
Congregation Chaverim

CHAI  LIGHTS  NEWSLETTERCHAI  LIGHTS  NEWSLETTER

The Tree of Life original tapestry by Bracha LaveeThe Tree of Life original tapestry by Bracha LaveeThe Tree of Life original tapestry by Bracha Lavee

March Mitzvah of the Month:
Mitzvah g’dolah b’simcha tamid - Being in Joy Always

Morning River’s Song of Joy by Sara M. Novenson



RABBI’S MESSAGE
Jumping for Joy:  Purim and Pesach and the Path Forward
    The Jewish calendar oft en has a diff erent pace and momentum than the secular 

counti ng of our days. This year, 5781, half of the Hebrew month of Adar com-
pleted February, leaving Adar to fi nish mid-March; bringing us abruptly into the 
Hebrew month of Nissan and Passover. When Adar enters, Chazal, the Sages, 
taught, marbim b’simcha, joy increases. Jumping for joy—have you been—jump-
ing for joy?  Have you felt rising within your n’shamah, your soul, the bubbling 
bliss of life? Have you exalted in the fact of your breath; that in breath, out 
breath, sustaining intake of precious air? Have you leaped high when you consider 
the blessings of your family, the loving presence of friends, and your own abiliti es 
to spread joy, to wrap the world in an embrace of your caring and compassion? 
Can you soar in a spectacular swish of happiness when you consider your ability 
to read, to think, to puzzle, to do, to act in this world with the bold courage of holy 

deed?
     Once Rabbi Aharon Asher was trying to help his friend Reb Getzel out of state of misery. He said to 
him, “start to have a bit of faith—trust in G-d! together, let us fulfi ll the mitzvah of The Holy One! ‘And 
you shall rejoice before the L-rd, your G-d and you shall only be joyful!’ while he was sti ll speaking, Rabbi 
Asher took hold of Rabbi Getzel’s hands and began to hum and then sing unti l he began dancing fervently, 
leading Getzel around aft er him.  A-n-d y-o-u s-h-o-u-l-d b-e o-n-l-y j-o-y-f-u-l, o-n-l-y j-o-y-f-u-l! (Yitzhak 
Buxbaum)
     In these troubled and fearful ti mes, do 
we dare to hope, to joy and to rise up with 
a certainty of purpose, with a shimmering 
exacti tude, with clear presence of mind 
and soul? Can we exclaim, at Pesach ti me, 
paraphrasing our shero Maya Angelou, 
“leaving behind nights of terror and fear, 
we rise, into a daybreak that’s wondrously 
clear, we rise. Bringing the gift s that our 
ancestors gave, we are the dream and the 
hope of the slave. We rise. We rise. We 
rise?”
     At Purim, our joy was raucous; we trans-
formed our groggers into food for the hun-
gry people in our town by shaking boxes of 
macaroni, rice, cereal, and beans when we 
said Haman. Then we donated this food 
to the Community Food Bank. We thrilled 
to stand alongside our shero, Esther, and 
hero, Mordechai, as they batt led the evil 
racist Jew hatred of Haman. While remind-
ing ourselves that we, too, must guard 
against hatred of the other and our own 
prejudices and stereotypes. Purim startles 
us into an awareness of what lies beneath 
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our own masks of civility and correct behaviors. Rabbi Shlomo Carlebach, z”l, taught, “Here is the anti dote to 
hatred:  joy. If we are dreaming of the whole world being one; it will only happen with joy!”
     At Pesach, Passover, “there is immense joy in hosti ng others, in gathering together people we love and feed-
ing them. Having others share in our personal abundance seems to multi ply what we have, generati ng a sense 
of even greater blessing. When we do that with strangers, we extend ourselves beyond the boundaries of our 
table and create — for a ti me — a new, more expansive community.” (Erica Brown)  In the Talmud we read, 
“whenever the great sage Rabbi Huna had a meal, he would open wide the door of his house and declare, 
‘Whosoever is hungry, let them come and eat’.“ This Pesach, while we cannot gather in large crowds, we can be 
together virtually; we can share our food and let all who are hungry come and eat! By donati ng to the Commu-
nity Food Bank or Mazon, the Jewish hunger organizati on. We can welcome guests and strangers to our table 
by making sure that everyone who wants to be at a Seder will have a place at the table, even a virtual table. 
Please let me know if you have a virtual place at your Seder for someone who needs. Please let me know if you 
would like a place at a Seder. Leave me messages:  9753755 or rabbisaaron@gmail.com. 

With the Blessing of 
Simchah, Joy,

Rabbi Stephanie S. Aaron

Above: The Angel of Pass-
over by Valerie Horner; 
Right: Passover Table by 
Ann D. Koff sky
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Early Shabbat Service, 
Candles and Kiddush
Friday, March 5 at 6:00 p.m. 

Meditati ve Chant Service
Saturday, March 13 at 10:00 a.m. 

Shabbat Service
Friday, March 19 at 7:00 p.m.

Torah Study
Saturday, March 20 at 10:00 a.m. 

First Seder Pesach 
Saturday, March 27

Second Seder Chaverim Experience 
Sunday, March 28 at 10:00 a.m.

Painti ng by Laura Bolter

Beit Midrash Sundays

Sunday March  7  at 10 a.m.

Sunday March 21 at 10 a.m.

Dancing in Light Circles by Lillian Eritchie

Children’s Beit Midrash – 
House of Study

Hebrew School
Monday March   1  at 4:30 p.m.
Monday March   8  at 4:30 p.m.
 Monday March 15 at 4:30 p.m.
Monday March 22 at 4:30 p.m.
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Chaverim’s 
Internati onal 

Holocaust 
Remembrance 

Day Shabbat 
Service

On January 29, two days aft er Internati onal Holocaust Remembrance Day, we 
had our Internati onal Holocaust Remembrance Day Shabbat Service. We have 
been honoring our Holocaust survivors and remembering the Shoa in this way 
for a number of years; it has become our custom to have this special Shabbat 
service at the Jewish History Museum/Holocaust History Center. This year, 
although our service was virtual and we missed the beauty and quiet sti llness 
at the heart of the JHM/HHC, our Shabbat together was blessed with shalom, 
the wholeness that shared memory evokes, that deep place of blessing and 
belonging within which Shabbas off ers us to take shelter.
      Our March of the Living alumni were with us from NYC and Chile and Den-
ver. Diana Povolotskaya joined us from Virginia and Paul Tumarkin brought his 
banjo, which made Rabbi’s heart smile.
      These are the voices who we heard:

                                                               Max Luria reading Pastor Niemoller

First they came for the Jews and I did not speak out because I was not a Jew. 
Then they came for the Communists and I did not speak out because I was not 
a Communist. Then they came for the trade unionists and I did not speak out 
because I was not a trade unionist. Then they came for me and there was no 
one left  to speak out for me.

Jeremy Fenn reading Bertolt Brecht

When the Regime commanded that books with harmful knowl-
edge should be publicly burned, on all sides oxen were forced to 
drag cart loads of books to the bonfi res, a banished writer, one 
of the best, scanning the list of the burned was shocked to fi nd 
that his books had been passed over. He rushed to his desk on 
wings of wrath, and wrote a lett er to those in power. Burn me! 
he wrote with fl ying pen, burn me. Haven’t my books always 
reported the truth?  And here you are treati ng me like a liar! 
I command you:  Burn me!

Claire Kelly read Pavel Friedmann’s poem, The Butt erfl y, which he wrote in Theresienstadt before he was sent to 
Auschwitz on 4 June 1942.

He was the last. Truly the last. Such yellowness was bitt er and blinding like the sun’s tear shatt ered on stone. That 
was his true color. And how easily he climbed and how high. Certainly, climbing, he wanted to kiss the last of my 
world. I have been here for seven weeks. ‘Ghett oized.’  Who loved me have found me, daisies call to me, and the 
branches also of the white chestnut in the yard. But I haven’t seen a butt erfl y here. That last one was the last one. 
There are no butt erfl ies here in the ghett o.

One Spring, Gurs Camp, 1941 by Karl Robert Bodek and Kurt Conrad Löw



Jaden Boling read Elie Wiesel’s poem, Never Shall I Forget

Never shall I forget that night, the fi rst night in the camp, which 
has turned my life into one long night. Seven ti mes cursed and 
seven ti mes sealed.
Never shall I forget that smoke. Never shall I forget the litt le 
faces of the children whose bodies I saw turned into wreaths 
of smoke beneath a silent blue sky.
Never shall I forget those fl ames which consumed my faith for 
ever. Never shall I forget that nocturnal silence which deprived 
me for all eternity of the desire to live.
Never shall I forget those moments which murdered my G-d 
and my soul and turned my dreams to dust.
Never shall I forget these things, even if I am condemned to 
live as long as G-d Himself.
Never.

Sarah Hofstader read A Girl of Six from the Ghett o 
Begging in Smolna Street in 1942 by Jerry Ficowski

she had nothing but eyes to grow up to, in 
them, quite by chance, two stars of David, per-
haps a teardrop would put them out
so she cried
her speech was not silver, worth at least a spit, 
a turning away of the head, her tearful speech, 
full of hunchbacked words
so she fell silent
her silence was not golden, worth at most 3 
ha’pence, perhaps a carrot or whatever, a very 
well behaved silence with a Jewish accent of 
hunger
so she died

Michaela Davenport read Tadeusz Rozewicz’s poem The 
Pigtail, writt en in the room of hair, The Museum, Aus-
chwitz, 1948

When all the women in the transport had their heads 
shaved, four workmen with brooms made of birch 
twigs, swept up and gathered up the hair
Behind clean glass, the sti ff  hair lies of those suff o-
cated in gas chambers, there are pins and side combs 
in their hair
The hair is not shot through with light, is not parted 
by the breeze, is not touched by any hand or rain or 
lips
In huge chests, cloud of dry hair of those suff ocated 
and a faded plait, a pigtail with a ribbon, pulled at 
school by naughty boys.

Sharon Glassberg read Auschwitz survivor, Primo Levi’s poem, Shema, based on our prayer, 
Shema Yisrael, Deuteronomy 6:4-9, 11:13-21, Numbers 15:37-41. He reworked some of the She-
ma’s themes, att empti ng to make it possible to incorporate the experience of the Shoa into the 
Jewish religion.
You who live secure in your warm houses, who return at evening to fi nd hot food and friendly 
faces:
Consider whether this is a man, who labors in the mud, who knows no peace, who fi ghts for a 
crust of bread, who dies at a yes or a no. Consider whether this is a woman, without hair or name, 
with no more strength to remember, eyes empty and womb cold as a frog in winter.
Consider that this has been:  I commend these words to you. Engrave them on your hearts, when 
you are in your house, when you walk on your Consider that this has been:  I commend these 
words to you. Engrave them on your hearts, when you are in your house, when you walk on your 
way, when you go to bed, when you rise. Repeat them to your children. Or your house crumble. 
Disease render you powerless, your off spring avert their faces from you.

From the collecti on,
Children’s Drawing from the Theresienstadt Ghett o



Holocaust survivor, Theresa Dulgov read Joseph Kirman’s Abraham, fi rst published in the Warsaw Ghett o, March 1942

My son!  You should not regret it that you have been with me in the locked up streets of the ghett o—Dzika, 
Stavki, and Mila. My son, you should not regret your crying today. it does not matt er that, when you look up 
to the sun, tears come into your eyes. 
For you will see, my child, you will see:  where today there is wailing and sadness hovers in homes; and the 
Angel of Death reigns supreme like a drunken madman; and people in rags, heaps of shatt ered hopes, cower 
along old, dark and smoky walls; and bodies of old men rot away in doorways or on bare fl oors, covered with 
newspapers or pieces of stone; and children shiver and whisper:  “We are starving” and like rats sti r in piles 
of refuse; and worn-out women hold up their hands, thin as ribbons in their last barren consumpti ve prayers; 
and frost and disease close in on dying eyes that, in their 
last agony crave for a crust of bread — there, my dear, my sunny child, there will yet come that great, that 
greatest of days that last, the very last day—and it will be as in a dream. . . .

Maddy Barrow read Yiskor, 1943 by Rachel Auerbach

The beggars were rounded up, and there was no further singing in the 
ghett o. I heard singing only once more aft er the deportati ons began. A mo-
notonous melody from the steppes sung by a thirteen-year-old beggar girl. 
Over a period of two weeks, she used to creep out of her hiding place in the 
evening, when the day’s roundups were over. Each day, looking thinner and 
paler and with an increasingly bright aureole of grief about her head, she 
took her place at her usual spot behind a house on Leszno Street and began 
the warbling by whose means she earned her bit of bread . . . .

Joel Collier read Peter Fischl’s To The Litt le Polish Boy With His Arms Up

I would like to be an arti st so I could make a painti ng of you, Litt le Polish Boy. 
Standing with your Litt le hat on your head, the Star of David on your coat, 
standing in the ghett o with your arms up as many Nazi machine guns are 
pointi ng at you. I would make a monument of you and the world who said 
nothing.
I would like to be a composer so I could write a concerto of you, Litt le Polish 
Boy. Standing with your Litt le hat on your head, the Star of David on your 
coat, standing in the ghett o with your arms up as many Nazi machine guns are 
pointi ng at you.
I would write a concerto of you and the world who said nothing.
I am not an arti st, but my mind had painted a painti ng of you.
Ten Million Miles High is the Painti ng so the whole universe can see you now, 
Litt le Polish Boy.
Standing with your Litt le hat on your head, the Star of David on your coat, 
standing in the ghett o with your arms up as many Nazi machine guns are 
pointi ng at you
And the World who said nothing
I’ll make this painti ng so bright that it will blind the eyes of the world who saw nothing
Ten billion miles high will be the monument so the whole universe can remember of you, Litt le Polish Boy, standing 
with your Litt le hat on your head, the Star of David on your coat, standing in the ghett o with your arms up as many 
Nazi machine guns are pointi ng at you
And the monument will tremble so the blind world now will know
What fear is in the darkness
The world who said nothing
I am not a composer but I will write a compositi on for fi ve trillion trumpets so it will blast the eardrums of the 
world
The worlds who heard nothing
I am sorry that it was you and not me
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Diana and Paul made our prayers for shalom open our hearts and reach the highest places in heaven with the 
beauty of their song. They sang: 

Peace, we need peace, let it begin with me; Olam Chesed Yivneh, let us build this world with love; Eli, 
Eli, G-d, my G-d, I pray that these things never end, the sand and the sea, the crash of the heavens, the 
prayers of the heart; Ufros Aleinu, spread over us a sukkah of shalom.

Our long-time Chaverim member, Barry Kirschner, pres-
ident of the JHM/HHC, spoke about the importance of 
Holocaust remembrance; how we should learn from the 
Holocaust to be Upstanders, people who stand up and 
make their souls heard. Barry spoke passionately saying, 

“The tragedy of Auschwitz did not arrive overnight. 
In order to promote such state sponsored horror, the 
Big Lie needed to be spread long and hard, and by 
some without conscience. The German surrender in 
1918 ending World War I became known as the “Stab 
in the Back” with Germany being cheated, not de-
feated. And of course those who manufactured the 
steal, the big cheat, according to the Big Lie, were the 
usual suspects; Jews, socialists, trade unionists.
      “ We again are vulnerable to advocates with huge 
megaphones, and no conscience, spreading the Big 
Lie. It is perpetrated by some who preach, hypocriti-
cally, commandments like Thou Shalt Not Bear false 
Witness. And this is a challenge for our time. Wheth-
er the lie is about a war, an event, or an election, the 
rancid Big Lie should not be allowed to fertilize the 
ground to enable sick wannabe leaders.
       “We must be upstanders for truth. Losing this 
battle for truth, has time and again, invited hate and 
resulted in evil. We must all be messengers. And we 
must help motivate our brothers and sisters to do the 
right thing.”

Thank you to each one of you who made our service one of respectful, strong, vibrant memory. We each must 
make a commitment to remember the Holocaust; to hear, know and share stories of survivors. To read and know 
and share the stories of those Jews who were murdered in the Holocaust. This is how we move forward; by 
knowing our history and holding it sacred as we take a stand against prejudice, hatred, discrimination, racism, 
and violence wherever these treacheries exist in whatever form they take wherever they are found in our world.
We are blessed here at Chaverim to be part of a wonderful community.
May we continue to go and grow from strength to strength.

Rabbi Stephanie S Aaron.
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A House Called Tomorrow

You are not fi ft een, or twelve, or seventeen—
You are a hundred wild centuries

And fi ft een, bringing with you
In every breath and in every step

Everyone who has come before you,
All the yous that you have been,

The mothers of your mother,
The fathers of your father.

If someone in your family tree was trouble,
A hundred were not:

The bad do not win—not fi nally,
No matt er how loud they are.

We simply would not be here
If that were so.

You are made, fundamentally, from the good.
With this knowledge, you never march alone.

You are the breaking news of the century.
You are the good who has come forward

Through it all, even if so many days
Feel otherwise. But think:

When you as a child learned to speak,
It’s not that you didn’t know words—

It’s that, from the centuries, you knew so many,
And it’s hard to choose the words that will be your own.

Hallazgo (Finding) by Remedios Varo



ADULT BEIT MIDRASH
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Congregation Chaverim Facebook’s Page
(www.facebook.com/ChaverimTucson/)

Be sure to like CCongregation Chaverim on Facebook! Stay up-to-date with the 
happenings at Tucson’s greatest synagogue! Please follow our page and share with 
family and friends. Check out service and programming events along with photos 
of our vibrant, welcoming multigenerational community!
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The Violins of Hopeby James A. Grymes

A sti rring testament to the strength 
of the human spirit and the power of 
music, The Violins of Hope tells the 
remarkable stories of violins played by 
Jewish musicians during the Holocaust, 
and the Israeli violin marker dedicated 
to bringing these inspirati onal instru-
ments back to life.

Wednesday 
April 14, 2021 
at 6:45 p.m.

2
Books

for
April!

The story of Germany’s politi cal and social 

situati on told enti rely in lett ers between two 

German friends from 1932 to 1934.
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It’s easy to love big trees and to think, somehow, that they are the bestest. But in our Arid Thorn Forest that manages 
to support the towering Sycamore and mighty Cottonwood, perhaps it is the contours of the Palo Verde or the twisted 
Mesquite growing sideways into the street that snake their way into our hearts. 
       A few years ago, the Vitex, or chaste tree, was available through Trees for Tucson. I bought three to put in front of 
our house on 4th Avenue. I’d just had the house painted in a lavender and creamy orange for Tumerico to move in, and 
I knew this little plant, with its spiky lilac flowers, thrives in our climate. The first Chaste Tree I’d ever noticed was at 
the synagogue, to the left of the module, standing  sentry to the Community Garden. It’s also known as monk’s pepper 
or Abraham’s balm because its seeds are known to balance the  hormones and increase estrogen, thereby reducing 
testosterone and  libido. 
       My other favorite sidewalk tree, Texas Mountain Laurel, is multitrunked and has no thorns. It has gorgeous glossy, 
round deep-green leaves. In March its branches drip with clumps of tiny flowers like Wisteria. Another plus: the flow-
ers smell like the artificial grape candies of our childhood. The seed pods on these bushy ornamentals were my boys’ 
favorite. They’d shake them like groggers, rub them on concrete, and the friction, combined with  the oils in the skin 
of the pod, would cause the pods to heat like irons in a fire. Leave it to little boys to find the danger. Another plus for a 
specimen that presents such lushness? They are so tough, they’re planted in the medians on Speedway and Grant. 
       With 100 days over 100˚F last year, we’re all feeling the instinctive need for more trees.  We know planting more of 
them is imperative. In the last century we’ve learned so much about what works where, and what toll invasive species 
take. African Sumac, one of the only trees whose scientific name I’ve memorized (the Rhus lancea) is now considered 
undesirable because of its tendency to reseed. But if they are not 
forced to be pruned into a single trunk, they make great climbing trees 
because they grow strong limbs low to the ground. There’s a wonderful 
one off of Tucson Boulevard in Himmel Park. 
       We recently completed our third neighborhood tree planting, this 
time with water harvesting infrastructure on the north and south sides 
of  Catalina Park in West University. We planted 18 trees, from Screw-
bean Mesquite to Ironwood. Because there is so much flooding on 1st 
and 2nd Streets, the city hydrologist dissuaded us from planting every-
thing we originally planned. Yet the hardiest trees are in and thriving 
(and sssh, don’t tell, but someone has already guerrilla planted two 
more mesquites). Or maybe it was the floodwaters that brought the 
seeds, and now the swales we’ve dug have allowed them to root there. 
Or perhaps it was one of the many Flycatchers in the park, safely cam-
ouflaged in the branches of the Red Push Pistache, enjoying its perch, 
dropping its droppings and  continuing the cycle. As the song goes, “It 
is the tree of life to those who hold fast to it. And all its supporters are 
(clap!) hap-py!” 

This is the Jewish year 5781; we have our goal of 5,781 trees planted:

Trees planted: 1,163
Trees that are yearning to be planted: 4,618

People let’s get planting!!

Being Shomrim for Trees
by Judy Rose Sensibar 

Above: Gabe Sensibar leans against a Push Pistache in Catalina 
Park at a neighborhood tree-trimming workshop; Top: Patago-
nia has some of the biggest and oldest Cottonwoods the state. 
This one reminds the author of a humbacked whale.



Beit Knesset – House of Meeti ng

Board Meeti ng:  Monday, March 8, 2021 at 6:30  

We welcome our board members, Allen Brailey, Suzanne Baron-Helming, Alma Hernandez, 
Rick Oestreich, Bob Schwartz, and Judy Weymouth. 

From the President 

It is with a great deal of trepidati on and hope that I accepted the board’s call to be Chaverim’s president. This con-
gregati on has been around for about fi ft y years. Jacquie and I have been members since 1981, and we have seen 
the membership grow and shrink. We currently are around one hundred families strong. Due to our members’ 
support, we are in good fi nancial shape and have just paid off  our mortgage thanks in large part to the generous 
support of three families (Rabbi Stephanie and Dr. Jack Aaron, Dr. Matt hew and Dr. Diane Neddenripe-Atlas, and 
Dan and Shari Hofstadter). 

We certainly have our challenges, such as our small membership, higher costs, and of course the devastati ng 
COVID-19 pandemic. With the vaccine slowly becoming available, I’m looking forward to our congregati on return-
ing to in-person services in our sanctuary. Currently, we are opti misti cally starti ng to plan for the High Holy Days 
this fall. 

Like this past year, 2021 will be another year of uncertainty. I don’t pretend to have all the answers, but I know 
that we as a congregati on have faced countless obstacles in the past only to emerge stronger, more knowledge-
able, and rededicated to doing the work that needs to be done. Please join me in making this year one fi lled with 
purpose, joy, nourishment, and a renewed sense of hope.  Allen Brailey
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May they rest in Shalom.

BEIT OLAM — 
HOUSE OF BLESSED MEMORY

Our thoughts and prayers are with 
the family of 

Betram “Bert” Zucker
(April 14, 1929 – February 5, 2021)

Husband of Shirley,
Father of Robert, Jay, and Dorothy

Our thoughts and prayers are with 
the family of 

Jeri Sati n Smith
Beloved wife of Bruce,

Dear, close friend of Rabbi
 Stephanie and Jack Aaron



ANNIVERSARIES

March  5 Jim and Elysa Mackie
March  6 Andrew and Leonore Comrie
March 29 Alen and Jacqueline Brailey

March 2021
   Lifecycles

Birthdays         
and
Anniversaries        

 7 Karen Balch

 7 Allison Richter

 8 Helena Goldberg

 9  Barney Holtzman

 9 Davita Mueller

15 Ellen Fenster

16 David Lex

17 Neal Cash

17 Patrick Webster

20 Patrick Mueller

20 Martha Baron

21 Leonore Comrie

21 Nancy Glicksman

21 Judy Sensibar

  

21 Dorothy Kret

21 Christopher Atlas

21 Amanda Taylor

22 Randie Collier

26 Danny Platt ner

26 Shelley Schwartz

30 Julie Fenn

Painti ng by Sara Novenson 2008

MARCH YELADIM
Rachel Davenport  3/6/2001
Jaden Boling   3/16/2001
Brayden Pendleton  3/25/2016
Owen Abramson  3/29/2013
Leo Helming   3/30/2004





House of Thanks

Beit Todah

L’Chaim General Fund
Robert and Gayle Lewis
Robert and Shelley Schwartz 
   in memory of Florence Schwartz 
Robert and Shelley Schwartz 
   in memory of Marvin Schaff el
David and Nancy Glicksman in memory of 
   Oscar Schwartz and Jack Glicksman
Alma Hernandez
Suzanne Baron Helming and Bruce Helming in
   honor of Alexandra Baron’s birthday
Nancy Glicksman in memory of Serafi n Schwartz

Yahrzeit Fund
Isidore Shapiro
Marisa Balch in memory of Philip Balch
Lillian Essex in memory of Emelie Loewenheim

 Philip Balch March of the Living Teen Scholar Fund 

    Marisa Balch in memory of Philip Balch

Rabbi’s Discreti onary Fund

Vera Pfeuff er in memory of Roslyn Miller
Steven M. Sayre in honor of Rabbi Aaron for 
     hosti ng the Zoom Shiva for Diane Sayre
Linda and Steve Braun in memory of John Gellman                             

Thank you to Gary Emerson, 
who donated a fi ve-gallon can of 
elastomeric roof coati ng a while 
back, and Dan Hofstadter, who 
just used it to patch and recoat 
the modular roof. 
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Your one source for printing, mailing & signage
solutions for your marketing needs.

Peter & Cyd Marcus  •  520.325.5770  •  www.allegratucsonaz.com
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TUC SON LAND
&  HOME REALTY

tucsonlandhomerealty.com
REALTOR®

520-360-9864

Nanci Freedberg

Contact the Chaverim office 
for information on how you 
can purchase a brick in the 

Karla Ember Memorial Patio
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EVERGREEN MORTUARY & CEMETERY
is the perfect place for family members to be 

honored and for loving memories to be cherished. 

Families like yours have given us their trust for 

more than 110 years – an honor we treat with the 

greatest respect.

Call 520.274.1648 for  
a free personal tour.

HONORING JEWISH TRADITIONS
~ SINCE 1907 ~

3015 N. ORACLE RD., TUCSON, AZ 85705    EVERGREEN-TUCSON.COM

22 TISHREL – 22 CHESHVAN 5779 OCTOBER 2018

                          

October 2019             1 Elul 5779 — 1 Tishrel               5780



Friendship, Warmth, Inspirati on, Spirituality and Community

Tel: (520) 320-1015
admin@chaverim.net

www.chaverim.net

March 1, 2021

Mitzvah of the Month: Being in Joy Always

Friendship, Warmth, Inspirati on, Spirituality and Community

[J]oy lives not in thoughts of tomorrow, but in the grateful 
acceptance and celebrati on of today. Rabbi Lord Joathan Sacks ztz
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