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Temple Office Hours
Monday  10:00 am–4:00 pm
Tuesday   9:00 am–1:00 pm
Wednesday   by appointment
Thursday   10:00 am–4:00 pm
Friday    9:00 am–1:00 pm

Hours listed are approximate; it is best to call ahead. 
Appointments at other times can often be accommodated.

Contact the rabbi: Rabbi Joseph is always available by 
appointment. He can be reached at the Temple office, or 
by cell phone (352-562-9723), or by e-mail (rabbijoseph@
shirshalom.net). He is usually at Temple on Tuesday  
mornings, and Tuesday through Thursday afternoons. It is a 
good idea to call before stopping by!

Save the Date!
Annual Congregation Meeting

Sunday, May 5, 2019
Proposed Slate for Officers and Trustees 

In accordance with Article XI, Section 11.3 of the By-Laws for Temple Shir 
Shalom, selections of the Nominating Committee were reported to the Board 
of Trustees which accepted the Committee's recommendations in advance of 
the Annual Meeting. The proposed slate for Officers and Trustees is: 

President: Marcia Storch 1st VP: Alyssa Zucker

Treasurer: Henry Luban 2nd VP: Amy Carson

Past President: 
Adela Beckerman

Secretary: Julia Egan

Trustees 2018-20 Trustees 2019-21

Kim Feigenbaum Linda Abeles Benson

Craig Gorme Nancy Bitton

Lynne Holt

Howard Malatzky

Jamie Menczer

Lee Schwartz

Sonya Stahl

In addition to the slate recommended by the Board, in accordance with 
Article XI, Section 11.4 of the By-Laws, nominations for any elective office 
may be made by a petition of twenty (20) members of the congregation in 
good standing.  These nominations must be filed with the Secretary at least 
thirty (30) days before the election. These nominations were first emailed to 
members of the congregation on February 26, 2019 and were filed with the 
Secretary on that date. There shall be no nominations from the floor. Inquiries 
should be directed to the Temple secretary, Marcia Storch, at  
storchmarcia1965@gmail.com.

Temple Board meetings and minutes
Temple Board meetings are generally held on the second Tuesday of each 
month starting at 7:00 pm; all Temple members are welcome. Board  
minutes are available upon request to all members from the Temple Office.
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Thanks to these members and friends of Temple 
Shir Shalom for their February 2019 donations 
(please note that acknowledgements may lag up to two months behind donations)

February Oneg Hosts
Ann & Bill Eisenstadt
Amy & Josh Carson

Religious School Families

Temple Shir Shalom thanks you for your support

General Fund
Adela Beckerman & Leonard Fontana
 in memory of Feiga Beckerman Peller
Gabriel & Nancy Bitton
 Mazel Tov to Nathan Gorme on his Bar Mitzvah
 in memory of Sally M Glick
Julia & Charles Egan, sustaining membership
Amy Gilbert
Andrew & Sharon Hirshik, in memory of Frances Golden
Robert & Dale Kaplan-Stein, in memory of Phyllis Joseph
Gary & Ervene Katz, in memory of Max Grantz
Steve & Randy Kraft
Jeremy & Amy Melker, in memory of Rosalind Melker
Ellen Stahl
Mark Werner & Yana Banks
Rabbi’s Discretionary Fund
Shifra Armon & William Little
Kenneth & Patricia Heilman
 in honor of Soup Shabbat Crew
Edward & Toby Hunter
 in appreciation for Rabbi Joseph’s help with Evan  

Bat Mitzvah April 13
The congregation is  
invited to celebrate with 
Prily Jaegle and her family 
as she becomes a bat  
mitzvah at our Shabbat  
service on Saturday, April 
13, starting at 10:30 am. 
Prily is the daughter of Igal 
& Nathalie Jaegle, and the 

big sister of Nathan and Ryley.

join us for a hebrew hangout

sunday, April 14, 4:00 pm
First Magnitude

--bring your kids--bring your friends--
(No pets, PLease)

1220 SE Veitch St.
Gainesville, FL 32601

 Greenstein’s unveiling
 in memory of Abraham Savelwitz
 in memory of Evan Greenstein
Full Time Rabbi Fund
Nancy & Gary Kanter, in memory of Sylvia Moses
Vera Rabino,in honor of Nathan Gorme’s Bar Mitzvah
Memorial Bars
Gabriel & Nancy Bitton
 in memory of Sally and William Glick
Mr Jack Hurov, in memory of Marilyn Weinstein
Religious School Fund
Mr Jack Hurov, in memory of Marilyn Weinstein
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Honorable Menschen
A series of profiles of distinguished Temple members and 
friends. “Menschen” is the plural form of the Yiddish word 
“Mensch,” meaning “a real human being” in the very best 
sense of the words. This month, Kaye Linden is our choice, 
but instead of our regular profile, we reprint this story of 
Kaye’s from Raven Chronicles, Volume 26 (Raven Chronicles 
Press. Seattle, Washington. 2018). Kaye has an MFA in fiction 
from the Northwest Institute of Literary Arts on Whidbey 
Island., WA. She is current and past prose poetry and short 
fiction editor for the Bacopa Literary Review, past assistant 
editor for Soundings Review and occasional flash fiction 
teacher at Santa Fe College. Kaye won first prize in 2015, 
with a creative flash nonfiction in The Bacopa Literary Review. 
Her prose poetry has been nominated for a Pushcart Prize. 
She is a prolific, widely published writer in all genres. Visit 
Kaye and her publications at www.kayelinden.com.

Reflections on a Photograph Hanging in My Hallway

Reflection One:

What are we celebrating in this black and white? 

There I am, the skinny blonde girl of five or six, in the 
faded photo, its tiny cracks and folds a colorless tap-
estry. I stand dwarfed by others, next to an older, taller 
mousier sister in a grown-up dowdy dress, too long, too 
dark, unfrilly and plain. The skinny blonde girl that I am, 
stares ahead with a shadowed smile, chin-length fine 
straight hair. There’s grandmother, bent over, arthritic, 
scoliotic, fractured grin on her face for the photo op. 
She’s stretching over the older girl and why did they put 
grandma in the back row when, apart from the blonde, 
she’s the most scrunched up, tiny figure in the portrait? 

My mother stares from the photo with a half-smile, thin-
lipped, hesitant, eyes glazed over with a tired look of 
“let’s just try and smile for the photo anyway.” She wears 
a lovely gray dress I know was red. Lace embellishes a 
high collar and hangs in a flouncy way down her chest 
with a clandestine frill hiding the heart of the fact that 
she wants to stay in Jaffa, in the land of milk and honey, 
not return to Australia, but stay in this foreign place 
with two little girls, who must stay on her insistence and 
attend diplomat schools in the oldest city in the world, 
Jephthah. The girls will want to go home to Australia. 
They will cry for their father, especially when the blonde 
girl has her doll snatched from her hands after school by 
a man with fleeting sandaled feet. 

Next to father and mother stands grandfather, maternal 
side only, my father’s Scottish Glasgow parents long 
gone. Grandfather resembles my mother, his daughter, 
with the bulbous hooked nose and large sad pale blue 
eyes. I know his eyes were blue because I met him the 
day of the photo when I was just a skinny blonde girl 
from Sydney, a clueless grandchild, who tried to speak 
broken German to the man with sad eyes. 

My grandfather stares ahead, beyond the photographer, 
dark circles under each eye, so deep I think I can place 

a coin or two in the pouches. He stares into that Second 
World War space, memories of eight brothers and sisters 
who refused to leave Germany, claiming rich Prussians 
stayed immune to hatred. Grandfather’s eyes conjure up 
the brother who slipped away by train to Poland, but the 
soldiers searched him at the border, discovered wads 
of cash hidden in sewn up coat linings, money removed 
from his German bank accounts. He never crossed the 
border—shot against bleached bullet-holed blood-
stained walls and thrown into a ditch. I know this from 
the German certificate of death found after the war. I 
filed it away, the lone death certificate of one uncle writ-
ten in lovely German handwriting with impressive curly 
q’s and tails on the y's and j’s.  

Old grandfather knows more than his blue eyes say and 
he straightens round shoulders, offering a frown of deep 
lines between two thin eyebrows; he doesn’t smile or 
show teeth except perhaps in dreams. He has learned to 
bear it, because he got out. 

He got out. 

How he got out was through the wisdom of the rare 
ones who knew hiding money wasn’t the journey, but 
the journey mandated letting go of the money, of the 
city block of dressmaking factories, letting go of teams 
of German workers who sewed the seams of fine silk 
jackets that hid the money. 

He knew. 

My grandfather knew. 

My mother said he was one of the wise ones. This 
grandfather lived because he stayed quiet, shared 
superficial pleasantries, “Wie sind Sie,” and “Good day, 
Herr Bracht,” stayed quiet, shunned neighbors. Grand-
father herded his wife and children onto a train in the 
middle of the night, with nothing but the clothes they 
wore, simple clothes, dark in color, the children’s shoes 
filed further down and harshly scuffed so not to attract 
attention. They left behind an estate, even then, worth 
millions, an estate they would never see again, millions 
that the children’s children’s children would never see 
again because it didn’t matter. 

Five people rode the train out of Germany, my mother 
with one little doll that she could not leave behind, a 
moth-eaten doll made from cloth and bandages, a doll 
that looked even sadder in the photograph with its 
stitched down-turned mouth and one eye black from a 
child’s surgical overcorrection. The doll’s eyes stare out 
beyond the photo frame, beyond the photographer, 
hanging from the blonde girl’s hand, a mother’s gift to 
her little girl, an over-hugged, raggedy, damaged doll. 
The train puffed the family across Europe and into the 
land of the Bible, in a time when Israel existed only in 
ancient texts. They came to the Levant, the land where 
the British ruled, 1935, approached by boat, in the cover 
of night, in desperation, by those who believed in Zion. 



page 4

The Temple Shir Shalom Sisterhood is not 
your mother’s Sisterhood —it’s members are 
also Temple Board members, fund raisers, 
social action mavens, keepers of our build-
ing and grounds, financiers, educators, ritual 
specialists, b’nai mitzvah mentors, event plan-
ners, and more. Please contact Marcia Storch 
(storchmarcia1965@gmail.com) if you would 
like to get involved.

Reflection Two:

Some years ago, I walked through hallways of shoes at 
the Holocaust museum in Tel-Aviv: red shoes, cracked 
dried leather, dehydrated skeletal remnants of baby 
shoes, little boy shoes, little girl shoes, one pair with one 
bow on, pairs with one shoe missing, old man shoes, old 
lady shoes, tired, beaten, hacked, moldy, rescued from 
mud. My stomach flipped upside down as witness to his-
tory, to the broken promises of these children’s shoes. 

Afterwards, I said to the taxi driver that my mother 
escaped Germany during the Second World War to 
“Palestine” and he ranted at me in English and Hebrew 
that “Israel has always been Israel as it was in the Bible 
and in ancient days and always was and always will be 
Israel” and why am I calling it Palestine, where did my 
parents come from anyway, a blonde woman with white 
skin and green eyes, an Australian American, an igno-
rant one who should have known, but did not know the 
difference and my chin length straight blond hair curled 
up and stood on end, with the “horror, the horror” of 
offense. I explained in broken Hebrew that my mother 
had married a man whose heritage claimed Scotland 
and neither Germany nor Europe, whose parents knew 
poverty in Scotland and immigrated to Australia, that my 
mother had married this Australian soldier, traveled ten 
thousand miles by ship through India to a foreign coun-
try (and why the hell would she do that after escaping 
Nazis?) As I ranted, I realized how crazy I sounded, trying 
to explain to a stranger such a phenomenon and I shut 
up mid-way explanation when my husband kneed my 
knee and I realized how crazy how crazy how crazy the 
story sounded and how crazy how crazy how crazy that 
story really is. 

Reflection Three:

There stands my father, the Australian soldier my mother 
married, now on the wall in the black and white photo, 
tall and proud, dressed in a tweed vest, long-sleeved 
white starched shirt and plaid tie (in a hundred Middle 
Eastern degrees), in man pants with one ironed pleat 
down each leg, his bald head reflecting light (perhaps 
from sweat) a ring of ginger hair softening the hard 
pate, a handsome man, sharp defined nose and face, 
a twinkle in his black and white photo eyes that I know 
were green because I missed seeing his eyes the times 
he left us. I valued him as a best friend and trusted in a 
little girl way that he might do the right thing, but the 
right thing left his wife and two little girls in the Levant, a 
foreign country, a language in tongues not understood, 
a people not understood, a country of shadows, groan-
ing camels, sweet orange blossoms, hands-on breasts 
and butts and in those days, in the ‘50’s, things were not 
as they are now.

Reflection Four:

What are they celebrating in that photo?

How dare they celebrate in a foreign land. 

They are saying goodbye. Bon Voyage. My father is go-
ing back to Australia for a year, but I know now he didn’t 
return, and I shed tears, begging to go home, but my 
mother said: “Don’t be silly.” 

What was the matter with that little blonde girl who 
cried little girl tears when big girls “don’t cry?”

How dare they say Bon Voyage. 

The little girls stand as foreigners in a foreign land, this 
blonde child remembering oodles of colored streamers 
thrown from the ship where father waved goodbye to no 
one in particular while laughing and talking with another 
passenger beside him, too distant for the little girl to 
see, blurry and far away, so far away, but she glimpsed 
that glass in his hand waving and gesturing in conversa-
tion amid the pinks, blues and reds of gaiety, despite 
thunderous warnings blasting from the ship’s funnel.

Noah Siegel, far right, distributing school supplies  
donated by Temple Shir Shalom members at a school on 
the Honduran island of Roatan. Noah, the son of  
Jennifer and Kevin Siegel, and big brother of Joshua, 
will become a bar mitzvah at Temple Shir Shalom on 
July 6, 2019.
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Annual Community Passover Seder 
1st Night of Passover, Friday, April 19, 2019 at 6 p.m. 

Rabbi Michael Joseph 
MENU: 
Matzo 
Charoset 
Gefilte Fish 
Horseradish 
Hard-boiled egg 
Vegetarian Matzo Ball Soup 
Roasted Seasonal Vegetables 

Potato Kugel 
Baked Apricot Chicken 
Beef Brisket 
Fresh Seasonal Fruit Platter 
Assorted Desserts 
Wine, Grape Juice, Bottled Water 

Food will be served family style so there is no need to indicate vegetarian preferences.  

Your reservation must be accompanied by full payment; no money will be accepted at 
the door. Make your reservation before March 29 for a great discount! 

Yes, we will attend the Temple Shir Shalom Passover Seder on Friday, April 19, 2019: 

Payment information on reverse side of this sheet. 
 
For further information, please contact: Temple Shir Shalom (371-6399) or Vera Rabino 
(333-0077; e-mail: vrabino@outlook.com). Seder is catered by Ibti Hijazi. 

# Name(s):

Adult TSS members

Adult non-members

Children 9-12 years

Children 4-8 years

Children under 4 years
Children of members who are over 
21 years of age are considered non-members 
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Passover Seder reservation form:
Please return, with full payment, to the Temple office 

 

Early-bird discount Regular price Price with late fee

Before March 29 March 29-April 5 April 6-April 12

Cash or 
check

Credit Cash or 
Check

Credit Cash or 
Check

Credit

Adult 
members

$57.00 $59.00 $67.00 $69.00 $82.00 $84.00

Adult non-
members

$67.00 $69.00 $77.00 $79.00 $82.00 $84.00

Children 
9-12

$26.00 $28.00 $31.00 $33.00 $81.00 $83.00

Children 
4-8

$15.00 $17.00 $20.00 $23.00 $81.00 $83.00

Under 4 No charge for children under 4 years of age 

Credit card price reflects $2.00 processing fee

Total amount due: Credit card payments:

Name: Credit card payments may be made in person 
at the Temple office, on the telephone with 
the Temple office, or directly on our website: 
http://www.shirshalom.net/donate. Please 
return this completed form even if you are 
paying by credit card. 

Phone:

Email:

Please remember to include your payment!
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FOR LEASE
1 & 2 room Executive Office Suites
in the Highly Desirable Millhopper District

•Starting at $149 a month•
•Everything is Included•

•Month to Month Agreement•
Miriam Steinberg

352-240-5222
miriamsteinberg@steinbergproperties.com

www.miriamsteinbergproperties.com

352-373-7513

Sam SuSkin
Licensed ReaL estate agent

suskin ReaLty inc.
3131 nW 13th avenue suite 6
gainesviLLe, FL 32609

sam@suskinReaLty.com
oFFice@suskinReaLty.com

Guitar-Piano-Bass-Voice
Music lessons with Gidon Herman

at Temple or your home

gidonherman00@gmail.com
facebook.com/GidonHermanMusic

—10% off on all repairs with this advertisement —



Temple Shir Shalom 3855 NW 8th Avenue Gainesville, Florida 32605

The Shofar newsletter is published by Temple Shir Shalom eleven months of the year. Advertisement space in the Shofar is 
available for a specific rate upon request and approval. All articles for inclusion in the Shofar must be received at the Temple 
office or by e-mail no later than the 15th day of each month prior to publication. For information, please contact the Temple 
office at 352-371-6399 or office@shirshalom.net.

Temple Shir Shalom
Officers & Board

President Adela Beckerman

2nd Vice President Alyssa Zucker

Treasurer Henry Luban

Secretary Marcia Storch

Past President Mark Werner

Trustee 2017-19 Trustee 2018-20

Nancy Bitton Amy Carson

Kaye Linden Julia Egan

Lee Schwartz Kim Feigenbaum

Keith Spencer Craig Gorme

Dan Wernecke

Rabbi Michael Joseph

Office Manager: Ann Eisenstadt

Temple Shir Shalom


