
Reflection on 10 Years at Beth Am

September 2011 - My first High Holidays at Beth Am.  Erin and I
had just gotten married.  We were living in the middle of no place
mountains off Skyline Drive.  I had to build a fire to heat our
home. The Mets had long been eliminated from playoff
contention.  It was after Rosh HaShana services at the Flint
Center, when a long time Beth Am member introduced me to her
adult son who had come down from the City to spend the High
Holidays with his family.  “Nice to meet you”  I said in all sincerity
“What part of the City do you live in, Queens? Brooklyn?
Manhattan?”

And, while you have not totally succeeded in taking the New
Yorker out of me - I still say Flah-rida -  I am more than
appreciative of the Bay Area love, care and compassion you have
shown me over the past 10 plus years here. Since Erin is a local
girl she already knew - but, I agree, it’s a pretty special place - the
Bay Area.  A few specifics: Erin loves that we get avocados
delivered in our CSA farm box that gets delivered to Beth Am
each monday.  Ezra is unfazed by seeing self-driving cars nearly
daily on the roads around Beth Am.  Max really wants us to live in
the Flintstone house you can see driving North on 280 that seems
to get delightfully kookier each year.  Winnie, two next week, born
in the third week of this pandemic - is growing up thinking that an
Apple is not just a fruit

We are so fortunate to be here:  From the Baylands to Windy Hill
to the majestic redwoods.  The local orchards and farmer’s
markets.  The micro-climates and the Cabernet. Keplers and the
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Dutch Goose. Oracle Park and Allied Arts. Palm Drive and Castro
Street.  Tacos and Pho.  I’ll also note that our tenure at Beth Am
almost exactly parallels another local family –  Atherton residents.
A special couple - she is a famous cookbook author, he is a 6”3
guy who likes basketball.  He’s got quite a jump shot.

But, while we are enthralled with the Bay Area - it’s actually Beth
Am we’ve come to love most of all.  This house of the people has
been very very good to us.  This is a special community and upon
reflection - I’ve never been a part of any community for this long.
From our first days here as newlyweds we’ve felt the love and
support of so many.  Three children and five cookbooks later we
continue too.  Beth Am is our community, our friends are from
Beth Am, our babysitters from Beth Am.  We’ve been invited into
your homes and run into you at the supermarket and on the little
league diamond.

We’ve made latkes together and suffered through Purim together.
We’ve volunteered together and marched together.   We sang
together and prayed together.  We’ve studied torah together and
fasted together.  We’ve traveled - Jerusalem, El Paso, Havanna,
Washington, Sacramento - together.  We drank wine and ate
challah together.  We’ve organized together and registered voters
together.

After the tree of life shooting in Pittsburgh we filled this room with
a thousand of our members as well as our non-Jewish brothers
and sisters who came out to support us.  We’ve visited churches
and mosques and soup kitchens and homeless shelters and
pre-schools. Over the past two years of the pandemic - we’ve
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fought isolation together, knowing there were many in our Beth
Am who need and still need community.

The best part of my job - and there are many good parts - is the
ability to be with people during the most meaningful moments of
their lives.   Last Sunday morning, we celebrated our Youth
Education Purim, filled with joy and gladness, we delighted in
Esther and Mordechai and the craziness that is hundreds of
young Jews filled with cotton candy.  Later that afternoon, I had
the honor of leading the shiva for Henry Burger, whose 96th
birthday would have been two days ago.  I joined Lottie and Les
and Nancy and their grandchildren and great-grandchildren as we
paid tribute to this terrific man - a person who loved Judaism and
lived a life filled with dignity and compassion.

Two nights ago, I went to San Carlos to welcome the two newest
members of Beth Am, twin boys, Jordan and Leo.  I married their
parents three years ago, and on Wednesday, Leo and Jordan
celebrated (well that might be too strong of a word) their Brit Milah
on the 8th day of their lives, just as Jewish boys have been doing
since the book of Genesis.  Tomorrow, at 10:30am, I’ll be back
here with Hannah and her parents and brother, when she
becomes the newest teacher of Torah in our community.  We’ll
take our scroll out of our ark and, as we do each week, entrust the
next generation with the honor and obligation of chanting Torah.

This happens every week!

Tomorrow morning Hannah will also chant a section of the
Haftarah from the book of II Samuel.  It’s a beautiful section of
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Torah and - potentially my favorite.  King David, the slayer of
Goliath, the conqueror of Jerusalem, the writer of the psalms
desires to build the Temple in Jerusalem.  But, Natan, David’s
prophet, receives a message from God in a dream and is told that
God will not allow David to build the Temple. God promises to
Natan that David’s legacy will be secure, but Solomon the next
generation will build God’s Temple in Jerusalem.  Like Moses to
Joshua before, the chain will continue.

Our work of upholding this beautiful tradition goes from one
generation to the next.  From old men to new babies.  Our job is
to remain a Beit Am - a house for all people - a place where this
sacred tradition can be explored and debated.  Where we
welcome new people and draw strength from long time members.
Where we welcome the stranger and visit the sick.   And where
our study and practice of Judaism inspires and challenges us to
"do justice, to love kindness and to walk humbly with our God"   If
we do this with the same kindness, compassion and humor I’ve
been treated with, as your rabbi over the past 10 years - we’re
doing a stellar job.
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