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This past week I was in New York for a women’s Lag B'omer concert at which I was to be a 

guest speaker. Lag B’omer is a mini-holiday celebrating the end of a pandemic that took the 

lives of Rabbi Akiva’s students some 2000 years ago. The day is often celebrated with 

bonfires, music and song. 

 

I had never, ever been to an event like this before. Firstly, this concert was the first and 

female-only Lag B’omer event I’ve ever attended (or even heard about). There were roughly 

1000 women and girls of all ages attending. 

 

And, the event honored our Holocaust survivors. 

 

My aunt, who organized the event, is a social worker who has created a group for dozens of 

survivors in her community in Monsey, NY, called HEART. From their website: 

 

More than half a century ago they survived the Holocaust, but their suffering continues. 

Their tragic losses are never forgotten, and every moment of life is impacted by their 

experiences. Recent events of the Covid era have reawakened memories and triggered 

dormant fears of hunger, isolation, and loss. More than ever before, there is a vital need to 

care for and support the survivors among us. 

H.E.A.R.T. is a caring team of professionals and trained volunteers dedicated to addressing 

the physical, psychological, financial, and social needs of Holocaust survivors in Rockland 

County. This program provides a range of services that address the specific needs of 

Holocaust survivors and their families. Social services for Jewish Nazi victims are supported 

by a grant from the Conference on Jewish Material Claims Against Germany. Funds are 

designated to support survivors with the respect and dignity they deserve in their golden 

years.  

 

This concert was a fun and celebratory way to honor the survivors, two dozen of whom were 

in attendance. 

 

As a grandchild of survivors, I could not get over the brilliance of this event. Often, 

survivors are remembered and honored at solemn events or formal luncheons, not at a 

concert! But this was a celebration of who they are, not a mourful ceremony of what they 

lost. 

 



The highlight of the evening for me was when the young woman starring in the concert, 

Shaindy Plotzker, brought one of the survivors on stage to sing the song Ani Ma’amin with 

her. Ani Ma’amin’s words were written by Maimonides in his list of thirteen core principles 

of faith that a Jew should affirm each day. Here’s the translation of the song, which is the 

twelfth of the thirteen principles: 

 

I believe with a perfect faith in the coming of the Messiah, and even though he delays, with 

all that I will wait every day for him to come. 

 

The concept of “the Messiah” is a tough one for modern minds to hold. What, some holy 

saint like creature will come riding through Cleveland one day wrapped in a white robe and 

sandals on his donkey, blowing a shofar and heralding utopia? 

 

Maimonides teaches that the Messiah is simply a Jewish leader who will emerge at some 

point in history, whom all the Jews will want to follow (there’s the miracle part), who will 

unite us in peace and harmony and restore the world to better times under the leadership of 

God. And the Ani Ma’amin affirms this. The words have been to set to many different tunes, 

and the Holocaust evoked a few new ones, as Jews said these words on their way to 

Auschwitz and to so many other places of death. 

 

I watched this young, vibrant, modern, talented, utterly American artist and Instagram 

influencer Shaindy, alongside the elderly, accented, out-of-tune survivor, holding hands 

together and singing the words of Ani Ma’amin, and the sight absolutely brought chills up 

and down my spine.  

 

Never have those words sounded more contemporary, more relevant. Never has there been 

a smaller generation gap. We are all one, we are all connected, we are all Jews. What an 

honor it was to be a part of something so significant and so heart-stopping. 

 


