
 

Thank you, Michelle Warren, for 16 years of DEDICATED service  

Did you know that the Hebrew word for “peace” [shalom] has its roots in the notion of 

being “complete” or “full”? To be at peace means not to want anything—no yearning, no 

animosity; just a completeness.  In the morning liturgy, there is a prayer that states “Sim 

Shalom… Grant us peace, goodness, blessing, grace, kindness and compassion.” It is a 

powerful prayer, to say the least. If we play with the punctuation, we get a formula for 

how to obtain “peace” or “wholeness.” Add a dash after “peace” and the litany of words 

become the recipe. Peace can be achieved when there is an aura of goodness 

surrounding us, extending kindness and grace to others, an awareness of the blessing in 

our lives, acting with kindness and compassion. 

Seems like a tough order to accomplish! Not necessarily—for 16 years, our synagogue 

community has been blessed with a source of peace in our very own office. Michelle 

Warren surely embodies many of these middot [attributes] described above and as a 

result there has been a completeness to the way that our synagogue operates and a sense 

of peace for members of the community. And at the end of the month, Michelle will be 

retiring. She is currently training her successor—Kevin Warren, Michelle’s son who 

possesses many of those qualities as well. I guess the apple does not fall far from the 

tree! 

Mere words cannot express our communal gratitude for the years of selfless devotion 

and support she has given to us all. She has seen this not as an 8-4 job, but a sacred 

calling. She has come in when she should be off to get things done. She has spent extra 

hours upon hours making sure sacred moments were perfect. We have stood in awe and 

glee at her creative and majestic bema decorations for Purim. Then there are those 

things we take for granted. For example the keen eye for detail that made events like the 

High Holy Days grand and flow with perfection. Yup, Michelle has a keen eye for detail! 

But what really is impressive were the moments she gave that transcended any job 

description—the cups of coffee shared in the lobby with congregants who are in need of 

a little extra support; the time arranging platters in the kitchen to add even more joy to a 

simcha; reorganizing slides, banners and pictures to make sure that the institutional 



feel has a personal touch so that the synagogue can be an extension of our homes. In a 

way, Michelle was the muscle memory that gave strength to our mission! 

Even though this is not her faith—Michelle has made Judaism a part of her own spiritual 

core. She has sat in the pews for her own spiritual renewal. She kvelled when her son 

Matthew stood on the bema to embrace Judaism as his own faith and beamed with pride 

when he made Aliyah to Israel soon afterwards. She reads every sermon, bulletin piece 

and blog I write—editing the grammar, commenting on the content, and encouraging 

me to rework thoughts to make them clear and more succinct. [All but this one—her 

modesty would have me rewrite the whole piece, focusing on something else!! – Sorry 

Michelle, but you lost your veto power on this column!!]  

For me, this is a bittersweet moment. I know that Michelle has beautiful plans for the 

time ahead. She will be “Mimi” to her grandchildren, the doting grandmother who will 

be there when they get off the school bus and making sure that there is a cheerleader at 

all ballgames and school events. She will be the “cool” grandmother who goes all out 

decorating for Halloween and birthdays. She plans to be at the side of her husband, Bill, 

as they walk hand-in-hand through life as soul-mates and best friends. And they 

certainly deserve it. She will be creating exciting artwork and craft projects. But I 

confess with a deep sigh that I am losing my best friend and confidant! She has the 

gentle way of guiding me. She is the one who keeps me organized and on track. She 

makes sure the details of my community endeavors are properly done and events that I 

am organizing are structured and with all the materials properly prepared. She reminds 

me to show up on time to places and dare I say, not to embarrass the Jewish people 

when I am in public! 

Her retirement happens a few days after Hanukkah is over. It is a perfect time—the 

message of that holiday is to reclaim the dedication of others to ensure that the light that 

they kindled does not go out. That is the best way for us to say thank-you to Michelle; to 

pick up the mantle of generosity and dedication as we keep this synagogue community 

thriving. Indeed, the prayer book said it right—and I paraphrase here: Sim Shalom. Put 

us in a place where we can build peace because we have had a great guide at the helm for 

16 years who taught us by example. Inspire us to be the blessing that she is by working 



with goodness in our hearts. Let us find a small measure of her grace, kindness, and 

compassion as we live by our virtues for the sake of others. 

Michelle—thank you for all that you have given us! 


