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Shabbat In Jerusalem
By Diane Leibovitz

O ur sages said that ten attributes
of beauty descended on the world.
Jerusalem took nine of them and the
rest of the world received the one re-
maining.  When I visited Jerusalem
again during the last two weeks of
January, I was reminded of how true
this saying is. The main purpose of
my trip–to find a school for next year
when I plan to live there–kept me
busy; nevertheless I had enough time
to savor the special quality for which
Jerusalem is so renowned.

Shabbat always has a special qual-
ity, for it is said that on Shabbat we
receive an  extra neshama (soul).  In
Jerusalem this saying is truly felt. Fri-
day afternoon everyone rushes about
preparing for Shabbat dinner.  The
streets are filled with people, the
stores are crowded before closing–ev-
eryone is making last-minute pur-
chases and  the traffic is terrible. By
3:30 things are getting quieter and by
4:30 the  streets are empty and all the
stores are closed. As the sun  goes
down , the sky changes color and
Q ueen Shabbat enters. You feel the

world changing around you as
Shabbat descends. All grows more
tranquil and peaceful and this pres-
ence stays with  you until Shabbat
leaves on Saturday evening. O ur sages
say Shabbat kept Israel more than Is-
rael kept  the Shabbat.  In Jerusalem
the meaning of that saying suddenly
became obvious to me.

As one walks to Shabbat services,
the streets are empty of vehicles, while
all around us small groups of people
are also going to synagogue.
Jerusalem’s synagogues can be found
in every kind of building. N o special
edifices are required, nor do they dis-
play  fancy signs or religious symbols.
All that can be seen on the doorpost
or in the window is a little label that
says “Synagogue.” We walk for about
ten  minutes, from Rehavia to
N achlaot, to a little Carlebach shul.
It is a tiny building, hidden  in an
alley, down a short flight of stairs.  As
soon as we enter we feel that the di-
vine spirit is with us. The shul is a
basement with a small foyer and one
large room with a curtain separating
front and back–men from women.
The two halves are about equal in size.
We find only a a few men getting
reading the room, and two or three
women sitting behind the  mehitza.
As soon as a minyan is present, its
members start mincha/maariv (after-

noon and  evening services) and the
room rapidly fills up. W ithin ten min-
utes not a seat is left on either side of
the curtain. Prayers are recited, psalms
begin and as the music gets louder,
the prayers grow more animated.  The
men begin to dance and I close my
eyes and let the music take me away.

The little Synagogue was
crowded and stuffy on that Shabbat,
as people came in and out, but I still
remember the  prayers and the feel-
ing of holiness. When services were
over the room emptied out quickly
and we walked along dark streets to
Shabbat dinner, again surrounded by
many others, also heading home. N o
one seemed concerned about being
on the streets at night. It was Shabbat
and we felt safe and protected.

Shabbat morning we went to the
Italian Synagogue, an elegant build-
ing, intended for worship from the
start. An entirely different experience
awaited us there.  We entered through
a small courtyard and walked upstairs,
to the women’s section. The service
was formal. Prayers were recited by
the chazzan in clear, well accented,
modern H ebrew, and while the melo-
dies were unfamiliar, the prayers were
not.  A gray-haired lady made sure
we had the right prayer book and the
correct page and guided us through
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Reflections on Pesach
by Karen Levine

Every now and then I’ll walk past a mirror and do a
double take.  I’ll see my reflection and not quite recognize
myself.  Sometimes, I think I see my mother.

As we get older, most of us see reflections of our par-
ents in ourselves, either literally or figuratively.  At times,
these reflections can be alarming.  These days, however, as
Passover approaches, I find them very comforting.

I grew up in a home where Passover was the big event
of the year.  Whatever Christmas was for anyone with a
N orman Rockwell sensibility, Passover was for us.  It was
a time of great festivity and utterly exhausting work for
my mother.

Preparations began early.  There were dishes and pots
and pans to be shlepped up from the basement.  Shelves
to be lined.  Silver to be polished.  Chumetz to be ban-
ished.  N ext, the special heirlooms were unpacked.  There
was the milk can from my mother’s childhood, filled with
silver dollars, into which we’d dip our hands before giving
back the Afikomen.  And the sterling Elijah’s cup pre-
sented to my grandfather by the Pyoinetzer Young Man’s
Aid Society—a support group comprised of families from
the same tiny shtetl in Poland. And then, of course, there
was all the food preparation.

For my mother and grandmother, this meant several
trips from our home in Bayside down to Manhattan’s

Lower East Side.  Gefilte fish had to be homemade, and
there was only one place that had the right fish.  A few
doors away from the fish store was the only place that had
dried fruit good enough for the Passover compote.  And a
few doors down from there were the nuts, for the baking
and the noshing.  Endless courses—quite literally, from
soup to nuts—all had to be prepared from scratch, at
home.  Buying anything prepared elsewhere indicated a
lack of caring...and God knows, they cared.

The night before the seder we would move the furni-
ture out of the livingroom to make room for an enor-
mous row of tables, running from the diningroom, across
the center hall entryway, and into the livingroom.  In ad-
dition to family (which was bountiful), anyone within a
three-state radius who was in  need of a seder found a
place at our Passover table.  My parents opened the door
for Elijah, and just about anyone else who was interested.

O ur Model Seder H agaddahs were a true relic of the
Cold War, culminating in an emotional and somewhat
soused rendition of My Country ‘Tis of Thee.  Every word
that was supposed to have been included was...and then
some.  My father would recite the four questions in H e-
brew and Yiddish, just as his father had before him.
“Maybe you won’t understand the Yiddish,” he’d say, “but
it’s a good thing for you to hear.”

D uring the years of the Civil Rights struggle, our
Seders were about Civil Rights.  D uring the years of Viet-
nam our Seders were screaming matches between hawks
and doves.  The seder was the place to discuss everything
from the Rosenbergs to Russian Jewry.  N o one was wor-
ried about arguments.  It was Passover and everything was
on the table for discussion.  And what a beautiful table it
was....

My mother and grandmother paid the price for all
that beauty, however.  By the time we sat down on the
first night neither of them could stand.  In fact, I once
saw them tightening the laces on a special “under gar-
ment” to support their aching backs and get them through
the second night, which was a no-holds-barred repetition
of the first.

*         *        *
Years passed.  My grandmother was gone.  My brother

and I were out of the house.  My mother was doing all the
Passover preparation by herself and it was more than she
could handle.   For a year or two, we all went to the Con-
cord for Passover, but we all hated it.  That’s when I took
over.  I think I was about 35 when I made my first family
seder.  We invited friends, and my parents, who had moved
by then to Arizona, flew in for the event.  We all gathered

the service, since no one announces page numbers in Is-
rael.  I saw the “Birkhat Kohanim” (the Blessing of the
Priests) performed for the first time.  All the Kohanim
stood up together and faced the congregation with their
talaisim covering their heads and their arms outstretched
as they recited the prayer and blessed the entire congrega-
tion. The congregation responded and received their bless-
ings.  The ritual overwhelmed me; it felt so ancient and so
authentic.

O n our way out our gray-haired lady insisted that we
stay for kiddush.  Kiddush was held on the ground floor
in a room filled with people waiting for the Rabbi to speak
the blessing over the wine. Tables, pushed against the walls,
were piled with every kind of cake and savory.  A selection
of  wines and liquors and a big bottle of scotch sat on a
small table along with some  little paper cups. I immedi-
ately made the connection.  These Jews and our Jews back
in Malden Bridge were indeed part of the same people.

Shabbat In Jerusalem
Continued from page 1
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in the living room of my apartment and ate off plastic
throwaway dishes.  We didn’t have compote (I never liked
it!), and we had jarred gefilte fish which my mother as-
sured me was excellent.  We did have the milk can from
my mother’s childhood filled with nickels (no more silver
dollars), my grandfather’s Pyoinetzer Young Man’s Aid
Society cup, and a table cloth my grandmother had cross-
stitched for me, for the time when I would make my own
Seders.  N oah was four years old and asked the four ques-
tions in H ebrew and in English.  And he was giddy with
excitement.  We were all excited, because it felt like the
holiday it had always been.

Six years ago, my father and mother came to live with
us here in Chatham.  My father had lost his vision, and
my mother had lost much more than that to a stroke and
Alzheimer’s D isease.  By then, I’d become an old hand at
making seders.  Like my mother, I’d shlep dishes up from
the basement, line shelves, and banish chumetz.  U nlike
my mother, though, I had created a new tradition: assign-
ing  dishes to all of our guests.  O ur friends—regardless of
their religion—would arrive with steaming pots of tzimmes
and trays of Passover baked goods.  O ur Seders might not
have been nearly so kosher as my parents’, but on the other
hand, I didn’t need to be strapped into any special under-
garments to make it through the night.

That first seder here with my parents, six years ago,
was a poignant one.  My father read the four questions in
Yiddish and in H ebrew—“a good thing for you to hear”—
and filled his father’s Elijah cup.  O ur kids dipped their
hands into my mother’s milk can and pulled up great gobs
of coins.  We sang all of our songs and argued all of our
arguments.  And when it was over, and everyone went
home, I helped my parents get ready for bed.  After they
turned the lights out and I left their room, my father called
me back in.

“You know,” he said, “your seder is a very different
one than the ones we used to make.”

It was.  I had to agree.
“But it was a beautiful seder,” he continued,  “and I

want you to know how much it means to me that you
make such a beautiful seder and that you do it your own
way.  As a parent, there’s no better gift than to live to see
how your children take what you’ve given them and make
it theirs.  That’s the gift you’ve given me.  I feel like I’ve
passed something on to you that’s meaningful, and you’ve
taken all of the meaning and are passing it on to your
children.”

That was my father’s last seder.  A few years later my
mother died, but I always have a powerful sense of their

presence as I prepare for Passover.  For me, as for my
mother, Passover is time for Spring cleaning.  I wash our
collection of cookie jars.  I wipe off the shelves.  I dust the
furniture.  And I clean the mirrors to catch all of the re-
flections.

Working the Land—A Jewish Experience
by Sarah Shapiro

A novel I once read set in rural Wales explained that
the hill people there preferred the H ebrew Bible to the
Gospels, because there were more sheep herders in the
world of the “O ld” Testament.  In the years since I began
working the land myself, I have discovered new levels of
richness in Jewish texts that had escaped me before.  Farm-
ing has given me both a closer emotional attachment to
Judaism and a new way to understand it.  U ntil I started
farming, many of the Jewish texts I read seemed distant
and anachronistic—full of abstract, stilted language and
infantile rewards and punishments.  O nce I began to work
the land, though, the images became rich and alive. I felt
I was being spoken to in a language so concrete that it
created a connection almost pre-verbal in its intensity.

It is hard for me to describe this feeling in words,
and, I expect, it may be hard for others to understand it.
But most of us—even those who have never been near a
farm or seen a hawk circling in the sky—have some kind
of sense memory of a similar feeling that can be jarred.
Try to imagine the sound of a plow cutting into fresh sod,
the smell of the moist earth, the texture of the soil, the
vista of a flat or gently curved field stretching away, beck-
oning, and the way your weight feels in relation to the
ground when you shift your feet.  Imagine crouching low
between rows of tomato plants burdened under ripening
fruit, leaves so green they are almost blinding, the inten-
sity of the sun’s rays beating down on the back of your
neck.  Imagine my surprise when I returned to the an-
cient text and discovered this sensibility right on the page,
almost everywhere I turned:

My doctrine shall drop as the rain, / my speech shall
distill as the dew, / as the small rain upon the tender herb, /
and as the showers upon the grass: / and he ate the produce
of the fields; / and he made him suck honey out of the rock,
/ and the oil out of the flinty rock; / butter of kine and milk
of sheep, / with fat of lambs, / and rams of the breed of
Bashan, and goats, / with the fat of kidneys of wheat; / and
thou didst drink wine of the pure blood of the grape. (From
D euteronomy Chapter 32)

please turn to page 4
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N atural images in the Bible are taken as metaphor by
most readers.  But when I began to understand them in a
more concrete way, the text began to make more sense.  A
Rabbi I heard speaking at the Jewish Theological Semi-
nary one Rosh H aShanah suggested that Succot is to the
collective Jewish community what Rosh H ashanah is to
the individual Jew—a time of  reckoning, when fates are
determined for the new year.  In the case of Succot, the
well-being of the community is defined in agricultural
terms.  That point ended the Rabbi’s argument, but it set
me to thinking.  Perhaps I am being stubbornly modern,
but I have never liked the simple idea of divine punish-
ment, (i.e., if you do this, God will do that) which is inte-
gral to many holidays and frequently recurs in our texts:

And it shall come to pass, if thou shall hearken
diligently to the voice of the Lord thy God to observe and
do all his commandments which I  command thee this
day—blest shall thou be in the field, blessed shall be the
fruit of thy body, and the fruit of thy ground, and the fruit
of thy beasts and the increase of thy cattle and the flocks of
thy sheep  But  it shall come to pass, if thou will not
hearken to the word of the Lord—cursed shall be the fruit
of thy body, and the fruit of thy land, the increase of thy
cattle and the young of thy sheep.  Thy heaven that is over
thy head shall be brass, and the earth that is under thee
shall be iron.  The Lord shall make the rain of thy land
powder and dust. (From D euteronomy Chapter 28)

As the natural world became more real to me, I came
to understand the idea of rewards and punishments as a
way of describing the natural consequences of actions.
Clearly, if we allow the buildup of weeds one year, it af-
fects the next year’s yields.  If we take fertility out of the
earth without replenishing it, or allow erosion to carry
away the topsoil, we damage the future of the community
that relies on the earth’s bounty. (U ltimately, all commu-
nities rely on the earth’s bounty, though some have for-
gotten it these days).  Attitudes of entitlement, or short-
term greed, or selfishness, or desperation, or hubris—i.e.
“We humans can control the world with science and tech-
nology, so we don’t have to act with care”—create damag-
ing conditions in our society today, as we sacrifice nonre-
newable resources on the altar of short-term economic
prosperity.

The collective understanding that life and sustenance
depend on a higher power, which we recognize in our
prayers for rain or dew, and in our obedience, on some

level, to God’s commandments, is an antidote to these
dangers.  The survival of a community requires morality-
based cooperation, as well as respect for the resources we
share with on another and will share with future genera-
tions.  An idolatrous community may go through a gilded
age, but,  ultimately, it will fall, while a “God-fearing”
community will be blessed with milk and honey.

When I think on moral terms of God’s judgments of
individuals, I think not so much of God condemning us
to a sorry fate in the coming year because of our misdeeds
in the past.  Rather, I think of us as condemning ourselves
to a sad fate, which is the natural consequence of our past
actions and interactions, or of the attitudes we carry with
us into the future.

Four years ago, in the apple orchard at Q uail H ill
Farm, in Amagansett, N Y, I began to count the O mer for
the first time.  I read that the 49 days between Pesah and
Shavuot were the crucial period in the growth of grain
crops in the land of Israel, when just the right conditions
were required to bring about a good harvest.  W ith D ana,
my friend and fellow “Jewish agriculturist,” and I making
up a minyan of two, we tried to start each day facing east,
saying the few sentences prescribed for the count.  What
had once seemed an abstract ritual to me, one that I had
never expected to perform, had completely altered its char-
acter in my mind (or perhaps it was my character that had
been altered), and so we counted.  Amid the nascent buds
of spring in a very different climate, we thought about the
faraway harvest.  And I have been thinking about it ever
since.

I, and the family I was raised in, have been wander-
ing Jews indeed, in relation to the Jewish community.  I
attended H ebrew schools at modern O rthodox, Conser-
vative, and Reform programs over the years, and attended
synagogue very occasionally in any number of different
spots.  As my experience of farming has so deeply colored
my understanding of Judaism, it cannot be a coincidence
that the first shul community I have ever really felt at home
in is led by a farmer.

Working the Land—A Jewish Experience
Continued from page 3

H avana, Cuba’s first Jew, Luis de Torres, arrived on
the island in 1492, as Christopher Columbus’ translator.
Apparently, Columbus  felt there was a chance he’d en-
counter the lost tribe of Israel, and wanted someone with
a working knowledge of H ebrew on hand just in case.
Centuries later, Jewish pirates prowled the blue Caribbean
waters off Cuba. (send in teresting “tidbits” to .
(levglbcomm@taconic.net)

Tid-Bits: My Son the Pirate
! ! !



Greetings
Karen Levine

W ith this issue of the SMB newsletter I am taking on
the mantle of editor from Sy Balsen.  Sy has edited the
newsletter for SMB from its inception, and before that,
he edited the newsletter at N assau.  The fact that we al-
ways had a newsletter was due, primarily, to Sy’s talent
and perseverance, and we thank him for that (Sy will con-
tinue to do page layout).

I’d like to urge all of you who read this newsletter to
contribute to it.  W ith a congregation as interesting and
vital as ours, we can’t help but have an interesting and
vital newsletter...as long as everyone contributes!  Send us
letters with your reaction to the pieces we run.  Send us
articles that touch on your involvement with Judaism, or
that reflect on your involvement with our shul or with
the community at large. When good things happen in
your life, let us know about them.  And let us know, as
well, when things aren’t going well.   Who knows?  Maybe
someone among the 198 famlies who read the SMB news-
letter will be able to help you out.  The easiest way to
submit a piece is via e-mail to: levglbcomm@taconic.net.
You can fax it to 518-392-4907, or mail it to: P.O .Box
60, East Chatham, N Y  12060.

I want to thank all of those who contributed to this
month’s newsletter for getting their work to me on time.
(Articles for the next newsletter are due on May 15.)  I
especially want to thank Charles Lieber for going over
each piece with me with his well-honed blue pencil.  If
you’re pleased with the editing, let me know.  If you’re
not, complain to Charles.

By the time our next newsletter runs we will all have
had our fill of matzohs and hard-boiled eggs.  For now,
however, we in the Levine/Gelb household are eagerly
anticipating Pesach, and we wish all of our members a
sweet and joyful holiday.

A Celebration of Yehudah
Amichai

Mark your calendars now for
June 10 at 7:00 P.M., when we will
be celebrating the genius of Israel’s great
poet, Yehudah Amichai. We will have
Amichai poems on hand along with a facili-
tated discussion of his work and a one-hour
film that includes an interview with Amichai and footage
of the poet reading from his work at Georgetown U niver-
sity. Watch your emails for further details.

Yom Ha Shoah
by Bernie Kukoff

I first heard about the Shoah on a day in late 1945
when I was 12.  We lived in Brighton Beach where many
refugees who “got out” had settled.  That afternoon when
my mother came through the front door she looked
stricken.

“Fahrvuss huben zey dus getuhn?” (Why did they do
this?)  “Zey huben dus gedarf ’d tuhn?” (They had to do
this?)

I didn’t say anything because I knew, somehow, she
wasn’t addressing me.

“Zechs millionen mentschen...”
I read about it later in all the papers and it was all

over the radio–the magnitude of the catastrophe.

Like so many of my generation the Shoah exerted a
sustaining influence on my life as a Jew.  The rage and
humiliation I felt was always followed by my questioning
the right to have such feelings, given that I had not had to
endure those horrors the way Sam and Yadja, across the
hall in 6J, with their blue-numbered forearms and mat-
ter-of-fact description of the barbarism in the camps had.

Time has tempered my feelings, but still, they are al-
ways with me.  And though future generations will find
their own ways of relating to the Shoah, I believe that it
must be told and passed down to those generations, like
the story of the Exodus, and that it falls upon us to do
that.  So when I was asked to put together a Yom H a
Shoah program last year, I readily agreed.  I also wanted
very much to contribute whatever I could to the cultural
and religious life of our shul, to which Lydia and I have
become so attached and which has become so important
to us.

And so we came together that night last year in the
church sanctuary. O ver twenty congregants of all ages, sat
on folding chairs and faced our community, joining our
fellow Jews in Jerusalem, Chicago, Johannesburg, Buenos
Aires–indeed the world over–and told the story of the
Shoah.  Those members of SAMB that participated in
this program did so with a spirit and enthusiasm that lifted
us all.

For me it was as close to holy work as I’ll ever get.

And we’re doing it again this year in the same place—
Thursday evening, April 19, at 7:30PM.  To those who
sat on folding chairs, I’ll be in touch.  To everyone else,
please join us.
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Commentary
by Fred Rheingold

Any reading of the list of holidays that occurs several
times in the Torah shows that there is a balance to the
Jewish year. Yes, it’s true that we get a big dose of holidays
in the fall, in the month of Tishrei when we celebrate
Rosh H ashana, Yom Kippur, Sukkot, Shmini Atzeret and
Simchat Torah. But the wording of the Torah’s descrip-
tions of the holiday cycle clearly shows that the year is
balanced by the first month at one end and the seventh
month on the other side of the calendar. While we now
consider the first two days of the month of Tishrei to be
the N ew Year, the Torah considers that to be the first of
the seventh month. The real first month is called Aviv
(Spring) in the Torah. We now call it N isan. (The current
names of the months are Babylonian in origin.)

The N ew Year in the Torah is the first of the month
of Aviv, the month in which Pesach occurs. The Torah
mentions the first day of the seventh month as a holiday
without really telling us much about it. It is called a day
of teruah which we have interpreted as a day of sounding
the shofar, but it is not identified as the N ew Year. H ow-
ever, by its timing, the first day of the seventh month, it
seems to mark the midpoint of the year, the beginning of
the last six months of the year.

There are many significant parallels between Rosh
H ashana and Pesach. Both mark beginn ings. Rosh
H ashana marks the creation of the world and in particu-
lar, the human race. Pesach celebrates the beginning of
the Jewish people, when we were freed from Egyptian sla-
very. O ne holiday reminds us that God made order out of
chaos and created a being made in God’s own image to be
a steward of the world. The other holiday reminds us that
God formed a people out a group of related tribes so that
they could bring a moral order to the world.

Extensive preparation is another similarity between
these two N ew Years. We’re all familiar with the cleaning
and clearing out in the weeks prior to Pesach. Purim, one
month before Pesach marks the beginning of the prepara-
tion which culminates in the bedikat chametz when we
search for the last bits of bread crumbs which we then
burn. O ne month before Rosh H ashana at the beginning
of the month of Elul we begin a spiritual cleaning. O n the
first day of Rosh H ashana we empty our pockets of bread
crumbs, symbolizing the casting off of sins.

O ne more ritual similarity between Rosh H ashana
and Pesach: on Rosh H ashana it is customary to wear a
white robe (kittel) as a sign of purity, humility and mor-
tality. O n Pesach, the leader of the Seder also wears a kittel.

What messages can we draw from the connection of
Rosh H ashana to Pesach across the calendar? The first is
that there are many aspects of renewal, and we need more
than one N ew Year to accomplish them. We learn that
there is a balance between the universalistic N ew Year of
Rosh H ashana when we view ourselves in the context of
the whole Creation and Pesach when we celebrate the cre-
ation of the Jewish people. These two ideals provide the
weights which keep our year and lives as Jews in balance.

Member and Award Winning Composer
Sheila Silver: World Premiere

For those of you who missed the feature article in
The Independent about SMB member Sheila Silver, we’ll
do some boasting here.  Critics have hailed composer Sheila
Silver as a “master composer” (Boston G lobe), and her
music as not only “revelatory” (American Record Guide)
but “consistently appealing and approachable, instantly
meaningful to everyone.”  She has won many coveted
awards for her music, and is a tenured professor of music
at the State U niversity of N ew York at Stony Brook.

O n Friday, March 9, Sheila’s opera, The Theif of Love,
had its world premiere at Staller Center on the Stony Brook
campus in collaboration with the D epartment of Music
and the Center for India Studies.  Sheila wrote both the
music and the libretto.  The Theif of Love is a magical
lyric-comic opera based on an 18th Century Bengali court
tale.  It tells of Vidya, a beautiful and brilliant woman
who is bored by all the men who come to court her.  But
she is not getting any younger, and her parents, who are
beginning to worry, urge her to take any of the “perfectly
nice princes” who come courting.  A thoroughly modern
woman, Vidya holds strong.  Finally, she agrees to marry
any man who can defeat her in debate.  Sundar, who is
handsome and cunning, fears the humiliation of defeat
and resorts to disguise and playful trickery to seduce her.
From the erotic bedroom scene, through the spectacular
choral chant scene, to the mystical dream scene, the opera
is filled with magic, mystery, passion, and of course, true
love. The text and subtext deal with a relevant issue in
today’s male-female relationships, and both the drama and
the music are deep, sophisticated, and powerful.

Sheila’s husband, filmmaker John Feldman, is work-
ing on a video of this world premiere and we are planning
an evening, in the not too distant future, for our mem-
bers to see the video of the opera and talk with Sheila
about her work.
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Yiddish Lives!

O n March 17, the SAMB Microcinema screened
the 1937 Yiddish-language movie Yidl Mitn Fidl, starring
the legendary Molly Picon as a young woman who dis-
guises herself as a boy to join a klezmer band traveling
through Poland. An appreciative audience found Yidl to
be a still-lively musical entertainment, but, even more sig-
nificantly, the fact that it was filmed in pre-World War
II Poland, in the markets, streets, and homes of Kazimiercz
with actual shtetl  townspeople as extras, makes it a re-
markable window into a world that came shattering down
just two years after the filming, when H itler stormed Po-
land. Vivid, charming, and ineffably poignant, Yidl Mitn
Fidl is now part of SAMB’s growing film library.

O n Saturday, May 12, at 7:00 PM, we will show
the final film of our first year’s film series, Cup Final (Gmar
Gavi’a) by the great Israeli director Eran Riklis (1991, 105
minutes). When an Israeli soldier is taken hostage by a
small PLO  squad in Lebanon, a common ground is found
around a love for soccer. The Washington Post  calls this
“an exhilarating anti-war film...one of the most unassum-
ing great movies ever made...surprising and stirring.”

We will shortly be announcing next year’s slate of
films and hope you will support our program by taking a
subscription.

Coming To Chatham: Sheila Silver

Fortunately, we won’t have to wait until that evening
to enjoy Sheila’s work. O n April 28, 2001, at 6:30 PM in
Chatham’s St. James Church (that’s the big Catholic
Church next to Eckerd’s), Sheila’s SO N G  O F SARAH
will be performed as part of a “String Fever” concert.  Sheila
will be there to introduce her work, along with conductor
Gwen Gould of the Columbia Festival O rchestra, and vio-
linist Renee Jolles.  In addition to Sheila’s SO N G  O F
SARAH , which was inspired by the Biblical Sarah,
Abraham’s wife, who conceived her only child, Isaac, when
she was 82, the program will include a H aydn Violin
Concerto in C Major and Tchaikowsky’s Serenade for
Strings.

General admission to the concert is $20.  Children
18 and under are admitted free.

! ! !

Member News

We are a small but remarkably active and vital con-
gregation.  Please keep us informed about what’s happen-
ing in your lives so that we can share the news.  You can
email any in formation  to Karen  Levine at
levglbcomm@taconic.net  or send a note the old-fashioned
way to P.O .Box 60, East Chatham, N Y 12060.

¥      ¥     ¥
We want to thank the following people for their gen-

erous contributions to our Synagogue:
Miriam & Joseph Adler, George & Janet Carey,

H oward L. Cort, D eborah Feinsmith, Sheldon & Lucille
Lichtblau. Larry Machiz has made a contribution in rec-
ognition of Sy Balsen’s and Fred Rheingold’s wonderful
Shabbat morning service CD -RO M.

¥     ¥     ¥
M embership
We are delighted to welcome D avid Leavitt to our

membership.  D avid, who attends Shabbat services regu-
larly, is a veritable fount of information on all things To-
rah-related.  In addition, he had the prescience to bring
an outstanding bottle of single-malt scotch to the kiddush,
before he even knew any of us well.  We value his wisdom
on all fronts.

We are also pleased to welcome Carol Weir to our
membership.  Carol is already a part of our Talmud study
group and we look forward to getting to know her better
in the months ahead.

¥     ¥     ¥
N ot ice of First  Annual Congregat ional M eeting
O n Sunday, June 3, 2001 at 7:O O  P.M., our shul

will conduct its first annual membership meeting.  At the
meeting, there will be reports on the state of the shul and
an election by the members of four trustees to fill three-
year terms.

¥     ¥     ¥
M art in Kace
Some time ago, Martin, a much esteemed SMB mem-

ber suffered a serious accident on his property. The con-
gregation—and especially those who came to know him
well during the H igh H olydays—will be happy to hear
that he has returned from hospital to his N ew York City
home and that, though still confined to a wheelchair, he
will be coming back to his Austerlitz home at the end of
this month. We wish him continued physical improve-
ment as well as continued happiness for him and the lovely
Bella.

! ! !
If you have a business card that you would like us to

print in our newsletter (space permitting), please send it
to : Sy Balsen, 4244 Rt. 66, Malden Bridge, N Y 12115
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Torah and Haftarah Readings
Saturday, April 7  T zav
Lev. 6.1-8.36 Laws of sacrifices
H aftarah-  Jeremiah 7.21-8.3; 9.22,23
God demands more than sacrifices
Sunday, April 8  -First  D ay Pesach
Exodus 12:21-51 and N umbers 28.16-25
The Exodus
H aftarah- Joshua 3:5-7, 5:2-6:1, 6:27
Renewal of Pesach celebration after forty years in the desert
M onday, April 9, Second D ay Pesach
Leviticus 22.26-23:44 and N umbers 28.16-25
The cycle of holidays
H aftarah-   II Kings 23:1-9, 21:25
The newly discovered Book of the Covenant is discovered
and read
to the people.
Saturday, April 14- Seventh D ay Pesach
Exodus 13:17-15:26 and N umbers 28.19-25
Israelites saved by the Egyptians
H aftarah-  II Samuel 22.1-51
D avid's hymn of gratitude to God for the many deliver-
ances in his life
Sunday, April 15 - Eighth D ay Pesach
D euteronomy 15:19-16:17and N umbers 28:19-25
H oliday cycle
H aftarah- Isaiah 10:32-12:6
The messianic era
Saturday, April 2 1 Shmini
 Lev. 9.1-11.47
Rules about Kashruth
H aftarah- II SamueI6.1-7.1
King D avid brings the Ark to Jerusalem
Saturday, April 2 8  Tazria-M etzora

 Lev.12.1-15.33
H ow the kohanim were to deal with disease
H aftarah- II Kings 7.3-20
Four lepers help the people at the time of siege
Saturday, M ay 5 Acharei M ot- Kedoshim
Lev. 16.1-20:27
Yom Kippur service and laws of ethical purity
H aftarah- Amos 9.7-15
God is the Ruler of all people's history
Saturday, M ay 12  Emor
 Lev.21.1-24.23
The role of the kohanim
H aftarah-  Ezekiel 44.15-31
Restoration of the Temple after the Exile
Saturday, M ay 19 Behar- Bechukotai
 Lev. 25.1-27.34
Sabbatical and Jubilee years
H aftarah- Jeremiah 16.19-17.14
The people practice idolatry yet Jeremiah prays for spiri-
tual healing
Saturday, M ay 2 6 Bemidbar
N umbers 1:1-4:20
The census taken in the desert
H aftarah- H osea 2:1-22
God and Israel are likened to man and wife

! ! !
Great news for all of us who grew up in homes that

were so clean “you could eat off the floor.” SMB has re-
finished the floor of Vedder H all as a gift to our friends in
the Wesley U nited Methodist Church.  The floor looks
great, and Vedder H all—which was a beautiful room to
begin with—looks better than ever.  We thank SMB mem-
ber Steve O strow for organizing and overseeing this ef-
fort.


