
Dear Congregant or Potential Congregant, 
 
                A story: the Jews of the tiny Polish shtetl were under siege. The Cossacks 
had rebelled, the peasants were revolting, and the Czar—it doesn’t matter which one; 
they were all bad—had passed a new tax which threatened their pitiful livelihoods. 
                But in the Bais Medrash, the combination school-and-shul, the Rebbe sat with 
his disciples, learning Talmud Torah. They were shuckling (swaying) back-and-forth, 
waving their hands in the air, which has always helped Jews concentrate on the Holy 
Books. The Rebbe was deeply engrossed in thought, when he suddenly looked up: 
                “Where is Shmerel?” he asked, “Shmerel is one of my favorite talmidim. We 
cannot begin to penetrate this sugya (Talmudic conundrum) without Shmerel.” 
                As if on cue, the squeaky door of the Bais Medrash creaked open, letting in a 
blast of wintry air, and Shmerel entered. He took his seat at the Rebbe’s right hand, 
shivering. 
                “Oy, Shmerel!” expostulated the Rebbe, “you’re blue from the cold. Sit by the 
fire, and warm yourself.” 
                As Shmerel slowly thawed out, the Rebbe asked: “Shmerel, my pupil, why 
were you late?” 
                Shmerel smiled and replied, “I was doing a mitzvah, Rebbe. A poor old widow 
lives two huts behind us. I cut her down some trees for firewood.” 
                The Rebbe smiled and nodded in approval. Shmerel continued, “But now, I 
have a question. We do the best we can to do mitzvote, Rebbe, but why is the world still 
full of evil and injustice? Why does this poor woman not have an income to support her 
in her old age? Why does the Czar prosper, and the Jews suffer? Why—?” 
                The Rebbe interrupted: “Shmerel, you ask some very good questions. Let us 
seek the answer in the cellar!” He rose and headed for the cellar door. The students 
wondered, but they had learned to trust the Rebbe’s wisdom, and so trooped after. 
                The cellar was cold and dark, and the students huddled together, from both 
fright and the cold. “Take out your candles!” the Rebbe commanded, and took his out, 
along with some matches. The students had candle-stubs, as well, and the Rebbe lit 
them all from his own candle. 
                The cellar became filled with light. 
                And the Rebbe explained, “Without all of us, one candle-flame would not have 
been sufficient. But with all of us working together, we can bring light to this cellar, and 
to our world.” 
 
                As I write, July has just arrived. The Plague is strong, but we know that we will 
outlast it. This is the time of year when temples, synagogues, and shulen worldwide go 
to their members to ask them to renew their membership, or to join for the first time. 
                Why should you affiliate with Temple Sholom of Pompano Beach? Because 
good times will return, I promise you—times of laughter, sharing, and joy. Even in harsh 
or mournful times, we “Sholom Yidn” band together in fellowship, whether online or in 
person (in God’s good time). “A sorrow shared is a sorrow reduced,” as the Talmud tells 
us. 
                So: please join, or re-join us. Cantor Javier and I, along with our group of 
trusty volunteers, will continue to bring you the finest in song, prayer, learning, and 
chevrah (fellowship), in 5781. 
                See you online, or we can speak on the phone! 
 
With warmest wishes for K’lal Yisrael and the Entire World, 
 
Rabbi David Hartley Mark 


