When my family and I initially considered taking this congregational trip to Israel, we thought, “ A multigenerational trip to Israel, wow, we will be traveling with grandparents, parents and children.  There will be activities for all age groups”.  Once in Israel, however, I realized the term multigenerational covered a much, much bigger scope.

The realization began when we climbed deeper and deeper through the tunnels in the newly excavated region of the Western wall. We travel back in time with each successive layer, each successive step down. We saw and touched stone carved and placed in that location two thousand years ago.  In one corner of the excavation site, there was a wide horizontal band of soot.  The archaeologists told us that this is the remnant of the destruction of the second temple.  Our guide let us touch the soot.  Our fingers were blackened and we yearned to save this bond to the past. We had the tangible connection to our ancestors of two thousand years ago on our hands. This is not just history from a book. This is the connection to our grandparents, our generations past.

A few days later, as we toured a hospital in the Northern Galilee, I spoke to our physician guide.  He described the working conditions in the hospital during the second Lebanon war.  The patients were transported to the fortified, basement facility, where they could receive state-of-the art medical care. The staff remained at the underground hospital, continuously for 33 days and their children stayed in the facility as well, with an improvised daycare/school set up so that whole families could be together. During the war, both Israeli and enemy soldiers received medical care there, equally, the physicians appreciating the sanctity of life that extends beyond boarders.  The basement facility provided not just a physical barrier to IEDs, but also has an air filtration system to protect against biologic or chemical weapons. Just in case. The physicians were completely matter of fact when discussing this.  I imagined myself trying to practice medicine under such conditions.  This is the current price one has to pay for having a safe and secure State.  These are our colleagues and contemporaries; this is our present.

Juxtapose that scene with the one a few hours later.  We were at a kibbutz child-care center.  The children were 7-9 years old and filled with the typical happy exuberance of youth. We were invited to share a snack and some games.  My husband, being his usual self, immediately sat down on the floor with a group of kids.  There was an obvious language barrier; they spoke very little English and he speaks very little conversational Hebrew.  They asked him his name and he said, “Stan” They tried the name out.  It was foreign on their tongues.  They asked him for his Hebrew name and he said “Yehoshua” He had not used this name since our son was referred to as “Adam Ben Yehoshusa” at his Bar Mitzvah years ago. However, the name was not foreign to our young hosts.  Happy cries of “Yehoshusa, Yehoshua!” rang out as they shared cake with him and played ball with him.  We were completely comfortable in a country where we knew few people, where we did not speak the language.  We were completely accepted and welcomed with open arms by these children.  These are OUR children; this is our future.

L’Dor va dor.

