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Tomorrow (Friday) is Rosh Hodesh Adar, the day we begin the new Hebrew month of Adar. 

That means that in two weeks we will turn to the holiday of Purim, a day which is usually 

marked by costumes, laughter singing, hamantaschen, and gathering in large crowds to hear the 

reading of the megillah and to join together in celebration. Yet, this Purim, like all of the other 

holidays we have celebrated this year, will be different. 

 

The end of February will mark an entire year that has been incredibly difficult. Last year’s Purim 

celebrations in early March were, for many of us, the last time we gathered in a large crowd and 

the last time we gave and received hugs from friends and loved ones without concern. There is 

perhaps some poetic symbolism in knowing that Purim, the height of joyous celebration in our 

cycle of holidays, is the last to be touched by the pandemic. 

 

The Talmud (Taanit 29a) teaches: “Just as when the month of Av begins one decreases rejoicing, 

so too (mishenichnas Adar marbin b'simcha) when the month of Adar begins, one increases 

rejoicing.” 

 

In other words, there is a time for decreasing joy just as there is a time for increasing joy. We 

have felt our joy diminished in so many moments over the past year: missed celebrations, 

postponed events, isolation, sickness, and of course, losing loved ones. So how are we possibly 

to celebrate and feel joy this Purim? The answer may well be that we cannot; our joy is most 

certainly reduced. However, as we begin the new month of Adar, I am thinking about a poem by 

Kahlil Gibran entitled “On Joy and Sorrow.” In the poem, Gibran writes: 

 

Your joy is your sorrow unmasked. 

And the selfsame well from which your laughter rises was oftentimes filled with your tears. 

 

Purim is a holiday of masks—we wear costume masks in part to teach that the rest of the year we 

must unmask our emotions and reveal our true selves. This year wearing a mask on Purim may 

not feel much different then the medical masks we have worn every day during the Pandemic. 

We wear masks today so that one day (please God, soon) we can unmask and reveal the joy on 

our faces and in our hearts. Joy is our sorrow unmasked. 

 

Gibran teaches that joy and sorrow are inextricably linked. Joy, or in Hebrew, simha, is not the 

same as happiness. We have other words in Judaism for happiness—a long list in fact appears in 

the traditional blessings recited at a wedding—gila, rina, ditzah, hedvah—gladness, jubilation, 

cheer, delight. However, simha is different. Simha is a shared experience of the sacred. It is 

recognizing the blessings that surround us, seeing the Godliness in our family and friends, and 

maintaining a sense of hope amidst uncertainty and darkness. 

 

Author Robert Louis Stevenson rightly said: “Find out where joy resides and give it a voice far 

beyond singing. For to miss the joy is to miss all.” Perhaps this year we need the month of Adar 

and the holiday of Purim more than ever. There is no denying the devastation, the hardship, the 



sadness, and the loss of this past year. Yet, let us also ask: where do we find joy? Who and what 

bring us joy? How can we bring joy to others? 

 

In Esther 8:16 we read: “layehudim hay’ta ora v’simha v’sason vikar—the Jews enjoyed light 

and gladness, joy and honor.” I pray for the day when this Pandemic is behind us; when we can 

gather for Purim without hesitation. That day will be a day of great happiness. But until then, 

may we still find joy in our lives. May we find it wherever it resides and may we give it a voice 

by which we will bless one another. 

 

Hodesh Tov and Shabbat Shalom. 


