


The Procession of Generations: Jewish Past and Jewish 
Future 

Dear Friends: 

In telling you of my hopes and dreams for this College, 
this movement, and its future, I have to begin by telling the 
story of what it means to be a Jew today. We set out to build 
the future only by knowing and appreciating the present. And 
in order to tell you that, I have to begin with my own story. 
Where should a person begin the tale, after all, if not with 
himself? My name is Avraham Yitzhak, the son of Mordecai 
and Etel, the son and daughter in turn of Yosef and Manya, 
and Asher Mordecai and Basil. Basil was the daughter of Meir, 
a cabinetmaker in Lomza, and wife Hinkel. Asher Mordecai 
was an orphan whose father was killed by a peasant on a 
drunken rampage somewhere in Latvia over a hundred years 
ago. Manya's father, the Avraham Yitzhak whose name I bear, 
was a shtetl Jew from somewhere in Western Poland who 
migrated to the burgeoning industrial city of Lodz, where his 
children lost their Hasidic faith and joined the ranks of that 
new religion that was emerging on the left flank of the Jewish 
workers' movement. I am also the father of Hannah Leah and 
hopefully of untold generations to come. I also like to think of 
myself - and this in part to lighten the burden I place upon 
my only child - as a spiritual parent of the many to whom I 
have tried to teach Torah. 

I introduce myself in this way in order to turn us 
immediately to the matter at hand: the issue of transmitting 
our Jewish legacy from one generation to the next. Most of our 
lives are lived in a generationally horizontal context. We 
associate with peers, or with those slightly older or younger 
than ourselves. We stand in relation to the world as it is, 
human society and the natural order as they exist in the 
historical and evolutionary moment in which we happen to 
encounter them. But for us Jews in particular this horizontal 
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