
Ava Berinstein, Yom Kippur personal prayer, 2012 

“The time has come” 

 “The time has come.” That is what I said to my family, friends, and colleagues on May 7, 2010.  For that 

day marked my son’s graduation from college; my birthday; and my last official day of work at the 

Harvard School of Public Health. “The time had come for a new journey; a new phase of my life.”  

It had been over 30 years since having collected the 18 Mayan folktales during graduate school and 

transcribing them. Since then, those Mayan legends sat in boxes gathering mold in my basement. For 

the FIRST ten years, I didn’t think about them. After the 2nd decade past, I still hadn’t thought about 

them. They were gathering mildew in the basement along with all the other neglected field notes and 

translations. Then, during the 3rd decade, something shook my brain, and out of the blue, I created a 

bucket list…and “giving back Mayan folklore” was what I wrote on it. I didn’t have any idea what I would 

do; or how I would do it; but I knew that somehow I would need to repatriate this Mayan collection 

before my death.  Somehow, these stories would need to be heard in Guatemala and returned to the 

people who told them. But, how? 

Just as the Mayas petition the gods before they plant their corn or pick their corn; I too would set forth 

on my own petition. The first year was filled with moments of joy and trepidation; moments when I felt I 

was on the right track and moments when I felt completely lost. At times, I felt sure that this challenge 

and the risks were too great. I questioned myself. And then I reminded myself that it wasn’t about me. 

“The time has come to preserve a Mayan verbal art that is approaching extinction. The time has come to 

face my fears and continue on this path. The time has come to fulfill a life-long passion.” 

May 7th, 2011 arrived and it fell on a Saturday. Reggie, not knowing it was my birthday, asked me if I’d 

like to have an aliyah. I was thrilled. It had been exactly one year since I began this so-called, “third life.” 

During those times when I felt that I was faltering, I would turn to TBZ and always found an extended 

hand that was ready to help break the fall. So on that Shabbat morning, marking the one year 

anniversary of my journey, I thanked God for giving me the strength to persevere, but mostly, I felt 

grateful for being part of this loving TBZ community. With renewed energy, I continued on my quest.  

It had been almost two years… as May 7, 2012 approached and all my fears were percolating to the 

surface…I was once again questioning whether I was on the right track; whether I should just go back to 

full-time grant development; whether this was just a crazy thing to have tried.  And then, in the last 

week of April (close to deadline, as usual), I received an email congratulating me. My research had been 

funded through the David Rockefeller Center for Latin American Studies at Harvard University. I must 

have read that email 5 times before I let myself believe that it hadn’t been sent to me by accident.  

I have had several months to digest this news. Now, when I come to shul, when I walk my dog, and 

whenever I find a quiet moment, I find myself thanking God for granting me this opportunity.  I remain 

in disbelief. I find myself worrying…afraid that I will disappoint those that believed in me. And yet, I 

know full well that I wouldn’t be here now, if those friends hadn’t believed in me.  



As we approach the new Jewish year, perhaps we can all take a moment to search within ourselves and 

find that one big or little thing that we hope to do for ourselves, the world, or our family; and begin to 

figure out how to start. I guarantee that it won’t be easy. It will be a struggle and there will be times 

when you want to give up and/or ask yourself why you are taking on such a challenge. And that is where 

community plays a role. Don’t feel that you have to do this alone. Find an advocate who believes in you: 

a friend, relative, or colleague. If necessary - do what I did and write down a message on a post it and 

tape it to your bathroom mirror and read it every day. Even after receiving the award, when I continued 

to feel unworthy of such an honor, a good friend sent me an email to remind me why I made the choices 

I had. He said he believed in me and in my passion, how is it possible that I didn’t believe in myself? I put 

that email on my bathroom mirror until it became so wet with moisture, it melted. 

Yehi Ratzon milfanecha  May it be your will that those of us who are seeking to find what they want to 

do, or are meant to do, receive guidance on their path in finding it;  

Yehi Ratzon milfanecha  May it be your will that those of us who are struggling or fearful of beginning 

this new destiny, find strength and resilience to continue working on it; 

Yehi Ratzon milfanecha  May it be your will that those of us who have begun to take a step forward on a 

new path- in any direction- whatever it may be, receive encouragement and support for their endeavor; 

Yehi Ratzon milfanecha  May it be your will, that for those of us who have already achieved many 

accomplishments and know well what their path is; that they continue to believe in themselves, and 

continue to help and develop others to believe in themselves; 

Yehi Ratzon milfanecha  And May it be your will that we learn to accept our dreams and not fear them; 

that we continue to persevere; and that we become conscious of how we can help one another to help 

ourselves and in this way, make a difference in Your name, as you reside in us all.  

The time has come…to believe in ourselves…and in so doing, we are believing in You. 

Amen. 

 

 


