Moments . . .
Rabbi Joe Rooks Rapport
Do you have a favorite movie? Have you ever thought about what makes that particular story resonate so deeply within your soul? My favorite film is Barbara Streisand's Yentle. I suppose you might have guessed that. Its the story of a brilliant young woman with a golden voice and a fiery commitment to master the male dominated world of Talmud and Torah. 
She meets a brilliant and dashingly handsome young scholar and despite the barriers which their world places between them they become partners and friends along life's often twisted way. Now doesn't that sound like two rabbis you know? And it is more than the coincidence of characters that make this film so special for me.
There is a scene, just a brief moment in the scheme of the many larger themes within the film. Yentle's father, who is her teacher and her only real friend, dies very early in the story. Having spent her life in secret study, she disguises herself as a young boy and enrolls in a great Yeshivah to test her skill and to taste the Torah from the words of one of its greatest masters. After a long and challenging examination by the Rabbi she emerges from his office into the great hall of study. The Rabbi congratulates her on the wisdom she has gained from her father's teaching and sets about searching for a worthy partner to match her strength. She has done it, and the secret world she has so longed for is finally about to unfold before her eyes.
The voices fade into the background as Yentle gazes about the room. She drinks in the light as it streams down through open skylights upon teeming young scholars as they pore over dusty volumes of Jewish law and lore. She day dreams of the years of preparation which have brought her to this day. She shivers from the fear and the excitement of this magnificent moment. And then she sings these words:  "There are moments you remember all your life, there are moments you wait for and dream of all your life, this is one of those moments."
She is, at that moment, exquisitely aware that these brief ticks on the clock of her life will mark a turning point which will change her and her world forever. And she opens her eyes to the tiniest details of that moment in time, so that she might carry them with her always along whatever road which life might have in store for her-- for all the moments, days, weeks and years to come. 
Life is a collection of these moments strewn together by the simple, but necessary labors that bring such moments to life.
Here is the answer to the eternal question which Jewish parents have asked each other and their rabbis for generation upon generation in this land: "How can I make my children Jewish?" The answer, quite simply is "You can't." You can't make them, but you can provide for them an opportunity to choose Judaism for themselves and for their children by teaching them to recognize the wonder of moments such as these and to be open to their life changing power.
These are the moments which make for Jewish Identity. This place is a place of such moments. Just last year Debbie Freidman sang within these walls for three solid hours when time stood still. We sang and we danced and we clapped and we cheered and cried with tears of joy. And if you were here that night for that one moment in time, then the echoes may remain here even still. This was one of those moments. And let me tell you something, that wasn't the first time such moments have happened within these walls, and I swear to you, it will not be the last as well.
Tomorrow will mark such a moment in one life, when a young woman, wrapped in the shawl which her learning has weaved, will read with a new voice from an ancient scroll-- the story of our people now ages old. "Like a link in the chain from the past to the future joins her with the children yet to be... They can now be a part of the ongoing stream that has always been (here waiting to be)" 
But the boundaries of these four walls are not the boundaries within which such memories must be written.
There is a School down that hall and in it the Art of Jewish Education is practiced by 300 students and their teachers, every Sunday morning from 9:30 to Noon and every Wednesday afternoon from 4:30 to 6:00. From Preschool and Consecration to High School and Confirmation, all told that's over 1000 hours or religious education. And while every minute of every hour of every day may not qualify as one of these life changing moments of our lives: the opportunities are there nonetheless. Sharing a family story in a class discussion on Jewish values, a field trip to The Holocaust Museum in Washington, holiday celebrations, family services, that moment when each first grade student receives their own tiny Torah from the hands of their parents just as parents and children have been doing for generations and generations before them.
There is a museum case just outside the doorway to the school and in it we place some of our most precious bits of memory. And among them are a collection of tiny yellowed parchment Torahs which are the lasting legacy of the generations of First Graders who have studied within these walls and the seven other buildings which have been our Jewish home. Jewish Education is not the single minded quest for academic achievement and knowledge. "It's a walk through the forest of the trees of knowledge" collecting special moments on the way.
And the experiences of a Jewish family are much the same. Raising children would be easier if we could just program them like our VCR's to memorize what we tell them and then repeat it on command whenever the need should arise. It would be easier that way, but in the end they would not be Jews. Not really, because they wouldn't know how to argue, or how to question, or how to care, or how to think. They wouldn't be truly Jewish until they had learned how to challenge us to be what we might be. So in the absence of that simple model we must struggle along, moment by moment, lending meaning to their lives. The smell of chicken soup for Seder, a warm latke on a cold winter night. Baby namings and Bar Mitzvahs, Weddings, Funerals, and Holiday meals, these are the moments that we share. And for these times too, there are things to collect along our way. Candlesticks from the old country, a Kiddush cup from the Land of Israel, a stamp collection which a grandfather once began. The smells, and sounds, and things, which are written in our minds, which are written on our hearts from the moments that we share.
And then there is Israel, the land and the place within our minds. The love of Israel has been our people's ethnic glue ever since we settled in this land. The politics of Israel have changed in every age, but the love of her, the care of her, the sight of her has always touched us deep within our hearts. No other single factor beyond Bar or Bat Mitzvah is as common among active and committed Jews as a trip to Israel in their youth. There is a magic to the place that goes beyond any I have seen. Jerusalem can inspire a lifetime a commitment in one moment by the city's gate, in one tear at Yad Vashem, in one prayer at the Western Wall. For many, such a moment remains a distant dream, but together we are making this too, a reality come true.
These are the moments which make for Jewish Identity. These are the proven factors which the leaders of our Jewish world tend to share. And these are our greatest hope toward the creation of the next generation of Jewish leaders for tomorrow: Bar and Bat Mitzvah , Jewish Education, Travel to Israel, the Love of a Jewish family and friends.
These are the moments that no one can take away, no wave can wash away, no fire can burn away, no time can wear away. This heritage of faith is the most lasting legacy which we can give to our children.
The Great Jewish Philosopher Martin Buber once said: That speaking of faith was like going to a restaurant, reading the menu, and then leaving before the meal is served. No matter how good the description, it bears scant resemblance to the meal. Living your Judaism is a feast for the soul and in doing so you make menus obsolete.
These are the moments that make for Jewish living and we collect them one by one along our way. 
"These are the moments you remember all your life, the moments you wait for and dream of all your life, this is one of those moments."
