For rosh hashanah 5768… with your grace
As many of you know I love to travel.  
I love to go to wild places.  
I love to explore high desert canyons and wild Alaskan waters. 
 I love the challenge of discovery and the demand to expand my limits and perspective.  And there is something about the traveling in the wilderness that give me hope . 

Being in the wilderness reminds me of how vast our world is and it helps me remember not to place myself at the center.  

Sleeping under the stars—waking up soaked with the morning dew as the sun is breaking through the blue and yellow mist anything feels possible.            
the world is reborn—there is a chance for peace and well being.  
This year as I was making my way to Alaska one of our planes was very late.          
It was one of those instances when we sat at the gate for 45 minutes then on the run way for an additional 45 minutes before we took off for a 6 hour flight.  Mostly everyone was in fairly good humor as time stretched into an air travel void.                                                                                                                                  
However the mother traveling behind me alone with her two kids had her hands full—especially with her 5 year old son who continued every 10 minutes or so to ask that age old question,
“Are we there yet?”  
“Are we there yet mom” –“how can we be there yet “, sweetie, the still patient mom answered,  “we haven’t even taken off.”
A few minutes after we were finally in the air…

Are we there yet , mom—soon honey, soon—the mom replied, here have some pretzels.
After what seemed like the hundredth time of “are we there yet “                                  the now, less than patient mom, answered—we will be there when we will be there—

Under his breath, the child asked quietly—yeah but how will I know? 
Are we there yet?  As I listened to that young child chant this question over and over again other questions arose in my own mind— where is there anyway?  Where am I trying to get to?  What am I striving for?                                              What am I longing for?    Where am I going?  And how will I know when I arrive?

A friend told me about her immigrant father who said—I know I will have arrived at the fullness of my life when I am driving my family out to dinner in a brand new car.                                                                                                              
Another friend told me he will know he has arrived at his longed for destination when he can finally take off from work more than 2 days in a row.  
Another friend said she will have arrived when she meets her life partner, Another when her children are able to take care of themselves.
At the dawn of this new  year   –this marking of endings and beginnings I am so aware that from one perspective we arrive in each moment.   

Every moment is an ending and a beginning.                                                      In each moment here I am-where ever I am, what ever I am doing--                           
I have arrived—this is my life— 
hinei,     here I am.
And as the new year dawns this is also a time to really wonder what could be  —
it’s a time of lech lecha—a time of going forward,  of making plans,             of searching our dreams and visions and seeing where it is we want to go. 
The psalmist calls out zeh ha yom….—this is the day G made—                                     
this moment right now is the fullness of our life, rejoice give thanks.  
In the very next line the psalmist calls out ana yah hoshiah na—please, please let us effect transformation, let us reach, strive, work for change.                                     There is so much that is broken. There is so much suffering there is so much pain 
ana yah… let us go forward and bring forth blessing.
The call is to do both.    To say, Hinei here I am right now.                                                              What ever is, is and I will be right where I am and accept  whatever is happening.  Wherever I am I have arrived.                                                                                               
And   to also say lech lecha—— I will go forward.  I will search , discover, , grow,                      I will continue striving and reaching for change.
A couple of years ago on one of my backpacking trips into the desert.            
I spent a week alone in the back country.                                                                           The area I was in was fairly remote and days would go by when I wouldn’t see anybody.  I hadn’t spoke at all except occasionally to myself and the silence within and around me was full.                     On the 6th day of the trip I was sitting one morning watching the colors in the canyon.                                                                                                                                     The red sand stone cliffs were filled with light—gold and yellow rays streaking their face.          The canyon floor was a purplish gray long sheets of bedrock sculpted with small green plants.                                                                                            And sitting there I had the overwhelming sensation that this is all that is—there is only this moment.  There is no past there is no future     There is only this moment,  alive now.   There is nothing else.  It was an experience of supreme awe.                              Awe that made me tremble in wonder and in fear.
Zeh ah yom— This is all that is.  Right now is all you have.   Hinei here I am—

         This summer I was with some friends at the beach.  The sun was going down and we were sitting on the deck  having a glass of wine watching the day drift by.    

         Our kids were inside playing and  hanging out. And then there was  moment when my friends and I looked at each other and realized hey we have gotten old--we have become the parents.                                                                                               We have become our parents—the generations have shifted and we have moved to the front of the line—and we asked each other, how did that happen? 
zeh ah yom…right now,  this is our life.               Hinei here I am.

           I remember sitting  with my mom soon after she received a cancer diagnosis.  We were both so frightened.  We were both so sad.                                                    My mom wasn’t one for cursing but she did use some powerful language to  describe the situation.  And then after some time my Mom said to me and my brother --ok this is what is --now I am going to live this. 
 Zeh ah yom this is my reality.  Hinei—here I am.
A friend once said to me—whenever you try to fight reality, reality always wins.  You have to just be where you are.  There is nowhere else that it is possible to be.

And while this is true and it is also true that another call sounds  as well: 
lech lecha—go forward—reach for change.
Ana yah—open to what needs to be transformed
I heard a new report the other day which spoke about the government  searching for wilderness areas that could  be used to store the ever increasing supply of nuclear waste.  They were  considering new sights in the Utah and Nevada  deserts as well as considering faculties that have already been created.                And it seemed from this report they were going to settle on a facility in Washington state that has one of the worse records for safety and is still trying to clean up spills that have taken place 10 years ago. This facility is located very close to the Columbia river and if there is a leak if this toxic material seeps into the river it life there will forever be destroyed. The land will never be inhabitable again.
Ana yah …may we know in the deepest way possible our connection to all life
Lech lecha may we take seriously our responsibility as stewards of this planet.
My cousin has been putting a family tree together for many years now.  Every once in while she will call us with a question we don’t know the answer to.  What was the name of your great grandfathers brother she might ask.    After one of her phone calls I got this funny feeling when I realized that if my great, great, great grandparents had never met—if something had just been slightly different 300 years ago to cause them not to cross each others path I would not be here.   
Think about it if  our great,  great, great grandparents never met none of us would be sitting here in this moment.                                                                                                        Our lives stretch back further than we can ever see.  And our lives stretch forward into places we will never ,ever know.
Ana yah….. help us take the longest view possible                                                                                 Help us know that everything we do will effect future generations.   Everything we do will shape the lives of people we will never know

And lech lecha may our actions bring forth blessing.

A mother answers the doorbell.  The two soldiers who stand there in full uniform are having difficulty meeting her eyes.  They have come to tell her another 21 year old boy has been killed in the Iraq war.                                                                  Her child will coming home in a coffin.         Her child is the latest victim of the administration’s violence,  arrogance and shameless deceit.  
Ana yah—help us know what to do.
Lech lecha let us feel the urgency of the call
When our ancestors left Egypt and were wandering in the wilderness they struggled a great deal.  They had never experienced anything but slavery and didn’t know how to construct their new lives.                                                                    And what kept them going, what kept them moving forward, was a vision—a vision of a promised land.  A vision of a land, of a time, filled with abundance, peace and well being.   
Day after day, week after week this vision was held up.   This vision was nourished together our ancestors walked towards this vision with all the strength they could find.

This is our inheritance.

To believe in what we have not yet seen.  To stretch our imagination towards what feels beyond possibility .  Even but for a moment to envision a time of complete wellbeing, a time of peace and justice—envision a world filled with compassion and love and then,  aligning our actions to this vision, walk towards it  with all our strength.. 
This is our inheritance.

lech lecha, to journey to bring forth blessing.
in haftarah portion, the story from the book of the prophets,  that is traditionally read  today the prophet Jeremiah  celebrates  the Israelites immanent return from exile in the wilderness--

he exclaims the people found grace in the wilderness, they escaped from the sword and they are marching homeward

the people will be gathered from the ends of the earth Jeremiah declares--everyone will arrive everyone will arrive singing and dancing in joy.  And all will be well.
In the next paragraph  a cry is heard in Ramah, wailing, bitter weeping, it is Rachel  weeping for her children, Rachel is weeping for her children and she refuses to be comforted.

a commentator asks why is Rachel weeping there is a promise of return--there is a promise of dreams and visions fulfilled, —the people will finally arrive.   
everything is going to be OK

Perhaps Rachel is weeping because she knows that everything is not always going to be OK and as a mother she is worried for her children

Perhaps Rachel is weeping for her children because she knows though life is filled with great blessings, and joy and life is also filled with tragedy and tremendous  pain

Perhaps Rachel is weeping because she knows that we arrive  for only a moment and then journey begins again.

In Rachel's cry we hear that 

Our vision of a promised land is something to believe in, to  yearn  for, to hold up as a guiding light
and the promised land is an experience that arrives, and passes and arrives again. 

We experience times of well being, we have moments of great joy, we have experiences of profound connection, we have instances of success.
and then the moment shifts, the experience changes,  the promised land fades  from view, and the journey begins again.

Rachel’s  weeping urges us to treasure these moments of arrival, to treasure these experiences of connection and well being--  to treasure these glimpses of the promised land and to use these experiences  to encourage our vision  and gives us strength for the journeys that lie ahead.

When our plane to Alaska finally arrived the mom behind me woke her sleeping children with a little song—she sang, “ we are we are here hooray!!”
It would be nice to hear that song right now, hinei here we are

We’ve arrived.  Each of us, alive in this moment, standing on the threshold of a new year.
hinei here we are as a community having our Rosh Hashanah services here in our own beautiful light filled home 
And lech lecha there is so much for each of us to hope for,  to strive for,  to become.  There is so much in the world for us to care for, there is so much to heal.
Zeh ha yom  this is the day G made, this is our precious life,  may we find joy may we give thanks 
And an yah hosiah na this is the time of transformation.  May all our journeys be blessed.
Shana tova.
Rabbi Yael Levy
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