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I’m honored to be up here this evening to share a bit of my spiritual journey. 
 
One of our favorite children’s book series is “Ordinary people change the world,” which 
includes a book about Albert Einstein, Jewish German scientist who also brings to mind my 
late father-in-law. At one point in the book, Einstein says “In my life I was always thinking. 
Always asking questions. But the most important one I asked was: why?”  
 
There have been times on my spiritual journey when I have asked why, as well as other times 
when I didn’t feel the need to ask why, or to question at all.  
 
I grew up in a CT suburb. Everyone in my family was Polish Catholic, complete with an uncle 
who was a priest and an aunt who was a nun. Going to church every Sunday was our 
tradition, followed by doughnuts (not bagels, but food nonetheless).  
 
Looking back, there were things about Catholicism that just didn’t sit well with me, besides 
the doughnuts, from the flowers I had to wear on my head when I made my first communion 
to the image of God as a white male figure floating in the sky that was painted on the ceiling 
in the church of my grandparents’ and parents’ upbringing. 
  
More deeply, I realized later, was not being encouraged to question, or ask why. 
 
Fast forward to college. I imagine that many of you can recall moments when you’ve been 
exposed to ideas that rock your world– even though it might be hard, you can’t go back to the 
way you were before. 
 
My first women’s studies class, called the “Educated Woman,” made me see everything 
differently, and I finally had language and frameworks to put my childhood discomfort with 
Catholicism into some context.  
 
In that class I was also exposed to Sweet Honey in the Rock’s “Ella’s Song,” the refrain of 
which is “we who believe in freedom cannot rest until it comes, which sparked a passion for 
social justice that has also become part of my journey. 
 
That class put me on a path of questioning and spiritual searching which lasted until another 
life-changing event: meeting my husband Steve. Steve grew up in Brookline going to Temple 
Israel, and that’s where I was really introduced to Reform Judaism.  
 
Music was absolutely a draw with Cantor Roy’s versions of “Od yavo shalom aleinu” and 
“Shalom rav.” Of course I attended Passover seders and High Holiday meals with Steve’s 
family including my sister-in-law Bess, and, as a twenty-something, “Tuesday Torah and 
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Tonics” with Rabbis Jonah Pesner (now of the Religious Action Center) and Jeremy Morrison. 
My biggest revelation: it was ok to ask “why.” 
 
People often ask why Steve and Iived in Minnesota for 10 years – short answer: a job after 
business school. When we were moving, Rabbi Pesner mentioned that his best friend from 
rabbinic school was the rabbi at a temple in St. Paul. One day Steve and I were running down 
Summit Ave, past all the churches, and looked over to the left - there was Mount Zion, a 
place that soon became a second Jewish home for us. 
 
My story may be sounding pretty smooth, but a big “blip” was coming with planning our 
wedding. I remember walking around Lake Harriet in Minneapolis telling my parents that 
Steve and I were going to have a Jewish ceremony. I didn’t really think they would expect 
anything else – I had been living a Jewish life for 7 years since I’d met Steve, but they were 
not quite ready to accept it. We carried on, with Rabbi Morrison marrying us on Cape Cod. 
 
The next blip – in life, and in my spiritual journey - occurred when we wanted to start a 
family, and instead encountered the infertility challenge. I made various changes in my 
habits, but in conversations with the Rabbi at Mount Zion, kind of realized that I wasn’t ready 
to have a baby until I was feeling more wholly myself – part of feeling whole was completing 
the conversion course that I’d been on for over a decade.  
 
My parents did not react well to this at all. I definitely felt like I was not living up to their 
expectations of what they wanted me to be. This was hard - as the oldest child, I was a 
pleaser. The worst thing I could do was “disappoint” my parents. And, they had raised me to 
be an open-minded, accepting person – what they were doing felt hypocritical to me, yet I 
could also see how they felt like they had failed to maintain family traditions. 
 
Converting therefore became connected to this very important realization that our job as 
parents is to not to clone ourselves but to help our children become whom they are meant to 
be. 
 
While converting to Judaism may have made me feel “whole,” and potentially contributed to 
my feeling like I could become a mother, actually becoming a mother led to some undoing of 
my sense of self. Put plainly, I suffered a severe case of postpartum depression, which 
superseded infertility as something I would not wish on anyone. Here is where being part of a 
strong Jewish community really made a difference to me. People at Mount Zion from clergy 
to Caring Corps made meals when I couldn’t cook, visited, listened, and were with us through 
that period in a way I will never forget. 
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Fast forward 5 years from that point and we were having another realization we couldn’t 
ignore – the pull back to New England and to the Boston area specifically. We solved the 
jobs, rental house, and daycare conundrums, but still wondered where our next Jewish home 
would be.  
 
At this point I might interject that we should have known to look only in an 8 minute drive 
radius from our rental house in Winchester – I have been living on “Jewish time” my whole 
life – translate: I am always late – so if a temple were further than 8 minutes, we’d never 
make it. As fate would have it, within 8 minutes was Temple Shir Tikvah. 
 
Like my first experience of Temple Israel, Beth’s music drew us in, our family now including 
me, Steve, 8 year old Jordan and 6 year old Chelsea. Everyone was welcoming, and there was 
a social justice connection that was appealing to me. Going back to asking why, I did ask, 
“Why would we stay in Winchester?” The town is not necessarily known for its Jewish 
population or progressive politics. Key answer for me: Shir Tikvah. Back to Albert Einstein, 
this is a community full of “ordinary people who are changing the world.” 
 
I’ll close with some examples of the remarkable people who have made our three years as 
members here so meaningful: 
 
Angela Schatz, whom we first met through Tot Shabbat, my kids still recall her puppeteering 
Hanukkah story of the “OY-el.” This year Jordan enjoyed having Angela as his second grade 
teacher for Learning Corps, our education program thoughtfully led by Bailee Star.  
 
Angela and Cindy Rivka Marshall have helped connect my mother-in-law to the Shir Tikvah 
family, Angela by speaking German with her and Cindy by leading the intergenerational 
program with 6th graders at Atria in Burlington where Margot lives. 
 
Rabbi Cari, whom I have appreciated especially as the fearless leader of EJL parent 
discussions of topics ranging from finding joy in parenting to talking about death with our 
children. 
 
Cari and Beth were amazing when my father-in-law passed away 2.5 years ago, an 
experience which reminded me of the reasons why I decided to convert to Judaism. I needed 
a way to make sense of the world, to mark moments both joyful and sad, to be with people 
who care about making the world a better place and with whom it’s not only ok but almost 
required to ask why. Judaism is that way for me, and right now, Shir Tikvah is that place, our 
Jewish home, and that is not something I’m questioning at all. 
 
 


