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Introduction

Would you like to see the world? To be welcomed, hosted and feted? To our great
surprise, we've been doing that and all because of one e-mail mistake. The sort of
mistake that could happen to almost anyone, couldn’t it?

Barry: “I don’t understand. Why is someone I've never heard of responding to the e-
mail we sent to a few family members about our cross-country trip? That note was
personal — how did it get to a person in another country?”

Goldie: Hun, I don’t know. Probably someone forwarded our posting to a friend or
something; that happens. Actually, we’ve received a lot more than a few responses to
that e-mail, here’s a reply from Israel.

Barry: | just don’t get it. I've been sharing intimate thoughts with close family
members, now | find a total stranger is responding?! This is an invasion of my privacy
and IT’S NOT OK!! What have you done?

Goldie: Hmm...what’s this message?! Oh no, AOL has just shut down my account.
What’s going on? Our trip has barely begun and already problems. I'll just need a few
minutes to get through to AOL for some answers. Don’t worry, I'll figure this out dear.

Three hours later.

Barry: “What do you mean you accidentally caused our account to shut down and it's
not AOL’s fault? How does writing to family qualify as spam?”

Goldie: Well, dear, there’s a bit more to it. As you may recall, | asked Adam (my son)
to set up our laptop with email capability for this trip. As part of that, | saw that he
created a folder on the laptop marked “Trip Email.” So, | used that folder to send our
first posting to the family. Unfortunately, inside that folder was every email address |
have ever saved from any of my personal and business encounters. Oops.

Barry: (Seething) Exactly how many e-mails were in that folder?”

Two thousand seven hundred and eighty three emails went out that day, by accident, to
senators and congressional leaders, clergy of every denomination, old friends, former
spouses, students of ours in numerous countries, family speaking to us, family not
speaking to us, vendors, people who write in asking for guidance from us, teachers we
write to asking for guidance, hairdresser, lawyer, accountant, social justice, journalism,
educator, doctor, meditation and clergy lists, you name it, we had spammed them our
first posting.

At 2 a.m., as the magnitude of this error was still dawning on us, Goldie, a prominent
rabbi well-known for her teaching presence on the web, drafted a rapid apology and
negotiated with AOL for our posting to be declared for what it was, completely non-
commercial Kosher spam, and for her account to be turned back so that at least she
could send an apology.



While the AOL bulk mail staff person was reading both travelogue and apology over
closely, our e-mail account came back on, and the hundreds of messages we expected
were all waiting there — but instead of angry delete requests, our in-box was filled with
people saying “don’t stop — keep writing; you are reminding us what life is all about; or,
“as a home-bound person | want to thank you for being my eyes — | never expect to
get to see these parts of America and love experiencing it through your unusual
spiritual approach.” Many inquired if they could forward the posting to family or friends,
or lift sections for their own websites. Folks sent us the names of places to visit,
restaurants to try, and some of them even had family wanting to meet us and put us up
along the way.

We were deeply moved and astonished by the daily breadth of world-wide public
response. We were also bemused, what had we written that couldn’t already be found
in a travel book somewhere? As you begin reading what became many years of
travelogues to a self-expanding audience, perhaps you will see the uniqueness that we
needed others to point out to us: A joy and appreciation of our two very different
styles, and the intensely personal insider views we were giving of people’s lives and
homes along with our critical, creative and curious set of eyes for well-known and little-
known tourist destinations and conferences in our fields (healthcare and religion).

Our next postings were written with a sense of greater responsibility, with eyes wide
open to what might interest others even beyond our usual appetites for the fascinating
things in life. We began to tour such scenes as a beer festival and a historic atomic
research site that might be important not only for our edification, but also for those who
might never get to experience them. We never felt alone, unappreciated or unmotivated
because so many people we knew and people we’d never heard of were writing right
back.

Why publish the travelogues now? Because people keep asking for them, is one reason.
And, Goldie has become a prominent author, with three books in her field on the
market and two more manuscripts under contract, so the intensive time it takes to
write the travelogues is no longer possible. And, alas, Goldie has agreed to be
grounded, for now, by taking an exciting new professional position at the 92" St Y in
Manhattan, NY, so her days as an itinerant spiritual teacher are nearing their end. And,
Barry’s first book, Communications Skills that Heal: a practical approach to a new
professionalism in medicine (Radcliffe Medical Press, 2006) received magnificent
reviews so he is off on his own world-wide travels as a keynote conference speaker and
workshop leader.

How to relate to mistakes proved to be an important part of our deepening repertoire of
spiritual practices. We're learned to view mistakes as something to be understood very
differently over time, because the toxic initial distress or disappointment a mistake can
cause, when one stays in process with the error leads to understandings and
opportunities that can become fossil fuel for a better future. Or as Goldie says, “growing
pains become knowing gains.” You’ll soon see how that miraculous process, built into
creation as naturally as the healing of a broken bone, when understood, becomes
possible for all of us.

Welcome to The Rebbe on the Road Travelogues, the world’s first Kosher Spam.



United States of America
and Canada

ﬁ Cross Country #1%
Opening Ritual

Barry: "What should we name our van?" We optimistically decided to call our 1990, 116,000-mile
vintage Oldsmobile "Van Gogh." Goldie, being very Goldie, performed an appropriate ritual. We hung
our traveling mezuzah on the rear view mirror next to the green throw beads from our trip to New
Orleans. We created a little bed on the second row of seats using sleeping bags and pillows, loaded up
the rear with miscellaneous camping equipment, gifts for friends we were visiting, enough clothes for
three months and enough books for a lifetime.

As long as | can remember, | have always wanted to do a cross country driving trip. Goldie had done
one as a teenager on a USY tour, though judging from the stories she has told me the adolescent
scenes in the bus distracted from the best nature had to offer outside - like the Grand Canyon. Her
subsequent trips around the country were almost always work-related, such as attending meetings
and conventions. So she, too, has not seen much of the country.

Goldie gets bored easily and the thought of watching five hundred miles of Nebraskan scenery pass
her by is as intimidating to her as the thought of flying in a little plane is to me. So to keep her
occupied, we packed a laptop computer and enough work to keep any executive busy for six months.
Besides grading school papers, preparing workshops, she is also hoping to write a book.

Our other goals are for Goldie to visit Jewish communities along the way, doing meaningful work
there, seeing if there is a community that we would like to settle down in one day and finally, but
most importantly for me, visiting relatives and children and grandchildren (Jason and Natalia Aristides
in Seattle.)

I will be doing a Gestalt training workshop in Cleveland, Goldie a Project Kesher workshop in Chicago.
We will be taking a two week environmental education cruise to Alaska with Mark, one of Goldie's
sons. His bar mitzvah is soon and his Torah portion is Noah, so this we he will get a deeper
understanding of creation as part of his b-mitzvah year. We will also be teaching at a week long
Jewish renewal conference in Oregon.

So | will be realizing my dream of jumping into my van and driving carefree cross country. Goldie has
embellished it a little and no doubt I will be returning suntanned, fit and ready for a vacation.

ﬁCross Country #Zﬁ

Pott Kos



Barry: I'd had the van checked out by the dealer and his pronouncement was "it's perfect, Doc!”
reminding me of many a patient in our community expiring after being given a "clean bill of health."
The heating contractor was much more positive, finding a $500 leak in the boiler.

Goldie: | laughed when my Barry said that to break up the ride to Warren, Ohio he’d organized an
overnight in Pottsville. We would be going only 35 miles north, to visit good friends in this coal mining
town. Laughter turned into appreciation of his wisdom as we experienced pure South African
hospitality, warmth, humor, total sharing and a peak behind the curtains of life in a town I'd been
ready to stereotype as boring.

Barry: Walking on a street lined with mansions of former coal barons and brewery owners and
prosperous physicians, | was struck by friendliness of the people. My friend Les Dubowitz waved to or
chatted with everyone in a way reminiscent of our walk a few months earlier on Sea Point beach front
in South Africa.....only the scenery had changed.

Goldie: Talking to Jean, Les’s wife, | discovered that imprisoned here is a Russian Jew currently on
death row for murder....I"d actually consulted on the very case only two weeks earlier. She also
shared with me a letter to the editor of a local newspaper from a non-Jewish woman whose son had
died when hit in a drunken driving accident. Her note starts with appreciation to the tiny Jewish
community for their loving emotional and economic support of her in a time of trauma and loss.

I was struck by the optimism of this community as it shrinks to 50 families and yet is planting a
carefully researched biblical garden in the synagogue’s front lawn.

Barry: The dress code in Pottsville is baseball cap; the local vehicle is a 4x4 or truck. This is prime
gun territory with hundreds of miles of deer-filled forests, even some bears and only a few miles from
the notorious Hegins pigeon shoot (an annual festive occasion where pigeons are released, shot at
and when they are only wounded, children run out on the field and break the pigeons’ necks.)
Thinking of the tragedy in Colorado, no way these guys are going to give up their guns.

Goldie: Which reminds me of an amazing book Barry found in the garage yesterday. Titled "The
History of Berks County" (where we live), written in 1925, it gives a view of how people saw the
manifest destiny white America in terms so dramatic to me | must share them. Describing Native
Americans it speaks of them as: Savages, Red Skins, who built no monuments, did not improve the
land in the way we civilized people have, they leave the land untouched.

Leaving the Dubowitz’s with what South African’s call "padkos" [food for the road] - South African
grapes and Provita crackers, we almost immediately drove past the gaping wounds in the earth left by
two centuries of mining and more recently strip mining.

Barry: We had to bypass the town of Centralia, Pa, which is largely abandoned because a fire in the
coal seams smolders underneath it. The cemetery is the only part of the town that is maintained.

In tiny town of Ashland, PA we were greeted by a sculpture of a woman atop a hill in the center of
town. Goldie’s feminist nature was immediately piqued by the rare phenomenon of a public statue of a
woman in small town America. This weekend is mother’s day, and this sculpture proved to be an
image of Whistler’'s mother as portrayed in his famous painting, dedicated to motherhood by the Boys
Association of Ashland in 1938.

Settling into the drivers’ seat, Goldie turns the key and says "uh, oh....it's Van NoGo!" Our
affectionately named Van Gogh wouldn’t respond, not even a kvetching of the alternator, nothing.
Happily within moments we fixed the loose battery terminal and resisting the urge to call the dealer
off we went to visit our family in Warren, Ohio.



We were met by typically wonderful mid western hospitality. Cousins Bernie and Louise Schultz
organized a dinner at a local resort and we were joined by a dozen relatives, several of whom came
from Cleveland. Goldie shared some stories and we enjoyed getting to know one another.

So tomorrow | go off to Cleveland and the Gestalt Training Center.

Goldie: Time with the family in Warren was just so joyful and interesting. Richard Rose, age 16,
taught me about his favorite music genre which discourages drugs and alcohol, he’s very active in his
USY [United Synagogue Youth] region and spoke glowingly about Hebrew High School in this area. |
know my teenage sons will enjoy meeting him some day, as much as | did today.

So tomorrow I'm off to Chicago to work with Project Kesher at their international gathering in support
of Jewish women in areas under economic and political stress. We’'ll post again in a few days!

ﬁ Cross Country #3%

Stereoscopic Version

Barry: We left the Schultz’s at 6.30 am once again with padkos of South African grapes (the fruit
exporter we had met in Cape Town at Ralph and Helen’s must be doing well) apples and strawberries.
Bernie was making damn sure we were not going to get lost again he drove ahead of us in his red
Volvo sports car - (possibly an indication of some latent wild streak in an otherwise conservative
man?) until we were on the highway to Cleveland. On our drive we reflected on this couple whose life
revolves around giving to children, community and even a blind elderly relative in Argentina. We
thought about their story of a recent trip to Israel to visit their children and grandchildren with four
heavy suitcases filled with toys and gifts, two items of hand luggage with their own personal effects.
Seems like a metaphor for their priorities.

Louise gave us a genealogy of our family before we left and we plan to share it with our other family
members.

The workshop at the gestalt center is titled "The voice of shame." There are about 25 participants,
most of them therapists. The first person to speak is a woman with a strong southern accent. She
says she is uncomfortable around Jews. Before she is lynched she explains it’'s because she so envies
our long traditions, family roots and all the Jews she knows have long family genealogies. She’s from
Appalachia, and they have no pride in their roots, just want to escape the poverty. Another is a Native
American with issues around prejudice.

I just love these coincidences.

It was a mind blowing workshop with lots of new concepts about shame and the role it plays in
shaping our connections to others. Everybody was very friendly and | made some good contacts. Two
women offered me a place to stay. | declined, choosing instead to indulge myself in my king size bed
in the Cleveland Clinic Hotel and watch junk TV without any rabbinic interference. Unfortunately,
being the Cleveland clinic, several of the channels are in Arabic.

They have more institutions in one square mile of University Circle in Cleveland than anywhere else in
the world. Museums are outstanding, the buildings and gardens are beautiful. Saw a huge exhibition
of Diego Garcia paintings, also the actual 13 foot boat in which an Ohioan sailed across the North
Atlantic.

With everyone’s good wishes, | set off on a three hundred mile drive to Chicago to join Goldie.



Goldie: (after this we wrote our postings almost always together)

On our way across the country we first stopped in Pottsville, a Pennsylvania coal mining town. One
Jewish resident was telling the story of another who had asked the local Imam: "What is your
community doing to help Moslems in Serbia?" The gleeful report was that the Imam’s face fell in
shame.

Later | met a synagogue leader. Ignoring the former report, | asked her: "What do you think about
meeting with leaders of the local mosque and exploring a joint initiative for non-sectarian relief work?"
My heart lifted to hear a most affirmative and excited response. To build the possibility of a decent
human future it will take such deliberate consciousness to transform ethnocentric impulses into a
potential mitzvot.

Despite the dwindling population typical of small Pennsylvania towns, optimism glowed on the
synagogue’s front lawn. A biblical garden was being planted, carefully researched and proudly
emerging. They are looking for a part-time rabbi or rabbinical student....any takers on this list? A
lovely house and very appropriate part-time salary are included; there are fifty hopeful families,
growth unlikely.

We stopped briefly near the eerie heat of Centralia, Pennsylvania on our way out of state. Devastated
by strip-mining, the town has been evacuated while coal fires burn out of control beneath it. A pristine
and carefully kept cemetery meets one at its entrance, testimony to a collectively maintained
memory.

The grossly carved coal country-side reminds me of a book from 1935 my husband found in the
garage just before we left. In it the writer proclaims something to the effect that "We white men have
almost leveled the forests, factories proudly dot the horizon. We have done so much for this great
land!™

We stayed our second night in Warren, Ohio with cousins of my husband, whose huge Lithuanian
family (via South Africa) spans the globe. They had gathered a dozen of the clan and presented us
with an extensively documented family tree and news of family in Argentina whose poverty is being
eased by a family campaign.

Some healing work was also needed; it seems shortly after leaving their employ to move to California,
the student rabbi who trained in their synagogue committed suicide. Feelings of betrayal, guilt,
sadness and despair were shared when they learned of my professional capacity as a seminary dean.
They emphasized the importance of psychiatric screening for the rabbinate (mandatory at The
Academy for Jewish Religion, where | serve.) | found myself praying for guidance and the ritual work
we did together seemed cathartic and healing....l1 hope so.

The Project Kesher Women’s Exchange International gathering in Chicago for four days was special far
beyond my expectations. | can’'t forget the women from Russia and Ukraine commenting angrily on
the action in Kosovo, "Men of all nations drop bombs on problems they cannot solve.” Among the
sessions | led was a bhibliodrama intended to reclaim meaning from the sacrificial system, the amazing
women present redeemed the voice of the High Priest’s daughter who is described as being required
to be burned to death should she play the role of the harlot...... these brave, bright women helped to
take the parsha to an amazing level of healing and hope...incredible.

My husband had just returned from training at the Cleveland Gestalt Institute on the topic of shame.
"In the long view," he observed by way of validating the women, "shaming results in the inability to
act based on values. One enters a state of toxic shame; a sort of immunity to it develops as one
continues to prove oneself right and enters into solidarity with those who share one’s inclination.

What is the goal of all this traveling - so many countries in one year? At the Project Kesher
Conference a sense of the flow of history became clearer....the goal is to carry ideas and methods of



peace-making, of new ways of leading and living..... methods that will feed into the several hundred
year project of taking humanity to a new level of behavior.....send ideas, come along with me,
critique gently and as much as necessary....we can and must do this work!

Generously endowed with guidance for enjoying Chicago, Barry and | took an architectural walking
tour which began with the great fire of 100 years earlier that destroyed much of the commercial part
of town. We learned fascinating facts of how fire-proofing strategies came out of the strategy and also
saw much of interest regarding Art Deco and Frank Lloyd Wright design.

The last surprise was one of a related series. People from various countries keep asking for help in
conversion to Judaism....universally they cite being turned away by rabbis of all denominations. A
woman on the F.S.U. (Former Soviet Union) team at the Project Kesher Conference takes me
aside...... "please work with me, it must be a woman, a rabbi who understands us...please...) Raised
under communism, many have only one Jewish parent and a deep sense of needing a ritual for
authenticity of their passionate commitment to Judaism and our people. | felt tears begin to fall at
their asking this, and wonder your thoughts on how to proceed?

Billboards are speeding past with curious messages:

"Know who the father was: 1-800-DNA-TYPE"..... "Care for my land or | will make rush hour
worse...God."

The wind is severe and it looks like Tornado weather, hopefully all will be well.

Love and blessings and hoping to hear back from you. Goldie

ﬁCross Country #4%

Weather or Not

Barry: Des Moines, lowa. Driving here from Chicago is quite an experience...threatening skies, wind
buffeting "Vinnie," a road sign blows off its pole in front of us, flying across the high way....the
swirling soil of recently plowed fields created an eerie haze...

Goldie: Golden-gray skies yielded a sense of danger; impending tornados perhaps...switch on the
radio to learn of the devastation in Oklahoma, only a few hundred miles away.

Barry: just read that lllinois has 60,000 square miles of prairie, now reduced to three square miles. At
the Fermi National Laboratory in Batavia, lllinois, they have a prairie sanctuary surrounded by the
linear accelerator.

Goldie: In a film at Fermi scientists reflect on their creative process. | was elated to hear one talk
about long, long showers as his favorite spot for integrative thinking..... he once worked out an
equation in the condensation on the shower door that led to the discover of the "top quark".
Barry: Now reading about the adverse environmental effects of parking lots and thinking about
evolution. Forests, yielding to glaciers, yielding to prairie, yielding to plowed farm land, yielding to
suburban sprawl and parking lots....Civilization improving on nature.

Other lessons learned today......

Victoria’s Secret is that no one over thirty can fit in her lingerie...



In Chicago we met a woman who said that for three years she used to fly back to NYC to have her
hair done by her favorite hair dresser.

Goldie: In Chicago I called all over, couldn’t get an appointment for a haircut. In Des Moines my usual
method prevailed. Wandering a local street, enter a local salon, and there stands someone waiting.
We share the Torah of our lives...... his wife died when their daughter was 13...etc., etc. | left looking
and feeling well cared for and rich in details about farm and city life in the mid-west.

Barry: Had the best steak of my life at the 801 Steak House and Saloon. The cow died and | went to
heaven. Goldie wonders if you call it "dead-stock” instead of livestock at this stage in its process.

Barry: My son Jonathan calls, saying he enjoys reading my email postings of the journey, but wonders
how I'm feeling about traveling like this. It occurs to me that this is a profound question and makes
me feel proud of his sensitivity.

Answer - On the one hand | feel some loss in my identity as a physician without important work in the
world, on the other there is a certain satisfaction that 1 am pushing the limits of creating time for
myself and experiencing the world.

ﬁCross Country Posting #5@

In the State of Ambivalence

Goldie: Zoos and military installations are two points of ambivalence on our trips. We passed on the
albino tigers and simulated rain forests promised by the Omaha Zoo brochures and highly
recommended by my hairdresser in lowa.

Instead an hour later | found myself leaning against a metal canister about three feet high and seven
feet wide as a World War Il veteran explained the "Peacekeeper" airplane in whose shadow we were
standing. Vaster than my sci-fi conditioned imagination, the impact of the plane which circled the
world during the Cold War as a "deterrent” was diminished by his next comment.

"We never used them, but, the woman in the beanie is leaning against a nuclear bomb six times the
power of that used at Hiroshima. These were stacked inside the Peacekeeper as it constantly circled
Russian airspace."

My husband recently studied how to use Gestalt to deal with those who suffer from toxic shame. The
Strategic Air Command Museum docent’s comment sent me into toxic ambivalence. A sequence of
memories played through in what seemed like years, yet must have been seconds.

The first was during my years as director of an archive, taking depositions on video from Holocaust
survivors and Allied soldiers. Changing his voice from sad reverie to pure passion, the survivor
described furiously scribbling notes to the President of the United States and begging every passerby
to see it would get there..... he would slip the notes through slats in cattle cars into fearful
fingers...sometimes they were dropped like electric shocks after being read, others were furtively
pocketed.

Always the same message..... "Just bomb us all. Stop the death camps. We are prepared to die." Later
inside Auschwitz he waited for a message to tell him to have everyone turn on their attackers and
climb atop the crematoria to mark the spot for allied bombers. "Just make it stop.” Until he died
whenever he would come to my office he’d leave a message with my affectionate name for him,
"Queen Esther will be dropping by." I was one of two people in town who knew his secrets, gay and
Jewish, he was marked twice to die.



Sixth graders on our tour caress the cruise missiles on display as we are told the US inventory is
down to only 100 and it takes a year to go back into production. Barry photographs a girl hugging the
missile unconsciously as she listens; so elegant and sleek in design, both of them.

| flash to a Bosnia rally. My sons are with me at the Liberty Bell. From the stage | see my youngest
tugging on the jacket of a camera person. She pushes him away...don’t bother me little boy.
Undeterred he goes to the anchor person, who obligingly films his passionate view which airs for 16
seconds on the Il o’clock CNN News. "Why are you all standing here shouting at bad people in Bosnia?
Do you think they are watching television? Why doesn’t my mommy and her friends charter airplanes
and go right up to those bad men. Do what you do when | make a mistake. Take their hands and lift
them high into the air and say: "This is unacceptable behavior."

Flash to the High Holidays. An angel of a board member has given me a week at Club Med on
Turquoise Island as a gift between leading Rosh HaShannah and Yom Kippur services. The trick to
meeting people turns out to be what language you speak at the entrance to the dining room. Each
day when asked "how many people?" | mutter my lonely "one" in a different language. That day |
spoke in German....the Berlin Wall was coming down as we ate.

Seated at a table of young German businessmen on a company holiday | feel foolish and out of place.
The German banter flies over me, | don’t really speak the language. At some point though, | start to
make out some of what they are saying. Blood freezes in my veins. "We will defeat America on the
battleground of commerce. Then our might will rise again as it always has and next time we will
prevail...." "Yah...Yah..." (Yes, yes.)

A word which has become holy to me ( as in hallelu-yah) is supporting horror... "Yah...Yah..... ". Anger
churns up inside me from more voices than my own. | speak out involuntarily...something to the
effect of "How can you say that? Was it all for nothing?"

Heads turn toward to me. One asks in German: "What language is she speaking? Why can |
understand it?" Silence. The blond-haired, green-eyed man beside me finally speaks. "It is Yiddish."
They look blankly at him. "Yiddish?" one asks. He responds, "It was the language of the Jews."
Silence. Another man looks at him and says slowly, distinctly, "and how would YOU know that?"

Hot tears are splashing down my face. The green-eyed man looks at his peers, wipes my cheeks with
his napkin, stands and says to me in English...."come, let us walk." To this day we are still in
touch...the secret of his Jewish grandmother wandering between us like a lost missile.

The tour has moved on, we are beside a Russian MIG that was flown against our forces in Vietham. |
walk off lost in oceans of ambivalence. On the other side two tourists stand talking. One reveals he is
an air force engineer that works on fighter-planes. He is in transit from a base in Germany to one in
Utah. The other was a pilot during the Vietham War. He recalled that the technical superiority of the
Russian MIGs was terrifying. "That plane could outmaneuver us, we would have been doomed, if not
for the fact that our pilots were better trained and we had more aircraft than they."

Flash. Economics 101, when | was a student at the Wharton School in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. The
thick accent of a professor from India stills resonates in my ears...... "One foolish, arrogant leader of a
third world country can attack us with a nuclear bomb for no sane reason. How much for guns, how

much for butter? Nothing | can teach you will give the right formula. How will we ultimately decide?
That is the question that really belongs on the final exam."

ﬁCross Country #6 ﬁ

US 80 Rules

Barry: Flashback. We’re exploring the tiny medieval hill towns of Tuscany (not Hiltons). A strange
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man wraps his arm around Goldie’s shoulder and kisses her in a little ceramics shop. It is Barry’s
cousins Gary and Colleen Bub from Los Angeles, California. What a bizarre coincidence that our paths
should cross in such an off-the-beaten track place.

What does this have to do with our cross country trip?
Join us in the moment.....somewhere farm-fragrant on Route 80 in Nebraska .

Barry: On impulse, | call my children in Seattle, Washington. from the car phone. Speaking to my
son-in-law Dino, he tells me that his father has just retired and his parents have recently departed
from their home in Minneapolis on a cross-country adventure in their luxurious converted bus.

Goldie: Was focused on writing a story and didn’'t hear much of Barry’s call. But about fifteen minutes
later | do notice one of those rock-star type buses up ahead and say "Hey, that’s probably like the bus
Dino’s dad owns."

Barrry: Overtaking the bus, | notice it has a Minnesota license. | slow down to get a closer look at the
driver, but can’t really see in.

Goldie: Brainstorm. | call Dino back in Seattle and ask "what does your father’s bus look like?"
The bus beside us matched the exact description, | asked for his dad’s cell phone number.

Barry: Dianna, Dino’s mom, answers the phone and | ask "Where are you? Are you on US 80?" She
consults with George and says we are near North Platt, Nebraska. Goldie shrieks and I tell Dianne we
are the gray mini van right on the road in front of them. We pull off for an incredible reunion. Their
bus is gorgeous - mirrors on the ceiling, immaculate fresh flowers on the kitchen table. We share
pictures, Greek coffee, and travel stories.

Goldie: Returning to our van, Vinnie the Minni, which resembles a filled Dust Buster with over a
hundred thousand miles on it, we zoom off amazed at G*d’s mysterious ways of unifying the field of
family.

Barry: | was relieved that they did not come over to check out our humble digs.

Barry: What's between here and Denver | ask a traveler at the rest stop. "Nothing," he replies, "It
gets interesting after Denver. Fifty miles further we pull off the highway and stop in the little town of
Gotenberg, named after Guttenberg Germany but more recently become the sister city of Goetenberg,
Sweden.

Goldie: We see an original Pony Express station, the ads for riders stipulate "small, thin and orphans
preferred." Further along we find a Sod House Museum. Built and operated by a man who wanted
meaningful work for his retirement, he replicated the original home built of sod by his parents in the
1930's. We learned that Nebraska was originally a tree-less state, formed primarily of sand deposited
by the glaciers. All the trees we see were planted to stop the dust-bowl effect. Recent grassland fires
of 54,000 acres threaten a regional dust-bowl effect and economic hardship.

Goldie: We asked for a small town he could think of between here and Denver where we might find
lodging and local fare.....we are on our way to discover Julesberg, Colorado.

ﬁCross Country #7%
Taking out the Mad

Barry: We stood on the hill with the wind blowing furiously. It is covered with tombstones with



inscriptions such as "Pedro", or "John Smith shot 6 / 12 / 87", or "Pauper." Yes, there really is a Boot
Hill and it's in Nebraska. | can think of many places in the world that can use a boot hill or two.

Goldie: What touched me most was a small fence-enclosed wooden headstone reading: "Miss Lilly and
her infant child."

Barry: We ate some excellent Mexican food for dinner in a restaurant in the basement of a church in
Sterling, Colorado a railroad town. There was no sign outside saying there was a restaurant down
there. Asked the hostess why not and her reply was "we’re famous here abouts.” She was a very
attentive waitress.

The next morning having breakfast at a local pancake house | asked Goldie: "isn’t that the same
waitress?" Goldie replied that it was probably the waitress’s sister. The waitress also recognized us
and came over and gave us the same excellent service; a resourceful woman.

Goldie: Working two jobs evening and morning like that....pretty and perky and as she put it, "stuck."

Barry: The sun is shining, and the sky is intensely blue. | feel rejuvenated and like a seed ready to
germinate. It's remarkably stimulating to me to be in such sunshine. We were in the Denver Zoo
today, surrounded by what seemed like every mother and her child this side of the Rockies.

Of course being in the zoo presents another opportunity for those Goldie puns and seeing huge South
American fish swimming in a reef, she describes the scene as "un be reef able™ and when we skip the
long line to the polar bears she says we are "polarizing ourselves.”

We stand outside a small glass tank containing a cuttlefish. It’s a cross between an octopus and a
squid and apparently it is quite intelligent. About six inches long, it lays on the sand its color blending
in with the background. Goldie begins to move around, hoping her bright hat will catch its attention.
Then unbelievably, the cuttlefish mimics her, doing all types of hovering maneuvers and begins to
change color. This goes on for quite a while till the cuttlefish becomes bored and turns its back on us.

Goldie: It was like an intelligent hover craft - amazing!

Barry: Our hosts, Rabbi Steve Booth and his wife Jan Cooper give us some insight into the many
issues that are emerging following the shootings at Littleton, Colorado. At dinner last night with my
cousins Ben and Joan, one of the guests complained painfully that her local Orthodox rabbi told her
she was not practicing Judaism because she did not follow his exact understanding of Judaism. Then
Jan told us about an awkward situation where the rabbi spoke with non-sectarian compassion at a
public memorial service in Littleton, only to be followed by a preacher (Billy Graham, Jr) who said
there is only one route to salvation and that is through Jesus. We spent some time talking about the
similarity between the two incidents. We were able to agree that while spirituality always is inclusive,
religion often is exclusive.

Sadly, Littleton is very unlike Denver. Littleton is a fairly Christian fundamentalist town, and observers
feel this tragedy is likely to drive them more into evangelical fundamentalism, which was part of the
problem to begin with. Apparently it’'s difficult for anyone who is different to live in that community.
This is also the West, and guns are valued here.

Goldie: Went to synagogue with host, friend and colleague Rabbi Steve Booth today. Such a sweet
service rich in music, spirit, meditative touches and a great Torah study contrasting Y2K issues and
the value of taking sabbaticals; led me to reflect on midwifing Barry through his fiftieth year not so
long ago. What's amazing is watching the unfolding of reflections and learnings in the subsequent
years.

Goldie: While waiting for Steve to handle some pastoral counseling needs of folks after services, |

wandered the blocks surrounding the synagogue. Just around the corner was a tiny house with broken
screens and a mailbox covered with Christmas messages. On the lawn sat a small girl. Also on the
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lawn were several small crosses. One in pink had the name "Rachel” printed on it in a child’s hand.
Another had a crocheted piece on a string slipped over it...reading: "Prayer changes things."

Asked the little girl if it was her house. "Yes."

Did she help make the memorial crosses on the lawn? "Yes."

And who was Rachel? "My favorite cousin, she was like a big sister to me....I love her. I miss her.
How does prayer change things? "It takes out the mad and puts back the love."
Tomorrow we go hiking near Boulder, Colorado and mentoring from Goldie’s teacher, Reb Zalman.

Lots of love to all.

P CROSS COUNTRY #8feig

Snaking Up on Boulder

Goldie: Industrial district dotted with Mexican families reclining on porches in the sweet evening
breezes. We are lost. We keep calling the restaurant for directions but can't quite grasp the lilting
Japanese voice which answers. We are rewarded for our persistence by

Barry: the emergence at the next intersection of an authentic Japanese country house. The building
had been a gift from Japan. Dojo, museum complex and meditation gardens are provided for
"wondering" through while waiting for the food. All signals were good (no sushi and the signs said
"don't ask for soy sauce"). It reminded me of the time in Italy when the waiter scornfully slammed
down a bowl of olive oil - at our request to go with the bread - muttering "tourists!"

Goldie: It's called Domo Japanese Restaurant in Denver, Colorado....sake was served in a lacquer
box....lI learned from Cousin Bennie that Japanese houses are measured by the number of floor mats
it takes to carpet them.

Barry: We knew we were in the West because a little while earlier we had seen men handsomely
dressed with tuxedos and cowboy boots entering the opera house. The downtown Denver area is
booming, areas previously dangerous have been gentrified. Magnificent modern buildings have sprung
up. Yet the streets are filled with people estranged from society and economically disadvantaged
(note I'm being politically correct.)

Goldie: He's learning! My social-worker eye wrestles with artist-awareness as pierced and spiked
haired men and women cruise by our street-side café seats. Harleys roar past, shining neon greens,
deep reds, topped by leather-coated studs smiling for sheer joy in the sunshine. A stark contrast to
peachily prom-dressed daughters on the arms of dads and moms heading to the opening of Romeo
and Juliette at the Denver Opera House

Barry: In contrast, Boulder, Colorado, just forty minutes away nestled between the mountains, is a
booming college town. The downtown area is alive with gardens, parks, music, expensive cute stores
and restaurants. The sky is so deep blue, the clouds vividly in contrast - like looking through
polarizing filters. The backdrop is the mountains, so close one can hike up from any part of town. The
town water supply is drawn from a zillion year old melting glacier. Everyone is friendly and polite.
Streets are lined with the healthiest, thin, athletic people | have ever seen.

Goldie: Though I'm not, | feel fat; have stopped looking in the mirror.



Barry: Nagging thought. This place is so perfect, what's wrong? The closest | can come to finding
what it is, is that housing is expensive and with all these healthy young people and their alternative
health practices, doctors cannot possibly make a living. They cannot even do counseling, because
almost everyone is a therapist. Reb Zalman tells us the therapists survive by counseling each other.
Jan Cooper says that therapy has been replaced by something called "coaching" since people have
either been through therapy or turned off by it. On the other hand, it's hard to find a house painter.
Guess it's easier (and cheaper) to do guided-visualization and learn to live with a bad paint job.

Barry: We hike up Chautauqua Mountain Trail behind Reb Zalman's home. It's sunny and hot, we are
short of breath because of the altitude. Coming to a fork in the path, we take the right one up. There
is a sign about one area being closed, but Goldie assures me it's the other fork. A couple of hundred
yards further up, | see a ranger coming down round a bend in the path. He looks at me, raises his
hand, and in a very authoritative voice says "Stop."

Goldie: Uh, oh. I assume we're in trouble for being on the trail.

Barry: The ranger then points and not three feet from me lies a five-foot snake. He says “Not to
worry, it rattles and looks like a rattlesnake, but is in fact harmless.”

Goldie: Synchronicity. Read a Smithsonian piece about camouflage that morning. Did you know that
protective coloration wasn't an accepted theory until the 1950's!? Came upon a rattler on a trail in

California last year and ran for my life. Ranger says (when | run smack into him on the trail) "never
run, stand stock still if you see one or they'll go for you." Got lucky! (Dry mouth, heart pounding....)

Barry:We drove about an hour north to visit Cindy and Yaakov Gabriel and their son David in Fort
Collins, Colorado. (There never was a fort there, guess they called it that to scare away the Indians.)

Goldie: | won't wait in line for concert tickets, but the roadway to friends always feels easy to travel.
Delighted to learn that Jack (ok, Yaakov) is half way through a new CD....did he say reggae-klezmer
flavored!?

Have you ever met a child prodigy? Thought | had but learned differently upon spending time with
their two-year old son David. Reb Levi Yitzchak is supposed to be in this kid's lineage
somewhere.....such precision in language, kindness and ability to engage with people. Wow.

Goldie: Cindy fills me in on "co-housing." | have a passion for community (Jan and Steve have found
a safer version of Mt. Airy, Pennsylvania to live in here - just great!) When Barry and | decide where
to live when we grow up it must be rich in community.

Co-housing is where you own your own home or "unit", with a central commons that might have a
guest house (that way one's home can be sized more efficiently), play areas, gallery space, and
communal meals a few nights a week. Usually no traffic allowed in and parking is on the periphery.
Cindy took us to see an example....bunches of small children playing happily independently in the
center; it was immediately congenial to my soul. There's a web-site for such projects around the
nation (have to get the address from Cindy Gabriel) and it's rumored some Jews around San Diego,
California hope to form their own co-housing community. Those who know, please tell us more!
(Anything near NYC?)

Barry: Back in Denver, Colorado, | am amused to find, after driving through miles of shopping malls
and stores of every kind, a sign pointing to the shopping district. The Jewish population here has
doubled in the past ten years (so that's where the Jews from smaller towns like Pottsville and Denver
are migrating to.) Apparently they are all united by an interest in shopping, but few are formally
affiliated with synagogues.

Goldie: Steve's community is fascinating...some 800 members, initially made out of a confederation of
small Jewish study and prayer groups called havurot. Primary identity for most is through their
specific havurah. He is treated with such appreciation and respect....lucky "wabbi"..... they must really
get who he is!
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Barry: In the intense Denver affluence, manicured lawns abound. Just read that a hundred years ago,
lawns were rare and only owned by the rich. Now there is enough lawn in the USA to cover the entire
state of Pennsylvania. What about the butterflies, and the birds and the bees?

Let them eat grass!

Goldie: Did we tell about the lost Jewish family of nine from Pakistan that has shown up in
Denver...saris and all? Hmmm. That will be for another posting.



ﬁCI’OSS Country #Qﬁ

Are You in Moab for a Bite?

Goldie: We are hiking through western Colorado's dinosaur-laden desert mountains, on our way to
Moab, Utah. I am pondering a question posed by Rabbi Arthur Waskow about Ruth. "If the biblical
character Ruth was to show up at an American border station, how would she be received?" Then we
arrived in Denver to see our friends Steve and Jan and one possible answer emerges.

Jan Cooper greets us at the door filled with joy: "l got two of the daughters out of sweatshops and
into jobs at the community center."

"Got who....what?" | ask. It seems an immigrant family has come to her attention, all desperately
trying to make it after having mistakenly been deposited in Denver en-route to another theoretical
contact. With incredible love and presence Jan, Steve, friends and synagogue community have
mobilized to get the girls out of abject labor situations, the family properly housed and supported in
all possible ways.

If you and | came across such a situation - would we see our role as turning back the unwashed
masses at the border or welcoming them to our world? The patriarch of the family, a strong, tall
ebony toned man with white beard shows me a gash where he’d been attacked as a minority in his
country of origin. In the attack he had turned back the hilt of the adversary’s knife, choosing not to
kill his aggressor. "l looked into his eyes and asked myself," he said, "what is justice? Then | walked
away, choosing not to become a murderer.”

His words brought to mind a day in Germany. | had been leading High Holiday services in nearby
Holland and had asked the group what does the traditional Jewish prayer, the Shema, (which is a
verse in Deuteronomy) mean to them? For me it is about loving and listening because spirituality
ultimately leads one to experience that all of creation is One. | told this experience to Rabbi Michael
Goldberger who we were visiting in Dusseldorf, Germany. He recalled a time when a man came up to
tell him that during the war he had to shoot a Russian soldier in self defense. As the man he’d shot
fell, he heard him uttering the Shema - that same prayer, which is traditionally said at bed time,
which appears in the mezuzah on a Jewish person’s doorpost and it is said at the time of death.

Meditation and mysticism have a salutary effect on the human soul....denying our oneness becomes
impossible. Then it occurs to me Ruth was a Moabite! What great synchronicity on our way to Moab,
Utah.

Goldie: Day 3 in Denver, Colorado. Yesterday it was 78 degrees F. Today it's snowing huge flakes, like
the kind we used to cut out in nursery school.

Barry: Vinnie the Minni needed some minor repairs. Have decided she is the feminine side of Van Go,
so I'll characterize the repairs as cosmetic.

Goldie: Barry!! (I just released the parking brake and it seems the cable snapped.)

Barry: Driving off from the dealer, she actually seemed to be pulling better. Is it psychological, an
"engine over body" type of thing, | wonder?

Goldie: Everyone says we have to see this one book store in Denver....Barry: It's THE cultural center
of Denver. It's not one of the glassy new buildings. Called The Tattered Cover, it's housed in a four-
story building. What makes a great bookstore?

Like spirituality it is hard to define, but you know when you’'re experiencing it.
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Goldie: Each bend of bookcases enclosed snuggly chairs, current and antique photos...little setups for
tea and comfort abound. All so gloriously devoid of the McDonaldization of chain-store America!

Barry, what are you growling about?

Barry: Chains such as Barnes and Nobles, Borders are seductive because of their comfortable
browsing areas and coffee shops but are ultimately destructive to our cultural environment (like
lawns) because of their mediocrity and power to control which authors will sell and be hits. Ultimately
corporate America decides what we read.

Final stop on our final full day in Denver, Jan, Steve, Goldie and | go to Idaho Hot Springs about
forty-five minutes away in the mountains. It's 8 p.m., we are tired and hungry but find ourselves
rejuvenated by the hot mineral springs which are located in caves. There are three pools; the hottest
is about 110 degrees. We skip the mud baths (Jan had been working in the garden all day and didn't
feel the need) and ended the day with lots of stories over Chinese food. Actually the restaurant was
closed by the time we got there - never mind, that's another story.

Our last day in Denver.

Barry: Surprise! | am still embarrassed to find strangers are writing to us commenting on these
postings even though our retraction resulted in hundreds of people asking to stay on the travelogue
list and virtually no one asking to be taken off! What a remarkable thing to happen it feels so affirmed
and unexpected.

I have a final breakfast with Cousin Ben. We talk for about two hours over breakfast. The time flies.
Ben asks really good questions about Gestalt theory. After breakfast we leave Goldie and continue
walking and talking. A final goodbye call from Steve and we reluctantly take our leave.

Our love to all on this list...Barry and Goldie

IR CROSS COUNTRY #10%65Ke

How Did Teddy Bear It?

Barry: We drove through mountain passes at 10,000 feet elevation. It was snowing lightly; the air
was fresh and invigorating. It was an opportunity for more bad puns - "The gorges are gorgeous." or
"look - the mountain is playing peak a boo."

Goldie: The names of towns fascinate as our roadway flirts with railroads and the rapidly running
Colorado River.... we passed the villages of "Parachute”, and "Rifle” and a place called "No Name".

Barry: For my part it was an opportunity to reflect on geology - how the mountains have shifted,
risen, ancient seas come and gone. The west makes it impossible to think of nature as permanent and
stable. We stopped to hike in the desert in western Colorado, learnt to identify dinosaur bones
imbedded in rock. Colorado means "color red" because of the red sand that results from the
weathering of rocks and is washed out to sea (now dams.) | never thought of rocks as having
lifespans, births and deaths; they do, just on a much slower scale than humans. Somewhere |
remember reading that if planet earth's life was one year, humans have been on it since the afternoon
of December 31st.

Goldie: Ever since entering this part of the country a vision | once had keeps recurring. | often
wonder if everyone gets visions, this one was so powerful | had to go out and lie on the grass to get
grounded. It happened during a chanting service led by Rabbi Shefa Gold at the National Havurah
Summer Institute. We were chanting a Hebrew verse in the feminine: "me olam ad olam, at Eyli."



(From world to world (or eternity to eternity) you are my G*d..... taken from Psalms which in the
original uses the masculine "atah el" (you are G*d) in this verse.

A phenomenal awareness of eternity overtook me, endless cycles of birthing and rebirthing of planets
and stars, creatures and civilizations. Then the earth beneath me shifted and | found myself slipping
down the tectonic plates, sliding furiously toward the center of the earth....splashing into the swirling
magma. There is no pain as the roaring redness reveals layers of happenings.

I see dinosaurs trapped between layers of rock, breaking down into fossil fuel. Then civilizations are
decaying before my eyes....Incan, Judaean, Roman,...... the republic yielding to the democracy...... a
voice says "remember | am also thus, the decay of each civilization becomes the fuel to energize the
next level....remember for me to destroy is also to create...."” Then | met that which I had only heard
of...... from beneath me huge gnarled hands lifted me up through the magma toward the light of
day....... the image of a great huge crone seemed connected to those hands..... a wise woman side of
G*d acknowledging aging as natural, decay as evolution. Could barely stand, sank gratefully to the
earth.

BACK TO EARTH

Barry: Vincent VanGo did fine taking us over the Rockies. In the past, | had always chosen a vehicle
for its features - "Does it have a light in the trunk™ No? Sorry, we'll have to keep looking." Now, as
I've grown older and wiser | realize that like a good woman, it’s not the features that count. It's the
staying power and upkeep that is important.(If | was really wise | would keep this thought to myself.)

Goldie: What woman would dare touch that line!?....

Barry: Two years ago we were offered one thousand in trade for our van. We declined and now, thirty
thousand miles later it is still going strong. We have a very good person at the dealership, who takes

a personal interest in Van Go. At the SAC museum we learnt that the B52 bombers, 30 years old, are
going to be kept in service for another 30 years, must all be in the maintenance.

Goldie: Enough machinery, next we'll be having an organ recital (like how my back and buns are sore
from all the riding.)

Barry: Anyway we finally come to Glenwood Springs, Colorado the home of the largest hot spring pool
in the world. We stay in the Victorian treasure the Colorado (not to be confused with the El Coronado
in California.) which turns out to be birthplace of the teddy bear. Apparently Teddy Roosevelt returned
to the hotel disappointed after a failed hunt. A woman on staff made him a teddy bear to comfort him.
The hotel is located behind the hot spring. The receptionist cannot tell us the exact way to walk there
- she has never been there. Doesn't it Kill you...

Goldie: In the huge hot spring pool regulars recline with Newsweek in hand and red faced babies look
ready for naps...me too. The heating system knocks all night in the elegant hotel tarnishing its glory
for me.

Barry: Actually we can't complain - the room only cost us $44 with the national version of the
Entertainment card.

Goldie: Where to next honey?
Barry: Moab.
Goldie: Whither thou goest, | will go.

Goldie: Ruthlessly bought a Moab t-shirt when we arrived and we went to town to catch a bite.
(Moabite?)

Barry: We found the same waiter that served us last night, working in a different restaurant where we
15



ate tonight.

Goldie: We are traveling with a mitzvah consciousness, trying to do little things like clear the dishes
off our restaurant table in one horse towns, cut down on stress for the waitpersons. Need to become
aware of more little things like that.

Barry: | read about Butch Cassidy over lunch - he used to hide out in this area. This evening there are
Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid plays on TV. Talking about lunch, after a morning of hiking the
Arches National Park, | craved a hamburger and a good beer so what better than to go to a
microbrewery restaurant. They were out of beer!!!

My friend Les calls from the east, he tells me of his favorite restaurant in Moab. It's the one we just
ate at.

It is all getting a little weird.

Goldie: The silky feeling is not fabric, it is the wind. Giant urns, temples and stelae fashioned by
ancient upheavals and constant erosion greet us and point toward red walls higher than the
imagination. Devil's Garden makes science fiction notions look tame....no where on earth have | met
such an astonishing magnitude of landscape.......... a landscape on which can be read time in millions
and billion of years...... here was a layer of salt and sand one mile thick which cracked and a world
was remade. This place, Arches National Park, how did I not know of it previously?

Meditation would be redundant. To be here is to be creation, to redefine recreation.

Breathe.

G\ CROSS COUNTRY #11%65Kg
A Capitol Idea

Goldie: It is like one is becoming the land...... each day city-jaded senses are growing roots to the
magnificent earth.

Flashback. First trip to Israel, | am staying with a niece of the then president of Tadiran, Israel's
nuclear development corporation, she is a founder of the Israel Nature Preservation Society. Another
cousin joins us, one of the Founder's of Peace Now. They listen to my collegiate tour bus itinerary and
in Hebrew exclaim: "ee-ef-shar!" (Not possible!)

With the affection for one's youth inspired by important memories, they described their regular public
school hikes around the land. ‘To live with the land, one must know it", they exclaimed. "To
understand this land, you must walk it, hike, climb it!" So | dropped off the tour to explore with them,
see the land through their own senses.....fragrant etrog groves, ancient ruins, caves
(perspectives...."we'll hide here or here if attacked), ..... Magnificent children of the land.

And why were most of us not raised as children of the land? With the earth for a classroom, why be
confined each year to a room with some 30 children? Could we envision lives linked differently to the
land? Could our youth and our lives rotate like crops onto farms and forests and inner cities as
volunteers? What if sabbatical years were incorporated into our lifestyle and work site expectations
with options containing learning, experiencing, contemplating and mitzvah-making carefully rolled
together?

As | write we are entering what the Navaho called "the land of the sleeping rainbow"...pink and yellow
strips are emerging in the huge rock faces, doing their own version of midlife and aging....dunes of
mountain-turned to silt-lie wrinkling at each base...time out......... be back later.



One e-mail list I'm on has a fascinating discussion on mitzvot vs meditation. Last night I clipped all of
it out from several weeks’ postings to read as a coherent unit. “Mitzvot as Sacred Acts of
Consciousness" is the topic | have chosen to teach at the Aleph Kallah (large festival of Jewish
spirituality to which we are headed in Oregon.) An earlier choice of title was "Mizvot as Sacred
STATES of Consciousness™....the title's evolution speaks directly to the controversy.

A more secular friend writes that our journals reflect we are living through a totally Jewish
lens.....why not try other lenses he asks? It's like asking a horse to live through the lens of a fish.
Another dear one asks "why isn't it enough to use one's intellect, why emphasize feeling or spirit?"
Another questions taking time from study of Talmud and Torah to "hedonistically" tour the land. A
year ago someone wrote to us "Thank you for the prayers, but have you seen my alps?" signed G*d.’

At a recent meeting a woman came to ask, "Why in my totally tikkun olam, social justice, focused life
do | feel so depleted, so disconnected from G*d and myself? | give all I can, money, time, ideas,
labor........ I'm exhausted with giving, friends say Judaism is too focused on action, to try Buddhism or
Hinduism, get into a contemplative community. A colleague at the table responds "Who told you it's
supposed to feel good or rewarding? We just do it because it must be done." My heart sinks for the
lovely mitzvah-nik who is burning out. For me it is precisely the interpenetration of contemplative,
celebratory and mitzvahness that is recharging..... there is a synergy among the many spiritual
practices of Judaism which, when practiced in balance, enhance the enchantment and sustainability of
our lives.

Like all practices, there is a time when each are distinct entities. When | started learning to
paint...manipulating the brush, choosing colors, understanding perspective....each were separate
skills.....today they are integrated within me, there is no labor allocated to each. Similarly a Jewish
spiritual life begins with distinct categories of skill, knowledge, experience and over years becomes an
integrated way of being.

Often | find myself walking through life so utterly embedded in the One that with each step or eye-
lash movement or rustle of a nearby bush and twitch of my cat's tail | feel the fabric of the universe
responding to the tug. Lift your hands up when saying the washing of the hand blessing....can you
feel the net of light particles lifting the fabric of the universe with you?

So connected is this growing mystical consciousness that everything becomes a (w)holiness. Like an
ant serving its function for the community, | often respond to mitzvah moments as one whose fullest
purpose is attained through the doing. The finger points in every possible direction..... health comes
with balance. We may have become top heavy, (in the head) we Jews, in the intellectualization of
study and through the emphasis on the "doing" mitzvot - we find this in both orthodox and liberal
Judaism (Barry and | have both been both). The pendulum has swung strongly so that we could get
back into the rest of our bodies and souls. Now it is time to speak of balance.

Remember with a pause and a breath, that mitzvot encompass not only tikkun olam, but also tikkun
nefesh and tikkun haguf, renewal of soul and renewal of body....... shabbat, shmirat ha guf (watching
over one's body), kashrut (conscious eating practices), tephillah, k'vod hamet (respectful care of a
soul’s former body after death)....and many more.

Like the intermixing of artistic skills over time, increasingly | no longer elect to meditate now and do a
mitzvah then. An imperfect yet perceptible cultivation feels underway. Soon one need no longer
distinguish between the devekut (intimacy rich in G*d intoxication) of private meditation and that in a
mitzvah....the current of (w)holiness runs through it all and every moment of a life when one gets
close to the balance.

We Jews keep the mitzvot and midot, “qualities,” associated with them I'totafot beyn eynekhah,
between our eyes....this is our third eye consciousness and perhaps if my experience is correct, the
continuous meditative way of the mystic.

Barry: .It's 7 a.m on a cloudy morning we find ourselves on Route 24 heading towards Capitol Reef
National Park. Yesterday the ranger at the Arches had suggested this route, even though it was
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slower, would lead onto Route 12 which is described as being the most scenic road in America. That
was an understatement.

Approaching Capital Reef each curve in the road revealed radically different vistas..The mountainous
formations change color from red to white to black to gold, to ribbons of color. Clouds gave way to
bright blue sky. Even Goldie looked up periodically from her laptop to gasp at the changing
terrain...and we were not yet on the stretch of road that was marked as scenic.

We hiked for a couple of hours in Capital Reef (Called Capital because of the dome shaped mountains
and ‘reef’ because the early explorers were sailors and the jagged rocks resemble reefs in areas).

In one section of the park we hiked for about two miles on a "wash" a dry river bed which floods
during rain driving rocks and silt towards the Colorado river...in sections only Il foot wide between
sheer cliffs towering upward for 300 ft. Goldie declares this is exSTREAMIy interesting.

We then continue on Route 12 through a section called the Grand-Staircase Escalante National
Monument. "What is that?" We wonder. We soon find out that it is a vast area of wilderness, totally
uninhabited and at night one can look as far as the eye can see from the mountaintop and not find
any lights at all. As we climb the land falls away on either side of the road, for several thousand feet,
the vista is indescribable. Goldie wipes away a tear - finding the view so overwhelming she is
rendered pun-less. | ask her if this compares to the Grand Canyon and she suggests that I may find
the Grand Canyon an anti-climax after this totally unexpected sight.

We hike up the mountainside in Estrada State Park to reach a petrified forest. Along the way rocks
covered with multi-colored lichens...l read that there are 16,000 species of lichen and some colonies
are 1000 years old. We walk through a of dwarf evergreens, several hundred years old but no more
than 4-8 feet tall. Dwarfed because of lack of rainfall, this is nature's own bonsai. Finally we reach the
rock-hard multi-colored petrified wood, uncovered on this mountain is 5.5 million tons of it.

Hiking down the mountain in solitude | notice that almost everybody who approaches offers a greeting
and a smile. There is something about being in this environment that seems to make people relaxed
and pleasant. Most are foreigners; many speak German, few of our generation.

There are no school children (I know it's not summer vacation yet). My point is not to save this for
vacation, rather make it an integral part of the school year Instead of taking children by the bus full to
museums of natural history to see a rocks in glass cases, let them stand on the mountain!.

Goldie: Meditation has taught me that being present is not only for adults. The present school
systems quickly strip natural presencing abilities from our children. Could we envision reframing our
educational systems to empower youth to live consciously and could we reduce the hours now
allocated to cloistered classroom learning?

The past few years at The Academy | slip out to Central Park with my classes at every
opportunity.....teaching methods of d'vekut and hitbodedut indoors ...absurd when unnecessary! Bio-
ethics under an oak tree, why not! Devorah the Judge had a teaching tree, why not the rest of us?
Here comes one of those road signs. "Eagles on the Road" Nope.

Another one of those signs: "Open range watch for cattle next 12 miles." Yup.

Shabbat Shalom.

P CROSS COUNTRY #1268



Arid Zona

[Question: Can anyone recommend a sweet place to stay in Carmel or San Francisco?]

Barry: Well, the Grand Canyon was a wash; obviously huge and deep but not surprising, since | had
seen many photos of it; far too many people and no easy hikes readily apparent. So | looked at it for
about an hour while Goldie was on a long distance phone call planning a retreat, then off we went
looking for greener pastures.

Goldie: Almost a decade ago | was part of a Kosher Canyon Run, two weeks white water rafting down
the Colorado through the Grand Canyon. We had a milchig (dairy meal) raft and a fleishig (meat
meal) raft, davenned (prayed) melodiously in the side canyons, it was glorious. Have a mind to
organize another similar trip for next year or the year after...anyone interested This time, though,
have to agree with Barry, especially since the park service was conducting deliberate forest fires and
the place was all hazy and hard to discern the usually gorgeous colorful panorama.

Barry: We landed at Jeanettes, a bed and breakfast in Flagstaff just off old route 66. Goldie insisted
on some place less frugal and more romantic, some place she could enjoy working in (the retreat
thing). This is a very authentic, newly built post-Victorian style building down to the last detail and
furnished in period antiques. Our tub is 7 foot long, ceilings; even in bathrooms are 12 ft high -
strange at a time when people were shorter than us. One bedroom has old medical equipment and an
exam table. We passed on this, though in hind sight seems kind of kinky.

We toured the Lowell Observatory (where Pluto was discovered and the idea that the universe is
expanding was hatched.)

Goldie: You have to visit the observatory, the domes rotate so that the huge telescopes can be
pointed properly....Light pollution from a near-by sports complex has limited the formerly ideal nature
of the site for research....Hillary Clinton has booked the place for a private viewing of space on
Wednesday night....resourceful woman!

Barry: We needed some fun, so we took our host's advice and went to a western style place called
Black Bart's. We had a directory of restaurants in Flagstaff and the comment next to this name was
"barf."The restaurant was in a trailer park, adjacent to a junk store. The area was dark and seemed
fairly deserted except for the trailers. We looked at one another and smelled an opportunity for
adventure. Walked in and it was filled with people. Piano music was playing. Students from the local
university school of music are the waiters. They put on a bit of a vaudeville show between serving and
it was lots of fun. Food was fine by the way.

I climbed a volcano in Sunset Crater Volcanic National Monument this morning while Goldie worked
(retreat.) It's named Sunset because the volcano has a rust color at its summit due to iron in the
lava. In the twenties, a movie producer planned to stick dynamite in the cone and blow the top off for
a movie, so they decided to make it a monument to protect it from similar idiots. Adjacent to this
volcano is a taller snow covered one called San Francisco named such by Franciscan priests about 200
years before they named a little backwater town on the west coast with the same name.

Goldie: Barry reported walking on a field of lava as a highlight; sniff, sorry to have missed it.
Barry: Some brief impressions to keep this short:
Sign in Kanab, Utah which is the location for filming many western movies: "Greatest earth on show."

Sign at Bryce Canyon National Park, site of incredible geologic formations caused by erosion: "Keep
off, erosion control."

Sign along road - at a place where there was no fence along the 75 mph highway (the only place)
"Beware cattle on highway." And there were! Reminds me of the sharp corner of the door of our Olds
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van which has a tendency to expose bone.In later models they fixed the problem by putting a sign on
the door which read "sharp corner.”

Standing at an observation spot at Bryce inhaling the pristine scenery and clean crisp air. Someone
lights up a cigarette. Heard someone speak English in a national park the other day. No Japanese
tourists, lots of German and French folk. Guess you can say something about the world economy
based on this.

Goldie was irritable and exhausted the other day while we were on a long drive. | suggested she
meditate. She slept for half an hour and felt much better. Had | suggested she nap it wouldn't have
worked, I'm learning the lingo.

Utah was amazing. Don't know who came up with the landscaping, but it worked for me. Read how
the Mormons chopped their way through rock to build roads, then lowered their wagons 1200 feet by
rope. Just like the Voortrekkers in South Africa.

What | have learned so far is that nothing is permanent on this planet - seas, mountains, deserts,
species, they all disappear. Human civilizations come and go, layering on top of one another just like
the Grand Canyon. Everything on this planet ultimately dies and even the planet one day, recent
headlines suggest, will end up being like Mars.

Goldie: The Northern Arizona Museum states its purpose as being "about ideas more than
information” and lived up to it. Became aware of so much about the native peoples that | didn't
realize in full before....one that comes to mind is how in 1610 the Spanish colonists forced the Pueblo
people of the Rio Grande area to labor for them and to convert to Catholicism and cease their native
religious practices. In 1680 the Pueblo revolted and reclaimed and held onto the region for 12 years.
I'm finishing a story about when | stayed with the Bedouin which relates to similar contemporary
circumstances, will try to post it in a week or so.

Here's a factoid for my sons, during the Wild West public school only met for three months during the
summer. And another, physicians were unschooled and self proclaimed for the most part. Here's a
cure for rheumatism one of them sold: Fill a whisky bottle half way with vinegar, add a handful of red
ants and apply internally. Sounds like the Talmud.

A couple of facts brought to our attention by readers:

I. The bookstore in Denver is called "The Tattered Cover." (Thanks Bennie!)

2. The Japanese mats are used to measure room size not house size. (More thanks Bennie!)

3. The co-housing website is: www.cohousing.org (Thanks Jeffl)

4. Rabbi Gary Ellison and his community raised the funds to get the Abraham family out of Pakistan.
(Thanks Steve!)

Barry: Tomorrow we drive through Sedona to spend a night in Jerome, Arizona, an old mining town
built on a hill. Not surprisingly our bed and breakfast is located on Hill Road. The town is perched on
Cleopatra Hill on the side of Mingus Mountain. Once there were 15,000 residents, in 1960 they were
down to 24 voters, now it's up to 450. It was wild and called the Sedona-Gemorra of the West. In
1903 a reporter for the N.Y. Sun visited Jerome and went home in a state of shock saying, "It is the
wickedest town in America!" The town is still crooked since one end is at 4,400 feet and the other end
is at 5,600

feet. Why are we visiting Jerome? We'll let you know, when we know.

EIEQICROSS COUNTRY # 13%65Eg

Tuzigoot to Be True



Barry: We are sitting in this exquisite terraced garden nestled against the side of a mountain about
500 feet above the semi desert valley below. It's 5.30 p.m., the intense heat is fading. It is silent
except for the incessant chirping and carrying on of birds. A hummingbird has just hovered about
fifteen feet away and now flown off. Goldie is reading a book of biographies, wine glass of wine in
hand, courtesy of the B & B.

The name of this little bit of paradise is "The Surgeon's House." It used to belong to the surgeon for

the local copper mine till the present owner, bought it from the mine and rehabilitated it. Below us is
the utterly wild west town (village?) of Jerome, formerly a near ghost town. We have not explored it
yet, it's tough to tear ourselves away from the cool garden.. You get the picture.

Goldie: If the antidote to civilization is Club Med, then the antidote to Ramada Inns are B&Bs, bed and
breakfasts. We need soothing after a challenging couple of days dealing with work-related issues.
Robust, eclectic, impeccable on detail both our hostess and her stunning home have nifty aspects to
explore that could take years. Scarlet opium poppies, a harpsichord and copy of a Bobbsy Twins at
the Seashore novel vie for my attention at this very moment.

Barry: We came here via the much hyped Sedona. The drive from Flagstaff to Sedona on Route 89A
along the canyon was very pretty, although after Utah there wasn't much oohing and aahing in
VanGo. Sedona appeared to be an oasis of shlock filled with tourists whom | assume came to see the
scenery. The red mountains in the background are beautiful; it's the foreground that's the problem.
We escaped after taking all of this in, and had a delicious $5.50 Indian (real Indian as in next to
Pakistan) buffet lunch with the locals on the opposite side of town.

The little town of Cottonwood was the antidote we needed for Sedona. It isn't even mentioned in our
Fodors Guide. Unspoiled, it seems little changed from the 1920's. Even the movie theater - which
touts itself as the oldest single screen theater in the country, recently did what all good old movie
theaters do - Cinema Paradiso style it burned internally, leaving primarily the old west facade
standing. The entire town center is going to be "improved" - plans have been posted. | felt | was
seeing the germination of a second Sedona.

We visited the Tuzigoot National Monument. Great name isn't it?! It is a thousand year old Native
American Pueblo village that was unearthed in the 1930's as part of Roosevelt's Public Works
Administration programs. When this country had 25% unemployment due to the market crash a huge
government employment program was instituted which included projects which particularly benefited
the preservation of natural wonders, as well as building of bridges, dams, roads and such. Why, |
wonder, is this type of thing not being done in South Africa (we were just there) where they have
50% unemployment, poverty, crime and lots of tourism.

Goldie: Another mystery, that pueblo was active from 1000 CE to about 1300 CE, and then all the
inhabitants left a hundred years before European explorers arrived and no evidence of why or where
they went remains. A previous host notes that my earlier comment about oppression of the Pueblos
needs to be tempered with the fact that they, of all the tribes, were not deported east off of their
lands and then resettled in reservations. They were able to continuously live in their homes and do so
in New Mexico to this day. (Thanks Jeanette!)

Barry: Some observations today:

On a path in the canyons, a sign on a patch of recovering grass: "Healing in progress, please stay on
the trail."

A mountain-side building bearing the sign: "Therapy on the Rocks"
A sign on the outskirts of town: "Future home of Sedona Cultural Park"” - another oxymoron is born.

A worker on the road holding a sign saying "stop". | stop and he immediately waves me on.The other
side of the sign says "slow." Same thing happen with the next car.
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Presumably the only requirement for his job is to hold up one side or the other. This is the second
time we've encountered this in the southwest.....are we missing some local custom?

Goldie: We selected books from our sweet room. "Women Who Charmed the West" by Anne
Seagraves, which I've been reading over a glass of Chablis. The book offer biographies of Lilly
Langtree, Sara Bernhardt, Adah Isaacs Menken, Maude Adams, Lillian Russel, Caroline Chapman,
Laura Keene, and Annie Oakly. Barry's reading (by the same author): "Soiled Doves: Prostitution in
the Early West." Both books are written with insight and compassion that is clearly grounded in the
biological knowing of a woman writer.

Berhardt's life is very colorful and has some Jewish nuance in that born Jewish, she developed a fear
of a Jewish funeral in a plain wooden coffin (f.y.i. to readers unfamiliar with Jewish traditions, it is
traditional that there be no differentiation between rich and poor in the matter of burial, so no soul or
family would be shamed or stressed to provide an opulent coffin....all are equal in death.) Sarah
Berhardt actually convinces her mother to buy her a carved rosewood coffin when she is 15 years old,
it often travels with her. She converts to Catholicism. Her career expands to the point where she owns
three railway cars with which she tours the West as an acclaimed classical actress. Pregnant out of
wedlock by a man of means, his plan to marry her is aborted when his parents objected to her Jewish
ancestry. Late in life she has a leg amputated at the thigh, insists on performing without a prosthetic
and at a ripe old age is finally buried as a Catholic in her Rosewood coffin.

Barry: Some more observations about Jerome, Arizona. The Jerome family members were New
Yorkers that invested in the mining industry in the 1890's, one of the daughters married Randolph
Churchill and hence Winson Churchill's mother was a Jerome. The copper mines here produced a
billion dollars worth or copper, enough so that each human on the planet could have twelve pounds
for themselves. Gold is still mined here on occasion.

It was a hell of a town, drinking, gambling, prostitution, murder being common place. There were
three major fires that destroyed chunks of the town. All the vegetation on the hills died from sulfur
pollution from the mine.....occasional earthquakes led to surprises like the night the jail slid 200 yards
down the hillside coming to rest in the center of the town.

Last night we enjoyed a pizza in the former fire hall, now a café, joined by a couple from Oregon...he
a fishing boat captain, she an artist. We shared travel tips. After dinner at Goldie's insistence went
into a saloon frequent by tough looking cyclists...complete with the old jukebox and hammered tin
ceilings.

This morning in bright sunshine the town looks so different, invaded by day tourists and | wonder if
we are seeing the germination of Sedona Ill. We escaped the tourists by visiting a ghost mine deep in
the hills. Trucks, tractors, steam shovels - large and small saw mills - old vehicles of every description
littered the site between old shacks and signs warning of rattlesnakes.

While Goldie was chatting up a 45 year old mule (who is said to have just wandered in 15 years
earlier and stayed), | stubbornly and persistently tried to glean information from the non-
communicative, wild-looking character who works the site with his father-in-law. | asked him how
many trucks they have, he responded that they once tried to count them and stopped at a hundred.
Almost all the vehicles are operational, despite that they’re rusting in open air.

Goldie: No more greasy eggs and toast..... breakfast was a nine course event, all of the guests
clustered around a glass table overlooking the mesa. She'd labored much of the evening before and
rose at dawn to perfect the moment for us..... every dish complex...... chilled fruit soup thickened with
pear...... cranberry apple juice specially selected to compliment the aromatic rosemary bread with
whipped pineapple butter...... three olive salsa over sage rubbed scrambled eggs....herb crusted
potatoes scalloped with three tangy cheeses...and how I longed to try the too trefe (non-kosher)
balsamic turkey shreds intended as a second garnish for the eggs. Dessert at breakfast?! A new one
for me. She served her own recipe, sugared tortillas layered in dark chocolate, peanut butter, rum,
cinnamon and pear.....

Barry: Reality sets in when | realize that our hostess has been multi-tasking up the wazoo (she even



did the wash for $5 herself, an advertised service and is self-catering a wedding on the site for this
weekend.) She has created the perfect garden, living space and breakfast for guests, and if any
element was missing it would be a calm ambience.

Goldie: Barry, | understand your point of view, yet, for me this was like peering behind the scenes of
a bed and breakfast.....the volume of labor and commitment required to get the magnificent results
were revealed as though we were in Oz. When we left that's what | blessed her with, "ohz", which is
Hebrew for strength.

Barry: | suspect she was too busy to take in your blessing. When | fly (reluctantly) | want a smooth
calm ride, and don't ever want to know what's going on behind the scenes. | think you just wanted
me to see someone who can out-multi-task you!

Goldie: The Arizona State Museum branch in Jerome dramatizes the life of folks in a mining

town..... waves of small pox, influenza, scarlet fever decimating the place..... shards of mica inhaled
when pneumatic drills were introduced - called "widow-makers"....and days when the ore finally ran
out and people traded their homes to pay a grocery bill; sobering reminders of the wages of industry
and the tides of fortune.

P CROSS COUNTRY # 14%650g

When Your Art Aches

Barry writing my first impressions:

Urban sprawl; mile after mile of contemporary buildings, town merging with town and traffic -
incessant, aggressive driving.

The sun is blazing. | was excited and invigorated by the sun in Denver. Here | hide from it. Like in the
old westerns, with the sun beating down on horse and rider, as they stumble across the desert.

The heat - its 97 degrees Farenheight and | am told it is a relatively cool spring with the temperatures
not topping 100.

Next day: Goldie is now in Vancouver leading a retreat. | think I'll stay an extra couple of days. It's
still hot, and the drivers on Interstate 10 still seem hell bent to get out of the sun (my only
explanation why they are driving so fast. The guidebook says the pace is slower in the southwest. |
wonder when last the author was here?)

So why stay longer? I'm beginning to like it here. I've learnt to drive old VanGo as if I'm in Goldie’s
sports car in New York City. |1 keep the blinds drawn and stay mostly indoors.

On the way to the new Phoenix library, | find myself walking in the Richard and Annette Bloch Cancer
Survivors Park. At the entrance is a sculpture of five people entering treatment and three emerging
smiling, ready to embrace life. On either side of the path, between succulents, are affirmations e.g.
"Cancer is the most curable of all chronic diseases" and "make a commitment to do everything in your
power to help yourself fight the disease."

I sit on a bench in the park and think how empowering this is. The walk is a form of ritual. Who are
the Blochs?

The library itself is a five floor ultra-modern building, stunning in design but what catches my eye are
the quotes on the wall: "Imagination is more important than knowledge." - Einstein. (ha! Try telling
this to med school)
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"A book is like a gift from the sea.... ...... listen quietly and it will speak.” - Janet deBerge Lange
"Some books are undeservedly forgotten- none are undeservedly remembered."” - W H Auden
"A book ought to be an ice pick to break up the frozen sea within us.” - Franz Kafka.

Another quote. This time from Fodor’s Arizona 99 page 123: "Walk toward the red-granite Viad Tower,
the lobby of which contains the Breck Girl Hall of Fame."

I walk past the lifelike sculptures of a window washer, security guard and a man reading a newspaper,
past two "hand painted" tapestries (isn’t that an oxymoron?) but no Breck girls. The real life security
guard tells me they were removed long ago: "People are always coming in to ask to see them."

An obvious question is why we tolerate getting outdated incorrect information from these guide book
publishers. Another quote this time from the cover of Fodors: "The King of Guidebooks." -
Newsweek."

Anyway, | enjoyed the sculptures and move on to the Phoenix Fine Art Museum. In the lobby of this
beautiful green stone building are quotes relating to art (can you begin to see a pattern in Phoenix? At
home the only quotes are unintelligible and spray painted. Could this be what they do for graffiti
here?)

"Art disease is caused by hardening of the categories." - Adina Reinhardt
"Art is a higher type of knowledge than experience." - Aristotle.

"Art is the elimination of the superfluous." - Michelangelo.

"Life is short, art is long." - Hippocrates., etc.

On display was an exhibition of modern chairs from a gallery of design in Germany. | was just in time
to join a tour. Imagine my delighted to see that the guide, an assistant curator, is a former patient of
mine from Reading, Pennsylvania, David Reuben. Visit was very stimulating; as was the rest of the
museum. | am seeing western art differently now. There are even some paintings of Jerome, showing
the poverty of the people and hardship of the miners.

At a display of vintage hats are more quotes. Listed are fifteen expressions with hat in them e.g., "I'll
eat my hat" "to pass the hat around." Also found out where the term Art Deco comes from. It derives
from the 1925 World’s fair - Exposition Internationale des Arts Decoratifs. For some reason I'm
pleased by this discovery.

I rounded off the day watching "The Amazing Jonathan" at The Improv. Jonathan is "amazing"
because he does crazy tricks like hacking his arm off, snorting a bucketful of cocaine, imbedding a
scissor in his assistant’s head, etc.

The two young guys at my table had one thing in common; each one had a girlfriend waitressing
there. Occasionally the girls would sneak them a little something - roll, piece of cake. | shared my
sandwich with one, since he was still starving. | left after an hour of grossness - Jonathan had made
his point.

So where are the quotes here? | found them on the shirts of the waiters. "Life is too important to be
taken seriously.”

Day two very briefly, started off with the justifiably famous Heard Museum of Native American art and
artifacts and ended with jazz at sunset at the Desert Botanical Gardens - both unique. Also managed
to discover the "Downtown" by zooming off the expressway at 75 mph into a sleepy, peopleless,



carless section of the city abundant in parking spaces. Now | have it figured, this is a city where the
freeways and suburbs are hectic and downtown is dead.

Day three, moved to The Ivy on the Waterfront in Scottsdale (irrigation canal in case you're
wondering.) | was given their show unit - $49 for a plush apartment with 2 TV’s, private pool, evening
wine, a.m. buffet breakfast. They "forgot" to tell me the water was polluted with a serious stenchly
hydrogen sulfide problem. Still, it was fun till I turned on the water to take a shower.

With my new found interest in western art | thought I'd check out the 100 art galleries in Scottsdale.
Goldie always tells me to be positive. So here goes, they have the best bad and expensive Western
art on the planet. How many noble Indian chiefs staring into the sunset (get the metaphor?) or
lonesome cowboys can one appreciate? And the cute bronze little girls sniffing flowers or playing ball?
There were about fifty of them all over the place; an upscale Sedona.

Tired of the superficial, I'm off on my first visit ever to Las Vegas.

Lots of love to all, Barry

P CROSS COUNTRY # 15%50g

Contravand

GOLDIE: Re-entry after teaching or attending a retreat is usually a spiritual challenge. Imagine going
from standing at Sinai in preparation for the Jewish holiday Shavuot with the Or Shalom (Vancouver,
Canada) Jewish Renewal community to sweltering in the desert and neon of Las Vegas, Nevada.
Fortunately US Customs helped to bring me down to earth on the way back.

Didn't spend a penny in Canada, noted that on the customs form. The smiling agent stamps a big red
word: EXTEST onto my form and sends me around the corner where all the people with large
suspicious boxes go. Ugh. A zillion overseas trips and today, winging my way back to my beloved, to
get stuck in bureaucracy.

"Oh," the agent says. "It just means you are number 100. We randomly check every one hundredth
person to validate our existence to the US government, plus I'm in training."

He starts gently looking through the piles of handouts, books about Sinai, covenant, mitzvot and then
starts on my stack of hats. "Did you list the value of this merchandise?"

"I didn't buy the hats in Canada."

"You can't just carry stuff in and out to sell without declaring the value.”

"They're not for sale. | wear them." Looking skeptical he continues the search.

He gets to my Jewish prayer paraphernalia, tallit and tephillin. Unwinding the tephillin he comments,
"kinky. "Tell me madam, you note your purpose in Canada was business, exactly what was your

business in Canada?"

"I'm a rabbi; | came to teach a synagogue retreat in the mountains.” (Uh, oh...wait til he gets to the
spices in the Havdalah box....agricultural goods?)

"May | see some form of professional identification please?" (Guess who gave away all her business
cards on the retreat?)
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"Kind sir, since you are in training and I am not aware there is anything illegal about carrying hats
and leather across state lines, could | speak with your supervisor please?"

The supervisor comes over with a flock of trainees. He looks at the mountain of once carefully
compacted stuff and then at me and then does a double take at the pile:

"Do you know what that is?! Tephillin shouldn't be tossed around like that!"
Needless to say it was smooth sailing there-after.

More from Goldie: Serving as guest teacher for the Or Shalom retreat was such a delight. A very
caring community, it felt like a menschlich shtetl (ethical village) up there in the glorious mountains
outside Vancouver. It's been very hard on my husband as | methodically prepare for teaching.
Successful retreats take solid infrastructure and a thoughtful mix of deep learning, joyful prayer, free
time and lots of fun.

My favorite moment was hiking on Shabbat up mountains covered with long-ago fallen trees that have
grown a curious long-haired deep green moss. We heard the rushing sound of water falls mixed with
glorious bird calls and came to a magnificent multi-level water fall landing at our feet on colorful
rocks....soon wet socks, deepening friendships and laughter also joined the moment.

So deeply inadequate is the feeling of this prayer leader just before services. Praying that The One
will send what this particular community needs, praying to get ego out of the way....feels like waiting
for the pang that lets the milk come when one is nursing....one has to consciously get out of the way
for the "flow" to come...

With time one even feels the beginning of trusting this process and learns skills which can help via
what Rabbi Shefa Gold calls "stereoscopic consciousness." This is the ability to discern different
attributes of the group energy and incline one's voice, soul, prayer and body to fine tune them..... any
person praying can do this form of leading too, right from their seat. A harmony of souls begins as a
community practices this (particularly palpable on retreat) and the hum of the village being
intentionally created is so beautiful.

We did three meaningful witnessing experiences of Torah reading during the service, this is called an
aliyah in Hebrew. The first, aliyah is for those who felt that this Shavuot they were climbing a
particular mountain in their lives. Those who came up were blessed that they receive the needed
vision for how to proceed in their life. We found in the words of the scroll "let the earth be your altar,
not hewn stone" and rejoiced in the power of that awareness of the meaning of "earth” to both
ancient and contemporary peoples.

The second aliyah came for the reading of the Ten Commandments. Those who came up did so to
signify this as the tradition's natural recommitment ceremony- for those who see themselves as in a
long-term committed relationship with Judaism. The mischabeirach (blessing) was for support in
serving on the research and development team of the Jewish future, for a blessing as Torah comes
through the prism of our consciousness that what we discern will increase holiness in this world.

The third was for those who are healing their connections to Judaism or who need healing of body,
mind or soul. In most such gatherings are many who have needed to be distant from their Judaism for
some time, the blessing was for the reconnection to be joyful, full of consciousness and treasures
found. We sang Rabbi Shohama Wiener's "Waters of Healing"” (available on my website along with a
healing meditation under the topic of "prayer") to conclude the Torah service.

We explored many, many mitzvot on the retreat as part of our theme. | love to formulate creative
experiences to facilitate learning and the Or Shalom folks jumped right in and took everything to an
amazing level. The hardest work was on the requested topic: "When boundaries are broken, is
forgiveness still a mitzvah?" No words could do justice to the deep sharings that happened. There is a
powerful reclaiming of body, mind and soul that happens in a full teshuvah [experience of revisiting a
difficult relationship encounter and working toward healing] experience....a joy that comes when the



time is right, when the group is a safe place for working it out together..... never did | pray harder to
be a clear channel than during these moments.

Also want to emphasize an awareness, that when one is involved in rabbinic work, both the
perpetrator and those who have been hurt are souls for whom we must give care and guidance,
BOTH. There is story in the Talmud where a rabbi sees some thieves and curses them. His wife,
Bruriah, corrects him saying not to curse them, rather to pray that they transform themselves and
change their ways. Once one gets passed the pain and anger, this perhaps is a wonderful next step
for some to take.

For yizkor, the memorial service for loved ones gone to the next plane of being, we gathered in the
evening before havdallah, the ritual of braided candles, blessings, spices and wine to end the
Sabbath. (An unusual convergence of religious events, that was helpful.) Around the memorial
candles that had been lit before Shabbat we chanted about eternity "Me-olam ad olam, atah EIL." Each
person had brought a photo or memento or just a memory to tell about someone who has died. The
mitzvah of Zachor is to tell their stories so that a person's zachor, “memory,” will be for a blessing.
Oh, how we listened, amazed, amused, tearful, astonished, united through the weaving of the lives
into the collective memory of a community.

There were infinitely more highlights - Yiddish songfest at the campfire, making take-home moss
gardens, prancing around during new games....... and the walks, the long walks with a few singular
souls desiring to share a challenging moment in their lives......... walks with golden neshamot, “souls,”
who | will never forget, may the blessings which came multiply for them and bring healing.

Vancouver, you ask. What about Vancouver? Didn't see much of it. Had one glorious afternoon hosted
by a very nice interesting family from the North Shore.....walked to the beach, looked out upon a
golden sunset from their picture window over the huge expanse of water below. "It's a rain forest
here" they said, the flowers, glorious abundant flowers everywhere proved it. | don't know about the
rain part, we had four days of radical sunshine.

During the tikkun, all night study session, Or Shalom's delightful rabbi, David Mivisair led a study of
chapter 36 of the Tanya, a Chassidic text which | studied first with amazement in rabbinical school
with Rabbi Zalman Schachter-Shalomi. Through Reb David's skillful teaching a message that came
through this time is that perhaps The Source has generated conscious beings because an exponential
increase in action and thought power is needed to repair the problems inherent in creation. Big
project, so there is a big team. (On the other hand, if we are holographically replicating that in which
we are embedded, wouldn't we also exponentially increase the amount of shadow?...... help me out
with this!?)

Coming down the mountain faces radiant, a possible interpretation that | argued for as a rabbinical
student recurred to me. Al tigshoo el eeshah. The Torah portion text usually is read as Moses telling
the people "don't go near a woman." One could change the vowels, and make it, al tigshoo el aysh-
ah. "Don't go near Her fire." So nice to live in times where we can make our own kind of midrash
(interpretive story based on an opportunity in the grammar or missing dialogue in the text).

The temperature had gone from 45 degrees to amost 90 degrees. Watching the snow caps of high
Vancouver mountains transformed into raging waterfalls visible from the highways on the way
home....one wonders...do we ever know what a verse really means?

Las Vegas? Barry and | wil have to tell you about that one together, after Shabbos.

P.S. For those who are interested | posted a Four Worlds approach to Torah study, would love

readers' ideas on how to express it better or deeper. Look on my website under Torah or What's New.
Thanks!
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ﬁCross Country #16%

How to Never Be Out of Lux

Barry: It's hard not to be cynical in Las Vegas. So | won't try, especially since Goldie hasn't arrived
here yet, returning from Vancouver tomorrow. | will have vivid memories of a chunky woman in the
long line behind me at the breakfast buffet having a panic attack at the thought she would have to get
in the line again for seconds.

Goldie: Hi honey I'm home. Thought we were going to work on being more politically correct.

How do I look? [Little does he know that getting off the plane | was dressed in old t-shirt and hiking
boots.....saw a sale in a little airport boutique and came away with a cerulean-blue swishy dress and
sun glasses studded with rhinestones [costuming is everything on the stage of life] (all together came
in under $49)...changed in the powder room, an airline hostess catching a smoke between planes did
my hair while she had the giggles over my retaining a kippah....]

Barry: Or the very impressive Luxor, built in the shape of a pyramid containing all things Egyptian
including a recreated King Tut's tomb next to La Salsa Mexican Restaurant in the atrium.

Some say the official bird of Nevada is the Crane - you see cranes all over town towering above the
new buildings. | believe the telephone directory is published twice a year because of the steady influx
of newcomers.

Spoke to the waitress in the buffet restaurant of the hotel ($4.99 for breakfast.) They have upward of
12,000 people a day in this one restaurant alone.

Goldie: Vegas has changed dramatically since | was here as a teen on a USY on Wheels tour of
America about 30 years ago. Then it was tawdry, smoky, small and when | dropped a quarter into a
slot machine in the bathroom and $250 rolled out, the counselor kept the money saying it was illegal
for kids to gambile.

Of course Barry has a way of turning each day of travel into a work of art. He reviews every possible
map (not my field), brochure, chats people up and develops a pastiche of the most glorious and most
absurd elements of each place we visit. Vegas is no different.

Barry: Our modest room in the Tropicana is $59 a night. At the check in | heard a clerk offering rooms
at $49 and apparently the prices are constantly changing. The price on the door in our room lists it at
a maximum of $500, no doubt to make suckers who spent $100 feel good.

In front of the hotel they are selling oxygen to the gullible. They have different colored 02, each one
designed for a different effect at $5 for 5 minutes. Nothing seems to be a straight deal over here. All
over town there are "official" tourist information booths selling "discount show tickets". VIP express
lines at restaurants are jammed with tourists. Waiting in an express line is supposed to make one feel
privileged? Like arriving 3 hours late flying first class instead of economy. Same principle.

The ultimate gamble for those who find the casino action too tame - 108,000 marriage licenses were
issued here last year. Unlike the buffets, there is no wait. 24 hour-a-day wedding chapels in every
casino and on every street. Weddings can be had for as cheaply as $200 and on credit if necessary;
didn't see any quickie divorces advertised.

Goldie: Brides flounce by at every turn. Divorces are advertised by price not speed; one billboard
claimed $39, cheaper than a hotel room..... wonder if they even have Hertz Rent-a-Rabbis? My soul is
real queezy at being here....everything leads you back to a slot machine....free drinks are...over by
the slots.....free shows are..... over by the slots...... magic show takes you....over by the slots. | once
lost $15 in nickels gambling at Resorts Casino when it opened in Atlantic City...never gambled with
money again (trips to South Africa and the Ukraine...well, we all have our risk tolerances)
...meanwhile, I WANT MY $15 BACK....could'a gone to tzedakah.



Barry: On the other hand, given a day to find my feet, | was able to see beyond the sleazy. The
buildings are marvelous extravaganzas. The best entertainment is free. Just to walk around and gawk
at the excess of it all; like seeing a simulated volcano erupting at the Mirage, water show at Bellagio,
and the sailing ships battle at Treasure Island. | soon forgot the insanity of this place ..... wish my
granddaughter was here.

Goldie's punning her head off. We decided on a truce (which lasted about 30 minutes when | asked
her what drug would fix the van. Answer: Vangomycin. ((Vancomycin is an antibiotic for you non-
physicians.))

Goldie: In the $100 minimum bet pit the guy with a lovely smooth bald head, gold bangle, black
leather pants and a diamond earring is sweating bullets. | want to take him for a walk,
talk.....anything. He goes to the phone and placates someone who's waiting somewhere.....slides
$2000 of chips onto a number............ I have to walk away...keep remembering the Holocaust
survivor, from a town | long ago lived in, who lost his house and business to the big "g" addiction. It's
like a decadent Disney land here, only, instead of paying a flat fee for entertainment, the
entertainment is free and the fee is endless for those who get caught up in the slots.

Barry: The ultimate moment was seeing the show called "Mystere". It left me feeling stunned from
the intensity of the experience. If | had seen nothing else in Vegas, this show alone would have made
the trip worthwhile; a pearl in the oyster that is Las Vegas.

Goldie: Have to agree. It was one of the best pieces of "circus" theater I've experienced....a hybrid of
Greek myth-like motifs, Japanese theater, pre-war German humor, Klez vivacity........ the costumes
must have been by a Danskin designer on acid..... and the effect is at the level that Fantasia must
have taken society in its time..... breathless, joyful, imagination stimulated and a sense of what lies
beyond the visibly possible is evoked.

Some of the best and the worst that America can be is reflected here. Most places are fun and
operated efficiently, creatively and effectively. There's not much smoke anymore, probably due to a
combination of technology and changing habits....that's good.

Visually this place is a total stitch...... one arrives to see the NY sky-line, which turns out to be a tromp
d'oeil building which is a gargantuan casino, another is shaped as a humongous pyramid, another is a
duplicate of the Eiffel Tower, yet another duplicates a square in Venice down to the very cracks in the
walls and trolling gondolas on winding channels. Water fountains dance on a created lake to classical
music...... not much skin is shown, on the street one is handed flyers advertising discreet visits
available as a room service....

Barry: Having taken in the essence of the place, (including a $4.99 breakfast of steak and eggs for
me...Goldie on the other hand is turning orange from all the carrots), | am ready to point Van Go due
west and in a few hours hit the California coast where she assures me | can lie on the beach while she
works on teaching materials.

ﬁCross Country #17%

When a Sunrise Gives You Paws

Our gratitude is profound to everyone who is sending us notes of encouragement and guidance along
the way..... it's wonderful to live in amazing times among such caring people. Cyber connections can
indeed yield holy sparks.

The air in Santa Barbara is scented with every variety of roses. One huge peach globe of a rose
arrested both of us outside the Victorian Upham Inn where we are staying. Maybe six inches in
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diameter each diaphanous petal was gracefully dancing in the breeze like prom dress chiffon. Should
we bother to go to the botanical gardens? The whole town is in bloom! (One could call this place
Scenta Barbara.) The air is cool and moist; 40 degrees lower than in Vegas.

This weekend's festival is an Italian Sidewalk Painting Festival. Families, art students, best friends,
adults, children - hundreds of people all squatting within the squares allotted to them in front of the
old Spanish Mission church. Over a matter of hours sensuous works of pastel art emerge. While
everyone is busily engaged staring at their emerging masterpieces, we look up, and wonder about the
possible consequences of the threatening clouds.

I try to imagine Barry and | working on a section together....should we? A memory recurs:

Early in our relationship we went to Turquoise Island together. A silk painting studio at the resort
caught my eye. Hmmm. Been getting invested in this relationship, let's see...... how could we test our
ability to survive some challenges. "Barry, how about we do a silk painting together?" He agrees.

We select a panel that is six feet long and two and a half feet wide. The sketching part goes well....a
multi-colored pastel parrot superimposed on a turquoise sea with Bougainvillea in the back ground
and ferns in the foreground; so far, so good.

We begin painting. His style is poster-color clarity, vivid, bold direct. Mine is buttery merging of
softened shades, oil-painting like. The battle commences for whose style is correct. He stalks off to
the beach. Oh, no, no, NO. I stalk him and seconds after he settles into a divan to watch the
sunset....flam! | flip his lounge chair over and he goes sprawling into the sand, comes up
sputtering...... "How dare...... "

Barry: What she is not pointing out is that this has become a typical pattern for us. We had never
done a silk painting before and we do the largest one possible - 15 square feet, pushing ourselves
past any reasonable limit.

Goldie: We agree to work through disputes rather than increasing distance. Five days later a truly
gorgeous piece has emerged...... poster-style background, buttery-detailed foreground. That night at
dinner a woman at the table asks if we are the couple who was working in the silk studio.

"Yes..."

She wants to know if we are both psychiatrists.

"No....why do you ask that?"

"Because you two processed everything!"

"Yes...and?"

She looks straight at me. "Honey, if it was me | just would've upped and hit him!"

Ok. Maybe we'll skip taking a turn at sidewalk painting.

Barry: Shabbat dinner was going to be candles in the room and Kabbalat Shabbat, the evening
service, by the ocean. Following up on a thoughtful email from Marcia Brooks of Kehilla Community
Synagogue in San Francisco let us know that: "There's one Jewish renewal person in Santa Barbara,
you must call him." Rick whisked us right over to his house in the hills for Shabbat dinner with a
cluster of spontaneous, deep, delightful folk...sang great niggunim, “wordless melodies,” studied the
Torah portion [wherein, we see swings of intimacy between G*d and the people - in one verse letting
them eat meat "until it comes out of their noses" and many die of it, in another verse extending the

benefit of Shechinah [intimacy with G*d, for some the feminine attributeds] connection that Moshe
feels to include seventy elders...... sounds like a regular relationship to us....]



We also had dramatized for us the unique challenges of living in refined, lovely, picture-perfect Santa
Barbara. Rick's concrete driveway had slid when the hill shifted and is unusable.

The last time Goldie was here was in the 1970's, as a hitch hiker (in those days it wasn't perceived to
be as dangerous) coming down from visiting San Francisco on her way to attend the Brandeis
Institute near Los Angeles.

Goldie:

FLASHBACK: The August day was blazing hot, the folks who drop me off in Santa Barbara and are
continuing on beyond it, comment how unusually smoggy the air seemed.

Not smog, it was smoke. All possible ways to the house of my never-met-in-person pen pal were
closed off and no one answered his phone. Fire trucks were clanging everywhere. With $5 in my
pocket | slide into a juice bar seat and wonder what to do next, it was getting dark. The proprietor is
a friendly fellow who invites me to stay over with him and his wife, accepting began to seem prudent
once the moonless night became more evident.

Back at their place they offer me a drink.

"Orange juice would be great,” | mutter, mouth dry and ashy.

"How about a Sunrise?"

"Sure." What did | care what brand of orange juice they like?

The long, tall glass of thirst quenching juice arrives and | down it in seconds.

"Are you sure you want to drink like that?" asks the wife.

"Always drink OJ that way, love it!" | exclaim and fall off my chair within minutes, crash landing on
the chartreuse shag rug.

PAUSE PAWS

On either side of my head were huge paws, bigger than huge with claws extending and retracting
spasmodically. "Dead, must be dead", was my first thought....."do the dead have headaches like
this?” “Hope not." was the second.

A huge tongue is heading toward my face, leonine teeth descending with it and a crop of lengthy
whiskers shading dilated pupils set in golden eyes............ SLURP........... my scream must have
outshone the fire engines.......... footsteps pounding and laughter. LAUGHTER?

Seems the proprietor's wife was a large animal veterinarian. Her pet puma was distressed at my
downfall from the TEQUILA sunrise and has been perched on my chest trying to revive me for hours.
The puma was nothin’, you should have seen the boa constrictor in the bathroom. Never hitch hiked
again...... for that matter never drank that kind of OJ again either.

BACK TO THE PRESENT: The fog is lifting, sunlight streaming, some rather good jazz wafting in from
the street....Barry's off at the botanical gardens with Rick and will return for dinner and Contra
dancing tonight....sweet feat!

P CROSS COUNTRY # 18%65Eg
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Got OUR Seal of Approval

Goldie: Hundreds of seals, slide...flop.....slide....flop...... a reasonable cause for the gaper delay on
Highway I. We pause and start to count them...185 seals...... turns out we are standing beside a park
ranger who tells us sometimes 4000 of them congregate here to mate. | search for a blessing and
recall an Orthodox colleague challenging one of my classes to stop using the shechecheyanu,
blessings for a special season, as a generic blessing (which technically, it isn’t...there are set
moments for saying it, which make those set seasons particularly special). In the spirit of a Judaism
expanded, | bless the One who filled the seas....who yiram ha yam u’m’lo-o0, as the psalm reads, and
burst into a song on the theme written by Rabbi Geelah Rayzl Raphael of the women’s acapella
recording group Miraj.

Barry: From fresh sunny spring weather in Cleveland, through stormy gale forced winds in Nebraska,
over snow flurried mountain passes in the Rockies, across scorching desert in Arizona - now this. We
have arrived in Carmel, California. Till this point, it has seemed as if spring has been following us
across the country. But here it’s foggy, grey and cold. Goldie is out with a rabbi friend talking rabbi
business. | have decided to give them a wide berth opting instead to light a fire in the fireplace of our
motel room, watch TV, type, and keep warm (in reverse order.)

If Jerome was the antidote we needed to Sedona, then Santa Barbara, where we just left, was the
antidote to Vegas. Santa Barbara is like a Garden of Eden, with Shangri-La in the hills behind. The
entire town is spotlessly clean, they not only have signs warning to pick up after your dog. They also
provide you with biodegradable plastic gloves in dispensers in the park. It felt as if | was in one
gigantic flower garden. Happy.

Nevertheless, | went to the botanical gardens with our new found Jewish renewal friend, Rick, while
Goldie had the day off to prepare for her next workshop. We ran into Goldie on our return. She was
returning from Kinko’s where she had gone to do some photocopying. Oh, the reason she was
carrying an armful of new dresses was because of this irresistible sale etc. etc. Needs them for high
holy days at Kripalu etc., etc. [Goldie: Blessings upon Rabbi Wayne Dosick for recommending Tienda
Ho....found lots of reasonable, beautiful funky regal replacement rebbe threads...]

Barry Rick is a delightful man. He quit his job as a fireman a few months ago, and like me, is
uncertain of the next step. G’s comment about his resignation: "Burnt out.” didn’t faze him. He took
her contra dancing that night, while I meditated in front of the TV.

Goldie: The contra folk dancing was on a "sprung floor"...new concept for me, an old wooden floor laid
so that each step becomes a bounce....it was like flying into the arms of dance partners, whirling and
reeling into a seamless dance of joy! People had come in from many states for the event and some
were "calling" dances they had written themselves....one person noted upon seeing my kippah (scull
cap): "Shouldn’t you be praying?" To which my response was: "I am!"

[A favorite quote found on my computer, likely from one of Yitzhak Buxbaum’s books is from the
Besht:

"Dancing is to lift up holy sparks" also he notes that "the Baal Shem Tov used to dance to attain
religious enthusiasm (hitlahavutt) and communion with G*d (devekut). He taught his followers that
"The dances of the Jew before his Creator are prayers...[his great-grandson Nachman of Breslov]
believed that to dance in prayer was a sacred command, and he composed a prayer which he recited
before dancing."]

Barry: We left Santa Barbara the next day feeling we had left behind an old friend. | was reminded of
our meeting with Patch Adams a year or two ago. He pointed out to us that even though he has few
assets, he considers himself a wealthy man because he has so many friends all over the world.. | can
understand his point. | know someone who spent several years and several million dollars building the
ultimate house. It burnt down the week before they were ready to move in.



Immediately out of Santa Barbara the vegetation changed - still beautiful and interesting, but more
grassland and drier. We drove up the coast past charming little towns, choosing instead to head
straight for Big Sur. We skipped the Madonna Inn and then Hearst Castle at San Simeon. Umberto
Eco had written a scathing piece comparing the garish Inn to the incredibly poor taste in the much
more expensive Castle.

On the way to Big Sur our cell phone rang. It was the manager of the hotel in Phoenix responding to
my complaint about the fumes of hydrogen sulfur (rotten eggs) coming from the shower.

Goldie called her beloved colleague Rabbi Leah Novick in Carmel only to hear a message that she was
away for the long weekend.

We pull into the famous retreat center at Esalen, near Big Sur where we are hoping to spend the
night. We check out the hot tubs perched high on cliffs which "oversea™ the Pacific. And who emerges
from one to greet us? A gleaming Rabbi Leah Novick. And the hot tubs are reaking of sulfur fumes.
Here people are paying to soak in this stuff?!

(Goldie: Among the important discoveries on this trip is that as soon as we got west of Nebraska the
various skin ailments that have been plaguing me ceased. The sulfur baths were an extra boon - no
chlorine or bromine, which have been keeping me out of swimming pools and spas.)

Esalen was an exciting place to be in the sixties. It was a major center for Gestalt then. Now the
programs are more eclectic. We did not attend a workshop, choosing just to spend one memorable
day as paid guests, soaking up the beauty, the pool, hot tubs, and good food.

Goldie: Esalen: Profusion of huge succulents in flower, a live piano and cello concert after lunch where
everyone just sprawls out on pillows to listen, a long multi-tiered water-fall runs through the center of
everything, ........ they did manage to shock me, one option is being massaged under the sunshine by
a nude masseur, also bothmeat and veggie are served and smoking is allowed on the premises!

Barry: And wine and beer at dinner. Much more permissive atmosphere here in the west coast
tradition | guess. We opted to sleep in a dorm room, each of us were assigned to our own top bunk
with two strange guys below us...... friendly snorers....tight quarters.....]

We left reluctantly heading to Carmel on the Monterey peninsula. This area is noted for its famous golf
course sold to Japanese in 1990 for 850 million. Next, Santa Cruz for Goldie’s next workshop.

But not before going on a hike in the canyon at Esalen. Here we came across a big snake not two feet
from me. Goldie said it was harmless - she always says that when the snake is near me, but runs like
hell when it’'s near her. This was the fourth snake | have almost run into on our journey. The Arches
National Park, Boulder - hiking the mountain, Santa Barbara in the botanical garden, and now here
.This is getting very spooky. | decided to carry a staff. This sets me off thinking of the medical
insignia of a staff with a snake encircling it. And like a snake eating its tale, this leads to more
thinking and causes me to lie awake at 4 am wondering is this a sign from my buddy upstairs that |
must return to the practice of medicine.

Barry: This is as good a time as any to point out that this journey has many dimensions to it. Seeing
America, understanding more about the country we live in is just one. The others that we can identify
are: getting to know ourselves and each other better, meeting new friends and old, Goldie teaching in
various places, scoping out a possible community for us to live in several years from now, and for me
to explore what | am going to be doing professionally once this journey is over.

It's not much fun doing medicine in America at present, and when we move, getting licensed in

another state can be a major, if not impossible task as a foreign medical graduate. Besides | prefer
the counseling and therapy aspect.
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Goldie: Such a mechayeh [Yiddish for life-giving experience] receiving mentoring from a mature
woman colleague who | love and whose work | so deeply respect ... unforgettable. We spoke at length
about how to work with and select rabbinical students, how does one teach the use of one’s body,
mind and soul to bring G*d energy and connection through a community? Sometimes | wonder about
my sanity after receiving contact from rebbes or souls long gone to the next world....she illustrates
how this is a form of blessing, a healthy remarkable gift to receive (phewww...)..... We explore and
share for hours over an exceptional meal at Casablanca under the stars and an outdoor heater.

QI CROSS COUNTRY # 10f63Eg
The Mission Position

Barry: The Carmel Mission. | spent an hour walking through this historic site. Its full title is The
Basilica of Mission San Carlos Borromeo del Rio Carmelo. About 250 years ago as the Spaniards
moved up the California coast they established missions.

They did what was obviously right to them, converted the locals to Christianity and introduced
civilization to the area. This mission was lovingly restored by a gentleman, Harry Downie, who spent
50 years of his life doing it. He was honored for his work and now we have this beautiful mission to
give us insight into that time and a church for people to pray in as they did back then.

We see the ceremonial garb of its founder, Junipero Serra, his books, the room he died in restored to
its original condition, even pieces of his coffin bundled up with gold ribbon. He is being treated as a
hero. Some school children are being taken around.

I feel troubled by this and wonder why. | think back on my schooldays studying history - the Dutch
that settled South Africa in the 17" century. Being treated as heroes by the ruling Afrikaners and us
kids studying history from their perspective. Obviously they had been the good guys doing the right
thing.

I wonder what systems in our present lives we buy into. Like why do we accept that it is "normal” to
work 90 % of our lives and only play 10%.? Why do we wear neckties? Why are suburbs built without
any thought to planning? Why children are taught boring facts and not relationship skills and how to
use their imaginations? Why do we accept these systems (and others) as normal? The Spaniards were
wrong, the Afrikaners were wrong, and there is a lot in our present society that is wrong.

The second thought is why there is no plague or memorial in the mission remembering those who
suffered at the hands of the Spaniards? | feel angry that in this day and age, these people are still
being revered. Prayer goes on in the churches they established as if nothing had happened.

I want my $2 back.

Barry: Yesterday went awry. We suddenly found ourselves unexpectedly having to change our plans.
For a while our strengths clashed: Barry - specialist in organization and prevention of the unexpected
in patients vs Goldie who specializes in coping with adversity and surprises by going with the flow.

Goldie: | think Barry means he likes preventive medicine versus handling a crisis. We're noticing so
much about each other on the trip. | eat corn on the cob with gusto, Barry eats it daintily. | have a
photographic memory and everything looks in order to me no matter where I've put it....Barry needs
things put away in particular places...he relishes white space....I relish a profusion of cool

objects...... Barry likes to settle down at night with a nice WWII movie, | want to meditate and feel the
cocoon of darkness....

Barry: Meanwhile, back in Carmel. Being we were frozen in disharmony, Rabbi Leah came to the
rescue and suggested we hike the state park Point Lobos, which we did and found it as beautiful as
any we had seen anywhere; provided us with a roof over our heads (we slept in her office), cooked us
a delicious breakfast and directed us to the Kleins near Santa Cruz for the night.



Their home is an architectural delight. Designed by a former student of Frank Lloyd Wright it
obviously bears his influence. Redwood walls, tile and hardwood floors, custom furniture, stained glass
windows and set in the countryside near Santa Cruz.

This morning we spent a long time talking to a curator of a gallery about Zimbabwe sculpture. This
evening | discussed architecture with our host. | am reminded that art and aesthetics are very
important to me - almost a spiritual practice. The sensitivity of the artist, attention to detail, striving
for perfection, emotions embodied in the work.

This morning we also visited the aquarium in Monterey. We have visited many including an
outstanding one in Cape Town. This one blew us away with many forms of sea life we could never
have imagined. In particular, the jelly fish - many different varieties were so graceful and beautiful -
like ballet. Jellyfish are not only very functional, they are esthetically beautiful.

Goldie: The jelly fish provided a diaphanous ballet of light and illusion. So alien in appearance that
Barry remarked how even sci-fi seems limited in envisioning what beings from other planets might
look like.

Barry: If esthetics is integral to nature, why don’t we imitate nature in the way we design and build
our homes and towns? | suspect Goldie will rebut me about art being a spiritual practice, but | rest
my case.

Naturally, we had fish and chips for lunch.

Goldie: What defines a spiritual practice? Perhaps intention is one key element. Seems to me even a
religious practice can be devoid of spirituality, depends on the intention. For sure, art can be a
spiritual practice...it can also miss the mark, by exploiting its subject, for example.

Goldie: Teaching for Chadeish Yameinu, the Jewish renewal group in Santa Cruz was a wonderful
experience. They requested a seminar on davenology - skills for leading spiritually powerful services.
We looked at the sequence of prayers in morning services and what effect on the body, soul and mind
each is intended to occasion, so that an integration of nutrients for the soul stream are delivered
during the davenning; sort of a spiritual multi-vitamin.

I was surprised to articulate a new thought. One person noted that their morning practice is to take a
verse that strikes them and to chant it until they are in a meditative state. Sometimes practitioners of
yoga mention that they don’'t need to know the meaning of the Sanskrit chants, that their teachers
say the sound of the words will have their effect any way. So why would one need to understand a
Hebrew verse or to chant a particular verse established by the sages for a particular point in a
service? There is a real intentional order and synergy among the elements of the service. In my
experience there is more benefit possible than that inherent in meditation without the liturgy.

For example, chanting the traditional modah ani I'fanekhah upon awakening brings gratitude as one’s
earliest spiritual practice of the day....the ability to arise in praise rather than negativity. One might
see I'fanekhah as either meaning "before G*d", or lately | like to think of it as "into the face of G*d."
Once one has found the unique revelation of the verse for oneself at a given day in one’s life, then we
can let go of the meaning and continue chanting without intellectualizing. The body is so designed as
to retain and unconsciously integrate the revelation ....then the chanting becomes perhaps an
awareness of our embeddedness within That Which Is Unfolding..... and we enter into a warm silence,
a vessel for the next stage of davenning.

It was such a revelation to me that silence could be safe, holy, warm, loving. Growing up silence in
the family often meant a cold break in intimacy, a lost emptiness. The silence after a chant in my
experience is often so full of love, a nesting of oneself in The One. Through this | have learned to
savor silence at home, sensing and radiating warmth and love.
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Those attending the workshop in Santa Cruz looked deeply into each concept, tried on the notions,
asked important questions.... felt we were like a great spiritual airplane taking off to a new place
together. | am grateful for the time we shared.

IR CROSS COUNTRY #20%65Kg!

Making a Pesc of Oneself

Barry: Driving north along the coast from Santa Cruz, we stopped several times to check out the
magnificent scenery. It was bitterly cold with a biting wind. We felt better after hauling out our winter
coats. Apparently they are predicting a cool summer. Everyone tells us the climate here is the mildest
in the country. | guess they mean the coldest summers and warmest winters.

Goldie: We saw wind surfers huddled in down coats! Locals keep explaining that records of the
missionaries who first came here reflect similarly cold weather....l sense the hope that this is normal
and not some evidence of a planet out of wack.

Barry: Artichoke territory! So we drove a couple of miles inland to the tiny town of Pescadero to
indulge ourselves in artichoke soup, steamed artichoke, fish and warm apricot pie. It isn’t as bad as it
sounds. At this stage of our journey, we are becoming weight conscious and are splitting meals, so it’s
just one of everything. The food was delicious and much more of the artichoke is edible and sweet
when it’s fresh.

Goldie: My most sensuous memory will be when we stopped to try organic strawberries fresh off the
vine. For the next few miles while | drove Barry kept gradually feeding me the huge sweet
strawberries, bite by bite. Berry nice.

Goldie: We were invited to stay in Piedmont (near Berkeley which is near San Francisco) with Sharon
and Elliot Ufberg. I met Sharon at the Project Kesher Conference in Chicago. Her vivacity and intellect
drew me to her at once. Turns out she is very active in ORT on a national level..... an important part of
our Project Kesher work.

Sharon and Elliott’s Shabbat table was ringed with the most interesting people - among them Joe, a
former Armenian priest who asked the most profound questions who is married to Molly, a brilliant
complex systems analyst. Molly introduced me to the notion of creation as a complex learning system
which integrates its experiences deeply over time.

Barry then asked how could Rumi and mystics of parallel cultures get the intrinsic holiness and unity
of creation so profoundly back in the 1200's and since then, so few people have been able to
understand their concepts. Molly suggested that one can accept that all of humanity won’t be
functioning in the same paradigm at the same time. There will always be those at the leading edge
and those who trail...and all the ingredients of civilization continue to churn and play their role in the
ever emerging product. Human development is not linear. Today, for example, children are overly
involved in computers and many of their skills are lying dormant or undeveloped.

This started a deep discussion with a genetics counselor at dinner which | hope to continue. She
explained that Jewish women don’t actually get more breast cancer than other groups. It was just
that blood samples from Tay Sachs screenings were available for doing research on women and so the
only group that there is exquisitely worked out data on is Ashkenazi women.

Barry: Next day we went to downtown San Francisco to see my daughter’s paintings on exhibit at the
John Pence Gallery at 750 Post Street. Her name is Juliette Aristides - remember her name, she’ll be
famous one day. The exhibit was of tromp I'oeil style- paintings that are so realistic they fool the eye.

Goldie: Her work is exquisitely fine.



Barry: Afterwards the sun had come out, so we sat at a sidewalk café with coffee and a New York
Times. Heaven. We soaked up the sights and sounds of the city. There was lots of touristy stuff for
sale in Chinatown; Goldie claimed she was "jaded" so we didn’t buy. Get it?

Goldie: Ran into some good ritual. Gotta love it. This took the form of the "Green Street Mortuary
Band", a cluster of Sousa march playing Caucasians, proceeding somberly up the main street of China
Town in front of an open car in which two obviously sad Chinese people were holding aloft a framed
portrait of a middle-aged Chinese man. Behind them was the hearse, etc. At intervals slips were
tossed into the air punctured with symbols (does anyone know what might have been written upon
them?).

The funeral cortege stopped in front of a building and the back of the hearse was opened (nothing
taken out) and a special melody played, the door was closed and the march continued. | introduced
myself to the funeral director who explained that the person’s soul would run into their home and a bit
later their place of work to say good bye to life on this level of existence.

Barry: There was something quite moving about the scene. Traffic was stopped; pedestrians were
looking on and noting his death. It wasn’t just business as usual and it seemed to me that he was
being honored in his death by the community.

Barry: On the way back up from the waterfront we walked up a steep hill - as Goldie put it: "Just for
the hill of it." After a few blocks, we jumped on a passing crowded cable car using a local elder as a
guide. He showed us how to climb up on the rear and seeing the four dollars in my hand, tried to
show me how | could avoid paying, but the conductor had spotted me.

Goldie: They really do have a Rice-a-Roni commercial on cable cars. Loved hanging off the side,
holding onto hat, flying down hills in the wind....and the vista below of the harbor and sail boats with
colorful jibs all aloft....glorious!

We also toured a WWII submarine.... Tried to imagine 70 men aboard the thin vessel, the fumes,
raging heat and sound of the engines....their sleeping berths were perched above the
torpedoes....diving for dear life with a 10 second warning. They had by far the highest casualty rate in
the Navy and they were all volunteers.

I remembered being at Pearl Harbor a few years back. Having two sons | felt so for the all mothers
and all the sons lost....unconsciously began saying Kaddish [prayer said by mourners] softly. Soon
realized that among the hundreds gathered around me, quite a few also joined in. Soon throughout
the room the Jews had a whispered unity.....oseh shalom bimromav....may the One who makes peace
above do so upon us....silence.

Barry: Last night we had a hike in the forest above Berkeley with Rabbis Nadia and Victor Gross. They
are an interesting couple, unique in that they co-rabbi a congregation. The hike was aborted when we
discovered ticks all over our clothes.

Goldie: " Gotta leave, I'm getting ticked off.” (Believe me it’s endless. Perhaps I'll get some relief if
you email her to stop.)

We discussed congregational dynamics over dinner. | know nothing about the subject, but found the
conversation very stimulating. Started me thinking about it in Gestalt terms, perhaps the
congregation could be viewed as an organism with its own awareness cycle, boundaries, resistances,
contact zone. This could be a helpful model for rabbis with regard to their issues with their
congregations - setting boundaries, exploring defenses, etc. This probably won't mean much to most
people, suffice to say that it’'s one way to view the individuals in a congregation as a single entity in
relationship with the rabbi.

Also thought of what is involved in spiritual counseling, and had an image of holding a mirror to the

client. One that is selective in reflecting back the positive while allowing the negative to pass through.
This reinforces the positive traits and empowers the individual to confront the issues. How often do we
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hold up a mirror to our loved ones and partners and reflect back the negative, allowing the positive to
pass unrecognized?!

We spoke about Goldie’s concept of creating a minyan [ten people needed for prayer, here used as
ten personal support folks] in one’s life and explored the idea of designating certain individuals to
being one’s support. Someone said this does not always include your partner "Someone you sleep
with." It occurred to me that we could rephrase this: "Your partner is someone you are awake with"
i.e., someone engaged in conscious living with you.

Lest anyone be concerned I'm getting too religious, I'm reading a book called "Smoking, drinking and
screwing" short stories by famous writers on the good life. One way to keep me grounded.

SR CROSS COUNTRY #21 6!

Eh! What's a Nappa®?

Goldie: Sniff............ seems ok, ....... let’s inhale....... cherries....vanilla...pepper....hay....smoked

Ahhh....Napa Valley...... wine country.

Didn’t the term palate used to be for oil painting? | remember the day my former mother-in-law put a
brush in my hand and offered a set of tubes to me. We painted side by side on the same first
canvass...and a new world was born. How many shades of green can comprise a forest, what are the
ranges of reds in a rose...what color is a shadow? Cerulean and viridian became familiar terms, burnt
and raw umber new ideas. Every glance at life yielded the frisky joy of new ways of looking.

Napa held a bit of that....we’ve been to Provence and the glorious wine country in South Africa, as
well. Yet Napa explains itself so clearly. Most being so new, the wineries are each contemporary works
of conscious art...lovely to behold. Exhibits and guides educate one to the nuance of the vinter’s art.

A winery wall chart shows major international wine producers: Italy, France, South Africa, U.S.A.,
Chile, Australia, Russia....... "RUSSIA?" Barry’s voice carries incredulity. "l thought they only drank
vodkal!l?"

We step outside and are seated by our haute couture dressed maitre d’ for a meal of much anticipated
haute cuisine. The waitperson has a memorably husky voice....we have a choice of five white
sparkling Domain wines, including the one from their "reserves" and another designed for the
millennium. Figuring the latter as expensive gimmicks we select one fruity and one ultra dry. Thought
all champagne tastes alike and is tolerated for social ritual?

My mother reads a menu like some people eat fine food...gradually, savoring the imagined tasting of
every dish and then orders a grilled cheese or plain chicken breast. | read like she does but when it
comes to ordering...... mmmm. We started with local smoked trout marinated in brandy served over
creamy goat cheese and feathery greens with a light honeyed dressing topped with toasted scallion
shreds. Oh....ooo0h...this was the rare time | wished Barry and | weren’t sharing one meal for two.

The first of the wines arrives, poured by the white gloved wine steward, her thumb planted in that
indentation in the bottom of the bottle and poured with obvious skill. From there the Merlot glazed
halibut over large grain Israeli couscous with asparagus and mango chutney appears....it went so fast!
The next wine glass arrives, drier, goes down easy... You know...

There was that time in Shargorad, Ukraine. The old Byzantine-style synagogue still stands, walls
perhaps 18 feet thick to fortress the Jews, when necessary. | was surprised to see it was freshly
whitewashed, almost gleaming. We knock and three pleasant peasants open the door. Golden teeth



gleaming in the rare sunlight, wearing red stained aprons and the omnipresent babushkeh (head
scarf)..... My translator asks if we can tour the synagogue.

"Nyet synogogo...." (It's not a synagogue...or something in Russian to that effect.)
"Nyet?" (No?)

They step back, shafts of light pierce the ancient interior to reveal...vats. Converted to a winery. (Who
was it that said "Get thee to a winery?)

They invite us in....we see small boarded windows high above the cavernous space, notice with
sadness the recessed area which once hid an ark and then, all the lights go out. Outside is broad day
light, inside pure blackness. My heart pounds in my ears...will we be robbed? Is there a war?

A match is struck and a candle flame appears in the hand of one of the workers. He seems
unconcerned....all seem unconcerned. They sit down on the wooden floor, lean against the cool stone
walls and motion to us to do the same. A jar of reagent strips appears from a pocket as he tests the
PH of the vat and nods approvingly. My translator looks at me for my intention, obvious questions
don’t always cross cultures. "Ask why the lights went out, please." She does.

"They go out every other hour."” replies the woman. Instead of volunteering more information she
pulls up a ladle, dips into the vat which is embedded in the floor (rows of them dot the room, one
could barely see to move between them without falling in) and takes a long, deep sip...offering it
around to each of us....l pass.

"Ask her why the lights go out?"

The response comes after a great sigh escapes the man, Nikoli. "Here electricity costs more than
people. The wine does most of the work. Every other hour we are paid to sit and drink in silence. It is
the best job in town."” The stub of candle goes out. Seems there isn’'t another...we will have to wait for
the lights to come back on.

The ladle comes by again. | pass, fearful of sharing germs. The woman cocks her head at me, reaches
into another pocket and draws out a glass which she wipes with her apron, motioning for me to dip
into the vat on my own. | don’t pass. Time does.

We shmooz, sing patriotic songs of which I know not a word but seem to divine instantly.....they
bemoan the fact they can’t break into the American market with their product.....we sing and reflect
on capitalism...my glass keeps finding its way into the plum wine...usually a thimble of shabbos wine
does it for me....our signing begins to sound professional...soon they have learned the traditional
blessing over wine....their Hebrew sounds better than my Russian....l fancy myself a choral
director.....The lights come on, scattered ten watt bulbs feel blinding. All struggle to their feet. | ask
the translator to arrange for me to buy some of this great stuff. We can’t. They ask me "Where is your
bottle?"

You guessed it. Townspeople come to the back door and ring the bell. They bring their own crockery
bottle or keg and pay to have it filled. No labels, no bottles, cash on the barrel. | dip my glass in a
final toast and pour myself out into the dazzling light of day.

"Can | interest you in a dessert wine?" The wine steward’s husky voice jolts me back to Napa reality.

"No, thanks, | appear to be high enough.” As we get up and walk out into the Domain winery rose
gardens, | turn to Barry and say, "Wine in Russia? Did | ever tell you about that day in Shargorad?"

P CROSS COUNTRY #2268
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The Big Three

Barry: Up and down, around and around, in ever tightening circles. Accelerate, decelerate, brake;
over and over again. Our destination was only fifty miles away but the drive seemed to drag on
forever. The sky was blue, the ocean turquoise, the river, a sheer drop a thousand feet below on our
left- Emerald green. The color of Goldie’s face was something in between - before it turned white. She
tried a weak joke, something about turning our VanGo into a Jackson Pollock.

Eventually, our roller coaster drive came to an end. Goldie opened up her eyes and ate a cracker. We
were just a few miles from Eureka, it was 7:30 p.m and we would stop for the night. Goldie did some
quick research and recommended a B & B in Ferndale, Oregon, a Victorian village just 5 miles off the
highway. A quick call revealed that the B & B had rooms available, the cheapest with a detached bath
at $85. We spotted the establishment as we drove in, but decided to continue a little further to see
what else might be available, perhaps a place not listed in the AAA book.

Indeed a few blocks further was this beautiful newly restored Victorian inn called The Victorian Inn.
Sensing an opportunity for something a little more interesting (no, we haven’t learned our lesson yet)
we went in.

Goldie: Matt Dillon could have walked by and moseyed up to the long, wooden bar and it wouldn’t
have surprised me. Here we found out who Black Bart was, you'll recall we ate in a saloon of the same
name in Flagstaff and saw reference to him in a cowboy museum in Arizona. Black Bart was a
legendary stage coach bandit whose reign extended all the way here.

Barry: The proud hotel owner insisted on showing us every room - each one different and only one
was occupied - we chose the least expensive, a charming but small room with a fireplace, the first
room. We returned with him to the room only to hear "we’ll take it." coming from the open door.....

Goldie: A sweet older couple from Alaska took the room. Got to know them in the lobby, he’s being
transferred down here to start up an old newspaper pulp processing plant. Careers out here are so
different to NYC. Meanwhile after the $85 dollar room, rates went up to $120, then $140 for rooms
with lace cloths, elegant drawing room drapes, and Victorian claw footed tubs.

Barry: We were offered our pick of the nicest room in the place for the same price - $85. Goldie thinks
her stage whisper "We can always go to a B & B down the block for $85" may have greased the
process. Resisting his offer of dinner downstairs, we walked a few blocks to check out the competition.
Menu looked good - artichokes. Just then an overly greasy teenager came out and paused to tell us
"the food here is really good." Smelling a rat | probed him. Seems his uncle is the chef. We returned
to the hotel for dinner.

Goldie: Dinner commenced with fried artichoke hearts that melted in the mouth...mmm.

Barry: We strolled through Ferndale village the next day. It was our kind of town; spotless,
interesting, authentic and no other tourists. Originally settled by Danish farmers in 1852, it became
prosperous with its creameries (locals called the creamery owners’ homes "fat palaces".) Interesting
how much presence the Danes had in this country. We ate Danish in a Danish village in Nebraska,
drove by Danish Solvang in California, now here. (Incidentally we found Capetown a few miles from
here. It would have felt like home [Barry’s from Cape Town, South Africa] had we been willing to
drive a few more winding miles to visit it. It had been a stage coach stop on the coast.)

Goldie: After living in Cape May Country, New Jersey for fifteen years it was hard for me to get
excited about seeing more Victoriana. Ferndale redeemed the genre, it is unadulterated by modernity.
There are no trolley tours or fake brick-a-brack, no horse and buggies making pretenses at evoking
times gone by.

Wandered into a small art supply store to find a cluster of women learning tromp I'oeil painting onto
plates and furniture. They each have contacted a different master of this art around the world and



imported that person if possible, or his/her input into their circle. Small town doesn’t necessarily
translate to unsophisticated, we've learned. One woman had been to South Africa and recommended
a needle point exhibit in Pretoria. On the other hand, when they asked what 1 do and | answered "I'm
a rabbi." Another woman asks: "Isn’t that something Jewish?"

Barry: A short drive brought us to Crescent Beach, the most pristine beach | have ever seen. Even the
cemetery was unusual, beautifully stacked up the hillside in little tombs. This triggered us to debate
conscious burial practices (we really do talk about stuff like this - doesn’t everybody?)

A few days previously Rabbi Victor Gross had suggested a Jewish Renewal cemetery. A place "where
one can play poker and howl." | think he was jesting, but why not? Why do cemeteries have to be so
dead? Why not create cemeteries or at least memorial gardens in town squares or playgrounds, or
cancer parks, places where people will come. Why separate living from dead - its all one continuum
anyway. Why is sadness the only emotion permissible?

Instead of spending money on elaborate funerals, could we create a new paradigm where the money
is funneled to landscapers, artists, etc. Perhaps even small archives where each person’s life story is
recorded and one item to remember the individual by is saved, etc. “Conscious deading” | call it.
Goldie wasn’t won over.

Goldie: Won over? You didn’t mention that your model includes cremation. | find for myself and many
of those | serve that they don’t want to leave this world incinerated like garbage, dispatched as ashes
and contributing to global warming and air pollution. I love your ideas about increasing the
effectiveness of the mitzvah called zachor - sacred memory.

There’s another mitzvah, called kavod ha met, honoring the physicality of death, which takes the care
and transition of the body as sacred. We use taharah, for example, gentle washing and preparation of
a body for burial by a team chanting psalms. We have shmirah, sitting with a body until its burial.
This frees the soul in its travels to the next realms of being, knowing others will take over the mitzvah
of shmirat ha-guf care of the body for it. These final acts of caring are also lingering acts of love
organized by those whose mourning is most acute.

As a kid | attended Quaker schools (Friends), the graveyard was one of our playgrounds. Filled with
massive blossoming trees and copper beeches, it was a glorious space. We knew the names on every
head stone and leaping from our perch on one stone to the next would chat to the occupants.
Funerals took place outside our classroom windows; it was a normal part of life. In Europe the women
would gather in the cemeteries and chat with each other and to their ancestors while rolling the wax
for Havdallah ritual candles against the stones in the sunlight.

Barry, what a stimulating thought - bringing renewal to the idea of cemeteries!

Barry (getting warmed up): And it’ll be an intentional cemetery! We’ll house pPeople of all faiths. Take
one of these denuded hills, plant trees instead of tombstones, as the bodies decompose the trees
grow bigger. We’'ll be breaking new ground!

Barry: Back to Ferndale. We wondered through the knickknack stores, ice cream parlor and a
museum of kinetic sculpture (home-built human-powered whimsical contraptions that are annually
raced on land, sand and in water...shaped like a space ship, huge raccoon, etc.) then tore ourselves
away to hit the road.

The Redwood National Forest gave us the opportunity to awe at the tallest trees in the world. We
hunted down The Big Tree walking past many very big trees on the way. Quote:

Barry: "What is the big tree anyway?"

Goldie: "Harvard, Yale, and Penn."
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I don’t know how they know it's the biggest. Like the others, you can’t see to the top. 350 plus feet
tall, their root systems only extend 10 feet into the ground. They have no diseases and natural
predators except man (who predates everything) and if undisturbed they can live to 2000 years. Their
cousins, the Giant Sequoias, which live inland, are wider in girth and live up to 3000 years.

Goldie: Local papers and shop windows are filled with controversy and dramatic political action to
save redwoods, salmon, pelican...you name it. Meanwhile it feels like every Redwood in the world is
being carted down the mountain in endless streams by huge hearse-like eighteen wheelers which we
pass white lipped on the curves.

Barry: | told Goldie when | die, plant a Redwood tree and attach a little plaque to it with my name on
it. That way I'll be remembered a lot longer and not waste forty square feet of planet. Oops, one day
you may have to climb 300 feet to read the inscription.

P CROSS COUNTRY #2368

For Sooth

Barry: Tarry not thou knave, for here is a posting to be read. By my trothe we do labor to create this
epistle.

Goldie: The fates have brought us to Ashland, Oregon, home to The Oregon Shakespeare Festival.
The names of the fates are Rabbi David Zaslow and his wife Devorah Gordon-Zaslow who thoughtfully
allocates her story teller’s study to us as a temporary lovely home.

Barry: "How sweet it is," a phrase coined by Willard Scott, applies to this town. Here drivers are so
courteous they brake for anyone walking on the sidewalk within ten feet of a curb. Gals at the
checkout in the supermarket smile and chat unhurried, people appear relaxed and happy.

Here throw away fliers list practitioners of every type of therapy known to humankind and some that
are not. So is the apparent happiness because of all the available therapy? Apparently not.; therapists
have forsaken incomes for living in a nice place.

Goldie: Two main features dominate. The town park was designed by the same person who did the
park under the Golden Gate Bridge by San Francisco. Here a rapidly cascading stream flows through
the length of the city park....the thinnest in width of any park I've seen, it joyfully serves via carefully
planned rest stops along the stream with a gazebo here, bench there, playground over there and
flowers everywhere.

Barry: Culture abounds. We surrender hours to a fine, private bookstore called Bloomsbury Books. Art
galleries and restaurants are in profusion. And then of course there is Shakespeare.

I don’t know the origins of it, but in a town near here we had the pleasure of watching the Spam
Parade. Perhaps it's done as tongue in cheek or spam in eye to the highbrow stuff.

Goldie:..... kids dressed as singing Spams in cans, the Spam Parade Queen, a Spam Ode Country
Band, and a satire on the ubiquitous nature of spam now even being an internet concept....once upon
a time | met three brothers on a cruise and asked their line of work of them. Their response: "We de-
bone ham so it can go in the can." May their efforts be for a blessing, someone has to do it, even if |
won't eat it.

We saw Henry 1V part two last night. Front row seats acquired at the last minute, someone must
have traded them for another night ("Always ask for the best!" my Aunt Annie, of blessed memory,
would say, "then be prepared to negotiate.” ) With a star-lit sky for our ceiling, the Elizabethan replica
theater framed the passion and excellence of the all-male cast and the producer’s interpretation was
accessible and powerful. Finally my image of Falstaff has sound and face....self-deprecating humor



rich in wisdom and the king’s son’s quietly uttered "heavy lies the head that bears the crown"
rendered forever memorable. Accessible, unadulterated Shakespeare, what a concept!

Barry: They have a free outdoor music and dance show prior to the actual production. It's called The
Green Show and changes nightly. We picnicked beside one covering the history of people’s music for
wartime. The newspaper in our laps read "Kosovo Accord Is Reached.” An antiwar protester debates
us so furiously that we have the triple experience of watching an old war scene, reading about a
current war, and defending our views from a frontal attack.

Goldie: Reb David Zaslow’s sizeable congregation’s recently acquired building is such a sweet prayer
space that he and | sat down together to privately pray minchah [the afternoon service]. Working on
daily spiritual practices has become a theme on this trip because a community in Seattle has
requested teaching on this.

Minchah, the afternoon prayer service had various offerings associated with it during Temple times.
Since | am not in the least interested in re-instituting the sacrificial system, my minchah question has
become: "What do | have to offer in what remains of today?" A useful question at 4 or 5 pm when
one’s blood sugar is low and a full day has already been put in. It helps that chanting a psalm which
opens on the theme of happiness (the Ashrei) is a thrice a day tradition.

A sea-change can be felt in these questing spiritual communities, wherever we find them. | find less
interest in their being introduced to meditation and new liturgical music - these have become beloved
norms. Most such groups have beautiful, well-established Shabbat services and home practices.
Increasingly the interest is on how to expand the renewal of Judaism into one’s daily life, and on
advancing and enhancing existing skills and practices.

At the Ashland teaching, a woman asked "Could one even make housekeeping into a Jewish spiritual
practice?"Some suggested chanting a sacred phrase, or perceiving oneself as a modern-day Levite
[caretakers and choir members of the Temple that stood long ago in Jerusalem]. Rabbi Gail Diamond
suggested when | left my wasband, (ex-husband) and set up a home without funding for
housekeeping, that | consider my house to be sacred space and to treat each facet as one might the
polishing of a Torah’s silver crown. That said, it helped some, though housekeeping still isn’t my field.

Barry: The next day we visited the old gold mining town of Jacksonville - the entire town has been
placed on the national register of historic places. Memorable to us was the Jewish-style deli. Goldie
told the waitress she was a rabbi and could she speak to the proprietor. The waitress scurried back,
whispered to a lady who came out looking around, and around and was startled to see this little
female in a pink hat wave to her, my Goldie. She came over to the table, was given a blessing for
prosperity by said female rabbi, and walked off totally disoriented.

Next door was Sachs Dry Goods - specializing in hunting and Christian religious message t-shirts. Not
a Jewish presence here.

We checked out the cemetery which is 150 years old and has sections for all religions as well as
Oddfellows and Freemasons. I'm really into conscious cemeterying now.

Someone who attended Goldie’s teaching invited us to visit their glass art studio in nearby Medford,
Oregon. The founding artist, Avinoam, grew up in Alaska, longing for and so exploring the qualities of
light. Together he and his wife Shari fashion Jewish ritual objects out of fused or blown glass.

Goldie: If you could choose a new last name, what would it be? This couple chose Zohar - the name of
a foundational mystical text, rooted in the transmission of light. We exchanged gifts....from me to
Shari, an edition of the journal "Bridges" on the subject of Jewish women artists. They presented us
with a piece perfectly attuned to their name, a challah [ritual bread] plate colorized to follow the
Kabbalistic color scheme originally designed by Rabbi Zalman Schachter-Shalomi for the B’nai Or tallit
(prayer shawl).

43



I will cherish this plate of many colors and the memory of the bustling hive of creativity in their
warehouse studio. Hebrew letters being painstakingly cut out of glass over here....sheets of glorious
colors melting into each other over there.

The challah plate’s vivid iridescent colors are a reminder of the power of color as a portal for
meditation. For those who have or have had vision, color can be a satisfying meditation alternative to
sitting or chanting. We are all variously kinesthetically-abled. I’'m hoping to create a spiritual art
studio as part of The Academy’s NYC Center for Jewish Meditation and Spiritual Practice, anyone have
space?

Barry: By now the chill that had been blanketing the west coast is starting to leave and it is becoming
uncomfortably hot. This makes it easier to decide on our next stop - Crater Lake, elevation 7000 ft
and still under ten feet of snow.

Addenda: Among the many responses we have received have been some helpful corrections and
information.

1. The restaurant in Santa Barbara’s correct name is Casanova.

2. In answer to our query regarding the Chinese funeral we witnessed, Simcha Raphael, author of the
most fascinating and excellent Jewish Views of the Afterlife, notes that the Chinese funeral practice of
strewing into the air strips of paper with symbols cut into them might mean: "that the pieces of paper
are a writ of pardon, permitting the soul of the deceased to enter Heaven. Interestingly, it parallels a

line in Sephardic burial liturgy about the soul of the dead being receiving a “pinkas”[permission slip is
probably a good translation].

IR CROSS COUNTRY #2460
Forks in the Road

Goldie: On the way to Crater Lake Barry turns to me and says, "l wonder if we should have driven
straight to Portland. We could have attended the Native American mask making demonstration
tonight, taken a highway instead of these winding mountainous roads. What do you think, Goldie?"

My response -- swift and automatic - was from my repertoire of personal philosophy: "Once | take a
fork in the road, | don’t look back on the road untaken." Subject closed and | return to my laptop and
manuscript writing of this story from an adventure in Israel:

"Her signature sound,” murmurs my guide and friend, a doctoral student named Steve Dinero. The
heat rolled off of dunes in its own rhythm and | foolishly wish for a dese