Good Morning, it’s wonderful to see so many Israel trip participants here today and thank you to all of you & Rabbi Knight for allowing us to share some experiences of the trip with a wider Temple family in Lefkowitz this morning .

Rabbi Knight and others were probably expecting my husband to come up here today. Because quite honestly, so was I. When Rabbi Robbins called to ask if we  would share some thoughts about the trip, I immediately said yes, because 1. How can you say no to the Rabbi? and 2. I honestly did believe Paul would deliver the remarks! Oh well.
Eight members of our family had the privilege of participating in the 
Congregational trip this past December, we were the largest family unit, 
we had the youngest participant, Asher my 6 year old son. We also had the oldest, my mother in law, who I know will not ‘fess up to that title! My husband Paul who had been raised a conservative, religiously speaking not politically, myself a convert, my mother a non-Jew, & our 2 daughters, Liza and Paige, ages 14 and 10, and our 12 year old son Dylan, who allowed us the pleasure of watching him become a Bar Mitzvah as part of a B’nai Mitzvah with Hayley Ablon and Max Williams. Obviously our perspectives are all over the board!
As I collected thoughts to share with you today, I kept on coming back to the same dilemma that I have faced for the past 4 weeks. How do I answer when asked “How was Israel? “How was the trip?”  A simple response is that each of my family members had their favorite site and/or activity, We covered the country in break-neck speed, sometimes engaging in 2-3 activities a day when 1-2 would have tired us out! It reminded me of the prayer Lehi La, “go forward to a land you do not know, a land that I will show you…” Show us they did!! We absorbed the info presented by our tour guides, Mooki, Frances and Zvee, until we were almost dizzy. It’s like no other place in the world. It’s officially 60 years old, yet we walked through caverns under the City of David that date back 3500 years. We saw Roman ruins and visited the Old City of Jerusalem where Jews, Arabs and Christians reside. We climbed Masada, swam or floated in the Dead Sea, and visited Yad Vashem, trying to view subjects through a new set of lenses, more dignified and colorful as Raquel had inspired us that very morning. The Wall was unforgettable, we stuck a note in one of the many crevices crammed with prayers from those who had visited before us and the kids loved the jeep ride up the Golan Heights!
It’s a land where many have come from other nations but refer to “Coming Home” And it’s a land that fascinated my children in that 
so many people were Jewish. Greene Family camp is the closest experience 
they have had in being surrounded by so many Jews in their daily lives. The trip has raised their Jewish identity and has made them more proud of their rich Jewish culture and history as evidenced by the t-shirts my daughters have been sporting around town, you are familiar with them, the yellow smiley faces with the term “Don’t Worry-Be Happy” but theirs, bought in the Old City, have the familiar yellow smiley face with hair and a kippah and the slogan “Don’t Woory-Be Jewish.”
We can tell you what we did, we can describe it, but can we convey the “feeling” of the land, of being in Israel? It is truly an enchanting place.
One of the best experiences of the trip and clearly I have a built in bias, was witnessing the B’nai Mitzvah of Hayley, Max & my son Dylan. We barely had arrived on Friday evening, and the service was held Monday morning, December 24th . The ceremony that transpired was truly the essence of becoming a bar or bat mitzvah. It wasn’t about picking out invitations-there weren’t any.No one  was concerned about suits and ties, or dresses and heels or hair, it may be the only time in my life where I witness a service in good old cowboy boots and jeans. It wasn’t about worrying if the caterer would be on time, if the food would be good, the decorations amazing,the DJ exciting or where everyone would be seated to eat, because we didn’t have any of those things to worry about. And there were no endless sessions with a photographer, somehow that got lost too. The experience was truly spiritual, it was simple yet elegant. Simple table draped with a white table cloth and a Torah scroll. We were seated inside overlooking the Old City of Jerusalem through floor to ceiling windows. Rabbis Stern and Robbins, with help from Rabbi Kasten (for the blessings at the end,) led the 3 flawlessly through their prayers, aliyahs and d’var torahs. As I listened to them speaking and chanting Hebrew, I looked towards the hills and could only wonder how many echoes of these very same passages had reverberated through this land over 100, no over thousands of years.  And here were our children, speaking the language of their ancestors, continuing the legacy, and carrying forth the glory of the Torah.  
All the while, over 100 of us watched, the majority not really knowing 
Hayley, Max and Dylan, it was still to early in the trip perhaps, yet hopefully, we are forever connected as a community by witnessing this event together. I hope that this community may be a source of strength for our children.
As an added thrill, we also collected coats as a Mitzvah project for the trip. We “shlepped” a huge mound of coats as a Congregation & delivered them to Rabbi Miri Gold of Temple Birkat Shalom. We received pictures the week before last of the grateful Peruvian Jewish immigrants that Birkat Shalom was helping to settle with their smiles & coats. 
I hope that I leave with each of you a glimmer of the knowledge, joy, respect and appreciation that we derived on our trip for the land of Israel. And visiting the land is more than just seeing it, you feel it. It’s truly 
an enchanting place, may it be  a home to always call our own. And for 
those who have not had the opportunity to visit, the Moskowitz family 
would like to leave you with one  final suggestion, while I support this
directive with all my heart, I must confess these words come from my 6 year old son Asher. I discovered a stack of post cards addressed to his 1st grade class back in Dallas that he wrote in our hotel room in Jerusalem and I would like to share it with you: 


“Dear Class,



Jerusalem is fun, it is so cool. We should 

come here on a field trip-Shalom, Asher”

One day, we hope that you may you all take a field trip to Israel. 

Shabbat Shalom.
