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Jews are a remembering people. We move forward only by honoring the stories

and people that brought us here.

Nearly a year has passed since Rabbi Zemel’s final Shabbat as senior rabbi of
Temple Micah. The days leading up to it were exhausting and exhilarating, and
they were full of moments I'll never forget. But one moment from that Friday

night has stayed with me.

Liz Lehrman was in town. And before the lobby filled, before the evening gathered

speed, the rabbis and a few guests gathered in the sanctuary to light candles.

We stood there in a small circle, looking at one another’s faces, and | knew we
were inside one of those rare, deep moments — sadness, gratitude, and what
Martin Buber would call an “inexpressible confirmation of meaning.” Something

you can’t fully explain. But you know it is profound.

A few days later, the last of the books Danny had been slowly bringing home all
year went into the final box. And then, rather unceremoniously, he put his White

Sox cap on his head — and he was gone.



Those final days of June 2025 ended one chapter, and began the year we have just

lived through.

And what a year. What a year. When | consider all that transpired — all the ways
our lives met...I think of celebrating new life, and of comforting one another after

beloved members of our community died.
All the small exchanges, too.

But this year, those moments had a different weight. They felt what the rabbis
called bein hashmashot — twilight. That strange little stretch when day is ending,
but night hasn’t fully arrived. That’s where we were, | think. Somewhere between

what had been and whatever comes next.
A threshold, really, between memory and possibility.
And it wasn’t easy.

One thing that steadied me—besides Nani and the kids—was Viktor Frankl’s
insistence that meaning doesn’t come from the absence of tension, but from

learning how to answer it. This year, Temple Micah lived in that tension.

We said goodbye. We tried to answer it as best we could. And, here we are.



To be part of Micah is to share in a keter shem tov, the crown of a good name. |
want very, very much for all of us to see ourselves as entrusted with that good

name. Not as a museum piece, but as something living.

That’s what it means to be part of a living tradition. We inherit, and then, with our

own language, our own questions, we add to the long Jewish conversation.

Looking ahead, the phrase | keep returning to is rooted growth.

| came to this reading Balaam’s unexpected blessing in Bamidbar, which begins:
A7V "720R 12V NN — “How goodly are your tents, O Jacob.” And then Balaam
imagines Israel as planted, and flourishing, like gardens beside a river, like cedars

beside the water.

And D0'20 02 Y711 the text says, “their roots have abundant water,” which

means, everything you see above ground depends on what’s happening beneath.

This is partly how I’'m thinking about the year ahead: paying attention to what’s

kept us going. Turning memory into purpose.



To put a few specifics on this— | think there are certain practices, or animating

concepts of the congregation that are essential to who we are. | see four currents

sustaining us.

1)

2)

3)

4)

Friday night and Saturday morning services. Shabbat, our beating
heart...which you’ll hear a lot more about from Rabbi Slakman later this
morning.

All of the ways in which we gather, and learn together— Wise Aging,
Beytunu, Machon Micah, R2B, Adult B’nai Torah, Lunch & Learn, Torah
Study, Micah in Your Neighborhood, (and Storefront— gathering beyond our
walls).

Overlapped with how we gather and learn are all the ways in which we care
for one another— Hineni, our challah bakers, the Cemetery Trustees, In this
Together...

Our commitment to upholding the dignity of all people and advancing
justice in the broader society through efforts like Micah House, Sukkat
Shalom, the Underwear Drive, Blood Drive, our relationship with groups like
Ayuda and The Washington Lawyers Committee, HIAS, Women of Reform
Judaism. And in Israel, our continued partnerships with groups like Givat
Haviva and people like Mohammad Darawshe, working on shared society

projects.



Concentrating on these things in the year ahead will help nourish and orient us.

And a plug here—something to look forward to—a round of community
conversations with me. After nearly fourteen years at Temple Micah, | know many
of you well but others less well, and | want to give time to reconnecting and

getting to know the full breadth of our community.

And | am looking forward to all this, and | feel hopeful! | do!

I’m hopeful because so much of this work is already being done by people who

show up here day after day.

| feel blessed to come to work and see Katharine Livingston at the front desk,
holding together a thousand moving pieces, from caterers to calendars to tutoring
schedules. Sarah Sussman, a year into the job, learning who we are a little more
each day. Glenn, diligently keeping our books, in the office next to Beth Werlin,

who holds more of this congregation than most people will ever see.

Down the hall, Philip Mayer arranging music and bringing warmth into every room
he enters. Across the hall, Rabbi Slakman, dreaming toward a spiritual language

rooted in tradition and unmistakably our own.



Nearby, Rabbi Frank, bringing her quiet, steady, loving energy to a vision for
Jewish education, alongside McKinley Edelman, studying for her master’s in
Jewish education and bringing wisdom and passion into the life of our children.
Alison Litvan, the gracious behind-the-scenes machinery that helps the whole
thing tick. Sarah Brown, too, who makes every communication look precise and
appealing. Santos and Nielson, caring for our physical home, the foundation for

everything else. And, Rabbi Whitehead, joining us with gifts we’ll soon discover.

| wanna point out —just as the congregation has been through a whirlwind, so too
has this staff. Through illness, surgery, family trauma, weddings, new

babies—these souls keep showing up.

And then there’s all of you, who also showed up, each one of us, a blessing, each

individual, a part of the story.

This is what a congregation is: not a building or a budget, but a sacred container

for human life. A place where we are known and needed.



Even now — when the strands that weave our nation together are frayed,
when Israel’s future feels painfully uncertain,
and old patterns of Jew hatred reemerge —

being together reminds us that despair is not our inheritance.

We have known uncertainty before.

Still, our namesake calls to us:

Do justice. Love mercy. Walk humbly with your God.

This is the kind of community the world needs more of.

And this is the work ahead.



