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The last we heard from Joe and Molly, they had just returned from a most exciting adventure, spending a night at the Jewish Museum.  You may recall (from last year’s Erev Rosh Hashanah sermon) that their cell phones transported them back in time where they encountered Jewish heroes Abraham and Isaac, Moses, Aaron, and Nachshon ben Aminadav, Esther, Judah Macabee, and Rabbi Eliezer, Anne Frank, and finally, a 17-year-old Israeli paratrooper from Bulgaria named Haim Asa.  


Now it’s a new school year in the soon-to-be-completed Asa Center for Lifelong Jewish Learning.  The air conditioning is working great but it is just as hot outside and Joe and Molly, now in eighth grade, are just as bored in religious school class as they had been in Hebrew school class last year.  As the teacher begins to extol the virtues of all the Jews who have contributed to our country and humanity, Joe and Molly each reach for their brand new 4G I-phones, which they bought with their bar and bat mitzvah money.  Despite the faulty reception problem because of the poor design of the antenna, the text-messaging feature works perfectly.  As the teacher lists the numerous Nobel Prizes and Olympic medals won by Jews over the past 100-plus years, Joe and Molly sink into the depths of their technological wonders.  


“Hey Molly, what are you doing this weekend?” texts Joe.  “I don’t know,” replies Molly, “I think my mom’s making me come to temple because we have another stupid bar mitzvah and you know Cantor wants us to sing on Friday.”  “Yeah,” writes Joe, “I thought I was done with him after my own bar mitzvah, but he keeps calling my house, and now I have to read Torah on Rosh Hashanah in front of all those old people.”  “Me, too,” writes Molly, “but thank God at least we’re done with Jr. Choir and those yucky dinners with those little kids.”  Joe was about to get up the nerve to ask Molly if she wanted to go with him to the school dance on Saturday when the teacher asks him to name a non-Jew who has also contributed greatly to Jewish life and history.  “Ah, um, let’s see, I think there was…” and as he catches sight of his iPad, iPod Touch, and Apple Netbook in his backpack beneath the desk, not to mention the iPhone in his hand, he blurts out “Bill Gates!?”  As the class laughs, he bows his head in shame but sees that Molly has texted the words “Yes, absolutely” in response to his question about the school dance.  “Awesome!” Joe texts back, and as he hits the send button this time Joe and Molly are again instantly transported to a great big hall with a gigantic, towering ceiling, and rooms and corridors that shoot off in every direction.  So, let’s go along again with Joe and Molly as they follow the blue and white brick road and spend another night at the Jewish museum.  


“This place looks awfully familiar,” says Joe.  “Yeah,” says Molly, “we’ve been here before and we met some great people who taught us some really cool things and gave us some really cool stuff.  Let’s take a look around and see what’s going on.”  “Well last time we went that way,” says Joe as he points down one of the long corridors, “so this time, let’s go this way.  Maybe the cafeteria is down there ‘cause I’m really starving!”  As they walk down the corridor opposite the one they traveled down last time, they come across the first exhibit.  


They see a man hard at work with a hammer and nails.  Planks of wood are stacked twenty feet high, and although he is not working off of any set of blueprints or plans, he seems to know what he is doing.  “Look, Molly,” says Joe, “I think that’s Noah and he’s building the ark.”  “Hi, Noah,” the kids call out to the old man, “can we help build your ark?”  “Sure,” says Noah, “there are two of you after all, male and female.  Grab that acacia wood from over there and start sawing.”  “Gosh Noah, I just can’t wait until we see that rainbow,” says Molly.  “What’s a rainbow?” asks Noah.  “A rainbow is a beautiful spectrum of light in the sky that symbolizes God’s covenant with man not to bring any more destruction to the earth.  Here, let me pull up a picture of one on my iPhone.”  “Ah, what’s an iPhone?”  As Molly holds up the device for Noah to see, he interrupts her: “What’s a spectrum and who is this God you’re talking about?”  “A spectrum contains the colors…oh, never mind.  God, you know, Adonai, Elohim, Ha-shem?!  The One who told you to build this ark.”  “Ado- what?  I don’t know any God.  Some voice came out of the heavens one night and the next thing I know, my six-hundred-year-old body is out here sawing and hammering.  Hey, did you say destruction of the earth?”  “Yeah,” says Joe, “there’s going to be a great flood and…”  “Never mind,” interrupts Molly, “I need some more nails.”  


Molly, Joe, and Noah finish building the ark and from out of nowhere come all these animals.  Two by two they walk, fly, waddle, and hop onto the ark, and then it begins to rain.  It continues to rain until the exhibit is covered with water.  The ark begins to float away, and as it does, the kids call out to Noah, “Don’t forget to look out for the rainbow.  It’s God’s promise of the covenant with mankind.”  “Okay,” says Noah, as he and the ark sail on into the distance, “and don’t you forget how an old man built a ship that saved mankind from destruction.”  


The kids walk on to the next exhibit where they see a large open field of vineyards.  There in the middle is a pathway with a fence on both sides.  There on the pathway are three men on donkeys.  Despite the fact that there is no obstruction in front of them, the donkeys are refusing to go any further and the more stubborn the donkeys get, the harder and harder the riders beat them.  “Hey, stop beating those donkeys,” Joe and Molly call out.  “Who are you and where did you come from?”  Before answering, Joe realizes that this scene is from his bar mitzvah Torah portion, Balak.  “You’re Balaam, aren’t you?” he asks the man who looks like he’s in charge.  “That’s right, and I’m on my way to curse the Israelites who are waging war against my people, the Moabites.”  “Yes, I know who you are, and I also know who that angel of God is who is blocking the way of your donkeys.”  “What angel of God?  I don’t see anyone.  This stupid, lazy donkey just decided to stop right here, and no matter how hard I beat her, she just won’t budge.”  “That’s because despite being an animal, she can see what you cannot,” answers Joe.  “You have eyes, but you cannot see.  You have ears, but you do not listen.”  “Yeah,” says the donkey, “quit beating me or I’ll report you to the SPCA and PETA!”  With the snap of a finger, God uncovers Balaam’s eyes and he sees the angel of God standing in the roadway.  As he begins to comfort and apologize to the donkey, Joe gives him a little advice.  “Hey, Balaam, I know you’re on your way to curse Israel but we know how this story ends.  Instead, when you open your mouth, you will speak words of praise.  Here listen to this…”  Joe reaches for his iPhone to play Cantor Avdee singing Mah Tovu which he learned for his bar mitzvah.  As the song plays Balaam begins to hum along.  Finally he gets it: “Mah tovu ohalecha Ya’akov, mishk’notecha Yisrael / How good are your tents, O Jacob, your dwelling places O Israel.”  “That’s it,” says Joe.  “We say those words every time we enter the synagogue to remind us that we have to work hard each and every day to make our homes, our business, our synagogues, our organizations, our families, and our communities the very best they can be.  Thanks for the words of blessing, Balaam!”  “You’re welcome, and thanks for helping me to see what was right in front of me.  I promise never to beat my donkey again.  I think it’s time for us to go now.  Can I take that, what-do-you-call-it iPhone thing with me to play music on the rest of our journey?”  “No, sorry,” says Joe, “we need it for the rest of our journey.  Besides, I don’t think you’d understand any of the other songs I have on there.”  As Balaam and his servants ride off on their donkeys, Joe and Molly head down the blue and white brick road to the next exhibit.  


 There they see an obviously non-Jewish man standing between two houses.  Molly calls out to him: “Hey, what are you doing?”  “I am a stranger,” says the man, “and I am here to anger and ridicule these two Jews.  You see, here lives Rabbi Shammai,” he says as he points to one of the houses, “and here lives Rabbi Hillel,” he says pointing to the other house.  “I bet you I can get them angry and I can make fun of them at the same time.  After all, I just love poking fun at those crazy rabbis.”  “Okay, mister, you’re on.  If you win the bet, I’ll give you my iPhone.  If I win the bet, you have to convert to Judaism.”  “You’re on,” says the man, “but what in the world is an iPhone?”  “Never mind,” says Molly, “just go do your thing.”  


The man first approaches Rabbi Shammai’s house.  He knocks on the door and the rabbi answers.  “Yes, what do you want, strange man?” the rabbi says.  “Ah, yes, hello.  I am indeed a stranger, a non-Jew.  Please teach me the whole of the Torah while I stand on one foot.”  “You imbecile!” says Rabbi Shammai, “you can’t learn Torah while standing on one foot.  Go away and leave me alone!”  And with that the rabbi slammed the door.  “See, I told you I could make him angry and make fun of him at the same time.”  “You haven’t won the bet yet,” says Molly, “you still have one rabbi to go.”  


The strange man walks across the way to Rabbi Hillel’s house.  Before he could knock on the door, Rabbi Hillel is there to greet him.  “Hello, good sir, how may I help you?”  “Please, my good rabbi, please teach me the whole of the Torah while I stand on one foot.”  Hillel recognized that the man was really there to mock him and get him angry, but he controlled his anger.  Instead, he said that he would indeed take on the challenge.  “My good sir, what you ask of me is really quite simple, so simple in fact that these children over here can teach you the whole of the Torah.”  “That’s right,” adds Molly as the stranger lifts one foot off the ground, “I learned this in Hebrew school: What is hateful to you, do not do to your neighbor.  That is the whole Torah.”  “Yes,” adds Rabbi Hillel, “that’s right, that’s the foundation.  All the rest is commentary; go and study.”  “Thank you, Rabbi Hillel.  Thank you, Molly, you win.  If that is the whole Torah then I will go and study.”  The man walks away repeating Rabbi Hillel’s teaching over and over again: What is hateful to you, do not do to your neighbor.  “Thanks for the help,” says Rabbi Hillel, “and thanks for remembering my teaching.”  “I didn’t really remember,” admits Molly, “I just happened to notice the new Rabbi Hillel application on my iPhone.”  “Your Rabbi Hillel who, on your what?” “Oh, never mind,” says Molly, “you just keep coming up with those catchy sayings, and we’ll keep studying them.  Goodbye Rabbi Hillel.”  


As the rabbi goes back into his house and closes the door, Joe smells food.  “Hey, I think the cafeteria really is down this way.  I think I smell Miriam’s chicken!  Let’s go, Molly.”  Joe and Molly head down the long hallway.  They see a light at the very end of the long corridor and as they get closer and closer, the light gets brighter and brighter.  Along the way, they stop at a dark and dirty exhibit.  Inside they see men, women, and children working at machinery.  They catch the eye of a little boy standing on an upside down box to reach the controls of the machine.  Despite the danger, he walks over to Joe and Molly.  “Hello,” says Joe, “we seem to be lost.  Where are we?”  Noticing the chai necklaces on the two teens, the little boy says, “you two are Jewish, right?  You better get out of here before they catch you.  If they see me talking to you, we’ll all be killed instantly.”  “Who are you?” asks Joe, “and where are we?”  “My name is Leib and this is 4 Lipowa Street in Krakow, Poland, the Deutsche Emailwaren Fabrik, also known as Emalia.  The Nazis have taken over Poland and we are forced to live in the ghetto and work in this factory.”  As the young boy tells his story to the two teenagers, they suddenly come to realize where they really are and who this boy is.  “You’re Leon Leyson,” says Joe, “you came and spoke at my school.  You’re the youngest person on Schindler’s List.”  “You know Herr Schindler?” asks Little Leon.  “Yes,” answers Molly, “he’s one of the Righteous Gentiles honored at Yad Va-Shem, the Holocaust Memorial Museum in Israel.  He saved many Jews from certain death during the Holocaust, including you.”  Little Leon Leyson stared at the two teens with dismay and amazement.  He could hardly believe what they were saying.  But his reality was promptly shaken as a man dressed in a Nazi uniform grabbed him by the back of the neck, turned him around back towards the machine he was working on and said, “you, get back to work.”  Immediately, Joe and Molly recognize the man as Oskar Schindler.  


“Hello, Herr Schindler,” says Joe.  “Who are you and what are you doing in my factory?”  “Herr Schindler, thank you for saving the lives of all these Jews,” says Molly, not answering his questions.  “In the future, these people you are saving will not forget your generosity.”  “I don’t care about these people,” interrupts Schindler, “I only care about making money.”  “Yes,” says Joe, “but surrounded by such inhumanity, you are one of several non-Jews who are risking their own lives to save Jewish lives.”  Again Schindler interrupts: “Are you listening to me?  I don’t care about these people.  I only care about making money!”  “Herr Schindler,” says Joe, “remember this: One who saves a life, saves the world entire.  That little boy over there taught us that, and whatever your motivation, please try and save as many Jews as you can.”  “One who saves a life, save the world entire,” repeats Schindler.  “Yes, I’ll remember that.  Now you two get out of here before one of the guards sees you.”  “Goodbye, Herr Schindler, and thank you.”  


Joe and Molly head down the hallway where they finally reach the end and the bright light.  Above the last door is a sign: Cafeteria.  “Finally,” says Joe, “I knew there would be food here.  Come on Molly.”  As Joe and Molly enter the brightly lit door, they are promptly transported back to class at Temple Beth Tikvah, but time has stood still.  Again, the teacher asks, “Who can name a non-Jew who has contributed greatly to Jewish life and history?”  Joe and Molly immediately raise their hands.  “There are many non-Jews who have influenced and affected Jewish life and history,” says Joe.  “There was Noah who built the ark and saved humanity, there was Balaam who was sent to curse the Jews but whose eyes were uncovered to God’s presence and who ultimately blessed the Jews.”  “And there was the stranger who learned the entire Torah from Rabbi Hillel while standing on one foot,” adds Molly.  “And Oskar Schindler and the other Righteous Gentiles during the Holocaust and throughout history who lived out the verse from the Talmud: One who saves a life, saves the world entire.”  “Very good,” calls out the teacher.  “Class dismissed.  See you all at Rosh Hashanah services.”  “Don’t worry, we’ll be there.” Joe and Molly reply enthusiastically, “we can’t wait to hear Rabbi Milhander’s sermon this year.”  And as they walk out the door, Joe turns to Molly and says, “better bring your iPhone with you again just in case we get bored.”  
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