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Soon we will be observing our beautiful High Holy 
Days again. There is a profound, perhaps mystical, 
sense for most Jews that this is a time to renew once 

again their sense of connection to the Jewish community.  
Our Congregation is so fortunate that we can come together 
again at the magnificent Orensanz Center, immersing our-
selves in the sense of reverence and holiness that this magi-
cal old synagogue evokes. We cannot thank Angel and Al 
Orensanz enough for their generosity in welcoming us to 
celebrate Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur each year.

The High Holy Day Services of the Shul of New York are 
an unforgettable spiritual experience for the many hundreds 
of people who come together as a community of Jews and 
people of every religion, race, sexual orientation and ethnic-
ity. We welcome people who are sure there is a God; people 
who are sure there is no God; people who are trying to fig-
ure out their feelings about God and religion. Everyone is 
welcome. 

Message from the Rabbi
by Rabbi Burt

The Benchmark of a 
Spiritual Path

Crystal Fisher’s speech at the auspicious event of her 
conversion:

On the day the Shul of New York celebrates its 
Bar/Bat Mitzvah, it is only fitting that I should 
celebrate my becoming a member of this 

beautiful community.

Rather than calling my spiritual journey a conversion, which 
implies change from one thing to another, I prefer to think of 
this event as the benchmark of my spiritual path and of me 
becoming a more dedicated member of the Jewish faith.  A 
path motivated by my passion for the principles of Mitzvot. 
The idea, that good and moral deeds are considered both 
acts of kindness and commandments and are our duty.

As the Shul of New York comes of age, I too am com-
ing into being and appreciating that I can celebrate with 
my loved ones: my fiancé Arie, my mother Tammy, father 
Ken, sister Brittany, brother Joshua, future mother-in-law 
Claire and her partner Bob, aunt Trinity, my new friends—
all of you gathered here today—and of course, my guide, 
mentor, friend and family, Rabbi Burt.  Thank you, thank 
you, thank you.  

A nice way to turn an old 
mitzvah into a new one. 

Rabbi Burt Aaron Siegel

(continued on page 2)

Left: Crystal Fisher with 
Rabbi Burt at her con-
version ceremony

Above: Arie Deutsch, 
Crystal Fisher, Tammy 
Fisher, Brittany Fisher, 
Ken Fisher



2 3

On May 29th Mike 
(Maxwell) Hearn, 
the Chairman of 

the Asian Art Department at 
the Metropolitan Museum 
of Art, gave his behind-the- 
scenes private tour, which 
had delighted participants in 
the past and has raised funds 
for the Shul of New York.  
I joined a group of about 
sixteen people after closing 

hours, and was led by Mike on an adventure.
It was a bit like a dream, having this magnificent 

space and its treasures open by a magic key just for us.  
Our guide so knowledgeable and engaging unraveled 
the decisions leading to the creation of a comprehensive 
exhibit. He explained the thinking behind the choice of 
works of art and led us through the Astor Garden Court 

An Adventure at the Metropolitan Museum
by Denny Engel

that is in the midst of renovation.  We were even shown 
several items that will make it into a future exhibit and 
this was done at the storage vault serving the Asian gal-
leries. I have been to the Metropolitan Museum many 
times as it is a sort of a Mecca for me.  This tour, how-
ever, gave me a new understanding and appreciation of 
what it takes to put exhibits together.

What was most appealing as we moved from one gal-
lery to the next was the infusion of contemporary works 
of art within an exhibit of ancient art from previous mil-
lennia.  I found it interesting to note the influences trick-
ling down the centuries. Though the mediums being used 
by contemporary artists varied dramatically from medi-
ums used in the past, for me there was a hint of similarity.

Throughout the tour Mike was a fountain of interesting 
information.  His generosity of sharing with us his world at 
the Metropolitan Museum is greatly appreciated. Joining 
this tour was a great experience pleasing the senses, en-
riching understanding and helping the Shul of New York.

In the Year 5773 (Continued from page 1)

We join together singing, dancing, laughing and at times, 
feeling tears in our eyes. Celebration is the word that comes 
to my mind when I think of our Congregation during the 
Holy Days.

It is always so interesting to me when newcomers come up 
to me after the services. They tell that they loved every mo-
ment of the service; that they were moved and inspired, that 
they were quite surprised at first that the services had such 
a happy quality. They tell me that they have been used to 
very serious, almost somber High Holy Day services and 
it took them a while to feel comfortable. I tell them that for 
many Jews those somber services didn’t lift their spirits. I 
tell them that the spiritual purpose of our Shul is to inspire 
people through joy. Going back to the Torah, the Talmud 
and the teachings of many of our sages, we are taught that 
through joy the spiritual heart is opened and the presence of 
God can enter.

Through the celebratory spirit of the Shul, we embrace 
and affirm life in all its mysteries. We honor our past and 

look with renewed hope to our future with joy. If we do 
not move forward with joy, then, inevitably it will be with 
hurtful negativity.

I actually don’t need to talk about these things too much to 
those who have been surprised at first by our Shul’s spirit. 
They got it. They almost dance through the doors on their 
way out. 

There is no reason I can imagine why Rosh Hashanah and 
Yom Kippur should be somber. We can be serious, but in 
a joyous way; somber never. Obviously LOVE is born out 
of joy. Obviously LOVE is the essence of life-enhancing 
religion. Obviously, LOVE is the foundation of all that is 
spiritual in life. And I hope it is obvious why our services 
are so filled with laughter and happiness.

I look forward to experiencing with you our shared joy. 
Some people have said that I seem to levitate during the 
services. If I do, it’s because my soul is levitating through 
our amazing music led by Adam and the receptive hearts of 
all of you. And, after so many years I know I’m not the only 
one who is levitating.

Congratulations are in order:

The members of the Shul of New York extend congratulations to the Villalobos Brothers on their winning first 
place at the “Battle of the Boroughs,” which took place in June.  Among the most excellent individual musi-
cians and groups who competed, the Villalobos group was singled out as the most outstanding.

Their excellence as musicians, artists, and show-people, coupled with their great charm and charisma, is well 
established with all of us at the Shul.  We have been privileged to enjoy their virtuosity as they’ve played as part 
of the Shul Band led by Adam Feder.

We are extremely happy for them and wish them continued recognition and success, which they well deserve. 
 

Our Shul of New York Band gives us so much 
pleasure and it fills our heart with joy to hear 
them play and lead us in song. 

At the close of one of our Shabbat services, Karen 
Seidman reminded the congregation about the upcoming 
Mike Hearn Metropolitan Museum tour, a very popular 
event which helps raise money for the Shul. Ernesto Vil-
lalobos happened to be sitting in front of me that evening 
and I asked him if he has ever been privy to one of these 
great Met tours. When he responded that he hadn’t, I asked 
if he would be interested in joining this upcoming one.  I 
told him that it would give me great joy to sponsor him, so 
that he could partake of Mike’s great gift of knowledge, in 
one of the world’s most incredible art institutions. As I had 
enjoyed this very same gift on numerous guided tours at 
the Met with Mike before, I knew that Ernesto was going 
to love it.

To me, each time Ernesto’s bow strikes a note on a 
string, it is a tremendous gift that I do not take lightly. So 
this gesture of mine was my way of “paying it forward.” 
Why did I do it? Not because I was asked, or because I 
had to. It simply was because...it just felt right!

A Gift from the Heart 
by Jo Ann Tansman

 Top image: How to Read Chinese Paintings by Mike Hearn,
 published by the Metropolitan Museum of Art

 This image: Astor Garden Court, photo courtesy of the Met
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Remembering
Bill Lavner: 

Eulogy from the
October 10, 2012 Memorial

We honor our congre-
gant, Bill Lavner who 
edited our last Newsletter, 
and who wrote the column 
“The Sit-Down Comic.” 
Bill, who became a 
quadriplegic after an 
unfortunate back sur-
gery eleven years ago, 
 continued to live life with 
uncanny humor and 
courage. A role model for 
many, Bill was a most 
beloved member of the 
Shul of New York. On 

Yom Kippur 2012, Bill died after a sudden health crisis. 
His eulogy is by his and Sara’s friend Marci.

The first time I met Bill Lavner was over 35 years 
ago, when Sara introduced me to an unexpected person 
who had affected her deeply.

Although he was just four years younger than us, he 
looked incredibly boyish — earnest and eager— bordering 
on what I came to see as hungry. Hungry, it seemed for a 
bigger life, for adventure, for the danger of the unknown.

And on a beautiful day in May a couple of years later, 
when Robert and I picked him up on his wedding day—  
absolutely pale and silent — we thought that he knew he 
was stepping, irrevocably, into that bigger life.

And the years with Sara and his children Lilly and 
David, his work and his passion to improve, filled up with 
an incredible array of people and places — artists of every 
stripe, mathematicians and dress designers, streams of 
accents and cultures, and he met them all with open arms.

Journeys around the world, journeys to discover him-
self, summer and winter vacations, celebrations of every 
kind — from his annual birthday parties in Chinatown 
that sometimes mixed the inedible with the absurd to 
the Christmas plays he performed with our children that 
were part small town and part surrealist theatre.

In the midst of Bill’s big and busy life he was some-
times suddenly subdued as if on a private retreat, sometimes 
openly participatory without qualifications of any kind.

But he was always wildly, often subversively, some-
times even perversely funny. It was where Bill was most 
free as well as most in control — it was where Bill was 
the smartest and also the most humane. He forgave us, 
and himself, for being helpless, and often ridiculous, and 
he celebrated, never at our expense, the absurdity of just 
being alive.

Bill could take a simple piece of fruit, and for a  
period of days even, combine performance art, the Marx 
brothers, and a treasure hunt into a comedy of life.

And knowing this much about Bill, it seemed we 
didn’t know the essential part of him at all — a part that 
we unfortunately became acquainted with eleven years 
ago – when Bill faced life as a quadriplegic.

And it was in these eleven years that we witnessed 
something so brave in Bill as to be called heroic, so tena-
cious of life that we had to see it as joyful, so free of what 
would be justifiable anger that he seemed transcendent, 
and so fearless that when he jumped out of that plane the 
smile on his face said it all.

What did Bill know, what did he find in this state that 
embodies most of our collective nightmares?

What allowed him to embrace life on these terms, 
to continue to laugh at life on these terms, to meet each 
morning with expectations, to continue to plan and go on 
trips — to vacation, celebrate, socialize and continue to 
care about us?

Maybe it all comes down to that first impression of 
Bill  so many years ago — that hunger for a bigger life.

And Bill, unable to move his body below his shoul-
ders, to walk down the street, to simply slip into bed, to 
embrace his wife, ended up showing us how a truly big 
life is lived.

Finally, my friend 
Sara: her boundless 
and unstoppable energy 
helped make a home 
and life for Bill these 
past eleven years— 
a light and sky-filled 
home, full of art, food 
and people — a creation 
of the deepest love and 
support for her hus-
band, friend and seem-
ingly endless source of 
laughter.

Two men died on the same day, both going to 
heaven — no doubt. The similarities between 
John Balan and Ed Koch occurred to me as 

soon as I heard the news. They shared a wicked sense of 
humor — the kind that comes with a mischievous spark 
in the eyes and leaves permanent laugh lines on the face.  
If John Balan like Ed Koch were go-
ing around and asking, “How am I do-
ing?” (and John kind of did) he would 
get a quick affirmation: You did so 
very well, John. Neither Ed Koch nor 
John Balan left anything to luck in 
that arena; both worked their tails off 
and there was no question that they 
did great. Now they will keep each 
other laughing wherever they are.

With the inspiration of Rabbi 
Burt, we were the original founders 
of The Shul of New York, and after 
a short while John became treasurer. 
But treasurer is not quite the word 
for what John was for the Shul. He 
would handle everything: we would 
say, John, the security guard didn’t 
show up, John would take care of it. 
Can you explore insurance, John? 
and he would say yes. High Holy Day 
tickets, credit card payments… John 
said yes to everything.  We served on 
the Board and after eight years when 
Mike and I wanted to give up the co-
presidency, John still didn’t tire of his 
jobs. He and his beloved Annie hosted 
many Board meetings and had a gen-
erous spread prepared for us. 

He never missed meetings — he 
would charm Citibank officers to give 
us the best rates, and would pore over 
the computer to solve every new problem that came up 
in our rapidly growing synagogue. If he ever missed a 
service, he would ask me which musicians were pres-
ent — not only in order to know who to send checks to, 
but almost as if he could hear the music he missed — as 
we discussed each Shul band member and the instruments 
played.  He derived so much pleasure from the music and the 
band knows which particular songs are the “John songs.”

I got to know John most intimately when over numer-
ous meetings I interviewed him for research I was do-
ing. We spoke in Hungarian and in English of his being 
a hidden child, and we compared his stories in the two 
languages. John remembered the combination of fear and 
bravery of the twelve year-old boy that he was, living as 

a hidden child during the Holocaust. 
He watched his father and teacher lift-
ing off rubber stamp imprints of real 
documents with a potato cut in half, 
creating false documents to secure 
their passage from one hiding place 
to another. He was finally left alone 
at his Christian teacher’s house with 
the family always worrying that their 
little girl, not understanding the risks 
involved, would spill the beans. 

Like many others, John’s father 
converted his family from Judaism to 
Catholicism and John practiced the re-
ligion earnestly along with his aging 
mother — knowing that the conver-
sion was partly what saved them. 

Actually his illness (or you might 
say fate or divine intervention) is what 
led John to Rabbi Burt, who was do-
ing guided meditation at Gilda’s Club. 
Through Rabbi Burt’s charisma and 
true inclusivity of “Jews of all reli-
gions,” John felt welcome at the Shul 
of New York whether he was a Catho-
lic or a Jew. John returned to his birth 
religion with passion. He discovered 
lost relatives in Israel and brought 
cousin Tali to our services every Yom 
Kippur. He took up Hebrew and said 
to me: “Do you happen to know my 
excellent Hebrew teacher Ahuva Hol-

lander who has a wonderful Ulpan?” Why yes, John, she 
happens to be my first cousin.  He wanted us to help each 
other bring fluency to our respective languages of He-
brew and French.

And he was hungry to learn everything there was to 
know about Judaism. John and Jiro Adachi took secret 
lessons with Rabbi Burt and surprised the congregation 

A Tribute to John Balan
By Vera Hearn

(continued on page 9)

Top: Rabbi Burt with John
Bottom: John as a child

Bill and Sara         

By Marci Sutin Levin
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Susan and I flipped a coin and I decided that I should 
make this speech tonight…

I want to thank Rabbi Burt for everything 
in preparing Martin for his Bar Mitzvah…and also Rabbi  
Dennis for his individual attention in Martin’s training. And 
I want to thank everyone here at the Shul of New York for 
being so open and welcoming to my family. This is really a 
unique and wonderful place. We’ve really enjoyed coming 
to the services every month. As far as we are concerned, you 
are all our family.

I am so happy to have Susan’s parents, Ed and Ange-
line, here with us tonight. They have 
always been wonderful grandparents 
and in-laws and they have always been 
so supportive and accepting when it 
came to Martin’s religious choices. 
And Susan’s too.

When I fell in love with Susan and 
married her (20 years ago this year!) it did 
not matter to me what her religion was. 
Susan was living in Hawaii and when 
she moved back to New York City to be 
with me, and closer to her parents. I did 
not think very much about how we would 
organize faith or religion into our lives.

Susan moved very quickly and natu-
rally into my life and the lives of every-
one in my family.

My mother, who was in what turned 
out to be her last bout with cancer at the 
time, one day asked Susan to convert to Judaism. I was, of 
course, out of the house at that moment.

Susan promised my mother that she would convert to 
Judaism and it gave my mother so much peace of mind in her 
final couple of months. It meant so much to my mom…and 
apparently to Susan, too.

When my mom passed away, and the dust finally set-
tled, Susan told me it was time for us to begin the work for 
her conversion. She wanted to fulfill the promise she made 
to my mother. I told her that she had no obligation; that she 
had to do what was important to her.

To Susan this was important: to honor my mother and 
my family and to join us all fully. She wanted nothing to 
come between us ever. Susan saw how important my Jewish 
faith was to me, even if I did not recognize it myself. When 

she traveled out to Long Island to explain to Ed and Angeline 
her plans, and how she had made a promise that she intended 
to keep…Angeline said, in her Alabama accent – that “that 
was probably the most Christian thing” that Susan had ever 
done in her life.

Angeline then offered to convert, too, if it would help 
in any way.

Suddenly, and ironically, I was married to a Jewish girl 
from Long Island.

Ed and Angeline are so accepting, and when Martin came 
along, they were proud of whatever choices Martin made.

Martin, I am very proud of you to-
day. I know the Bar Mitzvah is a time for 
Jewish boys to start thinking about look-
ing forward, but I want to remember you 
for a moment as a little boy…

I still think back fondly of Martin in 
the first couple of years at PS 11, our lo-
cal public school. Martin couldn’t wait to 
start going to school. The whole summer 
before, we would walk over just to look 
at the building. And when school finally 
started, he would dress up to go to school 
in bow tie and jackets to go to class. And 
soon it seemed like all of the kids wanted 
to dress up, too.

But Martin is dyslexic, and when he 
got to second grade, school was so diffi-
cult for him. Martin had so much trouble 
learning to read. It was difficult and dam-

aging to the ego of a young boy to see his classmates and 
buddies learning so easily what seemed so impossible for 
him. All of that spirit that he had was slowly taking a beat-
ing…It was difficult to watch.

I tell you all of this not to embarrass Martin but actually 
to tell him how proud I am of how far he has come! That was 
a tough year for us all. We all took Martin’s struggles to heart 
and we all pulled together to make things better.

I started a plan to get Martin to love books. I started to 
buy him comic books. Tintin, graphic novels, Sonic… Mar-
tin soon became a favorite at all the comic book shops in our 
neighborhood. Martin started a love affair with comic books 
and now with reading, insisting we stop in every bookstore 
and comic book shop we pass along our way, in whatever 
city we happen to be in.

Susan did what she does best, which is to 
fix things, to organize and to advocate. With the 
guidance of her cousin Janice, whom we all miss, 
Susan somehow got Martin into a tremendous 
school, The Lowell School, in Queens. It was 
there that Martin learned to read and also where 
he rebuilt his confidence. 

Martin began to grow more and more into the 
unique individual that he is, again… Now with his 
collections of ironic t-shirts and comic books and 
encyclopedic knowledge of all things You Tube… 
and most recently with his foray into stand-up 
comedy…Martin is his own man, even at this 
young age.

Meanwhile, becoming an honor student, 
Martin has made the Honor Roll at this school, 
every single semester. 

And despite whatever difficulties that Martin 
had gone through, and all of the anxieties that 
came along with those struggles — Martin, you 
continued to be a remarkably empathetic and 
generous kid. I am endlessly impressed at how 
you are always kind and thinking of others.

After that first year at Lowell, as he began to 
recapture all that he had seemed to had lost at PS 
11, our family took a trip to Arizona to attend our 
cousin’s Bar Mitzvah. It was a lot of fun. Martin 
announced that he too intended to have a Bar Mitz-
vah. He was sure that this was what he planned to 
do. This Bar Mitzvah—it was really his idea…
and his choice.  

After all the trouble learning English…Martin 
was ready to tackle some Hebrew. 

Martin, everything that you set your mind to, 
you seem to be able to accomplish. And, let me tell 
you, because of your choices, Susan and I found 
this marvelous Jewish community to join and 
share in.  Keep making choices and living up to 
commitments, Martin—it is all very impressive.

Martin, you are already a huge success story 
as far as we are concerned. From your difficult 
start to school to your hard work every day pre-
paring for tonight, and wanting the Bar Mitzvah to 
be in your own style, with your family and friends 
in your own intimate way.

And we cannot wait to get to watch all the 
other great things that you will accomplish with 
your life. 

Martin, your mother and I are so proud of you.
Mazel Tov, and we love you...  

From the Father of the Bar Mitzvah
by David Kramer

I’m on a railroad again—
Going somewhere,
Cruising the white 
   and gray snow,
Metal rails interspersed,
Separating the snow,
In neat lines.

Bare tree limbs
Are also lined up
Alongside the edges
Of rail or snow.

I believe I am in Russia,
Home of most 
Of my ancestors,
Who suffered in silence
If they were poor,
Caught up in endless
Snowstorms of the mind.
Wondering when the next
Pogrom was coming
And would they escape
And even get to America,
Land of warmth,
By comparison.

Their dreams or nightmares
Were lying with them
On the warm stones
Surrounding the stove.
Stones they rested on
When night fell
And they were done in,
Beaten by the day’s
Heavy duties and cold winds —
No clothes quite sufficient
To stave off the chill
And shivers of winter.
Even if they made love,
The skin of each
Was cold to the touch,

Though the heart
Might be in flames,

And they were fearful too,
Of soldiers coming,
Appearing in the darkness,
To steal the family sons,
To be forever enlisted 
In the Army
And never seen again,
Especially if they were Jewish.

Some of what I am writing
I only imagine,
But most of it is true,
Told to me by my beloved 
   grandmother
Who at seventeen
Rushed away
With some of the family,
All hidden in a wagon
Full of hay—
To cross a border,
Unseen,
To find warmth and joy
In a fabled land
They only heard of.

Her brothers escaped too,
And all the family 
Reached America—
Two parents and nine children,
Some all grown,
Before the Russian Revolution.

But still the Russian blood
Beats in my veins,
Cooled by snow or the thought of it,
In this time of life
When I am old,
But can still imagine,
Or dream.

Rushing Revolution 
by Ilsa Gilbert

The Poet of 
Bleecker Street: 
Ilsa Gilbert with 

her friend, 
Dora Frankl, 
Yom Kippur 

2012

Martin Kramer with his parents, 
Susan Mitchell and David Kramer
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What’s New at Shul School? Family-Friendly Fridays Start Soon
Starting in October, the first Friday of each month 

will be a Family-Friendly Friday at the Shul of New 
York. We welcome kids of all ages!  We encourage kids 
to attend and join their parents or caregivers in the 
main sanctuary for the candle lighting and glorious 
musical welcome, and then to be a part of the Torah 
procession.  There will be singing, clapping, dancing, a 
chance to hear the Torah portion chanted, and Rabbi 
Burt’s short teaching.  

For the remainder of the service there will be a 
youth-oriented program upstairs with age-appropriate 
games, activities and discussions geared to really bring-
ing the service to life. Everyone comes back together 

T The start of the New Year also means the start of 
a new year at Shul School.  The Shul School Steer-
ing Committee has been working hard to make 
some important changes.  Here’s what to expect 
for the coming year:

• A stronger music program
• A more effective way for kids to 

  develop Hebrew literacy
• Greater community as kids progress to  

 Bar/Bat Mitzvah
• Greater involvement of Rabbi Burt
• A more targeted use of NYC’s unique  

 learning and service opportunities

Some other changes have taken place that we’d 
like to share with you.  We are pleased to an-
nounce that Rabbi Burt has taken on the role of 
Education Director for the school and Lisa Lewis, 
whom many already know as an important mem-
ber of the Shul School team, is the new Adminis-
trative Director.  What a team they are!  Dara Kes-
sler and her wonderful family are moving out of 
the area, and we wish them well.  We thank Dara 
for her time, energy, creativity and many contribu-
tions to Shul School over the years.  Marsha Leo 
is now in the role of Director Emeritus, and we are 
pleased to say that she will still be involved in Shul 
School.  In the new school year Adam Feder, the 
Shul’s Music Director, also will be bringing music 
to all of the classes, and he has plans to start a 
Family Choir!

Shul School will start on September 16.  Once-a-
week classes are on Monday afternoons at Simple 
Studios, 29th Street between 6th and 7th Ave.  
Additional tutoring for Bar/Bat Mitzvah kids can 
be arranged.  We are delighted to have Misha 
Shulman, Tamar Ettun, Yonatan Gutfeld and Anna 
Kaminsky as our teaching faculty.  They are skillful 
and fun to be with!

The Shul School offers affordable classes from 
Pre-K through Bar/Bat Mitzvah, and some finan-
cial aid is available.  If you have or know a child 
who would enjoy fun, experiential learning rooted 
in the spiritual Judaism of the Shul of New York, 
please consider the Shul School.  

Join us for a truly magical year!  

Register at www.theshulofnewyork.org 

for the Oneg Shabbat.  What a great way to spend 
Shabbat together!

Keep your eyes and e-mails open for announce-
ments of our other great Family Programs for 5774, 
including…a Hanukkah Party, a Purim Party and a 
new and different Passover celebration.  

And, join us to be a part of several community ser-
vice projects that are appropriate for kids and families.

Stay tuned for more info… 
Watch the Shul’s website:  

www.theshulofneyork.org 
for information about these opportunities! 

with a joyous celebrations of their adult Bnei-Mitzvah and 
their respective return to their roots.

John actually felt that learning Hebrew was one of the 
things that kept him alive. He believed that the Shul kept 
him alive, that Rabbi Burt kept him alive. But I think that 
John really kept himself alive. 

I don’t believe John would have survived fifteen years 
of cancer, had he not become a survivor par excellence 
when he was a hidden child. Just as in childhood, with each 
new scary event, so with the illness, John would adjust and 
plot how to keep on going, how to keep himself healthy and 
well. After all, he loved life: he loved his Annie, he loved 
skiing, he loved piloting planes, he loved the quiet of Nan-
tucket, he loved his trips to Israel, he loved his big fat cat, 
Oscar, and he loved his red wine.

He applied all those survivor skills he was forced to 
learn in childhood, did an extraordinary amount of vol-
unteer service in his retirement, and went to wherever he 
thought serenity lay. And when more action was required 
he formed an online support group for his particular form of 
cancer, was on the front line of receiving the latest medical 
information from the doctors who got to know him, and of-
fered support by sharing all that he knew about the illness, 
and getting well.

The announcement at the Ulpan reads Shai (his Hebrew 
name) was a lover of the Hebrew language and studied it 
diligently for the past several years. Shai means gift and he 
was a special, special gift.  

The Shul of New York shares the view of John as a 
gift. We bid him adieu. It is hard to imagine the High Holy 
Days without him right there at the front door.  His gift is 
his memory and his example that are an inspiration to us all. 

(continued from page 5)

They do at the Shul of New York’s

Shul School!

Can a kid feel excited about Jewish education?

* Once-a-week classes
* Small class size
* Affordable, flexible tuition 
* Convenient Chelsea location
* No Shul membership required
* Families from all backgrounds!

Contact us & come for a free trial class!
Location: Simple Studios, 134 W. 29th Street, 2nd floor, NYC

                      For more info, email:
       sonyshulschool@gmail.com  or visit

www.theshulofnewyork.org

Want to stay in-the-loop 
with The Shul of New York?

Visit our Facebook page!

Search www.Facebook.com for
“Shul of New York”
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Kathy Rose’s remarks:

There is a story that goes around the Special 
Needs community.  You tend to hear it when 
you first start attending meetings and events.  

It’s called “A Trip to Holland.”   I won’t bore you with 
the whole story, but the general idea is that you have 
planned a trip to Italy and you are so excited about it.  You 
have read the guidebooks, studied the language and are 
really looking forward to it.  Then you get on the plane 
and instead of the plane going to Italy, it takes you to Hol-
land.  You are so annoyed that you are not in Italy, that 
you miss the beauty that is Holland.  It is supposed to be 
an inspirational story, a metaphor, a look on the bright 
side, a count your blessings story—and it has never reso-
nated with me. I finally figured out why.  We are not on a  
second-rate vacation we never wanted to take.  We are on 
the trip of our lives!  Or as a friend of ours said, talking 
about her own child, we have the child we are meant to have.

Julia, we are so proud of you.  You have given back so 
much and you have fulfilled our lives.  We are so proud 
of you to see you become an adult as part of the Jewish 
community and your Jewish heritage, and it fills my heart 
with joy.

But of course, for those of us who have ever gone on 
a trip, you know it is not all sweetness and light.  You 
don’t just wake up one morning, blink your eyes and find 
yourself in Italy sipping a cup of espresso or perhaps 
drinking a nice bottle of red wine. There is frustration, 
there are logistics, there are delays, and mechanical is-
sues. Ah, now we may have found a metaphor for my 
life!  And to echo Steve, we really want to thank you 

for the support we get from our family, our friends, and 
our Shul community. You have all been so supportive, 
so welcoming and so helpful.  The rabbi once told a joke 
about a meeting that could be held in a telephone booth.  
I have often thought that if we were to hold a meeting of 
people who have helped get Julia up the stairs — through 
sheer ingenuity, hammer and nails or just lifting, toting 
and pulling — it would have to be in an auditorium.  Or 
perhaps, in the Shul of New York on a Friday evening in 
November.

Again, Julia, we are so proud of you, and friends, we 
are so happy to call you our friends and our community.

I would like to give two more shout-outs.  Doug  
Seidman once described himself as the “Chair of chairs.”  
I think he was talking about the myriad of chairs he 
deals with on High Holy Days.  But he has incorporated 
wheelchairs into the life of this Synagogue and for that 
we will always be proud to say we know him.

Rabbi Burt, you married us, you named Julia, you 
buried Julia’s grandfather and now you are here with 
us for Julia’s Bat Mitzvah.  You have been with us for 
all the special occasions and you have been an ongoing 
spiritual sustenance in our lives.

Again, thank you and good Shabbos. 

Julia Rose’s 
Bat Mitzvah
November 16, 2012
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High Holy Day 
Service Schedule

Rosh Hashanah
Wednesday, September 4: 7 PM
Thursday, September 6: 10 AM*

*Kids’ Service: 10 AM–12:30 PM
(doors open at 9:30 AM)

Yom Kippur
Friday, September 13: 7 PM
Saturday, Sept. 14: 10 AM* to sundown

*Kids’ Service: 10 AM–12:30 PM
(doors open at 9:30 AM)


