
God’s Amnesia 
 

Pray to God. 
Against God, 
For God . . . . 

Ani maamin for him 
In spite of him. 
I believe in you, 

Even against your will. 
Even if you punish me 
For believing in you. 

 
 

--Ani Maamin: A Song Lost and Found Again, Wiesel 
 
 
 

 
A theology that states personhood and the self, dissolve as memory fades is a 
theology controlled by biological and neurological categories, not merely 
informed by them 
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יֵמי, ְּבחּוֹרֶתיָך:-ּוְזֹכר, ֶאת  א יָֹבאּו, ְיֵמי ָהָרָעה, -ַעד ֲאֶשר לֹא  ּבֹוְרֶאיָך, ּבִּ
ים, ֲאֶשר תֹאַמר ֵאין ָשנִּ יעּו  גִּ י ָבֶהם ֵחֶפץ.-ְוהִּ לִּ  

1 Remember then thy Creator in the days of thy youth, before the 
evil days come, and the years draw nigh, when thou shalt say: 'I 

have no pleasure in them'; 

ים, -ַעד ֲאֶשר לֹא  ב ָשבּו ֶהָעבִּ ים; ְו ֶתְחַשְך ַהֶשֶמש, ְוָהאֹור, ְוַהָיֵרַח, ְוַהּכֹוָכבִּ
ֶשם.ַאַחר  ַהָג  

2 Before the sun, and the light, and the moon, and the stars, are 
darkened, and the clouds return after the rain; 

י   ג ֵשי ֶהָחיִּל; ּוָבְטלּו ַהֹטֲחנֹות ּכִּ ְתַעְּותּו, ַאְנ ֹשְמֵרי ַהַּביִּת, ְוהִּ ֶשָיזֻעּו  ַּביֹום, 
ֵעטּו, ְוָחְשכּו ָהֹרא ֹות ָּבֲאֻרּבֹות.מִּ  

3 In the day when the keepers of the house shall tremble, and the 
strong men shall bow themselves, and the grinders cease because 

they are few, and those that look out shall be darkened in the 
windows, 

ם ַּבשּוק,   ד ַשחּו ְוֻסְגרּו ְדָלַתיִּ ּפֹור, ְויִּ ְשַפל קֹול ַהַטֲחָנה; ְויָקּום ְלקֹול ַהצִּ ּבִּ
יר.-ָּכל ְּבנֹות ַהשִּ  

4 And the doors shall be shut in the street, when the sound of the 
grinding is low; and one shall start up at the voice of a bird, and 

all the daughters of music shall be brought low; 

ְסַתֵּבל ֶהָחָגב, ְוָתֵפר   ה ָשֵקד ְויִּ ים ַּבֶדֶרְך, ְויֵָנאץ ַה ָראּו, ְוַחְתַחתִּ ָגֹבַה יִּ ַגם מִּ
יֹוָנה: י  ָהֲאבִּ ים.-ֹהֵלְך ָהָאָדם ֶאל-ּכִּ ֵּבית עֹוָלמֹו, ְוָסְבבּו ַבשּוק ַהּסֹוְפדִּ  

5 Also when they shall be afraid of that which is high, and terrors 
shall be in the way; and the almond-tree shall blossom, and the 
grasshopper shall drag itself along, and the caperberry shall fail; 

because man goeth to his long home, and the mourners go about 
the streets; 

ָשֶבר ַּכד ירח-ַעד ֲאֶשר לֹא  ו ֻגַלת ַהָזָהב; ְותִּ ק )יֵָרֵתק( ֶחֶבל ַהֶּכֶסף, ְוָתרּוץ 
ַגל ֶאל-ַעל ַגְל ַהּבֹור.-ַהַמּבּוַע, ְוָנֹרץ ַה  

6 Before the silver cord is snapped asunder, and the golden bowl 
is shattered, and the pitcher is broken at the fountain, and the 

wheel falleth shattered, into the pit; 

ֹשב ֶהָעָפר ַעל  ז ֶשָהיָה; ְוָהרּוַח ָתשּוב, ֶאל-ְויָ ֶשר -ָהָאֶרץ, ְּכ ים ֲא ָהֱאֹלהִּ
 ְנָתָנה.

7 And the dust returneth to the earth as it was, and the spirit 
returneth unto God who gave it. 

ים ָאַמר   ח ַהּקֹוֶהֶלת, ַהֹּכל ָהֶבל.ֲהֵבל ֲהָבלִּ  8 Vanity of vanities, saith Koheleth; all is vanity. 

 
 

   
Ecclesiastes Chapter 12 ֹקֶהֶלת 
 
 
 

 
 Who am I when I've forgotten who I am? 
 What does it mean to love God and be loved by God when I have forgotten 

who God is? 
 

(Swinton reminds us of our role, but he ignores God’s part in all of this!) 
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What if 
After 2000 years 
Of this long haul of persecution 
We have arrived at this nightmarish landscape 
Of celestial silence. 
No communication, 
(Well at least no prophecy, visions, deus ex machina events 
Revelations, portents) 
Despite the ongoing daily prayers and tears of multitudes 
Thronging to worship centers, the Kotel, Uman, 770, shuls and shtiebls. 
 Praying to our Old Testament God as always 
Hopeful for the Messiah to be sent shortly. 
 
What if, 
Our divine image/imagining has faded 
Our sense of His presence is blurred at the edges, 
Our connection is marred by noise? 
And, If Herr Rabiner Dr. Freud is correct 
What if 
Our Fatherly projection of God 
Has followed its earthly model? 
 
Watching our fathers in decline 
Whether it be short term memory loss 
Confusional episodes 
Agitations or 
Sudden bursts of rage 
And the like. 
 
What if 
Our Divine Father 
Has (kivyachol, of course) 
Anthropomorphically speaking (of course) 
With the greatest respect due (of course) 
Entered a similar aging process (God forbid) 
And our earthly projections of 



Longer lifespans which have recently un-covered the decaying brain 
The tangles and plaques of amyloid infiltrating the cells of the grey matter 
The slow atrophy of the cerebral hemispheres, Alzheimer’s, pre-senile dementias, 
These too, surely, 
Must accurately reflect themselves in the projected image  
of the Divine Father (chas veshalom). 
 
Which might explain His absence recently 
During, say, our own Holocaust, or in Hiroshima, Pol Pot massacres of 2 million, 
Bosnia and, as we speak, Aleppo. 
 
Now I must qualify this heresy, this holy Apikorsus, 
By saying that my description has nothing  
Absolutely nothing 
To do with the “real Divine” 
Who, our philosophers claim  
Remains perfect, without blemish or character flaw, 
Unchanging and unmoved, perfect and with foreknowledge, 
The Maimonidean “Prime Mover” or “First Thought” etc. 
The God of the Jewish philosophers down to Hermann Cohen. 
 
Rather I am moving along a slightly different trajectory 
Of midrashic and mythic valence. 
Whereby a living relationship between creator and creature 
Has existed in covenant, in a dynamic interaction, 
Where the actions and thoughts of one, influences the other, 
Where emotions of one affect the other 
And the behavior of either affects the relationship. 
 
This very anthropopathic connection has even leaked into our liturgy  
Which proclaims a loving connection between God and His creatures, 
And a neediness for God to hear our prayers. 
“God desires the suffering of his righteous ones”  
and sends them pain and illness to tri 
 
What is there to explain a fracture in such a relationship  
Where deep trust issue have arisen 



Where the silence from above is deafening 
And the sense of betrayal is palpable (as in Psalm 22) 

י;   ב י, ָלָמה ֲעַזְבָתנִּ י ֵאלִּ ָרחֹוק    ֵאלִּ

י. ְבֵרי ַשֲאָגתִּ י, דִּ ישּוָעתִּ  מִּ
2 My God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken me, and 

art far from my help at the words of my cry? 

ֶאְקָרא יֹוָמם, ְולֹא --ֱאֹלַהי  ג

י.-ְוַלְיָלה, ְולֹא   ַתֲעֶנה;  ָיה לִּ ֻדמִּ  
3 O my God, I call by day, but Thou answer not; and at 
night, and there is no surcease for me. 

 
So many have tried 
From Berkowitz and Soloveitchik to Rubinstein and Wiesel, 
Only to leave me frustrated with words 
And numb in the heart. 
 
Maybe just maybe 
We are dealing with a Divine Father in decline 
Or worse a case of Divine dementia? 
His absence from Auschwitz was not then intended  
His silence from Hiroshima was not then malicious 
His lack of response to evil was not a hester panim. 
We then have no need to resort to medieval Jewish philosophy 
Or question Divine justice, 
We avoid the classic philosophical problems of evil and theodicy 
Which remain unanswered after millennia. 
 
Shlomo was on track by suggesting the problem was not in us, 
Not our fault, 
Not, chas veshalom in Klal Yisroel  
(An unbearable burden, some Gedolim might have us bear) 
maybe he mused 
the fault was in the holy Torah! 
The Torah had somehow failed us 
We needed a new Torah 
The Torah of the Messiah 
This, however, still allows the Divine off the hook 
And allows for a million and a half babies to go up in smoke 
Collectively 
For some thought some reason some rationale 



And that is even more unbearable. 
No, No, we must once again take the horrific step 
A step that might lose us our olam habaah 
A hermeneutical move so dangerous we might lose our sanity 
But so be it 
As we struggle for meaning NOT rationality. 
So returning to our medical model 
Of decline, 
We all see this in our own earthly fathers surely 
Watching them slowly deteriorate 
Slowly narrow their focus 
The visual acuity of their perspective narrows 
The perception of their world blurs 
Their judgment on life becomes crustaceous. 
The Confusional episodes slowly grow in number and concern… 
Yet we, as children, remain devoted 
And tolerant of their slow decline 
Despite the memory lapses 
Despite the perseverations and anomias 
And even the emotional outbursts 
And frustrations 
Even the occasional moments of self-awareness of decline. 
 
So why not accept the same for the Heavenly Father (chas veshalom) 
Who has secluded Himself in isolation, 
Fearful (kivyachol) to go outside for embarrassment 
Silently holed up in His study 
Looking at the family photo album 
Leafing through the Biblical pages 
Of stories and battles long gone 
Of heroes and prophets 
Like an old VFW soldier. 
 
Compassion for the Heavenly Father 
Requires much patience and endurance 
Just like down here on earth we patiently attend to our parents 
“Long suffering and forbearance, slow to anger and mostly compassionate”  



 
ְקָרא ְיֹהוָה וַַיֲעֹבר ְיֹהוָה ם ְוַרב ֶחֶסד וֱֶאֶמת| ְיֹהוָ | ַעל ָפָניו וַיִּ ה ֵאל ַרחּום ְוַחּנּון ֶאֶרְך ַאַפיִּ : 

ים ְוַעל  ים ֹנֵשא ָעֹון וֶָפַשע ְוַחָטָאה ְוַנֵקה לֹא ְיַנֶקה ֹפֵקד | ֲעֹון ָאבֹות ַעל ָבנִּ ֹנֵצר ֶחֶסד ָלֲאָלפִּ
ים ֵבעִּ ים ְוַעל רִּ ֵלשִּ ים ַעל שִּ  :ְבֵני ָבנִּ
 
All those middot we used to recite belonging to God 
Now must be applied to us. We must be slow to anger and compassionate to Him! 
 
The God of creation and decreation 
Of wisdom and its corollary dementia 
Mirrored and projected in our own, 
The archetype for dementia  
In its neo-platonic sublunary sphere 
Reminds us of the dementia above 
The dark sefirotic tree of the sitra achrah 
The dark side of wisdom/ Chochma 
He who must be also be worshipped or at least 
Whose gevurot (including the dark side of chochma=dementia) 
Must be “sweetened”. 
 
Mituk Hadin then becomes our task 
And in dementia we are the merkava 
By enduring His dementia. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


