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RABBI’S MESSAGE

“The Hill We Climb” by Amanda Gorman

In honor of Black History month, I would like to honor our first Youth Poet Laureate, Amanda 
Gorman, by printing her inaugural poem here for each of you to savor and relish; I hope you 
find comfort, inspiration, and hope in her stirring, vibrant, poetic challenge and celebration 
of our country.  I know that I did.  For me, January 20, 2021 was a day of sharps contrasts.  It 
was a Presidential Inauguration, a day that marks and defines our democracy and it was a day 
that marked a very different kind of gathering; it was the 79th anniversary of the signing of the 
Wannsee Protocols, the Final Solution to the Jewish Question in Europe.  On that day of doom 
and horror, the fate of the Jews of Europe was signed, sealed, and delivered.  In a document 
that one can still read today, Adolf Eichmann listed all of the Jews in Europe by country; his tally, 

11,000,000.  Country by country, they were to be rounded up; loaded onto cattle cars and taken by train to extermina-
tion camps.  Amanda Gorman’s poem lifted me from a place at once joyful and sorrowful, to a place where I could be a 
witness to that catastrophic history of our people and a witness to history as it unfolded on the stage we all shared on 
Inauguration Day.
“The Hill We Climb”
When day comes we ask ourselves, where can we find light in this never-ending shade?  The loss we carry, a sea we 
must wade.  We’ve braved the belly of the beast, we’ve learned that quiet isn’t always peace and the norms and 
notions of what just is, isn’t always justice.  And yet the dawn is ours before we knew it, somehow we do it, somehow 
we’ve weathered and witnessed a nation that isn’t 
broken but simply unfinished.
We, the successors of a country and a time where a 
skinny black girl descended from slaves and raised 
by a single mother can dream of becoming president 
only to find herself reciting for one.  And, yes, we are 
far from polished, far from pristine, but that doesn’t 
mean we are striving to form a union that is perfect, 
we are striving to forge a union with purpose, to com-
pose a country committed to all cultures, colors, and 
characters and conditions of man.
So, we lift our gazes not to what stands between us, 
but to what stands before us.  We close the divide 
because we know to put our future first, we must first 
put our differences aside.  We lay down our arms so 
we can reach out our arms to one another, we seek 
harm to none and harmony for all.
Let the globe, if nothing else, say this is true:  that even as we grieved, we grew, even as we hurt, we hoped, that even 
as we tired, we tried, that we’ll forever be tied together victorious, not because we will never again know defeat but 
because we will never again sow division.
Scripture tells us to envision that everyone shall sit under their own vine and fig tree and no one should make them 
afraid.  If we’re to live up to our own time, then victory won’t lie in the blade, but in all of the bridges we’ve made.
That is the promise to glade, the hill we climb if only we dare it because being American is more than a pride we inherit, 
it’s the past we step into and how we repair it.  We’ve seen a force that would shatter our nation rather than share it.  
That would destroy our country if it meant delaying the democracy, and this effort very nearly succeeded.  But while 
democracy can periodically be delayed, but it can never be permanently defeated.
In this truth, in this faith, we trust, for while we have our eyes on the future, history has its eyes on us, this is the era of 
just redemption we feared in its inception we did not feel prepared to be the heirs of such a terrifying hour but within 
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it we found the power to author a new chapter, to 
offer hope and laughter to ourselves, so while once 
we asked how can we possibly prevail over catastro-
phe, now we assert how could catastrophe possibly 
prevail over us. 
 
We will not march back to what was but move to 
what shall be, a country that is bruised but whole, 
benevolent but bold, fierce and free, we will not 
be turned around or interrupted by intimidation 
because we know our inaction and inertia will 
be the inheritance of the next generation, our 
blunders become their burden.  But one thing is 
certain:  if we merge mercy with might and might 
with right, then love becomes our legacy and 
change our children’s birthright. 

So let us leave behind a country better than 
the one we were left, with every breath from 
my bronze, pounded chest, we will raise this 
wounded world into a wondrous one, we will 
rise from the golden hills of the West, we will 
rise from the windswept Northeast where 
our forefathers first realized revolution, we 
will rise from the lake-rimmed cities of the 
Midwestern states, we will rise from the sun-
baked South, we will rebuild, reconcile, and 
recover in every known nook of our nation in 
every corner called our country our people 
diverse and beautiful will emerge battered 
and beautiful, when the day comes we step 
out of the shade aflame and unafraid, the 
new dawn blooms as we free it, for there is 
always light if only we’re brave enough to 
see it, if  only we’re brave enough to be it.
May we be brave enough to see the light; may we be 
brave enough to be the light.

Rabbi Stephanie S. Aaron



Painting by Laura Bolter



Remembering 
Dr. King



Lisa got us to sing out:  Oseh Shalom bimromav, may the One Who makes peace, bring peace down, bring peace down, 
bring peace down.
I told everyone about my experience when Dr. King was shot; I just started sobbing and I didn’t understand and I just 
wanted my parents to hug me. I just wanted them to make the world safe again. Perhaps that has been one of my 

dreams ever since, to make all children feel safe and secure; to keep them from the harms of hatred, violence, and de-
spair; to shelter them from the storms of hunger, inequality, and human cruelty. In the Arizona capitol building, Dr. King’s 
words are engraved on the wall, “Darkness cannot drive out darkness, only light can do that. Hatred cannot drive out 
hatred, only love can do that.” This is our time to live the teaching in the Talmud, each of us is a candle; from our light, 
we can light hundreds of other candles; from our light, we give light. 

With the blessing of shalom,
Rabbi Stephanie S. Aaron
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POETRY ON THE BIMAH — DECEMBER 2020
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“The Cure at Troy” 

Human beings suffer.
They torture one another.
They get hurt and get hard.
No poem or play or song
Can fully right a wrong
Inflicted and endured.

History says, Don’t hope
On the side of the grave,
But then, once in a lifetime
The longed-for tidal wave
Of justice can rise up
And hope and history rhyme.

So hope for a great sea-change
On the far side of revenge.
Believe that a further shore
Is reachable from here.
Believe in miracles.
And cures and healing wells.

Seamus Heaney is a poet for all seasons, times, and places.  About poetry he wrote, “Poetry is always 
slightly mysterious, and you wonder what is your relationship to it.”  He said, “I credit poetry for making this 
space-walk possible.”  Poetry lets us duck into the mystery; when we take the poetry plunge, each of our space-
walks on this planet do seem more utterly, more amazingly possible. - Rabbi Aaron

Call miracle self-healing:
The utter self-revealing
Double-take of feeling.
If there’s fire on the mountain
Or lightening and storm
And a god speaks from the sky

That means someone is hearing
The outcry and the birth-cry
Of new life at its term.
It means once in a lifetime
That justice can rise up
And hope and history rhyme.

Seamus Heaney

Morning Wave ©Scott Harrison



ADULT BEIT MIDRASH 
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Shomrim 
of 

Running
by

Allison Richter



When Wangari was a young girl, her job was to collect firewood for her household. Her mother told her never to 
collect from the fig tree because “it is a tree of G-d. We don’t cut it. We don’t burn it. We don’t use it. They live as long 
as they can, and they fall on their own when they are too old.”  Our navi’im, our prophets, Micah and Zechariah, both 
taught that:  everyone shall sit under their own vine and fig tree and that no one shall make them afraid. That was Wan-
gari’s vision, also, that planting, nurturing, and sustaining the trees that one has planted gathers communities, drawing 
them together, encouraging them to nurture and sustain one another as they do the trees.

In 1997, Professor Wangari Maathai founded the Green Belt Movement whose “mission is to strive for better environ-
mental management, community empowerment, and livelihood using tree-planting as an entry point.”  To date, they 
have planted over 51 million trees in Kenya.

In 2004, when Mangari learned that she had won the Nobel Peace Prize for her contribution to sustainable development, 
democracy and peace; what did she do? She planted a tree, of course!  It was a nandi flame tree, native to her home re-
gion of Nyeri, Kenya. “Never one to stand on ceremony, she knelt on the earth and dug her hands into the red soil, warm 
from the sun, and settled the tree into the ground. It was, she told the journalists and onlookers gathered, “the best way 
to celebrate.”

In 2006, Wangari Maathai was made the international Patron of Trees for the newly created UNEP Billion Trees cam-
paign; she inspired hundreds of thousands of people all over our world to plant trees:  in their yards, in their parks, in 
their forests and lining their roads and pathways. Because of her dedication and strong, raised voice for trees, we hu-
mans of the earth have planted over 11 billion trees.

Wangari said that what kept her focused and true to herself was that she “always followed a small voice that all of us 
have, a small voice that comes from deep within, a small voice that I have come to identify as the G-d in you. G-d whis-
pers to you and if your heart is pure, you can hear it. Follow that voice. Be committed to it, be persistent with it, be 
patient with it.”  We Jews call this, “the kol d’mamah dakah, the voice of inner stillness; the still, small voice; the calming 
voice of the Holy One; urging us forward, assuring us that we are up to the task; however daunting, overwhelming or 
discouraging.”  

Wangari Maathai “held dear the belief that every seed planted offers hope, every plant watered brings life, and that ev-
ery tree nurtured is a gift to future generations.”  
We just celebrated Tu b’shvat, the New Year for the 
Trees!  Time to go and plant!  Plant in your yard!  Go 
to OneTreePlanted.org, the greenbeltmovement.org, 
AmericanForests.org, jnf.org, where you can plant a 
tree in Israel on zoom!, just do it!  And please let me 
know how many trees you have planted; remember 
our tree goal for this year is planting 5781 trees!  

       Trees planted: 1,163. 
       Trees yearning to be planted:  4, 618!  

People, let’s get planting!  

Rabbi Stephanie S Aaron
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Beit Knesset – House of Meeting

Congregation Chaverim Facebook’s Page
(www.facebook.com/ChaverimTucson/)

Be sure to like CCongregation Chaverim on Facebook! Stay up-to-date with the 
happenings at Tucson’s greatest synagogue! Please follow our page and share with 
family and friends. Check out service and programming events along with photos 
of our vibrant, welcoming multigenerational community!
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BEIT OLAM — HOUSE OF BLESSED MEMORY



January 2021
   Lifecycles

Birthdays         
Anniversaries        
Yeladim





  L’Chaim General Fund
Robert and Shelley Schwartz
Robert and Shelley Schwartz 
   in memory of Julian Dombrowski
Haldon and Arlene Bryer in memory of 
   Emelie Loewenheim
Suzanne Baron Helming in honor of 
   Judy Sensibar

  Burn the Mortgage
Rabbie Stephanie and Dr. Jack Aaron
Dr. Matthew Atlas and Dr. Diane 
   Neddenripe-Atlas

  Yahrzeit Fund
Laurence Novak in memory of Gertrude M. Novak
Robert and Shelley Schwartz in memory 
   of Edwin Siegel

House of Thanks

  Rabbi’s Discretionary Fund
Herb Rosenberg in memory of Emelie Lowenehim
Richard and Yvonne Morris in honor of Rabbi Aaron
Iris Pearlman in memory of Sara Pearlman
Ellen Schartz in memory of Julian Dombrowski
Cynthia Busby in memory of Carolyn Ashworth
Jill and David Putt for leading a beautiful shiva 
   service for Diane Sayre.

                                  

Beit Todah
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Magic Tree by Julia Nedzelska



Friendship, Warmth, Inspiration, Spirituality and Community

Tel: (520) 320-1015 admin@chaverim.netwww.chaverim.net

      

Mitzvah of the Month: Trees - Hugging them, Planting them, Celebrating them

                                                                                                 

Red Squirrel in Tree © Neil Mcintyre


