HIGH HOLY DAY SPEECH 2006
It is traditional for most synagogue presidents to start their High Holy Day 
speeches with a joke.  So I will tell you a favorite of mine, appropriate for mixed 
company and young children. 
A grandmother takes her young grandson to the beach.  They are enjoying the day, the 
sun, the sand and the surf.  Suddenly a wave comes and washes the young boy far out into the ocean.  The grandmother, panics, no one is around to help her.
She lifts her eyes to heaven and prays to God to save her grandson, making all sorts of 
promises for repentance, the performance good deeds, never to ask for another thing.  

In what seemed to her an eternity, but was actually just a few moments,  then the young boy is washed back ashore.  Realizing that he is just a little shaken but unharmed, the grandmother looks up to God with gratitude and says “he had a hat”
Time often takes on strange dimensions. How often do we find ourselves saying “where 
has the time gone”?  Or just as often asking “will this ever end”.  Time moves on, with or 
without our permission.  These High Holy Days are the time for us to remember, to 
reflect on the past as we plan and build for the future.
My family’s association with Congregation B’nai Israel began in 1992, less than fifteen 
years ago, time which has past in a heartbeat yet I feel like I’ve been a part of CBI my entire life,  
Time flies and time stands still.
I’m sure most of you have fond memories of the synagogue of your youth.  Some of you 
are fortunate enough to have grown up here at CBI.  How lucky we are to have so many multi-generation families here.  When I was growing up, my family never belonged to a synagogue, so I am making up for lost time. 

Here at B’nai Israel, our synagogue, we reaffirm our identity as Jews.  Here, at B’nai 
Israel, our synagogue, it feels good and comfortable and safe to be Jewish.  
Here, at B’nai Israel, we are a Beit Knesset – a house of assembly, where we gather 
together to perform deeds of loving kindness for our synagogue, our community, for 
Israel, for the world at large.  
I urge those who you who come only for these High Holy Days, or to say kaddish, to 
come more often.  Just like our children are told at college orientations, if we’re not 
offering something you want to participate in, let’s work together and help each other set 
up a program or a committee.  Remember first and foremost, this is your synagogue.  
Take pride. Take ownership.   

How wonderful it would be, if you assembled here more often.
Here,  at B’nai Israel, we are a  Beit Midrash- a house of education, from infants to 
seniors, here we have the opportunity to study with and learn from our Rabbi, our 
Cantor, our faculty, guest speakers, each other.  Here we can spend a lifetime reading 
the books, listening to the tapes, watching the videos and DVDs in our award-winning 
library. 
Here we are a Beit Tefillah – a house of prayer, evident to all on these days of awe, but 
here year-round offering opportunities to pray and meditate in the sanctuary or chapel at 
minyan services, Shabbat services, holiday services, commemorative services, memorial 
services.
Different, distinct components with one common element – Beit – a house, a home. 

Here we are a Beit Hamishpachah – a house of family and friends.  As we travel on our 
Jewish journey, here is where we mark the most joyful and most painful life cycle 
events.  Here is where we celebrate an auf ruf, a wedding, a bris, a baby naming, a bar or bat mitzvah, birthdays, anniversaries.  Here is where we gather for the sake of gathering, to schmooze on a Sunday morning over bagels and coffee, for Shabbat and holiday dinners, for  programs, athletics, cooking singing, dancing, events, for socializing, for fun. 

Here is where we remember and grieve the loss of loved ones.  My own years here, a blink of an eye, a lifetime, with you, my B’nai Israel family, have been warmed by participating in joyous celebrations and saddened by the loss of so many role models, mentors… friends, family.    
For almost 85 years B’nai Israel has been a home to Jews of the greater Red Bank  
community, almost 50 of which have been here in Rumson. 
To all of you, my B’nai Israel mishpachah, Todah Rabah, thank you, to those who have 
already responded to our High Holy Day appeal.  For those of you who have not yet done so, there are envelopes in the lobby marked with your names which can be picked up on your way out. Give whatever you feel comfortable giving, but give something, which will be put to good use, here at B’nai Israel.
“He had a hat” – unlike the grandmother previously mentioned, I would not be honest and forthright if I said my plea to you would end with this High Holy Day appeal.  

Dues and appeals never cover all of our expenses and commitments let alone having the 

means to repair, renovate, refurbish and remedy the effects that  fifty years time have 
taken on our house, house home, our synagogue. 

In the coming months, with your blessings and backing, we hope to undertake a major 
fundraising effort as we approach our Golden Anniversary here in Rumson,  
W will be asking that you move B’nai Israel closer to the top, if not to the top, of your 
list for dedicating your time and your talent and your financial support. 

We want and need each of you to be part of a rededication, here at B’nai 
Israel, our synagogue, our home.  We will be asking you for your input, your hopes, your 
wishes. As a family we must work together.  Each and every one of us must assume the 

responsibility and obligation as well take the pleasure and pride, to ensure that B’nai 
Israel is here for our children and our children’s children, l’dor v’dor. to share their memories and realize their simchas, their dreams,  
here at B’nai Israel,    
our Beit Knesset
our Beit Midrash 
our Beit Tefillah  
our  Beit Hamispachah.  Our house, Our Home.

L’Shanah Tova,

