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Raquel Bakalar, a Cuban immigrant who grew up in 
Los Angeles, remembers her mom proudly pointing out 
her name as a solver of the newspaper’s Yiddish word 
puzzles. Linda Galler, a law professor at Hofstra 
University said her mom used the Forward to teach 
her Yiddish as a teenager.

And Betty Baumel recalls the Sunday in 1961 when her 
mother-in-law, Molly, got a call from a relative asking, 
“’Did you see today’s Forward? Someone is looking for 
you.’” A few months later, Molly was reunited with her 
brother Pablo, who she had not seen since he left 
Poland for Argentina in 1928.

“among my late Mother’s treasures, I found a copy of 
the Forverts’ front page from May 14, 1948, the 
founding of the State of Israel, that I passed on to my 

daughter, Gina who lives there,” wrote Gita Kizell Pearl. 
“it’s prominently displayed at the entrance to her 
home.”

These are among the more than 165 stories that poured 
forth when we asked you, our readers, to share your 
memories of your mishpokhe’s connection to our fair 
paper. Now, in advance of Mother’s Day, we’ve selected 
some of them to share back.

Mother’s Day is, of course, not a Jewish holiday. It 
was invented by a well-intentioned Gentile lady, Anna 
Jarvis, and officially sanctioned by President Woodrow 
Wilson in 1914. But over the decades it has developed 
a kind of parve sensibility that has made it fully 
cross-denominational.
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Social distancing, quarantine, illness and death infuse 
this year’s celebrations with melancholy. At least we 
don’t have to battle for brunch reservations. Instead, –
and perhaps it’s what sweet shikse holiday-maker 
Jarvis had in mind when she conjured it out of thin air –
here’s a Mother’s Day bouquet of your moms and your 
mameloshn Forward.

(Responses have been edited for length and clarity.)

‘Yetta Esterow was thrilled’

”In 1956, my mother graduated second in her class from 
college, and her graduation photo was published in 
Forverts’s art section. She and her parents listened to 
the Forward’s Yiddish radio station WEVD and when I 
arrived, she’d play WEVD near my crib so that my infant 
ears could hear a Jewish language.

“I grew up to become a Forward editor and was on staff 
for a decade. I guess you could say the Forward has 
had an outsized cultural hold on my family. While I 
never learned to speak Yiddish, it seems subliminal 
training really works.”
– E.J. Kessler, Deputy Managing Editor/National Political 
Correspondent for the Forward, 1996-2006

“My mother read the Forward every morning. She 
would occasionally tell me about a wonderful story she 
read about a Jewish doctor, lawyer, accountant or 
writer. Many years ago when I was a reporter at the 
New York Times, I wrote a book about art thefts. I 
decided to try and get it reviewed in the Forward. It 
would be fabulous if my mother could pick up the 
Forward one day and see an article about her son.

“Dick Shepard, one of my colleagues at The Times, had 
a friend at the Forward named Eli Stolpner. Stolpner
told Dick to have me send him a copy of the book when 
it was published. A few days later, I told my father that 
there might be a piece abut me in the Forward, but 
asked him not to tell my mother. A week later, he told 
me there was a problem. ‘I didn’t tell Mama,’ he said, 
but ‘on her own she called the Forward and told them 
she had a great story about her son the writer, and she 
has an appointment to meet with one of the editors 
next week.’

“I told my father that the Forward is going to think that 

I’m using my mother to get a review, and so I told her 
to cancel the appointment. After I sent the book to 
Stolpner, there was a favorable review in the Forward, 
on August 21, 1966, but the last paragraph was 
particularly memorable. It said, ‘incidentally, the author 
of this book, Milton Esterow, is the son of long-time 
Forward readers, Bernard and Yetta Esterow.’ Yetta 
Esterow was thrilled.”
– Milton Esterow, 91, editor and publisher of ART news 
1972-2014

“She worked as the “reader” in a cigar factory, reading 
the Forward and other newspapers, magazines and 
even personal letters to the workers rolling the cigars. 
The reader received a small percentage from each 
worker, plus extra for private readings of mail after 
work hours. She helped me learn Yiddish using the 
Forward.”
– Richard Blankstein

“A secular Jew, one of the Jewish constants in her life 
was sprawling out on her large white living room couch 
with the Forward newspaper, trying to “catch up” with 
previous issues. She was always sending me relevant 
articles. I lived in a loft near the original Forward 
building and subscribed to the paper for certain writers 
and to keep my mother’s memory going.”
– Leslie Levinson

‘I’d hear her call the paper treyf’

“Despite being pregnant with me, 66 years ago my 
mother would do a daily dash to meet the NYC train 
delivering the Forverts to our hometown of Rochester. 
Later on, with me in the stroller, she continued this 
critical mission, bringing my immigrant grandmother 
her beloved Bintl Brief column. Today I read and enjoy 
this historic paper in English online.”
– Howard Dietch

“In the Bronx one day, where my Bubby lived, I was 
sent down to the corner candy store to buy the latest 
Forward. Not being literate in Yiddish, I inadvertently 
picked up a copy of the Morgen Freiheit, the Communist 
Yiddish competitor. Bubby was horrified. I quiekly went 
back to the store and made an exchange.”
– David Fishback, whose grandfather was on of the 
Forward’s chief typesetters
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“In 1965, after a few muggings, my grandmother came 
to live with us on Long Island. My mother had me go 
over to our loval Jewish candy store-luncheonette to 
get the Forverts for her. She was thrilled. Later, as her 
eyes began to fail, my mother would read to her and 
I’d head them laughing. Then, they must have read 
something that shocked them because I’d hear her 
call the paper treyf.”
– Nechamah A. Goldfarb

‘We especially loved the Bintel Brief’

“My grandmother, who came to this country in 1913, 
was a loyal daily Forverts reader. Every two weeks my 
mother would bundle up the papers and ship them to 
my grandmother’s sister in Salford, England.”
– Ira Kaye

”We lived outside of Pittsburgh, and my zaide, Herbert 
Kohn, lived in Philadelphia. He mailed my mom, 
Annette, the Forward. My sisters and I would sit on 
the floor around our Mom while she read the Forward 
to us, and translated the Yiddish. We especially loved 
the Bintel Brief.”
– Karen Shore

“The one daily ritual that could not be interrupted was 
her sitting down with coffee and reading the Forward. 
Done reading it, the paper would be carefully folded 
and passed on to her twin sister, Mollu, who lived in 
the city.”
– Sheila B. Amdur, who grew up on a small farm 
outside Pittsburgh; her mother, Pearl, worked in a 
taffy factory

“We shared a subscription to the Forward with our 
neighbors, the Rubins. Sima Rubin would call and tell 
us that she and husband Boris were finished reading 
their copy of it. Mrs. Rubin typically had a small paper 
bag filled with ripe figs from their backyard for my 
parents. “I could not figure out reading the words, 
they were just too long. My Yiddish was embedded in 
me and came out as an adult while picking up Klezmer 
at KlezKanada.” 
– Max Maizels

Stacie Funk is afraid to tell her son that there might 
not be summer camp this year.

Jonah, 21, has severe autism. Funk playfully calls him 
“one and done”: He’ll talk incessantly about a movie 
he wants to see, for example, and as soon as he sees 
it, he never mentions it again. But for 10 years, going 
to Camp Ramah in California, in Ojai, is the only thing 
Jonah has wanted to do every year, without fail.

He is 6’5” — his smile is bigger than everyone else’s. 
But over the last two months, shaken out of the 
routine he relies on to stay happy and focused —
school, library, hikes, movie theater — he’s reverted to 
behaviors his family thought they’d moved past. He 
yells, paces, doesn’t listen, hits himself. The toll on 
Jonah, Funk and the rest of their family is immense. 
Perhaps sensing the uncertainty about whether he 
can return to his favorite place, Jonah has taken to 
repeating, hundreds of times a day, “I am going to 
Camp Ramah this summer in 2020.”

“We’ve held it together as long as we can,” Funk said. 
“We’re now crumbling.”

Jewish Summer 
Camps Close, 
Stranding Kids With 
Disabilities - And 
Their Families
By Ari Feldman

News
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The pandemic has taken nearly 73,000 lives. It has 
taken livelihoods, disrupted school, separated families 
and is now poised to cancel Jewish summer camp. It’s a 
loss for thousands of families, and it cuts especially 
deep for those with children with disabilities. Those 
families rely on camp to give their kids a classic Jewish 
childhood experience that fits their needs, and to give 
parents a chance to recharge. Now the parents, already 
exhausted by the toll of the pandemic, are agonizing 
about how to break the news of a camp-less summer.

“Kids need camp this summer more than they ever 
have in their life,” Funk said. “And for special needs kids 
it’s that 1,000 times over.”

There are about 164 overnight Jewish summer camps in 
the U.S., including 100 camps with programs for 
children with disabilities serving more than 3,700 
campers. That’s about 5% of all Jewish campers, 
according to a 2019 survey by the Foundation for 
Jewish Camp.

While it’s not clear how many camps have closed, the 
closure of camps in the Reform movement alone, which 
is the largest denomination of American Judaism and 
operates 15 camps, means 10,000 campers — 600 with 
disabilities — won’t have the summer they wanted.

Forty years ago, there were only a handful of programs 
for teenagers with special needs at Jewish sleepaway 
camps. Now there are dozens, where children with 
special needs and disabilities often grow in ways that 
they can’t at home, experts say. Some programs have 
semi-separate schedules, with specialized classes to 
learn social skills. Others use a “full inclusion” model: 
kids with disabilities do just about everything that kids 
without disabilities do. There are even vocational 
programs, which teach job skills and independent living, 
and which support participants who continue to mature 
and develop socially well into adulthood.

But the main classroom is the camp itself, where 
campers with disabilities learn to get ready for the day 
by themselves, eat as a cabin, take leadership roles in 
programs and make friends.

The main draw, many parents say, is the moments 
when their children — who may be used to leading 
parallel but separate lives from peers at school who do 
not have disabilities — get to participate in camp-wide 
events like prayer services, sports games, color wars, 
talent shows and plays.

“Camp is really the ultimate environment” for inclusion 
in the Jewish world, said Howard Blas, the director of 
the Ramah network’s Tikvah programs for children with 
special needs.

Gail Heyman sends her 39-year-old son Scott to a 
vocational program at Camp Barney in Marietta, Ga., 
which is run by the Atlanta JCC, each June. He works in 
the dining hall, setting tables, serving food and 
cleaning. She said that Scott, who has Fragile X 
syndrome, “grows exponentially every summer socially 
and emotionally.”

Even though Scott has been going to Camp Barney for 
27 years, and plans to be there next summer, he said in 
an interview that he took the news that it would close 
this year really hard.

“I was shattered,” he said.

‘Strength for the entire year’

The parents and siblings of the special needs campers 
also value camp — for them, it’s breathing space. In 
social services, it is referred to as “respite.” It’s a 
chance for parents to relax their rule-bound lives, 
deviate from the strict schedules that children with 
disabilities might need to thrive and lavish attention on 
their other children.

And after months of stay-at-home orders, it’s 
especially needed now. Special needs families are 
struggling. Distance learning, by and large, is not 
working. The kids can’t meet in person with 
occupational, speech or physical therapists, and 
parents — who are balancing jobs and household duties 
— are not trained to fill their shoes.

“It’s just nice for my husband and I to have a reset,” 
said Amy Kales, who sends her three kids, who have a 
range of needs, to three different camps — all of which 
have closed. “It’s a luxury, but it’s great to go out to 
dinner and eat whatever we want, and not worry about 
who needs what.”

This reporter learned about respite firsthand, working 
as a staff member for four exhilarating summers in 
Camp Ramah in Wisconsin’s special needs programs. 
One of the first lessons I learned was that, while we go 
into the summer with earnest goals for each camper, if 
all we can accomplish is providing respite for the family, 
it will have been enough.
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“It gives them strength for the entire year,” said Judah 
Mischel, the director of Camp HASC, an Orthodox camp 
that usually enrolls about 350 children with a range of 
special needs.

The camps that have not yet declared themselves 
closed say they still hope to welcome campers this 
summer, and to provide that respite to families. Some 
Ramah camps have moved back their start date, or, like 
Ramah in California, where Jonah goes, have made no 
announcements yet.

Mischel, director of Camp HASC, said as of now they are 
hoping to open in some fashion — perhaps only on 
weekends, or only for campers who are not 
immunocompromised — but only in a way that will 
comply with state rules and health expert 
recommendations.

“But there’s no question that for this summer 
specifically our goal is to provide as much respite as we 
can,” Mischel said. “It’s an emergency situation.”

The Reform movement’s Camp Harlam and Ramah 
Darom in Georgia, which have both closed, have sent 
out surveys to parents of children with disabilities to 
ask what their needs are.

“That’s really the piece we need to figure out this 
summer: how can we continue to facilitate the amazing 
inclusion we do at camp, online,” said Dr. Audra Kaplan, 
Darom’s director of camper care and of its Tikvah 
support program.

Breaking the news

Losing camp has also put parents in the position of 
having to explain to their children that the pandemic 
has taken yet another piece of normal life.

Kales sends her oldest, 16-year-old Jack, to Camp 
Harlam, in Pennsylvania, where he is one of about 120 
kids participating in their inclusion program, out of 800 
total campers. When she broke the news that Harlam
was closed for this year, he was devastated. He was 
looking forward to playing and talking about sports —
and being tucked in each night by his bunkmates, who 
do not have disabilities.

“Maybe next year,” Jack, who has an intellectual 

disability resulting from a birth injury, said in an 
interview. But Kales isn’t sure of that: This summer was 
supposed to be Jack’s last as a camper.

With time left before the summer, parents like Stacie 
Funk, and campers like her son Jonah, are still holding 
out hope. She says she’ll take camp in whatever form 
Ramah can offer it, but has decided not to tell Jonah 
that there is a possibility camp won’t happen at all. She 
says she does not know how he’ll react.

“I can explain that he isn’t having a graduation,” she 
said. “I can get people on Zoom and have balloons and 
have a pretend ceremony. I can’t replace Camp Ramah. 
There is no substitute.”

For this story, I wanted to ask Jonah directly how he 
would feel if there was no camp this year, but I left it to 
Funk to determine the questions. I was concerned that 
by introducing the notion that camp might not happen, 
I would undermine his mom, and give him something 
new and upsetting to perseverate on.

Funk asked Jonah his favorite things about camp: 
ceramics, jewelry making, singing prayers with his 
friends, zip line. She finally asked him, what if there was 
no camp this year?

He changed the subject several times, before saying he 
would feel sad, and miss his friends. He soon went back 
to his standby, his hope: “I am going to Camp Ramah 
this summer in 2020.”

Ari Feldman is a staff writer at the Forward. Contact 
him at feldman@forward.com or follow him on Twitter 
@aefeldman

Jack, center, with his bunkmates in summer 2019
Credit: Courtesy of Amy Kales
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Fred Pressman was a giant in the 
Jewish world. A giant you probably 
never heard of. He didn’t hold 
power positions in major 
organizations, didn’t donate 
millions of dollars to causes. He 
was a giant wisp of a man, an 
aging hippie in saggy jeans with 
a stringy gray ponytail under a 
Bukharan kippah, a twinkling eye and a hearty chuckle.

Freddie was the guy who always showed up.

Maybe you know someone like Freddie. Every 
synagogue, every community has someone who is on 
every committee, at every program, in the choir, in the 
kitchen. But in the half-dozen shuls where I’ve been a 
member over my near-50 years, I have to say I never 
saw anyone quite like this — so totally committed, yet 
so completely humble. Freddie had this boundless 
ambition about building a better world, but he went 
about it like the master gardener he was — shovelful by 
shovelful, doing the work, contributing to the 
conversation, stepping up, saying “yes,” coming back.

You probably figured this out already, but Freddie died 
on Thursday. Not of Covid, actually. He was diagnosed 
with Acute Myeloma Leukemia the week our world was 
shutting down. He was 77 and is survived by his wife of 
38 years, Ronni; two sons, Randy and Ryan; daughter-
in-law Jessye; and two grandsons, Spencer and Jacob.

So many people are dying: 243,263 felled by this virus 
across the world as of Sunday morning, 66,445 
Americans in the past 10 weeks. Freddie is the one that 
made it personal for me, that made me gasp and sob.

In my mind, he is forever chopping vegetables.

Freddie was the most reliable volunteer for Bob’s 
Brunch Cafe, the popup restaurant I help run at our 
synagogue, Temple Ner Tamid in Bloomfield, N.J. He 
was always quick to respond to the emails I blasted out 
to the crew asking who could do what the next time. 

Literally the only time he said “no” was when the timing 
conflicted with the shul’s monthly program urging 
supermarket shoppers to donate bags of groceries to 
the food pantry.

Even then he didn’t say “no” — he said, I’ll be there at 8 
a.m., then leave at 9 to go to Shop Rite, then be back 
around 11.

Freddie wasn’t the chef. He was the guy chopping the 
onions, the parsley, tomatoes — whatever the person in 
charge said was needed. If the designated dishwasher 
didn’t show up, there was Freddie at the sink. He never 
left until the last plate was put away, including at our 
most recent Bob’s, in February, when he was struggling 
with persistent knee pain from a fall a few months 
before.

It turned out that the swelling in Fred’s knee never 
went down because of the leukemia, but we didn’t learn 
that until March 10 — too late. He came home from the 
hospital March 20, started chemotherapy, but was back 
in the E.R. with a spiky fever April 1.

Ronni, his wife, not allowed to visit because of corona, 
incessantly FaceTimed with him and the nurses, as his 
liver function diminished and his kidneys failed, until he 
stopped responding to seeing his grandsons on the 
screen, to even hearing music. Friends organized a 
Zoom healing service Thursday to support her; it 
started three minutes after he died.

A few years ago, our shul adopted as a high-holiday 
theme “Hineni.” Hebrew for “here I am,” it’s all over the 
Torah as a response to God’s call. Ronni, the 
synagogue’s clergy associate and also an artist, 
designed a little lapel pin. We all wore them through 
those high-holiday services, but Fred kept his on; a 
friend said at Thursday’s gathering that it was “like his 
nameplate.” Our rabbi, Marc Katz, wore one for Friday’s 
funeral.

“It’s one of the most famous and powerful concepts in 
the Torah — in countless stories, a person is confronted

Eulogy | ‘He Was Always Chopping Vegetables:’ 
Remembering Fred Pressman
By Jodi Rudoren

Opinion



GET THE LATEST AT FORWARD.COM

The Pandemic Is Forcing Synagogues To Reinvent Themselves 7

with an opportunity to be present,” Katz explained. 
“And that person must make a choice: Do I turn away 
or open myself up to what will come next.

“Fred Pressman loved the idea of hineni, of being 
present and ready for what came next; he embodied 
it,” Katz continued, ticking off Freddie’s official roles: 
vice-president of religious living, co-chair of adult 
education, co-chair of the Israel task force, co-chair 
for tikkun olam.

“Nothing was below him, if it meant being able to help 
others, whether it was driving someone to the 
hospital, bringing over food, or even building a bed.”

Or chopping vegetables.

In the last few days I’ve learned a bit more about this 
quiet giant. He dropped out of law school and drove a 
cab in New York City, with a knack for anticipating the 
right music to play for each fare. He apparently holds 
the Rhode Island high school football record for the 
longest punt. He never talked about his day job and 
even his family isn’t quite sure what he did at the 
Wakefern Food Corp. He was busy resettling refugees, 
visiting prisoners, bringing a Torah to an Israeli 
kibbutz, agitating about climate change, raising bees, 
planting wildflowers, collecting compost, chopping 
vegetables.

I’ve never known anyone who led quite like Freddie. 
He was never the guy on stage; he was making sure 
the microphone worked — and making sure there were 
people in the seats. He drank it all in: He would record 
lectures and study sessions on his phone and go over 
and over them, follow up with questions, share them.

“When Freddie was in charge of recruitment,” Katz 
said at the funeral, “I always knew we would have a 
crowd.” He explained it this way: “Since Freddie never 
said no to an opportunity, if he asked you to embrace 
one, you couldn’t say no.”

I’ll be thinking of Freddie the next time someone asks 
me to do something for someone else, for the world, 
to show up — and whenever I’m chopping vegetables. 
I’ll be thinking of him, and I’ll try to say “hineni.”

Jodi Rudoren is the editor-in-chief of the Forward.

The start of May means different things to different 
people, but for most synagogues, it means it’s time to 
start planning for the high holidays.

And it’s never been so difficult to make those plans.

Rosh Hashana and Yom Kippur are the spiritual and 
communal high points in the Jewish calendar — and 
also the time when many synagogues earn enough 
from ticket sales, membership renewals and 
donations to sustain their activities for the rest of the 
year.

It’s almost impossible to imagine a scenario in which 
it would be advisable to gather hundreds of 
congregants — in many places more like 1,000 to 
2,000 people — in the same room a little more than 
four months from now. But neither does taking 
Judaism exclusively online look like a sustainable or 
spiritually satisfying alternative. As such, the soul-
searching that is at the heart of the high-holiday 
season is starting especially early this year, and has 
many leaders and thinkers across the Jewish 
community looking even beyond the fall holidays, to 
the very future of the synagogue in America.

“It’s going to be very challenging for people to work 
through this,” said Dr. Ron Wolfson, the Fingerhut 
Professor of Education at American Jewish University 
in Los Angeles and author, most recently, of 
Relational Judaism.

“Asking for contributions when people are losing 
income and jobs and feeling insecure is going to be 
especially tough,” he added. “And yet, in the middle of 
a crisis, people look for ways to get support. There’s a 
great hunger for learning, for connection, at a time 
when you’re isolated.”

‘We’re all first-year rabbis’

As these questions surfaced in synagogues across the 
country, an unprecedented Zoom call took place last 
week. bringing together rabbis from coast to coast, 

The Pandemic Is 
Forcing Synagogues To 
Reinvent Themselves
By Ilene Prusher

News
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and from all denominations. The online gathering was 
the natural outgrowth of a question that Rabbi Michael 
Adam Latz, the leader of Shir Tikvah Congregation in 
Minneapolis, posted in a multi-faith clergy support 
group on Facebook, itself formed in response to the 
coronavirus crisis. Latz found an outpouring of interest 
from other rabbis keen to share ideas and concerns 
about navigating uncharted waters.

His initial thought was to foster a conversation among 
around 25 rabbis. Instead, he got 339.

“There’s a real moral question here,” Latz said. I don’t 
think anyone expects us to have either herd immunity 
or a vaccine by September 18th, so what then?”

Not being able to tend the flock in person - and not 
knowing when it’ll be safe to do so — is a loss over 
which many rabbis are grieving, he said. Latz recounted 
being asked by a brand-new rabbi what he, after 21 
year on the bima, would recommend. “I said, look, we’re 
all first-year rabbis these high holidays.”

The call he hosted included rabbis and some cantors 
from all walks of Judaism, pointing to a phenomena 
many rabbis interviewed for this article cited: a kind of 
lowering of denominational divides.

“Before coronavirus, we all lived in parochial spaces,” 
Latz explained. “‘This is my shul, this is my brand.’ But 
now we’re in a time where in order to thrive as a 
people, we need to reach beyond those boundaries to 
lift each other up and support each other.”

The upsides of virtual

One of the people on that call was Rabbi Diana Miller, 
who like many rabbis across America, took her 
synagogue online-only in mid-March. That was a sea 
change for the Little Shul by the River, or Kehilat
HaNahar.

For the community of 130 families in New Hope, PA and 
neighboring Lambertville, NJ, being present to pray is 
important, but the hugging and schmoozing that follow 
is as holy a part of the ritual as any.

But from simchas to shivas, shul life has had to go 
virtual. That’s had some upside. One of Miller’s recent 
highlights was officiating at a baby-naming in which the 

mother, Princeton professor Betsy Levy Paluck, was 
able to share her joy with friends and family in six 
different countries, including Rwanda, where she had 
done some of her field research.

“Everyone involved had a front seat to this event, and 
the technology allowed for an incredible experience 
that wouldn’t have happened otherwise,” said Miller, a 
Reconstructionist rabbi. The Little Shul has even 
attracted some new members in the course of 
lockdown, a sign that people feeling isolated are 
searching for ways to connect.

But six weeks later, Miller wonders if some 
congregants, who at first logged on in droves while life 
as we knew it ground to a halt, might now be 
experiencing a bit of “Zoom fatigue.”

“It’s cool,” says Miller, “but it doesn’t replace what we’re 
ultimately yearning for.”

That seems to be the rabbinical consensus. In Boca 
Raton, Fla., Rabbi David Baum, of Congregation Shaarei
Kodesh said Zoom has allowed snowbirds who only 
attend during “the season” to join the community 
virtually, even though they’ve headed back north for 
the summer. So online shul has opened up possibilities 
for more people to connect from afar, but also 
underscoring how much better it is to meet face-to-
face. “I believe that one of the lessons we have learned 
through our social distancing,” he said, “is the power 
and importance of being together, in person, as a 
community.”

Rabbi Carnie Rose, a Conservative rabbi in St. Louis, 
Missouri, has taken to heart the lesson of one of his 
favorite Jewish jokes: “I don’t come to shul to talk to 
God, I come to talk to Goldstein.” He has eschewed 
Zoom on Shabbat, instead relying on a livestream in 
which he, one of the other rabbis or the cantor comes 
to the synagogue alone and runs a service as a 
“shulcast” that’s always on. The results, he said with 
candor, are mixed. “Being seen and being heard is very 
powerful for people,” Rose said, “so Shabbat feels a 
little flat right now.”

‘We’re not just going to snap back’

Whether it’s with Zoom or streaming or the outdoor
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minyan in which 10 people stand at a significant 
distance from each other, the pandemic is altering the 
way Jews do Judaism, and synagogue life may never be 
quite the same.

Having synagogues across America physically 
shuttered has opened possibilities that were 
unfathomable only a few months ago. A wandering Jew 
can pop into a mega-seder in New York, a Zen Jewish 
meditation circle in LA, a cantorial concert in Berlin, a 
Torah study circle in Istanbul and a Kabbalat Shabbat 
service in Jerusalem — all from the comfort of home, 
possibly in their pajamas. Will there ever be a reason to 
get dressed and go to shul again? And with much of it 
being offered for free while the contagion-related crash 
consumes jobs and eats away at investment portfolios, 
many rabbis wonder how synagogues large and small 
will sustain the shocks.

“We’re not just going to snap back to where we were 
before,” said Rabbi Bradley Shavit Artson, dean of the 
Ziegler School of Rabbinic Studies at the American 
Jewish University in Los Angeles. At the same time, he 
said, the need for spiritual sustenance through this 
period of uncertainty has only proven how relevant 
Jewish life is. “I do think that there will be a period in 
which we can show people that when they were pushed 
against a wall, they needed Judaism, they needed 
Torah, and they needed loving teachers to help guide 
them through it.”

But rabbis, teachers and the institutions that sustain 
them come at a cost, and some communities may find 
increasing numbers of congregants struggling or flat-
out unable to contribute. It’s still too early to calculate 
how the cascading economic downturn — one that 
could potentially be the most severe since the Great 
Depression, according to a presidential advisor this 
week — is going to impact synagogues and other key 
players such as Jewish federations, day schools and 
summer camps.

“The reality is that this has been a disaster and we’re 
nowhere near finished,” Artson added. “There will be a 
lot of nonprofits and small businesses that won’t 
recover. Many donors will not be in a position to give, or 
will be scared and will be waiting on the sidelines for a 
while. So we’ll have to accommodate for that and figure 
out how to get through the next couple of months and 
years.For the high holidays, Rose said members of his 
137-year-old congregation would like nothing more 

than to sit where their grandparents sat and davened. 
But they’ve sketched out a plan with three possible 
options.

“One is completely virtual and I’ll have no choice but to 
work with Zoom,” he explained. “Two is a hybrid, with 
both virtual and non-virtual. Three is to do three 
‘sittings.’ Rather than put 1,600 people in one space, we 
might limit it to 600 and do it three times. Or maybe it 
will be 1,200, and we tell 400 who are at higher risk, 
please don’t come - join us from home.” His synagogue 
has been against assigned seating on high holidays, but 
maybe they would use that this time, to enforce social 
distancing.

When declining membership collides with 
corona blues

In many ways, the pandemic has amplified previous, 
long-standing challenges. The Pew Research Center’s 
2014 “A Portrait of Jewish Americans” showed a 
declining trend of synagogue membership and religious 
affiliation among American Jews, with 32% of Jewish 
millennials describing themselves as either having no 
religion or simply identifying as Jewish on the basis of 
ancestry, ethnicity or culture. Synagogues have long 
been finding it difficult to attract younger families and 
individuals.

Now, hit even harder by the corona economy, some 
synagogues may find themselves pressed to make 
difficult decisions soon. Membership levels and 
donations can be expected to drop, and if synagogues 
remain online, congregants are likely to expect to pay 
less or to question the efficacy of being enrolled in 
religious school. Galas and other fundraising events 
may be out of the question for most of the 2020-2021 
year.

“It’s likely that this will present challenges to budgets, 
and the biggest part of those budgets are salaries for 
staff,” Wolfson said. “Some synagogues, for example, 
will have to make decisions about junior rabbis if 
they’re large congregations. The fear of serious 
furloughing is a real concern in these congregations. 
And if jobs disappear, how do the seminaries recruit 
new classes of students?”

Wolfson said it may take angel investors to allow some 
communities to maintain their staff, including people 
like teachers, youth directors, and support staff. “If this  
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congregations, we’re in danger of losing core 
institutions in our community, or we’re going to lose 
jobs in those institutions, which would be terrible,” 
Wolfson says.

Digital, agile and less territorial

It feels wrong to define a pandemic as having a silver 
lining. But one reality is that while the bricks-and-
mortar synagogue may be due for a slow-moving 
blow, newer and more creative forms are thriving and 
expanding. Lab/Shul, a New York City-based 
community founded by Rabbi Amichai Lau-Lavie, was 
already partially online to include participants off-site. 
Their second night Pesach seder had upwards of 
1,000 households join at different points during the 
night.

Around the same time other synagogues went online 
only, Lab/Shul started offering Soul Spa, a daily 
afternoon Lab/Shul gathering that ends with an 
opportunity to say kaddish, the prayer for the dead.

“We’ve already been a pop-up and we already were a 
digital community, but never as much as now,” said 
Lau-Lavie. “We’re Jewing more than ever. We’re 
spiritualizing and community networking. How much 
of that will maintain into month two or three or six, I 
don’t know. But we are making space for people to 
connect to themselves and to each other, some of 
that is helping.”

In this period that has forced millions of people inside, 
bringing the pace of travel to a halt and curbing 
carbon emissions in a way that Greta Thunberg could 
not, it’s worth using this moment to reset the Jewish 
community’s clock as well, said Lau-Lavie.

“For Jews, there’s a real question about our 
ecosystem: How much do we need and how can we 
share resources? How can we be agile and fluid and 
less territorial?” he asked. “Smart teamwork is going 
to create a survival-of-the-fittest for the community 
at large. It will be the synergies that emerge from this 
that will sustain the future.”

Ilene Prusher is a writer and journalism professor 
based in Boca Raton, Florida.

Bella Staav and Jonathan Sunshine arrived at Holmby
Park wearing the accessories du jour in the Time of 
Coronavirus, a face mask and gloves. What set them 
apart was their formal attire, which had the whiff of a 
special occasion.

Holmby Park is a verdant oasis in Los Angeles, not far 
from Beverly Hills, the UCLA campus and Hugh 
Hefner’s old Playboy Mansion. It’s one of those off-
the-radar places Angelenos can still escape to even 
as L.A.’s more popular outdoor venues are closed to 
the public. So it was here, on a lush, hilly lawn that the 
couple affixed an iPhone on a tripod and opened 
Zoom, providing distant friends and relatives from 
Canada to Argentina a window onto what was about 
to unfold. Ten feet away, a cellist began to play Erev
Shel Shoshanim (“Evening of Roses”) as a mass of 
park-going strangers, two witnesses, a photographer 
and the couple’s rabbi, Sinai Temple’s Erez Sherman —
all in masks and gloves — gathered as close as social 
distancing allowed.

“We have a lot of uninvited guests here,” Rabbi 
Sherman declared. “Please, join us from afar.”

With both real and virtual audiences looking on, Staav
and Sunshine defied the stalemate and uncertainty of 
a global pandemic and engaged in a radical act of 
hope: They got married.

“Can we hug now?” Staav, the 28-year-old bride, 
wondered after the couple exchanged vows. Given 
the public display, she was careful not to disrespect 
the strict physical distancing rules implemented by 
the City of Los Angeles.

“Of course,” Sunshine, 30, replied. “We live together!”

Theirs may have been among the only weddings in 
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history not to include a kiss, but as anyone present 
could attest, the similarities between a typical wedding 
and this one were few.

Since the couple still plans to celebrate in August, the 
park simcha was a civil ceremony, not a traditional 
Jewish wedding. There was no chupah, no hora, no 
shevah brachot. The groom didn’t stomp on glass, and 
the only official “guests” were two legally required 
witnesses. But there was singing, couple-only dancing, 
a heartfelt exchange of vows and the birkat kohanim, 
the priestly blessing. There was joy.

As the rabbi struggled to remove the marriage 
certificate from a sealed envelope, he said, “I’ve never 
done this with gloves.”

Such are the trade-offs for couples who wish to 
proceed with their nuptials during the era of Covid-19, 
in which stay-at-home orders have made large 
celebrations among family and friends improbable, if 
not impossible. And yet, for couples like Staav and 
Sunshine who are committed to moving forward with 
their lives despite the restrictions, rabbis are finding 
creative ways to channel tradition in the most non-
traditional of circumstances.

“Until this very moment our rabbinate was almost 
exactly what I pictured it would be,” Rabbi Nicole Guzik, 
Sherman’s wife, said when I reached the couple at 
home to ask how the pandemic was impacting Jewish 
weddings. “Never in my wildest dreams could I predict I 
would have to be a rabbi in this fashion. It’s completely 
throwing us for a loop.”

Guzik and Sherman work together at Sinai Temple in 
Westwood, one of the L.A.’s largest congregations, 
which serves an estimated 1,800 families. It is a rare 
weekend, they said, when they do not perform at least 
one or two weddings — which, according to Jewish 
tradition, is how it should be.

“The first commandment in the Torah is peru urevu,” —
be fruitful and multiply, Guzik said. “You’re supposed to 
create a family. So when we talk about putting off a 
wedding for nine months to a year, you’re really putting 
the creation of your family on hold.”

I asked what advice they’re dispensing to couples who 

wish to postpone this milestone.

“We’re trying to determine what’s most important,” 
Guzik said. “Is it most important to have 350 people 
celebrating a wedding in person? Or is the priority for 
two people to declare their love in front of a few people 
they cherish the most?”

In the case of Staav, who works as vice president of 
operations and education for the Long Beach 
Symphony, and Sunshine, a production manager at 
DreamWorks Animation, the original plan was a March 
29 seaside wedding for 100-plus guests in Redondo 
Beach. On March 7, days before California Gov. Gavin 
Newsom issued the statewide “safer-at-home” order, 
the bride’s father, Jack, was admitted to the hospital 
and diagnosed with grade 4 glioblastoma — a very 
aggressive brain tumor.

“I was in the ER parking lot, talking to the wedding 
planner,” Staav recalled. “I said, ‘I don’t know if my 
Dad’s gonna make it. Maybe we should make March 29 
a small hospital wedding.’”

The couple prepared for a bedside ceremony following 
Jack’s brain surgery on March 13. But a few days later, 
the global shutdown began and visitors were not 
permitted to enter the hospital. Less than a month 
later, on April 11, Jack died.

When the couple reached out to Rabbi Sherman to tell 
him the news, they mentioned that their marriage 
license would expire in May. Sherman knew the city had 
stopped issuing licenses during the shutdown and 
anticipated a long backlog when things were finally up 
and running again. Aware that Jewish tradition harbors 
some anxiety about civil marriage, fearing that couples 
who are civilly married might forgo a Jewish wedding 
altogether, Sherman encouraged the couple to go 
ahead and get hitched. Then he turned to Jewish 
sources for a precedent. He discovered that in 15th 
century Spain, when Spanish Jews were suffering under 
the harsh conditions of the Inquisition and public Jewish 
rituals were considered dangerous, the rabbis declared 
a civil marriage a valid Jewish marriage.

“God-willing, we will stand under the chupah soon,” 
Sherman said at the Holmby Park nuptials.



GET THE LATEST AT FORWARD.COM

‘In All Of The Pain I Am Reminded Why I Became A Rabbi In The First Place’ 12

Sherman and his wife, Guzik, are facing the same 
dilemma in both their professional and personal lives: 
Sherman’s sister and Guzik’s brother are both 
scheduled to be married this summer.

I asked them how they plan to instill these pandemic-
era weddings with a sense of hope and optimism.

“It’s simple,” Guzik said. “The couple’s willingness to 
declare their love and move forward despite the 
obstacles — that’s the hope and the light.”

The bride, Staav, agreed. “It’s a sad time with the virus 
and because of what happened with my Dad,” she 
said. “But there’s also a lot to be grateful for and to 
celebrate. A big wedding is just a cherry on top; it’ll 
happen when it happens. The beauty of our marriage 
is happening right now.”

So instead of a glamorous honeymoon, the couple will 
return to their one-bedroom apartment and continue 
to shelter-in-place.

“It’ll be more of the same,” Sunshine admitted. “But 
the same is already so beautiful with Bella.”

At the conclusion of their civil wedding, the couple sat 
in the park and drank champagne. A pair of admirers 
who had watched the wedding stopped by, wished 
them mazal tov, and gave them a coveted wedding 
gift: a 12-pack of toilet paper.

Danielle Berrin is a writer in Los Angeles.

“Like I told you, it’s an honor.”

With these words, Jimmy Breslin concluded his 
famous New York Herald Tribune column after the 
assassination of President John F. Kennedy. While 
every other journalist covered our nation in mourning, 
Breslin wrote about Clifton Pollard, the gravedigger 
who prepared President Kennedy’s grave.

He made the small big, told the human story 
otherwise missed, describing the call Pollard received 
to come to work as he was eating his bacon and eggs; 
the reverse hoe he used to dig the grave, and the 
$3.01 hourly wage Pollard earned as “one of the last 
to serve John Fitzgerald Kennedy.” Above all, Breslin 
gave voice to the quiet pride Pollard felt in 
shouldering his duty, ending with the gravedigger’s 
own words: “like I told you, it’s an honor.”

As a rabbi serving a Manhattan congregation, more 
than the politics or policy prescriptions surrounding 
Covid-19, it is the pastoral human story of our global 
pandemic that has been my focus these past two 
months. An exponential increase in deaths compared 
to this time last year. Synagogue members, the loved 
ones of members, and the loved ones of our staff 
family. Many have been afflicted by COVID-19. Many 
are what I call “COVID-adjacent” — the precipitous 
decline and death of infirm or elderly individuals who 
in normal circumstances might have lived longer, and 
who because of the situation are mostly dying alone.

The cruelest moments have been the stories 
preceding death. One man had not been feeling 
himself and went to the hospital accompanied by his 
wife of 50 years. She sat in the waiting room as tests 
were conducted. A medical professional came, 
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greeted her, and handed over her husband’s cell phone 
and personal effects, instructing her to go home: he 
had tested positive. All she wanted was to stay at his 
side, to be with him as she had for a half century, but it 
was not to be.

There is nothing more heartbreaking than a family 
conversation on whether to withhold care for a loved 
one, except having to make those decisions from a 
distance. Until this month, I have never recited vidui —
the death-bed prayer — to a person over the phone, and 
I hope never to do so ever again. Death is cruel enough 
as it is, but nobody should ever die alone. It is not just 
the number of deaths, it is the nature of each person’s 
passing that has taken a staggering toll.

As any clergyperson knows, funerals are the most 
intimate and moving times to be with families: grieving 
together, weaving the narrative of a loved one’s life, 
and providing the mourners with the social support of 
the community. But for these last months, funeral 
traditions have been upended.

There are no public funeral services; everything 
happens at graveside. Funeral homes are doing the 
best they can given the volume. Some cemeteries limit 
burials to just family, some to no more than five 
individuals, some do not permit anyone but the 
gravedigger. Sometimes the rules change — you don’t 
actually know until you get there.

In order to protect the gravediggers, mourners are 
often required to remain in the car as the casket is 
lowered. Family members stand at a distance with 
masks and gloves. There are no handshakes or hugs. 
Inevitably, one person is holding an iPhone so others 
can watch from a distance: a child or a sibling not 
present, who couldn’t get on a plane or take the health 
risk. There is no pomp or pageantry, no elegantly 
crafted eulogies, no playing the deceased’s favorite 
song.

You cannot shovel earth as we did before, because that 
would require passing a shovel, so you grab a handful 
of earth – or three or 10 – and you throw it in your loved 
one’s final resting place. Kaddish and the memorial 
prayer are recited and then … you get back in the car. 
The service ends as abruptly as it began. In all its unfair 

inhumanity, there is something deeply authentic about 
it all.

Shiva, shloshim, and the rest of our post-burial rituals, 
as the Talmudic rabbis themselves understood, are 
meant both to honor the dead and comfort the 
bereaved. But the rabbis never imagined a moment like 
ours when public assembly would be forbidden. 
Children are not reconvening in their parent’s home for 
a meal. There is no minyan to recite kaddish. Many 
mourners go home to an empty house.

We have tried to do our best with online shivas. A time 
is set, a Zoom link created and an hour spent 
“together.” In all its stilted awkwardness, it is not 
without merit. Loved ones gather from the four corners 
of the world, from across the span of a person’s life —
individuals who would otherwise never make it to shiva
can join an online shiva. People share memories and, 
more importantly, people listen and can see other’s 
faces in a way you just can’t in a crowded room. It is not 
the same and it is heartbreaking to think of the 
mourner staring at the blank screen when the Zoom 
session ends, but it is better than nothing.

For all the heartache, these past months have not been 
without moments of profound humanity. One 
congregant told me about the kindness of a hospice 
nurse who suited up in PPE to hold a phone so he and 
his daughters could express their love for father and 
grandfather in his dying minutes. At a graveside 
funeral, the scribbled notes a congregant was reading 
blew from his hands directly into his grandmother’s 
grave. Every subsequent speaker then placed their 
notes into the grave after speaking. Another 
congregant arrived home after burying his brother to 
find 10 physically distanced members of our synagogue 
standing outside ready to daven with him so he could 
recite kaddish in a minyan.

I am heartbroken that the pace has not permitted 
clergy to check in on the bereaved with greater 
frequency. Clergy need to reflect on how to better care 
for congregants even as we are off to respond to the 
next passing. We are far from perfect and I ask for 
patience and forgiveness as we try to do our best in 
this dark hour.
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And in all of the pain I am reminded why I became a 
rabbi in the first place. To be brought into the 
confidence of people’s lives with their humanity at its 
most raw; to be extended the opportunity to let the 
wisdom of our tradition ease a person’s sorrow; to be 
present to remind people that even when they are 
most isolated, they are not alone. These months have 
been filled with the most trying, exhausting, and 
rewarding stretch of my pastoral career.

Like I told you, it’s an honor.

Elliot Cosgrove is the rabbi of the Park Avenue 
Synagogue in Manhattan.

The views and opinions expressed in this article are 
the author’s own and do not necessarily reflect 
those of the Forward.

“Stronger than your bubbe’s horseradish on 
Passover.”

“Thicc as your bubbe’s matzah balls.”

“Your bubbe’s wet dream.”

You might think that this combination of sex and 
yiddishkeit belongs nowhere except the pages of a 
Phillip Roth novel. But it’s actually a huge part of love 
in the time of corona, at least for the Jews.

Meet the “hype post”: the dating profile forged in the 
pandemic. BC — before coronavirus — singletons in 
search of love wrote earnest manifestos and sent 
them out into the ether. AC, there’s a third, and 
sometimes a fourth, party involved. (It’s not what 
you’re thinking.)

The extra people are working as wingmen, the friend 
who facilitates your approach to a hottie in the bar —
or in this case, on the internet. When you’re trying to 
convince a cute stranger to Zoom with you sight 
unseen, you need someone to vouch for you. You 
need a reference stating that you’re of good character 
and will be good in bed. It’s a little bit like your mother 
advertising your availability for a one-night stand. 
That’s a hype post, and they appear on the Jewish 
Facebook groups that have sprung up since the 
pandemic’s onset to act as virtual matchmaking 
services.

The funny thing, said the founder of one such 
Facebook group, Ian Mark of CoronaCrush, is that 
hype posts bear some similarity to posts written by 
matchmakers in the Orthodox world. To be sure, hype 
posts are often overtly sexual. Then again, they’ve 
emerged in an era of forced chastity.

No matter how much innuendo a hype post contains, 
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its subjects must establish a connection “without sex 
or anything physical involved,” Mark said, just as 
many Orthodox couples do.

Hype posts share a certain tongue-in-cheek idea of 
what constitutes a nice Jewish boy or girl. Gainful 
employment is a must. Everyone is studying to 
become doctors or lawyers or, more murkily, they’re 
“in finance.” They serve expertly braided challah to 
friends every Friday, but they’re also prepared to 
“down the kiddush cup.”

The subjects of hype posts home will fit in easily at 
family dinners — but more importantly, they represent 
an end to quarantine-enforced family togetherness. 
You may have no idea when adult life will resume, the 
hype posts suggest, but by Zooming with a stranger 
you can imagine a world in which it’s once more 
possible to pursue a “hella satisfied sex life” out of 
earshot of your blood relatives.

Hype posts make good on their boasts with a dizzying 
array of photos that collectively read as an elegy to 
youth put on hold: tanned Jews and Jewesses 
lounging on crowded beaches in Tel Aviv, posing next 
to high-touch surfaces in clubs, recklessly inhaling the 
aerosols of sorority sisters. Future doctors trying on 
their white jackets are ubiquitous, as are complicated 
challahs and dewy bikini photos staged by pools in 
Los Angeles or Great Neck.

That shift might be prompted by the loneliness of 
living at home, isolated from friends and flings. Even 
those who were busily sowing their wild oats before 
quarantine might now find career goals and breakfast 
preferences as important as a beach body.

“I think people are lacking human connection,” Mark 
said. “And our group has a strong focus on real 
human connection.”

Irene Katz Connelly is an editorial fellow at the 
Forward. You can contact her at 
connelly@forward.com.

So, I was slicing away. I looked up and sitting before 
me was Itzhak Perlman. Mr. Perlman is a regular at 
Zabar’s — you know, like Woody Allen’s mother. He’s 
been shopping here for years. He is held in such high 
esteem that the store manager assigns one of the 
sub-managers to walk around the store with Perlman 
to help with any difficulties he might encounter while 
shopping because he now uses a wheelchair.

I was about to say, “May I help you, Mr. Perlman?” 
when my memory flooded with images from years 
back when my co-worker David, the only other Jewish 
lox slicer, waited on the great violinist. I couldn’t get 
over the fact that David would call him by his first 
name, and not only that, he would call him by his 
Yiddish name, Yitzhak.

I think David had been waiting on him long before I 
started to work at Zabar’s. David died some years ago 
and since then I was always looking for the 
opportunity to wait on Mr. Perlman, but it was 
difficult, because we have the number system at 
Zabar’s. The person with the next number gets waited 
on next and Perlman had escaped being the next 
number for me until that day. It was as though the 
stars were properly aligned and I was going to slice 
for Mr. Perlman. It was like my debut and he was my 
audience. I knew he would be watching me.

“How may I help you, Mr. Perlman?” I said, thinking 
that he would be impressed that I recognized him. 
None of the younger lox slicers on the line knew who 
he was. They were into a different kind of music, but I 
have been a lover of classical ever since I won the

‘May I Help You, Mr. 
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From The Maestro At 
The Zabar’s Lox 
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”music appreciation” award for recognizing pieces by 
name back in the fifth grade.

“I’ll have a pound of Nova,” he said.

“Which part of the salmon do you like best?” I asked. 
“The belly or the back, lean or fatty?”

I was obviously trying to make an impression, like he 
knew his business but I knew mine. I wanted to make 
the kind of impression so that he would always want 
me to wait on him whenever he wanted lox. I don’t 
remember his answer but I do remember trying to make 
beautiful slices for him. That was all he wanted. I 
wrapped it up nicely and walked out from behind the 
counter and handed him his Nova.

He asked if we had such-and-such cookies.

“Yes, we do, Mr. Perlman, we do, I’ll get them for you 
from that department. I’ll be right back.”

I proceeded to the cookie department and sought out 
the one he wanted. I took it off the shelf and noticed 
that not only was there the cookie he wanted, but that 
the company made variations. So I took another box off 
the shelf — same brand, slightly different — these had 
chocolate sprinkles on them. With both boxes of 
cookies in hand, I started walking back to the fish 
counter where Mr. Perlman was waiting.

On my way I was thinking of the fun I’ve had kibbitzing
with selected customers. Not all the customers are 
kibbitzing ready, but when you find the right one it 

could lead to a sweet interlude. I wondered if Mr. 
Perlman liked to spar. Wouldn’t it be fun if I slipped one 
in on the maestro?

I handed him the box of cookies and told him that the 
company made the same one with sprinkles, and asked 
if he’d like to try those as well. He looked up at me and 
said, “No thank you, I’ll stick with the original. When 
you’ve got something good, you stick with it.”

I saw my opportunity.

I thought for a moment and then said to him, “Mr. 
Perlman, if a young boy or girl came up to you and said 
‘I have been playing the violin for years and I recently 
completed writing my first concerto — would you be 
willing to play it for me?’ Would you say to that boy or 
girl that you would not play it because you found 
Beethoven’s Violin Concerto and when you find 
something so good you stick with it?’”

I thought I had him.

He looked up at me, smiled, and said “That’s an entirely 
different matter.”

I guess he was trying to tell me that cookies and 
concertos don’t belong on the same plate.

Len Berk worked behind the lox counter at Zabar’s for 
26 years.
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