
Morning Meditation 
 

Rosh HaShannah 5771 
 

“Soon I’ll be a stranger in a strange new place…” 
 

Those really are the words that filled my head when I learned that 
Congregation Kol-Ami, our beloved little “Shul in the Sky,” would close 
forever in March 2009. 
 
Now Kol-Ami wasn‟t “exactly the garden of Eden,” but it held a special 
place in my heart.  When we suddenly lost my mother Helene in November 
„07, so soon after losing Richard‟s mother Juanita in December ‟06, Kol-
Ami was there for us, anchoring us as we grieved.  And at some point, 
without ever making a conscious decision, we decided to be there for Kol-
Ami; we became regulars at Friday night services, and all too often, we 
completed the minion. 
 
So how did we keep our balance during this tumultuous time?  “That I can 
tell you in one word: Tradition!”  We brought our core Jewish practices to 
KAM Isaiah Israel: worshipping on Friday nights; observing the annual 
yahrzeits of our four beloved parents; and sharing holidays and simkhas 
with the members of our new mishpokhe. 
 
“Searching for an old familiar face,” I looked across the Sanctuary last night 
and saw Eileen, Judy, Kathy, Karl and Lou from Kol-Ami, but also Dearborn 
Park neighbors Stephen and Susan, Hyde Park friends Linda, Mark and 
Michael, UCMC colleagues Dan and Ruth, and Peter and Rebecca (first 
met on assignment for the JUF News). 
 
So many old friends!  So many new friends: Alan, Joan, Lenore, Matt, and 
Rosalie; Rabbi Appel, Cantor Miriam and Tal!  And I know in my heart that 
I‟ve found my new “Anatevka.” 
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From Fiddler on the Roof 
(Act Two Scene Seven—Abridged) 

 
Mendel: Rabbi, we‟ve been waiting for the Messiah all our lives.  Wouldn‟t 
this be a good time for him to come? 
 

Rabbi: We‟ll have to wait for him somewhere else.  Meanwhile, let‟s start 
packing… 
 

Yente: Well, Anatevka hasn‟t been exactly the Garden of Eden… 
 

All: What do we leave?  Nothing much, only Anatevka… 
 

Anatevka, Anatevka, 
Underfed, overworked Anatevka, 

Where else could Sabbath be so sweet? 
 

Anatevka, Anatevka, 
Intimate, obstinate Anatevka, 

Where I know everyone I meet. 
 

Soon I‟ll be a stranger in a strange new place, 
Searching for an old familiar face 

From Anatevka. 
 

I belong in Anatevka, 
Tumbledown, workaday Anatevka, 

Dear little village, little town of mine. 
 

Golde: Eh, it‟s just a place. 
 

Mendel: And our forefathers have been forced out of many, many places at 
a moment‟s notice. 
 

Tevye (shrugs): Maybe that‟s why we always wear our hats. 

 
Book by Joseph Stein/Lyrics by Sheldon Harnick (1964) 


