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*THE POUNTAIN OF LIFE"

During my trip to Indla six months ago, I had the occasion to
visit one of the most fabulous cities in the world. This small
eity, containing about one or two dozen exquisitely ornate bulldings,
was bullt by King Akbar, who lies buried in the nearby Ta] Mahal,
for himself, his two queens, and about 2,000 concubines, It is a
most striking example of Oriental opulence and ineredible splendor.
Built four hundred years ago, these breathtakingly beautiful
structures are made of marble, semi-preclous stones, and extremely
valuable bullding materials and composed in a marvelous architectural
style. Fahtepur Sikrl, as the city is called, has an unusual, wierd
story behind 1t, After spending what today would be millions upon
millions of dollars to build 1t, employing thousands of slave laborers
for many, many years, the King and his court never had much of an
opportunity to enjoy the wealth and beauty of Fahtepur Sikri, For
shortly after they moved in, they discovered, to thelr dismay, that
the architects had bullt the clty without thinking of a water supply.
And since there was no well or other source of water in the vieinity,
they all had to move out, and Fahtepur Sikri has been a ghos$® town
for these past four centuries., Rich, exquisite, glorious - but

empty, dead, a ghost town.

I mention this today -~ the day of self-judgment and self-
eriticism -~ for the story and fate of Fahtepur 31kri 1s to me both
a symbol of and a warning to American Jewry. Remember that a well

or a fountain of water is more than just a supply problem for an



engineer or e¢ity planner. It is a life-giving necessity for every-
one and, as such, a poetic symbol in religlion for G-4d Himeelf, In

the words of Jeremiah,

My people have
abandoned Me, sgys G-d, the Fountain of living waters. Ged, as the
Creator and Source of all life and exlstence, is the Well or Fountain

of the waters of 1life.

And we have indeed abandoned Him, Like the foolish builders of
Fahtepur Sikri, we have lald our plans, worked at building family
and fortune, attended to a myriad of complex detalls in establishing
ourselves and our reputations -- and forgot to arrange for the mater
supply, forgot that for a meaningful life you must have G-d, the
Fountain of Life, We have become, in the words of King David
(Ps.9:18), ghekhechel elokim, those who forget G-d, For American
Jews rarely deny G-d; they usually lgnore Him, even as the architects
of King Akbar simply forgot about a source of water,

As a community, we American Jews have come dangerously close
to doing just that, In too many instances we have built fabulous
public Jewish institutions - charitable, educational, social - withe
out any regard to Ged, Torah, Judaism, which are the mekor maylm
ghayyim, the Fountain of Living Waters, without which no Jewish
institution has the right to call itself Jewish, A Jewish-sponsored
university in Hasaachuaettqb::L:&. of the most heavily endowed schools
in the country. But its buildersﬁforgot?ﬂl about G-d, and so if a
student should by some miracle develop a bit of thirst for a word of
Torah, a taste of Judaism, a drop of Yiddishkeit, he will find nothing

to satisfy him, Federations ln Jewlsh communities around the country
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support almost every cause -- except for thelir Day Schools, the
guarantee of Jewish perpetuation and the survival of G-d's word.
Jewlsh country elubs in the most fashlonable neighborhoods are
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vital source of Jewishness, U-d and Torah.A'Shades of King Akbar!
I fear we may have been bullding for ourselves another Fahtepur Sikri --
beautiful, opulent, imposing, but lifeless; a well-appointed ghost clty,
a place where the death of the spirit stalks the gilded chambers,

because the architects of our communlity forget the meko:

This holds true for us as individuals as well, We live the
mgjor part of our lives, until well into our middle ages, bullding
family, business, reputation., And then when the major part of the
structure of our lives is completed, we realize, with a rude and
eruel shock, that we have made a traglc omlssion, Everything 1s there
but that which counts most. There is no G.d, Life 1s only a shell,
We are, spiritually, well<dressed corpses. Like a ghost city gone
dry, our lives have all but that which can give us meaning, vitality,
joy, peace, No wonder so many of us succeed, yet inwardly regard
ourselves as fallures., No wonder so many of us are secretly bltter
and do not know why. No wonder we have so much and gnjoy so little.
For we have become Fahtepur Sikris, having everything but the Source
of living waters -- Ged, Life has run dry. Our soclal lives are
bathed in cocktails, but the soul 1s parched, Outslde we are the
envy of our neighbors; inslde we are dried up. We have been so
busy with the detalls and facade of our lives that we forgot the
Fountain of LivingWwaters. And when of

when you forget G.d, the Fountaln of Life, then you must turn into
a ghost, a shell.



-“n

Appropriately, it is on Hosh Hashanah afternoon that we perform
the tgshlikh; we go te a body of water and reclite certaln prayers.
A major reason for this is to emphasize one of the major themes of
this holy day, that of Malkhuyot, the celsbration of Ged as King of
the world, At the coronation of ancient Jewish kings, the annointing
would always take place at the slde of a stream, When we declare
the coronation of G.d,; so to speak, we do so near water --. for, just
as a well or fountain is the source of water so 1s G.d the Source

of all life and existence.

[;;t us continue our critical analysis, our self.judgment as
ry?;erim Jews, by drawing again on this metaphor of water for G-d4d
Sp- and Torah to describe a second c¢lass of Jews who have not forgotten
G-d, but have committed a greivous error in another way. They are
the ones who, a generalion ago, thought that only from Europe could
true Judaism be imported into the U,8,, and who, today, rely upon
the State of Isrmel to "inspire" Judaism and Jewlsh content in Americas
The feature common to both 1s:t a sense of resignation about de~
veloping a true Jewish renalssance here in the U,S,, one which will
proceed under its own steam, And, as a result of this despair or
resignation, they have consldered it a waste of time to build our
own schools, our own truly Jewish institutions, our own Torah life,
"This is America® has become the stock excuse as to why it is not
worth even trylng to establlish true Judalsm here. Whatever can be
had, can be obtained only by filling your Jjug at the fountains of

European or Israell Jewry ~- but never at your own American wells,

Remarkably, just such a situation is figuratively desecribed
to us in Genesis, or that portion of it which we read today. Hagar
had fled into the desert with her infant son Ishamel, and Abraham //
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had gifen her a ghemet majim, a bottle or Jug of water to sustain
her and the child, After a whlle, however,

ha-chemet, the water was spent and the bottle remalned empty. And
80, in the heat of the desert, Hagar cast the chlld under ome of
the shrubs and abandoned him, thinking, g

I don't want to look and see how the child dies. Va-tisa et kolah
ya-tevk, she ralsed her volce and wept. Suddenly, however, an

agar, what is wrong with

you, Hagar? §

1ift up the lad, and hold him with your hand,.,. And thereupon G.d
opened her eyes and she realized that in front of her, all along,
there had been a well, and so she went, filled the bottle at the
well, and slaked the thirst of her child.

How well this incident deseribes, in symbollc terms, those
Jews who have branded Amerlca a midbar, a splritﬁnl desert or
wasteland in which the living waters of Torah could never flow of
themselves. They are the people who have tried to subsist on the
little water in the bottles brought over from Poland or Lithuania,
or those they think we can now painfully lmport, a bit at a time,
from Israel, They are the people who remember the Jewlsh training
they received in the homes of thelr immigrant or first-generation
parents, who rcv;:i in 1t and delight in it, but are convinced
that this kind of warm and vibrant Judaism can never be discovered
in native America. And so they lnrldefany attempt to dig wells here,
to build yeshivot, to found Torah institutiéons, to teach their
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children, in the bosom of the famlly, Shabbat and Kashrut, Instead
they hoarded the bit of maylm be'chemet until it ran out, and busied
themselves with all kinds of activities, business and soclal, so that

led, s0 that they not notice how their children's
souls are dryilng up, how their children are spiritually expiring,

Talk to such people asbout the chances for Jewish life in this country e
not the ersatz Jewishness of a Chanukah ball and High Holidays in a
non-kosher hotel, of gala Bar Mitzvahs and plush, vulgar weddings,

but real, suthentiec Orthodox Judaism -« and, like Hagar, all they

can produce is a dirge and a sigh: ya-tisa et kolagh va-.tevk.

_Today, Rosh Hashanah, that same angel that appeared to Hagar, stands
here and speaks to the heart of each of us, of any of us who have
entertained such dreary thoughtss mah lakh, Hagar, what is wrong with
you that you have fallen into this Hagar-type thinking? Why have
you abandoned your children to an emptiness of the spirit, to the
nightmare of a 1life that has everything but a neshameh? Get up,
shake yourselves out qf your lethargy and fruitless despair, hold
tight to your children, their hands in your hands, and lead them
not to & bottle of borrowed water, but to the well that stands in
front of you all these many years, ready to be tapped, ready to guih
forth the delightful, clear waters of a vital Jewish life. Don't
moan that New York is not Vilna, that Manhattan is not Warsaw. Open

your syes and you will find the bg'er, the well of Judaism, the

im, in nelghborhood schools, in yeshivot and Talmud
Torahs, in your synagogue -~ 1f you attend it regularly -- and your
own homes, There is not a person here who cannot, given the will

and desire, find a well of Jewishness in his or her own home. No,






