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Spencer Ross Levy, carried hy his aunt Sheryl Kornfeld at the Levy home in Bethesda, is presented to Rahbi Raphael Malka, the mohel, for the baby’s bris.
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hey’re here today, just

about everybody, crowd-

ing into this Bethesda

split-level, aunts, uncles,

cousins. All of them, every last one

of them, is cued into what's about
to happen.

Everyone, that is, except for the
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one it's about to happen to.

Spencer.

Spencer, at the moment, is com-
pletely unaware. He lies on his
back, kicking up his legs, wrin-
kling up his face, squinting just a
bit, trying to adjust to life on the
outside.

Spencer’s got no clue.

His mom, however, does, and
she’s fussing over him, looking
just a little anxious in that brand-
NEW-mom way.

“You're going to be just fine,”

Leslie Levy coos, rubbing his tum-
my tenderly. “You're not going to
feel a thing.”

“Fat chance you won't feel any-
thing,” Spencer’s maternal grand-
father, Alan Kornfeld, tells him.
“Fat chance. Spence, you cry for
all the men in the audience. Good
and loud.”

It’s Spencer’s eighth day on the
planet. This day is significant be-
cause, according to the faith of his
parents and his grandparents, and
those who came before them, this

is the day of his bris, the day in
which he must be circumeised. By
doing so, he enters into a cove-
nant with God. Abraham did it
when he was 99, as God com-
manded. And later Abraham did it
to his son Isaac, who then did it to
his sons, and so it has been for ev-
ery Jewish male on his eighth day
of life.

Spencer is no exception.

“It's affirming our heritage,”
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