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Shalom chaveyrim.  
Recently, a young man was studying for his bar mitzvah.  During lessons one day, the rabbi asked him what he wanted to be when he grew up.  The young man replied that he wanted to be a rabbi.  The rabbi was somewhat taken aback because he had never seen his young student being serious enough studying Judaism to want to become a rabbi.  The rabbi asked the young man why he wanted to be a rabbi, and the boy replied that it was a good paying job that did not require too much work.  After all, the rabbi only works on Friday nights, Saturdays and holidays, and doesn't have much to do the rest of the time. 
To that, the rabbi replied, "Son, you don't want to be a rabbi.  You want to be the president of the congregation."

Anyway, since it is Yom Kippur, and since there’s no way for me to get to everyone individually, I’d like to start by saying that if I’ve said or done anything, either consciously or unconsciously to offend you, I’m sorry, and I humbly ask for your forgiveness.  Also, I really hope as part of my Yom Kippur apology, that you will indulge me by allowing me to include anything that I might say in the next five minutes or so.  I just want to make sure I’m covered.

I would like to begin my remarks this morning by thanking you for the confidence you have shown me by entrusting the care of this great synagogue in my hands this past year and for the upcoming year.  It is a responsibility that I take very seriously and with great awe.  This task is made much easier and far more enjoyable by the partnership formed between the executive committee and entire Board of Directors who work tirelessly for the benefit and betterment of Temple Sinai.
Next, I would like to extend some heartfelt “thank you”s.  First, to my family and my wife Jodi, without whose support I could not even think of taking on this Presidency.  To the Rabbi for his leadership and spiritual guidance.  To the cantor for her enthusiasm in leading services and for trying to keep us all in tune.  To the many volunteers who’ve spent countless hours making sure everything runs smoothly during these High Holidays.  To the Executive Board and Board who volunteer a lot of their time.  And to all of you – our members, our volunteers – all of you who support Temple Sinai with your time, your energy, your ideas and of course your financial support.   

Okay, so those of you who have read my column in the monthly bulletin know that I have a thing for re-writing other people’s works.  For example, I have re-written Dr. Martin Luther King’s “I Have a Dream” speech, and President John Kennedy’s “Ask not what you can do for your country”.  So, here goes…

In the beginning… No, I don’t dare try to modify that one.
So, let me start with my own story.  Forty odd years ago, a group of Jewish people in the Cinnaminson area needed a place to daven.  There was not a synagogue nearby that suited their needs, so they came together and formed Temple Sinai.  Many of those original members remain vital members of this congregation today, and some are very active on committees and on the Board.  In time, it was decided that there should be a proper synagogue in which to daven, so land was found and our original building – the small chapel and classrooms – was erected.

Not long after that, my parents relocated to Cinnaminson from Northeast Philadelphia.  Coincidentally, my father’s uncle was one of those original founding members of Temple Sinai, and he invited my parents to join.  Obviously, they did.  Over the years, my parents’ family grew – as did Temple Sinai.  I remember as a young child going to High Holiday services at the Cinnaminson High School, because our little chapel was simply not large enough to accommodate everyone.  In time, a committee was formed to lead the charge for the expansion of Temple Sinai, and the Sanctuary we enjoy today.  Many of those committee members remain vital members of this congregation to this day.
Now, let me jump tracks for a moment, and tell the story of my grandfather, Sol Grobman, on my mother’s side.  The Grobman family was a typical transplanted Jewish family, with many siblings and cousins gathering for every holiday.  Anyway, Sol was a macher in his congregation in South Philly.  On Yom Kippur, the whole mishpuchah would gather at Sol’s house for break the fast.  Of course, the fast could not end until Sol returned from shul.  My brother, my cousins and I would walk around the corner to the small shul to nudge Sol and encourage him to come home to break the fast.  I still remember looking around the room…the women observing from upstairs, the bearded old men bobbing and swaying as they davened.  A few small children gathered to encourage the zaydes to come home.  Eventually, there would be three generations gathered around the table, as Sol led the brachot that told us it was time to eat.  To a child, the eating is the most important part, no?  Sol has passed on, and the little shul has long since closed.
Today, one sefer torah from that little shul resides here, at Temple Sinai.  When Sol’s shul closed, that torah was given to my mother in honor of Sol, and it has been enjoyed here for many years.  Counting the torah, my family has four generations here now.  Erica was Bat Mitzvah three years ago, Kevin was Bar Mitzvah last year, and my youngest, DJ, is now just three years away from becoming Bar Mitzvah.  And as I look around the room, I wonder…. 
I see the parents of many of my friends from religious school (mumble)  years ago.  Some of those friends have moved off, to beautiful lands such as Israel or California, or Medford or Lumberton.  And I don’t see them any more.  Others, like Shari Hyder and Ellen Weiner not only continue to be members here, but serve on the Board and are active on various committees as well.  But the Hyder and Weiner families also have three generations here at Temple Sinai.  And how many others do as well?  
Just last week at Rosh Hashanah services, I was reminded about this circle of life.  As I sat here on the bimah, listening to the Rabbi and the chazzan, I could not help but notice the Rabbi’s parents, sitting near the front, listening to every word, and obviously very proud of their son.  Earlier, the Rabbi’s daughter, Rachel, read from the torah with a beautiful voice as I watched over her shoulder, and I was amazed at her confidence and mesmerized by her voice.  But as I sat and watched the Rabbi’s parents, little Daniel quietly walked over to the bimah, and ascended the steps to be near his grandfather.   While Rachel appeared somewhat uneasy with the situation, I found it very poignant.  Here, in one small corner of the world, right here in Temple Sinai, four generations were again gathered to share the traditions of our people.  And I was deeply moved by the moment.
Fortunately, we have a shul where generations have gathered, can gather, and do gather.  But for how many more generations can this continue?  Temple Sinai operates on a shoestring budget, largely because we have many, many volunteers who perform tasks that one would expect to be done by paid staff and contractors.  I don’t dare begin to list the many, many things, nor the countless people who have made it all possible, as I know I will certainly forget some project, or some group of people, and I would then need to apologize to – and seek forgiveness from – additional people.  Suffice it to say, that we do what we can, with less than many other congregations, because we have to.  We are fortunate that we have talented and dedicated volunteers who can help us bridge this gap.

But Temple Sinai cannot function on volunteer efforts alone.  Don’t get me wrong; we love our volunteers and will never turn a volunteer away.  In fact, if you have ideas to help Temple Sinai, we would love to hear them.  But as I said, Temple Sinai cannot function on volunteer efforts alone.  And these past twelve months have been very interesting, to say the least.  
Last year when I stood before you, we knew that we were living in historic times because we were witnessing the prelude to a momentous national election.  What we did not know was that we were also sailing in an economic storm of historic proportion, one that has affected us all.  We experienced the evaporation of iconic financial institutions; we watched helplessly as the pulse of our once-mighty auto industry slowed to critical; we worried about our plummeting investments – individually and at Temple Sinai; and many of us were directly affected by the steadily rising rate of unemployment.  Economic instability touched every one of us and affected many of the decisions we made in the past year.

Here at the Temple Sinai, budget issues dominated the first two-thirds of my term as president.  And that’s okay.  Any president of any organization steps into the role knowing that unforeseen circumstances will shape his or her presidential term.

We have made decisions, on many levels, to do more with less.  Yet Temple Sinai continues to struggle financially.

However, I have good news, and I have bad news.  The good news….is that we have more than enough money to make energy-saving improvements to our building,  we have more than enough money to make life enhancing improvements to our décor and to our landscaping, and we have more than enough money to retain the best religious school faculty and staff.  The bad news….is that it is all in your pockets right now.
Help us to ensure that Temple Sinai is here for our children, for their children, for their children, and for generations of children to come.  It costs you nothing to change your Will or your life insurance, to have some of that money redirected to Temple Sinai.  And it takes no time at all to look at the pledge card you received on your way in, and to turn down a tab.  Look at the tab that you think is the right one, and then go to the next higher tab.  Perhaps even turn down two tabs.  Imagine our greater Cinnaminson community with no synagogue at all; think about it.  Together, we can ensure that Temple Sinai remains a vital part of this community l’dor v’dor, from generation to generation.
On behalf of my family, Jodi, Erica, Kevin and DJ, and on behalf of the entire Board of Directors of Temple Sinai, L’SHANAH TOVAH TIKATAYVU.

