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Praise for
The Gift of Rest


“What a wonderful book! Reading it helped me to recapture the wonder and excitement I experienced when I first became a Sabbath observer some thirty years ago. Senator Joe Lieberman and David Klinghoffer provide insights that can enrich anyone’s life, not just weekly but daily.”


—Michael Medved, nationally syndicated talk radio host
author of The 10 Big Lies About America


“What a wonderful service Joe Lieberman has rendered his frazzled fellow Americans by reminding them of God’s gift of the Sabbath. The Gift of Rest has certainly convicted this too-busy Baptist to mend his ways and once again embrace a weekly ‘day of rest.’”


—Richard Land, President of the Southern Baptist
Convention’s Ethics & Religious Liberty Commission


“The Gift of Rest is a charming, beautifully written inspirational gem, as well as a fascinating insider’s look at how spirituality and faith intersect at the highest echelons of political power.”


—Jonathan Kellerman, bestselling novelist


“This charming, personal, and informative book by the popular Senator Joe Lieberman ‘is my love song to the Shabbat,’ the Jewish Sabbath, and what it can mean for non-Jews as well. This discovery and rediscovery of the Shabbat offers an intimate glimpse into the mind and heart of a decent and thoughtful person, written in non-technical prose, and which cannot fail to inspire a sensitive reader. Read it and cherish it. It will add a new dimension to your life.”


—Rabbi Dr. Norman Lamm,
Chancellor of Yeshiva University
Rosh Hayeshiva (Head) of the Rabbi Isaac Elchanan
Theological Seminary


“Joseph Lieberman does not just acknowledge the Sabbath as a break from the working week. As an observant Jew he relishes and bathes in the spirit of it. While most other faiths do not embrace the formal rituals of Judaism, there is much here that we can admire and that will remind Christians of what we have lost as respect and love for the Sabbath has diminished. This is a book about faith that both informs and transforms the reader.”


—Cecil O. Samuelson, President of
Brigham Young University


“What a beautiful book about a beautiful concept—a day of rest as a gift to humanity. Senator Lieberman’s account of the Sabbath brought back fond memories of my own past while inspiring me to try to return to the values embodied in the Sabbath.”


—Alan Dershowitz,
author of The Trials of Zion




[image: images]




[image: images]
Howard Books
A Division of Simon & Schuster, Inc.
1230 Avenue of the Americas
New York, NY 10020
www.SimonandSchuster.com


Copyright © 2011 by Joseph Lieberman


All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever. For information address Howard Books Subsidiary Rights Department, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020


First Howard Books hardcover edition August 2011


HOWARD and colophon are trademarks of Simon & Schuster, Inc.


The Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau can bring authors to your live event. For more information or to book an event, contact the Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau at 1-866-248-3049 or visit our website at www.simonspeakers.com.


Manufactured in the United States of America


10   9   8   7   6   5   4   3   2   1


Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data


Lieberman, Joseph I.


 The gift of rest : rediscovering the beauty of the Sabbath / Joe Lieberman with David Klinghoffer ; in conjunction with Orthodox Union.


      p.     cm.


 1. Lieberman, Joseph I.—Religion. 2. Sabbath. 3. Rest—Religious aspects—Judaism. 4. Work—Religious aspects—Judaism. I. Klinghoffer, David, 1965- II. Union of Orthodox Jewish Congregations of America. III. Title.


BM685.L5125 2011


296.4’1—dc22       2010053831


ISBN 978-1-4516-0617-1
ISBN 978-1-4516-0618-8 (ebook)


Unless otherwise indicated, all Scripture quotations are taken from the Koren Tanakh. Hebrew names from this Bible translation have been changed to English names for ease of reading. Scripture quotations marked KJV are taken from the King James Version of the Bible. Public domain. Prayer book quotations are taken from the Koren Siddur. Chapter 1 quotation is taken from Genesis Rabba by Joseph Neusner.




FOR
HADASSAH FREILICH LIEBERMAN
my wife, soulmate, and partner
in accepting, guarding, and enjoying
God’s gift of Sabbath Rest
and for
our children and grandchildren
to whom we pass the gift


 


Said the Holy One Blessed Be He to Moses:
Moses, in my storehouse I have a goodly gift,
and the Sabbath is its name.


—Talmud, Beitzah 16a
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AUTHOR’S NOTE



I know some people will wonder why a United States Senator is writing a book about a religious subject like the Sabbath, and others will ask why a Jewish senator is writing a book about the Sabbath for Christians and people of other faiths as well as for Jews. The reason is simple: I love the Sabbath and believe it is a gift from God that I want to share with everyone who reads this book, in the hopes that they will grow to love it as much as I do.


The pioneering Zionist and Hebrew writer Ahad Ha’am famously remarked that, “More than the Jews have kept the Sabbath, the Sabbath has kept the Jews.” Certainly in my personal life I have found that to be true. When people ask me: “How can you stop all your work as a senator to observe the Sabbath each week?” I answer: “How could I do all my work as a senator if I did not stop to observe the Sabbath each week?”


I am, of course, not a rabbi or trained religious scholar. You may wonder, then, about the sources I drew on in writing this book. I am a religiously observant Jew who has over the years learned from many people who are wiser and more erudite than I. Most of those people are mentioned in the text before you, as are the sources in Scripture and rabbinic law and commentary that shape my Sabbath observance and thought. When I write about the Sabbath, it is not merely my opinion that I seek to convey but the distillation of a great and ancient tradition. Jewish tradition is a fount of authoritative biblical interpretation and wisdom with origins stretching back to Abraham and Moses, who learned from God Himself. Over the course of more than three thousand years, prophets and sages have transmitted this wisdom from teacher to student, parent to child, later to be recorded in the Talmud, Midrash, and other rabbinic works.


I am deeply grateful to everyone who has helped me with this book, but of course, I take full responsibility for everything in it.


Stamford, Connecticut


April 3, 2011
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THE GIFT OF THE SABBATH



It’s Friday night, raining one of those torrential downpours that we get in Washington, D.C., and I am walking from the Capitol to my home in Georgetown, getting absolutely soaked. A United States Capitol policeman is at my side, as we make our way up Pennsylvania Avenue from the Capitol building toward our distant goal, a four-and-a-half-mile walk. Before leaving my Senate office I changed into sneakers, but now they are full of water.


As we slosh forward, a Capitol police car travels alongside for extra security at a stately pace. But I do not—indeed I cannot—accept a ride in the car.


What accounts for this strange scene? The presence of the two policemen is easily explained. As the Senate’s sergeant at arms, who oversees the Capitol police, once said to me, “Senator, if something happens to you on my watch while you’re walking home, it will be bad for my career.” So that’s why the police are with me.


But why am I walking instead of riding on a rainy night? Because it’s Friday night, the Sabbath, the day of rest when observant Jews like me do not ride in cars. That would violate the letter and spirit of the Sabbath laws as the Bible and Jewish rabbinical opinions make clear. Normally I get home from my work in time for the start of the Sabbath—Shabbat in Hebrew, or Shabbos in Yiddish—at sundown on Friday. But on this occasion, important votes on the budget of the United States kept me from doing so. Voting in the Senate is conducted the old fashioned way, by voice, and there are no proxies. You can’t vote on behalf of one of your colleagues. If I miss an important vote, it would mean that on that particular issue the people of my home state of Connecticut would lose their representation. They would lose their say in the running of our country, the spending of their tax payments, or the safety and quality of their lives. That is something my religious beliefs tell me I cannot allow, even on the Sabbath, so when there are votes in the Senate after sundown on Friday, I vote and then I walk home.


I’ve taken this long walk from the Capitol to my home on thirty or forty occasions in my twenty-two-year senatorial career. The police officers who accompany me normally provide not only security but welcome companionship and conversation. Many are devout Christians. The journey takes about an hour and a half, and we’ve had some wonderful discussions about the Sabbath in particular and faith in general. But not tonight. It’s just too wet and miserable to talk much. It is now 10:00 p.m., and my police escort and I take a break and slip under the shelter of a convenience store awning.


At that moment, I must admit, I looked to the heavens from which rain continued to pour and asked, half in humor and half in sincerity, “Dear God. Is this really what you want me to be doing to remember and honor the Sabbath?”


That’s not a question I often feel compelled to ask. Observing the Sabbath is a commandment I have embraced, the fourth commandment to be exact, which Moses received from God on Mt. Sinai. Most of the time, it feels less like a commandment and more like a gift from God. It is a gift I received from my parents who, in turn, received it from their parents, who received it from generations of Jews before them in a line of transmission that goes back to Moses.


For me, Sabbath observance is a gift because it is one of the deepest, purest pleasures in my life. It is a day of peace, rest, and sensual pleasure. By sensual I don’t mean sexual—though you might find it interesting to know that one religious “responsibility” given to every married Jew is to make love with their spouse on the Sabbath because this is meant to be a day on which we experience the fullness of life. My wife Hadassah once mentioned this to a couple of women friends who were startled by the revelation.


“Oh,” said one, her eyes going wide, “I wish my husband would become more religiously observant.”


When I said the Sabbath is sensual, I meant that it engages the senses—sight, sound, taste, smell, and touch—with beautiful settings, soaring melodies, wonderful food and wine, and lots of love. It is a time to reconnect with family and friends—and, of course, with God, the Creator of everything we have time to “sense” on the Sabbath. Sabbath observance is a gift that has anchored, shaped, and inspired my life.


So, you might ask, if it’s such a gift and pleasure, why not just get in the car with the policemen and take an easy, eagerly offered ride home? The book you hold in your hands is my answer to your question.


The Sabbath is an old but beautiful idea that, in our frantically harried and meaning-starved culture, cries out to be rediscovered and enjoyed by people of all faiths. It takes the form it does—its laws and customs—because from ancient days, generations of rabbis and sages have been transmitting, refining, and elaborating traditions that define Sabbath observance. These traditions build fences—like not riding in a car—around the Sabbath to protect it as a day of faith and rest. The Sabbath is an organic entity reflecting centuries of thought and experience. It is not an arbitrary contrivance. Some ordinances may have seemed meaningless in the past, but they have been revealed in their full meaningfulness in modern times. I constantly seek the wisdom of Sabbath practices, and I’m rarely disappointed by what I find. If the cost is an occasional inconvenience or discomfort—like getting soaked on the walk home from the Capitol—I consider that a small price to pay for all the Sabbath gives and teaches me.


Hadassah and I sometimes speak of a place beyond time called “Shabbatland.” In many ways, the Sabbath is an entirely different place from the one in which we live our weekday lives. It’s a place away from clocks and watches, bound only by the natural movements of the sun. Whether I am spending Shabbat in Washington, D.C., or in my hometown of Stamford, Connecticut, entering the Sabbath is like stepping into a different world defined not by geographical boundaries but by faith, tradition, and spirituality.


“On Shabbat,” Rabbi Menachem Mendel Schneerson, the rebbe (or chief rabbi) of the Chabad Lubavitch movement, said, “we cease to struggle with the world, not because the task of perfecting it is on hold, but because on Shabbat, the world is perfect; we relate to what is perfect and unchanging in it.”


In speaking with Christian friends, especially in the Evangelical and Roman Catholic communities, I’ve felt an appreciation for the gifts of Sabbath observance and a desire to spread them. Some have asked me, “Why do you observe the Sabbath?” and “What do you do on the Sabbath?” I now propose to answer them and you through the prism of the Hebrew Bible which most Christians call the Old Testament and which provides the shared wellsprings from which we draw our faith.


In the Torah, the Bible’s first five books, we are given the text of the fourth commandment twice: once in Exodus, when Scripture narrates the revelation of God to the children of Israel at Mt. Sinai, and again three books later in Deuteronomy when Moses repeats the story of the Sinai revelation to the Israelites in the desert forty years later. The wording of the commandment in these two accounts is different.


Exodus emphasizes the role of the Sabbath in commemorating the creation of the world and in acknowledging and honoring God as Creator. We are told there to “remember” the Sabbath, to remember particularly that the world has a purposive Creator. We are not here by accident. We got here as a result of God’s creation.


The second recording of the commandment to observe the Sabbath is in the context of God’s liberation of the Jewish people from Egypt. It is an affirmation that God not only created us but that He continues to care about His creation and about human history:


And remember that thou wast a servant in the land of Egypt, and that the Lord, thy God brought thee out from there with a mighty hand and a stretched out arm: therefore the Lord thy God commanded thee to keep the Sabbath day. (Deuteronomy 5:15)


The Exodus led to the revelation at Sinai in which the commandment to remember and guard the Sabbath is given. And with the law came the responsibility each of us has to become God’s partners in shaping, improving, and ultimately perfecting human history.


This book is my love song to Shabbat. The best way I can sing this song and really make a case for the day I love is by showing you Shabbatland, by giving you a tour of a typical Sabbath day.


The Sabbath officially begins on Friday evening at sundown and ends on Saturday at nightfall. Like a symphony with its different parts, Shabbat also has its “movements”—distinct phases of the day. I count nine of these, formally beginning on Friday night with Kabbalat Shabbat, the Welcoming of the Sabbath Bride, and concluding on Saturday night with the ceremony called Havdalah, which means Separation. Havdalah is the moment when the conclusion of the Sabbath separates the holiness of the Sabbath from the ordinary weekday that follows.


But in a very real sense, the Sabbath begins during the day on Friday, which we call Erev Shabbat, the eve of the Sabbath, a time of intensive practical and, one hopes, spiritual preparation. Shabbat officially concludes at “nightfall” Saturday night (rather than at sundown, which is earlier) when we enter the six days of work that follow the day of rest. As I take you on your guided tour of Shabbatland, we’ll start with Sabbath Eve and proceed from there. We’ll experience the day together, the faith and feelings and the meanings and practices of a typical Sabbath.


Before we start our tour, I want to offer you a point of clarification and welcome. This book is for both Jews and non-Jews, whatever their personal religious observances may be, because the fourth commandment and its gift of Sabbath rest were given to all people. In fact, as we go along you’ll see that the Sabbath provides answers to the most difficult questions people of all faiths have asked themselves for generations: How did I get here? Does anyone care how I behave? What will happen to me after I die?


The prophet Isaiah taught beautifully about a future time when everyone will observe the Sabbath:


Also the sons of the stranger, that join themselves to the Lord, to serve Him, and to love the name of the Lord, to be His servants, every one that keeps the Sabbath and does not profane it. . . . Even them will I bring to My holy mountain, and make them joyful in My house of prayer. (Isaiah 56:6–7)


Then in the concluding verses of his book, Isaiah pictures how it will be in that blessed future:


And it shall come to pass, that every new moon, and every Sabbath, shall all flesh come to bow down to the ground before Me, says the Lord. (Isaiah 66:23)


The Sabbath is a gift from God to all people. In our time, I believe, it is a gift that is desperately needed.


In this book, we will explore some of the immense and fascinating complexities of traditional Jewish Sabbath observance and thought. Still, the Sabbath is not an all or nothing proposition. It offers to enrich your life and give you rest in direct proportion to how much of its spirit and practice you choose to incorporate into your life. But I warn you: a single taste of Sabbath can lead you to want more. As we go along, I will explain the Sabbath as I know it and offer practical advice—“Simple Beginnings”—on some easy ways to adopt aspects of Sabbath observance in your own life. I hope that the more you experience its pleasures, the more you will want to remember, guard, and enjoy God’s day.


Now, join me please on a journey to and through the Sabbath day.
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SABBATH EVE:



PREPARATIONS, PHYSICAL AND SPIRITUAL


[image: image]


Friday Afternoon


Whether I’m in Stamford or Washington, I try to get home earlier on Friday than any other day of the week so I can participate in preparing for the Sabbath. But I don’t always make it as early as I hoped. Sometimes when I walk into the kitchen, my wife, Hadassah, will be on the phone with one of our kids. “Oh, Daddy just walked through the door,” she says with a wry glance in my direction. “He said he’d be home at two-thirty. Oh, look, its four already!”


In accordance with Jewish tradition, I always bring flowers home for Hadassah and our Shabbat table on Fridays. A Capitol Hill newspaper once surveyed members of Congress, asking, among other things, “Do you ever buy your wife flowers?”


“Yes,” I said.


“How often?”


“Every week,” I answered.


“Oh my goodness,” said the reporter, “you are so romantic!” The resulting article nominated me as one of the most romantic members of Congress.


I like to think of myself as romantic, but flowers on Friday afternoon is as much a gesture of respect and love for Shabbat as it is one of respect and love for my wife. The beauty and smell of the flowers—even the ritual of stopping at the Safe-way in Georgetown or the Stop & Shop in Stamford to pick them up—is part of my preparation for the Sabbath.


Of course Hadassah is well ahead of me in getting ready. The forbidden labors of the Sabbath—thirty-nine categories, all detailed by the rabbinical authorities of long ago—are creative activities that imitate God’s creativity in the first six days. They include lighting a fire, and by extension, lighting an electric light or using a combustion engine like the one that makes your car move. Handling money is forbidden on Shabbat, and we don’t go shopping or engage in business. Cooking is prohibited, so Hadassah prepares the Sabbath meals on Thursday night and/or Friday.


The Sabbath does not just happen spontaneously at sundown on Friday. In some important ways, it begins as darkness falls on the preceding Saturday night and we prepare to return to the six days of work. We leave Shabbat, knowing it is our responsibility to be as creative and purposeful for the next six days as God was in creating the Heaven and Earth. But we also yearn to return to Shabbat to enjoy the gift of rest, just as God enjoyed the seventh day as the culmination of His creation.


By Thursday night Hadassah has decided on a plan of action for our meals. By Friday afternoon all is ready, and the wonderful smells of food fill the house. The dining room table is set with our best china, embellished by the flowers I have brought.
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My earliest memories of Shabbat are in my grandmother’s house—where we lived until I was eight years old. On Friday morning and afternoon, the house was busy with activity and cooking and cleaning, as if we were preparing for the arrival of a very honored guest.


In 1950, Mom and Dad, along with my sisters Rietta and Ellen and I, moved into our own house on Strawberry Hill Court in Stamford, about two miles north of my grand-mother’s. The warm, rich Sabbath memories continued there. Of all the blessings I have received in my life, the first was one of the best—maybe the best ever. I was blessed to be born the son of wonderful parents, Henry and Marcia Lieberman. They were loving, supportive, and principled. They taught my sisters and me a lot, and gave us a lot, including the gift of Sabbath rest and observance.


Mom and Dad came from very different religious backgrounds, but together they created a unified, religious home. My mother’s family was very observant. My dad’s was not. My father’s mother, Rebecca, died in New York in the influenza epidemic in 1918 when he was only three, and his father, Jacob, put him into an orphanage for Jewish boys where he stayed until he was ten. When his father remarried and moved to New Haven, he brought my father and his sister, Hannah, to live there with his new wife and her children. Dad’s family was very secular, so he received no religious education and didn’t even have a Bar Mitzvah. He graduated from high school in 1933 in the Depression, but though he was intellectually brilliant, he could not go to college. Instead he took a series of jobs that began on an overnight delivery truck for a bakery in Bridgeport and culminated in a factory in Stamford, where at a Purim dance (celebrating the story of Queen Esther) at the Stamford Jewish Center, he met Mom. When they got engaged, two members of her family who owned liquor stores offered to help Dad lease and open his own liquor store. They all agreed that as soon as he was making twenty-five dollars a week, they could get married. That incentive system worked well, and they married in 1940. It was only before their wedding—at the insistence of my mother’s family—that Dad took lessons and had his Bar Mitzvah. Although he came to Judaism later in life, his faith was deep and informed. He studied religious texts and commentaries, often in his liquor store between customers, and became quite learned. Later he joined a class in modern conversational Hebrew and became fluent. He loved the Sabbath, but as was the custom for many men at the time, he kept his liquor store open on Friday night and Saturdays because he could not afford to close. For most of my childhood, Dad would try to come home early for dinner on Friday and break for lunch on Saturday, but was otherwise not at home or synagogue on the Sabbath.


Dad was a deductive believer in God, founding his faith in God’s existence on the extraordinary sophistication and order of the natural world and on the miraculous continuity and survival of the Jewish people in the human world. Neither, he concluded, could have happened without divine support.


Dad created the intellectual basis for my religious observance, and Mom provided the spiritual depth and traditional ritual-blessed home environment to which my faith attached itself and grew. Together, they built a very spiritual home, with great pleasures and high expectations for my sisters and me. The Friday pre-Shabbat experiences that I first had in my grandmother’s house continued and grew in Mom and Dad’s house.


I would come home from school on Friday afternoon and immediately inhale the aroma of the chicken soup, meat, or kugel—a sweet baked noodle dish—or whatever else was cooking. I would go over to the stove and pick up the lid of the chicken soup pot, smell it, and then take a spoonful. Years later, when Hadassah first saw me tasting from the soup pot on Friday afternoon in my mother’s kitchen, she was appalled.


“How can you do that!” she asked in her most mannerly New England tone.


“It’s my tradition,” I answered, with a big smile as if I was Tevye in Fiddler on the Roof. But Hadassah was unconvinced.


Later I learned I had the Code of Jewish Law on my side. It may surprise you that Judaism has such things codified, but one highly authoritative legal commentary, the Mishnah Berurah, actually says, “It is meritorious to taste every dish on Erev Shabbos, so as to see that it is prepared well and properly.” Little did I realize that I had such esteemed authority to justify my undisciplined Friday afternoon ardor for chicken soup.


The Midrash, a compilation of ancient rabbinic traditions, tells the story of a Roman Emperor, named Antoninus Pius, who had a close friendship with Rabbi Judah HaNasi (the prince), the head of the Jewish community in the land of Israel at the end of the second century. Rabbi Judah served him a delicious meal when the emperor visited him on Shabbat. On another occasion, Antoninus visited on a weekday. Although the food was as elaborately prepared as before, it did not taste nearly as good. When the emperor mentioned this, Rabbi Judah replied that unfortunately each dish was missing a very special ingredient. The emperor then asked: Why did you leave out the ingredient this time? Were you skimping on costs? Rabbi Judah replied: The missing spice is the Shabbat. Food prepared and eaten in the ambience of the Sabbath has a special, delicious flavor which we cannot duplicate at a weekday meal (Genesis Rabba 11:4).


In the opening scene in Marcel Proust’s Remembrance of Things Past, the narrator tastes a cookie, a madeleine, that he associates with his childhood and that spontaneously fills him with memories and sensations. When it comes to the Sabbath, we taste or smell or see or hear, and immediately we are transported to Shabbatland—as Hadassah and I call it—with all its religious, mystical, and sensual meanings and memories. So when I walk into Hadassah’s kitchen today and smell the baking challah, the specially braided bread of Shabbat, I am instantly transported to the kitchen of another woman whose influence on me was so crucial that, without it, I might not be a Sabbath observer today.


My maternal grandmother, Minnie, or “Maintza” as she was known in Yiddish, was the religious foundation of our home. I associate her with many things, of course, but preparing for Shabbat is high on that list. We spent the first eight years of my childhood living on the second floor of her house. We called her Baba, a Yiddish word for “Grandma.” After we moved into a home of our own, Baba would spend most Sabbaths with us. She would appear at our door on Friday afternoon, Erev Shabbat, with a towel full of pastries or a pot full of some other food she had made for us. I can almost smell the pastries—the sweet, crescent-shaped rugelach—and the wonderful firm, little sugar cookies. She often brought us challah, along with delicious chicken soup.


Baba was one of the most patriotic Americans I have ever known. Like countless other immigrants to this country, she had something to compare America to—the place from which she came. There, she and her family were poor and religiously harassed. Here, she found opportunity and acceptance. One of the most miraculous experiences of her life, she once told me, was when her Christian neighbors in our ethnically diverse neighborhood would see her walking to synagogue on Saturday morning and say, “Good Sabbath, Mrs. Manger.” At those moments, Baba probably thought she was not in Connecticut, but in heaven.


Years later in 2000, on the first Sabbath after I accepted the Democratic nomination for vice president, Hadassah and I and some of our kids ended up in Lacrosse, Wisconsin. As we walked through the lovely streets from our hotel to the local synagogue on Saturday morning, people came out of their homes to wish us a good Sabbath. I thought of Baba and how right she was to be a grateful and patriotic American.


By the time of her passing away in 1967, at age eighty-six, she had moved into our house full-time. The very last words Baba spoke on the day of her death were about honoring Shabbat by preparing for it. I was in law school at Yale and clearly remember being called that Friday afternoon and told that Baba had suffered a serious stroke and that I should rush back to Stamford. On the last Erev Shabbat of Baba’s life, my mother later told me, she and Baba were in the kitchen. Baba, sitting idly at the table, said to my mother, “Masha, give me something to do l’kavod Shabbos,” which means to honor the Sabbath. My mother gave her some carrots and onions to chop for the soup. She was chopping vegetables l’kavod Shabbos when she fell ill for the last time. She died that Friday night, on Shabbos, which tradition says is a special blessing for the righteous.


At that time in my own life, I had fallen away from Sabbath observance. During my first semester as an undergraduate at Yale, I was sincerely worried that I would flunk out. I hadn’t yet realized that to get kicked out of Yale for poor grades actually required quite a determined effort. I could have easily taken time off from my school work on Shabbat, but anxiety about my academic performance, combined with peer social pressures not to be different, pulled me away in surprisingly short order, and I stopped observing the Sabbath. Ironically, I still put on tefillin, the little black leather boxes filled with sacred scrolls that observant Jewish men wear on their arms and head for morning prayer, and said my prayers each morning. Why did I do one and not the other? Maybe, I must admit, it was because putting on tefillin was private and personal, and Shabbat was more public and interrupted the weekend social flow of college life.


During college, I continued to observe the Jewish dietary laws, but by the time I reached law school, I also began straying in my eating. When I look back at this time, I am amused and a bit embarrassed by the strange distinctions I made. I would eat non-kosher chicken or beef, but never with milk because the mixing of meat and milk products is an additional prohibition in the Torah. I continued to refrain from ham, bacon, or shellfish, except on one memorable occasion. Someone convinced me to try Lobster Newburgh. After all, I reasoned, the lobster was removed from its familiar shell and cloaked in a rich sauce, therefore making it unrecognizable to both me and God. I took one mouthful of the shellfish, chewed it, swallowed it, and immediately proceeded to the men’s room where I puked up everything in my stomach. I suspect my stomach upset had more to do with theology and psychology than with gastronomy or gastroenterology.


My Baba’s death in 1967 marked the beginning of my return to Jewish observance. There was a synagogue right across the street from where I had lived for more than a year in New Haven, Connecticut but I had never gone there. The Shabbat after Baba passed away, I remember saying, “I really want to go to shul”—shul is the Yiddish term for synagogue.


Was it because of my grandmother’s last words, which so hauntingly conveyed her love of preparing for the arrival of Shabbat? Perhaps indirectly. But uppermost in my mind was the worry that Baba was my link with the Judaism of my ancestors, the Judaism of history. If I let go of the link in the chain, it would be broken and lost to me and my children after me. And so I slowly began my return to regular synagogue attendance and Sabbath and religious observance.


When I think of Erev Shabbat, I think also of Baba’s husband, my grandfather. His name was Joseph Manger. I am named for him and therefore never knew him because we Jews of European ancestry name for deceased relatives or friends. He died when my mother was just a child and he was only forty-two; his death, too, was strangely linked to Sabbath observance.


My grandfather started in the soda business in Stamford, and like many Jewish immigrants at that time he decided that supporting his family ruled out giving up that day of work on Saturday. He had been a very religiously observant man in Europe, and in 1922, he finally reached a time in America when he felt he could afford to stop working on Shabbat. It happened that year that the two-day Jewish festival of Shavuot—which like the Christian Pentecost, occurs fifty days after the beginning of Passover—began on Sunday evening. So to prepare for the festival, my grandfather went to the market on Friday and bought a live fish that the family planned to cook on Sunday and eat on Shavuot. In the meantime, over Shabbat, the fish lived in a bathtub full of water in their home. This is how things were done at that time.


On Friday night, my grandfather went to shul for prayers, excited that he was beginning the first Sabbath he would fully observe in his new country.


“I will never break Shabbos again,” he told his wife and children, including my mother, who was then seven years old.


He was so proud, so pleased. When Saturday morning came, he went to the synagogue to pray and hear the Torah read. Then he returned home for the festive lunch meal during which he complained to his wife, my Baba, of a pain in his arm. It must have been no ordinary pain because she told him he should visit the local physician, Dr. Nemoitin, at his office—which was in his home—between the afternoon and evening prayers of the Sabbath. My mother always remembered Baba and her four siblings walking her father to the corner that day as he returned to shul for the afternoon service. As he walked, he carried his infant son, my Uncle Ben. When they got to the corner, he handed my uncle to Baba, crossed the street, and smiled broadly as he and the family happily wished each other a “Good Shabbos.”


They never saw him alive again.


Following the afternoon service, on his way to the doctor’s office, he crossed the street and was struck by a bicycle and thrown onto some trolley tracks, badly hitting his head. Maybe that was the cause of his death, or maybe the pain in his arm was a symptom of an impending heart attack. In any case, he ended that Shabbat, the last of his life and the first he was ever to observe fully in America, in the hospital where he died later that night.
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IN OUR TIME-STARVED CULTURE, we race through our hectic days, desper-
ately wishing for more time with family, friends, and ourselves, as the hands on the
clock whir around the hours at ever-increasing speed. But the truth is, our bodies
and souls were created to rest—regularly—and when they do, we experience
heightened productivity, improved health, and more meaningful relationships.

In these pages you'll find wonderful stories of the senator’s spiritual journey, as
well as special Sabbath experiences with political colleagues such as Bill Clinton, Al
and Tipper Gore, John McCain, Colin Powell, George W. Bush, Bob Dole, and
others. In 7he Gift of Rest, Senator Joe Licberman shows how his observance of the
Sabbath has not only enriched his personal and spiritual life, but enhanced his
career and enabled him to serve his country to his greatest capacity.

“What a wonderful service Joe Lieberman has rendered his frazzled fellow
Americans by reminding them of God's gift of the Sabbath. The Gift of Rest
has certainly convicted this too-busy Baptist to mend his ways and once again
embrace a weekly ‘day of rest.”

—RICHARD LAND, President of the Southern Baprist Convention’s
Ehics & Religious Liberty Commission

“Written in nontechnical prose, this discovery and rediscovery of Shabbat offers
an intimate glimpse into the mind and heart of a decent and thoughtful person.
Read it and cherish it. It will add a new dimension to your life.”

—RaBB1 DR. NorMAN Lamm, Chancellor of Yeshiva Universiry,
Rosh Hayeshiva (Head) of the Rabbi Isaac Elchanan Theological Seminary

“Senator Lieberman reminds us that the God-given day of rest—whether we
call it Sabbath or Sunday—should be honored by all believers. As Pope John
Paul 11 taught: we cannot work with God all week, if we do not rest with God
on His Sabbath!”

—Timoray M. DoLan, Archbishop of New York
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SIMPLE BEGINNINGS
FOR INSTITUTING YOUR
OWN SABBATH

A COMMITMENT to incorporate the Sabbath
into your own life is not an all-or-nothing proposi-
tion. You can begin at whatever level you choose. But

an appetite for more. Here are a few suggestions o gec
youstarted.

* Takea nap.
indulgence!

njoy this wonderful, innocent

« Setaside some particularly enjoyable and
relaxing reading.

« Try not wearing a warch. Don't worry about
being latc. Your main responsibility on this
special

is o restand, thereby, o please and.
honor God—not people.

« Make time for romance and intimacy with
your spouse. Dress up. Relax. You don'c have to
leave your home to have a date night!

+ Consider turning off the TV, computer, cell
phone, or al three. If ot for the whole day, at
least for an evening or afternoon.

* Go out of your way to interact with ocher
peopleand with God’s creation.

* Elevate your talk. Rather than gossip, discuss
ideas. Scck peace with your spousc. Avoid
talking about business.

« Light cwo candles to welcome the Sabbath as
symbol of your wish that God's light and peace

pervade your home for your day of rest.

JOE LIEBERMAN isa United States scnator repre-
senting Connecticut. As the 2000 Democratic vice
presidential candidate, he became che first Jew in
American history to run for national office on a
major-party ticker. With close ties to Evangelical
Christians, a popular speaker at churches and confer-
ences,

icberman counts top Evangelical leaders as

his friends and supporcers.

Senator Licberman lives in Stamford and Wash-

ingon with his wife, Hadassah. Together they are the

MEET THE AUTHORS, WATCH VIDEOS AND MORE AT
imonandSchuster.com
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