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I Am Abraham 

A Teaching for Rosh Hashanah Morning 5782/2021 by Rabbi Katie Mizrahi 

In a few minutes we will be hearing one of the most difficult and disturbing stories 

in all of Torah, the story known as the Akedah, in which God tells Abraham to 

sacrifice his son, and Abraham seems ready to do it.  If you are at home with kids, 

I recommend that you give them a break for the next 5 minutes.  I’m serious. 

I’ve never been able to identify much with Abraham in this story.  Never wanted 

to.  The man I so admired for arguing with God for the sake of the sinners of 

Sodom and Gemorrah is almost unrecognizable here, just a few chapters 

later.  Now he transforms into a zealot, obediently binding his son to an altar, 

raising the knife. 

I’ve always looked at Abraham in this story with searing judgment.  What kind of 

a parent is this man?  What kind of role model?  If I heard a great voice 

commanding me to sacrifice my child, I’d check myself into a hospital … 

Or so I have always told myself. 

And then, a few days ago, I awoke before the sun, brain spinning, heart racing.   

It was after a meeting about my children’s school covid policies the night before, 

after weeks of parents and governors around the country protesting mask and 

vaccine mandates.   



2 

 

Terrifying statistics about rising pediatric covid cases filled my mind and fresh 

new stories from people I know personally, vaccinated people getting covid after 

doing everything right. I woke up terrified, and found myself writing this: 

 

I am Abraham. 

All of us are.  

Us parents of unvaccinated children. 

We are all Abraham. 

Called early from sleep to bring forth our children, the future, 

Called to lay them on some great altar 

Unsure what that altar might be. 

 

Is it the altar of reasonable risk for the sake of a greater good? 

The altar of statistical probability? Useful for guiding policy, but blind to our 

particular circumstances - the people in our particular pod, the vulnerabilities and 

resilience of our particular kids? 

I fear  

it is the altar of American selfishness.  

 

Sacrifice your children, American parents, 

because too many of us don’t believe in science or trust the government. 

Offer up your child, the one you love, 
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because I don’t like wearing a mask, and it’s my choice 

and I’m not going to wait another 6 months for my favorite entertainments 

till your kid has a vaccine. 

 

Offer him up  

because the government has grown weary  

of protecting us from ourselves. 

because in America, 

we let people think freedom means 

the freedom to harm others 

because in America, 

we designed our economy 

to protect profits and not people 

because in America, 

even a culture of obscene individualism 

doesn’t block the aerosols from connecting us all. 

  

I don’t know if it’s a worthy altar. 

I don’t know if I’m foolish for trusting. 

I don’t know if this will be a sacrifice in the end or if some angel will intervene. 

I just know I’m terrified for our children,  

and everyone around me seems too worn out to be careful anymore. 
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So today 

I am Abraham 

Walking with my sons silently up the mountain.  

Hoping God will provide some other sheep.  

Seeing no alternative.   

  

I try to be obedient. 

I wear my mask.  

I refuse the birthday parties and take the social consequences. 

Haven’t been to a restaurant in 18 months.  

  

And who is it I’m obeying?  

Who commands me now to lay my child down? 

Is it God? 

Or just the echo of some maskless mob, 

or the collective moan of all the exhausted parents and teachers 

surrendering after 2 disrupted school years 

or is it the despairing epidemiologists who declare 

we now have passed our window -- 

we must learn to live with the disease among us 

whether or not the children have been protected. 

Is it the frustrated sigh of well-meaning, ordinary people 

doing their best but following rules made before the delta variant? 
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Is it my own depletion and weakness, 

Tired of vigilance and loneliness? 

  

I don’t even know who is telling me 

to bring forth my child 

I just feel I have no choice. 

And so I obey the commanding voice 

I obey, no matter how fragile my faith. 

  

We trust and take our chances and bring forth our beloved children 

and they relish recess in person (and that’s important!) 

and we take joy from their blossoming friendships  

and we wear our masks 

and sanitize our hands 

and avoid indoor crowds 

and pray.  

And pray.  

And pray 

that God provides the vaccine before the knife comes down. 

 

I am Abraham. 
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And maybe 

every parent in the end is Abraham. 

And always ever has been. 

  

Helpless to realize 

that no matter what we do, 

no matter how obedient or rebellious, 

how cautious or reckless, 

there is in the end no way 

to keep our kids from being mortal. 

No way to ensure they will survive this plague 

or any other dangerous circumstance of our world.  

 

Bringing them into the world, 

we start the journey up the mountain. 

 

 

 


