I stand before you this evening with tremendous feelings of great emotion. It is an emotion I feel just once a year. It is an emotion brought on by one single prayer. There is no prayer quite like it in any prayer book. There is no nusach or melody that so deeply penetrates our hearts and souls. It evokes memories of our past, it forces us to take stock in our present, and leaves us to ponder our future. The prayer of course, is Kol Nidre.

For me personally, the sounds of Kol Nidre awaken such bittersweet memories. I have such warm and loving Yom Kippur memories of growing up in Brooklyn with my parents, and my brothers, Gary and Jay. Erev Yom Kippur, Mom always made us roast beef in the rotisserie, with Uncle Ben’s converted rice, and there was always a fresh baked frozen Empire challah. Grandma always made us GIDEMPT Kreplach, which we would still be tasting, late Yom Kippur day. I can still smell the Yom Kippur Yom Tov of my youth, if I concentrate hard enough. Mom would always squeeze lemon into our mouths before leaving the house to starve away the thirst, as her father did for her and as I still do and just did for my son Evan today. No matter how early we started eating, Dad would always yell at us to hurry up, so we would not be late for Kol Nidre. We usually ran to shul so we would not miss a single note. My brothers and I would sit for hours upon hours in the gym at Flatbush Park Jewish Center all during the Holidays. Instead of dovening with Ruach, or spirit, we would devote our energies… to making up nicknames for many of our fellow congregants to help pass the time. There was “The Fat Rabbi”, sorry Rabbi, no disrespect for the Rabbinate intended, who was actually a butcher in real life, “the Shnoz”, who had a big nose and bad allergies, the “Scheister”, who was an attorney, the “convict”, who used to be an attorney and of course our favorite, “Popeye”. Don’t ask! These wonderful, strong memories flood back in my mind every year as we recite the Kol Nidre prayer. It is a universal call for all of us to remember both family, and synagogue.

However, Kol-Nidre is always a most difficult time for me personally too. For the strongest Kol Nidre memory of all for me, is my father collapsing and just as suddenly, passing away…. It was just as the chazzan was preparing to chant the Kol Nidre prayer … in the clubhouse converted to a Shul, at Covered Bridge in Manalapan. I take solace in knowing that in my opinion, my Dad left this earth at that single moment, as a tzadick, a holy man; being in a holy place, at a holy time, surrounded by his loving family. It is besheart or fate that I stand before you this evening not only as High Holiday Chairman, but also as Co-President of our great temple. 

Many of you are very fortunate to still have your parents with you to help continue your own family traditions. However, as I see our Memorial Plaques light up the sanctuary tonight, we are reminded of Kol Nidre’s past, shared with our loved ones. At some time in all our lives, the torch is passed from generation to generation. The torch has been passed… and our time… is now. Although I recognize and am deeply grateful for the many accomplishments of those who have recently left leadership positions within our temple community, I also see the many new faces bringing with them a new spirit, a positive energy and a full commitment to serve. It is time to remember the beautiful customs and traditions of our past and turn them into action in our lives today. It is time to evaluate our observance and commitment to Jewish life and Temple, and project what we wish to leave behind to our children and future generations. It should be our goal to educate ourselves and our children as we carry, with us, the memories of our past. It is with these goals in mind, I would like to pay honor and tribute to a small band of wandering Jews, who 40 years ago, almost to this day, collapsed the tent they were holding services in, at the corner of Church Street and Lloyd Road, and dedicated this building we sit in this evening. Many of these early temple explorers are still active members and sit among us tonight. I am pleased to say that we will be marking this special anniversary and honoring these dedicated friends when we rededicate the library after the extensive renovation and with the utmost respect to Temple Ohav Shalom and their former members. With great care and respect, with young and older alike, we set out to take on the challenges we face today as a congregation. 

With great hope and anticipation, I look forward to our future, as a Jewish people and as a congregation. There is such great pressure to assimilate into society, to lose our Jewish identity and forget our heritage. There are great demands on all of us in the current environment, both with time and finances. We try to provide our children with more than what we had. However, I ask of you tonight, more of what? Are we providing our children with more Yiddishkeit than we had growing up? Are we providing them with more Jewish education than we had? Are we reinforcing Jewish values and love of Torah with the same vigor as our parents did? These are the priorities and goals we set, here at Temple Beth Ahm. We cannot achieve these goals without your help!

I ask each of you this evening to pledge to make an investment in Temple Beth Ahm. First, I ask each of you to pledge a commitment of time. If you haven’t been to our Shul since… last Yom Kippur (and last week Rosh Hashona doesn’t count), will you invest 15 minutes to attend an evening minyan? Half an hour to attend a weekday morning service (45 minutes if you care to stay for a bagel and a smear)? Come to a Friday night or Saturday morning Shabbat service. Stay afterwards for an Oneg Shabbat or a Kiddish luncheon and smooze with the regulars. Come to a Rabbi study group, a guest lecturer, or a Sisterhood meeting or event. Participate in the many functions and activities that the Temple has to offer. You might not realize from looking at me, but we really are a fun, haimisha group.

We also ask for a financial commitment on this night. Please follow thru on your Yom Kippur Appeal pledges. Please give just a few shekels more than you were planning to. Additionally, we are still collecting funds to repair all our Torahs, some of which are in desperate need of repair. I was on this Bima for a recent Friday night Shabbat service. I was explaining how excited I was that the first Torah was just returned to us after being repaired and we were THIS CLOSE to having enough donations in place to have the 2nd Torah sent out to be repaired. A congregant (who I’m sure would prefer to remain anonymous) stood up and proclaimed…Let me know how much, I’ll have a check in the office on Monday. . . And he did just that. I am proud to report today that the 2nd Torah has been repaired and just returned to us …That’s what I’m talking about!!!  Only 6 more to go. Please help with this effort, for what are we, the Jewish People, and us as a congregation, without our Torahs. Dues alone just cannot cut it. These financial investments will insure the continued services we provide to you, your children, and the entire Jewish community. I have heard the comment, that the Temple has become a …business. I will admit tonight, that yes, we are a business. We are in the business of providing a minyan, and Kaddish, and comfort to those who are in mourning. We are in the business …of prayer and hope, to those who are sick. We are in the business… of providing for those who are in need. We are in the business… of providing education for ourselves and our children in a warm and caring environment. We are in the business… of celebrating with you, the birth of your child, and the B’nai Mitzvot, and weddings of your children. I am not ashamed to say that yes, we are in the Jew business, and I’m proud of it, and so you should be too! 

Like every successful business, we must recognize our past accomplishments and be responsive to our present needs. The future is in each of our hands. Please pledge along with me, to make an investment in the future of Temple Beth Ahm. Allow us to continue to meet the needs of your family and the Jewish community. To help meet that end, Jill and I have personally pledged to take a pay cut this year for all the volunteer work we do for the Temple (yes, that is a joke). The investment we make to Temple Beth Ahm and to Judaism today will pay huge dividends in our own lives and the lives of our future generations. 

 In last week’s Rosh Hashonah Torah portion (skillfully read by Scott Arbital), we learned that when Abraham was called upon to do G-d’s work, he humbly responded, without hesitation, Hi-Na-Ne. Please say it with me? Hi-Na-Ne.  Here I am! G-d was not doing a roll call, in which Abraham responded …..Here I am! Abraham was letting G-d know that he was there to fulfill G-d’s will. These are three very simple but very powerful words. Hi-Na-Ne…Here I AM.  Will you be here with me? I say Hi-Na-Ne in memory of my beloved father, as well as all of our beloved departed loved ones and the memories they leave behind for us to cherish. I say Hi-Na-Ne on behalf of my son Evan, as well as all our congregation’s children as their Jewish futures are very much in our hands. I say…Hi-Na-Ne…Here I Am.
Together we can ensure our own Jewish future and the future of Temple Beth Ahm. May the chanting of Kol Nidre continue to link our past with our future, may you be inscribed in the book of life and may you be blessed with health, happiness and prosperity in the coming year. 

On behalf of myself and my co- president Sandy, my wife Jill, and our collective children, Aviva, Evan, Walter and Larry,

L’Shana Tovah and Good Yun-Tiv.

