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Abstract ideas meant another round of problems
and torments for him another senes of attempts
to reconcile the mcompatible. Note how he straggled
to grasp these ideas.

. . Infini/—that means what has alwayvs been. But
what came before this? What 15 te follow? Mo, it's 1m-
possible to see this ...

In order for me to grasp the meaming of a thing, I
have to zee 1t... Take the word nothing. I read 1t and
thought 1t must be very profound. I thought it would
be better to call nothing something . .. for I see this
nothing and it 15 something . .. If I'm to understand
any meamng that is fanly deep, I have to get an image
of 1t nght away. 5o I tumed to my wife and asked
her what mothing meant. But 1t was so clear to her
that she sumply said: "Nething means there 15 nothing "
I underztood 1t dufferently. I saw this morhimg and felt
she must be wrong. The logic we use, for example. It's
been worked out on the basiz of vears of experience.
I can ses how 1t has developed, and what 1t means to
me 1= that one haz to rely on his own sensabions of
things. If morhing can appear to a person, that means
it 1z something. That's where the trouble comes 1o . ..

Whern I hear 1t said, for example, that water 15 color-
less, I remember how moy father once had to cut down a
tree at the edge of the Bezymyannaya Stream because
it blocked the flow of the current... I began to think
and wonder what Besympanngya Stream could mean
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[Fussian: bezymyannaya, "nameless"]. It means the
stream has no name _ ..

What pointless images come up on account of a
single word. Take the word something, for example.
For me this 15 a dense cloud of steam that has the
color of smoke. When I hear the word nothing, [ also
see a cloud, but one that is thinner, completely trans-
parent. And when I try to seize a parficle of this
nething, [ get the most minute particles of nothing.

(Record of December 1933.)

How odd and vet how fanmhar these expenences
are. They are mevitable for any adolescent who,
having grown used fo fhinking in ferms of graphic
images, suddenly finds there 1s a world of abstract
ideas to be mastered He is bound to be confised
by the questions these pose: What do we mean
by nothing when something always exasts? What does
efermity mean? What came before? What will fol-
low? Swmmlarly with infinify—what will there be
after mfinity? These concepts exist and are taught
to us in school Yet how can we picture them in
our minds? And if it 15 impossible to imagine them
what do they mean?

These are the questions that perplex and over-
whelm voung people when they realize that abstract
ideas cannot be understood in graphic terms; they
are thus forced to grapple with ideas that seem so
contradictory. This soon ceases to be a problem for
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the adolescent, however, for he shifts ffom thunking
m concrefe terms to dealing with abstractions; the
role graphic mmages once playved in s thinking is
replaced by certain accepted ideas about the mean-
mg of words. His thinking becomes verbal and logi-
cal m nature, and grapluc mmages remam on the
periphery of consciousness, since they are of no help
in understanding abstract concepts.

Once we have made the transition to another
level of thought, the problem of abstractions is just
a memory of a pamnfil experience we had in the
past. S., though, could not make the transition as
rapidly as others. He was unable to grasp an idea
unless he could actually see if, and so0 he tnied to
visualize the idea of "nothing" to find an mage
with which to depict "infimty" And he persisted
m fthese agonizing attempts all lus hfe forever
coping with a basically adolescent conflict that made
1t impossible for lum to cross that "accursed” thresh-
old to a lugher level of thought.

The mages abstract concepts such as the above
evoked were of no help to him What could he
really deduce from the fact that upon hearing the
word efernity, an image of some ancient fimure, of
God no doubt, whom he had leamned of from Bible
stories, would appear fo lum? At fiimes, mstead of
images he would see "puffs of steam" "splashes."
and "lnes." What did they represent? The content
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of the abstract ideas S. was trying to visualize? What
did he derive fiom the images which as we know,
he would see in response to the sounds of a word
he was not famdliar with? It 15 difficult to say
whether these umages were of any help to him i
understanding an idea. But they contimued to
emerge, crowding together and taking up nmich of

his conscious awareness.
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EINSTEIN’S DREAMS PP. 33-34 BY: ALAN LIGHTMAN

A glanee along the crowded booths on Spitalgasse tells the story. The shoppers walk hesitantly
from one stall to the next, discovering whar each shop sell. Here s tobaceo, but where is
mustard seed? Here are sugar beets, but where is cod? Here is goat’s milk, but where is
sassafras? These are not tourists in Berne an their first visit. These are the citizens of Berne. Not
aman can remember that two days back he bought chocolate ar a shop named Ferdinand’s, at
no. 17, or beef at the Hof delicatessen, at no. 36. Each shop and its specialty must be found
anew. Many walk with maps, directing the map-holders from one arcade to the next in the ci
theyh:megved in aﬂtheirﬁves,mghestreﬂﬂ:eyhamtrmﬂad for vears. Many walk wi
notebooks, to record what they have leamed while it is briefly in their heads. For in this world,
people have no memaories.

When it is time to return home at the end of the day, each person consults his address book
to leamn where he lives. The butcher, who has made some unattractive cuts in his one day of
butchery, discovers that his home is no. 29 Nigeligasse. The stockbroker, whose short-term
memary of the market has produced some excellent investments, reads that he now lives at no.
89 BundWE home, each man finds a woman and children waiting at the door,
introduces hi , helps with the evening meal, reads stores to his children. Likewise, each
woman returning from her job meets a husband, children, sofas, lamps, wallpaper, china
patterns. Lare at night, the wife and hushand do not linger at the rable to discuss the day's
activities, their children’s school, the bank account. Instead, theyv smile at one another, feel the
warming blood, the ache between the legs as when they met the first time fifteen years ago
They find their bedroom, stumble family phot s they do not recognize, and the
nigi'e?;: in lust. For it is anly habit an?mﬂnm}}rr at mﬂ:he Ff'ly}'.?.i:ﬂ] passion E?lmmt n‘lEn‘ll:t'YIﬂm ,
igaﬂ': night is the first night, each moming is the first moming, each kiss and touch are the
irst.

A world without memory s a world of the present. The past exists only in books, in
documents. In order to know himself, each person carries his own Book of Life, which is filled
with the history of his life. By reading i daily, he can relearn the identity of his parents,
whether he was bormn high o bom mwﬁnﬁhedﬂ well or did poorly in school, whether he
has accomplished anything in his life. Without his Book of Life, a person is a snapshot, a two-
r|:|u:nF-_l'l.?,lc:nnzflml-.lrr'mgv;-1 ﬁﬁ In the leafy cafés on the anngms‘l{akie, one hemI:hnnguished
shrieking from a man who just read that he once killed another man, sighs from a woman who
just discovered she was courted by a prinee, sudden boasting from a woman who has learned
that she received top honors from her university ten years prior. Some pass the twilight hours at
their tables reading from their Books of Life; others frantically fill its extra pages with the day's
events.

With time, each person’s Book of Life thickens until it cannot be read in its entirety. Then
comes a choice. Elderly men and women may read the early pages, to know themselves as
youths; or they may read the end, to know themselves in later years.

Some have readi ther. They have abandoned the past. They have decided
that it mmmﬁﬁyﬁmﬂamgyﬁmm rirJlE}rcr poar, educated or iganant, ;zud or humble,

in love or empty-hearted—no maore than it matters how a soft wind gets into their hair. Such
look you directly in the eve and grip your hand firmly. Such people walk with the limber
ide of their youth. Such people have g;m

ed how to live in a without memary.

MAIMONIDES LAWS OF TESHUVA 3:4

Even though the sounding of the shofar on Rosh 23027 NTOTA IR WK DWW nypnw 2''UR L7
HaShanah is a decree, it contains an allusion. It QORI QOIS QIO 1Y AIDD 13 WO 1A

is as if [the shofar’s call] is saying; TN 1T BSWRD WEM 2ONRTINR 1IN

Wake up you sleepy ones from your sleep and AT Y9377 NART DR 2O IR AORTI2 15N
you who slumber, arise. Inspect your deeds,

repent, remember your Creator. Those who
forget the truth in the vanities of time...

Torment of Time: D. Bashevkin Page 3




ENTROPY: THE PAIN OF TIME

GENESIS CHAPTER 15

7. And He said to him, "I am the Lord, Who brought you forth
from Ur of the Chaldees, to give you this land to inherit it."

8. And he said, "O Lord God, how will I know that I will inherit
it?"

9. And He said to him, "Take for Me three heifers and three goats
and three rams, and a turtle dove and a young bird."

10. And he took for Him all these, and he divided them in the
middle, and he placed each part opposite its mate, but he did not
divide the birds.

11. And the birds of prey descended upon the carcasses, and
Abram drove them away.

12. Now the sun was ready to set, and a deep sleep fell upon
Abram, and behold, a fright, a great darkness was falling upon
him.

13. And He said to Abram, "You shall surely know that your seed
will be strangers in a land that is not theirs, and they will enslave
them and oppress them, for four hundred years.

14. And also the nation that they will serve will I judge, and
afterwards they will go forth with great possessions.

15. But you will come to your forefathers in peace; you will be
buried in a good old age.

16. And the fourth generation will return here, for the iniquity of
the Amorites will not be complete until then."

17. Now it came to pass that the sun had set, and it was dark,
and behold, a smoking furnace and a fire brand, which passed
between these parts.

18. On that day, the Lord formed a covenant with Abram, saying,
"To your seed I have given this land, from the river of Egypt until
the great river, the Euphrates river.

19. The Kenites, the Kenizzites, and the Kadmonites,

20. And the Hittites and the Perizzites and the Rephaim,

21. And the Amorites and the Canaanites and the Girgashites
and the Jebusites."
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VILNA GAON
CITED BY R ISAAC HUTNER
PACHAD YITZCHAK YOM KIPPUR #21

Exile is a product of time, while redemption is .0IK3 0P NM P13 0PN oYy pn
dependent on man.

ETERNAL SUNSHINE OF THE SPOTLESS MIND

In these deep solitudes and awful cells,
Where heav'nly-pensive contemplation
dwells,

And ever-musing melancholy reigns;

What means this tumult in a vestal's veins?
Why rove my thoughts beyond this last
retreat?

Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat?
Yet, yet I love!—From Abelard it came,

And Eloisa yet must Kiss the name...

How happy is the blameless vestal's lot!
The world forgetting, by the world forgot. %
Eternal sunshine of the spotless mind!

Each pray'r accepted, and each wish resign'd;

Let him our sad, our tender story tell;

The well-sung woes will soothe my pensive
ghost;

He best can paint 'em, who shall feel ‘'em most.

- Eloisa to Abelard, Alexander Pope

Joel: I can't see anything that I don't like about you.
Clementine: But you will! But you will. You know, you will think
of things. And I'll get bored with you and feel trapped because
that's what happens with me.

Joel: Okay.

Clementine: Okay.
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http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alexander_Pope

THE PAIN OF OUR PAST

NOT JUST ANOTHER CONTEMPORARY JEWISH PROBLEM:
A HISTORICAL DISCUSSION OF PHYLACTERIES
R. EPHRAIM KANARFOGEL
GESHER 5 (1976)

In the Gaonic period the problem of neglect of the
commandment (o put on phylacteries intensified. Furthermore,

as evidenced by the responsa of that period, the problem was

no longer one of how long to wear phylacteries, but whether to
wear them at all.

TALMUD, TRACTATE SHABBOS 49A

Tefillin require a clean body like Elijah the D2 YWIHRD PI A 1P 199900 ORI 027 K LR
prophet. What does this refer to? Abaya says it SR R L3729 ROW K MIAR IR ORA .0°D10
means you should not flatulate in them. Rava T2 0 XYW
says you should not sleep in them.
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CONFRONTING THE FUTURE: THE BEAUTY OF WAVES

BAVA BASRA 4A

It was said: Whoever did not see the Temple
building erected by Herod-has not seen a truly
beautiful building in his lifetime. With what
materials was it built? Rabbah said: With stones
of green and marble. There are those who say:
With stones of blue, green, and white marble.
One row of stones protruded and the other row
was recessed in order to provide a place to hold
the cement. Herod thought to cover the entire
Temple with gold plating, but the Rabbis said to
him: Leave it as it is, for this way is more
attractive since the swirling collaboration of the
marble facade appears like the waves of the sea.

[1°1°1] 7RI P12 R RD DITNT P22 R ROW 1 K
MINRT RIR RINWA RWOW 212N 727 WK 7712 X132
3D 7IDW 9PV 79w PDR RN RWOW ROMD °1aR2
7127 77°7 1R K272 A1YWAY 720 R0 2°2p17 0000
R1>7 RNINTOX 93 *I°17 D0 POW 377 PP

PSALMS CH. 89

Xi3

;20 NINI2 ,‘7(;7‘!?3 7R 9 10 Thou rulest the proud swelling of the sea; when the

onawn 9aK ooy waves thereof arise, Thou stillest them.

REISHIS CHOCHMA SHAAR AHAVA CH. 10

That which it says in the Zohar on the verse,
“The rise of the waves, You make them still.”
Teshabcheim, should be read literally, meaning
“praise.”

P02 (2"Y VD AT 0" WD ) I WIHY 7
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R HUTNER, PACHAD YITZCHAK, PURIM #14 (YIDDISH KUNTRES)
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R’ NOSSAN OF BRESLOV, LIKKUTEI HALACHOS, MAARIV HALACHA 4

It can be found in every action of man in the
service of God, even though afterwards he
does what he may do, God forbid, despite
this, his initial efforts are not lost and they
become part of the greater spiritual edifice
he is creating...And if man strengthens
himself his entire life to start anew, even if
he has been through a tremendous amount,
at the end all of his efforts will gather
together to strengthen him in his return to
God....And such is with the entire Jewish
nation. All of the rectification which was
brought with redemption, even though
afterwards it may have fallen apart,
nevertheless great impressions remain.
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And such is it with every individual in all times,
even though he has experienced tremendous
failure, and it appears to him as if nothing helps,
and when he sees how far he has fallen he feels
all of his efforts and renewal are for naught;
nevertheless he must always strengthen himself
to begin anew each time. For God will not
abandon him forever. No good dead is lost. As
our master said on the verse, “When the waves
arise you still them,” every time a man lifts
himself up to God, even though his efforts do not
necessarily succeed to bring him closer to God,
since he falls afterwards, nevertheless, this in
and of itself -that he is willing to continually
begin again and lift himself up- is the greatest
praise and treasure.

D - Y - XY 70 227 DX 2232 NTU92 KT D)

992 Dwin 1R IR 12 073,020 0 1oy N2y
IRR ,'7 NTI2Y3 YR DRYD? PINTY n 0ivY on
R XY 9392 19 - 9 - Y - AN ,72 92 PN aniy
72732 73K WX IR XI2) NP2 77002 VY
2n0T? Y30 R 92 TR PIINT? PR 12 - Y 7YY
RN N9 78 021v5 map X9 02 .winn oys 93
PI02 ¥ 19777 1377 1327 W2RY 7 TIRDKT XY
MYY XWI DIRTY 7 239 ,002WD 7N 173 X3
om 172 7Y IPRY D - Y - A% 712 12 0y 933
1757 RI207 72 208 991102 7720 72 2707 019
KW 3230 PIIOR XY XY 7712 - 02 - 7Y - AN
AT RPN AT RO AT L7720 72 OYD 233 Iy

TALMUD BAVLI PESACHIM 64B

Rav Shimon ben Lakish said: Do not pass over
Mitzvos
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A WORLD WITHOUT A FUTURE

EINSTEIN’S DREAMS

On the comer of Kramgasse and Theaterplatz there is a small outdoor café with six blue tables
and a row of blue petunias in the chef’s window box, and from this café one can see and hear
the whole of Berne. People drift through the arcades on , talking and stopping to buy
linen or wristwatches or cinnamon; a group of eight-year-old boys, let out for moming recess
frcm the school on Koch follow their teacher in single file through the streets

MM@MCEHH ily from a mill just over the river; water gurgles from the
qnutscfﬂmZahnngerFumtain;thegiam clock tower on Kram strikes the quarter hour.

If, for the moment, one ignores the sounds and the smells of the city, a remarkable sight will
be seen. Two men at the comer of Kochergasse are trying to part but cannot, as if they would
never see each other again. Th srart to wallk in q:pcnteduﬂtu:m,mmh
back together and embrace. Neglywmj;gc:ﬂl:ze manmtsmmestmemdafmnﬁ
weeping quietly. ﬂ'mgtipsﬂwﬂ:memmm;ﬂlﬂwsmmai hands, grips it so hard that the
blood rushes from her hands, and she stares in despair at the ground. Her loneliness has the
pemmmedap&mmwhnh&hevesshenﬂnmraeedherpeupﬂenganﬁmmmnm
sweaters stroll down Kramgasse, arm in arm, bughing with such abandon that they could be
thinking no thought of the future.

In fact, this is a world without future. In this world, time is a line that terminates at the
present, both in reality and in the mind. In this world, no person can imagine the future.
Imagining the future is no more possible than seeing colors beyond violer: the senses cannot
conceive what may lie past the visible end of the spectrum. In a world without future, each

ing of friends is a death. In a world without future, each loneliness is final. In a world
without future, each laugh is the last laugh. In a world without future, beyond the present lies
nothingness, and people cling to the present as if hanging from a cliff.

A wiho cannot mmml,gme the future isa PEE‘D:EEJIR'ETID cannot contemplate the results of
his actions. Some are thus paralyzed into inaction. They lie in their beds through the day, wide
awake but afraid to put on their clothes. They drink coffee and look at photographs. Others
mtd'badinﬂlerrm;!:lin,g, u.:lcml:medﬂihgmd'l action hﬂishmnﬁh@mmmaﬁ
that they cannot plan out their lives. They live moment to moment, and each moment i full
Still others substitute the for the future. They recount each m . each action taken,
each cause and effect, and are fascinated by how events have delivered them to this moment,
the last moment of the world, the termination of the line that i time.

In the little café with the six outdoor tables and the row of petunias, a young man sits with
his coffee and pastry. He has been idly observing the street. He has seen the two laughing
women in sweaters, the middle- woman at the fountain, the two friends who keep
rEPEaDIIgg]Ilbj‘EE_MhEﬂtE,i‘ld rain cloud makes its way over the city. But the young man
rmmmsnt his table. He can imagine only the present, and at this moment the present is a

ing sky but no rain. As he sips the coffee and eats the pastry, he marvels at how the end
lfﬂ'IE s so dark. Still there is no rain, and he squints at his paper in the dwindling light,
trying to read the last sentence thar he will read in his life. Then, rain. The young man goes
inside, takes off his wet jacket, marvels at how the world ends in rain. He discusses food with

the chef, but he i not waiting for the rain to stop because he is not waiting for anything. In a
world without future, each moment is the end of the world. After twenty minutes, the starm
cloud passes, the rain stops, and the sky brightens. The young man returns to his table, marvels
that the world ends in sunlight.
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R. JONATHAN SACKS
A LETTER IN THE SCROLL PP. 39-41

that the Jewish people is a living Sefer Torah, and every Jew is one of its letters. [ am
moved by that image, and it invites a question--the question: Will we, in our lifetime,
be letters in the scroll of the Jewish people?

The Baal Shem Tov--founder of the Hassidic movement in the eighteenth century--said

At some stage, each of us must decide how to live our lives. We have many options, and no
generation in history has had a wider choice. We can live for work or success or fame or
power. We can have a whole series of lifestyles and relationships. We can explore any of a
myriad of faiths, mysticisms, or therapies. There is only one constraint--namely, that
however much of anything else we have, we have only one life, and it is short. How we live
and what we live for are the most fateful decisions we ever make.

We can see life as a succession of moments spent, like coins, in return for pleasures of
various kinds. Or we can see our life as though it were a letter of the alphabet. A letter on its
own has no meaning, yet when letters are joined to others they make a word, words
combine with others to make a sentence, sentences connect to make a paragraph, and
paragraphs join to make a story. That is how the Baal Shem Tov understood life. Every Jew
is a letter. Each Jewish family is a word, every community a sentence and the Jewish people
through time constitutes a story, the strangest and most moving story in the annals of
mankind.

That metaphor is for me the key to understanding our ancestors' decision to remain Jewish
even in times of great trial and tribulation. I suspect they knew that they were letters in this
story, a story of great risk and courage. Their ancestors had taken the risk of pledging
themselves to a covenant with God and thus undertaking a very special role in history.
They had undertaken a journey, begun in the distant past and continued by every
successive generation. At the heart of the covenant is the idea of emunah, which means
faithfulness or loyalty. And Jews felt a loyalty to generations past and generations yet
unborn to continue the narrative. A Torah scroll that has a missing letter is rendered
invalid, defective. I think that most Jews did not want theirs to be that missing letter...

[ am a Jew because, knowing the story of my people, I hear their call to write the next
chapter. I did not come from nowhere; I have a past, and if any past commands anyone, this
past commands me. [ am a Jew because only if [ remain a Jew will the story of a hundred
generations live on in me. [ continue their journey because, having come this far, [ may not
let it and them fail. I cannot be the missing letter in the scroll. I can give no simpler answer,
nor do I know of a more powerful one.
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EINSTEIN’S DREAMS: TIME AS A SENSE

From a description of the location and appearance of rivers, trees, buildings, people, all would
seem common. The Aare bends to the east, is sprinkled with boats carryin tgh[gntcesnnd sugar
beets. Arolla pines dot the foothills of the Alps, the trees’ cone-laden bran curving upward
like arms of a candelabrum. Three-storey houses with red-tiled roofs and dormer windows sit

ietly on Aarstrasse, overlooking the river. Sh on Marks wave their arms ar all
ng,hawhng' handkﬂthhlg,fmewmes,ﬂﬂmtmmmﬁ,m smubreadﬁ;m:ndfﬂmd_'lhemdld'
smoked beef wafts down the avenues. A man and woman stand on their small balcony on

Kramgasse, arguing and smiling whi argue. A young girl walks slowly through the garden
ntﬂlelﬂﬂinesdmme.melarpredwﬁydurdme Post Bureau opens and closes, opens and
closes. Adog barks.

Butsa&nﬂ:rmgl'lmEE{EBd'anymepemnthea:eneEq.ﬂtediffﬂthcra{mn;ﬂgme
worman sitting on the banks of the Aare sees the boats pass by ar great speed, as if moving on
d:atesnﬂ'cmi:e.Tuanquer,meh::ltsngmrs]uﬂ;bmﬂyrmmdmgmebmdmmemde
of the afternoon. A man standing on Aarstrasse at the river to discover that the boats
travel first forwards, then backwards.

These discrepancies are repeated elsewhere. Just now a chemist is walking back to his shop
on Kochergasse, having taken his noon meal This is the picture he sees: two women gallop past
him, chuming their arms wildly and talking so rapidly that he cannot understand them. A
solicitor mins across the street to an intment somewhere, his head jerking this way and
that like a small animal's. A ball tessed by a child from a balcony hurtles through the air like a
buller, a blur visible. The residents of no. 82, just gli th their window, fl
t'nrcughmehtfmr:e!?frmlmemtumenmsﬂdmﬁfﬂ%mdmmam&alg
one minute, disappear, reappear. Clouds overhead come together, move apart, come together
again with the pace of successive exhales and inhales.

On the other side of the street, the baler observes the same scene. He notes that two women
leisurely stroll up the street, stop to talk to a solicitor, then walk on. The solicitor goes into an

t at no. 82, sits dowm at a table for lunch, walks to the first-floor window where he
catches a ball thrown by a child on the street.

To a third person standing under a lam on Kochergasse, the events have no
mva:jlrittltatall:nmmrnn,ascﬁﬂu,ahﬂnﬁﬂur&ebarg&mamﬂmthterﬂm

like paintings in the bright summer light.

And it is similar with any sequence of events, in this world where time is a sense.

In a world where time is a sense, like sight or like taste, a sequence of episodes may be quick
or may be slow, dim or intense, salty or sweet, causal or without cause, orderly or random,
depending on the price history of the viewer. Philosophers sit in cafés on Amthausgasse and
argue whether time really exists outside human perception. Who can say if an event happens
fast or slow, cau or without cause, in the past or the future? Who can say if events happen
at all? The phi ers sit with half-opened eyes and compare their aesthetics of time.

Some few are born without any sense of time. As consequence, their sense of place
becomes heightened to excruciating degree. They lie in tall grass and are questioned by poets

and painters from all over the world. These time-deaf are beseeched to describe the precise
placement of trees in the spring, the shape of snow on the Alps, the angle of sun on a church,
meaﬁﬁmdmﬂs,ﬂieku:aﬁm of moss, the pattern of birds in a flock. Yet the time-deaf are
unable to speak what they know. For speech needs a sequence of words, spoken in time.
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