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Upcoming services and events 
 

All CAS events have been cancelled until further notice.  
 

See the article below about our “Virtual” services  
and other CAS online events. 

 
We hope in the days ahead everyone in our Berkshire community stays healthy 

and safe. 
 

 
 
 
 
This month’s newsletter features: 
 

• Sharing during the pandemic: Two paintings and comments by Ilene Spiewak 
 

• Sharing during the pandemic: Isolation, a poem by Ellen Axelrod 
 

• Milchidika with Marty: A Letter to my Great Granddaughter Lila Rose 
 

• Art of the Hills, a virtual opening 
 

• Special June Events: A June Study Session and the CAS Annual Meeting 
 

• Amazon Smile: A Reminder   
 

• June Yahrzeits 
 

• June Donations 
 

• CAS Advertisers and Sponsors 
 
 

 
Upcoming services and events 

 
All previously scheduled CAS events have been cancelled until further notice.  

 
Our Wednesday get-togethers and Shabbat  

services and events continue on a regular basis via Zoom! 
 

We hope in the days ahead everyone in our Berkshire community  
stays healthy and safe. 

 
 

 



 
Sharing during the pandemic: Two paintings and comments by Ilene Spiewak 
 

        
           

                 “Keep Your Distance And Sanitize, Sanitize, Sanitize” 
 
The mask that I’m wearing in my self-portrait was sewn by Barbara Barron. 
Masks are performative.  Masks are fraught with social and political significance.  Gaze on the face of a painter whose 
gaze is fixed on you. 
 
 

                                                         
 

                                                 “The White Space Between Me, You, and My Dying Tulips” 
 
The still-life painting is informed by the smaller moments of isolation, the illusion of social distancing and the simple 
complexity of this life and the way it was.  The space in between things, and the room to move around is very important 
for human beings. 
 
 
 
 



Sharing during the pandemic: Isolation, A poem by Ellen Axelrod 
 
Isolation   
                   
Remember when we used to exit our homes to venture outdoors 
Imagine feeling the warm rays of the sun and the cool breeze that would follow 
As we walk on the road the ground slowly shifts up and down  
We invade each other’s space without flinching from it 
Watching as the parade of cars stream by in varied styles and colors 
Sometimes the people inside would wave and smile as they drive by 
Our vision shifts to the trees with their buds opening into leaves  
Breathing in the smell of cut grass triggers many fond memories 
Flowering bushes rise up to tell a tale of the changes to come 
Birds fly above our heads encouraging us to join in their song of freedom 
Vistas change from flourishing farms to majestic mountains reminding us that beauty thrives 
Try to look towards that future where sheltering at home is no longer essential  
 
                                
 
 
Milchidika with Marty: A Letter to my Great Granddaughter Lila Rose 
 

                         A few months after my great-granddaughter was born, we had a family picnic at my house in Stockbridge. 
My grandson Brian asked me if I would write a letter to his daughter; telling her about my life. He planned to give it to her 
when she was 15 or 16- years- old and would understand it. I probably would not be around at that time. He wanted her to 
know something about her great-grandpa. The story follows: 
 
To Lila Rose: 
 
            Today you were at our house for our annual family barbecue. You are now the cutest little baby, just five months 
old, always smiling, and rarely crying. Your mom and dad are also the cutest new parents, each one of them cuddling you, 
diapering you, giving you your bottle and taking hundreds of baby pictures. Your dad asked both Isabelle and me, if we 
would write a little note to you today, which he plans to keep and give to you when he thinks that you are old enough to 
enjoy it and understand it. 
 
            And so we begin. I'm your great-grandfather Marty, and I just had a birthday a few days ago and have reached the 
wonderful age of 88. So here is an 88-year-old talking to a five-month-old. Your mom, my granddaughter has always 
known me as "Poppy" since she was a little girl. And to your grandmother Judy, my daughter, I'm known as "Dad." 
 
            I was born in Astoria, Queens, New York in 1930 and my parents were Emil and Margaret Stransky, In those early 
days, they owned a small retail ladies dress store in Astoria, which soon went bankrupt in the depression of the 1930s. My 
mom later worked as a secretary for the Omega watch company and my dad was a shipping clerk for a leather shoe 
company known as I Miller shoes. 
 
            I grew up in Astoria and the local synagogue "The Astoria Center of Israel" was the place where all my boyhood 
friends and I hung out. They had a youth center where we would go to play ping pong, and pretty much just to meet to 
plan what we might do for the rest of the day. My parents didn't have a telephone in those days, as it was considered a 
luxury, and they couldn't afford it. So instead of calling one of my friends to make a date, I would just meander down to the 
synagogue to see who was there. 
 
            There was a youth group that met, and one day there was an announcement that there would be dance lessons 
for teenagers. I was just 15 at that time. I decided to go for the dance lessons, as I was now at the age where I noticed a 
whole new person called "girls." 
 
            I remember the dance instructress lined up all the boys on one side of the room and all the girls on the other side 
of the room. She then told the boys to "pick a dance partner." I had been eyeing a girl on the other side of the room, 
whose name I didn't yet know, and decided she was for me. 
 
            I rushed over to her as fast as I could to make sure that no other boy got to her before I did and asked if she would 
be my dance partner. She said "yes" and I was thrilled. I asked her name and she said it was "Marion." And so, we began 
the dance lessons. A Foxtrot. I had never held a girl's hand before, nor had I ever had my hand on a girl's waist. I was so 
excited. Of course, after the dance lesson, I asked if I could walk her home. And she said, "Yes." 



 
            And so, began my first romance with the girl that I ultimately married seven years later, at the age of 22. We were 
married for 11 years and she gave birth to your grandma Judy and your grandaunt Laurie. Unfortunately, tragedy struck, 
and she died at the age of 33 from what was then an inoperable brain tumor. 
 
            I was of course destroyed, my life completely changed and desperate for someone to take care of my two 
daughters; Judy who was then five years old, and Laurie who was two years old. I wanted Marion back, and wanted my 
old life again. 
 
            Soon thereafter, someone introduced me to her neighbor, a recently divorced kindergarten teacher and suggested 
that I call her for a date. Her name was Sheila. I remember that first telephone call asking for a date. I hadn't really spoken 
to another woman one to one in the 18 years that I knew Marion. I was so nervous and excited. She agreed to go out with 
me, a widower with two children. I was 33 at the time and she was just 25. 
 
            We had a whirlwind courtship and within a few months were married. Sheila was soon pregnant with Larry, and at 
the age of 26 was the mother of three little children, the oldest being six years old. a tough job for a stay at home mom, 
while I went off to work. I was working long hours, as a beginning accountant, coming home exhausted and when the 
children would come to me and say, "Mommy did this to me” or, “Mommy did that to me," I pretty much ignored it, as 
children just complaining about a strict mother. 
 
            Forty years later the truth came out. That she was not only strict with the children, but that she was cruel to them 
and had been abusing them. On hearing all the details of what I had been ignoring in the early years, I felt that I could not 
be true to my children and to myself, and could not continue to live with her; and we were soon divorced. 
 
            At that time, we were living in Florida and I left and moved up north to a small town in New York State called Milan. 
I built a home in the woods where I expected to spend the rest of my life with my dog Casey. I planned to be a bachelor 
and didn't want another woman in my life. 
 
            That lasted a few months, when I decided it really "stinks" and that I want another woman in my life. Someone 
suggested that I go on a dating site, "Match.com," and that is where I met Isabelle. 
 
            I was smitten by what she had written about herself on the web site "that when she sees a stone wall in a field, 
with the trees and blue sky, her inner being quivers like an aria from Puccini." 
 
            She also wrote " She sees the two of us sitting in a room quietly reading, a clock ticking, an occasional chime, and 
somehow being connected." 
 
            How could you resist that? She seemed so smart and intelligent, and very pretty. We corresponded via email for a 
short time and then went out on our first real date. I was so nervous. I hadn't been out with another woman in 40 years. 
We went to a small restaurant in Stockbridge, Massachusetts, which was close to where she had a summer home. She 
seemed so nice, and so easy to be with, that I decided "she's for me." And so, at lunch on our first date I said to her, "I'm 
going to marry you." 
 
            We dated a few more times and 10 months later we were married at the age of 74 and 75 at the Red Lion Inn in 
Stockbridge, Massachusetts with my grandchildren and her grandchildren walking us down the aisle. And here we are 
now, Isabelle and I, soon to be married 14 years. 
 
            And here you have a little bit of family history. As to some advice as you go out into the world: 
 
            I have always felt that my reputation was very important. That people could count on me. That people knew me to 
be honest and truthful I would say that your reputation is the most important thing that you possess. I feel that you must 
start at an early age to build it. 
 
                To always be, like the Yiddish word, "A Mensch". A good person. 
 
                As my mother would always tell me, 
 " Do the right thing." 
 
I would also tell you to follow your passions, wherever they may lead. 
 
                                    Love and kisses from your great-grandpa Marty 
 
                                    Remember the future is yours.     
 
 
 



Art of the Hills, a virtual Opening 
 

The  Berkshire Museum will be hosting a virtual opening for Art of the Hills: Narrative on June 6, at 5:30 p.m. CAS 
member Ilene Spiewak has a painting included in the exhibition.  
 
During the opening event, the exhibit’s jurors will lead a guided tour with Q & A through the galleries. This is a little 
different than other virtual gallery tours. Because of the current restrictions on accessing the physical space, the museum 
has built a digital one. This initial experience will be a guided one, but after the opening, everyone will be able to explore 
the space on his or her own. 

Art of the Hills: Narrative was created from more than 530 works of art submitted by more than 200 artists. The 
virtual exhibit, sponsored by Lee Bank, will be available at explore.berkshiremuseum.org from June 6 to October 9, 
2020. 

To register for the opening please click here. 
 
This virtual event is free and open to our community.  
We expect this event will reach capacity; pre-registration is recommended.  
 
 
 
 
Special June Events: A June Study Session and the CAS Annual Meeting 
 
Join Rabbi Cohen for a zoom Study Session on Sunday, June 14th at 10:00 a.m. Check upcoming Messages from our 
Rabbi emails for further details. 
 
The CAS Annual Meeting will take place, also using zoom, on June 28th. The agenda will include committee summaries, 
a financial report, and a vote to ratify current board members whose terms are expiring, as well as any proposed new 
members. Check upcoming email notices for further information.  
 
In lieu of our usual potluck dinner, it has been suggested that participants may want to set themselves up with cocktails or 
other drinks and hors d’oeuvres at 4:30 and join members on zoom at this time. The business meeting will begin at 5:00. 
 
 
 
 
AmazonSmile: A reminder 

Using AmazonSmile is a way to support Congregation Ahavath Sholom every time you shop on amazon.com.  

Shoppers who start and shop at smile.amazon.com have the added bonus that Amazon will donate a portion of the price 
of eligible purchases to CAS. We have been an authorized Amazon charity organization for a number of years. 

If you don’t already use AmazonSmile, please sign up; it’s really easy! 

Here's how to register: 

1. Visit smile.amazon.com 

2. Sign in with your Amazon.com credentials 

3. Locate Congregation Ahavath Sholom on the list of available charities 

4. Select us! 

4. Start shopping 

5. Add a bookmark for smile.amazon.com to make it even easier to return and start your shopping at AmazonSmile 



June Yahrzeits 
 
“Much of our experience of divine goodness, grace and love has come to us through those whose lives have touched our own.”  
                                                             Kol Haneshamah  
 
 

 Original date This year’s date 
 

Sarah Schattman 
  

Sivan 09 5664 6/1 

Howard Kanner 
  

Sivan 11 5756 6/3 

Robert Millimet 
  

Sivan 14 5772 6/6 

Regina Levine 
  

Sivan 16 5712 6/8 

Dorothy Krantz 
  

Sivan 19 5779 6/11 

Stephen Spiegelman 
  

Sivan 21 5759 6/13 

Sara Felber 
  

Sivan 23 6/15 

William Bannon 
  

Sivan 23 5764 6/15 

David W. Goldman  
   

Sivan 25       6/17 

Jason Cohen 
  

Sivan 25 5773 6/17 

Maurice Innerfield   
  

Sivan 27 5719    6/19 

Jeanette Scheinmann 
  

Sivan 29 5741 6/21 

Welles Hotchkiss 
  

Sivan 30 5757 6/22 

Jim Secundy Tammuz 01 5754 6/23 
 

Sade N. Goldstein Tammuz 02 5757  6/24 
 

 
 
 
May donations 
 
In memory of Malven Guralnick 
Joan and Dan Burkhard 
 
In memory of Sam and Irene Linder 
Tina Linder 
 
In memory of Irene Linder 
Barry J, Linder 
 
In honor of Barbara’s zoom services 
Linda Josephs 
 
Other Donations 
Stuart Greenberg 
Estelle Miller 
 
 
 
 
 



CAS Advertisers and Sponsors 
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   PLEASE SUPPORT THIS NEW CAS ADVERTISER 
 

                       


