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Notes from the illustrated fr inge…

December is the month of holidays and we know what that means… Parents
still parenting and adult children regress to being children. And there are
obligations: visits, good behaviors and diplomacy. Some of us rise to the
occasion and someof ushaveno occasionsat all.

California is not only the “ left coast,” for me it seemed like it was the left
out coast. Single days have returned and most members of my family are in
Chicago and not in touch. Make that single and solitary. So returning to
Chicago to officiate at my son and new daughter’s wedding was a suck it up
experience. I initiated contact with family and friends. Some actually
responded by interrupting their busy schedules and met me in the Windy
(and cold) City.

Cousins Stuart and Glenda, cousin Betsy, cousins Barry and Ronnie and
friends Danny and Barry made time for me, opened their hearts for me,
opened aportal for me through which I re-entered my own life.

Of course the wedding was wonderful and beyond the power of words and
visual memories to objectify. It was an experience far too personal to



define. At one point, no, at several points everyone was emotional, tears
flowing, and so I said while trying to regain my composure, through the
tears I said: “This is the happiest wedding I have ever been to!” Everyone
laughed and wewereable to get to thebreak-the-glassand thewedding kiss.

I know these two are perfect for each other. As husband and wife, they have
established a new family, unique in all the earth and in every time
zone…past, present and future.

It’s December that reminds us of family: festivals remembered, comfort
foods served, familiar tensions re-lived, memories recalled, loved ones
embraced.

And, I am grateful for all thoseembraces.



A Most Unusual Eulogy

In 2005, I conducted 32 funeral and/or memorial services. In 2006, that
number more than doubled.

And for the 34 years that I have been a Rabbi, I have seen just about
everything pertaining to the loss of a loved one, grief and mourning and of
course, a rich assortment of family dynamics.

What follows is a non-eulogy eulogy for a woman, a mother of two sons,
who presented a psychological pathology that seriously affected her family
and friends. I knew this before I began to write and the writing was a
difficult labor of love…not for her, really…for all those experiences under
thesun that could and that sometimes do comeour way.

I havechanged thenameto Sarah.

Sarah
December 31, 2006

Bless the vessel that contains the sparks of the holy, a radiance divine.
Bless the passions and the profound mysteries that when intertwined animate
the sparks. Bless the life that forms, heart and soul, chemical components
and electric impulse. Bless the possibility and the potential. Bless the path
chosen and the path not chosen. Bless the journey from dawn till dusk, from
thecrib to thehorizon.

Bless the story line, the way of the expected. And, bless the subplots and
surprises so unexpected. Bless the connecting points and those places where
the connection is broken. Bless the way lives come together in the crucible
of life each surrounded by sacred sparks, each tossed and turned by the
passions and mysteries. Blessed is the way life seeks life…life illuminated
with goodness, kindness, safety and love. Bless the seeking, the finding and
the not finding. Bless the search for meaning and purpose, the finding and
thenot finding.



Bless the mothers, the mentors and the ministers, lanterns in hand, showing
the way…some roads better than others. Bless the stepping-stones of a life
unfolding; experiences that bring a sense of self. Bless the corner stones of a
life forming; experiences that enrich life with value and worth. Bless the
touchstones of a life in the living; experiences that lead directly to the
sacred.

Bless the reflection of self in the mirror and in the mind’s eye. Bless the eye
that is clear and bless the eye clouded by the presence of the unknown.
Bless the will to return to the light, many complete the journey, many
struggle along the way, some fall short of the goal. Bless every sojourner on
thepath from theGreat Shalom back to theGreat Shalom.

The Great Shalom has reached out and taken in Sarah. She rests the rest
eternal. She is surrounded by the Mystery Profound. Tradition would say
that she is at peace, whole again, healed, uplifted and free of all that narrows
and limits.

Tradition would say that you are now the lives that journey on till the
horizon is reached. You are the ones searching for the sacred in the crucible
of life.

May your lives be filled with blessings and may you leave the signs of
goodness, compassion and love in thetrail of your wanderings.

 jbl

Several “mourners” asked me for copies of the talk. Surely, it was equivocal
enough for them to read Sarah, her sons, and themselves into the text.



Pages from A Visual Prayer Book

BlesstheStreet Corner Bell Ringers
Chicago, Illinois
December 2006

Bless the street corner bell ringers, the streetlight angels with trumpet in
hand and thewinter treesbearing their ornamental fruit.

Bless the approach of the silent night, of the midnight clear and of the earth
shifting on it’saxismoving quietly into peaceful orbit.

Bless thesecalls to worship:

To be safe, to love, to bless, to live with dignity and with the freedom of
self-determination. Bless these calls to worship: to be righteous and
responsible in deed, to pursue justice, mercy and peace, to beauthentic.

To be kind and compassionate, to uplift the fallen and heal the sick, to free
the captive and to teach the young. Bless these calls to worship: to walk
humbly and to be grateful, to be creative, productive and to make a
contribution.



BlessTheUrgeTo Fill In TheBlanks

Ojai, California
December 2006

Bless the games that amused us on overcast days, games of hide, games of
pretend, games of words, connecting all the dots. Bless the spaces on the
grid filled in by mind play and by rote patterning. Bless three in a row.
Bless the imprint of thecircleand bless themark of exes.

Bless the “where to begin” and the “what might happen next.” Bless the
choices, the circumstances and the strategic moves. Bless the competitive
edge in the race to capture thespace. Bless thewin, loseor draw.

Bless the days of difficult diversion. Bless the wait and see. Bless the
impending decisionswhen all thechoicesseem wrong.

Bless a familiar path blocked. Bless the warning label unheeded. Bless the
doctor’s dreaded call. Bless the board of director’s change of direction.
Bless an economic collapse. Bless an unexpected challenge. Bless a loved
one’sdeparture. Bless theurgeto fill in theblanks.
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