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Coming services and events 

Wednesday, November 6 at 10:00 AM: Café Kehillah via Zoom 
 

Friday, November 8 at 5:00 PM: Kabbalat Shabbat with Rabbi Jennifer Rudin at the synagogue 
 

Saturday, November 9 at 10:00: Shabbat Morning Service with Rabbi Jennifer Rudin at the synagogue 
 

Sunday, November 10 at 4:00 PM: Tissot and the Hebrew Bible, a Jewish Museum Online Tour 
 

Monday, November 11 at 5:00 PM: CAS November Board Meeting 
 

Wednesday, November 13 at 10:00 AM: Café Kehillah via Zoom 
 

Monday, November 18 at 12:00 PM: Memoir Workshop via Zoom 

               at   7:00 PM: Photography Workshop via Zoom  
 

Wednesday, November 20 at 10:00 AM: Café Kehillah via Zoom 
 

Friday, November 22 at 5:00 PM: Kabbalat Shabbat with Rabbi Jennifer Rudin at the synagogue 
 

Saturday, November 23 at 10:00 AM: Shabbat Study with Rabbi Jennifer Rudin at the synagogue 
 

Wednesday, November 27 at 10:00 AM: Café Kehillah via Zoom 
 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

	

 

     

 

   

 

 

 

 



 
CAS Celebrates Rabbi Emerita Barbara Cohen 
 
Twenty years ago, Barbara Cohen came to our community with a gorgeous singing voice, a wealth of knowledge, an open 
heart, a keen sense of style and a paint brush--at least that’s how I remember it. She opened herself up to us and we 
opened ourselves up to her. She transformed our community, literally making over the sanctuary with the help of her 
husband Marc z”l. It was obvious from the beginning that things were not going to be the same in our somewhat stodgy old 
shul. And they weren’t. 
 

Barbara continued to learn and grow and so did we, and what was created was the kind of relationship that can’t really have 
an end. Barbara is part of Ahavath Sholom and always will be. The cream-colored walls in the sanctuary are one piece of 
evidence for that. There is a lot more evidence in our hearts, minds, and memories. 
 

Rabbi Cohen is stepping aside from her everyday duties. In September, the board of directors voted unanimously to make 
her the first ever Rabbi Emerita of our synagogue, conferring on her and her family honorary membership for life and the 
ability to perform lifecycle and other rituals, to work with the sitting Rabbi and executive board to continue as a respected, 
valued rabbinical presence in the community. 
 

Many of you know that Rabbi Jennifer Rudin will begin her role in the pulpit in November--we hope you will welcome Rabbi 
Rudin with the same openness that Barbara was welcomed twenty years ago. But at this moment of turning, in this season 
of change, this relationship is starting its own next season... We are incredibly indebted to Barbara, and we are also blessed 
that she--and everything that she has poured into our community--is still here.  
          John Slote  
 
At Berkshire South Community Center: 
 

    
 
At the home of Alison and Steve Weinberg: 
 

     
 



      
 

       
 

      
 
 
 



 
A Pastoral Support Update 
 
We are pleased to announce that arrangements have been made between Rabbi Emerita Cohen, Interim Rabbi Rudin, and 

the congregation to have Barbara continue to be accessible in person when available, by email, phone or by Zoom for 

pastoral care, support, and lifecycle officiation to CAS members, should they choose to reach out to her. This does not 

preclude anyone from reaching out to Rabbi Rudin, if they prefer. Both rabbis will share any pastoral concerns so that they 

are both up to speed at all times. Rabbi Cohen will also be able to represent Ahavath Sholom at community events (when 

available) to keep the congregation publicly visible in the Berkshire Jewish and broader community.   

 
Welcome, Rabbi Rudin 
 
Congregation Ahavath Sholom and our Berkshire community friends warmly welcome Interim Rabbi Jennifer Rudin to our 

historic home on North Street. On Friday, October 25th, a group of over 30 congregants and guests enjoyed a wonderful 

Simchat Torah service led by Rabbi Rudin (an exciting preview of what’s to come), and services were followed by an 

impressive potluck dinner.  

Please plan on joining Rabbi Rudin for Kabbalat Shabbat Service at 5:00 on Friday, November 8th, Shabbat Morning 

Service on Saturday, November 9th, Kabbalat Shabbat service on Friday, November 22nd, and a Shabbat Study Session 

on Saturday, November 23rd. 

                                            

Rabbi Jennifer Rudin is founder of Simcha-Services and Congregation Derech HaShalom, a new Jewish Community in 

MetroWest Boston. Rabbi Rudin believes in a Judaism that is authentic and meaningful, one that honors each person’s 

unique religious practices, and is supportive of each individual's personal Jewish journey.  Rabbi Rudin holds a BS in Urban 

Bilingual Education (Wheaton College), a MA in Jewish Education (Hebrew College), a Certificate in Jewish Family 

Education and a Certificate in Jewish Special Education.  Rabbi Rudin was ordained through the Jewish Spiritual Leader's 

Institute.  Rabbi Rudin splits her time between her home in Milford, MA and her father’s, CAS member Harold Rudin’s, home 

in Becket, MA.  She has three adult daughters and shares her life with her partner Dr. Jeffrey Bornstein.   



 
Joan Burkhard’s D’var Torah for Rosh HaShanah 
 
Good Morning and Shana Tovah to everyone in this warm, wonderful community.   When asked to speak this morning, I 
thought - Oy! The High Holiday portions- the lies, deceit, the hurt, the challenge of impossible decisions - how are we to 
make sense of their complexity and translate Torah to any kind of a guide for living?  It’s a difficult task.  And - so is being 
a human being with thoughts, feelings, single or partnered, caring for a home, dogs, a career and let’s not forget about the 
children, aging parents, or the Cat Ladies.  It’s a balancing act, sometimes as precarious as the Olympic balance beam. 
 
I want to share with you a story. My story.  As a young woman of 28, I left public education to become the Executive Director 
of a small organization in Stockbridge. Riverbrook is home to 23 women born with developmental disabilities.  My husband 
Dan and I thought this was going to be a wonderful adventure.  We dove into the experience willingly.  
 
We sold our little farm house in Great Barrington and moved into the Riverbrook mansion with our secondhand furniture, a 
large aquarium and two Lhasa Apsos.  We quickly bonded with the women in residence and started to create activities to 
introduce ourselves to the wider community. In the next few years there would many hurdles.  We needed to come into 
compliance with a complex licensing system, we integrated women who had been institutionalized all of their lives in sterile 
environments, we had to build a staff and become comfortable with being managers. 
 
We were also raising two children with all the needs, desires and interests that young beings require to flourish.  Dan was 
teaching full-time and doing financial work for Riverbrook at night.  We were busy, fulfilled and sleeping very well.  It was a 
balancing act , but we thought we had it under control.  Until - we didn’t.   
 
First came the unexpected death of Dan’s mother.  Then his sister fell into a deep depression.  His family lived in California 
and cross-country trips became necessary.  During these visits, we realized Dan’s father, had developed dementia and we 
moved him into a care facility. As we began to come up for air, my beloved Aunt Lillian, long recognized as the family genius, 
Chief Statistician for Dept of Health, Education and Welfare in Washington, DC, developed Alzheimer’s Disease.  What a 
shock!  She had never married and named me as her primary caregiver.  If this wasn’t quite enough, both my parents 
developed macular degenerative eye disease. In tears, my Dad turned in his driving license.   
 
Every day, every single day, I struggled with where we were needed most.  Every day, every single day, I felt like I was in 
the wrong place.  If I was home with the children, I thought I should be with my Aunt.  If I was with my Aunt, I felt pulled to 
settle some care need for the fragile women of Riverbrook.  My house needed cleaning, my parents needed medical care 
and the support and love of family. My Jewish guilt knew no bounds.  I also know this a familiar story for many of you sitting 
here.  Conflicting loyalties, how to stay present, whose needs are the most pressing? I struggled to make decisions and 
prioritize my time.  
I began to resent all the legitimate needs and responsibilities for people I deeply cared about.  I felt completely fragmented, 
overwhelmed with no easy escape route. I even had a recurring dream that I was in the hospital and could put all of life 
down in exchange for being fed, tended, and taking a long nap.  The chaos of the world and of our hearts can be 
overwhelming. With my plate overflowing, surprisingly, I found I was held by a solid community of friends who listened and 
mopped my tears.  It was enough to get me through. 
 
So, what does this tale of woe have to do with today’s portion? In my opinion, the story of Sarah and Hagar starts out well.  
In response to Sarah and Abraham’s inability to have children, until the miraculous happened much later in their lives, they, 
Sarah and Abraham, experience the heartbreak that many couples experience.  Sarah advances what would now be a 
progressive idea that Abraham might lie with another woman, Hagar, their maidservant.  Lo and behold!  The union is 
successful, and Hagar becomes pregnant.  Wonderful- just as planned! But not so fast.  
 
Hagar can’t resist taunting Sarah with her growing belly.  Sarah begins to feel less generous about her plan.  She believes 
she has lost status in the eyes of Abraham. In her need to re-elevate her position, she insists that Hagar leave.  Hagar is 
not a surrogate for Sarah and Abraham. She will be the mother of Abraham’s child.  Which leaves us to ponder -  who is 
Sarah in the triangle? A stepmother? Hager’s overseer? A sister-in -law?  We never learn if Sarah has affection for the 
baby.  Perhaps Abraham feels tenderness toward Hager - maybe he is affectionate, perhaps they have a more lasting 
intimate relationship.  Imagine how conflicted this might make Sarah feel.  Her plan, now successfully executed, has left her 
jealous. Wanting to see the last of Hagar. Angry. Needing revenge. Not wanting to know the child. Wishing she had made 
a different choice. Fragmented. Conflicted.  And remember, she arranged this process.  Oh, the decisions we make… 
 
And what about Hagar? With our cool rational minds, let us examine the facts.  Hagar is going to have a child with a man 
not her husband.  We have no idea how the other women in her circle view such a happening.  Did she have anyone with 
whom to discuss her decision? friends, a mother, a wisdom leader?  We don’t know. Once she has conceived and is with 
child, she forgets her position and holds her pregnancy over Sarah. She taunts her and Sarah’s resentment grows with 
each exchange. 
 
Sarah appeals to Abraham to intervene between the two women. Please- help me manage.  His ambivalent response to 
his wife is “do whatever is right in your eyes”. No help from the child’s father. Abraham is at his best when he is gazing at 
the stars and arguing with God. He is a failure when meting out justice in his own family. Likely as anguished and distressed 
as the women, Abraham doesn’t know which way to turn.  Where does his loyalty belong, how can he attend to the needs  
 



 
 
of both women?  He becomes fragmented, conflicted, and feels uncertain about what to do. He, too, has no one to turn to 
for guidance.  Each of the players struggles alone.  It is such a painful place to be. 
 
Ultimately, Hagar is cast out of the camp to wander in the wilderness.  She is given no way to survive. She leaves without 
food or water.  The situation could not be more dire. Sarah’s plan for Abraham’s heir has evoked tremendous upset and 
betrayal.  It’s biological, it cannot be changed. Two women pulled by circumstance into making decisions fraught with 
anguish.  Such good intentions, a desired baby, an heir for Abraham. As the women harden their hearts, pain is inflicted in 
both directions. Rage lives just beneath the surface. They experience conflicting loyalties, each hurt by the other - unable 
to reconcile for the good of the children, let alone themselves.  Their inner lives are shattered and fragmented. One can 
imagine their minds reviewing the series of events endlessly as they struggle to seek an end to their misery. In their 
loneliness and distress surely they suffer deeply. It’s hard to be human in this conflicted world. 
 
We are all living in the fragility of the human experience - the twists and turns of life and how they change us for better or 
worse.  Betrayal, ambivalence, gossip, ghosting those we profess to love, loneliness, illness, disability, death - we are all 
deeply challenged.  Love and grief are closely intertwined.  Caring for and about those close to us is both a mitzvah and an 
invitation to challenge one’s capacity to love. It’s easy to fragment and lose your way - like I did and like Sarah, Hagar and 
Abraham did as well.  Let’s remember that despite how torn the pregnant Hagar was - she returned to face the miserable, 
complex situation at the camp following the guidance of God’s angel.  Talk about having fragmented feelings! And one can 
only wonder how she was greeted. 
 
Those of us sitting in this room, hold an important piece of the puzzle of this human experience.  We have one another.  
This community, our Ahavath Sholom, which translates to Love of Peace, gives us a close and caring group to rely on in 
good times and those more difficult.  We have one another to lean on.  Our shared histories and life stories find meaning 
as we become more deeply connected.  We are a gift to one another.  In this community, we do not have to suffer alone. 
We can share our lives, the sad times and the simchas and be enriched by the experience. In the midst of splintering 
shattering and hardness may we find ways to soften and heal and repair. Shana Tova  
 
 
 
Linda Geffin’s D’var Torah for Yom Kippur 
 

In Nitzvayim, our great and imperfect leader Moses, gathers all people, for his final speech before his imminent 
death. 
“You are all standing this day before the Lord, your God the leaders of your tribes, your elders and your officers, 
every man of Israel, your young children, your women, and your convert who is within your camp both your 
woodcutters and your water drawers, ...and also with those who are not here with us, this day.”  

 
Moses has called all of the people of Israel and all of their generations to come, to make a commitment, to make good 
choices, even if they are difficult.  
 
Moses makes clear that he is speaking across the generations, addressing every individual — from the leaders to the 
laborers; men, women, and children; and even those who are not yet present to hear him speak, regardless of race, gender, 
sexual identity, nationality, age, or place of birth.  
 
And, as with any great leader, he offers comfort and support saying, don’t worry, it’s not too hard, it is within reach because 
it is already in their hearts.  
 

“Surely, this teaching which I enjoin upon you this day is not too baffling for you, nor is it beyond reach. It is not in 
the heavens, that you should say, “Who among us can go up to the heavens and get it for us and impart it to us, 
that we may do it?” Neither is it beyond the sea, that you should say, “Who among us can cross to the other side of 
the sea and get it for us and impart it to us, that we may do it?” No, the thing is very close to you, in your own mouth 
and in your own heart, that you may do it. See, I set before you this day life and goodness, and death and evil.”  

 
Moses’ words are so timeless that he could be delivering them in our synagogues today. Do the right thing. Make moral 
choices. Do good deeds. Be involved in your community.  
 
So, why does it seem so daunting? Perhaps because he also teaches us that our actions have consequences; our choices 
can cause miserable outcomes or rich blessings. We have free will. He gave us the how-to book, the owner’s manual for 
living- but like instructions for assembling Ikea furniture, the manual can be hard to understand.  
 
Moses is the ultimate spiritual teacher. He is telling us that it is only our self-limiting beliefs that restrict us in reaching our 
full potential. We must expand our sense of the possible and let go of the idea that we can’t change. Don’t say, “I’m too 
tired, old, young, not big enough, too uncertain, too afraid.” Our task is to align our beliefs about ourselves with our true 
potential.  
 



What is our potential? Limitless. 
Is it going to be challenging? Of course.  
Alternatively, what choice do we have? 
To be the best version of ourselves, ...or not.  
 
Yes, these are challenging times. But when has life for the Jewish people not been?  

 
I have always taken inspiration from Viktor Frankl. In Man’s Search for Meaning, he describes life in the concentration camp 
where he and his family were taken during World War II under the Nazi regime. He lost all of his possessions, all of his 
family and witnessed unspeakable cruelty and death every day. In spite of these losses, he realized while they can take 
everyone and everything from him, the one thing the Nazi’s couldn’t take was his ability to choose; (he says)“everything can 
be taken from a man but one thing: the last of the human freedoms – to choose one’s attitude in any given set of 
circumstances, to choose one’s own way.”  
 
That book and its central theme embedded itself somewhere deep in my consciousness. Fortunately, it was there when I 
needed it the most.  
 
As an assistant county attorney in Harris County, Texas, I was in charge of the group called Special Prosecutions Unit. Our 
targets were criminal enterprises that served as fronts for illegal activity such as animal abuse, gang warfare and human 
trafficking. The hours were grueling, the cases were abominable and yet, I loved it. Every time I went to court and advocated 
for victims of crimes, I slept a little better that night, hoping that maybe someone might be a little safer and also sleep better 
that night.  
 
Tikkun olam refers to the idea that the world is a broken vessel, and we all have a duty to do our part to repair it. To own 
our portion and start the reparative process. When I saw the weary faces of young women who felt that they have no 
choices, I knew that I had found my tikkun, my portion to repair. And that’s what kept me going to these locations and raising 
my voice about human trafficking. In the words of the great Dr. Martin Luther King Jr, “Our lives begin to end the day we 
become silent about things that matter.”  
 
Have you ever sensed a whisper, experienced a random act of kindness, or insult, a bump on the road that shook you to 
your core?  
 
I have. I brought these major criminal organizations to court, and they were forced to shut down along with their cash flow. 
Most crooks would rather go to jail than suffer a financial loss of their ill-gotten gains. So, as we were gained momentum, 
the crooks lost theirs and, the huge amounts of cash they received off the backs of the victims they controlled. But they 
were organized and had a plan.  
 
After returning home from Torah study on an otherwise uneventful Saturday, I put my keys on the hook and set my purse 
down and was viciously attacked. The crooks had followed me home. I was beaten until I unconscious and discarded on 
my kitchen floor. It was a professional job, a message sent to dissuade me. I laid on floor, unconscious, until I was able to 
get to the hospital the next day where I was diagnosed with a skull fracture, concussion, deep tissue bleeding on the brain 
and severe brain injury, similar to shaken baby syndrome; that is, the impact of the blows caused my brain to smash against 
the front of my skull and then, the back, repeatedly. My head, neck and chest were covered in fist sized bruises. I was 
immediately admitted into the neurological ICU. The prognosis was not good.  
 
I’ve struggled to get well, physically and mentally. I’ve wrestled with pain management and dark nights that seemed to never 
end.  
 
At first, just beginning each day was confusing and hard. And it wasn’t just the unrelenting pain. As is typical with a TBI, I 
was having difficulty with balance, and difficulty concentrating and sequencing my thoughts. I had lost what Malcolm 
Gladwell in his book, “Blink, describes as the spontaneous split-second ability to make  
decisions. From the time I woke up until the time I went to bed, everything I did like dressing, showering, fixing a meal were 
highly complex acts. I was constantly frustrated because I knew, I was supposed to know how to do, all of this. Just being 
in public, caused great anxiety. I couldn’t shake the feeling that the crooks would see me and finish the job. I jumped at 
every sound and every tiny change in my environment. Fear and dread were my new companions, also called post-traumatic 
stress disorder.  
 
Perhaps worst of all, was the fear that came with wondering, “What if, this is now my life, forever?” And, for a long time, it 
was my life.  
 
While taking short walks, I frequently stumbled and fell. This was so commonplace that I would gauge whether to turn 
around and head home by how much blood was flowing or the amount of gravel embedded in my elbows and knees. My 
unremitting anxiety was like a heavy coat. I was afraid of going outdoors, afraid of being in public, afraid at night and more 
than anything else, terrified of living out my life like this.  
 
Something profound happens when you’ve been to the edge of death and been given a second chance. As dark as things 
seemed upon occasion, I was always, always grateful that I was still here ... to hear my children’s voices, the songs of the 
birds outside my window at dawn, the kindness of friends. Colors, sunsets, rain showers are all equally exquisite.  
 



 
Eventually, there was a slight shift. When every ounce of my being wanted to stay behind locked doors with my dogs, I 
forced myself to open the door and step outside. That changed everything.  
 
I acquired a new perspective. How often are you handed extraordinary, life defining moments. My whole world had fallen 
apart, and I was abruptly brought to my knees. Miraculously, I was given the gift of a second chance. A chance to rebuild 
my life, and to toss out everything that wasn’t working and keep only the parts were good and true. 
  
When I was working trafficking cases, sometimes people would say to me that I was courageous for working in this field. I 
really wasn’t. I felt fortunate to have a job that I loved and one that allowed me to feel as if I was making a difference.  
 
If there was any courage involved, it wasn’t about going into crime infested locations. It was 100% about the struggle to get 
through the day.  
 
My challenge was never about fear of failure. It was about the fear of losing the will to try again. Every day I chose to open 
the door and venture outside, I never knew if my body or feelings would end up re-wounded, raw and even more vulnerable. 
I had to stand up for myself before I could ever stand up for others again. Despite the uncertainty, I still had choices. 
 
The message I received from those thugs was very different from what was intended. The message I received was that no 
matter how hopeless it seems, no matter how bruised and battered you are, you always have a  
choice on how to view the situation and to not let the situation define you. Courage is choosing to be the very best version 
of yourself, every second of every day, under extreme adversity and with total uncertainty of the result. Often, that choice 
appears suddenly, and you have but a split second. In that fleeting moment, what will you do, how will you choose? Moses 
tells us,  

This day I upon call heaven and earth as witnesses: I have set before you life and death, blessing and curse. 
You shall choose life.  
 

What is keeping you in bondage? What chains have you yet to break free off? We will all be confronted with life defining 
moments, moments that will change the narrative of your life story. What will be written? It’s up to you.  
 
May we remind ourselves that Torah is not in the heavens or across the sea, but close to our hearts for us to make real.  
 
May we reaffirm the covenant made with the Divine this day and every day, so that when we’re gone, the goodness of our 
actions and our lives may carry on in this world.  
 

Now at the dawn of 5785 is time.  

Perhaps, like me, you still have your portion to repair.  
 
 
Our Annual Yom Kippur Food Drive 
 
Dear Congregants and Friends, Thank you for your generosity and thoughtfulness. We surpassed last year’s total by far. 
We collected 575 items (only two had expired). We had forty boxes of cereal! Alison, Steve, and I loaded our SUVs with 
all the food we had carefully sorted and delivered it to the Pantry. Food insecurity continues to be an issue in Berkshire 
County, and we will continue to help as best we can. Thank you again.  
         Susan Weinstein 
 

                    This year we were able to deliver 575 items to the People’s Pantry! 
 

         
 
Dear Rabbi Cohen, 
I just wanted to thank you and your congregation for an incredible donation of food from your High Holiday Food Drive. We 
were truly overwhelmed to receive such an abundance of food from you. We are so grateful! Our shoppers really appreciate 
all of the donations. Currently we feed over 3,000 people per week and the number keeps rising. Your support really helps!  
         Laura Gratz, Board VP and Volunteer 



 

           
 
In addition, three of us were able to help out Hevreh when they were low on volunteers in September.  We prepared a 
takeout meal at the Breaking Bread kitchen at the American Legion in Sheffield. The meal is served on Thursdays from 
three thirty until six. Please contact me if you are interested in volunteering. 

Susan Weinstein 
 
 
 

Our Sukkah 
 

								 				 
	

 
 



Jewish Museum Virtual Tour: Tissot and the Hebrew Bible 
 
Congregation Ahavath Sholom is excited to announce another virtual tour from the Jewish Museum, led by renowned 
lecturer Rena Tobey. This latest tour, titled "Tissot and the Hebrew Bible," showcases original designs by the French painter 
James Tissot (1836-1902) from a collection of over 350 paintings depicting stories from the Hebrew Bible. Tissot's 
watercolor illustrations cover all the books from Genesis to the Prophets and are highly cherished in the Jewish Museum's 
collection. These illustrations, presented as cinematic vignettes, have had a significant influence on popular culture for many 
years. 
 
After receiving great praise for his illustrations of the Christian Bible, Tissot embarked on a project to illustrate the Hebrew 
Bible. In 1896, he visited Palestine multiple times to seek inspiration, immersing himself in the landscapes relevant to the 
biblical stories to ensure historical accuracy in his illustrations. 
 
Tragically, Tissot passed away suddenly in 1902 while working on the project. His studio artists continued the series, either 
completing his unfinished works or creating new pieces in his style. This tour delves into the captivating story of how these 
illustrations found their way into the Jewish Museum's collection. 
 

Please join us on Sunday, November 10th at 4:00 p.m. via Zoom. CAS members $25; non-members $30. 
 

For more information and Zoom reservations visit: www.ahavathsholom.com  

             
 

           Moses Defends Jethro’s Daughters, c. 1896–1902. Jewish Museum, New York.                         Self-Portrait, c. 1865                 
 

     
 

Moses Forbids the People to Follow Him, c. 1896-1902. Jewish Museum, NY         The Offering of Abraham, c. 1896-1902. Jewish Museum, NY 

 
 



Chanukah Pop-Up Shop and Creative Arts Showcase 
 

Save the Date  
 

Congregation Ahavath Sholom’s  
 

Chanukah Pop-Up Shop  
& 

                       Creative Arts Showcase  
 

                      
 
                Sunday, December 1st, 11:00 AM - 3:00 PM 

at the synagogue  
 

Perfect Chanukah Candles 
Original Greeting Cards designed by CAS artists  

Our own “Creative Arts” motto coffee mugs and aprons  
One-of-a-kind Chanukah decorations  

Our CAS Published Authors Showcase  
 

CAS members have underwritten this event.  
All proceeds benefit the congregation and the People’s Pantry.  

 
Be sure to check out the promotional video on the CAS website! 

 



November Creative Arts Workshops 
 
The next Memoir Writing Workshop is scheduled for Monday, November 18th at noon. Shared readings and 
short writing exercises. Each of these sessions is stand-alone. Please RSVP to Barbara Janoff at 
bjanoff1@gmail.com. Suggested donation to CAS is $10 to support our Creative Arts Programs. 
 
Barbara Janoff Ph.D. is retired from the Fashion Institute of Technology, State University of New York in Manhattan, where she taught writing and literature. 
Her poetry and essays have appeared in a number of journals, including Communication Arts, Women's Work: The Journal of the Columbia College 
Women's Center and the Berkshire Review. 
                                                                                                                                      

                                                      
 
 

                                                                  Photograph by Nick Morrison on Unsplash 
 
 

The next Photography Workshop will also take place on Monday, November 18th, at 7:00 PM. Participants in 
the workshop can submit any images they would like discussed, regardless of subject matter or content, using 
phone or camera. They can also share their screen with the group. These workshops are stand-alone sessions, 
open to all. Please RSVP to arthurhillman54@gmail.com. Suggested donation to CAS is $10 to support our 
Creative Arts Programs. 
 
Photographer and printmaker Arthur Hillman has been exhibiting his prints for more than 60 years. He has delivered a variety of lectures and presentations 
on photography and printmaking, juried many exhibits, and was a founding member of the Berkshire Photography Group. He is Professor Emeritus, 
Photography, Printmaking and Design, Bard College at Simon’s Rock.  
 

                                                   
                                                                
  

                                                                                Photograph by Michele Waldman from the CAS Photography Workshop 
 
 



November Yahrzeits 
 
Much of our experience of divine goodness, grace and love has come to us through those whose lives have       
touched our own.  
 

	
 
 
 
 

Hebrew Date Original Date 

 
This Year 

LeRoy Brecher Cheshvan 1 5750 10/30/1989 11/2 

Solomon Clarin Cheshvan 3 5743 10/20/1982 11/4 

Joseph Kogan Cheshvan 10 5752 10/18/1991 11/11 

Henrietta Slote Cheshvan 20 5775 11/13/2014 11/21 

Clyde H. Beigh Cheshvan 22 5781 11/9/2020 11/23 

James Orenstein Cheshvan 26 5779 11/4/2018 11/27 

Thomas Josephs Cheshvan 26 5769     11/24/2008 11/27 

Ludwig Maier Cheshvan 26 5714 11/4/1953 11/27 

Arthur Rothstein Cheshvan 27 5746 11/11/1985 11/28 

Anshel Tessler  Cheshvan 28 5721 11/18/1960 11/29 

 
 
November Donations 
           
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 
 

   

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

In honor of Rabbi Barbara Cohen 
Diana and Richard Richter     
Roberta Scheinmann 
 
In honor of Rabbi Barbara Cohen and her Café Kehillah    
Merle Berman       
 
In memory of  LeRoy Brecher 
Stephanie Sloane 
        
In recognition of Toby Axelrod’s Talk     
Judith M. Kunoff     
        
In honor of the High Holy Days 
Janet Weinstein         
     
In support of the Creative Arts Workshops     
Bill Barth (Photography) 
Ross Bettinger (Memoir) 
Caroline Forsman (Memoir and Photography) 
Bruce Frishkoff (Memoir)        
Linda Geffin (Memoir) 
Arthur Hillman (Memoir) 
Barbara Janoff (Photography) 
Linda Josephs (Memoir) 
Michele Waldman (Photography) 
    
General donations 
Pamela Berkeley and Bill Reed 
Brenda Joy Brod 
Stephanie Cohen 
Joel Douglas and Lynn Maier 
Rhonda Tescher 
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