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Am Echad, Lev Echad 
by Rabbi Steven Wernick 

Jewish peoplehood is a profound concept deeply woven into Jewish identity, 
uniting Jews across the globe. It is rooted in the shared foundations of 
religion, history, culture, and collective experiences. As a people of the 
Diaspora, we have cultivated a powerful sense of connection, emphasizing 
that Jews worldwide are part of a single, extended family with a shared 
destiny. The establishment of the State of Israel has further solidified these 
bonds, as many Jews, including our own family members and friends, have 
made Israel their home. 

This unity becomes especially evident in times of crisis. The events of 
October 7 and the Israel-Hamas War have tested and reaffirmed this sense  
of solidarity, highlighting the deep bonds that tie the Jewish community 
together. 

This year’s theme, Am Echad, Lev Echad—One People, One Heart—is 
particularly resonant. Our shared experience of trauma and our collective 
response to the conflict has reinforced the concept of Jewish peoplehood. 
The crisis has deepened our awareness of being connected by a common 
history, destiny, and set of values. 

This summer, while studying at the Shalom Hartman Institute in Jerusalem,  
I experienced a powerful moment of Am Echad, Lev Echad. Jon Polin and 
Rachel Goldberg-Polin called for a week of activities, hope and peace for the 
sake of the hostages and missing. That Monday evening, over 500 people 
gathered at the First Train Station to sing. The group represented every facet 
of Israeli society—Haredi, secular, religious, queer, men, women, Jewish, 
Arab, and Christian. Everyone was there. 

Leading the gathering was Yahala Lachmish, a woman chazzan from our 
Masorti Movement (whom we hope to bring here for Shabbat Shirah). She 
has a beautiful, melodic voice. And everyone sang together. Everyone sang! 

The music was somber, sometimes profoundly so, reflecting the mood of the 
country and the concern for both the hostages and the young people who 
went off to war. That somberness turned to sadness upon the news of 
Hersh’s, and five other hostages’ murder the end of August.  

Yet, in reflecting on that evening of song, there was something empowering 
about the group. That something was peoplehood—that profound sense that 
we are One People and of One Heart. And that gave me hope. 

The entries in this High Holy Day Reader beautifully reflect our theme Am 
Echad, Lev Echad. Inside, you will find readings, poems, songs, pictures, 
and artworks that will enrich your High Holy Day experience. We extend 
our heartfelt thanks to all the contributors for their participation. 

May this year bring peace to Israel, the Jewish people, and all humanity. 

Shanah Tovah. 

 

 

You, Me, We  
by Goldie Schlanger 

Immersed in the depths of connection  
From a time we did not physically exist in 
Held together by a strength and bond that even oppression could not destroy  
Sadly we continue to live in a world divided  
Hunger for power and control consumed with hate  
We must not stand alone  
Wholehearted understanding restores healing  
To be delivered into the openness of truths forgotten and ignored  
To respect the spirit of our collective ancestors and all our souls of the now  
For unity manifests in the mindfulness of love  
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A Coat of Many Colours     
by Racheli Moshkovitz; translated by Chavi Swidler Eisenberg 

My son returned from battle, his duffel bursting 

With things that I had not packed for him. 

Socks donated by the Jews in Argentina. 

A quilted blanket smelling like someone else’s home 

A blue towel from a family from the Moshav, 

Tzitzit from Jerusalem. 

A fleece jacket, gifted by a high-tech company, 

A scarf knitted by an elderly lady, 

Undershirts purchased by online shoppers, 

A sheet that was given to him by a friend, 

Gloves bought by teenage girls, 

A jacket from the closet of someone who 

Came and requested to give. 

I spread out all those garments 

And weave together a new coat of many colors. 

See, Yosef, your brothers were there for you. 
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We don’t know where Moishe was planning on going when he walked out of 
his house. Maybe he wasn’t going south at all.  

When we got out of the car, Aaron and I thanked him profusely for driving 
us south. But do you want to know what he did next?  

He thanked us for giving him the chance to do his mitzvah for the day.  

That is achdut. That is unity. He saw three stranded people wearing UJA 
Walk with Israel shirts, and he offered to drive us home, with his own child 
in the backseat.  

If I am ever invited to write a chapter in the history book of the time we are 
living in now, I will start with: 

Vayehi yom shachor. There was a black day.  

But then the Jewish people all over the world banded together like they had 
never done before. They came to Israel on missions. They opened their 
hearts and their wallets. They rallied, they walked, and they danced with a 
renewed sense of achdut.
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Achdut/Unity  
by Rabbi Robyn Fryer Bodzin 

June 9, 2024 was one of my favourite days in recent memory. Fifty-thousand 
people came out to support Israel. If you weren’t there and you didn’t see 
any pictures, it looked like a sea of blue, white and a bit of red, as far as the 
eyes could see. It reminded me of the Israelites crossing the Sea, even if it 
was just Bathurst Street.  

I bumped into people from every single stage in my life. We just showed up 
and together showed our love for Israel. 

The Walk with Israel was peaceful and inspiring and uplifting and unifying. 
There was a sense of achdut, of Jewish unity, that I cannot remember ever 
feeling before in this city. The atmosphere was filled with positivity.  

But the most memorable part of the day for my family, was when Moishe 
Cohen entered our lives. You might wonder who Moishe Cohen is. I think he 
is an angel in human form. 

After the Walk with Israel, my entire family was exhausted. I was tired. The 
pain in my arthritic leg was way past a ten. While we had figured out our 
start plan, we never planned out how we would return home.  

We walked south on Bathurst and then west on Sheppard and then south 
again and got ourselves to a street called McAlister. We called one Uber and 
then another. They kept canceling on us.  

Suddenly, a man wearing a kipah, along with an adorable little boy with  
flying tzitzit and a huge Bucharian kippah that covered his entire head, came 
out of the house across the street from where we were standing and started 
walking to his car.  

My husband yelled out to him, “Any chance you are going south?” The man 
said, “Yes, hop in.” And so, we did.  

His son, my daughter and I sat in the back seat, while my husband sat up 
front with Moishe. Because he lived in the neighborhood, Moishe Cohen 
knew how to maneuver all the street closures and construction in the Clanton 
Park area. He literally drove us to my brother’s house, where we had parked 
earlier that morning.  

https://www.instagram.com/_u/ujafederation?fbclid=IwZXh0bgNhZW0CMTAAAR32zoNLxwUlNsqHbjlQkzGKnO2CXKnxLM93j4PMMQkqfWDAxcHR3GxlZwk_aem_AVUbpMSyc4wLjIlSVdvGZCro2Kw_OyxEe7yfxqTi5wdiyuQersWwUbhqa2USVXhVDfBoBKyUGlPmpt_oH2L_AZNG


Even when those others are causing me personal pain by disagreeing with 
me so intensely. 
You, God, Who is good and Who does good, ever grant that I view others 
generously and kindly, 
And watch over me lest I succumb to the unwarranted hatred of others. 

Be compassionate with our generation and save us from pain and suffering 
Lest we, God forbid, uproot each other or abandon each other. 
Let us be responsible for each other and concerned for each other 
In the manner of brothers and sisters bound by familial ties to reconcile 
for reconciliation’s sake and to foster bonds of true friendship between us. 
And turn our hearts toward You, God, and turn our hearts toward each other.  
Grant me the ability to love You, God, wherever I find myself,  
And to love other people wherever they find themselves,  
Be with us, God, and gracefully grant us to share in Your divine patience So 
that we exist in a state of peace with the world. 

May the God Who makes peace in the heavens,  
grant us with compassion that we too know peace, we and all Israel.  
Blessed are You, Who listens to heartfelt prayer. 

Shanah Tovah.  

24 Holding Blue @ 9 Mos: Whose 
Counted, Whose Questioned 

by Lee Haas
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We are Responsible for One Another   
by Lara Rodin 

This past spring, I was traveling on my weekly route from Toronto to New 
York, commuting between Beth Tzedec and the Jewish Theological 
Seminary where I am completing my studies. As I was boarding the plane, a 
Haredi man in front of me dropped his boarding pass. I picked it up for him, 
and we got to talking. He asked me what I do in New York. I told him that I 
am training to become a Conservative Rabbi.  

He could have responded in so many ways. He could have ignored me, 
brushed me aside. He could have spoken condescendingly to me. He could 
have even argued with me about women in the rabbinate. Instead, he simply 
said: “Am Echad, Lev Echad. One People, One Heart. The events of October 7 
certainly reminded us of that if we forgot”. 

We are responsible for one another.  

It is with that in mind that I share Rabba Tamar El-Ad Appelbaum’s Prayer 
for Unity. 

Ruler of all worlds, 
God of mothers, fathers, and children, 
God of the righteous and the pious, God of All, 
Show mercy to me and grant that I be able to love peace and to cherish it 
above all else. 
When I encounter someone whose opinions are directly contrary to my own, 
And when to embrace that person peacefully feels an absolute impossibility, 
Or when I encounter two individuals who are each other’s polar opposites, 
Keep me from saying that I am being asked to do the impossible. 

Let me ever recall that I can make peace in the world through words spoken 
to reconcile opponents,  
Just as You Yourself managed to do by bringing together water and fire, two 
irreconcilable entities,  
And yet in their impossible admixture were born the heavens themselves, 
Such that to be truly God-fearing means to admit the possibility of 
reconciling them nonetheless. 

Grant me the grace to work towards reconciliation and to grant others the 
benefit of the doubt, 
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Joy as Strength  
by Kyle Brill  

This year, I am getting married. These past months have been enlivened by a 
steady hum of planning, learning, and anticipation. This flurry of activity has 
been punctuated by reflection on what this next step in our lives signifies, 
and we have come to understand that marriage holds a uniquely central place 
in Judaism. It feels as though our traditions are intricately woven around it, 
designed to support the creation of family and, through that act, to fortify our 
people. The mitzvah of marriage is, quite simply, revered in our culture; its 
importance underscored by the joy it brings. 

Joy is a profound force. It is an emotion that etches itself into our minds and 
hearts, drawing us back through time. Through every era, we have come 
together to mark joyous occasions; from the exodus out of Egypt to the 
founding of the modern State of Israel, expressions of joy have brought us 
together and solidified our peoplehood. In other words, the act of finding joy 
in celebrating our culture, despite adversity, marks the strength and 
resilience of the Jewish people. Shared moments of joy have not only 
sustained our collective spirit but serve as a testament to our enduring 
strength. In a world now freshly marked by the stain of antisemitism, 
remembering this fact is critical. We cannot let forces of hatred diminish our 
spirit. This would be decidedly un-Jewish. After all, as my grandmother 
says, living well is the best form of revenge.  

This year, it is my sincerest hope that we continue to seek joy defiantly, 
amidst a growing darkness. I pray that together we continue to have the 
forbearance and strength to persevere, to keep our heads held high despite 
the harshness of the world.  

As my fiancée and I prepare to step into this new chapter, in this difficult 
time, we have committed ourselves to the Jewish legacy of joy, knowing that 
these moments will bind us as a family, connect us to generations past, and 
help solidify the future of our people. 
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One People, One Essence— 
A Singular Heart  

by Patti Rotman 

The fabric of Judaism is woven 
In countless, magnificent hues 
Our people’s canvas so unique 
And extraordinary to view 

Diverse in culture and in thought 
Within our grand design 
A bridge connecting the past and future 
Quite often will intertwine 

Opinions may clash and conflicts may soar 
When our world experiences strife 
Yet, we come together in peace and compassion 
Common threads to help guide our life 

Tragedy and discontentment 
Overwhelmed by every voice 
And through it all, we connect as one 
When we celebrate and rejoice 

Rituals, prayers and customs 
Individually we choose our refrain 
History is our beacon of hope 
Traditions we strive to retain 

Unique in nature but collective in pride 
Our heritage is profound 
Through generations of struggle and antisemitism 
Our roots are always found 

As Jews we honour our birthright 
A symphony of wisdom to impart 
We are a rich and complex community 
One people, one essence—a singular heart 

10



Google Maps and GPS  
(God’s Positioning System)—Divine 

Guidance to a Rosh Hashana Adventure  
by Larry Wallach 

My daughter, who lives outside of Los Angeles, was due to give birth in 
early October 2022 and wanted my wife, Nina, and I to be there. We decided 
to take our two dogs, drive cross-countries and spend a month together. The 
drive west takes about a week and with an early October birth, we needed to 
hit the road before Rosh Hashanah. We weren’t driving 2,500 miles only to 
miss the birth or Yontiff. 

Logistical Considerations—There are two primary westward routes. We 
needed to synchronize our departure date to arrive in a city with a 
Conservative synagogue (free reciprocal High Holy Day tickets through our 
BT membership) where we could make Yontiff. We wanted to arrive with 
enough time to get to shul on Erev Rosh Hashanah, rested and refreshed.  
We needed to account for crossing into a new time zone. We needed dog-
friendly hotels, preferably near the shul, so Nina and I could trade off dog 
watching and shul going. We chose the northern route. There are no 
synagogues in Fort Morgan, Colorado was too far to reach before Yontiff.  

We chose Omaha, Nebraska. It’s 
about 1,000 miles from Toronto, a 
two-day drive. We brought some 
non-perishable Yontiff foods and 
booked a hotel near the shul with a 
kitchenette.  

Family Considerations—My father, 
Ruby Wallachz”l, was an explorer 
with an insatiable curiosity. He 

particularly loved driving trips, new synagogues and listening to investment 
programs late at night on his Sony AM transistor radio.  

Whenever Dad and I travelled to someplace new, we would try to add a 
synagogue visit. Despite my father’s passing, I still save him an adjacent 
seat with every new shul visit. In September 2022, Omaha, Nebraska was a 
brand-new locale and finding synagogue seats together during Covid was 
not a problem.  
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Tree of Life 
by Jacqueline Benyes 

When I heard the theme for the Rosh Hashanah reader “ דחא בל דחא םע — 
Am Echad, Lev Echad - One People, One Heart”, I imagined images of  
nature and the interconnectedness of all the elements in nature, how the sum 
of its parts creates an even more beautiful and awe-inspiring whole. 
Different species of flora grow side by side and how that can also be a 
metaphor for us human beings from different backgrounds, nations, cultures 
and religions. The variety of beauty in nature mirrors the variety, diversity 
and beauty of us all. Shana Tova, wishing all beings much love, light, health, 
joy, prosperity and peace throughout the year. Amen.

© Jacqueline Benyes



Am Echad, Lev Echad 
by Rabbi Shalom Schachter  

As we enter the Jewish year 5785, which in Hebrew numerology is Taf 
Reysh Pey Hey, we focus on the last two letters—Pey Hey, which are the 
letters for the Hebrew word for mouth. 

How we use our mouths can impact the ability to interfere with or bring 
about Am Echad, Lev Echad. The “Al Chet” in the Yom Kippur liturgy sets 
out numerous ways we can hurt others with the words of our mouth, while 
using our mouth to say Amen to strangers reciting Mourners Kaddish can 
provide them consolation. Bringing Kavanah to our prayers by joining our 
Lev to our Peh can enhance our efforts to bring about Am Echad. 

As we note in the Nishmat Kol Chai prayer Shabbat morning, our mouth is 
not the only one of our organs that we use to engage in holiness. We quote 
from the Psalms “Kol Atzmotai Tomarna”—All my limbs shall praise you. 

The Yom Kippur liturgy also gives us guidance on how we can use the 
limbs, aside from our mouths, to move towards Am Echad. The Haftarah 
between Shacharit and Musaf comes from Isaiah. He berates those who feel 
that their prayers and fasts are sufficient to secure forgiveness while still 
oppressing their workers. No, instead the prophet states “Halo Zeh Hatzom 
Evchareyhu”—“This is the fast I choose—Loosen the bindings of evil, and 
break the slavery chain…Break your bread for the starving, bring the 
dispossessed into your home, clothe the naked person you encounter” 

It is our deeds that can more powerfully bring us closer to Am Echad. Let us 
take Isaiah’s words to our hearts—our Levs, to inspire the functioning of the 
rest of the limbs of our bodies. 

This year Yom Kippur falls on Shabbat and before Yizkor we will recite the 
prayer Y’kum Purkan. That prayer calls upon the Divine to bless valued 
members of the community, including those who give candles, wine for 
Kiddush and Havdalah and food for meals to the poor. May we all merit this 
blessing by taking action to fall within the phrase “V’chol mee she’oskin 
b’tzarchey tzibur be’emuna”—all who faithfully occupy themselves with the 
needs of the community. In this empathetic way of joining our hearts to the 
hearts of others, we can feel we are part of Lev Echad and in this way 
facilitate the achievement of Am Echad.  
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Religious Considerations—Dad would have loved 
(or perhaps did love) Beth El Synagogue (“BES”) 
(https://www.besyn.org ) of Omaha, Nebraska, a 
beautiful medium-sized synagogue. The rhythm and 
melodies of the service were familiar and especially 
comforting after far too many Zoom Yontiffs. 
Despite the loneliness of being in a strange city 
during a pandemic when justifiably very few will 
greet you, BES felt unusually familiar for a shul I 
had never been in before. It wasn’t immediately 
apparent why—until I read their shul Bulletin. 

Rabbi Myer Kripke of blessed memory led their congregation for 29 years. 
Although a notable theological figure, he is probably best remembered for 
philanthropy. Mrs. Kripke became good friends with Omaha Local Susan 
Buffet. And Susan’s husband Warren and Myer also became friends. Yes: 
that Warren Buffett was managing the rabbi’s nest egg in a fledgling 
company called Berkshire Hathaway, which funded many charitable 
endeavors. (https://www.nytimes.com/2014/05/04/us/rabbi-myer-kripke-
100-early-buffett-friend-and-investor-dies.html).   

Amongst Rabbi Kripke’s many charitable works was rebuilding and 
restoring the iconic seven-story tower at JTS, where I spent three memorable 
undergraduate years. The tower (and the adjacent world-famous library) 
were sad victims of a 1966 fire, until the 2001 re-dedication of the restored 
and renamed Kripke Tower, which Nina and I attended.   

On Erev Rosh Hashanah, in the Sanctuary of Beth El Synagogue, with my 
father’s usual place beside me, I had an uncanny sense that Rabbi Kripke’s 
presence still greeted those in attendance, including my dad, who was 
especially delighted to trade stories with the rabbi. That made me very happy. 

As did one other very unanticipated experience. Twenty-one years earlier, I 
had left the otherwise perfect dedication of the Kripke Tower somewhat 
disappointed by the absence of the Kripkes themselves, due to their 
temporary ill health. An unresolved emptiness, until Erev Rosh Hashanah 
5783, when I celebrated Rosh Hashanah in the congregational home of 
Rabbi and Mrs. Kripke, whose welcoming presence is still very much felt if 
you know where to look. It made my 2022 Yontiff much more than just 
another rest stop on a long road trip. 

The rest is a story for another time.  
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5-4-3-2-1 
by Dot Whitehouse  (04.09.23) 

There is plenty of time 
And no time at all 
Even my shallowest breath 
Catches 
When I think of you 

It’s easy to remember 
The twinkle of your gaze 
Harder though 
To look you in the eye 

I’m counting the heartbeats 
Until I see you again 
Willing myself to expand time 
Without counting down  the minutes 
Knowing our next goodbye 
Is an endless blink away 

                                       

©Dot Whitehouse 
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On another trip to London, it’s Friday night and we’re stopped outside the 
shul. What did we want? We want to go to services!  We were inspected and 
questioned, but we got in. It was the Saatchi Shul and Mr. Saatchi’s wife was 
the guest speaker that night—Nigella Lawson, celebrity chef. Security was 
in abundance. There was dancing and singing and lots of fun. You never 
know who you’ll meet or see. 

So—we know that whenever we’re in a strange place, we can always go to 
shul. We meet new people, share experiences and leave feeling we 
connected yet again, with our people.  

 

Orange, Red & Green Flora 
by Jacqueline Benyes
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Four Reflections on Completing 11 
months of Saying Kaddish for My Father 

by Gary Elman 

 #1) The moments of saying Kaddish gave me an opportunity to really focus 
on my dad. A terrific father, husband, brother, son, grandfather, and great-
grandfather. A wonderful mentor in many ways. Given all the time I had to 
think about him deeply, the 11 months only confirmed what I already knew. 
He really was a wonderful guy. 

#2) I appreciate the power of community. It is not a fluke that we need a 
minyan to say Kaddish. Somebody was thinking about this. The support of 
those around us makes all the difference. And for me, the support of Reb 
Steve, Rabbi Fryer Bodzin, Rav Baruch, Cantor Sid, Lorne, Aviva and Yacov 
especially in those early days had a value that I can’t begin to articulate.  

But here’s the piece that didn’t crystallize for me until my Kaddish was 
ending; here is how I visualized it in my mind’s eye. We all go to services, 
we pray together and we support one another. But those who are saying 
Kaddish regularly are part of an inner circle holding hands as it were, and 
the rest of the minyan is surrounding us. Though part of the same service, 
the Kaddish Circle has a different pulse, a different feeling; a separate entity 
within the whole. When one begins saying Kaddish on a regular and 
frequent basis, the Kaddish circle opens, and you begin holding hands with 
those who are part of it. You feel its pulse and energy as you are welcomed 
in by those who are already there. It was a palpable feeling that can’t be 
explained. It came with an understanding, a responsibility to keep it intact as 
a legacy for those who have come before, and to keep it welcoming for those 
yet to join. 

It is true that the community piece is all about support, but I learned that the 
Kaddish Circle is a gift for and between mourners. It is a sacred trust and 
should be treated as such. I hope that as I was part of it, I treated it with the 
respect it deserved. As I helped welcome others in, I hope I have done 
enough to show them the value it holds.  

 

#3) I knew Jan always supported me and I knew she would do whatever was 
needed as I said Kaddish those 11 months. But here is the part that I did not 
fully appreciate and only recognized as I looked backwards. Although it was 
my father who passed away and I was the one saying Kaddish, Jan also 
suffered the loss of somebody very important in her life as well. Coming to 
shul with me gave her the opportunity to grieve and honour him as I did. 
That was an unintended consequence but a very positive one. She too was 
developing community and finding her own place in the ritual of prayer and 
as part of the minyan. Our paths simultaneously crossed and ran in parallel. 

The experience confirmed for me the support I get from Jan, but I now know 
that daily Kaddish is not only a positive thing for the mourner, but can be 
positive for those with whom the mourner shares a life. 

#4) I discovered that my engagement to Judaism is via action and ritual. The 
words of the siddur do not always inspire me, but I feel totally engaged 
when I am building a sukkah, or making charoset, or banging on the 
Shulchan during Kabbalat Shabbat, or standing on the side of the Shulchan 
as a gabbai. It is the ritual, the activity, that I enjoy and that helps fill my 
spiritual need. I think that is exactly what I found fulfilling and meaningful 
when saying Kaddish. I was engaged in an activity. I was “doing” the ritual. 

That leads me to a Jewish “miss”. There is no ritual, no ceremony, there is 
nothing for me to do as Kaddish ended except step away from the Kaddish 
Circle. I had no activity to mark the end of 11 months of Kaddish. For 
people like me, who relate to their Judaism by “doing”, that is a void. I hope 
eventually the Rabbis produce some ritualistic way to mark the event. 

Until then, we are on our own to figure it out. I suppose that’s why I’m 
writing this. It is the activity that I have come up with to help me transition 
from grieving to remembering. It is my path out of the Kaddish Circle. 

To quote Sylvie Shaffer: 
Jewish mourning practices tend to focus either on showing respect for 
the dead or comforting the mourners. For me, saying Kaddish all those 
months was an expression of both. 

Shanah Tovah.



aware of the hundreds of people with her in the gym, each with their own 
problems, fears, hopes, and dreams, and for all of them she sings: 

“Lord, have compassion on us! 
“Pardon us, forgive us, take pity on us, and grant us atonement.  
“Open the gates for us, even as they are about to close. 
“The day is waning, the sun is low, the hour is late. 
 “Another year has slipped away. 
“Let us enter the gates at last.” 

The congregation, listening, hears the joy in her voice, but also the sense of 
urgency and the hint of a sob. To them, this seems fitting. With the room 
darkening around them, she, the voice of their community, is begging God to 
forgive all their flaws, failings, and imperfections. There are abundant, well-
known stories about prayer leaders who have burst into tears on the podium, 
sobbing and wailing loudly, unrestrainedly as they asked God to pardon, 
help, and save the Jewish people (and this not only in times of historical 
crisis, such as the Holocaust or the Inquisition). A prayer leader’s anguish is 
to be respected. It is evidence of her sincerity and suitability for this role, 
and it is what one should expect when a community’s representative is 
pleading with God for the well-being, indeed the lives, of hundreds of souls. 
As Lucy beseeches God for mercy and a good year for everyone present— 
a year of health, peace, and prosperity between now and next year at this 
time—the people in the gym listen to her warble, whisper, shout, moan, 
groan, and hit high, piercing notes. Her voice, now booming, resounds 
throughout the room, bouncing off the basketball nets, the white concrete 
walls, the hanging ropes, the old-fashioned, ever-ticking black clock, and the 
farthest corner of the running track upstairs. 
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Yom Kippur in a Gym 
by Nora Gold 

This is an excerpt from Yom Kippur in a Gym, a novella about five people 
during the last hour of Yom Kippur, at a Neilah service in a gym. This 
section is about Lucy, as she leads the prayers. Yom Kippur in a Gym was 
published (with another novella, In Sickness and In Health) on March 1, 
2024 by Guernica Editions. 

Lucy loves to sing, and as she sings these prayers now, she’s filled with 
elation, even ecstasy. She feels like she’s flying, as weightless as an 
astronaut floating in some upper celestial sphere, a place of zero gravity. 
And indeed she does not feel grave at all. Serious yes, but not grave as in 
death. It’s the euphoria of singing, she knows, but also the special rapture 
experienced on Yom Kippur. One of her favourite stories is about a rabbi 
who always led Yom Kippur prayers using joyful melodies. A guest visiting 
his town found this surprising and asked him why he did this. 

The rabbi replied, “A servant cleaning the courtyard of his king—if he loves 
the king and wants to give him pleasure—is happy to clean the garbage from 
the courtyard, and therefore sings joyful tunes.” In another version of this 
story—with these old parables, there is always more than one version—the 
rabbi replies, “While the servant is cleaning the courtyard, he is not thinking 
about the filth all around him, but of how beautiful the courtyard will be 
when it’s clean.” Now, in this spirit, the prayers rush through Lucy like a 
happy, powerful river, emptying out everything inside her, cleaning her, 
cleansing her. They flush away all the lies, pretenses, and foolishness inside 
her—the usual assortment of petty thoughts and emotions, deceits and self- 
deceptions, that all human beings engage in every day. Instead of these, in 
Lucy now there is a shimmering light, a glowing, womb-shaped space with 
room in it for something new, alive, and as yet unknown to grow and 
emerge. 

She cries out, “God, awesome and holy, we have no God but you!” 

She is alone on the podium, but she is not alone. She is praying on behalf of 
the whole community, representing it to God. To her, this is a great honour 
and responsibility. She is a petitioner, not a performer. Unlike one of the 
prayer leaders at her mother’s nursing home, Marsha, who always led the 
service as if it were her operatic debut at the Met. Lucy, as she leads now, is 
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So, I invite you to join me. I challenge you to commit just a little bit more of 
your time: quite simply just show up to Beth Tzedec in any way that makes 
sense and that feels comfortable to you. Come once a week, once a month, 
show up on one more occasion a year. The community will be far richer if 
graced with your presence.  

In the end, I believe that you get what you give. 

Heart Scribbles 
by Lee Haas 
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You Get What You Give 
by Jacob Citron 

Just over a year ago, I was feeling a personal deficit. The world was still 
recovering from Covid and something was missing in my life. A sense of 
community, a sense of spirituality, a sense of belonging. I was frozen at 
times by some of the feelings of loneliness. I retreated inward and was 
grasping for something to be a part of.  
 
It was June and my family was attending Beth Tzedec for my father’s 
yahrtzeit, when I had the thought - why not try the synagogue? Why not try 
to lean into Judaism? I resolved that day to show up to Beth Tzedec in some 
capacity once a week, every week, for a year. To explore this community.  

Since then, my experiences have been fulfilling, heartwarming, and have left 
me with strong bonds and connections that I didn’t see as possible a year 
ago. Frankly, it was a lot cooler than I thought it would be too.  

I’ve made friends that span generations. I’ve finally become comfortable 
navigating a prayer service. I’ve shared a scotch with the chief of police. 
I’ve been invited to Shabbat dinner at the Rabbi’s house, I’ve opened the ark 
on the high holidays and paraded in the procession. I got to see one of my 
favourite podcasters speak in person. I’ve performed rituals I hadn’t done in 
ten years. I had a sit down with a leading intellectual on Jewish thought. I 
even had the privilege of sitting in on a meeting with the Director from the 
federal office for combatting antisemitism.  

On October 6, I was having dinner in the sukkah. On the morning of October 
7, I was in the Sanctuary, learning, processing, worrying, and grieving with 
my community. That evening, as we tried to march and celebrate Simchat 
Torah, I grabbed the Israeli flag at the front of the room and handed it to 
someone at the front of the procession. The image of that flag waving has 
since stood with me and fills me with tremendous pride. 

Most importantly though Is the quality time spent with a good friend who 
has joined me in my increased involvement. We have a bit of a standing date 
now on Saturday mornings. One of my closest friendships is exponentially 
enhanced by the shared experience of belonging to this community together.  

All this in just one year. 
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Ready 
by Soozi Schlanger 

I never wanted this. I never wanted the weight of history on my shoulders. 
The shame of victimhood. The glory of martyrdom.  

I never wanted to look like this…dark…Semitic. 
A moving target. A Jew. 
I wanted to be fair and straight haired and non ethnic.  
Like a blonde Barbie.  

I wanted to feel normal  
carefree  
a girl in a song by the Beach Boys. 

I didn’t want to worry and to plan—before falling asleep at night as a young 
child—what I will do to survive when the Nazis come back.  
How far will I go? Will I take the gold out of my parents’ teeth?  

I never wanted this.  

And I lived in defiance of the laws. Maybe that would do it.  
Maybe that would absolve me from my obligations… 
set me apart…set me free.  

How far can you run before ending up back where you started? 

Then October 7th happened to me and to all of us. 
And I hear the world’s response. 
And I see those desperate human shiploads 
being turned away.  

Okay. 

I get it. 

I am ready.
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Switching Gears 
by Ivan Betcherman 

What is going on? Up is down. Black is white. Is the problem being caused 
by social media? Are our schools failing to teach humanities and ethics as 
they stress skills for careers and employment? Is it “wokeism” and the 
disregard for history? I don’t know. I wish I knew. And the implosion has 
become more alarming since October 7. 

People siding with terrorists and dismissing their victims. Killers and 
kidnappers of babies are being supported by college kids and others. I 
repeat: what is going on? 

There is horrific tragedy on both sides. Of this, there is no doubt, and it 
hurts, and it is saddening. And frightening. We search for an explanation—a 
logical one. But is there one? 

A thought comes to mind, and it comes to me from the novel A Driven Leaf 
by Milton Steinberg. There is a logic that is higher than Aristotle’s that 
springs from the heart and is just as real or as true as matters of the mind. 
Maybe more so. Truth isn’t solely a matter of the mind. There are truths that 
come from the heart.  

Maybe it’s time for all of us, Palestinians and Jews alike, to switch gears and 
come up with an explanation: to think with our hearts to try to understand 
what is going on and why. And by switching to the “heart gear” the wish is 
that we will then comprehend and see each other’s tragedy, that we will start 
to embrace compassion and empathy for each other as our tradition teaches. 
I hope this can happen. 

Today, I think of very dear friends from Israel. They have been in Canada for 
a month. They flew home on Shabbat Pinchas. They are strong. And they are 
worried.  
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האָוֹר תְּאַ המָ  
האָוֹר יִנאֲ םיחִרְוֹפּ םִינוֹלבָּ , 
,םיחִתָפְּהַ לעַ תוֹצוֹנ ,תוֹצוֹנ ,םיחְִווֹצ תוֹפוֹע  
העָוּנתְּהַ עצַמְאֶבְּ אוּפקָ ,תקֶֹֽניתִּ תלַגְעֶ ךְילִוֹמ באָ  

 
האָוֹר תְּאַ המָ : 
האָוֹר יִנאֲ ,םיחִרָפְּ תוּנחֲבְּ תרֶעֶֽוֹבּ שׁאֵ , 
םיחִרְוֹז םיִנוֹשׁיאִ ,םיבִוֹט םידִלְָי תִיבַּֽהַ ךְוֹתבְּ  
םיחִרְוֹז םיִנוֹשׁיאִ , 
םיחִתָוֹתּ דחַפַּֽמִ םשָׁאֹרלְ םִיֽנַּפַוֹא תוֹדסְקַ , 
תהַלָּבַּ ןוֹפלֵטֵהַ לאֶ תקֶעֶֽוֹצ הּשָׁיאִ  
העָוּמשְׁ . 

 
האָוֹר תְּאַ המָ : 
םיכִוֹבּ םיהִלֹאֱ תעַמַֽוֹשׁ יִנאֲ ,האָוֹר אלֹ יִנאֲ  
ֹבגָּ ןלָיאִ ירֵוֹחאֲמֵ םיחִישִׂ ךְוֹתבְ וֹא הַֽ  
לעַ תכֶכֶֽוֹס םדָָו רשָׂבָּ םאֵ קרַ  
הָיפֶָנכְבִוּ ,םיחִוֹרפְאֶהָ  
איהִ ךְיאֵ ,םיחִרְוֹז םלָוֹעהָ לכׇּ ימֵחֲרַ  
העָרָ הָיחַ יֵנשִׁבְּ תפֶרֶטְִנ  
 

האָוֹר יִנאֲ ,האָוֹר תְּאַ המָ  
שׁמֶשֶֽׁהַ התָסְּכֻּ .םיִנּשֻׁמְ וּניִיהָ  
םיכִאָלְמַ רפֶאֵֽ  
לכׇּ ,וּניתֵֽוֹדשְׂבִּ ןשֵׁ וּצרְחַ םיִנתַּ  
םיחִוּקפְּ םידִלְָיהַ  
וּנתָוֹא ריעִהֵ ,םעַפַּֽ ףאַ רתֵוֹי ןשַׁיִנ אלֹ  
ֹח םיהִלֹאֱ ךְשֶֽׁ
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“What Do you See?” 
by Roni Eldad 

Translation by Jessica Bonn-Yavne and Melila Hellner-Eshed 

What do you see: 
Floating balloons, I see 
Screeching birds, feathers, feathers in the doorways 
A father pushing a baby carriage, frozen in midstep 

What do you see: 
Flames burning in a flower shop, I see, 
good children in the house, pupils glowing, wearing bike helmets for fear of 
artillery shelling 
A woman screaming the terror of rumor into the telephone 

What do you see: 
I don’t see, I hear gods crying 
in the bushes or behind a towering tree 
Only a flesh-and-blood mother hovering over her chicks, the whole world’s 
mercy glowing from her wings, as she is devoured in the teeth of a wild 
beast 

What do you see, I see 
we’ve turned strange. The sun covered in angel-ash 
Jackals gnash their teeth in our fields, all the children wide awake 
We will never sleep again, woken by Divine darkness.
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try to focus on giving the mourners the opportunity to talk about the 
deceased in a way that will hopefully be comforting to them.  

The third lesson is a bit more complex.  
As time went on and my father’s MS and dementia became worse, and his 
lymphoma became more of an issue, there were many bumps in his medical 
road. When I prayed for a refuah sheleimah, in my own mind I was able to 
rationalize that what I was really asking for was, refuah, as sheleimah as he 
could be. In other words, to get back to baseline, wherever that was for him 
at the time. Right before he died, I was no longer asking for a refuah 
Shleimah of any kind, but rather I was asking for a painless, quiet, passing. 

Here’s the rub. We don’t have liturgy to handle that. 

Over those days I reached out to Reb Steve, Rabbi Fryer Bodzin, Yacov, Rav 
Baruch, Aviva and a few knowledgeable friends. I was looking for 
somebody to say, “look on page 287 in Sim Shalom and read the second 
paragraph”. Nobody did, because it doesn’t exist. One of The rabbis told me 
that they had never been asked for this kind of a prayer before. 

I was shocked. I know that our faith dictates that we believe in miracles, and 
asking for a peaceful death is conceptually throwing in the towel on a 
miracle but still, I thought the Rabbis would have figured a way around that 
by now. 

Someone explained to me that we don’t have prayer for every occasion good 
or bad, and that there are many circumstances where prayer from the heart 
can be the most meaningful. As helpful as everybody tried to be with 
suggestions, it turned out that we have no prayer, no words in the way that I 
wanted to ask The Almighty for a peaceful death for my father.  

And finally, lesson number four. 
We have all kinds of snappy two-word phrases in Hebrew that we use all the 
time—Shabbat Shalom, Mazal Tov, Kol Hakavod, Bruchim Habaiim, Yasher 
Koach, B’Shaa Tovah, etc.  

In the days my father’s death was approaching, I would talk to different 
people who had a lot of options in English to reflect and support how I was 
feeling—essentially—“I’m so sorry to hear about this, I hope and pray that 
it’s a peaceful end”. But there was nothing in Hebrew to reflect that same 
sentiment. Nobody said “Mavet B’Shalom” or something close to that with 
all that it would mean. It doesn’t exist in our vocabulary.  
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Four Things I Learned 
by Gary Elman 

There are four very important lessons that I learned in the days leading up to 
my father’s death and in the days following.  

As my dad had a terrific sense of humour, I’ll start with a joke. 

This old Jewish guy walks into a church and looks for the confessional. He 
finds it at the back, steps in and says. “Father, my name is Moishe Goldberg, 
I’m 96 years old and I’ve just been with a 28-year-old woman”. The priest 
says “Mr. Goldberg, I can tell by your name that you’re Jewish. You know I 
am a priest. Maybe you want to be telling a Rabbi about this”. Mr. Goldberg 
replies “Father …… I’m telling EVERYBODY.” 

Like Moishe, I’m telling everybody.  

I was, and still am a Montreal Canadians fan. I can remember one morning 
telling my father that Lafleur had 2 goals and an assist the previous night 
and his response was—“Does it help Jews?”. I remember saying “I have  
no idea if it helps Jews, but he got 3 points”. My Dad’s response was  
“That’s good, but it’s better if it helps Jews”. 

In my father’s memory, here are four things that I learned in the time around 
my father’s death. I hope that reading, and learning about them, will “help 
Jews” as was my father’s concern and interest. 

Lesson number one. 
We were overwhelmed with the outpouring of love and support that we 
received in and around the shiva. It helped sustain us. So, here’s what I 
learned from that – I’m never again going to say—“I haven’t seen them in a 
long time, I’m not sure If I should go the shiva”. From now on I’m going, 
and I’m not going to make excuses. Having sat “in the small chair”, I know 
that every visitor made a difference.To quote Nike—“Just Do It”. 

Lesson number two. 
People don’t always know what to say at a shiva. We’d chat about who 
wrote the speeches, the weather at the burial etc. I found it much more 
helpful and dare I say cathartic when someone would sit with me and say – 
“tell me about your dad”, “what were some of your favourite things about 
him?”, “did he have any hobbies?” etc.Next time I’m at a shiva, I’m going to 
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My Somedays Are Fading 
by Dot Whitehouse (31.03.24) 

My somedays are fading 
The hope sputtering 
Like the almost remains of a sparkler 

Someday I’ll rest in the heart of you 
Someday your heart will welcome me 

Someday the strength of others 
Will penetrate my bones 
And hold me up 
In the face of hatred 

Then someday your love  
And unfettered passion 
Will look me square in the heart 
Naked and home 

And my somedays will have faded 
In the presence of you 

 

     ©Dot Whitehouse
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I am told The rabbis are recognizing this and there is already movement to 
come up with liturgy and vocabulary—I hope it happens soon, so that the 
next time someone goes searching for a direct plea to The Almighty for a 
peaceful death for a loved one, it will be in place. To quote Hillel - ִאלֹ םא 

יתָמָיאֵ ,ושָׁכְעַ   

I’d like to think that discussing my experience with the Clergy at Beth 
Tzedec, and now having you read about it, will help move that needle ever 
so slightly. It gives me great comfort to think that in my father’s memory 
and honour, these four lessons will “help Jews”. 

Shanah Tovah 

Power of the Sun to Grow Again 
by Lee Haas
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“Now We Need a New Torah,”  
by Elhanan Nir  

Translated by Rachel Korazim (and others) 

Now We Need a New Torah 
Now like air to breathe 
We need a new Torah. 
Now, gasping for air and with choking throats 
We need a new Mishnah and a new Gemara 
And a new Kabbalah and new ascents of the soul1 
And inside all the brokenness and the salt and the desolation, now 
A new Hasidism and a new Zionism 
And a new Rav Kook2 and a new Brenner3 
And a new Leah Goldberg4 and a new Yehaveh Da’at5 

And new art and new poetry 
And new literature and new cinema 
And new-old words6 
And new-ancient souls from the storehouse, 
And a new love out of the terrible weeping. 
For we were all washed away in the rivers of Re’im and Be’eri 
And we have no mountain within us nor other tablets 
And no Moses and no strength 
And now everything 
Is in our hands 

1. An experience described in a letter of Ba’al Shem Tov 
2. R. Avraham Yitzhak Ha-Kohen Kook 
3. Yosef Haim Brenner, secular Zionist poet and interlocutor of Rav Kook 
4. One of the great poets of modern Hebrew literature. 
5. Responsa by R. Ovadia Yosef 
6. Cf. Zohar, Tetzaveh 9:81 
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NOTE: 
The story is a fable describing a need for new paths.  In other words, there 
are moments in our lives – individually, communally, and as a people – in 
which we must work to create new paths of meaning, understanding, unity, 
and holiness.   

It often seems as if this is one of those moments. Our world seems to have 
turned upside down, what was familiar is now foreign. Our world has been 
overturned; we now need new paths. 

The High Holy Days are, at their essence, an opportunity to evaluate where 
we have been to chart out where we need to go.  What are the new paths you 
will take this year? What are the paths you think we as a people might 
consider? 

EZ Our Hearts to Go  
the Other Waze 

by Lee Haas 
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Excerpt from: The Story of  
the Master of Prayer  

by Rabbi Nachman of Bratslav 

םָיּמִ ךְפַהָוְ וֹלּכֻּ םלָוֹעהָ לכָּ תאֶ לבֵּלְבִּ הֶזּהַ הרָעָסְ חַוּרהָוְ םלָוֹעבָּ הלָוֹדגְּ הרָעָסְ חַוּר הָיהָוְ ,םוֹיּהַ יהְִיוַ  
הרָעָסְ חַוּרהָ אבָוּ וֹלּכֻּ םלָוֹעהָ לכָּ תאֶ ךְפַהָוְ רבָּדְמִ בוּשִּׁיּמִוּ ,בוּשּׁיִ רבָּדְמִּמִוּ םָילְ השָׁבַָּיּמִוּ ,השָׁבַָּילְ  
תבַּהַ לשֶׁ דלָוָּהַ תאֶ ףטַחָוְ הרָעָסְ חַוּרהָ סַנכְִנּשֶׁ קרַ קֵזּהֶ םוּשׁ םשָׁ השָׂעָ אלוְ ךְלֶמֶּהַ תיבֵּ ךְוֹתלְ הֶזּהַ  

ןכֵוְ וירָחֲאַ הכָּלְמַ תבַּהַ הפָדְרָ לַ“נּהַ רקָָיּהַ קוֹניתִּהַ תאֶ ףטַחָשֶׁכְּ ףכֶתֵּ שׁעַרַהָ ךְוֹתבְוּ לַ“נּהַ הכָּלְמַ  
יכִּ הֶז לכָבְּ וּנייִהָ אל וּנלָּכֻּ וּנחְַנאֲוַ םָיּאַ םמָוֹקמְ עדַוֹנ אלוְ םלָּכֻּ וּרְזּפַּתְִנּשֶׁ דעַ ךְלֶמֶּהַ ןכֵוְ הכָּלְמַּהַ  
םלָּכֻּ םתָוֹא וּנאצָמָ אל וּנאבָוּ וּנרְַזחָשֶׁכְוּ לַ“נּכַּ וֹחכּ שׁדֵּחַלְ וֹמוֹקמְלִ דחָאֶוְ דחָאֶ לכָּ םילִוֹע וּנייִהָ  

זאָ הדָבְאֱֶנ לַ“נּהַ דָיּהַ םַגוְ לַ“נּכַּ  

And the day came to pass: there was a very great Storm Wind upon the 
world. And the Storm Wind mixed up the entire world, and overturned sea to 
dry land and dry land to sea, and wilderness to settled area and settled area 
to wilderness; so, it overturned the entire world.  

And the Storm Wind went into the King’s chamber … and snatched away 
the Child of the Queen’s Daughter. And amidst the commotion, as soon as 
the Storm Wind snatched away the dear Child, the Queen’s Daughter 
followed [him] immediately (in other words, the Princess immediately 
started running after the Child to snatch him back; she too went off 
someplace no one knows where). So too the Queen, and so too the King: 
they all went after the Child, until they all became dispersed, and no one 
knows where they are. But all of us were nowhere nearby during this, for we 
were gone away then, each to his place to renew his power, as mentioned; 
and when we came back, we could no longer find them all. The Hand [the 
mysterious map] too became missing then. 

רחַאַ יכִּ וֹחכּ שׁדֵּחַלְ וֹמוֹקמְלִ דחָאֶוְ דחָאֶ לכָּ תוֹלעֲלַ דוֹע םילִוֹכְי וּנאָ ןיאֵ זאָמֵוּ וּנלָּכֻּ וּרְזּפַּתְִנ זאָמֵוּ  
יאִ יאדַּוַבְּ לַ“נּכַּ ,‘וּכוְ השָׁבַָּילְ םָיּמִ םלָוֹעהָ תוֹמוֹקמְ לכָּ וּפלְחְֶנוְ וֹלּכֻּ םלָוֹעהָ לבֵּלְבַּתְִנוְ ךְפַּהְֶנּשֶׁ  

יוּנּשִׁוְ ףוּלּחִ יפִלְ םירִחֵאֲ םיכִרָדְּ םיכִירִצְ התָּעַ יכִּ םיִנוֹשׁארִהָ םיכִרָדְּבַּ תוֹלעֲלַ התָּעַ רשָׁפְאֶ  
תוֹמוֹקמְּהַ  

So, from that time on we have all become scattered and can no longer each 
go to his place to renew his power, for since the entire world has been 
overturned, we now need different paths today; therefore, we have no longer 
gone up each to his place to renew his power. [For now, we would have to 
go up using new paths according to the rearranging of the world.] 

36



Jewish History on Cecil Street 
by Barry Weinberg 

Today a visitor to the Spadina Avenue area looking to discover some 
evidence of Jewish history would have to be directed to Cecil Street to see 
and experience the Ostrovtzer Shul. It’s all due to its founding father: Israel 
Nachman Weinberg- my paternal grandfather.  

Zaidy Weinberg, as he was called, emigrated to Canada in 1920 from the 
small town of Ostrowiecz, Poland, leaving behind his wife and first two of 
four children, my father and past President of Beth Tzedec, the late Dr. Fred 
Weinberg, and my aunt Helen Friedman. With successive Jewish 
emigrations to Canada, the area and vicinity of Kensington Market became a 
thriving Jewish neighborhood with many synagogues in its confines, all 
identified and named by the geographic district of Russian or Polish origin. 
Naturally, my grandfather who was a religious man needed a permanent 
home for himself and his family to celebrate Jewish holidays as well as daily 
and weekly prayer services, and to provide a focus for social and cultural 
activity. 

In 1921, the Congregation of the Churches of Christ in Canada decided to 
sell their imposing edifice at 58 Cecil Street. In 1922, Israel Weinberg, who 
was in the fur business at the time, and his good Ostrovtzer friend, David 
Sussman, who owned Toronto Slipper Company, negotiated the purchase of 
Cecil Street for the establishment of the new shul. The sale was finalized for 
$22,000, which required a major subscription from the aspiring Ostrovtzer 
community in Toronto to pay the large mortgage.  

Fortunately, the marble plaques commemorating these visionaries have 
survived in their original location. They are virtual witnesses to the many 
additional transformations the building has undergone in the past 102 years. 
It was my grandfather that stipulated back into the original deal, that in the 
event the building was sold, the marble wall must remain permanently, as it has.  

One of my Zaidy’s particular loves was chazzanim and cantorial arts. At his 
home on Grace Street, he hosted visiting cantors from America who 
performed and even launched careers at this Shul. The most renowned and 
legendary was Yossele Rosenblatt. Wearing a top hat and cape, his walk 
from Grace street to Cecil street caused college St. to be closed off due to 
the crowds of people waiting for a glimpse of him. It was standing room 
only in the Shul. 
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Midrash on Psalms, 22:5 
 

: וניתובר ונש   
ןוצר סעכ ךותמ . 
הרוא הלפא ךותמו .  
םימחר זגור ךותמו . 
החור הרצ ךותמ . 
בוריק קוחיר ךותמ . 

. המיק הליפנ ךותמ    

הרוא הלפא ךותמו— .יל רוא ‘ה ךשחב בשא יכ  )ח ז הכימ(   

המיק הליפנ ךותמ — יתִּמְקָ֑ יתִּלְפַָ֖נ יכִּ֥. )ח ז הכימ(  

 

Our Masters taught: 
“From wrath – favour. 
From darkness – light. 
From anger – compassion. 
From trouble – comfort. 
From rejection – acceptance. 
From falling – a rising up.” 

“From darkness – light,” for it is said Though I sit in darkness,  
YHVH is might light. (Micah 7:8) 

“From falling – a rising up,” for it is said Though I have fallen,  
I rise again. (Micah 7:8)

38



Traveling Through Europe—Shopping, 
Eating, And Praying 

by Nina Wallach  

I have wanderlust. I have trips booked almost year-round to both new and 
favourite destinations. Years ago, as a travel agent based in New York,  it 
was not unusual for me to ask my best friend (another agent) to head out to 
London for the weekend to explore, shop and eat. Hello PAN AM! Leave on 
Friday night, back on Sunday. Jet Lag, when you only have two days was 
something I wasn’t familiar with. The one thing we DIDN’T do was go to 
shul. 

Fast forward about 20 years. I’m married and constantly coming up with 
something new. My husband Larry lets me do the trip planning, while he 
finds interesting restaurants and possible synagogues to explore in Europe. 

On a river cruise down the Danube we had a stop on a Friday in Regensburg 
Germany. What to do? Let’s go to shul and see what it’s like. While we 
certainly couldn’t understand any of the German, we definitely could 
understand the Hebrew and knew where we were in the service. Familiarity. 
Being with our fellow Jews in Germany. There was something comforting 
about that. Wishing strangers a GUT SHABBOS—and hearing it in return. 

On a trip to London with Sharon Yale, I wanted to say kaddish for my mom - 
it was Friday night. We found a shul near Marble Arch and went. We sat 
separately from the men, did our thing and were getting ready to leave when 
the Rabbi approached us. Did we have plans for dinner? We had no idea. 
Would we like to have dinner with the Rabbi and his wife and other travelers 
in their home? OK, sure. That might be “different”—and it was. Familiar 
roast chicken and soup with about six other people from foreign places. We 
learned that the shul had been the home of the late Rabbi Jonathan Sacks. 
We got to meet people, share stories, and have a totally unexpected and 
lovely Shabbat. 

Our daughter Rachel graduated veterinary school in Glasgow, Scotland.  
To celebrate, we hosted a kiddush on Shabbat at the only remaining (but 
famous) Garnethill shul in Glasgow. Again, I had to sit in the upstairs 
women’s section—and even though they weren’t there, I was not allowed to 
sit in Mrs. Goldberg’s seat, or Mrs. Schwartz’s seat or Mrs. Klein’s seat… 
Very protective of their seats! The congregants said it was the best kiddush 
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My father, Dr. Fred Weinberg, had his bar-mitzvah at the Ostrovtzer Shul in 
1932 and remembers the celebration, where following his Torah reading 
walnuts were thrown at him with hearty mazel tovs being yelled, the custom 
in those days. 

My late father-in-law Harry Fish, whose family name is on the marble 
plaque mentioned above, was a holocaust survivor. Harry was born and 
raised in Ostrowiecz. He was an Ostrovtzer through and through. It was a 
natural decision for him to join the Shul upon arrival in Toronto with his 
wife Toby and their daughter Dora after the Second World War. When he 
went there to meet the president and become a member, it was my 
grandfather—Israel Weinberg who welcomed him, his wife and their 
daughter as members. Years later, that daughter Dora became my wife.  

My sister Deena married Sandy Sussman, my grandfather’s business partner 
David’s great nephew. For over three decades, the Ostrovtzer Shul was a 
vibrant Jewish venue. Generations of Jewish immigrant families had their 
bar mitzvahs, aufrufs and weddings—all at the Shul. 

My grandfather took his role as president of the Ostrovtzer Shul as a 
privilege and responsibility. He committed himself to the Jewish community 
of Toronto. Today there is a plaque and marker on the building from its 
commemoration by the Jewish Heritage Plaque initiative by the City of 
Toronto. Our present-day challenge will be to reinforce this message about 
this building for future Jewish generations. In this way, we can maintain our 
connection to our history.  
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Going back to the Old Country 
by Sharon Yale 

My mother’s family on both sides came 
from Poland, but for most of my life, I 
had no desire to go there. Of all the 
countries in Europe I had never been to, 
Poland was at the bottom of the list. I 
completely bought into the argument 
that Poland was one big Jewish 
graveyard; my grandmother’s nine 
siblings, multiple nieces and nephews 
and elderly parents all perished in the 
Holocaust. But then in 2010, Beth 

Tzedec organized a Jewish heritage trip to Eastern Europe. My newly 
widowed mother-in-law asked my husband and me to go with her. We 
agreed, albeit grudgingly. I felt compelled to read up on Polish Jewish 
history in advance.  

I knew that Poland had a large Jewish population before the war—but I 
learned that it was actually 3.3 million. As I continued reading, I started to 
realize that the horrific events of 1939 to 1945 were just the finale to 
Poland’s long Jewish history. There had been over 6,000 shtetlach and 1,200 
Jewish cemeteries in Poland—evidence of hundreds of years of Jewish 
co-existence with their Polish countrymen. 

As our group left Warsaw for Krakow, my mother-in-law, my husband and I 
hired a driver and guide to take us to Yvansk (Iwaniska)—my father-in-law’s 
ancestral village. On the way, our guide, who identified as Roman Catholic, 
told us that she had recently discovered that her great-grandfather had been a 
rabbi. She had been unaware of her 
Jewish ancestry until recently. 
Stories of deathbed confessions of 
elderly Poles that their parents had 
been Jewish were not uncommon. 

When we arrived in Yvansk we 
saw wooden houses that must have 
been standing there for 100 years. 
The cemetery is the size of a 
football field, and bears witness to 
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they had in months. Food and Jews—always get great reviews. 

On another trip to London, it’s Friday night and we’re stopped outside the 
shul. What did we want? We want to go to services!  We were inspected and 
questioned, but we got in. It was the Saatchi Shul and Mr. Saatchi’s wife was 
the guest speaker that night—Nigella Lawson, celebrity chef. Security was 
in abundance. There was dancing and singing and lots of fun. You never 
know who you’ll meet or see. 

So – we know that whenever we’re in a strange place, we can always go to 
shul. We meet new people, share experiences and leave feeling we 
connected yet again, with our people. 
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Garnethill Synagogue, Glasgow, Scotland
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hundreds of years of Jewish life in the shtetl. We said Kaddish for my 
husband’s many ancestors still lying peacefully under the ground there (just 
as we said Kaddish in Auschwitz three days later for the ones who were 
brutally murdered). It was incredibly meaningful to honour our great-great 
grandparents and other family members in that way. 

Krakow hosts a Jewish Culture Festival every year and our trip coincided 
with that year’s event. Every year, thousands of visitors flock to Krakow to 
attend concerts of klezmer, cantorial, Israeli and Yiddish music. Kazimierz, 
the old Jewish quarter of Krakow, rocks. Most of the participants are not 
Jewish, though. It’s lively and entertaining and is a great boost to Krakow’s 
economy. But it gives me the same vibe as a re-enactment of a jousting 
tournament by medieval historians—a celebration of a vanished civilization. 
There are, at most, 20,000 Jews living in Poland today. 

That trip, however, was life-altering in so many aspects. I value the 
opportunity I had to experience that journey with my husband, mother-in-
law, and members of the Beth Tzedec community—but most of all, the 
lasting friendships I made with my fellow travellers.  
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Embracing Connection  
by Shirley Brazer 

How can I connect with my people, the Jewish people when we have 
different values, political preferences, ways of practising Judaism and being 
from different cultures, etc.? Am I able to appreciate our differences while 
being able to rise above the distinctions and differences that divide us, and 
accept our commonality? 

Antisemites accomplish this easily. If they can identify us as Jewish by birth 
or conversion, they recognize us as one people whatever the individual 
differences. 

With regard to Israel, I first visited there in 1967 a few months after the war, 
and immediately felt a strong visceral connection with the land and people 
which has never wavered in my many visits. Since October 7, I have been 
inspired by the way Israelis and diaspora Jews have rallied to connect and 
support one another. We all pray for better times ahead. 

Beyond my individual preferences in connecting with others, the only 
certain way I know to truly connect with all Jews and non-Jews is to stay 
awake to the Divine within where I experience the unity of all life. Then, to 
do my best in daily life to act from this perspective, to connect with all 
human beings as God’s beloved children.
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My Grandpa Sulim 
by Mariana Grinblat 

For holidays I would go and visit my grandparents and I felt I was entering a 
very special world and privilege. My grandpa would make a strong coffee 
for my grandma, who was reading the Jewish bible at 6:00 AM and would say 
in Yiddish, “Here is your coffee, can I go now?” 

Once she said yes, he would call me, put on his hat and take his cane and we 
would walk to the farmers’ market to make sure to get fresh things for 
Shabbos.  

He was tall and would hold me in his arms and would tell all the boys who 
came courting to go away as they were not good enough for me! He would 
give me all his chocolates, and tell me what I good kid I was, versus my 
older cousin who was a spoiled brat. He would pray in the morning, putting 
the leather bracelet on his hands and head and finish all his prayers with 
“next year in Jerusalem”. He immigrated with my grandma to Israel in 1950 
but had to return to Romania, as one his kids developed cancer. 

Whenever he came to visit us in the countryside where we lived, my mother 
tried to make everything kosher. He inspired me to believe strongly in 
myself, to take no nonsense from anyone, to be proud of my Jewishness and 
speak the truth.  

My grandparents lived in Paris/France until their deaths, in the mid-1980s. 
My grandpa never got used to the subways or seeing a train come out of a 
hole! 

I was so sad when they died, that I kept one of their thick sweaters that they 
wore to protect me against difficulties in my life and to feel my grandpa’s 
love.    
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Prayer  
by Melina Hellber-Eshed 

רשָׂבָּ לכָלְ תֹחוּרהָ יהֵלֹאֱ לאֵ  
רעַצַּמִ תוֹעוֹסוְ תוֹעוּרקְ תוֹחוּר ךָיֶנפָלְ וּנאָ הֵנּהִ  
,ךָמְלְצַבְּ םיאִוּרבְּהַ ,םדָאָהָ יֵנבְּ ,וּנילֵעָ אָנ לֹמחֲ  
,הרָצָוְ רבֶשֶׁ תעֵ וּנתָוֹא דֹקפְבִּ  
הלָהָבֶוּ תוֶמָ ,המָיאֵ  

Divine One – Source of the spirits for all [mortal] flesh 
We are before you as spirits rent and weary from sorrow 
Pity us, humanity, created in your image 
Guide us in this time of fracture and tragedy, 
fear, death and panic 

וּנבָּשֶׁ הבָהֲאַהָוְ וּנמֵחֲרַ אָנּאָ ,אָנּאָ ,אָנ וּלּוֹגִּי  
.וּנבָּשֶׁ עַֹרהָוְ המָקְָנּהַ ,ןידִּהַ תוֹדּמִ לעַ  
המָחֶָנ אלֹוְ המָקְָנ שׁקֵּבַמְוּ קעֵוֹצּהַ רעֵוֹבּהַוְ זעַהָ באֵכְּהַ אבָּ הֵנּהִשֶׁ . 

Please, please, we beg that you turn our own mercy and love 
over the judgement, vengeance, and evil that lies within us. 
For the pain is so severe, searing, screaming, that it only seeks inconsolable 
retribution 

,וּנֵזּעֻ תַניכִשְׁ וּנילֵעָ ירִמְשִׁ  
,תוֹבוּרצְּהַ וּניתֵוֹחוּר לעַ  
,תוֹלהָֹבמְּהַ וּניתֵוֹמשְִׁנ  
ןידִוּדּחִ וֹלּכֻּ השָׂעֲַנּשֶׁ וּנרֵשָׂבְּ לעַ  

Keep watch, Shekhinah, over our strength, 
over our scorched spirits, 
our frightened souls, 
our furious flesh 

.קסָּרֻמְּהַ וּנבֵּלִּמִ םיהִלֹאֱ םלֶצֶ חרְַזִיוְ רחַשַּׁכַּ הלֶעֲַי ןעַמַלְ  
׳ה בוּטבְּ האֶרְִנוְ הכְֶּזִנ דוֹעשֶׁ ןימִאֲַנוְ  
.םיִיּחַ ץרֶאֶבְּ םדָאָהָ בוּטוְ  
ןמֵאָ  

May the Image of Divinity within our crushed hearts rise and shine like the 
dawn, 
That we way yet still believe we deserve to see Hashem’s goodness, 
and the goodness of humanity, in the land of the living. 
Amen 
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town to town, news of Harry’s 
whereabouts eventually surfaces. 
Irka finds him. Tola and Harry are 
reunited in Ostrowiec.

November, 1945. After the lib-
eration of the Ostrowiec ghetto, 
under the direction of the UNRRA 
(United Nations Relief and Reha-
bilitation Administration), most of 
Ostrowiec’s Jewish residents begin 
an agonizingly slow trek, much 
of it on foot, to the Salento area 
of Italy (province Lecce, regione 
Puglia) at the southernmost tip of 
the boot’s heel. There, four com-
munities have agreed to receive 
and accommodate the refugees, 
some in summer villas graciously 
made available by their northern 
Italian owners.

December 18, 1946. Tola and 
Harry are blessed with the birth of 
a child, Dora...

...whose feet don’t touch the 
ground for a long, long time.

The parents’ insistence on 
keeping their daughter airborne on 

dry land was neither coddling nor 
controlling. It was the compulsion 
to protect and preserve the life 
that had emerged, against all 
odds, from her mother’s womb. 
It was the sense that this “miracle 
baby”—a baby that the anti-fertil-
ity drugs they’d been injected with 
and other abuses they’d been sub-
jected to by the Nazis—was a gift 
from God, to be held onto for dear 
life.

Nor were they Dora’s only 
“uplifters”. This was a baby every-
one wanted to hold.

How did it feel to be so pre-
ciously and persistently support-
ed?

“Incredibly secure!” smiles 
Dora. “As a child I felt I was raised 
under an umbrella of security—
that’s a visual I formed very 
early—and I never went through 
a phase of feeling embarrassed by 
having immigrant parents with 
an accent. I know now conscious-
ly what I felt then intuitively and 
emotively—unconditional love.”

The love affair with no 
“letdowns”—as exemplified by a 
child whose feet are kept above 
ground—has continued unabated 

Dora, Barletta, Italy, 1947
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No letdowns or letup in this love story 
Excerpted from the Dora Ennis story, by Sholom Wargon

Reproduced by permission of immigrantstory.ca

If you’re over 30, chances are 
you’ve read a hard-copy book 

that was so engrossing you 
couldn’t put it down. If you’re un-
der 30, perhaps that book resides 
on your Kindle or Kobo.

If Tola Piekarczyk and Harry 
Fisch were the readers, their 
daughter Dora was the book. 

From the day she was born 
until well into her toddler stage, 
her mother and father insisted on 
carrying her—everywhere—hold-
ing her aloft like she was the last 
child on earth.

To them, she was.
How they developed that 

mindset is a story in itself.
Konin, Poland, 1941. Some 

60% of the town’s approximately 
2,700 Jews are ordered by the oc-
cupying Nazis to leave their homes 
(Konin: A Quest, by Theo Rich-
mond). They are deported by train 
to Ostrowiec, Poland.

Apprised of the situation, 
members of Ostrowiec’s Jewish 

community converge on the 
train station to offer shelter and 
accommodation to their dispos-
sessed brethren. Standing on the 
platform, Herschel (Harry) Fisch 
spots an extremely attractive Tola 
Piekarczyk disembarking with her 
sister Irka. His wheels turn quick-
ly: to shelter is human, to shelter 
this woman, divine. He whisks 
them off to the Fisch family resi-
dence.

November, 1943. Returning 
home after foraging for food, Har-
ry Fisch finds the house empty. His 
family has been deported in a Nazi 
sweep of the town. He and two 
Jewish friends still at large go into 
hiding.

January, 1945. Auschwitz—
where Tola and Irka were taken—
is liberated. Too sick to travel, 
Tola is nursed back to health by a 
sympathetic Polish woman. With 
the aid of her sister Irka, Tola ini-
tiates a frantic search for Harry. 
As word of mouth travels from 
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to this day. The bonds forged be-
tween locals and refugees in those 
four seaside towns have remained 
fast over seven decades. On many 
occasions, Dora has been tearful-
ly hugged by other GTA-based 
former refugees who remembered 
holding her as a baby in Santa 
Maria di Leuca. Those “uplifters” 
included the late Cantor Joseph 
Cooper. Officiating at Dora’s 
wedding to Barry Weinberg (Beth 
Tzedec Synagogue, December 15, 
1991), he burst into tears when 
Dora’s uncle Max informed him 
that the Dora he was about to mar-
ry was the same Dora he’d held in 
his arms many years earlier in San-
ta Maria di Leuca, where Cantor 
Cooper, like members of the Fisch 
family, had been a refugee.

These bonds are commemo-
rated in the Museo della Memoria 
e dell’Accoglienza (Museum of 
Memory and Hospitality) in San-
ta Maria al Bagno. The museum 
contains original murals by Jewish 
refugee Zvi Miller and other arti-
facts.

The manifestations of this on-
going love story are by no means 
confined to the museum. The very 
villa where Dora spent her earli-
est days is adorned by a wedding 
gown in a glass case. This dress 
was donated by an already-mar-
ried local woman to a refugee 
bride, who in turn passed it on to 
the next bride, and so on, in the 
communal spirit of sharing and 
caring.

Harry and Tola
at Dora and Barry’s wedding, 
Toronto, December 15, 1991

Santa Maria di Leuca‘s location 
made it a natural crossroads for 
passenger vessel traffic. The locals’ 
warm reception of Jewish refugees 
allowed Dora and some 200 
other “miracle babies” to be born 
there between 1945 and 1948. 
The lighthouse, built in 1864, 
overlooks two seas: the Ionian and 
the Adriatic. Its powerful beam has 
become a metaphor for the life-
affirming story that unfolded under 
its gaze.

S
Read the complete story at 

immigrantstory.ca
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