


Eleanor
By Orah Zamir
	Eleanor is memorable for the human being that she is as well as the Presbyterian Minister she was and the Chaplain role she held at a local hospital. She was an important presence in my life from when I started my position as Spiritual Leader of a Conservative Jewish Congregation. In her role as Chaplain, she conducted monthly lunches at the hospital. I decided to go. It would be an effective way to become visible in the community.
	Eleanor became a mentor and friend. I was facing challenges I never expected to face. I was studying to be a Cantor, the person who carries the Jewish Sacred Musical tradition. I had not been successful at getting a steady position. Suddenly, I had a position where I was to be Rabbi, Cantor, and Educator of a small school. It was more responsibility than I had ever had, and I was living with the challenge of my own spiritual and emotional issues. 
	One day, we were talking, and I was telling Eleanor about my own issues. Here I was representing the Divine to my small congregation, and I did not know where I stood personally. I don’t remember what prompted the reply, but she said to me, 
	“You don’t believe God cares about what you want.”
	How true that was. I still did not know that the environment I grew up in was spiritually and emotionally abusive. I had resigned myself to having no needs or feelings of my own that anyone cared about. It was not a spiritual home, and God was not mentioned much. My mother would sometimes say, “God, give me strength,” as if the universe was depending on her. She saw herself as a martyr and, I believe, expected me to be one, too. I have resisted that but without much conviction. I did not care very well for myself. For a long time in my life, some power had been watching over me, but I didn’t think it was God. I thought God hated me and would prefer me to be dead where I wouldn’t bother my parents or the world with my needs.
	What Eleanor said changed everything for me, not overnight, of course, but as my healing process developed. I could never think about God or myself the same way again. God did not want me to be a martyr. God wanted me to get my needs met. God wanted me to serve, but in an unusual way from what I had been taught growing up, in a way that cared about my needs and even wants.
	When I got breast cancer, Eleanor was there again. She pointed me to a good Oncologist. The radiation doctor at the hospital was not so good. I had severe radiation burns. I had called the doctor from out of town where I was at a retreat, ironically, the first Jewish Healing retreat. He prescribed a cream to help until I came home.
	When I returned, I called and told him I was not ready to begin the pinpoint radiation. He said that was not possible. We had momentum and had to continue. I told him I couldn’t do it and, finally, convinced him to see me. When I saw him, he said, “Yes, you are not ready to continue.”  When I was ready, I had the rest of my radiation treatments. I visited my friend, the Chaplain. I told her about my experience with getting the doctor to hear me, and she took me to the Patient Representative to file a complaint. He apologized.
	When I had finished my treatments, Eleanor and I met again. I was too exhausted from a year of treatments and complications to seek another pulpit. I told Eleanor I did not know what I was going to do. She recommended Chaplaincy training. She knew of a local program. I called the Supervisor, a Lutheran Minister with an unexpected sense of humor (my pre-conceived notion?). We met on a Thursday for an interview. I was set, I thought, to begin with the next group. Friday, he called me and said a position had opened up with the group starting Monday, would I be interested? I was. I started Monday. It felt like a whirlwind. 
Once again, I felt deep gratitude to Eleanor. I don’t know what I would have done without her at that time. She had prepared me spiritually and practically for the next steps on my Healing path. 
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