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Times for Cape Town
From Hebcal.com

 

What better way to celebrate the month of Adar than with a baby naming?
Little Nava Yehudit had her Zeved Bat in Muizenberg Shul at the begining of

the month. A beautiful name for a beautiful child. She filled the shul with
laughter and sunshine. There is something about a child's smile that always

lights up a room.
Children have a wonderful zest for life. The exuberance and enthusiasm they

show is a delight but at the same time their boundless energy can be
challenging when the noise levels rise and the house is turned upside down.
Shrieks of delight can turn into heartfelt wails of disappointment when a child
is hungry or tired or cannot have what they want. Children live in the moment

and feel emotions intensely. 
 

By the time we get to be adults we have toned it down a lot. Which isn't
necessarily a bad thing. Instead of lying on the floor kicking and screaming

when we don't get what we want, we learn to make a plan. We are better able
to articulate what we want. But the down side can be instead of expressing

our emotions we often hang onto our hurts and disappointments. Sometimes
for years.

 
Children love to push boundaries and turn things on their head. We will soon
be celebrating Purim, a festival where we can all dress up, loosen up, play and

have fun. Playing is the most wonderful tool for learning where we use our
imagination and explore different possibilities. It is all too easy to forget to

play when our lives as adults are filled with responsibilities and chores.
 

Creative energy is similar to the energy used in play; the unselfconscious
absorption in the imagination. Between the ages of nought to five one learns
more than at any other time of one's life – physical coordination, language,

social skills, one learns to walk and run. And this is the time of one's life that is
set aside almost entirely for play.

Unfortunately criticism and judgement can kill our creativity and our
imagination. The inner critic has a lot to answer for, that voice in one's head
that says what you are doing is of no value, or is not good enough. Creativity
needs to be nurtured and one of the best tools is allow oneself to be playful. 

To quote Albert Einstein “Creativity is intelligence having fun.” 
Enjoy your play days this month!
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SEICHELSIMCHA JOKESSIMCHA JOKES by Abe Casper Reflections with Rabbi Ryan

           

When was the last time that you really celebrated life to the max? Not
just having a glass of wine at home while reading your favorite book,

but really celebrating? As an analogy, imagine someone had given
you a million dollars to spend it all in one day? How would you do it?

How would you blow the cash and celebrate in style? 
 

The history of Purim is quite bizarre. We are told that we almost face
a national genocide of our nation and the Jews are the closest we
have ever been to extermination. Arguably even closer than the

holocaust as although many more people died in the holocaust, not
all Jews lived under German rule so not all Jews were under direct

threat. During Purim, every Jew lived under Persian rule and if Haman
had succeeded, we all would have perished. In the Purim story, we

survive through many small miracles and events that somehow
change the outcome on its head, and we become free from

destruction. Imagine the feeling of salvation. The euphoria. The
jubilation. What now? 

 
The story concludes that the Jews celebrated. The Scroll of Esther

states: “Purim was to be days of feasting and gladness, and sending
portions of food to one another, and gifts to the poor" (9:22). 

 
It is no surprise why we got drunk and ate a lot. Most people love
food and if they had 1 million dollars to spend in a day, a 5 star

Michelin restaurant would be breakfast, lunch and dinner.
 

But what about the sending of gifts to your friends? Would you
consider your friends, acquaintances and long last relatives in your 1
million dollar spending day? Would you concern yourself with other
people on your best day of celebration? If we take it even further,

what would you do with all that money that is spare at the end of the
day? Many of us would give it to charity, but how many of us would

start off the day with giving it to charity? Most of us would just donate
in the final hours when we realize that we cant spend it all, but only a
few of us would celebrate by starting the day with the realization that

true happiness comes by bringing the whole world up with you. 
 

This is what Purim teaches us. We dont just celebrate in life on our
own by drinking ourselves to oblivion at a fancy restaurant. Rather

we consider the fate of others in our own happiness as we cant ever
feel fully elated when people are still suffering.

 
Purim reminds us to celebrate life. Even without the 1 million dollars,
we go out our way to drink and be merry as much as we can. Yet we

dont forget to ask others to join and celebrate with us, as real
celebration is not just individual but needs to be collective too.

  

     Just before Rosh Hashanah, a team of
terrorists invades the shul and takes the rabbi,
the cantor and shul president hostage. Hours
later, the governor stands tough, he won’t give
them a million dollars, nor a getaway car nor a

jumbo jet. The terrorists gather the hostages in a
corner and inform them that things look bad and

that they are going to have to shoot them.
Nevertheless, to show that they are not a bad
bunch, they grant each hostage one last wish. 

“Please,” says the Rabbi, “for the last two months I
have been working on my Rosh Hashanah

sermon. What a waste to die without having
carried before an audience. I’ll go happily if you

let me recite my sermon. It’s two and a half long,
tops.” The terrorists promise to grant his wish. 
“Please,” says the Cantor, “after fifty years I’ve
finally got the “Hinneni” prayer right. What a

waste to die and not sing it to an audience. It’s
only about forty-five minutes long, then I’ll go
happily. The terrorists promise to grant the

cantor his wish and then turn towards the shul
president.

“Please,” says the president, “shoot me first.”
 
 

Rachel did a lot of travelling for her business, so
she flew often. Flying made her very, very

nervous, so she took her Siddur along so she
could read the traveller’s prayer. It helped her

relax.
One time, she was sitting next to a sceptical man.
When he saw her pull out her Siddur, he gave a

little chuckle and smirk and went back to what he
was doing. After a while, her turned to her and
asked, “You don’t really believe all that stuff in

there.”   
Rachel replied, “Of course!”

He said, “Well, what about that guy that was
swallowed by a whale?”

“Oh, Yonah,” responded Rachel.
“Yes, how do you suppose that he survived all

that time inside the whale?”
Rachel,” I don’t really know. I guess when I get to

Heaven, I will ask him.”
“Well, what if he isn’t there?” the man asked

sarcastically.
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B O O K  O F  T H E  M O N T H  B Y  M I C H E L L E  F R I E D M A N  

REMEMBER?
The Holocaust 

hovers.
A permanent

stain.
Millions swept

away-
for no reason.

Who dare forget?
Late at night

shadows flicker…
who are you?

Wave upon wave
beats against the shore:

who can stop the killings?
Hatred

deep and dark
runs amuck.

Stripped of pretence
thousands vent

their rage as
blood-covered
they slaughter-

drip, 
drip, 
drip.

Children vanish overnight.
Tomorrow – 

millions more.
I wash my body

slowly.
Yet

even today
the stain of madness

continues.
I cup my face in my hands.

  

 Born in Johannesburg to a Catholic mother and a Jewish father,
Michelle Friedman practises Catholicism until her father

divorces her mother and, at fourteen, converts her to Judaism.
So begins a spiritual journey leading to Padre Pio, a priest who

bears the stigmata, followed by ten years as a Catholic nun. The
Soweto riots and a forbidden relationship point the way
forward to secular life, but the death of her father and a

traumatic event catapult Michelle back to her Jewish roots in
Jerusalem. Later, in St. Louis and Seattle, Michelle discovers the

harsh secrets of her childhood. Her healing continues,
climaxing years later in India, where she reflects on her eventful

life and her journeys, both outward and inward. God in All
Worlds is the inspirational story of a woman's journey across

four continents in her quest for spiritual fulfilment and
emotional healing. Michelle steers the reader from shanty

towns in South Africa to the Old City in Jerusalem and from the
opulent hotels of Kolkata to the simple asceticism of Varanasi. A
soul-searching odyssey and a disarmingly honest chronicle, this

is a spiritual memoir unlike any other.

Poem by 
Michelle Friedman
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Tikvah Food  bank charity drive
from our shul below:

 Get well Alan Faigenbaum. Get better soon!
 

Get Well - Fay and Gene Magnion. Get better soon! 
 

Get Well - Jean Tockar - hope you well enough to travel to Israel.
Safe travels.  

 
Welcome back - Cecile Buirski - hope to see you back in good

health in Muizenberg after your stay abroad.  
 

Welcome - Bnei Akiva Cape Town. Was a fantastic Shabbat with
you and the Grade 12 students. 

 
Mazeltov - Chana Bruk on your upcoming Batmitzvah this

month and mazeltov to the whole family. 
 

Thank you - Laurence and Denise Newfield for sponsoring
Kiddush in honor of Rebbetzin Andrea Rivkah bday

 
Thank you - Jo Solomon and family for sponsoring Kiddush for

your Shabbat with us from London 
 

 Call Neil to get food  picked
up and Delivered to Food

Bank: 0832651252

Community Retreat Away
-Please email

Muizenberg.shul@gmail.com
if you would like to join us

and go away for a weekend.
We are looking at 6-8th May
in Greyton. We will try get

good accommodation rates.
Amazing experience and look

forward.  
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Jeffrey Davis – known as Jeff to you – was born in Pretoria and early on discovered
Muizenberg through family holidays at the seaside. From then on it was a strong
love affair that lasted all his life. I met Jeff in the Snake Park in 1959 and we were

married in the Gardens Shul three years later. In Pretoria Jeff was regarded as “the”
Accountant and as a Pillar of the Community. 

 
In Muizenberg Jeff was one of the “Upcountry Boys” mingling with everyone on the
beach. We spent every summer holidaying in Muizenberg before the Surfers took
over and although by then we had bought our home in Cinnabar, we discovered

Fish Hoek where we enjoyed safe swimming.
 

From a young age Jeff was a regular Muizenberg Shul goer, never missing a Friday
nite or Shabbat Service. Everyone in the Shul was his friend. The Congregation just
adored him. He was so kind, so generous and so good natured – a true gentleman.

 
Towards the end of last year Jeff finally lost his last vestige of sight. He would ask me,
why does Hashem make me suffer like this. The Blackness was more than he could

bear and he passed away peacefully on 14 November 2021. In his Tefillim bag I
found a little Reminder Card on which he had written his KAVANAH – his Intentions,
concluding “Undertake NOT to do or follow your eyes for BAD”. He truly lived by his

motto never to think or say an unkind word about a fellow human being.
 

When after his passing I returned to Sandton Shul his Spiritual Home for the past
sixteen years, one of his mates came up to me and with tears in his eyes he said,

“without Jeff, the Shul is empty”. Someone in the Muizenberg Shul said almost those
exact words when I returned to Muizenberg Shul. 

 
In a forest of trees, he truly stood out, among the tallest. Jeff was a Mensch. 

He is survived by his wife, sons Alec and Leon, their wives and four grandchildren.  

           

Yizkor - we
remember
our loved

ones
A brief memoir of Jeff Davis,

 dedicated by Hedy Davis 

Jeffrey Davis 
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ALAN AND EDMORE, THE HERZLIA KEREM ON PICNIC DAY WITH THE
FABULOUS STAFF, INCREDIBLE SURF PIC LAST MONTH IN THE CAPE, SOLOMON

AND WEISS FAMILIES, SUMMER VISITORS, BABY LOGAN HARRY SHAPIRO. 

 

Contact Shul 


