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Beth Sholom has some challenges ahead.  To me the biggest challenge is membership.  We have tried to tackle it in the long term by beefing up our education services.  In the short term we are hosting various social and religious events.  None of these will work unless you tell others about the interesting speakers, auctions, concerts, dinners and carnivals we are having.  Please attend our events and talk about them.  Imagine, me asking Jews to talk.   
It was business as usual at the Board of Trustees meeting.  Rabbi would like an intern and is drawing up a job description.  The Board is being open-minded.  It would be a part-time person who will teach and lead an occasional service.  Everyone hates the electric amplifier in the sanctuary.  It cuts in and out.  Intermittent problems are the hardest to diagnose.  I must take the technician’s word on this, as I have never actually fixed anything myself.  We decided to shop for a new halachic system.   Meanwhile, our first kosher sound system is up-for-grabs. “Old elephant ears” as we call her will wind up on eBay unless some lucky congregant buys her.   She really is a marvelous contraption with horns and air pumps…but she’s so darn big. 

The Long Range Planning Committee is exploring the future of our shul.  A small group will meet soon with a representative of the United Synagogue of Conservative Judaism.  The question of future affiliation is rife with pros and cons.  Our old synagogue bylaws have become stale.  Fresh bylaws are being marinated in logic by dozens of herbs and spices, and then they will be slow-roasted by experienced legal opinion.  The new bylaws will be proudly served piping hot at the next congregational meeting and they will  be … mouth watering!  (Can you tell I am writing this before dinner?) 
There has been talk about making the 2nd Street shul handicapped accessible.  Right now 2nd Street enjoys an exemption because it has been in use so long.  To make the shul accessible to the outside would be comparatively easy, but to make the bathrooms accessible would be an engineering feat worthy of the towers of Kuala Lampur.  While the water closets are clean and working, they are monuments to the early years of indoor plumbing.  To say they are cramped (pardon the pun) is charitable.  In my opinion we should upgrade the HVAC in that building, but leave the access as it is.  
This month begins with Passover, so I would like to hand out some advice…
1)   Seders were meant to be shared.  Invite someone you cannot stand to your seder.  No, family members do not count. 

2) Don’t pig out on the chopped liver before the meal.   Since it is usually served as an appetizer it is easy to eat too much.  Ask someone to watch you and tell you when you have had too much.   A spouse is perfectly suited for such a task. 
3)  Watching Charleton Heston in  The Ten Commandments is in no way a substitute for a Passover seder. 

4)  If you are a younger sibling, work it so you read the ten plagues.  Then glare at your older brother or sister when you slowly read the last plague.  It’s very therapeutic.
5)  Don’t eat the shank bone on the seder plate. It’s for looks only.  In fact, save yourself a lot of grief and don’t eat anything on the seder plate.  I learned this one the hard way. 

6)  Don’t ask for second helpings.  Another course is usually just a few minutes away.  
7)  Hide the afikoman in a place where kids never look, like in their text their books, or next to the dog’s leash, or under a bar of soap. 

8)   Use a lab beaker with the millimeters marked-off for the Cup of Elijah.  The results will freak you out. 

9)  Don’t forget to close the front door as soon as you think Elijah finished his visit to your house.  It’s a lovely old custom, but remember this still 5767! 

10)  If the hostess offers you leftovers to take home, swallow your foolish pride and accept them graciously.  Otherwise you be swallowing matzah and margarine for a week.
A wonderful friend, Mr. Marty Tulkoff of Baltimore, just passed away.  I met him 15 years ago through his sister-in-law, Bertie Farbman, a long-time member.  Every spring Marty would say “a zissen Pesach” to everyone he’d meet.  If ever there was a cheerleader for Passover, it would be my friend Marty.  It became a joke and we’d say it to each other all year long.  So in his name I say to you, “a zissen Pesach.”
Andy Carpel

