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O n Sundays, I spend my day alone with the kids. From 7 a.m. until my husband gets home from work in the eve-

ning, it’s just the two boys and me: a needy 6-month-old (like all 6-month-olds) and a hyper-loquacious toddler. 

It’s the most challenging day of the week for me. 

So why in the world, you might wonder, would I volunteer to spend a Sunday at the Skirball Cultural Center 

helping other parents and their children — with special needs —  when I can barely get a handle on my own?

Well, to be honest, it was something (good) to do. Keep a toddler cooped up for too long, and he’s likely to come up with 

clever new ways of driving you nuts — like emptying the entire contents of his dresser drawers: “Imma, I’m doing laundry, 

like you!” 

concert put on by the Israeli Leadership Council’s ILC-Care program. In exchange for a ridiculously low ticket price of $18, I 

up, and it was time to make good on my promise. 

after I gave birth, when I clearly was not in a position to do anything but care for my newborn), and, as I looked over the of-

ferings of volunteer projects, I wondered how many of the 6,000 Israeli-Americans and American Jews who 

also attended last November’s concert have held up their end of the bargain. 

interested in even hearing about opportunities to give back to the community.” (However, over the past year, 

hundreds more also joined the list.)

network of Israeli-Americans committed to volunteering regularly for the community. Not a revolutionary 

concept, but a relatively novel one in a community where tikkun olam is not as deeply rooted as it is in the 

American Jewish world. 

So, putting all judgment aside, Donna said she was not surprised that many concertgoers had happily 

realistic in their expectations — they are, after all, Israelis — and anticipated that three groups would emerge 

from the launch effort: those with no intention of volunteering at all, those who already volunteer in some 

capacity, and those who would be open to service, if the circumstances were right. 

I fall into that last camp. So, on Nov. 4, with my mom in charge of my toddler and the baby strapped into 

A funny thing happened, though. 

this annual family day. So they sent us through to Noah’s Ark without a matched family, and we spent the morning exploring 

“What a fun day!” my mom exclaimed in the car on the way home, just as I was thinking what a disappointment it had 

been, because I’d missed my opportunity to give. “We should volunteer for more days like this. You see, when you give, you 

always get in return.”

lives, not just because it is the right thing to do, but because, ultimately, when we give, we are the greatest recipient. Giving to 

sense of community, capacity to love, and so much more. 

through loud and clear: We came to give, and we received. 
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