil's vision of a united ha-
manity would become ever more
elusive, he said.

"1 think it would require a
change in human natare,” Silver
said, "and 1 don't think people
want to do that,” ™
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A RAY OF LIGHT FROM THE KADDISH PRAYER
by Rabbi Joshua O. Haberman
Yizkor 2005

-:.. e G.-*MC{;-"

and observances celebrate life and God as Creator. This memorial

of our prayers

hour of Yizkor is exceptional with its focus on the end of life.
wﬁ'il&:h we remember owr dear nnes who have died, death is very much
on our minds, their death and x:rﬁen‘?ﬂfe tlmehco%ilw
Most people resist thmkmg about death. Some are obsessed by it.
Sigmund Freud confessed to his friend Ernest Jones that he thougltof
death daily and that he hated to grow old. Others are enraged , like Dylan
Thomas who one year before his death at the age of 39, wrote
Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;

Rage, rage against the dying of the light

Edna St. Vincent Millay faced the idea of death with a tempes outburst
befitting an adolescent:
Withstanding Death till Life be gone,
[ shall treasure my breath, I shall linger on.
I shall bolt my door with a bolt and a cable;
I shall block my door with a bureau and a table;
With all my might my door shall be barred.
I shall put up a fight, I shall take it hard.
With his hand on my mouth he shall drag me forth,
Shrieking to the south and clutching to the north.

The majority of people, the young more so than the old, choose ways
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of denial. Death is something that happens only to others.

In this hour, all of us, young and old, are prompted to come to
terms with the unalterable fact that the human mortality rate is 100%.
Can we make the certainty of our mortality more acceptable?

What thought could help us tolerate the prospect of death?

Reform Judaism’s standard prayer book, The Gates of Prayer,
incf[udes reflections on death prior to the mourner’s kaddish. These are
meant to comfort the grief stricken. With some reluctance I must share
with you my personal aversion to these reflections. I find no comfort in
them. Consider the opening sentence of one of these meditations:

*“The contemplation of death should plant within the soul elevation

and peace...”

On the contrary! The parent who is shattered by the death of a child,

the grief-stricken spouse or the person thinking about his own death,
experiences anything but an elevation of soul and peace. The contemplation
of death, which most of us try to avoid with a passion, gives us

discomfort mixed with anger, not soul elevation and peace. p
Likewise beside the point is an alternate reflection which draws a graphic
analogy of life with a flickering candle:

“Life is finite” we are told..."like a candle it burns, then it fades

and it is no more....yet we do not despair.”
Wrong again! The death of one we love or thoughts about our
own death push us to the brink of despair.

The Bible reflects much more accurately the mentality of people
facing up to death: With a mixture of hurt and anger the Psalmist

challenges God:



“What profit is there in my blood, when 1 go down to the pit?

Shall the dust praise you? Shall it declare your truth? (s 30.10)

The Psalmist could not rationally justify death . Neither can we.
Why go through life with all its experiences, pleasures and pains ?
Why accumulate knowledge, even wisdom, only to vanish in
oblivion? Is the Creator a sadist, making us vulnerable to all kinds of
suffering before blowing out that flickering candle we call life?

The two contentious rabbinical academies of Hillel and Shammai
which were at odds on all issues, debated two and one half years
the question whether it is better to be born or not to be born.
This time they reached agreement. Considering all the afflictions in life, net
they agreed that not to be born would be preferable.

If we wonder, why death, we should also ask, why life?
What is its meaning? For what purpose has life emerged in the universe?
A bereaved mourner, humbled by ignorance of why life and why death,
put up a tombstone for his beloved wife and had it inscribed:

Here lies Jane Shore
[ say no more.

I am tempted to stop at this point and say no more but feel I should
share with you at least one ray of light I see in our tradition.
Do you know what the Kaddish prayer is saying? Isn’t it strange
that the Kaddish ,recited by mourners, has not a single word
about death? Listen to the translation:

Magnified and sanctified be the great Name in the world which
He created according to His will. May He rule in His kingdom in your

life time and during your days and in the life of the household of



A RAY OF LIGHT FROM THE KADDISH PRAYER
by Rabbi Joshua O. Haberman
Yizkor 2005

This Yizkor hour of remembrance calls for a different mind-

set. Earlier, the prayers of today turned our thoughts to life and its

duties; now, we focus on the end of life, on our mortality.

| Earlier, we reflected on our relationship with living people, on our

| conduct and theirs, on the moral nuances of our feelings, from
kindness to malice, on the grievances we have and those we
caused to others. We searched our hearts in remorse over wrongs
we have committed; we prayed for reconciliation and the repair of
relationships.

Now we reflect on the lives of those who are no more, and

how we related to them. We see before our mind’s eyes the images

of a spouse, a parent, a son or daughter, a brother or sister, even /

special friends who were as close to us as kin. We remember the
portion of our life we shared with them.

How we miss those with whom we felt so free to talk about

everything. What, if you could, once more, have an hour with
them? What would you say to them?. Is there anyone to whom

you did not say often enough, “I love you™? Thinking it over, are

you sorry for words that should never have been spoken? for \/

things you should never have done?

e
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" A legend tells us that God sent one of his angels to mingle w
among human kind and bring back the most precious thing he

could find. The angel returned with a tiny little bottle. God asked,
what makes this so precious? The angel replied: “I saw a man
{ sobbing with regret over something he should have done or failed

to do, and I caught some of his tears in this bottle. God approved

[
of the tears of regret as something most precious.
|

Tears of regret wash away whatever poisons our relationship;
they cleanse us of guilt and help us form a new self-image and a |
new bond even with those who have gone from this life.

Is death the ultimate separation, or, will our death be the

portal of reunion with those who went before us?

hishesr . Most people resist |
thinking about death. Some are obsessed by it. Sigmund Freud

confessed to his friend Ernest Jones that he thought of death daily
and that he hated to grow old.

Others are enraged , like Dylan Thomas who, the year
before his death at the age of 39, wrote:
Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light

Edna St. Vincent Millay faced the idea of death with a
temper outburst befitting an adolescent:




' Withstanding Death till Life be gone,
’ [ shall treasure my breath, I shall linger on.
[ I shall bolt my door with a bolt and a cable;

I shall block my door with a bureau and a table;

With all my might my door shall be barred.

I shall put up a fight, I shall take it hard.
With his hand on my mouth he shall drag me forth,

Shrieking to the south and clutching to the north.

Most people, the young more than the old, choose ways
of denial. Death is something that happens only to others.
In this hour, we are all prompted to come to terms with the
unalterable fact that the human mortality rate is 100%.

Can we make the certainty of our mortality more acceptable?
the prospect of death?

!I What could help us tolerate
Reform Judaism’s standard prayer book, The Gates of

Prayer, includes reflections on death prior to the mourner’s

kaddish. These are meant to comfort the grief stricken.
With reluctance I share with you my personal aversion to

these reflections. I find no comfort in them. Consider the opening

sentence of one of these meditations:




“The contemplation of death should plant within the soul elevation
and peace...”

On the contrary! The parent who is shattered by the death of
a child, the grief-stricken spouse or the person thinking about his
own death, feels anything but an elevation of soul and peace. The
contemplation of death, which most of us try to avoid with a
passion, gives us discomfort mixed with anger, not soul elevation
and peace.

An alternate meditation draws a graphic analogy of life with
a flickering candle: “Life is finite” we are told...”like a candle
it burns, then it fades "and it is no more....yet we do not despair.”

Wrong again! Of course, we do despair. The death of one we
love, and thoughts about our own death, push us to the brink of
despair. Smug and pretty words do not express our anguish.

The Bible reflects much more accurately the mentality of
people facing up to death: With a mixture of hurt and anger the
Psalmist challenges God:

“What profit is there in my blood, when I go down to the pit?

Shall the dust praise you? Shall it declare your truth? s.30.10)
The Psalmist could not rationally justify death . Neither can we.

Why go through life with all its experiences, pleasures and pains ?

Why accumulate knowledge, even wisdom, only to vanish in




oblivion? Is the Creator a sadist, making us vulnerable to all
kinds of suffering before blowing out that flickering candle we call
life?

If we wonder, why death, we should also ask, why life?
What is its meaning? For what purpose has life emerged in the
universe? A bereaved mourner, humbled by ignorance of why life
and why death, put up a tombstone for his beloved wife and had it
inscribed: Here lies Jane Shore

[ say no more.

I am tempted to stop at this point and say no more but feel I
should share with you at least some rays of light I find in our
tradition.

Do you know what the Kaddish prayer is saying? Isn’t it
strange that the Kaddish , recited by mourners, has not a single
word about death? Listen to the translation:

Magnified and sanctified be the great Name in the world
which He created according to His will. May He rule His
kingdom in your life time and during your days and in the
life of the household of Israel, soon and speedily.

May His great Name be blessed forever and ever.

Blessed, praised, glorified, exalted, elevated, adored and lifted up
for praise be the Name of the Holy One; blessed be He, beyond

any blessing and song, praise and consolation that uttered in the




world. May there be abundant peace from Heaven and life,
upon us and upon all lsrael.”l

What, in plain words, is the Kaddish saying to the mourner
and to all of us who crave a vision beyond death? The clue is
the lavish outpouring of praise for God in the Kaddish. What it
says is, you who are weeping over the passing of life, know that
there is One Who is more than life and you are connected with
the One Whom we praise above all things in this world.

In Mitch Albom’s now classic conversations with a dying
man, Tuesdays With Morrie, there is a very touching moment.
Mitch wonders how he might continue conversations with Morrie
after Morrie’s death, when visiting his grave. Morrie reassures him
with a smile: “Tell you what. After I’'m dead, vou talk. And I’ll
listen.” (p.170)

Morrie’s point was that the dead are not totally cut off from
the living and from this world.

In his interview on Ted Koppel’s show, Morrie
acknowledged that he was an agnostic from age 16 until the onset
of Lou Gehring’s disease, his final illness. “What changed your
mind?” — asked Koppel. Morrie explained:

A growing sense of the interconnectedness of all things. I’'m

part of some larger Power.....Maybe the difference between




life and death is not so great, not a chasm. There is a little
bridge.

Morrie concluded that there must be something Beyond. The
world is not sufficient, but, he added, “I don’t know what is
beyond.”

This reminded me of the famous song of Rabbi Nachman of
Bratslav: Kol ha-olam kulo gesher tzar me-od; v’ha-ikkar lo
I’fached klal All the world is a narrow bridge and the main
thing is not to be afraid.

The Bratzlaver saw the universe as multi-dimensional. This

life is something transitional, a short phase, moving across
*“a narrow bridge” toward another dimension of being.

The point is that in death as in life, we remain connected with
something larger than ourselves. We, creatures of flesh and blood,
are not eternal, God is eternal. and we are connected with God
and His eternity. Yitgadal v’yitkadash.... MAGNIFIED AND

SANCTIFIED BE HIS GREAT NAME, SO LET US SAY,
AMEN.




A RAY OF LIGHT FROM THE KADDISH PRAYER
by Rabbi Joshua O. Haberman
Yizkor 2005

This Yizkor hour of remembrance calls for a different mind-
set. Earlier, the prayers of today turned our thoughts to life and its
duties; now, we focus on the end of life, on our mortality.

Earlier, we reflected on our relationship with living people, on our
conduct and theirs, on the moral nuances of our feelings, from
kindness to malice, on the grievances we have and those we
caused to others. We searched our hearts in remorse over wrongs
we have committed; we prayed for reconciliation and the repair of
relationships.

Now we reflect on the lives of those who are no more, and
ho w we related to them. We see before our mind’s eyes the
images of a spouse, a parent, a son or daughter, a brother or sister,
even special friends who were as close to us as kin. We remember
the portion of our life we shared with them.

How we miss those with whom we felt so free to talk about
everything. What, if yow could, once more, have an hour with
them? What would yow say to them?. Is there anyone to whom you
did not say often enough, “I love you”? Thinking it over, are you
sorry for words that should never have been spoken? for things

you should never have done?



A legend tells us that God sent one of his angels to mingle
among human kind and bring back the most precious thing he
could find. The angel returned with a tiny little bottle. God asked,
what makes this so precious? The angel replied: “I saw a man
sobbing with regret over something he should have done or failed
to do, and I caught some of his tears in this bottle. God approved
of the tears of regret as something most precious.

Tears of regret wash away whatever poisons our relationship;
they cleanse us of guilt and help us form a new self-image and a
new bond even with those who have gone from this life.

[s death the ultimate separation, or, will our death be the
portal of reunion with those who went before us?

Death is on our minds in this hour . Most people resist
thinking about death. Some are obsessed by it. Sigmund Freud
confessed to his friend Ernest Jones that he thoughtof death daily
and that he hated to grow old.

Others are enraged , like Dylan Thomas who, the year
before his death at the age of 39, wrote:
Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light
Edna St. Vincent Millay faced the idea of death with a

temper outburst befitting an adolescent:



Withstanding Death till Life be gone,
[ shall treasure my breath, I shall linger on.
I shall bolt my door with a bolt and a cable;

[ shall block my door with a bureau and a table;

With all my might my door shall be barred.

[ shall put up a fight, I shall take it hard.
With his hand on my mouth he shall drag me forth,
Shrieking to the south and clutching to the north.

Most people, the young more than the old, choose ways
of denial. Death is something that happens only to others.

In this hour, we are all prompted to come to terms with the
unalterable fact that the human mortality rate is 100%.

Can we make the certainty of our mortality more acceptable?
What could help us tolerate the prospect of death?

Reform Judaism’s standard prayer book, 7The Gates of
Prayer, includes reflections on death prior to the mourner’s
kaddish. These are meant to comfort the grief stricken.

With reluctance I share with you my personal aversion to
these reflections. I find no comfort in them. Consider the opening

sentence of one of these meditations:



“The contemplation of death should plant within the soul elevation
and peace...”

On the contrary! The parent who is shattered by the death of
a child, the grief-stricken spouse or the person thinking about his
own death, feels anything but an elevation of soul and peace. The
contemplation of death, which most of us try to avoid with a
passion, gives us discomfort mixed with anger, not soul elevation
and peace.

An alternate meditation
draws a graphic analogy of life with a flickering candle:
“Life is finite” we are told...”like a candle it burns, then it fades
and it is no more....yet we do not despair.”

Wrong again! Of course, we do despair. The death of one we
love, ar thoughts about our own death, push us to the brink of
despair. Swug and pretty words oo ot express our Pnpucish.

The Bible reflects much more accurately the mentality of
people facing up to death: With a mixture of hurt and anger the
Psalmist challenges God:

“What profit is there in my blood, when I go down to the pit?

Shall the dust praise you? Shall it declare your truth? s 3010
The Psalmist could not rationally justify death . Neither can we.

Why go through life with all its experiences, pleasures and pains ?

Why accumulate knowledge, even wisdom, only to vanish in



oblivion? [s the Creator a sadist, making us vulnerable to all
kinds of suffering before blowing out that flickering candle we call
life?

If we wonder, why death, we should also ask, why life?
What is its meaning? For what purpose has life emerged in the
universe? A bereaved mourner, humbled by ignorance of why life
and why death, put up a tombstone for his beloved wife and had it
inscribed: Here lies Jane Shore

[ say no more.

[ am tempted to stop at this point and say no more but feel |
should share with you at least some rays of light I find in our
tradition.

Do you know what the Kaddish prayer is saying? Isn’t it
strange that the Kaddish , recited by mourners, has not a single
word about death? Listen to the translation:

Magnified and sanctified be the great Name in the world
which He created according to His will. May He rule His
kingdom in your life time and during your days and in the
life of the household of Israel, soon and speedily.

May His great Name be blessed forever and ever.

Blessed, praised, glorified, exalted, elevated, adored and lifted up
for praise be the Name of the Holy One; blessed be He, beyond

any blessing and song, praise and consolation uttered in the



world. My there be abundant peace from Heaven and life,
upon us and upon all Israel.

What, in plain words, is the Kaddish saying to the mourner
and to all of us who crave a vision beyond death? The clue is
the lavish outpouring of praise for God in the Kaddish. What it
says is, you who are weeping over the passing of life, know that
there is One Who is more than life and you are connected with
the One Whom we praise above all things in this world.

In Mitch Albom’s now classic conversations with a dying

man, Tuesdays With Morrie, there is a very touching moment.

Mitch wonders how he might continue conversations with Morrie
after Morrie’s death, when visiting his grave. Morrie reassures him
with a smile: “Tell you what. After I’'m dead, you talk. And I’ll
listen.” (p.170)

Morrie’s point was that the dead are not totally cut off from
the living and from this world.

In his interview on Ted Koppel’s show, Morrie
acknowledged that he was an agnostic from age 16 until the onset
of Lou Gehring’s disease, his final illness. “What changed your
mind?” — asked Koppel. Morrie explained:

A growing sense of the interconnectedness of all things.I’m

part of some larger Power.....Maybe the difference between




life and death is not so great, not a chasm. There is a little
bridge.
Morrie concluded that there must be something Beyond. The
world is not sufficient, but, he added, *“I don’t know what is
beyond.”

This reminded me of the famous song of Rabbi Nachman of
Bratslav: Kol ha-olam kulo gesher tzar me-od; v’ha-ikkar lo

I’fached klal All the world is a narrow bridge and the main

thing is not to be afraid.

The Bratzlaver saw the universe as multi-dimensional. This
life is something transitional, a short phase, moving across “a
narrow bridge” toward another dimension of being.

The point is that in death as in life, we remain connected with
something larger than ourselves. We, creatures of flesh and blood,
are not eternal, God is eternal. and we are connected with God
and His eternity. Yitgadal v’yitkadash.... MAGNIFIED AND
SANCTIFIED BE HIS GREAT NAME, SO LET US SAY,
AMEN.
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Never Alorne

Sometimes, oh Lord, when | cannot pray,

| sit very still with nothing to say.

But never-the-less, | know you are there;

| whisper your name ‘cause | know you care.

You know that I'm troubled with things on my mmd

And you know |'ve been weak, so often unkind,

But your spirit is with me, o 3%
right here in this home; -

And | know that | never am walking alone.

Helen Parker
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Of all the prizes
That earth can give
This is the best; o0, 4......__""
To find Thee, Lord.
A living Presence near
And in Thee rest!

|-r

Friends, fortune, fame

Or what might come to me—
| count all loss

| If | find not

| Companionship

With thee!

God Promised

God did not tell me,

K== 7y - |- Id ;
Ralph Spaulding Cushman e “ g . : ' . ‘I(')hna:r |r-35ﬁ2dw:; 50?:5:

On the path | must go.

But He promised to be there,
Each step of the way,
Providing a way to escape,
The temptations each day.

s, AR S T

His grace all sufficient,

Daily to see me through.
He'd help me to conquer,
And be victorious too.

Dottlee Dugan Reid
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Song of a
GGood Samaritan

| cannot sail across the seas
to work with people there—

but, still, | know it's up to me
to give and gladly share.

| may not follow jungle paths

or teach in distant lands—
but, still, there are some people here
who need my loving hands.

I'll never chant by calm lagoons
beneath a full-moon sky—

but, still, | shall fulfill my goal
if 1, before | die,

forget to walk horizon's edge
in seeking destiny

and help the person | can see
who is in front of me.

Eugene G.E. Botelho




Lord Help Me Today

Lord help me today,

To give a cheery smile;
Lord help me today,

To go the second mile;
Lord help me today.

Not to seek worldly fame;
Lord help me today,

To praise Thy holy name.

Lord help me today,
To be a shining light;
Lord help me today,
To know the wrong

from right;
Lord help me today,

In each and every way.
Lord help me today,
To seek you when | pray.

Ronald A. Bond
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Assurance

In bitter anguish and despair
| sought my Lord,

And He was there—
| sought Him through

The day along;
He moved to make

My spirit strong.
In sorrow, joy, whatever be
He lifts to bless

The whole of me.

Roxie Lusk Smith
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F : °1h : A Dear God,
4}{05[1 T 0u LMI‘_] txi.{llld . A o v Bod L pvay,
- . * i That Thou didst walk beside me
Rest Thou my mind in Thee, Dear Lord; S Throughout the heat of day.
GWE} to me sweet repose; e X, ; ;

Take weary flesh and troubled mind;
In peace my eyelids close.

And now | rest in Thee alone,
Nor darkest night would fear,

TS L B For in the closing of my eyes,

I've laboured in Thy fields today, | : - g | know that Thou art near.
The harvest fields to reap, =

And now In quiet evening's hour,
Give to Thy servant sleep.

Charles G. Ramsey

| rest in Thee, complete, secure,
For in my soul I1s peace,

For Thou didst wash me clean today,
And gave my soul release.
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when spring peeps through the ground,
And bluebells softly ripple in the wind, .
When summer comes and dappled shadows lend |
A quiet peace beyond the river’'s bend. 1

| know You're there

when dawn begins to paint .
The skies with color high above my head.
| know You're there when birds begin to sing

In spite of rain, a happy song instead. | know You're there ;

| know You're there along the narrow path i beyond the slightest doubt, 5

That winds beyond the summit of a hill. So many times |'ve felt Your presence when

And when the twilight falls, Doubt blocked the way or when a bridge was out, |
‘neath stars above, And once again You helped me on again. .t

Within the silence | have found You still. And through the years when it may well appear |

| walk alone and there are none to care, b
throughout the busy hours Dear Lord, what breathless joy to turn around, '|
1

! | scarce have time to whisper Your sweet Name, - And find You there! !

H When snowflakes turn the winter world to white, Grace E. Easley -’
And autumn burns the hills with her bright flame.

J! | know You're there
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God’s Jsove
God is always with me
| have no need for words
For even in the stillness
His love is ever heard.

His warming presence fills me
So deep within my soul

And fills my heart with gladness
His love does make me whole.

Dolores Karides

Small Steps

Do not despair, that you cannot change
! m The world in a day or two.
=Y ' Instead, just give your very best
Pt In the little things you do.
%*u Then you will find in days to come
¢ When taken all together,
a® These little steps did change and make
The world a little better.

. e
L
b

Thomas C. Gallagher
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A little pool of quietness
Abides within my heart;

A well of deep serenity,

\ Untroubled, set apart

& From all the outer world's unrest,
Anxiety, and care,

And when | turn prayer’s golden key

| find Him waiting there.

A little pool of quietness
Set deep within the Rock

Of Ages to withstand the stress,
The pressure, and the shock

Of these dark days in which we live.
No bomb, no gun can blast

This shelter of His love for me;
It will forever last.

Alice Hansche Mortenson
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Who walks with Christ need never fear,
For His strong arm is ever near;

He’s there to lift you when you fall,
And He listens for each loved one’s call.

Who can doubt His tender care,

For can’t you feel His presence there?
The love that suffered on the cross,
Will minimize your every loss.

He placed you in this wondrous world,
Trees, and grass, and flowers dew-pearled,
And He Who heeds the sparrow's fall,

Will not abandon you at all.

His highest creation, you, a man,

Are at the center of His plan;

He's watched mankind for a million years,
Held his hand, and dried his tears.

He gives you joy for every pain,
And sends the sunshine after rain;
He died so you could conquer sin,
With a plan for Eternal Life to win.

If you sang His praise for a million years,
And shed a million grateful tears,

The debt you owe could not be paid,

He only asks you walk with Him—unafraid!

W.R. Goodman
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Confession

Sometimes | come to You in tears
My heart so full of pain,
Discouraged and disheartened
You pick me up again.

Sometimes | come to You in want,
| grumble and complain

And then You give just what | need
And pick me up again.

Sometimes | come to You in fear,
| fight my dread in vain

| cannot do It on my own—

You pick me up again.

Sometimes | come to You in thanks
And then it's very plain

That anytime | come to You

You'll pick me up again.

| always come to You in love,
Whether in loss or gain

You show me sweet compassion
And pick me up again.

Gretta Viney




“She lives alone” | heard him say,
Who sadly cast a glance my way,
“It must be hard, when day is done,
To set the table just for one.

What does she do when twilight falls,

All alone within those walls?
It Is a shame she's missing out,
On what the world is all about.”

| paused a moment in surprise,
Then turned and gazed into his eyes,

And felt a pang of sympathy,

For those who LOOK but do not SEE.
Within each soul God puts a spark
Of purest hope that lights the dark,
And in each life however small,

The faith to muddle through it all.

Within each heart He does abide,
However forms and features hide

The patient strength His hands bestow,
Upon us mortals here below.

Who lives alone should never be

The object of one’s sympathy,

For moments worth their weight in gold,
Are often ours to have and hold.

To reach the door and turn the key,
And know He's waiting there for me,
With time for thought and time for prayer,
How light the burdens that | bear.

And though | set a place for one,

He's with me “til the meal is done,

And evermore and constantly,

| have the Lord for company.

Grace E. Easley
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Use e Lord
Lord, give me courage to be true
To You in all | say and do.
Give me your love to keep me sweet
To everyone | chance to meet
Give me your power to keep me strong.
Grant me your presence all day long.
Give me the Faith that all may see
How very real you are to me.
Give me wisdom to choose the best.
Help me perform each task with zest.
Give me vision to see your plan
Use me, Lord, wherever you can.




Pay by Bay

Day by day my Shepherd walks beside me;
Day by day | know His tender care.

And | know whatever shall betide me,
Christ my Lord goes with me evrywhere.

Midst life's storms and through deepest valiey,

His abiding Presence goes before.
I'm assured whatever shall befall me,
His rich grace my courage shall restore.

Day by day my Saviour's love surrounds me,
Day by day communion sweet is mine.

And darkest night shall not confound me,
When | walk with Christ my Lord divine.

Kathryn T. Bowsher




God’'s Poice

| hear God's voice

in the gentle rain
That softly falls

on my window pane.
| hear God's voice

in the wind that blows
O’er fragrant meadows

and winter snows.

.

———

- —

| hear God's voice in the heaving sea,

In song of wind and in hum of bee.

| hear God's voice in the hush of night; .
At evening’s close and in noon's bright light. F

| hear God's voice in all mankind,

In childhood’'s laughter, in gifted mind.
| hear God's voice in the frail and old,
In the strong and vibrant—we make one fold.

The voice speaks ever of peace and love,
Of joy unending in Heaven above.

God made this earth for our delight;

Let us sing His praise by day and night.

Rev. Thomas Foy
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Reach out to Him, and never be alone,
Just as the sunlight filters
through the trees,
So shines His love throughout
the darkest hours,
Sustaining us through moments
such as these.
It 1s In trusting Him above all else,
We come to know what life is all about,
And find a God who takes within His own,
... The hands we are forever reaching out.

Reach out to Him,

the time for love is now,
Nobody knows you better than He does
He always understands,no matter what,
He's ready to forgive whatever was
Reach out to Him, nor ever be afraid,
Walk slowly ‘lest you miss Him

In your haste,

Make Him a part of everything you do,
For life was never given you to waste

By Grace E. Easley
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Treasures

Rich, rich indeed, am | this morn,

"R For hope has come to me.

p No more is mine a restless soul,
s With hope it could not be.

b’ Rich, rich indeed, am | today,

IRl For faith has come to me.
No more | walk with downcast eyes,
Instead, the Light | see.

Rich, rich indeed, am | tonight,

AVYONMH DONOX ONOH SYYNANOH ILIVH ANVWY3D

VIVWILYND NO8YD FONVHd VIdOIHLI VININD TVIHOLYND3I ANVION
3 1dAD3 d0dV¥NI3 DIT8Nd38 NYDINIWOA VINVYAOTISOHD3Z

VIOVHEND VEND VOI¥ Y.LS0D 0ONOD VIEWOT0D YNIHD 3TIHD Jay¥3IAIdY:

I His Love has come to me. &~ I-:}l
[ No more the ache of a lonely heart, P
L For lo! its Mate is Thee! . \ S
Qoop 319 S
Rich, rich, forever rich am |, %;, ;_, >Zm
For All has come to me. y £-4 E\T._ —cw
| would not ask another boon, | 3 g ;rj =
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Jsoneliness
|z oneliness may visit,
buf iF never can possess,
a heart where God's love fingers

and where his spirit rests.

Pianne W. Brown

Salesian Missions
2 Lefevres Lane
New Rochelle, NY. 10801
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Subj: JTS Torah Commentary /V \/

Date: 4/19/2006 5:14:16 AM Eastern Standard Time ™
From: dip@JTSA.EDU -
To: jhabe92073@aol.com ' ——

JTS Torah Commentary
is brought to you by The Jewish Theological Seminary
JTS Torah Commentary

Parashat Shemini
Leviticus 9:1 -11:47
April 22, 2006 24 Nisan 5766

The text of the parashah and haftarah is available . —
online. Visit:
http:/fwww.jtsa.edu/community/parashah/archives/5766/shemini.shtml

This week's commentary was written by Rabbi Matthew Berkowitz,
Senior Rabbinic Fellow, JTS

Loss strikes each one of us at different points in our lives.
None of us can avoid the experiences of the death of a
loved ane and the grieving that follows. And no matter who
it is or when that time comes, it is exceptionally painful for
those left behind. In his text, Understanding Bereavement

. and Grief, Ncnnan Linzer perceptively writes, "With the death f
a [spouse] you Tose your present; with the death ofa /
parent you lose your past, and with the death of a -::h;l-:;l | you [

lose your future.” Our parasha this week, “Parashat Shemini J’
presents us with the sudden, tragic and mysterious loss of part
of Aaron's future, the death of his two sons, Nadav and Avihu.
Though commentators struggle to understand the precise
circumstances of their deaths [the Torah merely states that "...
they offered before the Lord alien fire, which He had not enjoined
upon them. And fire came forth from the Lord and consumed
them" (Leviticus 10:1-2)), perhaps the more compelling difficulty
is in Aaron’s response to this tragic loss: "vayidom Aharon” (and
Aaron was silent). How are we to understand this seemingly trite
response to the deaths of his two sons? Should he not have
protested, as Abraham before him, "shall not the Judge of all the
earth deal justly?" (Genesis 18:25) or cried out like Jacob at his
perceived loss of Joseph, "l will go down mourning to my son in
Sheol!" (Genesis 37:35). Why was Aaron silent?

Rashi, the most prolific of medieval commentators, understands
"vayidom Aharon" in consonance with the Aramaic translation of
Onkelos, as a straightforward "and Aaron was silent.” Aaron's

response was indeed an absolute silence. For Rashi, this silence
,mmaﬂM%mng but rather one of submissive
acceptance. Quoting icus Rabbah 12, a collection of rabbinic

legends on Leviticus, Rashi writes, "He received a reward for his
silence.” Aaron's response is virtuous, Though he does not
understand the ways of God, he does not seek to understand or
challenge them. John Hartley echoes this traditional understanding
in explaining, "Aaron clearly accepted what had taken place without
lashing out at God" (Hartley, Word Biblical Commentary: Leviticus,
“134). Though this response may be difficult for us to comprehend,

it does seem to fit with the literal meaning of the text.

Wednesday, April 19, 2006 America Online: JHabe92073



Rashbam, continuing in his grandfather's footsteps, echoes Aaron's
respect for God's judgment. Yet, Rashbam's understanding is more
nuanced. He reads "vayidom" in the context of Ezekiel: God
declares to the prophet, "O mortal, | am about to take away the
delight of your eyes from you through pestilence; but you shall

not lament or weep or let your tears flow. Moan softly; be silent

in mourning the dead . . ." (Ezekiel 24:16-17). Though the

Israelites desire to mourn the tragedy about to befall them, God
commands them to refrain from any expression of public mourning.
The Israelites are silent. Reading Aaron's behavior in this context,
Rashbam portrays Aaron as far less accepting than Rashi. Indeed,
Rashbam affirms Aaron's inner feelings of distress and utter
confusion: "Aaron refrained from that which he had wanted to
mourn and to cry over.” The feelings remain a deep part of him;
according to Rashbam's commentary, he however suppresses
them for the sake of God and for the sake of the collective community.

MNahmanides (Ramban) offers two other perspectives on Aaron's
reaction. First, Ramban argues, "vayidom" means "he became silent."
And so he writes, "This means that he had cried aloud, but then he
became silent." According to this reading, Aaron did express his grief
and only afterward fell silent. And his subsequent silence is a
contemplative silence, not one of full acceptance but rather one of
struggle. It is an attempt to understand the mysterious and provocative
ways of God.

In Ramban's alternative reading he suggests that "vayidom" means

"he ceased"; "...perhaps the meaning thereof is as in the verse, ‘let

not the apple of your eye cease' (Lamentations 2:18) and so Aaron
ceased to shed tears.” As in his first commentary, Ramban believes
Aaron cries over his sons' deaths. What is different in this explanation

is the nature of the silence that follows. This second silence is categorical
and accepting. Aaron is calmed completely. Not only do his tears

cease, but also his mourning in its entirety comes to a close.

We have seen that rabbinic commentaries on the Torah present us

with a number of possible interpretations of Aaron's reaction to the
deaths of his sons, from total and complete acceptance to a painful

cry and mild protest. Ramban'’s explanation is most appealing to me:

he recognizes that mourning must precede the acceptance of a loss

of someone so dear to one's soul. Moreover, expressing one's emotion
at such a time is not only human — it is profoundly Jewish, even central
to our laws of mourning. A house of mourning becomes a safe space to
speak of the pain of loss. There, the community comes together,
bringing God's presence back into the life of the mourner.

In his timeless essay entitled, "To Hold with Open Arms," Milton
Steinberg writes:

Given God, everything becomes more precious ... [buf] it

is easier for me to let go. For these things are not and

never have been mine. They belong to the universe and

the God who stands behind it. True, | have been privileged

to enjoy them for an hour, but they were always a loan

due to be recalled. And | let go of them more easily because

| know that as parts of the divine economy they will not be lost.

Seeing God at the center and realizing that our own lives and the lives
of those around us are a precious gift on loan for a certain period of
time, to be cherished but ultimately to be relinquished, may allow us
to cope more easily with the pain and shock of loss, be it the loss of
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the past, the loss of the present, or as in Aaron's most painful case,
the loss of the future.

Shabbat shalom,

Rabbi Matthew Berkowitz
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Lifestyles of the Rich and Infamous

An Astor heir swept a beauty off her feet, they married — and then things turned ugly.

erhaps I'm a shallow reader, in scarch of the cheap thrill,
Pthnahjslmi:lbiu-grlphrbugimwithimhemes-

capéng from the Bloomingdale Asylum, a “madhouse for
the rich™ in 1500, the book exerts a fairly immediate claim on
my sttemtion. Swuch is the case with Archie and Amdlie, in
which, we will presently learn, the daring escapes is none oth-
er than John Arm “Archie” Chanler, a society figure
and scion of Old New ‘s distinguished Astor family. To
snstain our interest, the narrative muost build on that some-
what theatrical beginning, and thanks to the vividness of its
subject matter and the hucidity of its style, this tale of “love
and madness in the Gilded Age” does just that. Throughout, it
engages ils resders in the initially charming and ultimately
harrowing tale of the marriage between two self-willed amd
seli-ahsorbed thoroughbreds, & public and scandalows ro-
mance thal crashed and burned, as such romances are wont to
do, in a decidedly spectacular fashion.

Wearing ils rescarch lightly, Donna M. Lucey’s book tracks
the all-too-relevant family history of the unfortunate Archie, &
member of an entitled Hudson River clan whose considerable
eccentricity failed to muddle an essential hardheadedness
when it came to matters of inheritance and the distribution of
tamily wealth, Meanwhile, the lovely Amélie Rives was grow-
mg'LmM|umhrhrprtﬂquu3hﬁlmmmmlh'mpﬁu

niows Southern matriarchy. Reduced circumstances
rWMnmﬂMmmhmmwmwm
spired ber to step out on her own and became a famous writer.
Her most successiul fiction, The Queick
or the Dead? (1809 — with thal ques-
tion mark hnd:nlﬂnmleﬁ:hﬂm
piquancy), was a steamy account of a
widirw's erotic passion for her late hus-
hamd's book-alike cousin. The novel sald
an impressive 300,000 copies and, as
might have been expected, won its bove
Iy and unashamedly seli-promoting av-
thor a remarkable amount of notoriety,
inchuding =0 much apsetting hate mail
thal she had to ask her poblisher to
screen her correspondence.

The couple met in Newport, and the
attraction between them sizzled as a
consequence of an incident with a lost
dancing shoe — an evenl that sounds
hhrmlla& imitating Cinderella a2 rei-
magzned by Margaret Mitchell. After a
rocky courtship, the wildly ambitious
and seductive Amélie finally said yes,
and the pair were married in a hasty
ceremony attended by only one mem-
heer of Archie’s proper, fiercely territori-
al family.

To Lucey's credit, she mostly leaves
um o draw our own conclusions when,
soon after the wedding, Amélie bcgti.n
writing her sister-in-law letters steeped *
in grief amld anguish. Was Archie more
than alightly mad? Was the Hrtatious
Amélie fripid? Coald their postnuptial
difficalties have had something to do
with sex? After this inawspicious begin-

i
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ARCHIE AND AMELIE
Love and Madness in the Gilded Age
By Donna M. Loy
Harmomy, 339 pp. $25.95

Reviewed by Francive Prose

ning, the marriage limped through seven more years, moch of
which the couple spent apart or abroad,

Along the way, Amiélie became the tosst of Europe, making
the acquaintance of such literary huminaries as Oscar Wilde
and Henry James. There she also became imwolved in a dis-

astrously passjonate fricndship with Archie’s unstable youngs

&r brother and discovered the splendors and misery of mar-
phine addiction. Though Archie appears to have indulged his
wile's every whim — renting the palace at Fontaineblea as a
vacation villa — money, it seemed, was not enough to buy
connubial biiss.

Eventually, in 1885, the ill-matched pair divorced, herther
shocking and ranm;whmmh&Mdlhhm
ily. Four months later, Amélie remarried a certain Russian
Prince Peerre Troubetekoy, “an artist and an aristocrat,” whao,
money. Meanwhile, poor Archie descended into madness,
combining paranota with schemes for communicating with

dead spirits. Among his delusions was the conviction that he
coabd put himself into a sort of trance in which his face would
somehow morph into the death mask of Napoleon.

‘Worried about Archie’s wellare, and perhaps even more
concerned about how his instability might affect their family
fortune, his siblings arranged to have him transported and
committed Lo the Bloomingdale Asylum, in the norihern sub-
urbes of Manhattan, from which, against all odds, Archie man-
aged (o liberate himsell. After a struggle to clear his name af
the insanity allegations, he retired to Virginga, (o a mansion
nob far from Amélie's ancestral home. There his declining
years were marked by increasing madness and high drama:
Archie shot and kilbed the hushand of an abused wife who had
taken in his home.

\

eading Archic g melte, | jound myself thinking of the
famous conversation between Hemingway and F. Scott Fite-
gerald. "The rich are different from you and me,” Fitzgerald is
supposed b have said, to which Hemingrway allegedly replied.
“Yes, they have more money.” What Archic and Amdlse sug
geais is that the rich may have been even more different from
the rest of us; at least before the pharmaceutical industry dis-
cowered how Lo modify the bizarre behaviors thal were, for so
long, the [l'i\'ill.‘# of the privileged =

Francine Prose’s "Reading Like a Writer: A Guide for People
Wiho Love Books and for Those Who Wind to Wrike Them ™
will be published in September.

L
Detail from a photographic self-portralt in the mude by Amélie Rives (1892) and, inset, John Armstrong (" Archie™) Chanler

In Bruer | The Father of His Countries

The liberator of South Ameerica learned
mmisch lrom his travels in Europe and a brief,
earky visit to the United States, argues John
Liynch in Skeetn Bolivar: & Life (Yale Linkv,,
£35). Whila living In Paris, tha young Viens-
Tuelan aristocrat immersed himsetf in the
study of the Enlightenment; while visiting
the United States on his way homa, he saw
what he called “rational liberty at first hand,”

These broadening exporiences gave him per-
spactive on his colonkred homeland, but ha
never last sight of what was uniguely South
Amarican, including the terrain. “You will find
waluable guidance in the very nature of vur
country,” he said in an 1830 speech, “which
stretches from the highlands of the Andes to
thae towrid banks of the Orinoco, Survey the
whole extent of this tand and you will s

from nature, the infallible teacher of men,
wihat laws the congress must decres, ™
Litimately, Bolivar liberated not just Venae-

zuela but also Boilvia, Pinama, Colombia, Ec-

uador and Peru, some of which be ruled as
dictator — all this accomplished in a lifespan
that fell short of 50 years. As for the combi-
nation of freedom and suthoritardanism,
Lynch conlends that critics who accuse the

young rebel of compromising his beliefs as
he aged have got him wrong: “The evidence
shows that his principles in 1828-30 wara
not basically different from those he had de-
veloped from 1812 onwards, that his insis-
ponce on lberly and equality was abways ac-
companbed by a search for strong
governmant.

— Deenmis Drabelle



YOU ARE NOT ALONE
Yizkor Address, Oct. 2, 06
by Joshua O. Haberman

One of the most famous poems of the 20" century, is entitled,
Lullaby for Miriam, The author, Richard Beer-Hofmann, a Viennese
Jew, tells of thoughts that crossed his mind as he put his baby
daughter to sleep. It is late afternoon and the sun is setting:

Sleep , my child, sleep.
Look at the sun, -- the sun is dying
Sinking behind the mountains in shrouds of red.
What do you know of the sun and death?
Somberly he reflects on the child’s destiny. If only he could give her
his life’s experience ! But no one can make such a gift to another:
Blindly we go and we go alone,
No one can anyone’s partner be
He realizes, she'll have to live her own life. But he wonders, is any
person the sole possessor of his life? Is our existence something
entirely separate and isolated? Is anyone really alone in this world?
We are but riverbeds. Through you and me
Runs the blood of the past to those who shall be,
They are all in us, Who is alone?
You are their life --- their life is your own—

Thus the poem speaks of the human condition with its
contradictions between birth and death, between solitary,
individual existence and the bond that binds generation to
generation.

Lullaby for Miriam was published all by itself as a single page
book. Rainer Maria Rilke, the century’s greatest poet, memorized it

and on his trip to Sweden, aristocratic families would send their
carriages for him so that he might recite the poem for them.

What explains the profound appeal of this poem? It is the
allusion to man’s fate of loneliness and death, redeemed by the
greater reality of the unity of life, our link with all the generations
that have ever been. A sharp awareness of loneliness is not limited to
single persons, the widowed and the elderly living alone.

An anonymous poet wrote:
There is a mystery in human hearts



And though we be encircled by a host

Of those who love us well and are beloved,
To everyone of us, from time to time,
There comes a sense of utter loneliness



3
Even the happily married, surrounded by family, or in the midst
of a crowd, we may experience a poignant pang of loneliness, a
loneliness of the heart, a sense of not being understood. A crucial
part of yourself cannot be communicated. No matter how close, how
intimate you are with another person, there remains a gap that
cannot be bridged. There are things about you no other person will
ever know. Adrienne Rich says so in her lines:
Two strangers, thrust upon a rock
May have at last the perfect hour of talk
That language aches for; still

Two minds, two messages.

My sister gnd I, as children, would occasionally get into an
X

argument.I would\try all

because, as Adrienne Rich put it: “Two minds, two messages.”
e .




was and is good in our relationships and not look for the perfection
which is beyond human reach.

My sister and I, as children, would occasionally get into an
argument. I would try all my methods of persuasion to change her
mind, -- often to no avail. She just wouldn’t budge and if pressed for
an explanation, she’d cut me off with the infuriating answer:

“You'll never understand.” I have come to see that there are indeed
things about each of us no other person will ever understand, simply
because, as Adrienne Rich put it: “"Two minds, two messages.”

There will never be total disclosure and understanding
between two persons. As Emerson wrote in his diary: “We never
touch but at points.” One can be with people and yet be lonely.
Loneliness is not being alone but feeling unrelated, that is, not
communicating. This is the point of Jean Ingelow’s poem:

Man dwells apart, though not alone,
He walks among his peers unread;
The best of thoughts which'he hath known

For lack of listeners are not said.




5

In Lewis Carroll’s fantasies is an incident of a padlock with arms
and legs that says to everyone it meets: "I'm looking for a key to
unlock myself.” Many of us are locked up in ourselves. We have a
sense of futility. What is our purpose? What our reason for existence?
We go through life looking for the key to unlock life. And we don't
find it --- because we keep looking for it in ourselves. We should be
looking beyond ourselves. The meaning of our life is in relationship,
in connection with something greater than we. The meaning of our
personal, individual existence is embedded in the totality of life

to each of us. Think of the Psalmist’s words:
“Lord, Thou hast been our dwelling place in all generations.”
God is the ground of our being.
“Before the mountains were brought forth,
Or ever the earth and the world were formed,
Even from everlasting to everlasting,, Thou art God.”

It is God Who on this day calls within our souls:

“Return , ye children of men.”



Acknowledge that you are part of the original context of life from
which you were torn for the short time of your existence and to
which you are destined to return.
In the light of faith, loneliness is an illusion. No being is
ever cut off from the totality of life. As Richard Beer Hofmann said:
“They are all in us. Who is alone?”

The medieval philosopher , Master Eckhart expressed our

paradoxical sense of existence as separate beings , yet forever

connected with the totality of life and with its Maker , in these words:

That I am a man

I have in common with all men.
That I see and hear

And eat and drink

I share with all animals.

But that I am I is exclusively mine,
And belongs to me

And nobody else,

to no other man




Nor to an angel nor to God

Except in as much as I am one with Him.
This is the mystery of the Shema: God is one, the world is one, life is
one, even the living and the dead are one, ---with God, the Creator
with Whom are the spirits of all flesh, those of our departed and ours

as well, when our time comes. Amen
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Yizkor Address, Oct. 2, 06
by Joshua O. Haberman

One of the most famous poems of the 20" century, is entitled,
Lullaby for Miriam, The author, Richard Beer- Hofmann, a Viennese
Jew, tells of thoughts that crossed his mind as he put his baby
daughter to sleep. It is late afternoon and the sun is setting:

Sleep , my child, sleep.
Look at the sun, -- the sun is dying
Sinking behind the mountains in shrouds of red.
What do you know of the sun and death?
Somberly he reflects on the child’s destiny. If only he could give her
his life’s experience ! But no one can make such a gift to another:
Blindly we go and we go alone,
No one can anyone’s partner be
He realizes, she'll have to live her own life. But he wonders, is any
person the sole possessor of his life? Is our existence something
entirely separate and isolated? Is anyone really alone in this world?
We are but riverbeds. Through you and me
Runs the blood of the past to those who shall be,
They are all in us, Who is alone?
You are their life -— their life is your own—

Thus the poem speaks of the human condition with its
contradictions between birth and death, between solitary,
individual existence and the bond that binds generation to
generation.

Lullaby for Miriam Was published all by itself as a single page
book. Rainer Maria Rilke, the century’s greatest poet, memorized it

and on his trip to Sweden, aristocratic families would send their
carriages for him so that he might recite the poem for them.

What explains the profound appeal of this poem? Itisthe
allusion to man’s fate of loneliness and death, redeemed by the
greater reality of the unity of life, our link with all the generations
that have ever been. A sharp awareness of loneliness is not limited to
single persons, the widowed and the elderly living alone.

An anonymous poet wrote:
There is a mystery in human hearts
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And though we be encircled by a host

Of those who love us well and are beloved,
To everyone of us, from time to time,
There comes a sense of utter loneliness

Even the happily married, surrounded by family, or in the midst
of a crowd, we may experience a poignant pang of loneliness, a
loneliness of the heart, a sense of not being understood. A crucial
part of yourself cannot be communicated. No matter how close, how
intimate you are with another person, there remains a gap that
cannot be bridged. There are things about you no other person will
ever-know. Adrienne Rich says so in her lines:

Two strangers, thrust upon a rock

May have at last the perfect hour of talk
That language aches for; still --

Two minds, two messages.

At this time of Yizkor, we think of our families, the living and
those no longer alive. We remember all the love and tenderness
shown us, the sacrifices made for us, the guidance and models of
conduct that shaped our

They say, time is a great healer, But there are sOrrows
that cannot fade away. My son-in-law, Rabbi David Forman, wrote a
very personal arrticle for the Jerusalem Post about his sister’s death
at age 12 when she was run over by a streetcar in Boston. chagtier.
actually never knew her because the accident happened #e
before he was born. He was only told that she was an angelic child....
When David's father, at age91, made his last trip to Israel, David
writes “he went to the wall...and found a seat adjacent to it and
motioned to me to sit next to him. His voice trembling, he
said... There is not an hour in the day that I do not think of her .
I stand before these stones imploring God to return her to me." .
There is nothing more painful than the death of a child.”

When a parent dies, we lose a large measure of our past;
when a child dies, we lose a portion of our future.

Inevitably, memories of our departed include also conflicts,
decisions and situations which were resented by either side, theirs
and ours. There were times when we were not understood as we
had craved. Such memories are painful.But, we must not be too
harsh in condemnation or in self-reproach.



There are limits of understanding between persons. Most
people don't even understand their own deeper self. We must be
grateful for whatever was and is good in our relationships and not
look for the perfection which is beyond human reach.

A man was eagerly looking for a spouse. Friends introduced
him to suitable ladies but he found fault with every one of them.
Finally, he found the one he thought was “the perfect woman”....
but no match, because she was looking for the perfect man.

The best relationship does not seek perfection but tolerates
imperfection.

My sister and I, as children, would occasionally get into an
argument. I would try all my methods of persuasion to change her
mind, -- often to no avail. She just wouldn't budge and if pressed for
an explanation, she'd cut me off with the infuriating answer:

“You'll never understand.” I have come to see that there are indeed
things about each of us no other person will ever understand, simply
because, as Adrienne Rich put it: “Two minds, two messages.”

There will never be total disclosure and understanding
between two persons. As Emerson wrote in his diary: “We never
touch but at points.” One can be with people and yet be lonely.
Loneliness is not being alone but feeling unrelated, that is, not
communicating. This is the point of Jean Ingelow's poem:

Man dwells apart, though not alone,

He walks among his peers unread,;

The best of thoughts which he hath known
For lack of listeners are not said.

In Lewis Carroll’s fantasies is an incident of a padlock with arms
and legs that says to everyone it meets: “I'm looking for a key to
unlock myself.” Many of us are locked up in ourselves. We have a
sense of futility. What is our purpose? What our reason for existence?
We go through life looking for the key to unlock life. And we don't
find it --- because we keep looking for it in ourselves. We should be
looking beyond ourselves. The meaning of our life is in relationship,
in connection with something greater than we. The meaning of our
personal, individual existence is embedded in the totality of life
--- ultimately with the Maker of life. It is God Who has the master
key to each of us. Think of the Psalmist’s words:

“Lord, Thou hast been our dwelling place in all generations.” ps. s0.1



!
od is ihe ground of our being.
“Bafore the mountains were brought forth,
Or ever the earth and the world were formed,
Even from everlasting to everlasting,, Thou art God.” ps. %0.2
Itis God Who on this day calls within our souls:
“Return , ye children of men.” pss0.3
Acknowledge that you are part of the original context of life from
which you were torn for the short time of your existence and to
which you. are destined to return.
In the light of faith, loneliness is an illusion. No being is
ever cut off from the totality of life. As Richard Beer Hofmann said:
“They are all in us. Who is alone?”

The medieval philosopher , Master Eckhart expressed our
paradoxical sense of existence as separate beings , yet forever
connected with the totality of life and with its Maker:

That I am a man

I have in common with all men.

That I see and hear

And eat and drink

I share with all animals.

But that I am I is exclusively mine,

And belongs to me

And nobody else,

to no other man

Nor to an angel nor to God

Except in as much as I am one with Him.

This is the mystery of the Shema: God is one, the world is one, life
is one, even the living and the dead are one. You are not alone. You
are forever connected with God, the Creator with Whom are the
spirits of all flesh, those of our departed and ours as well, when our
time comes. AR
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