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Once upon a time, a traveler was walking along a dusty road when he came upon an 

elderly man planting a tiny carob tree. The traveler stopped and asked, “Why are 

you planting that tree old man? A carob tree takes seventy years to bear fruit. Surely 

you know you will never live long enough to enjoy it.” 

The old man smiled and continued patting the earth around the young sapling. 

“When I came into this world,” he said, “I found it filled with trees that others had 

planted for me. I ate from their orchards and rested in their shade. Just as they 

planted for me, now I plant for those who will come after.” 

I love that story because it reminds me that some of the most meaningful things we 

do are not for ourselves alone. We plant seeds of kindness and learning, of 

community, and of faith, trusting that one day they will bear fruit in ways we may 

never fully see. 

This week, as our country celebrates 250 years of independence, we pause to give 

thanks for the remarkable gift of living in a place where we are free to gather openly 

as Jews—to pray and sing, to learn Torah, and to pass our traditions from one 

generation to the next. Freedom is truly a precious gift, and Judaism teaches that it 

is also a sacred responsibility. We are called, commanded even to use our freedom 

not only for ourselves, but also to help create a better world for those who come 

after us. 

And that is exactly where we find Moses in this week’s Torah portion, Parashat 

Pinchas. After forty years of leading the Israelites through the wilderness, Moses 



learns that he will not enter the Promised Land. Imagine his heartbreak! Yet Moses 

does not respond with thoughts of himself. Instead, his first concern is for the 

people. He turns to God and says, in effect, “Please appoint someone to shepherd 

this community after me.” Moses understood that every person is different. Every 

child, every adult, every family brings a unique spirit to the community. And so, his 

prayer wasn’t simply for another leader, it was for someone who could care for the 

people in all their beautiful diversity long after Moses was gone. Even at the end of 

his own journey, Moses was still planting trees. He was thinking about tomorrow 

and making sure the Israelite nation would continue to flourish and grow. 

Every thriving synagogue community including ours is built that same way. 

Someone taught our children or sang in the choir. Someone else prepared meals for 

families in times of joy and sorrow. Another welcomed a newcomer at the door 

while others served on committees, balanced the budget, cared for this beautiful 

building, or simply showed up week after week to make a minyan. Generation after 

generation, people have planted seeds of Jewish life so that we could gather here 

this evening. 

Temple Adath Yeshurun has been doing exactly that for 135 years. Think of all the 

people who came before us. They could never have imagined the world we live in 

today. They never even knew our names, and yet they planted anyway. They built 

this sacred community, lovingly cared for it, and then they handed it, with hope, to 

the next generation. This may only be my third day with you, but TAY has been telling 

its story and planting seeds for well over a century. Every one of us arrives 

somewhere in the middle of that story. We receive it with gratitude from those who 

came before us, and together we have the privilege of writing its next chapter. 



John and I know that we have not landed in an empty field. We are stepping into a 

flourishing garden that has been lovingly tended by generations of planters. We are 

deeply grateful to become part of TAY’s story, and we look forward to tilling the soil 

alongside all of you—nurturing the roots that run so deep while helping new 

branches grow upward toward the future. 

May we all be worthy of those who planted before us. May we sow generously for 

those who will come after us. And may this sacred community continue to grow in 

faith, friendship, learning, and love for generations yet to come. 

Kein Y’hi Ratzon - May it be God’s will. 

Shabbat Shalom… 

 


