CCAR Azkarah Tel Aviv 
This azkarah always gives me pause. It’s not easy for each of us on our own, so immersed in the work, to stop for a moment and reflect on this wonderful and paradoxical profession we’ve chosen. And so together, we make time do so now. 
Like Moses in today’s parasha, we rabbis are often called upon to perform two contradictory functions at the same time: Ki tisa, to lift up; and Lech red, to go down.  We are called to rise above the fray while also being commanded to go down into it,  both to stand among and plead for a stiff-necked people and also to transform their suffering into something meaningful.  We have chosen a profession – some would say, a calling – where can’t predict when we will be asked to elevate and when to descend and when to do both.
And so we feel most deeply – we understand more fully – the lives of those colleagues whose memories we lift up today.  We know them even if we’d never been introduced. We honor who they were in their higher selves; we nod our heads in recognition of who they were in their lesser moments.  We know that at times their faces were radiant and at times veiled, and that they were at all times challenged   to hold onto who they were while allowing themselves to be seen as others needed to see them.  One example: “Rabbi,” confessed the teenage girl, “Did you know that when I was little, I thought you were God?”  They held in their hands a tattered Rabbi’s Manual littered with yellow sticky notes inscribed with names of babies, wedding couples and those long gone.  When they opened their glove compartment to hunt for their registration, they found instead a collection of kippot in rainbow colors and envelopes full of kriah ribbons.
We know there were mornings when they leapt out of bed, brimming with joy and conviction, looking forward to arguing with a former yeshiva bucher about what Rashi says and sharing lunch and stories with Sister Bernadette. There were also mornings where they dragged themselves out of bed only because duty called, later to be surprised by a moment of shattering grace – 3 year old Sam who reaches up for your hand on the walk to Tashlich, 90-year-old Rose who won’t release your hand until she sings you a Yiddish song one last time. 
They rose for duty – and more than duty, for love. We of all people know how they loved this stubborn people.  They loved them in the pews and at camp, on a tour bus in Israel, while marching in the streets, in the classroom and in the hospital room, in the sanctuary and at the Oneg Shabbat. They loved them in the impossible moments when love and hate merged.  And they struggled with how to apportion their love to the others who also needed them – how to reserve enough love for themselves and their families. How could we not honor those family members, some of whose names we also mention today? They were not called as their rabbinic partners, parents, and children were, and yet they were called to share of their time and love.
We might not have met them and yet we knew them. And so today, we celebrate them as we grieve their loss.  We celebrate them for the unique gifts they offered up to the Mishkan.  It is the love of their hearts, hearts at times broken and at times overflowing, hearts uplifted and hearts lowered, that continues to inspire us in our mission.  We remember them now.
Zichronam livracha. May their memories be a blessing.













Rabbi Ellen Lewis
Feb. 27, 2016  -  Shabbat Ki Tisa
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