
Dear Am HaYam family, 

We just begun Hanukkah last night. As the year enters its darkest phase, we light candles. The fire, light, 

and candles are the perfect symbols to express our response to darkness--moral and social. One of the 

many qualities of lighting our Hanukkiah (the term for a menorah designed specifically for Hanukkah), is 

that we can light our candles using the flame from the shamash (“helper” source), without extinguishing 

the shamash itself. A flame can easily spread to another wick without compromising its own strength; 

indeed, the fire is seen as most powerful the moment that its light and warmth are shared as one flame 

is kindled by another. Moreover, the result is that more candles are burning; hence, the strength of the 

fire has grown. 

Mahatma Gandhi taught, “A thousand candles can be lit from the flame of one candle, and the life of the 

candle will not be shortened. Happiness can be spread without diminishing that of yourself.” 

Each of us is a repository of light and love, warmth and worth, flame and fairness, hearth and hope. 

When we share our passion, joy, and spirit, we do not diminish it; we only get others to join us in 

rendering this world a better, more G!dly place. 

A family was about to leave Poland. Before the journey, the father took his seven-year old son to the 

next shtetl (little town) to receive a blessing from the rabbi. They were to stay the night at the rabbi’s 

house and return the next morning. The boy was to sleep in the rabbi’s study, but the young lad could 

not fall asleep. The air was so pure, the books were so holy, and the boy was too excited. In the middle 

of the night, the boy heard a sound and so pretended to be asleep. It was the rabbi. The rabbi came into 

the room, looked down at him, and thought to himself, “Such a sweet child.” Then the rabbi took off his 

jacket and draped it over the boy. 

Many years later that boy was asked about his spiritual journey and his greatest inspiration. He replied, 

“I am now almost 80-years old. That was 73 years ago, and I am still warm from that jacket.” 

During the festival of Hanukkah, may we be like that rabbi, like the Maccabees, like the shamash, and 

warm others and inspire them with our flame. May our light help dispel the darkness. And may our light 

increase as we extend ourselves to others. 

Hag urim samei-ach! May this be, truly, a festival of lights, filled with joy, wonder, health, and the 

blessing of lighting, which is the miracle of connection. 

 

Rabbi J.B. Sacks       Student Rabbi Maayan Lev 

 

P.S. Enjoy this Hanukkah parody of West Side Story, with music by Leonard Bernstein! 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jiskf_lZXv8&t=8s

