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   Shalom all.  June’s Board of Trustees meeting was uneventful. The Long Range Planning Committee moved to hire an intern for Rabbi Kosman who could read Torah, teach Bar Mitzvah and work with a youth program.  The motion was defeated. We are planning an Art Auction on November 4th.   Advertisements in a companion program will be solicited soon.  We purchased state-of –the-art freezers for the kitchen in June. In spite of the freezer, June remained HOT!  The Eglys donated some plants for the garden in front of the Community Center.  Ricky Hirschhorn volunteered to be a bingo captain, bless her heart.  We’ll be selling “Tree of Life” leaves again soon at the price of $180 per.  
     Carl Lazerow’s term is finally ending on the Board of Trustees. I don’t want to get all sappy, but ….I love that guy!  Fortunately he’ll still be on a few committees and at services.  Alas Carl, we hardly knew ye’… 

    We have had so many Mitzvot in June that it got me thinking about a few things.  What is the real purpose of a synagogue?  In Harry Kemelman’s Rabbi Small mysteries, the author states that a shul’s most important charge is to teach the children.  Everything else takes a back seat.  Indeed, he makes a point in each book that Rabbi means teacher and that is his most important duty.  I agree.  We are very grateful to be Bar and Bat Mitzvah-ing so many wonderful young Jewish scholars.  We’ve had four celebrations in the last six weeks.  It is our reason for being.  

    I think about my own Bar Mitzvah back in the day of hula hoops and dollar haircuts.  When I was twelve and a half, Rabbi Kaminetsky decided I was ready to play the “Paladium.”  That’s what we called the huge sanctuary.  Bigger and scarier than the Paris Opera House in “Phantom” sans chandelier.  I was aghast with fright.  They say that most Americans prefer death to public speaking.  That certainly was the way I felt.
    For three long years I attended Hebrew School.  It was two hours on Tuesday, two hours on Thursday and three hours on Sunday.  My gentile friends were in awe.  So much religious training, and yet I seemed just as godless as they were.   Still I went without a fuss and paid as little attention as I had to.  Actually Hebrew school was a safe haven, for as long as I was there I never gave a thought to the dreaded ….BAR MITZVAH!  

    At the end of my third year of Cheder, I began to take the lessons that would change my life forever…I would learn my haftorah.  No small feat, either.  Six hundred and fifty words of Hebrew to be read perfectly.  Plus each syllable required its own unique inflection.   One day I asked the Rabbi for a translation.  He looked uncomfortable.  I had read the English version many times but didn’t get it.  It started out, “Shout, O barren that thou didst not bear.”   My older brother explained that G-d was saying in my haftorah that kids were nothing but heartache and don’t complain if you never have any.  What a lesson to learn at 12 years old.  
    I took a 45-minute lesson everyday for two summer months.  My big day was September 8.  Just before the family vacation Rabbi Kaminetsy told me I’d be leading the service.  “Here, learn this,” he said as he handed me a pencil marked Siddur. The blood drained from my face and my stomach floated toward heaven. “I don’t think I can,” I squeaked.  Of course you can and you will,” he said.   The next day we went on our family vacation. I studied a little and worried a lot.  I prayed to G-d three times a day to get me through this.  I couldn’t sleep.  I couldn’t eat.  It was the worst vacation of my life.  When we returned the Bar Mitzvah was bearing down on me like a freight train.  Reading Hebrew in front of hundreds of people.  I wanted to disappear.  There seemed to be no one to confide in.  My parents were busy planning the party.  My brothers were like sharks.  If they sensed fear in me they would move in for a “kill.”  I knew I had to do this without anyone’s help.  I marked time like a prisoner waiting for his execution.  

    The big day came.  I had rehearsed so much that the words magically came out without even thinking. The first words were tough, “Rahnee akarah, lo yahaudah…”   The rest just poured out.  I couldn’t stop if I wanted to.  It was as if I was watching someone else recite my haftorah.  Halfway through I remember liking the rapt attention everyone was paying.  I thought, “this is fun.”  I slowed down a little, so I could be in the spotlight a little longer.  My brother’s and my friend’s mouths were frozen open in disbelief.   Afterward I read my English speech that the Rabbi gave me thanking my parents and showing false humility.  My heart was racing.  I felt so relieved that this stage of my life was completed.  Relieved and ….could it be?…Sad.  Thank you G-d, for carrying me through my coming of age, my Bar Mitzvah. (
