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KAVANAH:  The Land of No Second Chances 

 When I was a child, we spent a lot of time playing knock-hockey.  It was a 
great game.  More fun than any video game.  One phrase I remember, as we 
would go over the rules just before beginning the game was “No do-over’s.” or, 
more likely, after messing up a shot, shouting out “Do-over! Do-over!” 

So, with that image in mind, I want to share a story.  A Jewish fable for 
Rosh Hashanah.  It begins with a question.  What if there was no such thing as a  
‘do-over’?  No chance to try again?  Welcome, to the Land of No Second 
Chances.  To go there, we enter the bedroom of a young boy who just celebrated 
his 6th birthday.  

Once upon a time, there was a boy named Tommy.  His room was filled 
with toys and games that any six-year-old boy would love.  Tommy loved all his 
toys, but none more than his racing cars.  He had them in all shapes and in every 
color of the rainbow.  Tommy loved to race them against each other, to compare 
their designs and to sort them into groups by color, size and speed.   

One day, while Tommy was sorting his race cars, he noticed that one was 
missing.  It was one of his favorite cars, a bright red Ferrari that had a yellow 
racing stripe down the middle.  He looked under his bed, behind a stack of blocks 
in his closet, and even in the pockets of his favorite pair of blue jeans.  The red 
Ferrari was nowhere to be found.   

Later that day, after Tommy had turned the house upside down in search 
of his favorite car, the doorbell rang.  His friend Mark was standing at the door 
with the missing car in his outstretched palm. 

“Where did you get that?” Tommy asked Mark.  “I borrowed it when we 
were playing yesterday,” Mark answered nervously.  He could tell that Tommy 
was angry.  “I just wanted to show it to my brother.  It’s so cool.”  “You stole it!”  
Tommy shouted.  “I never gave you permission to take that car!”  “Well, I didn’t 
think you would mind.  I guess I wasn’t thinking,” Mark said.  Tommy grabbed the 
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car out of Mark’s hand.  “I’m never playing with you again.  Ever!  You’re a big 
awful thief!” 

“I wasn’t going to keep it,” Mark said.  “Really. I’m sorry. Please forgive 
me.”  Tommy glared at him.  “No way! I don’t forgive you!” And he slammed the 
door in Mark’s face. 

Tommy returned the Ferrari to the box that held all the rest of his race 
cars.  He started to play with them, but he wasn’t in the mood.  He was angry and 
upset for the rest of the day.   

At bedtime his mother tucked him in and gave him a kiss.  “Can’t you turn 
that frown upside down?” she asked.  “You look miserable.” 

“I am miserable,” Tommy told her. “I have my red car back but my best 
friend is an awful, stealing jerk!” 

“Don’t you think you could give Mark another chance?” asked Tommy’s 
mom.  “Never! No way! Why should I?”  Tommy said and he closed his eyes and 
tried to fall asleep and forget the whole bad day. 

Suddenly, Tommy was in a car with his mom, driving down the highway.  
His mother was trying to find the exit sign so she could get off.  “Oh no, his mom 
said, “I guess I missed the exit.” 

“Don’t worry, mom.  We’ll just take the next exit and turn around and go 
back.”  But Tommy and his mom kept driving and driving and there were no more 
exit signs.  Then Tommy saw a huge neon sign hanging over the highway up 
ahead of them.  As they got closer they could tell that the sign said:  ‘Welcome to 
the Land of No Second Chances:  If you missed the exit…tough! Keep driving!’ 

A few miles later there was an exit marked:  Land of No Second Chances.  
“We better get off here,” Tommy’s mother said, “or we might be on the highway 
forever.”   

The next thing Tommy knew, he was in an unfamiliar classroom.  All the 
kids were sitting at their desks taking a test.  He looked down at his desk and 
there was a copy of the text, but he didn’t understand any of the questions.  He 
raised his hand, and the teacher walked over to his desk. “What’s the problem?” 
she asked.  “What happens if I fail this test?” Tommy asked.  “You’ll just repeat 
the first grade next year,” she smiled.   
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“Just for one test?” Tommy asked, “I never even learned this stuff.  Can’t I 
take it again later?” 

“No way.  Never. Not here, young man. This is the Land of No Second 
Chances,” and the teacher hurried back to her desk.   

Tommy raised his hand again.  This time the teacher signaled for Tommy 
to come to her. “Now what, son?” she asked in an agitated voice.  “I just 
wondered if I could have a pencil eraser so I can correct my mistakes.”   

The teacher stood up with a grin on her face and addressed the whole 
class.  “Children, would you like to hear something funny? This new boy, Tommy, 
wants a pencil with an eraser!” 

The whole class started laughing, first little giggles and then huge loud 
chortles and guffaws.  Tommy felt the tears gather in the corners of his eys.  
“What’s so funny?” he asked.   

Our pencils have no erasers,” said the teacher.  “This is the Land of No 
Second Chances.  You aren’t supposed to make mistakes!” 

“I’m getting out of here,” Tommy screamed as he ran out of the classroom 
as fast as his feet would go.  He ran down the hall, turned the corner and kept on 
running until he came head-to-head with a little girl and they both fell to the floor. 

“What’s your problem?” the little girl shrieked at Tommy.  “Are you blind?  I 
was right in front of you!” 

“I’m sorry,” Tommy said.  “I was in a hurry.  I didn’t mean to hurt you.  
Honest.  Will you please forgive me?” 

“Not a chance,” said the girl as she picked up her books and papers.  “We 
don’t forgive here.  I’m never going to play with you and I’m going to tell everyone 
else not to play with you either.  So there!”   

Tommy stood up and started running again.  “I’ve got to find the door…I’ve 
got to get out of here.  I need to get home,” he thought.  Just then, Tommy felt a 
light tap on his shoulder.  “Shhh.  Wake up, Tommy.  I’m here.  You must have 
had a bad dream.”   

Tommy opened his eyes and hugged his mother.  “It was awful,” he told 
her. “I was in the Land of No Second Chances and I couldn’t leave.”  
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“That was just a silly old nightmare,” said his mom.  “Now get up and get 
dressed.  It’s time to go to school.  You don’t want to be late.” 

Tommy jumped into his clothes and ran to the bus stop.  Tommy sat down 
next to Mark and handed him the red Ferrari.  “What’s this for?” Mark asked.  “I 
want you to borrow it.  I’m sorry I got so mad.  I know you didn’t mean to steal it.  
Can we please still be friends?”   

“Sure,” said Mark.  “But why are you so upset?” 

“I just don’t ever want to go back to the Land of No Second Chances!” said 
Tommy. 

“The Land of what?” asked Mark.   

“Never mind,” said Tommy.  “I’ll tell you all about it later.”   

And off to school they went.   

 

***** 

 
KAVANAH:  On Silence 
 
My grandfather used to say “don’t break the silence unless you can improve 
upon it.”  Will Rogers, who made a recent appearance at the Goodspeed Opera 
House, was known to give the following advice:  “Never miss a chance to shut 
up.”  
 
But truthfully, silence can be positive or negative. 
 
Someone can “silence” us. They can force us to stay quiet. We can also feel 
silenced—by a bully or someone with greater power. 
 
That kind of silence is painful. That kind of silence deserves rebuke.  
 
But there is a different kind of silence. A silence we choose. A silence where we 
check in with ourselves. 
 



	 5	

That is the silence we experience in prayer or meditation—where we close our 
eyes and let our thoughts catch up with us.  
 
Silence can be one of our most effective spiritual and psychological tools, 
because silence has a mysterious power. Sometimes silence lets us hear God.  
 
Mother Teresa was asked what she says when she prays. “I don’t say anything,” 
she replied. “I just listen.” 
 
"And when you listen,” asked the interviewer, “what does God say?” 
 
“God doesn’t say anything,” she replied. “God just listens.” 
 
The bewildered journalist looked at her. Then she added, “And if you don’t 
understand that, I can’t explain it to you.”  
 
    ~ edited from the words of Rabbi Evan Moffic 

 

***** 

 
KAVANAH:  Aleinu and America 
 
 

We are about to turn to the prayer we call the “Aleinu.”  We call it that, but that is 

a sort of nickname, not the real name.  “Aleinu” means it is upon us; it is ours, as 

in our responsibility.  But the word, ‘aleinu’ is simply the first word of the prayer, 

not its purpose.  Yes, it is upon us, but upon us to what?  Essentially, the Aleinu 

reminds us that it is upon us to dream, upon us to envision.  Upon us to know, for 

a certainty, that our country and our world and our villages and our towns can be 

better.  In order to make them better, we need to dream.  These are challenging 

times for our country.  And so we must dream.  Before we recite our Aleinu this 

evening, I share this dream for our country, by the Orthodox Rabbi Shai Held: 
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I still dream of America. 

I dream of an America where people of color are five fifths human, where black 

men are seen as human beings instead of thugs. 

I dream of an America where women are paid equally and valued equally, where 

demeaning and abusing women disqualifies you from public life. 

I dream of an America where we debate immigration policy, but we do not 

debase immigrants, where descendants of immigrants remember their 

grandparents' stories. 

I dream of an America where people again discover hope and opportunity, where 

drugs are no substitute for meaning and fulfillment. 

I dream of an America where you don't need to be a billionaire to have a voice, 

where participatory democracy includes us all. 

I dream of an America that loves the widow, the orphan, and the stranger; that 

remembers to love the least of these. 

I dream of an America where basic needs are provided for, where basic rights 

are protected. 

I dream of an America where no child is hungry, where every child has real 

opportunities to learn and grow. 

I dream of an America in which love between adults is celebrated, not threatened 

at every turn. 

I dream of an America where the culture of celebrity has been overcome, where 

we value goodness and not fame. 
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I dream of an America where political leaders are people of principle, where 

children can admire the moral mettle of those who govern. 

I dream of an America built on hope and not fear. 

I dream because reality is too often a nightmare.  

I dream because America is still possible if we want it badly enough, if we give 

our lives and our passions to making it real. 

Rabbi Abraham Isaac Kook said:  

"The great dreams are the foundation of the world.”   

Never stop dreaming, and never give up hope that dreams can be made real, 

slowly, slowly, stubbornly, and without despair. 

 

Aleinu.  It is upon us.  

 

  

 


