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Dear Temple Isaiah Family
As I write this article, I’m filled with many emotions. One that’s on the forefront
of my mind has to do with the fact that I’d planned to attend my 30th college
reunion this coming weekend (June 5–7). Is it the worst thing in the world that
it’s been relegated to a “virtual” event? No, but I was really looking forward
to rekindling memories with friends with whom I shared truly formative 1980s
experiences. (Ask me sometime about Leonard Bernstein and the Gamma Delta Chi
flag…) I’m also penning this following the week of Shavuot, which commemorates
G-d’s gift of Torah to the people of Israel. Of course, Torah is more than a gift, it’s a responsibility. Admittedly a
bit hyperbolically, I have viewed my presidency of Temple Isaiah similarly, as both a gift and a responsibility. By
the time you read this, I will have handed both over to my good friend, Gary Perolman. In the spirit of reviving my
college memories, and as I did last Rosh Hashana, I’d like to share some things that will stick with me from the
last two years at Temple Isaiah.
I will remember the simchas, too numerous to count. From the 50th Anniversary events, dinners, and associated
religious services to sharing the festivals with my family and fellow congregants, from volunteer brunches to
“acting” in this year’s Star Wars Purim shpiel, this congregation knows how to party!
I will remember my weekly discussions with Rabbi Axler. Getting his wise counsel on a regular basis added a
dimension to my understanding of the job. I was able to push aside the routine aspects of temple leadership for
an hour to talk philosophically, strategically, about the short and long-term future of Temple Isaiah. Of course,
we talked specifics when necessary and often shared laughter, but regardless of the topic, every session was
meaningful.
I will remember the morning of October 27, 2018, only a few months into my presidency, when Pittsburgh’s
Tree of Life synagogue was viciously attacked. Temple Isaiah had had numerous security systems and measures
in place for several years, largely due to the foresight of our Security Committee, but the Pittsburgh attack was
a stark and sad reminder of the hate that still pervades American society.
Strange as it may seem, I will remember board meetings. Not necessarily for the issues, all of which were
necessary, many of which were ordinary. It was the interaction and collaboration I will remember. One of the
pledges I made to the board when we started together two years ago was that I would value their input. There
was a reason all of them had been asked to serve, and I wanted them to know that their contribution was
essential to the group’s success and that of the congregation. I hope I lived up to that promise.
I will remember addressing B’nai Mitzvah and Confirmation students and their families. The religious services
honoring our young people’s accomplishments and anticipating their futures as Jewish adults were seminal
moments in their lives — I have been honored to have been able to share them.
I will remember the annual meetings of the TI Past Presidents Council. (I know — again with the meetings?!)
The opportunity to brief these former leaders on the current state of temple affairs, as well as to learn from their
experiences, enriched my understanding of the presidency and gave me invaluable insight into the history of the
temple.
I will remember participating in the Scheidt Seminar for synagogue presidents. These were three of the most
fulfilling, intimidating, eye-opening, thought-provoking days I’ve ever experienced. The faculty, mostly staff from
the Union for Reform Judaism, challenged and inspired me and my fellow soon-to-be presidents, setting us on
our way with ruach and a drive to ask the “why,” in addition to the “what.”
Finally, and certainly not least, I will remember numerous conversations, both in-person and electronic, with
congregants about Temple goings-on. While leadership takes many forms and identities, I’ve noticed that the
leaders I respect most have been good listeners, and I’ve tried to pattern myself after them. You, my fellow
congregants, brought wonderful ideas, enthusiasm, and a love of Temple Isaiah to these conversations – thank
you.
Indeed, there are so many people to thank for their help over the past two years, but most important are
Lynn, Rache, and Jacob. Their patience and willingness to accompany me on this journey have been invaluable.
I am forever grateful for the love they have shown in giving me the space to do what needed to be done.
It has been one of the great honors of my life to lead this congregation. I will treasure all the memories made
over the past two years and will look forward to making many new ones in the years to come. 

Asir todah (with gratitude),
Marshall
2020:2
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Family
Roots

Temple Isaiah
Members' Tales of
Coming to America

Immigrant's Story
In Search of Myself in
America: 1958–1965

by Allan Pertman

We, our parents and their four children, are an immigrant
family — we’ve been “on the road” for a stretch of time
even before arriving in United States, in December 1958.
Our parents, Chaim and Frieda, have their roots in Poland
(prior to 1800). Both survived the Holocaust by escaping,
in 1939, to the (then) Soviet Union. Like all mostly Jewish
refugees, they were placed in labor combines, assembled
hurriedly by the Soviet Government to help support the
War against the invading Nazis. I was born there in 1941
and my sister Rita in 1943. With my father conscripted
to the Russian Army, Rita and I were raised by a single
mother. After the War in 1945, like most Jewish refugees
in similar circumstances, my parents chose to return
to Poland (rather than opt to remain and, mandatorily,
accept a Soviet citizenship). Like many in their situation,
their hope was to locate the remaining members of the
family who chose to remain in Poland rather than escape
to the Soviet Union, with plans to not remain in Poland but,
instead, emigrate to…any country that would accept them.
Unfortunately, that plan never materialized — no one from
either of their extended families survived the Holocaust,
most having perished in Majdanek extermination camp.
Furthermore, in 1948, after the Communist takeover of
Poland (as part of the concession, by the victorious Allies,
to the Soviet Union) the new Polish regime, firmly in the
Soviet political sphere, sealed the Polish borders, shutting
the gates on any and all emigration out of Poland. This
was one of the many measures imposed by the Communist
regime, eager to exert control over the newly “liberated”
population. Now we were stuck, in Communist Poland,
until 1957. My twin brothers, Henry and Adam, were born
there, in 1953.
Life in Communist Poland was not a picnic, as has been
extensively described by eyewitnesses since the collapse
of the Soviet Union at the end of the Cold War. For me,
a youngster growing up in a Communist environment, life
was mostly carefree. Although, especially when growing
into my teenage years, I was aware of the existential
friction between the regime and the population, I was in
the age and demographic group targeted by the regime
for conversion into the Communist ideology. One of the
regime’s early and significant objectives was to thoroughly
indoctrinate children into Communism. That ideology,
whatever you think of it, is a systematic body of economic
and social concepts which is radically different from what
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all of us, in Western culture, are accustomed to.
Integral to the ideology is the view that all religions
are “opium of the masses,” a threat to society.
The education I received, while very strong in
science and technology,
was an intense program
of indoctrination in the
social and humanistic
concepts which make no
allowances
whatsoever
for spiritualism of any kind.
In addition, the regime
struck an understanding,
an
unwritten
“deal”
of sort, with the tiny
remnants of the once
large Jewish community
still in Poland: in return
for non-interference in
the indoctrination of their
children, the regime offered the Jews physical
protection from antisemitic discrimination and
violence. After the devastation of the Holocaust,
some of the tiny number of Jews who remained
in Poland reluctantly sought out the protection
offered by the regime. I grew up with a group of
about 30 Jewish children in a class of about 40.
Gentile children were overwhelmingly exposed to
Catholicism in their homes; the Jewish kids I grew
up with knew very little about any religion and
absolutely nothing about Judaism, Jewish culture,
history, or customs. We were being raised as young
pioneers of the new system, proudly wearing the
handsome green uniforms and bright red scarfs
around our necks — the symbols of the young
Communist elite. We were taught history from
books which omitted, altered, and falsified facts
without any access to alternate interpretation of
events or ideas. While the economic benchmarks
of this ideology have long since proven themselves
to be unworkable, I would caution anyone from
underestimating the impact of indoctrinating
an entire generation of youngsters in the social
concepts of Communism. That philosophy
encompasses the entire range of social norms: what
is right and what is wrong, what should be society’s
values, should success and status be measured
by material wealth or by one’s contribution to
society, etc. As youngsters, we embraced this
ideology — it became our culture and religion;
not complementary to or modified versions of
our parents’ values but the only guiding light we
were taught and were aware of. Consequently,
during that period, there were no Jewish cultural or
religious experiences for me to recall or to share. I
had none. I was, however, a beneficiary of a strong
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training in math, engineering, and sciences. This
was an ideal match for my academic interests —
from my earliest youth I desired to be an engineer;
my career path seemed paved with promise.
The first opportunity
for the family to leave
Poland (and the land of
“workers’ paradise”) was
in 1957–58. In spite of
surface appearances, the
Polish Communist regime
was not homogeneous —
it was fragmented along
“nationalistic” and “proSoviet” ideological lines,
the former being akin to
the Tito-like Yugoslavia,
the latter (preferred by
the Jewish population,
all having survived the Holocaust) more closely
aligned with the Soviet Union. With the “solidarity”
within the Soviet bloc beginning to crack (especially
after the Hungarian uprising in 1956), the Polish
“nationalists” gained the upper hand and, as a selfserving opportunity to get rid of the “undesirables,”
under tight control, permitted the Jews to emigrate
to Israel. My parents, like many others, jumped at
the opportunity and, in April 1957, we arrived in
Israel.
For me, the emigration to Israel presented a
challenge — I had completed not quite two years
of high school. Not knowing the language and
without any knowledge of Jewish history, literature,
and culture, I entered a vocational high school
at the second-year level, i.e. I lost one academic
year. A more serious concern was that the school
I went to, while providing outstanding vocational
preparation, did not focus on preparation for
admission to college or university. Aside from these
concerns, I was approaching the mandatory military
draft age. With the 1956 post-Sinai campaign in the
background, my parents, having had the horrors of
the Holocaust etched permanently in their memory,
could not bear the thought of possibly losing any of
their children to another war, no matter what the
cause. All things considered, with the help of their
childhood friends, my parents decided to emigrate
to the United States.
Our new lives began (again!) when all of us,
my siblings and parents, arrived in New York as
immigrants, on December 26, 1958. We qualified for
permanent immigration based on a work contract
for my father, in a tailoring factory in Baltimore. It
was arranged by his childhood friend who, having
survived the Holocaust (with my father), emigrated
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to United States in 1946, soon after the War. None
of us will ever forget the moment when, at sunrise,
as the ship approached the New York harbor, the
entire ship crowded on the deck, to be greeted by
the gatekeeper of the land of our dreams — the
Statue of Liberty. Each of us were overwhelmed
by the same sensation: our wanderings were over;
we’d arrived at our destination.
From the moment we arrived I knew that there
were major challenges to overcome: none of us
spoke the language and learning and acclimating to
cultural and routine customs was not a walk in the
park. However, all these were minor next to a major
concern: I could see no realistic path to pursuing
my lifelong dream of becoming an engineer. I was
almost 18 years old when we arrived and, having
completed only two years of high school, going
back to high school was out of the question (since I
would, once again, have to enter high school at the
second-year level). Meanwhile, to support myself, I
began to work as a laborer in the Coca-Cola plant.
With no access to professional advice I began to
consider alternatives, among them volunteering
for a carrier service in the U.S. military or returning
to Israel and pursuing a carrier in the Israeli military
(as some of my friends from my “Polish past” did).
In considering the alternatives, I was aware only of
the European-style transition from high school to
college: it required completion of a full four-year
college preparatory high school curriculum, with
the academic contents of the high school program
being very intensive and standards for graduation
very high. The breakthrough, which changed the
course of my life, came when my friend Joe (an
“American” i.e. born in United States) researched
my dilemma and explained to me the concept of a
GED, in lieu of a full-fledged high school diploma.
One of the numerous culture shocks I experienced
in acclimating to life in United States occurred when
I verified that a GED certificate was acceptable for
admission to a university (some, not all). I spent
the next two years working in the Coca-Cola plant
and, in the evenings, attended non-credit courses
offered by Johns Hopkins University as part of the
remedial academic program aimed to assist some
of the full-time students who needed to improve
their academic skills.
In September 1961, I was admitted, as a fulltime freshman, to the University of Maryland’s
School of Engineering. To my pleasant surprise, I
learned quickly that the knowledge of technical
subjects (math, physics, etc.) I gained in the two
years of high school in Poland was sufficient to
dovetail with the freshman Engineering curriculum.

There was only a single episode I experienced
during my freshman year (and it lasted, literally, for
just a “moment”) when I thought that my ability
to keep up with the academic requirements was
in doubt. It occurred in an English Composition
class. The focus of the class was on composition
structure: organization, flow of information, etc.
The semester-long class consisted of writing a
series of compositions, to develop tools and skills in
effective writing. With no formal training in English
and a limited vocabulary (and with a Polish-English
dictionary always in my back pocket), English was
the only subject I felt I was totally unprepared for
and was fearful of. When the professor’s assistant,
who graded the compositions submitted by the
students, brought the first stack of compositions
to class (for analysis and discussion) it was
immediately evident that he was very unhappy
with the quality of the compositions he just graded.
After making some disparaging remarks about the
poor level of English skills taught in high schools,
as if to illustrate his frustration, he picked up the
composition at the top of the stack and proceeded
to read it to the class. I immediately recognized the
paper he read — to my horror, it was mine. That
moment I thought that my college “career” (and
with it, my dream of completing the Engineering
curriculum) was over. To my shock and enormous
relief, it turned out that he read my composition to
illustrate how to properly organize a composition
to facilitate an orderly flow of information. For this,
and for my readiness to seamlessly keep up with
the technical subjects, I credit the high academic
standards of the high school I attended in Poland.
The rest, as they say, is history. I graduated in
1965, with dual degrees, in Electrical and Mechanical
Engineering, and an M.S. degree in 1967. I had a
wonderful and successful professional career, in
the U.S. Dept of Defense, including an assignment
in Vietnam in 1974, which I accepted and served
gladly and with gratitude, as a way to give back for
the opportunities given to me by my country, the
country where my children and grandchildren were
born.
My takeaway from the experience is that “gold”
in the metaphor about America being the “land with
streets paved with gold” refers to “opportunity;”
that and a solid dose of determination is what
makes America the “Goldene Medineh.” My life
was made complete when I married my wife, Mina,
in 1965. We are blessed with three loving children
and five wonderful grandchildren — each a gift
from Heaven. 
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Two Women, Two Stories
by Doug Silverstein

One Blessing for All of Us

Coincidence is defined as a “remarkable concurrence of events or circumstances
without apparent causal connection.” It may result in fortunate or regrettable outcomes.
For two of our fellow Temple Isaiah (TI) congregants, it resulted in a wonderful meeting
and collaboration.
Sarah Sherman and Shekoofeh Sussman are both TI congregants and religious
school teachers who share one very extraordinary bond: they were both born in Iran
and endured many years of struggle before emigrating to the United States. Their
paths were quite different, but their destinations the same.
Sarah was born in Iran in the late 1940s. Her mother and father were born in Iran.
Her father was a merchant and her mother made Persian rugs. Her parents seemed
destined to be together; when Sarah’s mother was 11 years old, “someone pointed to
a boy and told her that's the one you're going to get married to.” When she was 14
years old, they indeed were married. Sarah recalls a story about how frightened her
mother was when the new bride was placed on a donkey to take her to her new home.
Sarah was named Soraya, after the Shah’s (the ruler in Iran at that time) first wife.
Sarah was one of five children, and her early life was very difficult, as her mother was
very sick after Sarah was born and could not feed her. Sarah recalls, “They had to take
me from one neighbor to another to feed me.” Interestingly, those who cared for her
included Muslims and Jews, who lived in relative harmony in Iran at that time. Their
Muslim neighbors would come every day and pray for her mother to improve, which
she eventually did. They originally lived in a small village in Iran, but at the age of four,
Sarah’s family emigrated to Israel. She states, “Like all diaspora Jews, it was everyone’s
dream to live in Jerusalem. My family basically gave almost everything away to move
to Israel.” They called the airplane “the magic carpet.”
Upon arrival in Israel, they briefly stayed in Sha’ar Ha’Aliyah for a couple of weeks
for processing (similar to Ellis Island). The family then lived in tents in the central/
north region of Israel called Pardes Hanna-Karkur for about one year. Afterwards, they
moved to the Ma’abarah (refugee camps) where there they stayed for several years.
The name of their Ma’abarah was Gelil (in Arabic, Glilot in Hebrew). In Gelil, the houses
were made of aluminum. The accommodations were bare and food not plentiful, as
Israel was not a wealthy country at that time. Sarah recalls: “The houses were very hot
in the summer and cold in the winter and the rain would come through. There was no
running water. There were outhouses and there was no plumbing or electricity.” When
Sarah entered the fifth grade, the family settled in a home in Herzliya, near Tel Aviv,
where her mother still lives today. Despite some hardships, Sarah’s early life was filled
with fond memories. She reminisces, “We had many friends. I don't remember being
unhappy; I guess we didn't know what we didn't have.” She joined youth clubs where
she and her friends would talk, dance, and read poetry.
Shekoofeh was born in southern Iran in 1953, in a city named Masjed Soleyman,
known for being the location of the first oil fields in Iran. Shekoofeh was the fifth and
last child in her family. The family lived there for 25 years but had to move to Tehran, the
capital and largest city in Iran, after her father developed serious health issues. Similar
to Sarah, being uprooted from her home was arduous. She recalls, “Moving was a
massive, traumatic shock to me because when we lived in Masjed Soleyman, there were
families that were Jewish like us, but there were also Christian and Muslim families that
got along.” Similar to Sarah’s recollection, Shekoofeh has tender memories of both
her Jewish and Muslim friends. She recollects, “I never thought there was a difference
in being Jewish, Christian, or Muslim because we all worked and celebrated together.
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On the High Holy Days, everybody would come, even if they were not
Jewish, and spend time with us.” She first attended a Jewish school in
Tehran, but did not enjoy that experience and subsequently received
her early education in a Muslim school where she “was extremely
successful in art, math, and in everything.” Nevertheless, that period of
her life remained challenging as she was the youngest and her siblings
attended other schools. Most difficult for Shekoofeh was not being with
her brother Cyrus, with whom she was very close, and who had already
entered the university. Even in the Muslim school, Shekoofeh “still
couldn’t grasp the difference between me and the other students.” She
recalls the first time she heard the concept “Baháʼí,” which teaches
that whoever believes and follows God should be respected, and for us
to love others who believe in different religions like you love your own
family and to not be prejudiced based on someone’s color, nationality,
or religion. Shekoofeh says, “That was a very important point in my
life.”
Shekoofeh was an excellent student and rapidly adapted to the
usual and unusual challenges of early adult life. Shekoofeh spent much
of her early adult life in Iran. When she graduated from high school, the
economic and religious environment was secure and tranquil, though
competition was fierce for admission to a college or university, since
there were a large number of students but few universities in Tehran.
Shekoofeh was unable to pursue her dream of a career in medical care.
She “wanted to become a nurse or a doctor but unfortunately, my
father was very much against that. So, I worked for two years and
collected money and traveled through my work for a month to England,
Paris, Madrid, and Rome.” While in Europe, she picked up applications
for college and was accepted to attend college in London, where she
studied business administration.
After Sarah graduated high school, in lieu of joining the army, which
was required for all youth in Israel, she served as a nurse for a year. She
and her colleagues danced, took trips together, went on archaeological
digs, and climbed mountains. Unlike Shekoofeh, who was unable to
pursue her dreams of a career in the medical field, Sarah earned a
nursing degree from the University of Tel Aviv. One of her warmest
memories was when she and her colleagues took a trip to the Sinai
desert (Santa Catarina, next to Mount Sinai) after Israel captured the
Sinai in the early 1970s. She fondly reminisces, “At about three o'clock
in the morning, we decided to climb the mountain so we could see the
sunrise. There was no sound. There were monks walking around the
mountain and the bells were ringing — you could hear the echoes all
over the place. I still see and hear them in my mind.”
Unfortunately, life for both Sarah and Shekoofeh would become
much more perilous as they grew older. While living in Israel in the
period of 1950–1973, Sarah was exposed to several wars and the
turmoil that ensues. She remembers the 1956 war with Nasser: “There
were no shelters so my father dug a hole in the yard (like a bunker)
so we could go in when the siren went off. We lived near the beach,
about 25 miles from the West Bank, so you could see the lights and
hear the bombs.” Sarah and her family endured. She became friends
with Muslim girls and she and her nursing colleagues would visit the
Arab villages and teach them how to take care of their babies while
they gave them vaccinations. During the 1967 war, Sarah was living in
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Tel Aviv. She was frightened as “the Arabs had nerve gas, so, we were
preparing for a lot of people to get injured by nerve gas. They put us in
the basement of one of the buildings in Tel Aviv to take care of people
who were injured by nerve gas. I remember when the Israeli soldiers
captured Jerusalem. We just stood there and cried. On the night shifts,
it was so dark. Thank God there was no nerve gas.”
After schooling and working in London, Shekoofeh returned to Iran
in 1978 when her father had a heart attack. There, she found stable
employment involved in the exploration of uranium. But, life in Iran
was soon to become much more unpredictable and dangerous. While
planning a visit to see her sister, who was then living in New Jersey,
she asked her brother Cyrus, who was the second deputy to the prime
minister of the Shah, to help her get a visa. The embassy provided her
with a four-year visa, even though she was planning on being away
for only one month. She asked her brother why she needed a fouryear visa, asking “What do you know that I don't know?” He replied,
“Whatever I know, I can't talk about it right now.” It was during her visit
to the United States when she first saw a picture of Ayatollah Khomeini
on the national news. She told her sister that she was unaware of the
mullah. Her sister informed her that the American news media had been
showing pictures of demonstrations and violence in Iran, and claimed
the Ayatollah was aiming to remove the Shah. Shekoofeh was shocked
that a mullah would conduct a coup, but soon was heartbroken to learn
of the truth. When she returned to Iran, Shekoofeh’s brother implored
the family to sell their house and leave Iran. When Cyrus left Iran on
January 15, 1979, one day before the Shah left on January 16, 1979,
the family was devastated. On one horrific night during the early phase
of the revolution, the family received many phone calls that included
threats and use of derogatory names in the Farsi (Iranian) language
such as “Jude, like the N-word”. They also said, “Get your [slang word]
parents out as soon as possible; your house belongs to us. You need
to leave. You have to leave like the rest of the Jews. Your house and
everything in it belongs to us. You are not welcome here anymore.”
Gunmen surrounded their house one night, threatening the family.
With help from a Muslim neighbor who obtained a gun and threatened
the revolutionaries, the family survived the night. Thereafter, life and
work in Iran was unsustainable. At her father’s urging, she emigrated
to the United States on July 23, 1979. When her visa expired, Cyrus,
who was then living in Paris, helped get her visa extended. When the
visa officer asked her how long she intended to stay, she conveyed that
she didn’t want to apply for asylum because when the Shah went back
to Iran, she wanted to go to Iran. She received a two-year tourist visa
with asylum and found a job in Boston.
Life in the United States for Sarah and Shekoofeh has presented
some challenges but many rewards. Shekoofeh met Harold, the
man who would become her husband. She lovingly recalls that “for
the first two years after we met, he was my best friend and he didn't
even touch me.” They eventually grew closer and married, settling
in Rochester, New York. However, many years after raising their two
children, Cyrus and Sabrina, Harold was diagnosed with stage four
colon cancer in 2012. He endured 62 courses of chemotherapy. They
moved temporarily to Arlington in 2014 to be close to Johns Hopkins
for his treatments. While in Maryland, they visited various synagogues,
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including TI. Shekoofeh recalls, “We were very
blessed that Rabbi Axler greeted us. He said that
even if we wanted to go to another temple, he
would give us any help to move from Rochester.
He told us we could connect with him for anything
we needed.” They moved to Maryland in 2016. Two
weeks later, Harold requested to go to services at
TI at which Rabbi Axler warmly welcomed them.
Sadly, Harold’s disease did not abate, and he
passed away in December 2016. Even though they
were not yet members of TI, Shekoofeh recollects
Rabbi Axler assuring her that he and the entire
congregation were there to provide support for
Shekoofeh and the family. While holding back her
tears, Shekoofeh says, “Rabbi Axler spoke to me
and my children and I knew he would help me. He
helped me but never got the credit for it. He is a
truly unbelievable human being. I adore him and
the Axler family. They have been so good to me
and my children. I hope I can be something in their
life. Rabbi Plotkin and our friends from Rochester
came for the funeral. I look at the rabbi’s family
as my friends, my family. We would do anything
for them because they would do anything for
me.” Shekoofeh deeply misses Harold and cannot
understand why God decided to take him. “It's
so hard. He was such a gentle and unbelievable
human being. Thank God he left me two children
and I see him inside my children. My blessings are
my children.” TI later offered her a job to teach
at the religious school. As a teacher, she “wants
to make a difference to be a kinder teacher to
children.”
Sarah and her first husband had two children
(Jonathan and Maia) but were divorced in 1981,
though they remain good friends and celebrate
holidays together. She met her second husband,
Harry, and they’ve been married for 35 years.
They have one child, Andrew, whom they adopted
from Brazil. She and Harry observe the holy days
and try to have a Shabbat dinner on Friday nights
and stream services if they cannot attend the
synagogue. She teaches 3rd Grade at the religious
school and has been teaching for 34 years at TI.

She said, “I love the Bible stories because they
have so much relevance and are absolutely alive
today and are universal. They describe not just
what happened then but for how we live now.” She
encourages students to identify with famous Jewish
people in medicine, science, and music and wants
them to feel proud that they are Jewish. Central to
Sarah’s personal and religious life are her visits to
Israel, where her mother and many relatives still
live. She says, “My favorite thing to do is sit with
my mom. When I want to go to a good place (in my
mind), it’s my mom’s house. I imagine it's raining
outside and a very soft rain. There is Israeli music.
We’re drinking tea. I am reading a book and she is
doing sudoku. That's it.” After all the years away,
when she walks through the city, people remember
her. But, having her heart in two places brings some
consternation. “My heart is always half here and
half in Israel. I'm never completely content. It’s like
a Greek tragedy — it’s something for which there is
no solution. I love being there, but when I'm there,
I also want to come home,” she says.
The stories of Sarah and Shekoofeh are of two
exceptionally resilient and delightful women who
have fascinating stories of hope, persistence, and
love. That we can share our home at TI with them
and their families while they provide us with their
wisdom and warmth is all our blessing. 
Sarah's Photos p. 8 (Top to Bottom): My paternal grandparents.
My parents (probably soon after their marriage). My grandma,
my mom's mother. Sha'ar Ha'Aliyah, processing center for
Israeli immigrants, in early 1950. As a first-year nursing student
in Hadassah hospital in Israel. RN graduation ceremony from
nursing school. My family (Sarah & Harry, Maia & Marty,
Jonathan & Sarah with baby Sammy, and our adopted son
Andrew). My husband Harry and me. My two grandchildren,
Sammy and Becca.
Shekoofeh's Photos p. 9 (Top to Bottom): At the wedding of
my Baha’i friend Ladan, from Iran (taken in Boston 1980; I
arrived on July 23, 1979). My father with my best friend Ladan,
her husband, and their first child in California, 1984. With my
daughter Sabrina, who was only a few months old, in Lomita,
CA, Thanksgiving of 1987. Lomita, CA in March of 1992, with
my parents and Sabrina, while I was pregnant with Cyrus.
Harold and I renewing our vows on our 30th anniversary, July
4, 2013, with Cyrus and Sabrina.
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A

Common

by Gary Perolman

Dish

One might ask, appropriately, why I should
write an article about the traditional Jewish stew,
known as cholent. After all, I was not raised in a
traditional Jewish home on Long Island, through
certain gastronomical terms such as kreplach,
knaidlech, kishke, and kasha and varnishkes did
slip into conversations and meals periodically. But
not cholent! I was at a national Jewish gathering
some 4–5 years ago and attended a cooking
demonstration of Root Vegetable Latkes presented by Chef Liz Alpern, who with her kitchen partner
Jeffrey Yoskowitz, wrote a cookbook called The Gefilte Manifesto — New Recipes for Old World
Jewish Foods, which I soon purchased. In it, for the first time, I came upon the word Cholent. I soon
discovered I was in a select group of the unfamiliar. I soon tried the recipe and have replicated it
many times. Each experience ended in complete satisfaction and kudos from my wife.
A little history. Ashkenazi-style cholent is nearly 900 years old, first mentioned in the writings of
Rabbi Yitzhak of Vienna but is generally believed to come from the medieval French chault (hot) and
lent (slow), in reference to the long, slow cooking process. It is similar to the French dish cassoulet
which originated in the Languedoc region, where many Jews lived. As the Jews settled in different
lands, their recipes gained traction in Germany, the Netherlands, and in numerous other European
countries, including Hungary. Sephardic Jews in Spain and North Africa developed their own recipes
mimicking cholent. Cholent is a Yiddish word; in Hebrew it is Hamin.
What is so special about cholent? For the observant Jew, it reflects historical and halachic
prohibitions regarding Shabbat “work” activities, such as lighting a fire or turning on an oven. The
preparation of ingredients and the cooking process for cholent would begin prior to Shabbat, with
the meal slowly cooking overnight. Traditionally, cholent would be served as a mid-day meal on
Shabbat. Cooking would occur in a low temperature oven or hot plate. In the old days in Central
and Eastern Europe, the pots containing cholent ingredients were hermetically sealed with a flour
and water paste and were brought to local bakeries that had large ovens. For many, an electric slow
cooker is now used.
I find it interesting that a meal staple from yesteryear has re-entered the lexicon of modern Jews
whose ancestors gave up on the Shabbat cooking prohibitions over a century ago. According to
Claudia Roden on MyJewishLearning.com, sholent is currently enjoying a renaissance. She notes, “In
my area in London, people buy it ready-cooked, chilled or frozen, in foil containers. In Israel, young
people, including Sephardic Jews, now flock to fashionable eateries that advertise “Jewish Cooking”
to eat it on the weekend. In New York, a restaurant advertises, “The French have cassoulet, we have
cholent.”
The recipe I use, created by Liz Alpern, can be found on p. 239 of The Gefilte Manifesto. Ms.
Alpern pointed out in her introductory summary, “Historically, cholent contained a meat, a grain,
and a vegetable, (there are plenty of vegetarian recipes, as well) but variations abounded based
on local flavors and economic status. In Poland, for example, potatoes were always included in the
cholent, whereas in Germany, other root vegetables were used instead. Hungarian cholent, which
inspired this recipe, is a bit soupier than other styles of cholent. Our version is spicier and more
complex than what you might be used to, which I’d say is a good thing.” When a recipe works for
me, it is not uncommon to find the pages splattered with evidence of use. This is definitely my “goto” meal.
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Finding My Roots:

by Jeffrey Dreifuss

If I Can Do It, You Can Do It!

The study of my German family’s genealogy has been my passion for many years. I come by this interest
honestly since my father also had a healthy curiosity about our German heritage.
Dad grew up poor in Brooklyn, the son of an out-of-work butcher during the depression. His
father Isaac (my grandfather) regaled him with stories of my great-grandfather, Leopold
Dreifuss, and Leopold’s three younger siblings, who emigrated from Germany in 1867,
destined for Selinsgrove, a small town in Pennsylvania. How does a 17-year-old Jewish
boy from Schmeiheim, Germany, his two younger brothers and a sister, end up
in central Pennsylvania just after the Civil War? Dad believed that his German
ancestors would never have sent their teenage children to Selinsgrove unless
there was a network of family willing to receive and care for them.
My father and grandfather had been born and raised in Brooklyn.
Dad couldn’t understand his Selinsgrove connection and those stories
made no sense to the life my father knew. Dad retired in the early
1970’s and attempted to uncover the truth in his family lore. He
visited Selinsgrove but learned little.
Undeterred, Dad began to search the documents available in
the 1970s. He learned from grandfather Leopold’s New York
death certificate that his mother’s maiden name was Rosina
Bernheimer. That was the clue my father needed to expand
his search to Germany. He hired a German researcher who
scoured the existing records surrounding Schmeiheim. He
discovered that Rosina lived with her family in Schmeiheim
and married a widower, Isaak Dreifuss from nearby Altdorf.
Unfortunately, Rosina died in childbirth after giving Isaak
four children. Isaak was apparently not able to care for his
family, and Rosina’s relatives sent the remaining children
to the United States. Census records available to my father
placed a Henry Bernheim in nearby Selinsgrove in 1870. Dad
assumed that Henry was the relative who opened his home to
Leopold in 1867. After my father passed, I discovered that one
of Rosina’s brothers was named Herschel. We assumed that Herschel was Henry
Bernheim. Dad had speculated that Henry was the caretaker entrusted with the care
of the Dreifuss children when they traveled to the U.S. We determined after Dad’s
death that he was partially correct.
When Dad died in 1997, my brother Pete and I resolved to complete his
work. What we found changed our understanding of our family’s heritage.
The science of genealogy had changed since Dad began his search, with
millions of original source documents available online. Pete and I discovered
Jewishgen.org and Ancestry.com, as well as the work of Stephen Morse, a
brilliant Intel computer scientist who developed and greatly improved
the Ellis Island search engines. Using Morse’s databases, we were able
to locate the ship manifests and immigration records for many of our
relatives. But sometimes there is no substitute for pure, onsite research. Pete
and I traveled across central Pennsylvania, tracing the journey of our German
ancestors from Selinsgrove to Allentown, Danville, and Easton. We also
discovered that meticulous German Ortssippenbuch records contained the
genealogy of many German towns, even the Jewish ones. Using my father’s
painstaking research and Ortssippenbuch records, we traveled to our ancestral
region in Germany to expand our research.
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Through our travels, online investigations, and researchers we hired in
Europe, Pete and I have built what we consider to be a formidable family history.
In many cases, we confirmed information from multiple sources before we
incorporated it into the story of our family’s settlement in the U.S. For example,
thanks to a German researcher that I hired, we discovered that Leopold most
likely had several family patrons in Pennsylvania, including his mother’s (and
Uncle Henry’s) sister (who later took the name “Mary”), who arrived in Easton in
1840 and raised a family of native-born U.S. Jews before the Civil War.
We have traced Mary’s family history in Easton. Quite possibly, it was she
as well as her brother Henry, who enabled my father’s grandfather Leopold
to immigrate to the U.S. We also learned that Leopold actually immigrated to
America twice! After his sojourn with Uncle Henry and Aunt Mary, he apparently
returned to Germany. Upon his return to the States, he settled in Brooklyn,
became a butcher and married my grandmother.
Leopold’s younger siblings permanently settled in central Pennsylvania,
establishing an extended family business in Selinsgrove — a very successful dry
goods store. Henry Bernheim’s daughter married a successful entrepreneur and
was mother to two boys who founded “Weis Markets” grocery chain.
Pete and I have added hundreds of ancestors and relatives to our Dreifuss
Brothers online genealogy site. Great-great Aunt Mary and great-great Uncle
Henry are two ancestors who loom large, and I’m grateful to them for helping
my great-grandfather Leopold emigrate from Germany, thus establishing the
foundation for the Dreifuss family to enjoy the blessings of America.
You are welcome to learn more about my family genealogy on Dreifussbros.
com. If you have questions or want more information, please contact me directly.
I’d love to help you unravel the mysteries of your own family! 
Photos: Leopold Dreifuss, third from left. Leopold's Death Certificate.

Who’s Who

@Temple Isaiah

Name: Lisa Felsenthal Welch

Family: My family includes my husband, Andrew and
my two children, Jacob and Allison. Both attend the
University of Maryland College Park.
Hometown: Columbus, Ohio   
Something You Might Not Know About Me: I have a
Bachelors degree in Economics. I have lived in the
Midwest, Southwest, West Coast, and East Coast. I love a good road trip (my record is 19 states
in 21 days from Mount Rushmore to the Largest Ball of Twine). My children would tell you that I
like spelunking a bit too much.
Position at Temple Isaiah: Membership Vice President.
I’ve been a member here since: 2006
People Can Come to Me If They Need: Anything at all. I'm happy to help in any way. I am always
willing to lend a helping hand, an ear to listen, or share any resources that I can provide.
Why I love being at TI: I enjoy Temple Isaiah for many reasons including the people and
wonderful sense of community I feel when I’m there. I have met dear friends at Temple Isaiah. I
also love the services. The services truly lift my spirit. They bring me peace after a chaotic week,
joy in sharing in a life event with others, and close to my Jewish ancestors through holiday and
holy observance.
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My Zeide

by Doris Geisler

Salomon Garber

Since I was a girl, I remember my Zeide telling me that family and community
are the most important things in life. It took me years to learn about his life and
understand him better.
His father Israel had a succesful fur business, a tannery in Grodno, Poland.
That’s where my maiden name Garber comes from. My Zeide Solomon was born
in Poland, in a shtetl called Lesiory, within the Grodno Province. He was born on
Tu Bishvat, February 18, 1908. Israel was a rich man; on one occasion he decided
to try his luck in America. He was not happy, he missed the family, so he returned
to Poland. It was later that his sisters immigrated to the U.S., to Pittsburg, and a
brother to Louisville. When Solomon turned 17, his father decided that the best
thing for him was to go to America where they had family, because he did not
want him to enlist in the Polish army. Israel and three other friends met in Ajor,
discussed the situation in Poland, and decided that their four children, all 17-yearold boys, had to leave Poland. In July 1925 the trip began. Zeide Solomon told me
that when he left Poland he said goodbye to his family and never saw his parents
and five siblings again. They all died in Poland in Nazi concentration camps. This
event marked his life forever; every year we all went to Yom HaShoah events,
would sing the Partizaner Hymn, and see him crying.
Leaving Ajor, they hid during the day and walked at night, crossing Poland
on foot since they did not have a passport. Before leaving, his parents gave him
$100 to show when he arrived on Ellis Island to be allowed in. Thus, they arrived
in Germany, where they obtained passports. They embarked from the Port of
Hamburg for America. The ship was destined for Cuba, the idea being to travel
to Cuba and then to the United States. They traveled in a cargo ship, and the trip
was not easy.
When the ship arrived in Cuba, they were informed that the granting of visas for
the United States had already ended, Ellis Island was closed, and they could stay
in Cuba itself or go to Mexico. Of the four friends who had left Poland together,
two wanted to stay in Cuba; Zeide and Mr. Horovitz decided to go to Mexico and
from there, try to reach the United States. They got a visa for Mexico and with
their visas in hand, they went to the port. They arrived at the Port of Veracruz,
1925. I can’t imagine how hard that was for them: new country, language, food,
weather, etc.
When Zeide arrived, there was already a Jewish community in Mexico; when
they heard that a boat was arriving, one or two people traveled to Veracruz to
meet it and see if they could be of help. The man who received my Zeide and his
friend brought them by train to Mexico City, paying for their tickets. Arriving in
Mexico City, he took them to a room and told them to stay there. The next day
he came for them and took them to Mr. Idish, who at that time was already
selling hardware. He gave them merchandise to go to the street and there they
would display it and sell it. He had to start learning the language quickly in order
to get ahead. Zeide says that the first word he learned in Spanish was “toston”
(equivalent to 50 cents), to be able to go out to sell. At night they handed over the
money and returned to give them merchandise for the following day. They were
allowed to sleep in that room for three or four days, so they had a place to live.
He started as a street vendor selling razors, needles, whatever they gave him to
sell.
In 1929 he met his wife, Shifre, they got married, and had four children, 12
grandchildren, and 17 great-granchildren. They always used to get the family
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together and we love to travel; our last trip was 75
people! He used to say that it was his reason for
leaving. 

Germany in 1925. My Zeide before his wedding, 1929. My
great-grandparents and other family members visit a relative's
grave. In 2007 after my Zeide passed away, his condo was
sold and we all went on a Panama Transcanal cruise with the
proceeds. Another family cruise in 2015, to Puerto Vallarta.

Photos: My Zeide's parents Israel and Idl, in Poland in 1924.
The paper my Zeide received that allowed him to leave
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Did You Know?
Here’s a quickie guide to
helpful pages on our website:
LiveStream Archive:
www.templeisaiah.org/livestream/
Sound Files of Prayers:
www.templeisaiah.org/prayers2/
Contact Form:
www.templeisaiah.org/about-us/contactdirections/
Donor Recognition:
www.templeisaiah.org/donor-recognition/
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Growing up in an

by Jeanie Lazarov

Interfaith Family

My childhood seemed the best of all worlds. With a Protestant Christian
mother and an Orthodox Jewish father, I had it all. I got Christmas gifts
and Hanukkah gelt, Easter baskets and delicious matzoh brei, church
White Elephant Sales, and synagogue Fun Fair fundraisers.
A bit of background: My mother’s family were Lutheran and her father,
the eldest of 12 boys in a German immigrant family, was a Baltimore
City policeman. She was 30 years old, working in the office of a baking
company. My father, also 30, was Jewish of Russian-Jewish immigrant
parents. An entrepreneur who made sales calls at my mother’s company.
My mother was soft-spoken, refined, a little introverted, and pretty. My
father was boisterous, glib, sometimes profane, and a terrific salesman.
How they became a couple is still a mystery to me. And even more of a
mystery is how, when this Jewish guy in a long black coat showed up at
my mother’s home to take her out, her parents welcomed him in with
open arms — highly unusual. This was 1936.
Long story short, they were married in 1937 in two ceremonies: a
civil ceremony in the courthouse, and a Jewish ceremony performed by a
Reform rabbi in the rabbi’s study. My father’s family sat shivah, with the
exception of one sister who attended; my mother’s parents and sister
witnessed both ceremonies. Both my parents were secure in their own
religions and decided they did not want to convert to the other’s. They
vowed to respect each other’s religious beliefs, which they did to the end
of their 50+ year marriage.
Four years later, I was born. My mother’s sweet personality eventually
won over my father’s family, and the birth of a baby cemented the
relationship. I am an only child. My father, believing a child was the
religion of the mother, found it natural that I go to church with my mother
through childhood.
I am a Baltimore girl. For the first six years of my life, we lived in a
predominantly Christian section of Baltimore, near Edmondson Village,
close to my mother’s parents and sister. Subsequently, we moved to
Ashburton, which was mixed, but mostly Jewish. It was fairly close to my
father’s family (he is one of five). My mother and I attended the Methodist
Church two blocks away; my father attended an Orthodox shul 2–3 miles
away. I went to church sunday school and formally joined the Church
when I was 13.
Every year, my father, mother, and I went Christmas tree shopping,
hauling it home and having a ball decorating it. My mother hosted a
holiday party almost every year which my father’s large family (minus his
father and stepmother) loved attending.
My father’s parents would stop by sometime during Hanukkah and
bring me gelt, the beloved silver dollars. My mother sang in the church
choir, (as an aside, she also sang in the Hadassah Choral Group) and
Easter was especially musical. I remember sitting in the pew looking up
at the choir in the balcony with pride as my mother usually sang a solo
part. I also remember going with my mother and father to Lombard
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Street before Passover to purchase kosher food
and supplies for the holiday. Although we were
not a kosher household year-round, for Passover
my mother cleaned, had all kosher food, Passover
dishes and cooking pots. We had a seder at my
uncle’s house, with my father and my uncle racing
each other in Hebrew through the Hagaddah,
stopping every so often to explain a particularly
important ritual to my mother. My father was
active in his synagogue, serving as president of
the Brotherhood, chairperson, and emcee of many
a dinner, fundraising events, and Israel Bonds
functions. My father attended church dinners, and
my mother attended shul events. As an only child,
my many Jewish cousins were like my siblings. I had
only one cousin on my mother’s side, who I loved
dearly, but he was much older.
I don’t recall any religious tension in my
household. My mother told me that the two religions
were pretty much the same, with the exception of
Jesus as the Messiah. (What a gross simplification
that was, I later found.) I had very warm feelings
about both and, when asked, would describe
myself as half and half. This was the 1950s, and we
didn’t know any other interfaith families.
With growing maturity, however, my feelings
began to change. In college, in a predominantly
non-Jewish student body, I went to Chapel, but
began to feel uncomfortable. I simply didn’t believe
in Jesus as the Messiah. I began to feel more
Jewish. But, lacking a Jewish education, I felt I really
didn’t belong anywhere. I dated both Christian
and Jewish boys, and eventually met my husband,
who, at the time, was Jewish in name only. He was
turned off by religion after his Bar Mitzvah. He was
further alienated by the fact that his Orthodox
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rabbi wouldn’t marry us, so we were married by a
Reform rabbi. (After talking with both of us prior
to agreeing to perform the marriage, he said he
was more worried about Manuel than about me.
Needless to say, Manuel has come back into the
fold, even re-joining the now-Modern Orthodox
synagogue, Beth Tfiloh, where he became a Bar
Mitzvah more than 70 years ago.) We have two
daughters, raised Jewish, and both became B’not
Mitzvah at TI. While my mother was alive, we
celebrated all holidays, including a Christmas tree
“for Grandma.” I still didn’t feel like I was fully Jewish
and wanted to formally convert. Rabbi Panoff said
it wasn’t necessary since my father was Jewish, but
I felt I wanted to. So he agreed; I studied and went
through the process and was formally converted.
But it wasn’t until my adult Bat Mitzvah a couple of
years ago, on the bimah, reading from the Torah,
that I felt fully Jewish, fully belonging, no longer
half and half.
I had a wonderful childhood enriched by both
traditions. There were times, especially in my teens,
when I felt that I didn’t really belong to either; but
that may have been more “common teen angst”
than interfaith identity.
I don’t know if my childhood experiences are
common for those who had interfaith parents, or
if mine were unusual. I would love to have others
from interfaith families share their experiences
with me. 
Photos (Left to Right): My mother and her sister, around 1932.
My mother and father shortly after their wedding in 1937. My
father straightening the tree in our living room in Ashburton,
around 1953. My mother and father with Manuel and me at
our engagement part, early 1965. My parents with our two
girls at their B'not Mitzvah party, 1988.
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True Interfaith

by Marcia Posner

We are a Jewish family, but my daughter met
and fell in love with a marvelous Catholic man, while
they were attending college. Their marriage at the
University of Maryland Chapel was officiated by a
rabbi and a deacon. My son-in-law had waited in
line all night to get the date in November that they
wanted.
Four years later, they were proud parents of a
daughter. Four years from that birth, pregnant with
their second child and having some difficulties, my
daughter needed to go to the hospital. I rushed to
their home, expecting to stay with my granddaughter.
However, when I arrived, I found that I was taking my
daughter, as their four-year-old wanted her daddy to
stay with her.
The Hanukkah menorah was on the island in
the kitchen, candles and matches lying next to it.
My daughter grabbed her coat and we went off to
the hospital. She was immediately put on an IV drip
to fight severe dehydration. I sat next to her, very
worried, and the nurse stayed with us, checking the IV
drip and keeping both of us calm. In the middle of all
this, my daughter’s cell phone rang. Fortunately, she
had forgotten to turn it off.
I heard her say, “Okay. I’ll go very slowly. Ba-ruch a-ta A-do-nai E-lo-hei-nu…”, all the way through
the prayer said to light the Hanukkah candles. When she got off the phone, she explained that her
husband had called to ask for help in lighting the candles, because, although Mom had to be in the
hospital emergency room, their daughter did not have to miss Hanukkah as it should be celebrated.
On May 11, 2013, I proudly attended my son-in-law’s ordination to become a Deacon in the
Catholic church — a Deacon who knows how to recite the prayer over Hanukkah candles (and over
Shabbat candles and the bread).
That was many years ago.
Post /Script:
We celebrated each of my granddaughters' B'not Mitzvah at Temple Isaiah. My second
granddaughter celebrated her 20th birthday on August 1, 2019. Her older sister celebrated her
25th on October 22.
As a family, we have attended many services at the Baltimore Basilica, to listen to my son-inlaw give his beautifully-written Homily, and will continue to do so. We are always warmly welcomed
by everyone, including Archbishop Lori, to whom I was introduced by my son-in-law.
Sometimes religious holidays overlap in interfaith families, including Easter and Passover, when
the foods can be a concern. My daughter and her husband worked it out without a problem their
first year of marriage — with mutual respect and love. But sometimes the concerns can be within
the practice of Judaism itself.
Passover has always been a joyous family event, but now different from that of my childhood.
The length of the seder has diminished. When I was growing up, my father’s seders could last until
1am, as he went through most of the pages of the Haggadah and added stories, explanations
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...continued from page 18
and discussions. We always finished by
singing the songs and reading the poems
written at the end of the book.
Now the seder lasts until the children
become restless or hungry. To shorten
the service, my daughter insisted that
saying Dayenu would be faster than
singing. Although I cannot carry a tune,
I love hearing this sung, and even join in.
At the first supposedly-shortened version,
when we finished taking turns around the
table as everyone read a portion, I was
completely surprised and delighted by my
son-in-law — as he sang in his excellent
voice Dayenu from beginning to end. 
Photo: Sierra, Sean, Sheri, and Shayna Keller, with
Marcia Posner.

FYI
This is the last issue of The Prophet
magazine that will be printed and
mailed for a little while. For at least
the next year, digital .pdf
files of new issues will be available
to download off from our website
(we'll let members know when
they're available). You can always
access past issues at
www.templeisaiah.org/the-prophet/
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...continued from page 11

Here’s the recipe:
Â 2 pounds beef chuck roast, cut into cubes; other
meats can also be used
Â 2 tablespoons vegetable oil (or schmaltz)
Â 2 medium onions, thinly sliced
Â 4 large garlic cloves, minced
Â 6 medium Yukon gold or red potatoes, peeled
and cubed [I use about 4]
Â 8 ounces fresh mushrooms, quartered
Â 1 cup large dried lima beans, boiled, rinsed and
soaked for 2 hours, then drained and rinsed
thoroughly [I omit]
Â ½ cup pearl barley (or rice)
Â 4 cups beef, chicken, or vegetable broth
Â ¼ cup tomato paste
Â 2 tablespoons packed light brown sugar
Â 2 tablespoons Hungarian sweet paprika
Â 1 ½ tablespoons hot Hungarian paprika (I omit)
Â 2 teaspoons mustard powder
Â 1 tablespoon kosher salt
Â 1 ½ teaspoons freshly ground black pepper
Â 3 cups water (use only if needed to cover all
ingredients)
Â 4 large eggs, shells washed (optional) (I omit)
Â Chopped fresh parsley (garnish, only for
company)

1. Heat a non-stick pan over medium heat. Sear
the beef on all sides until the pieces are lightly
browned. Transfer to plate.
2. Add the oil to the same pan and saute the onions
until they are lightly colored and fragrant, at
least 5 minutes, then transfer to a 5–7 quart slow
cooker. Place the meat in the slow cooker along
with the garlic, potatoes, mushrooms, beans, and
barley.
3. In a large bowl, mix together the broth, tomato
paste, brown sugar, paprika, mustard powder,
salt, pepper, and water (If needed) and pour into
the slow cooker.
4. Set the slow cooker to low and cook overnight
or up to 18 hours, until the beans and grains
are soft and cooked through. The cholent will
become thicker the longer it is cooked. Remove
the eggs (if included) and cool. Add salt to taste
(you won’t need to) and stir. Peel the eggs, then
halve them lengthwise. Ladle the hot cholent into
individual bowls. Place half an egg on top of each
serving and garnish with parsley.
Enjoy! If you like, consider getting the cookbook. It
truly connects me with a part of who I am that got
lost along the way. 
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Temple Isaiah Board of
Trustees 2020–21
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President
Alex Hoffman
Executive VP
Ken Hankin
Financial VP
Lisa Welch
Membership VP
Michelle Ostroff
Religious VP
Josh Putterman
Treasurer

Wanted: talented writers!
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Secretary
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If you have a way with words and a knack for telling great
stories, The Prophet Magazine could use your skills.
We’re looking for “reporters” to:
Ā
Ā
Ā
Ā

interview long-time members about their lives and Temple
Isaiah’s history
write great stories about ways that members connect with
each other
profile TI staff and board members
write stories about Jewish practice
and some of the ways to get
involved and care for the world

Interested? Email
Raya@templeisaiah.org
with your story ideas and
she’ll put you to work!

