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A Rabbinic Memoir  
 

I came to Temple Sholom at the beginning of August in 1969, and immediately 
began planning for the High Holy Days.  Because it was my own personal practice, 
I was pleased to learn that it was this congregation’s custom to observe two days 
of Rosh Hashanah although, in those years, nearly all Reform congregations in 
America observed only one day. As The Union Prayer Book Volume II (the one for 
the High Holy Days) contained only a single evening and a single morning service 
for Rosh Hashanah, I asked what the congregation used as the liturgy for the 
second day? The same as the first, came the answer.  

Being young and energetic (and not particularly in love with the UPB for even a 
single day of services, let alone two), I decided that an alternative liturgy -- a 
“creative” service -- would better serve our needs than a repetition of the first 
day service. For one thing, the language of the Union Prayer Book, while elegant, 
even grand, was too austere for worshipers nearly 80 years after its original 
composition. Too much had changed. Gender equality was in the offing; 
congregations wanted more Hebrew in the service even though very few 
congregants could read the prayers in Hebrew; the antiquated “thee” and “thou” 
language of the 19th century (and earlier) were off-putting. New ways of 
expressing ourselves in prayer were necessary.   

Although I came to the decision independently (informing the Ritual Committee 
of what I was planning), the Reform movement also was beginning to recognize 
these needs. In 1973, the old Union Prayer Book was replaced by Shaarei Tefilah - 
Gates of Prayer.  Five years later, in 1978, the movement published Shaarei 
Teshuvah - Gates of Repentance. And, in 2015, Mishkan Hanefesh- Machzor for 
the Days of Awe.  Both of these offer a second day service. But this was 1969, and 
none of those options was yet available to us.  



Here's how our own groundbreaking second day service came about. With the 
High Holy Days only a few weeks away, I asked Naomi to create a service that 

 

 

would speak more personally and directly to our congregants. Naomi has 
graduate degrees in English and Jewish studies and already at that point had a 
great deal of writing and editing experience, including during seven years of 
participation in the congregational life of my student congregations, my Navy and 
Marine congregations, and when I was the assistant rabbi of Temple Emanuel in 
Cherry Hill, NJ. She was the logical choice. (And lucky for me, brilliant, too!) 

Naomi and I agreed that for this first service we needed to do something startling, 
perhaps a bit outrageous. She persuaded Susan Traiman (z”l), then a high school 
senior and president of the youth group, to take part in a “stealth” attack. With 
great trepidation, Susan stood up at her seat in the sanctuary (which then faced 
Pompton Avenue) just as I began reading the dramatic sentence in the Torah 
portion that describes Abraham lifting a knife in his hand to sacrifice his son Isaac. 

 “Rabbi,” she shouted with a slight tremor in her voice, “don’t read any more. We 
know the ending of the story in the Torah. That’s not the way it really is. The 
world doesn’t work that way. We went to the UAHC camps this summer. We 
studied the traditions. They’re beautiful, but they’re not real. They’re only 
dreams. Listen to this.”  

At which point she introduced the song by Leonard Cohen that talks about 
parents in our own day sacrificing their children on the altar of their own needs, 



fears, and unfulfilled dreams – and we played a recording of Cohen singing the 
song. 

There was chaos in the sanctuary. The 
ushers ran down the aisle, prepared to 
wrestle this lovely young woman to the 
floor, when I spoke the next words in our 
service script and drew the congregation 
into thinking about the pitfalls and 
difficulties – and the joys – of raising 
children and how incredibly important it 
was not to sacrifice our own children on 
the altars we had unwittingly constructed 
for ourselves.  

That was in 1969, when the country was 
at war in Vietnam and parents and 
children were at odds about what our 
nation should be doing – not only in 
Vietnam but also in remedying the 
inequalities among our own citizens.  

 

And so it went.  

In the earliest years, we linked a social action agenda to 
personal reflection called for by the Ten Days of Penitence 
(between Rosh Hashanah to Yom Kippur). A number of 
second day services addressed specific issues facing Jews. 
The 1970/5731 service “Your Silence Is Killing Me” described 
the plight of Soviet Jews and culminated in a public 
demonstration on the Pompton Avenue lawn of the 
synagogue. We marked the 20th anniversary of Jerusalem’s 
reunification, and years later, the 3000th anniversary of 
Jerusalem’s founding. 



Most of the services Naomi created focused on the personal dimensions of Rosh 
Hashanah: the challenges of self-introspection that our tradition calls heshbon 
hanefesh, an accounting of the soul, and teshuvah, return – the return to our 
better selves, to the values of our faith and, ultimately to the God whom the 
traditional liturgy sees as so eager for our return that the Eternal “will come out 
to meet us on our way.” Introspective. Reflective. Emotionally challenging – and, 
ultimately, life affirming.  

Each August, Naomi would sit and read through books of 
poetry and liturgical thought. She integrated secular 

readings as well. She chose themes 
and reflections that helped her 
address the personal issues that 
concerned her – and apparently not 
her alone, because many 
congregants would say to her at the 
end of each service, “how did you 
know what I was worrying about?”  

Many of these services featured congregant-readers and 
the services were filled with group readings and responsive 

readings, relevant artwork and contemporary music (from Arnold Schoenberg, 
Leonard Cohen and Jacques Brel, in the earliest years, to themes from songwriters 
Naomi sought from our daughters) as well, of course as the familiar Rosh 
Hashanah melodies which everyone enthusiastically joined in singing.  

Our second day services, which began in 1969, continued to 2005, the last High 
Holy Days before my retirement. Almost from the beginning, they became a 
source of special pride for our congregation. Hundreds of people attended. 
Members brought their friends, and we regularly received requests for copies of 
the services from my colleagues. 

Nineteen of these second day “alternative” liturgies are on display in the museum 
case. Their cover designs and titles are a hint to the liturgical, poetic, sometimes 
challenging and always deeply emotional readings with which Naomi led us to 
wrestle. 

And now it is 2022 – almost 5783 on the Hebrew calendar. 



 

 

 

 

Naomi joins me in wishing that we and all of our loved ones be written and sealed 
in the Book of Life for a good and sweet year:    

 

L’SHANAH TOVAH TEEKATEIVU V’TEI-HA-TEI-MUN! 
 

Rabbi Norman Patz, 
Rabbi Emeritus 


