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Shema Koleinu

If this is your first time picking up a copy of Shema Koleinu - welcome to 
Beth Jacob! What you are holding in your hand is the sixteenth edition of a 
compilation of Rosh Hashanah essays, thoughts and musings from members 
of our community, assembled with the hope of adding understanding and 
meaning to these special days. Beth Jacob is the spiritual home to a wide 
range of congregrants, and Shema Koleinu celebrates this mix of threads and 
colors which comprise the fabric of our community. Taken as a whole, this 
publication is a beautiful expression of the wonderfully diverse community in 
which we live. 

Our Life, Loss, & Legacies section is dedicated to loved ones who have 
passed away. With a Shul history as rich and varied as ours, and with new 
members joining every year, it’s a particularly special privilege to share stories 
that highlight some of Beth Jacob’s earliest members, and enable the new 
generation to get to know them, in a sense.  

We are sure you will find each article both insightful and thought provoking, 
and it is our hope that Shema Koleinu 5783 will serve as a source of inspiration 
on these Holy Days. 

We would like to thank the following people for their help in crafting this 
publication: Mrs. Tzina Fishman for the publication’s sophisticated interior 
design; Joel Alpert/Market Power for the artistic cover photo; the Shema 
Koleinu sponsors for their generosity; and the contributing authors for sharing 
their thoughts to enrich our Rosh Hashanah experience. 

May Hashem hear (Shema) our voices (Koleinu) and grant us a happy, healthy, 
and sweet New Year. 

PREFACE
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MIRACLES FROM BEYOND  

Gail Raab

Coincidences,  in my opinion, are really not coincidences at all. I think coincidences 
are miracles planned and planted by G-d. I’ve always believed that Hashem 
sends them in subtle ways to make us become aware of the miracles that show up 
in our lives. In fact, it is through these subtle miracles that we can receive messages 
from our departed loved ones.

When I returned home from the funeral of my beloved mother (OBM), I found 
the biggest, most spectacular red rose that had just magically appeared on a bush 
outside my kitchen window. Since roses need lots of water, it was even more 
incredible because we had a drought that summer with no rain for months. 
Unlike all the roses that had bloomed on the bush over a decade, that miraculous 
rose did not start shedding its petals after a few days. The rose remained intact 
throughout shiva and the next month until the sheloshim. It was only about six 
months later that the rose started turning black and shriveling up, but it clung to 
the branch for eight months. I realized that my beloved mother had also held on 
to life for eight months after surgery.

It was so comforting to hear from a rabbi who came for shiva that G-d sends 
messages through nature, and the miraculous rose was a message from my mother 
that she was in a place of beauty and bliss.

A few months before my beloved husband (OBM) died, we were sitting in our 
sukkah with a friend who told a story about a terminally ill man who loved 
butterflies. He promised his wife he would send a butterfly after he died to let her 
know he was okay and in a beautiful place. During his funeral, a magnificent 
yellow butterfly lit on his wife’s shoulder! When someone pointed it out, she 
said, “My husband sent it to let me know he’s okay.”

Unfortunately, my husband died before the next year’s Sukkos. While decorating 
our sukkah Erev Yom Kippur, my daughter wondered if her Dad would send a 
yellow butterfly like the one we heard about the previous Sukkos. When 
everybody left after break-the-fast, I noticed a blob on a door to the sukkah. I 
turned on the light and was flabbergasted to see a magnificent yellow butterfly! 
Never had I ever seen a butterfly at night, especially on a cold October night. My 
family came back to see this miracle with their own eyes! Even more miraculous 
was that the butterfly had survived the freezing, windy night and was still in the 
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same spot the next morning and into the afternoon until 2:30pm. My 
granddaughter brought her camera and as soon as she clicked the picture, the 
miraculous butterfly zoomed straight up and out of one of the only two possible 
openings in the sukkah.

About six months ago, my beloved brother (OBM) who was athletic and young 
at heart died suddenly, leaving my family and me in shock. He loved birds and 
had been fascinated by hawks since childhood. He knew all the various kinds of 
hawks, their sounds and habits, and he even joked that he wanted to come back 
as a hawk when he died. One of his lifelong friends watched the funeral on 
Zoom and told me the last sound he heard was the screaming of a hawk!

About a week later, I was working at my desk overlooking my deck and forest 
when I saw a huge bird with massive wings speeding toward me. The bird 
miraculously stopped abruptly when it reached the deck’s railing and sat staring 
at me while I took pictures. I confirmed the bird was indeed a hawk and wondered 
if it was actually my brother! In my 48 years living in this house, I had never seen 
a hawk up close. The following week, hawks became daily visitors in my backyard 
and then just vanished leaving me in awe of another miracle!

When my son-in-law’s father (OBM) died, he needed to know his father was 
okay. He was staying in the same room of his brother’s house where he always 
stayed. He asked his father for a sign - and for the first time in twenty years, he 
noticed a poster.

He was astounded to see two dates on it: July 6, the day his father was born; and 
September 30, the day his father died. Those dates had been there all those years, 
but my son-in-law didn’t discover them until they became a “miracle from 
beyond.”

We read in the Shemoneh Esrei daily and thank Hashem for “the miracles that 
are with us every day”----miracles we must be open to receive. May your New 
Year be filled with good health, boundless blessings and wisdom to recognize and 
cherish the miracles in your life.
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Post #1 (pre-surgery):
 
Made it to Toronto! Less than 24 hour to go. Indescribable experience. Can’t 
even imagine what it must be like for the recipient. Here is the full letter I 
sent to my shul(s) detailing some of what brought me to this moment, which 
is dedicated to the memory of Ronnie Hollander, z’l, and to promote 
awareness of SUDC.
 
Dear TBDJ and CBS,

I want to share some more details about something I announced on Shabbos: 
I was found to be a match for a kidney donation to a recipient in Toronto 
(who I do not know). It is my great privilege to join a growing list of what’s 
known as “altruistic living kidney donors” and that I am doing so in memory 
of Ronnie Hollander, z”l to promote awareness of SUDC - Sudden 
Unexplained Death in Childhood.

Over four years ago, in December 2018, TBDJ hosted the organization 
Renewal for a presentation in our shul. Renewal is a comprehensive resource 
for kidney donors and recipients within the Jewish community. They are 
involved in every aspect of the process, from helping to actually identify 
matches between donors and recipients to providing emotional and financial 
support all along the way. 

After their presentation that Saturday night, I joined a small group of 
congregants who swabbed themselves to add their names to the registry. The 
whole process took less than a minute and was soon completely forgotten. I 
heard nothing from them until some 13 months later, on January 13th, 2020.
For all of us in the Montreal community, that terrible day will be forever 
etched in our memory. I remember exactly where I was when I received the 
call from Paperman’s Funeral Home that I needed to go straight to the 
hospital. Ronnie Hollander z”l, the beautiful, always smiling two-year old 
daughter of Michael and Dahlia, had suddenly passed away. The next few 
hours were a blur of misery and tears. No words can describe the pain and 
devastating loss that Ronnie’s parents, siblings and grandparents went 
through; we as a community were shattered along with them.

Rabbi Yechezkel Freundlich

MAZEL TOV - YOU’RE A 
MATCH! 
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I returned home empty and numb that afternoon, literally collapsing at the 
kitchen table. And then my phone rang. It was an unrecognized number 
from the States. In general, I am not quick to pick up those calls, and 
particularly on that day, as I had no strength. But for some reason, most 
likely a suspicion that the call was related to the tragedy unfolding, I took 
the call. But it was not related to Ronnie. “Hi, this is Renewal, calling from 
New York. You’ve been found to be a life-saving match! Mazel Tov! Are 
you still interested in being a donor?”
 
It is one thing to swab and enter a registry, but it is something entirely 
different to actually undergo surgery for a complete stranger. Renewal has 
no doubt learned from experience that the first question after identifying a 
match must be: “Are you really sure you really want to do this?”

I would like to think I would have confirmed regardless, but in that 
moment, there was no doubt. “Yes!” I cried. And then I literally sobbed 
uncontrollably. “Sir, are you ok?” the woman from Renewal asked. “Usually 
when a match has been found, the sobs come from the recipients, not the 
donors.”

“Yes, I’m ok,” I explained. “This has been a terribly painful day, but I am so 
honored to be a donor.”

(An added detail is that Rifki also received a call that very same day that 
she had matched as well! But we decided we should do one at a time.)

That was back in January 2020. My personal journey towards donation has 
been circuitous and filled with delays. In February, I spent a day in a New 
York hospital being tested, but Covid shut everything down before the 
process could be completed. By June of 2020, when New York hospitals 
were beginning to function again, my recipient unfortunately had taken ill 
and was no longer a candidate for surgery.

Renewal quickly found a different recipient, this time in Toronto. But 
because the Canadian and American health systems do not align, I had to 
undergo the entire testing regimen again, and that took a very long time. It 
has been almost a two year process, culminating just this past week when I 
finally got the call that a date has been set.
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I would like to dedicate my kidney donation to the memory of Ronnie, z”l. 
Not because in some way her tragic passing brought this about, but because 
the convergence of the two events has forever further connected me to her, 
her family, and this community.
 
Post #2 (post surgery)
There aren’t many words to capture the moment you meet your recipient, who 
has prayed with her husband and 4 children and 10 grandchildren for a 
miracle (they were given a 1% chance of matching), and listen to them 
through tears tell you that you are literally an angel sent by G-d from heaven 
to give her life. There is simply nothing like this. BH both of my kidneys are 
fully functional, providing life for both of u.s
 
Get swabbed. Save a life. Renewal.

Rabbi Yechezkel Freundlich served as Associate Rabbi of Beth Jacob. He now 
resides in New York with his wife Rifki and family and is the spiritual leader at 
Congregation Beth Sholom in Lawrence, New York.
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Let me start by saying that I really have no place in this booklet. I am not a 
member of Beth Jacob. With that being said, I am a member of this 
community. A member who has had the honor of reading the announcements 
during a beautiful Shabbat morning on July 1, and the privilege of saying 
Havdalah for the first time since Covid on July 23. Those are my credentials. 
If you think that disqualifies me for this booklet then I take no offense and 
you can turn the page. 
 
The first time I waltzed into Beth Jacob was in September 2021. I sat in the 
very last row, and I wore flowy clothing to demonstrate that I did not belong 
and that I was not religious. Of course, I had been to other shuls, but never 
one like BJ and none that created within me the sense of awe and wonder I 
got when I looked up at Rabbi Feldman and Rabbi Foxbrunner next to the 
Aron Kodesh on that Shabbat morning. 
 
Over the subsequent months, after having met Rabbi Fleshel on-campus, I 
decided to venture into Toco for every High Holiday. Let me remind you, for 
someone that grew up playing soccer every Shabbat morning and listening to 
the Shabbat band at his conservative congregation, this was no small feat. 
Standing there, hour after hour, as I could barely follow along with the page 
numbers, I had much time for thought and contemplation. This is what I 
thought about:
 
When I was 16, I started wearing a kippa. When I was 18, I started keeping 
Shabbat. When I was 19, I started davening on Shabbat. When I was 20, I 
started keeping Kosher (including parve!). I’m proud of that journey. Now I 
am 21 - we’ll see what happens next!
 
So, there I am, sitting in the back of the shul thinking about my Jewish 
journey, as you are now thinking about mine. What is the reason I am telling 
you this? It’s because it was then that I learned there are only two types of 
Jews. Those who are growing, and those who are not. It doesn’t matter how 
many halachos you keep or how many you don’t even know of. I think as Jews 
we are meant to keep growing.
 

Ben Jacobson
DO ME A FAVOR
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Ben Jacobson
DO ME A FAVOR The immense privilege and honor we get by being a part of this community 

should not be taken for granted. We owe it to ourselves and to the Jewish 
people to keep growing.

Maybe learn a little, put on your hat to bentsch, or dip in the mikvah. But, 
just do me a favor, do something! Next year, when you look back at this time, 
you want to be able to say: “When I was X age, I did _______, and I’m proud 
of that.”

Ben Jacobson is a student attending Emory University who frequently attends 
Beth Jacob and enjoys meeting new people.
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Levi Graiser

APOLLO 11,  ANXIETY, 
AND THE IGGERES 
HARAMBAN

I was surprised to learn that the first thing the astronauts did upon landing on 
the moon was to go to sleep. The narrator of the IMAX movie explained that 
the moon landing itself was so intense and nail-biting that the astronauts 
needed to rest before they could move on to the next incredibly intense event, 
that first walk on the moon.

Thank God this year we were blessed with a new baby boy, born on Lag b’Omer. 
The end of the pregnancy was somewhat challenging, and multiple times I 
needed to strengthen myself, including the night before the birth. Things were 
happening and we weren’t sure how the night was going to go. I went to bed 
anxious, wondering what would be.

I thought of the words of the Ramban in his letter that I turn to frequently for 
focus and strength. The Ramban in his famous Iggeres says the following 
powerful words:
רּוךְ הּוא דֹוׁש ָבּ ה עֹוֵמד לִפְנֵי ַהָקּ ִאלּו ַאָתּ ךְ כְּ לִָבּ בֹוֶתיךָ, ּובְכָל עֵת, ֲחׁשֹוב בְּ ָברֶיךָ ּוַמעֲֶשֹיךָ ּוַמְחְשׁ כָל דְּ  בְּ
ִכינָתֹו עָלֶיךָ ּוְשׁ
In all your actions, words and thoughts, at all times, think that you are standing 
before HaShem, with His Shechinah on you…

This constant awareness is a lofty level. It is the constant awareness of a Navi, 
the prophet whose awareness of Hashem’s constant presence led him to reach 
that level of connection that we no longer merit, that of nevuah (prophecy). The 
Rama at the beginning of Shulchan Aruch states that “Having Hashem before 
one always” is a level of awareness and connection to Hashem that we should 
work on achieving, even though we are not on the spiritual level of prophets.

I lay in bed anxious and asked myself how I can experience that focus in this 
moment. I thought of the Mishnah in Tractate Tamid (1:2) which explains that 
the Kohanim would sleep on the floor of the Bais HaMokaid, a large room in 
the Bais HaMikdash right near the entrance to the azarah (courtyard) where 
they would offer korbanos to Hashem the next morning.

And then it clicked - I’m like a Kohen, sleeping in the Bais HaMikdash. I’m 
resting now to gain strength for what’s to come. Of course, I thought of those 
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APOLLO 11,  ANXIETY, 
AND THE IGGERES 
HARAMBAN

Apollo 11 astronauts who had been through intensity and had successfully 
landed on the moon. I had been through the intensity of a long nine months 
and I would rest because that’s what Hashem wants me to do, before the next 
steps, whatever they are. I dozed off and slept well for a few hours and then it 
was off to the hospital and some hours later, thank G-d, we thanked Hashem 
for our new child.

The Ramban encourages us to constantly have in mind that we are always 
before Hashem, serving Him. Often we lie down at the end of a day 
emotionally or physically tired, or anxious about what happened that day or 
about what’s to come. Perhaps not something as dramatic as childbirth, but 
whatever the challenges, Hashem oversees and directs them all.

Through regular focus on Iggeres HaRamban (Ramban recommends a 
weekly review), I realize that I have a choice in life when in concerning 
situations: I can live with intermittent night anxiety, mistakenly thinking that 
I’m in control and somehow my worries will “fix things.” Or I can be like the 
Kohen who would go to bed calmly and rest up for the next day of holy work 
offering karbanos to the King himself. He would then arrive at the Bais 
Hamikdash and intensely experience Hashem’s presence. He slept soundly 
right near this place of intense avodah. I too can keep Hashem in the 
forefront of my awareness, constantly, and rest up peacefully for the next day 
of holy service of Hashem.
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It was a hot, sunny Thursday in Yerushalayim (typical summer day) and we 
wanted to get some lunch. My children, then 11, 14 and 17, insisted we go to 
Sbarro Pizza, known to have some of the best kosher pizza in Yerushalayim. 
We went there. The place was crowded and we were exhausted. I told the kids 
we should come back another day. They insisted on staying. I reasoned with 
them that I didn’t have the energy to wait or to eat in the crowd. I told them 
the next time we are in Yerushalayim at lunch or dinner, we would come back 
to Sbarro and have pizza. “When is the next time?” they asked. “Next week,” I 
answered. They reluctantly acquiesced.

That evening we went back to my brother’s home in Ra’anana for Shabbos, 
and Sunday we started our next week of Israel adventures. Tuesday we were 
heading to Teverya for a few days, and our plan was to head back to Yerusha-
layim on Thursday morning. We would make it a point to go back to Sbarros 
for lunch, as we had planned.

Taking our plans in Israel day by day, we hadn’t made hotel reservations in 
advance. We stopped at the first hotel we came across to get rooms for two 
nights. It was fully booked. We called several hotels and stopped at many 
others, but no luck. Somewhat disappointed, we kept on driving through 
Teverya, turning around and driving back through again, hoping we could 
find a place we had missed but thinking we might have to drive back to 
Ra’anana for the night.

At the top of the hill by the Kineret, we saw a newly renovated hotel and 
thought we’d give it one last try before giving up and leaving Teverya. A 
handsome young fellow greeted us and asked how he could be of service (I 
don’t remember his name, we’ll call him Shmuel). I asked if there might be 
room vacancies for two nights. He looked at his screen, told us there was a 
vacancy and that the hotel was running a special: book two nights and get a 
third free. Something free in Israel?! We thought, why not? The reservation 
also included an amazing Israeli kosher breakfast spread. We figured we’d stay 
in Teverya the extra day and delay our travel to Jerusalem by one day. What 
good mazel! With smiles on our faces we headed to our rooms. We spent the 
next three days going to nearby kevarim (burial sites) of famous Rabbis, spent 
time at the beach, shopping, eating, etc.

Mark Strazynski

WHO SAYS OPEN MIRACLES 
ARE NOT VISIBLE ANYMORE? 



15

But our enjoyment was curtailed on our last full day in Teverya, August 9, 
2001, when we heard about the terrible lunchtime pigua (terror attack) that 
took place at the Yerushalayim Sbarro Pizza. Our hearts were torn. As did 
Jews all over the world, we experienced the loss and injury of innocent Jewish 
victims very personally. So many people and their families’ lives were extin-
guished or impacted needlessly and tragically. 

And we said “Hodu LaHashem” for the hotel special we had received that 
kept us in Teverya. Otherwise, we very well might have been at that Sbarro 
when the bomb was ignited.

At our hotel breakfast on Friday morning August 10, we got to talking to 
another tourist. We recounted how the third-free-night special had possibly 
saved our lives. He looked puzzled. He had checked in on the same day as us 
but was not offered the deal. After breakfast we went to check out. Our 
“breakfast” acquaintance spotted me at the check-out counter and came over 
to inquire with the receptionist about the third-free-night special. The hotel 
clerk looked baffled. “What third-free-night special?” she asked. The man 
pointed to me and said, “He got a third-free-night when he booked his hotel 
rooms August 7 for two nights.”

She checked our booking. There were three fully paid nights in my name. But 
my credit card was charged for only two nights. She asked me who assisted 
me with the check-in. I described the young man and told her his name. 
Stumped, she told me no one by that name worked at the hotel. In fact, there 
were no men employed at the reception desk in the hotel at all right now.
How had all this transpired? Who was Shmuel? Why had Hashem orches-
trated us to be elsewhere when the pigua took place?

As we traveled to Yerushalayim that morning for a Yad VaShem tour with 
Rabbi Asher Wade, the radio announcer solemnly intoned the names of the 
Sbarro victims who had been identified - name, age, and what city they were 
from. 

Eerily, as we walked through the Yad Vashem children’s memorial later that 
day, an area dimly lit by the million mirrored reflections of only 5 candles, we 
heard an identically monotone audio track with different details - name, age, 
and what city they were from. 

Catastrophe had repeated itself, albeit on a much smaller scale. Again, 
innocent Jews were killed by hatred. Again, the destruction of our family, 
children and grandchildren of almost lone Holocaust survivors on both sides, 
were saved.

Only He knows how it all came to be and why. Hodu LaHashem.
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It was Tuesday evening, September 15, 2021,ח תשרי Tomorrow would be Erev 
Yom Kippur. I had davened at the early Mincha and was coming to daven 
Mariv in the main shul. Pulling into the shul lot, I found a spot opposite the 
Kollel near the exit gate. From that vantage point I could see the mispalilim 
(people praying) standing, so that meant the Rabbi was not yet speaking. I 
didn’t want to be late for Mariv, but I had enough time to open a sefer I had 
brought along and read a bit about Yom Kippur. I took one more quick look 
into the shul and that’s when I realized that I could see the big white פרוכת 
(curtain). It split and started to slowly open. A man draped in a tallis was 
leaning, reaching to grasp the cord opening it. The congregation was saying 
.אבינו מלכינו

In my car, there was silence, besides from the occasional traffic passing behind 
me on Lavista Rd. I watched the men stand; they were beseeching their 
Father the King. I could imagine the voice of the Chazan, far off and faint 
over the din of the mispalilim. His sweet voice calling אבינו מלכינו, החזירנו 
 I was in my car, outside of it all. It felt like a dream. It felt like it ....בתשובה
was mid-February and I was just remembering עשרת ימי תשובה. A feeling of 
longing shot through me, a desperate desire to be in that shul, that room 
filled with holy people. 

The traffic continued along Lavista Road, but I could see through the shul 
windows. I could see the ark opened, the Sefer Torahs standing. My gaze 
shifted upwards to the sky above the shul, it was getting darker as it was 
shekiah already. It was so obvious, as clear as day, the direct path and door to 
heaven lay above us, through us, amongst that holy group of mispalilim. 

I peeked into my sefer for a minute. When I looked up, there he was again; 
the man with the tallis, this time closing the ark. He drew the פרוכת and then 
stepped down. He seemed to be moving so slowly, maybe everything seems 
slower when you’re on the outside. Or maybe when you’re on the inside, 
you’re simply too busy to notice how slow this process is. Tomorrow would be 
Erev Yom Kippur, then Yom Kippur. Soon enough it would be mid-February, 
when all I would be able to do is remember and reminisce about this special 
time.

Rabbi Shaya Coriat

PLEASE DON’T WAIT 
IN THE CAR
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I rushed into shul for Mariv in time for the Rabbi’s Kaddish which follows 
the learning. As we started Mariv, my eyes welled up; I was inside, Hashem 
was so close, I could talk to him. I was amongst that holy group of people on 
Lavista Road. I cried that weekday Mariv because I realized how close we can 
be to Hashem who is only waiting for us to come inside. Savor these days of 
Awe, please don’t wait outside. Come in - for these are the days of רחמים 
(mercy).
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After a several year hiatus (mainly due to COVID restrictions), we recently 
merited to make aliyah to the land of Israel (albeit only a two week aliyah).

Despite some tribulations (a prerequisite for obtaining the land of Israel 
according to our sages – TB Brachos 5a), there were several very memorable 
experiences whose messages will hopefully carry me until my next aliyah (may 
it be soon and much, much longer!). 

 1) On at least three separate occasions, I was addressed by different strangers 
with the expression “Achi”- “my brother”. One was a worker behind the counter 
in the bakery; another was a taxi driver; the third the attendant at a gas station. 
Some were wearing kippahs; some weren’t. It took me some time to digest the 
full implication of that expression though I am not sure if they were fully aware 
of what they were saying – You are my brother and that means I care about you 
like my own brother. I may honk at you, I may complain about you, I might 
even yell at you – but I am still your brother. Something to ponder as we meet 
Jews who might not be on the same page as us.

2) We had the opportunity to visit our future home in the Eretz Hachaim 
cemetery in the area that has been designated for members of Beth Jacob who 
choose a plot there. As the director of the cemetery was giving us instructions 
on how to find the exact area we were searching for, he concluded by asking 
us to please not use our real estate in the near future as they don’t have the 
manpower at present to handle any cases. I fervently answered amen to his 
request and am doing my best with G-d’s help to fulfill his directive. Blessings 
sometimes come from unexpected sources and should always be recognized 
and appreciated.

 3) On one of our first days in Israel, we took the opportunity to visit kever 
Rachel – the place where Yaakov buried Rachel on the way to Efrat. It is a 
place teeming with Torah study and prayers at all hours of the day and night 
and is definitely a microcosm of the ingathering of the exiles. Hasidic Jews, 
Sefardic Jews, American Jews, French Jews, and every kind of Jew in between 
all praying together in unison.

The words of the haftarah of the second day of Rosh Hashana (Yirmiyahu 
31) came to mind as I witnessed this beautiful ingathering of our people. The 
prophet describes Rachel’s weeping and Hashem’s response:

Rabbi Ariel Asa

MAY YOUR ALIYAH 
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“Thus said Hashem, refrain your voice from weeping and your eyes from tears, 
for there is reward for your labor, said Hashem, and the children shall return 
to their border”. 

4) As we were making a purchase in a clothing store, the saleswoman asked if 
we wanted a loyalty card for future discounts. We explained that we were just 
in the country temporarily so we had no need for one. She proceeded to bestow 
upon us blessing after blessing that we should merit to make permanent aliyah 
and be blessed with both spiritual and physical bounty. There is no such thing 
as a simple store clerk in Israel. 

5) Among Ashkenazic Jews, Birkas Kohanim (the priestly blessing) is only 
recited in the congregation a few times a year.  In Israel, it is universally 
recited every day. This Divine blessing is beautiful, powerful, and mystical 
simultaneously. Hearing it daily (and twice on Shabbos) helped me refocus on 
the messages that are conveyed in the blessing.

It is easy to see the challenges and tribulations of the land of Israel. It is a much 
more joyous experience if one seeks out the beauty of the land and the people 
and all its blessings.
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Years ago, at a camp retreat for Jewish families, I embarked on an experience 
that would forever impact me. There were different activities set up on the 
campsite for families to enjoy. One in particular caught my eye - one of those 
daring stunts where you had to climb a ridiculously tall pole, then cross a 
hanging bridge with wooden planks placed randomly for you to step on. When 
you got to the other side of the bridge, you then had to walk back to the center 
[of the bridge?], open your arms out to the side, and fall backwards with a 
harness that catches you at the end. 

The activity caught my interest, but not for the same reason it catches the 
interest of others who relish risky adventures. My nature is more cautious, 
and my greatest fear of all is heights. As a visual example, I was once outside 
on a balcony of a high rise apartment and it felt so frightening that I couldn’t 
walk back inside. I had to crawl back in because my legs were too wobbly to 
walk.  So you can imagine how this type of activity was far from what I would 
choose to do. But this time, something gave me pause. I had gone through a 
particularly difficult year and I thought, “After what I’ve been through, I can 
do this.” 

So I got in line. When it was my turn, I got the harness secured over me and 
started climbing up the pole without much hesitation. At about midway up I 
did something they tell you never ever to do when you’re high up in the air. 
Yes, that’s right—I looked down. Suddenly, the fear hit me. I had to get down! 
This wasn’t me! What was I thinking?! “I’m coming down,” I yelled to the staff 
holding the rope attached to my harness. Immediately I got the response, “No! 
You can do it! Keep going!” I wasn’t inspired. This person surely didn’t know 
that not only was this my greatest fear, but it wasn’t even in my nature. I can’t 
do it! 

Just as I looked down and was about to yell back “No, I can’t! I’m coming 
down,” my eyes landed on the eyes of my seven-year-old son, who was curiously 
looking up at me among all the faces. I had completely forgotten that he was 
there, watching me. And isn’t that the way fear works sometimes? It makes us 
forget who is watching us. But it also makes us forget something else…in that 
split second that I saw his eyes, I abruptly turned around and started climbing 
the pole with a determination I had never before felt. Suddenly, I was acting 
like someone without a fear of heights. Something beyond me was propelling 
me forward. I reached the top and walked across the bridge carefully. At one 
point as I looked down I found myself thinking, “this really isn’t so bad.” I got 
to the end of the bridge, then walked back to the middle. I opened my hands 

Rachel Trilokekar
FROM I CAN’T TO I CAN
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out to the side and without hesitation—fell backwards where my harness 
caught me down below. 

Over the years, when I looked back at that event, I had questions about what 
happened: Did I forget my fear of heights? When it takes so long to change a 
single character trait in one’s nature, how on earth was I able to do this within 
a split second? It didn’t make sense. Secondly, when I was only half way up and 
looked down the first time, I was overwhelmed with fear. But why, when I was 
much higher up on the bridge and I looked down the second time, did I think 
to myself that this wasn’t so bad? What made the difference? 

In time, I came to understand the truth. I hadn’t forgotten my fear at all. 
Instead, the instant I saw my son I was reminded of something that, in my 
fear, I had forgotten—my purpose. I saw the purpose that existed for me in 
that moment and was compelled to actualize it; that as a mother I had an 
opportunity to teach my son a profound life lesson—that we can accomplish 
the seemingly impossible when we overcome our fears. This is what gave my 
arms and legs the determination to carry through.  And this is why when I 
wasn’t aware of my purpose when I was only half way up that pole, the fear is 
what took over. Connecting to my higher purpose allowed me to rise above my 
fear, so that looking down below (even when I was at a higher height) didn’t 
seem so frightening. 

This experience taught me that my purpose is greater than my greatest fears. 
And your purpose is greater than your greatest fears. It’s greater than even all 
your deepest insecurities and doubts. That’s because Hashem created us for 
the sake of the individual impact we are capable of making in the world. And 
when we are able to remember our purpose everywhere we may find ourselves, 
then we are blessed by G-d Himself with the strength to follow through and 
succeed. All we have to do is ask ourselves in a given challenging moment, 
“what is my purpose right now, regardless of how I am feeling?” You will be 
amazed at what you can accomplish. 

If we can find meaning in suffering to develop our growth as individuals, 
then we can also tap into our purpose when experiencing fears and mental 
blocks, moving us above our challenges. Perhaps this is what Moshe Rebbeinu 
experienced when he told G-d that he couldn’t lead the Jewish people out of 
Egypt—that his speech impediment and doubts didn’t make this possible for 
him. Yet, if we fast forward many years later, in the book of Devarim we find a 
seemingly different Moshe Rebbeinu effortlessly speaking to the entire Jewish 
nation with the influential conviction, confidence, and wisdom that only a true 
leader can possess. And I am sure that had he been alive today, the humble 
man that he was, he would say to us, “If I can go from ‘I can’t,’ to ‘I can,’ then 
certainly you can, too!” May we live each moment with the determination to 
fulfill our G-d-given purpose. 
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Pam Williams
ROLE MODELS

I watched Ellen Rosenzweig’s funeral on zoom today ( January 6, 2021; 4 Shevat 
5782) with many thoughts swirling through my mind. 

We joined Beth Jacob in 1992 after entering through the back preschool door.  
Rabbi Emanuel and Rebbetzin Estelle had already made aliyah to Israel, though 
we had the pleasure of getting to know them on their many visits back to Atlanta.  
We got to know Rabbi Ilan in a somewhat non-traditional way.  Jack and Rabbi 
Ilan played on the Beth Jacob softball team.  Jack was catcher and Rabbi Ilan was 
his first baseman.  

Attending shul on Shabbat morning with our then two preschool age sons (we 
were blessed with two more sons later), was a highlight of our week. The boys loved 
to sit with Jack, and I appreciated having time to pray. I chose my seat because I 
could see Jack and the boys across the mechitzah and wag my finger at the three of 
them when they were rambunctious.  I also sat there because I had a great view of 
Rabbi Ilan as he gave his talks.    

I had the honor and the pleasure to sit next to three amazing women - Pola 
Arbiser of blessed memory (who got a kick out of our sons and Jack over the 
mechitzah), Estelle Feldman (who chose her seat when she was visiting because 
she also had a good view of Rabbi Ilan, her son, as he gave his dvar Torah), and 
Ellen Rosenzweig, of blessed memory (Ellen’s daughter Sharon would join us 
when she visited from New York.) Both Pola and Ellen were Holocaust survivors 
who held dear to Judaism.  And Rebbetzin Estelle continues to teach generations 
that Judaism is genuine and worth holding dear to. 

My Shabbat experience was enhanced sitting next to these three strong Jewish 
women role models.  Pola was the most vocal, and incredibly thoughtful.  Ellen was 
the most quiet and had a beautiful smile that warmed hearts.  Rebbetzin Estelle 
was the most fun (can I say that about a Rebbetzin?).  I recall one Shabbat, Parsha 
Bereishit, the Torah chanter read about Cain and Abel.  Rebbetzin Estelle, with a 
twinkle in her eyes, whispered to us, “We’re in trouble now!”  

In the past 30 years, other magnificent Jewish women have sat next to me on 
Shabbat morning.  I am honored to sit next to all of them.  I appreciate all their 
contributions (loud and quiet) to the Jewish people and to the world.  

When my Mom and Dad moved down to Atlanta from Connecticut three years 
ago, they started a new tradition for them, that of blessing me on Fridays before 
Shabbat.  Not only do they bless me to be like the four mothers of Israel, but they 
also bless me to be like Hadassah, Devorah, Esther, Ruth, Golda and so on.  I 
rather like their spin on the blessing as I agree with them that each of us can make 
a mark and be a blessing to the Jewish people and the world.  
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Based on the teachings of the Rambam as elucidated by HaRav Yitzchak 
Breitowitz and Rebbetzin Esther Jungreis, zt”l. 

Dedicated and as a merit for my great-great uncle, Tzaddik ben Chaim Shachne, 
H’yd, who died Al Kiddush Hashem at the hands of the Nazis. 

The Rambam, Rabbi Moshe ben Maimon, based off the teaching in Tractate 
Yevamot (49b-50a), writes in his work Mishneh Torah that the definition of 
a tzaddik, a righteous person, is someone whose meritorious deeds outweigh 
their iniquitous actions. A simple concept, yet one that unfortunately seems 
to elude many. It seems a common phenomenon that the portrayal of 
righteous figures are those of superhuman beings who were born perfect and 
virtuous, who never struggled, who never faced temptation, and who were 
never and are never capable of any error or sin. But that is simply not so. As 
Rebbetzin Esther Jungreis, zt”l, so eloquently puts it in her book The 
Committed Life, 

To [make] mistake[s] is human, but to institutionalize those mistakes and 
make them part of your personality and character is to deny the image of G-d 
in which you were created... A righteous person is not necessarily someone who 
never experiences spiritual crisis, but rather someone who despite crisis remains 
committed to G-d. Righteous people are not perfect beings who never make 
mistakes, who never experience burnout. Rather, righteous people are those who 
despite everything, despite falling, despite burnout, stand up, start all over 
again, and continue to express their loyalty to our Heavenly Father. 

 And so the wisest of all men, Shlomo HaMelech (King Solomon) writes, 
“There is not a righteous man upon the earth who does only good and does 
not sin.” (Kohelet/Ecclesiastes 7:20). On the same theme, the wise king also 
writes “Seven times a righteous man falls, and seven times he stands up.” 
(Mishle/Proverbs 24:16), illustrating that true righteousness in individuals is 
not an inborn character trait, but rather character that is built from standing 
back up despite the fall. The righteous, too, have their “highs and lows,” their 
failures and successes. They too can fall, but with perseverance they get back 
up, start anew, and cultivate their way to righteousness. Shlomo HaMelech 
uses the number seven to depict this common human struggle, as seven 
represents the weekdays of this world—a world in which we are likely to 

Alexander Avraham Idov

OF ARTISANS AND 
RIGHTEOUSNESS
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stumble and fall, but in which we are also capable of standing up and 
brushing ourselves off. As Rebbetzin Jungreis succinctly puts it, “Hashem 
judges us not so much by the mistakes we make, but rather by how we deal 
with those mistakes and by our willingness to redress wrongs and make 
amends”.  

The Torah commentaries are replete with exploration of various mistakes and 
transgressions made by our holy, righteous ancestors, among them our 
matriarchs and patriarchs, the 12 Tribes of Yisrael, and the generation of the 
Exodus/Desert, just to name a few. Take for example Noach, progenitor of all 
mankind post-flood, who the Torah explicitly states was a righteous man who 
walked with G-d (Bereishis 6:9), yet is noted in the Midrash for at least three 
counts of less-than-perfect faith contrary to the intended will of G-d. These 
transgressions include his delaying entry into the Ark, the oft-told incident of 
his lateness in feeding the lions in his care, and his drunken state after 
planting a vineyard in the aftermath of the Flood. 

Admittedly, the transgressions committed by our forebears are of a nature 
beyond our full comprehension, but one fact we do know is that our Sages 
teach that the greater a person is, the greater their evil inclination (Tractate 
Sukkah 52a). Those with a highly developed soul also experience strong 
negative pulls on the opposite end of the spectrum. As Rebbetzin Jungreis 
puts it “therefore the struggle is normal, but to yearn for faith and inspiration 
is the stuff that the righteous are made of.” 

Most of us know that the Hebrew word for faith, emunah, is etymologically 
connected to the word amen, but it is also of note that it is connected to the 
word omanut, which means creativity. Just as ever creative artisans have to 
work diligently and with a passion for their craft, so too every individual who 
desires to strengthen their relationship with their Almighty Father in 
Heaven. And as with all endeavors, the sea is not always one of smooth 
sailing; instead, there are plenty of potential choppy waters along the journey. 
But a true artisan never gives up, as their craft is their true life calling. 

On Yom Kippur Eve we sing one of the most stirring of liturgical poems, Ki 
Henai KaChomer (Like the Clay), which is premised on G-d telling the 
Prophet Yermiyahu ( Jeremiah) that the Jewish nation is in His Hands just as 
clay in the hands of a potter (Yermiyahu 18:6). The piyut (liturgical poem) 
proceeds along this theme, listing various artisans—a glassblower, an 
embroiderer, a stonecutter, etc.—all working purposefully at their respective 
crafts. These evocative images represent how our lives are in the Hands of 
G-d,  just as are raw materials or tools in the hands of those artisans who 
mold or brandish them. While the symbolism of the various craftsmen 
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represent Hashem, and we are but the unprocessed matter, we have a deeper 
message we can glean from this piece of liturgy. We, Hashem’s creation, His 
people, are tasked with the divine responsibility to emulate His ways, and are 
so guided by the laws of the Torah. And though at times we may not feel that 
we are deserving of our relationship with Him, that we are not anywhere 
close to befitting the definition of a tzaddik due to our occasional spiritual 
setbacks, we, the moldable clay in the Hands of the Creator, should always 
get right back up, persevere, and strive for righteousness. 



26

Shema Koleinu

March 2012
The renovations were almost complete, and the worker had made the final 
adjustments to the fire alarm system in our home. 

At 11:50pm on Monday night, the smoke detector went off. Some of our 
family were already sleeping, others were in bed saying Shema. One person 
was about to shower. I got up to see how we could shut it off, because clearly 
there was no fire in the house. The worker had just worked on it a few hours 
earlier! True, there was a smell of smoke, but it was a cool night and our 
windows were open and it definitely seemed like the smoke was coming in 
from the outside. Why would anyone be barbequing so late at night? We 
figured there are all types… 

As I stood there trying to figure out how to dismantle the interconnected 
alarms, the alarm announced “Carbon monoxide alert! Please leave 
immediately!!” At that point I had no choice but to insist that everyone wake 
up, get up, and exit the house. Since carbon dioxide does not have a smell, you 
don’t argue with a carbon monoxide alert. I grabbed the phone and called 911 
as my family was leaving the house.

We waited outside until the fire trucks arrived. We couldn’t wait until they 
would tell us that our smoke detectors are malfunctioning and that we could 
re-enter our home. We knew this was a false alarm. 

The firemen entered the house and then went back outside to their trucks. 
They put on their full fire gear and with sledgehammers in their hands 
re-entered our house. Yes, they told us, there really was a fire.

Approximately 45 minutes later they came out to speak with us. They said we 
had a fire and we had gotten out in the knick of time they had entered a 
smoke filled house! The fire was in our attic, and due to the chessed of 
Hashem we did not experience the trauma of flames, or, chas v’shalom, of 
being caught inside!

They allowed us to go inside briefly, with a fireman guiding us in the dark 
with his flashlight so that we could each get a change of clothes for the next 
day. Everything smelled of smoke. The floors were wet with ash and soot in 
many places. The ceiling was broken, the carpet was soaked and full of ash. 

Raizie Shkarofsky
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That night we drove around trying to find a hotel to stay in for the remainder 
of the night. The next few days were a blur - all of our clothing and 
possessions smelling of smoke, dealing with the “renovators” of our home 
who had just “fixed” the smoke detectors, insurance agents, and trying to find 
a place to live in until our house would be liveable once more. Our house 
smelled like smoke, the walls were all blackened, and the electricity was off. 
Everything had to be emptied out and either discarded or professionally 
cleaned. The house looked inside as if there had been a real “churban” 
(destruction) inside of it. 

Hashem’s ways are incredible - the house next door to us was empty at the 
time and we were able to rent it out and have a place to live. Although the 
house was empty, we were able to rent furnishings and make it liveable. Our 
kids could still walk to school, and we were right near our home!

As I would walk from the rented house to our home, I thought of how our 
house stood in destruction and desolation. It was totally unlivable. We had to 
put on masks (pre-corona days) to walk inside our home, since the smell of 
fire, smoke and smolder was very strong. It was so hard, silly as it sounds, to 
see our home that way. Then a thought occurred to me. Our home was still 
there, the walls were up, most of the furniture was still intact (although 
completely unusable until they would be cleaned and ionized) and it was still 
standing!

Hashem’s “House” was also destroyed. But His “House” is not even standing 
anymore! He has virtually nothing left of His Home. And not only that, but 
the site of His home has a presence in it that denies “Him”! How “hard” it 
must be for Hakadosh Baruch Hu to witness the devastation of His House 
daily! How much worse off is His property!

B”H my home was restored. We were able to move into it once more.
But Hashem’s “Home” has still not been restored. It still has strangers and 
deniers who have built their own home on His property! לירושלים עירך ברחמים 
תשוב ותשכון בתוכה

As we come into the days of Rosh Hashana and we ask Hashem to restore 
His glory to the world, try to imagine for a moment, the “pain” of Hakadosh 
Baruch” with His reality of a destroyed, really destroyed Home, with no place 
for a permanent resting place for His Divine Presence in this world. In His 
kindness we each have a place to live. Now we just need for Hashem to have 
once again His Place where we can all live together as we were meant to live.
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After a quarter of a century in the Toco Hills Community, we closed a 
chapter of our lives and moved “out of town”.  Family and grandchildren 
beckoned.  A change of employment, a robust housing market, some family 
dynamics, and a pandemic were among the multiple factors which stood on 
one side of the scale.  The other side was, of course, the Community, the 
Kollel, the Shul, the Toco Hills infrastructure of merchants and organizations 
that make the Atlanta Jewish Community so unique and special.   And, of 
course, the people.   While leaving my in-laws in Dunwoody was a 
consideration, they encouraged us on our journey.  They knew firsthand how 
important it was to be part of their grandchildren’s lives up-close and in 
person.  

The fact that a house came available 200 steps away from our children’s home 
in Rochester clinched the deal.  

We proceeded to plan to leave Atlanta although the process took longer than 
planned, as Hashem laughed, and minor obstacles were put in our way.  
However, the sendoff from our friends in the community was amazing.  Help 
with getting discarded items donated, hot coffee and scones as we packed the 
truck, the beautiful tzeischem l ’shalom soiree.  The love and support was 
actually a little embarrassing. But the Community always does what it does 
best — supporting each other.

We finally pulled out shortly after 2022 began.  Into a snow storm.  Or what 
Atlantans would call a blizzard.  In western New York, it was a dusting.  A 
real storm (8”) occurred as soon as the truck was unloaded.  The second 
(another 7”) right behind it.  The streets were, however,  constantly passable 
and we really did not have to go anywhere.  Besides, there were boxes to 
unpack (still are, but that’s another story).

Living in Rochester is like living in a snow globe for a few weeks (months? 
—It’s all a blur now).  The thaw came before we knew it and the trees started 
to show green and then flowers poked through the hard ground.  Throughout 
this time, the rhythm of a new community impacted our lives, we met new 
people and have a great appreciation for “Torah Rochester” - a very choshuv 
and deep, old Jewish community.  There were 20 kosher butchers here in the 
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1920s!  We are constantly learning about people we know who have close 
ties to Rochester.  The learning infrastructure here - the Shuls, Yeshiva, Day 
School, Girls’ School and Preschool - is amazing, with many opportunities 
for all. My Daf Yomi group in Atlanta is certainly missed, but I have 
continued with the group in Rochester nightly.  Rochester z’manim are 
“-ish”: one davens before a minyan for a minyan, but generally it appears 
shortly after the appointed hour.

The best part, of course, is being 200 steps away from our grandchildren, 
being able to see them daily and being a big part of their childhood.  
 
The transition has been smooth and we have enjoyed keeping up with those 
still in Atlanta. But the bottom line is it’s been a great move for us to a 
beautiful and different part of the world and we are thriving in our new 
home and community, while also missing the specialness that is Atlanta.  
We don’t, however, miss the traffic.  Come visit ! 
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Hope. One simple word that is synonymous with yearning, aspiring, and 
longing. It is filled with possibility. We hope, we pray, we dream. Hope inspires 
and has the potential to call us into action, whether in baby steps or big bold 
strides.

Tehillim Chapter 27, read every day from Rosh Chodesh Elul to Shemini 
Atzeres, ends with the following: 

“Place your hope in Hashem; strengthen yourself and He will instill courage 
in your heart, and place your hope in Hashem.” 

Hope may hide quietly and secretly in our thoughts and hearts. Or, hope may 
be overt and seen in our focused efforts to fulfill our dreams, whether big or 
small. 

The last sentence of the chapter brings me tremendous relief and comfort, 
knowing that, ironically, I receive the greatest strength when I release, let go, 
and fall into Hashem’s embrace.  We are talking about the Creator of the world 
who longs for a personal relationship with me. Little ole’ me! My Father, my 
King only wants and knows what is best for me, better than I even know myself. 
It is in this warm, loving embrace where I can let go and trust that Hashem can 
and will place courage in my heart, the seat of all of my actions.  All I have to 
do is be willing to let go.

I first learned from Rabbi David Aaron that when something is repeated, it 
means “A LOT.” My humble interpretation is that we are to place every ounce 
of our hope in Hashem and nowhere else, not in others or even ourselves. 
There’s only one address to send our hope to. 

We often joke in our house that my husband is a (very) early bird and I am, for 
as long as I’ve known, a (late) night owl. I like the quiet of the night. This has 
been a very long and seemingly well entrenched habit of mine, but the hope 
that it will change lies quietly in my heart. I have tremendous respect for those 

Tziporah Wayne
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who are disciplined enough to get up early and get a jumpstart on the day. 

Tapping into our skills of communication, curiosity and problem-solving, my 
husband and I had an honest conversation about the possibility of shifting 
out of my late night habit. My husband suggested an idea. Despite my 
previous resistance around this topic, I surprisingly replied, “Yes!”  And the 
next day, poof ! It worked! I was up early! And again the next day! Does this 
mean that I’m miraculously an early bird? Not necessarily. It did, however, 
show me that Hashem knows what is in our hearts and has the ability to give 
us the courage when we may feel there isn’t any left. In my world, this was 
nothing short of a miracle! 

What is one area of life where you’d love to see a minor miracle? All Hashem 
asks of us is to open a pinhole and He can do the rest. There just needs to be 
an ounce of hope and a willingness to place this hope in Hashem. It is from 
here that hidden strength lies, along with the courage to grow and change. 

Rabbi Simon Jacobson shares that “Any faith in G-d has to include faith in 
hope and faith in transformation - faith that we will be forgiven for past 
mistakes and faith that we can change.” 

As we begin 5783 filled with its unlimited potential, may we all be blessed to 
feel Hashem’s love, urging us to come closer, knowing that our source of 
strength and courage comes from Above.
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Helen Gerchikov

TEN MINUTES

“Wow, only 10 minutes?” I thought with surprise. I was doing research on 
parasailing for our summer vacation. This was the third website I had visited 
for this adventure, but they were all basically the same - a one-hour boat ride 
with just ten minutes of parasailing. Ten minutes up in the air. That was 
practically nothing. I couldn’t even run to Kroger and back in ten minutes. 

Just to be clear, this was not my idea. I don’t like heights, and hanging from a 
parachute attached to a boat about 300 feet above the Atlantic Ocean was 
not my idea of fun. And the price tag was nothing to sneeze at either. But my 
daughter really wanted to do this, and she’d been asking about it for a while. 
Could I get over my apprehension for her? When there is no man, be the 
man, so I took a deep breath and reserved two spots on the boat for what I 
hoped would be a fun mother-daughter activity.

A couple of weeks later we were sitting on the boat with our life jackets on 
listening to the instructions as the captain drove out into open water. The 
radio was blasting and the ocean was a beautiful blue. The guide explained the 
safety features, made a few jokes, and demonstrated how we should position 
ourselves once we lifted off. Before I knew it, he was strapping us onto the 
parachute. My daughter was beaming. I was not. Okay, I told myself, I could 
do ten minutes, it was nothing. I would blink and then it would be over. And 
then….we were airborne. 

My apprehensions disappeared almost instantly. It was so peaceful, stunning 
to be flying so high. The boat looked like a child’s toy, we could no longer 
hear the radio. We floated in the sky, wind blowing in our faces, looking all 
around. “Look,” my daughter said, pointing downward, “stingrays!” Looking 
down below, I saw a school of stingrays beneath us. Hashem’s creations are 
amazing, majestic, seen from that perspective. But this was a long time to be 
up in the air, when were we coming down already? We kept going, kept 
flying, It was only supposed to be ten minutes! Finally, finally the parachute 
started to lower and we landed safely on the boat. “How was it?” asked the 
guide. “Amazing!” my daughter gushed. “Yes, good.” I confirmed. Our big 
adventure was over.

Later, I was thinking about the flight and all the planning that went into it. 
Beforehand I couldn’t comprehend how a flight could only last ten minutes, 
that’s so short! But when we were up in the air, it felt like time was stretching 
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TEN MINUTES forever. Who knew ten minutes could last so long? And I was no longer 
nervous once I was up in the air. When do I feel like that? And the answer 
was almost immediate. 

The time period around the Yomim Noraim is scary. Our whole year is being 
decided. But once Rosh Hashanah starts, the fears vanish. Davening gives 
plenty of opportunity for introspection and prayer. Though it sometimes feels 
like it is stretching forever, the prayers take me up in the air, away from the 
earthly distractions, where it is just me and Hashem floating together. We are 
together for the ride. But it’s only two days of Rosh Hashanah and one day of 
Yom Kippur and then I come back down to earth. Only 3 days; that was so 
short! Just three days, both long and short. three days of connecting and 
appreciating Hashem. I need to seize these Yomim Noraim and take 
advantage of their opportunities for closeness. The davening will seem so 
long, but at the same time will be so short. Hang on for the flight.
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Sarah Faygie Berkowitz

AMI: A LOVE STORY

Several weeks ago our neighbors and close friends the Grabers celebrated 
their son Ami’s bar mitzvah at Ohr HaTorah, and we davened there to hear 
him lein and join in their simcha. When Ami finished leining, everyone 
called out hearty mazel tovs and dancing broke out on both sides of the 
mechitzah. As I looked toward the extended family and friends all taking 
hands, dancing, and smiling, a thick and palpable feeling of joy spread 
throughout the Shul - it was incredibly moving to me. 

Just a few weeks before the bar mitzvah, I had attended a kidney donation 
awareness event for Ami’s grandfather - the well-known and very well-loved 
Dr. Paul Merlis. It may have been the ups and downs of life, the 
determination, hope and prayer that the patriarch of this large family could 
attend Ami’s future wedding and many more grandchildren’s bar mitzvahs in 
health and happiness - but there was definitely something in the air that day 
and I felt it keenly. 

Let’s back up a Southern minute….

The first time I walked into Beth Jacob’s main sanctuary in 1997 my first 
thought was to turn right back around and head out the door. I was taken 
aback by the short mechitzah and the way the men and women faced each 
other. My husband and I were both FFBs, here to teach, and experiencing a 
little bit of culture shock. 

It took time, but I quickly learned that this Shul and its people had a lot to 
teach me. Over the next few years, my mantra was that I would now 
hopefully taste the life of a true BT. Living in a community of people so 
dedicated to growth forced me to view my heritage through new and excited 
eyes. I had grown up in an Aish HaTorah home with lots of kiruv happening, 
so being surrounded by those new to Judaism wasn’t a novel concept. But as 
an adult, and being looked at as a role model - not to mention being called 
Rebbetzin at the tender age of 22 by people decades older than me - was 
inspiring and made me want to better myself constantly. 

Our first round in Atlanta lasted six long and blissful years. We made friends 
with people of all ages and stages of Judaism, ate out and hosted guests 
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AMI: A LOVE STORY almost every Shabbos, went to dozens of bar mitzvah celebrations (my 
husband taught 8th grade boys), and attended many special events with 
Atlanta’s klei kodesh (Rabbis and educators). Our little family grew and both 
of our daughters were born during those years. We became incredibly close 
with people who came from very different backgrounds than ours and our 
lives were enriched. These friends became our family, and they filled that role 
so lovingly. 

The next four years were spent in Detroit, with plenty of real family 
surrounding us. In 2007 we moved back to Atlanta, and when I walked back 
into Beth Jacob after four years away, I got chills and tears filled my eyes - 
just walking through the silent lobby! That was when I realized Beth Jacob 
had stolen my heart and this place had become home. 

One of my favorite times of the week is standing in Heritage Hall when 
Rabbi Feldman is midway through Kiddush on Shabbos and everyone starts 
to hum along. I look around at the incredibly diverse people around me and I 
know so many of their stories. Each person is an entire world, all standing 
still in one room and waiting to sanctify G-d’s name before having a snack! 
What a powerful moment. Many times I have had the thought that on my 
deathbed I would like to have Rabbi Feldman singing Kiddush with the 
congregation singing along - with that beautiful symphony of voices, I know 
I would leave this world peacefully.  

The High Holidays at Beth Jacob are surreal. When we all chant the 13 
Attributes of G-d together, I shake like a leaf and tears pour down my face. 
During Neilah I look out of my siddur at the packed Shul filled with women 
in white, men in their kittels on the other side, and think - this is a room 
packed with angels. I don’t know where they’ve been in their lives, but look 
where they are now - and what a show of force we create together! 

On a ‘regular’ Shabbos, hearing lecha dodi and watching the men dance 
around the bima I am uplifted beyond words. I have been in that awesome 
wooden-beamed sanctuary for countless weddings, brissim, Simchas Torah 
hakafos, and also for tragic gatherings - sitting on the floor listening to 
Eichah or reciting Tehillim during times of tragedy and crisis. 

We’ve now lived in Atlanta for over twenty years as members of Beth Jacob. 
Our kids are adults, our former middle and high school students are parents 
many times over, and some of our very close friends here have passed away 
tragically too soon. We’ve watched as small shuls became bigger shuls, and 
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new shuls ‘popped up’ to meet the needs of a growing community. 

Celebrating this Ami’s simcha, and in a different shul than my own but with 
people I knew and loved, I started thinking about ami - all of my people. 
How we all share the same roots, the same goals of serving G-d. We may do 
it a little differently - you walk this way to shul, I walk that way. Different 
color kippas, hats or sheitels - it matters not. Our Torah is shared. Our joys 
(and our sorrows) are shared. We’re one huge family, with diversity that keeps 
us on our toes, and opportunities to learn from each other if we keep our 
hearts open. 

Twenty something years ago I came to Atlanta thinking I was ready to teach 
others. This beautiful community opened their homes and their hearts and 
slowly and patiently taught me everything I needed to know about 
connecting to G-d and loving His people - my people. 

Postscript: Davida (Merlis) Graber saw her future husband Yoni for the first time 
over BJ’s short mechitza. 
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WHAT I WISH I KNEW 
ABOUT THE YAMIM NORA’IM 
AS A NEW MOTHER

When you’re a teenager, it’s all about how long yamim noraim davening in 
shul is. And unwashed, uncooperative hair.

When you’re newly married with a baby (gratefully, in a sheitel), it’s all 
about how you wish you could go to shul.

Certainly, there are many new moms who relish their new role, appreciating 
lazy yom tov mornings at home with young children. Yet there are many 
mothers who feel that now they don’t have the structured davening in shul, 
with the uplifting singing and sense of community shul provides, they want 
it back. They struggle to connect to the importance and solemnity of the day. 
They struggle to finish a Shemonei Esrei in their living room.

I experienced this for the first good decade of my life as a mother. I 
remember one Rosh Hashana walking despondently in the playground of 
our apartment complex thinking how severely disconnected I felt, how 
serious Rosh Hashana was, and how I felt utterly hopeless in treating it with 
the meaning and reverence it required and deserved. I felt like my hands 
were tied; it wasn’t my fault, but what was I meant to do? The fault was not 
so much that I was with my children in a playground and not in shul; the 
deeper problem was, I felt, that years of being out of shul had desensitized 
my spiritual sensitivity to the Days of Awe.

Let me give you some background. I was that girl who was always in shul. I 
grew up in Congregation Beth Jacob in Atlanta which was the beating heart 
of the Orthodox community. Everyone was in shul. I accompanied my 
father every Friday night and Shabbos morning to davening. I listened to 
every Shabbos morning drasha delivered by Rabbi Ilan Feldman. I came 
back for shalosh seudos with my friends. We’d all hang out in the lobby 
– every type of teenager who was growing up in Atlanta was there. As I got 
more serious about my frumkeit, I’d go back in for Maariv. Beth Jacob was 
an extension of my home.

As a beautiful consequence – and one which I realized as a new mom was at 
the root of my challenge – my ruchniyus was very much tied up with shul. I 
felt most connected to Hashem when I sat in the soaring, stained glass 
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domed sanctuary, looking up at the aron and up to my Rav who stood tall on 
the elevated bima as he gave his brilliantly formulated and executed drashos 
which taught me so much and inspired me weekly. I had a weekly boost wired 
into my spiritual DNA in my most formative years. And the davening was 
second to the Kotel. Sitting in the cedar pews there since the 60s with the 
shul’s black Artscroll siddur with golden letters cradled in my hands, I was in 
my happy place.

Thanks to formative experiences connecting to learning on the Michlelet 
NCSY summer program in Israel and in seminary, Torah learning became 
another way that I fueled spirituality and kept the fire of my Judaism 
burning. I’d be reading Worldmask by Rabbi Akiva Tatz at the beach next to 
my mother who’d chuckle at me as she’d enjoy her paperback. And I found 
[being] inside learning with a friend, digging into the text, the most 
intellectually and spiritually nourishing.

So my two main avenues of connection – learning and davening in shul – 
experienced some significant roadblocks when I entered motherhood, and 
those closed roads stayed closed for many years, some of which really have 
never reopened the same way. But maybe they weren’t meant to.

I no longer sit down and crack a Hebrew sefer.  I could if I wanted to, but I 
don’t have the headspace for it. I go for English sefarim and accessible Jewish 
self-help books.

I often struggle with davening. It used to be my primary spiritual love 
language; I’m not certain it is anymore. On one hand, my lack of connection 
is certainly due to a lack of consistency over the years. Rushing to work in the 
early morning hours, being jolted awake by babies and toddlers and alarm 
clocks to ship off children on school buses. And then when there finally was a 
quiet moment, there was work and a never-ending to-do list over my head. 
Stopping, putting everything on hold, and shutting off the world to daven has 
never been easy for me as a busy mother. But when I make an effort to crack 
open the siddur from my youth, it does feel like plugging in to a familiar and 
natural mode of connection to my Creator. And when something feels good, 
you know you need to do it more often.

On the other hand – and this is the core truth which enabled me to move 
forward in my second decade of motherhood – I developed many new love 
languages in my relationship with Hashem. Hashem gave me a home of my 
own. Hashem gave me a husband and children. Hashem gave me professional 
and personal outlets that enable me to use my skills to hopefully serve Him 
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best. My world has expanded beyond the Beth Jacob sanctuary of my youth. 
I feel like Hashem is telling me, “Alex, I have given you gifts you never could 
have imagined at 16 years old. I have added people and opportunities into 
your life to enable you to grow and to serve Me with. And with all these, 
you are connecting to Me.”

Now, it’s hard for me to sit in shul for long periods of time because I’ve been 
out of it for so long. But what I wish I knew and understood as a new 
mother is that Hashem was trying to tell me, “You are where I want you to 
be with your and My children, with the family I have given you. Find Me 
there. Find Me in the words of the siddur that speak to you, whatever words 
you can say, wherever you are. I have given you new ways to speak to me and 
connect to Me. Just open your eyes; they are right before you.”

So these yamim tovim, you’ll find me, finally at peace 20 years of 
motherhood later, in my living room.

Alex (Beard) Fleksher is an educator, speaker, op-ed columnist for Mishpacha 
Magazine, co-host of Deep Meaningful Conversations, and creative director of 
the Faces of Orthodoxy account on social media. This article was originally 
published at www.TorahAnytime.com. 
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Life, Loss, & LegaciesLife, Loss, & Legacies

Eric Fier

MY NAME 
IS JERRY 

I was never Jerry’s psychiatrist. I was his client, and I was his friend.

Last summer, I had the chance to travel to the Amazon jungle with one of my 
sons. The biodiversity within the rainforest was nothing less than incredible. 
We were gifted to see some of the most dramatic, vibrant, flora and fauna 
that Hashem has created. But among the most fascinating were the things we 
didn’t see… As we navigated the Ecuadorian forests with our guide, we learned 
about life forms that were essentially invisible to us – fungi and algae and other 
microbiota – all present beneath the wet canopies of giant ferns. While they are 
unseen by the naked eye, they fluoresce – with rather remarkable luminescence – 
under very specific frequencies of ultraviolet light. Without that light, however, 
you might never know they were there.

Jerry often spoke about his fear of being invisible, unseen. Never married and 
without children, he struggled with a fear of insignificance – perhaps not so 
different than all of us do. I recall an example – almost 20 years ago – when Jerry 
was doing some electrical work at a local synagogue. While he was addressing 
one issue, a member of the shul – perhaps somewhat impatiently – demanded 
that he address a different maintenance issue first. But he called Jerry, “Josh.” 
Jerry, in his soft spoken but firm way, immediately corrected him, stating simply, 
“My name is Jerry.” The person responded, “Jerry, Josh – who cares... Just get it 
done.”  Jerry shared this story with me because it bothered him immensely. It 
cut to the core of his fears that he didn’t matter. That he was not significant. That 
even his name was dispensable.
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Jerry was a deeply sensitive soul. He was a learned Jew with a very sharp mind 
and a keen eye for injustice. He was deeply affected by examples of perceived 
unfairness and victimization. He often wrestled with G-d about the chasm 
between the perfection of G-d’s Torah and the imperfection of its adherents. 
But, as far as I could see, he never let go; he never stopped wrestling.

I liked Jerry. He had a warmth and a humility and a quiet determination that 
I genuinely enjoyed. He had the mind of a gifted engineer, and was able to 
envision solutions to mechanical problems that left me far behind. I don’t 
know whether he ultimately resolved his own internal challenges. Trauma can 
sometimes leave someone with fractures that never heal quite right.

But I do believe, Jerry, that there is a difference between unseen and invisible. 
You may have spent much of your life feeling – even being – unseen. Perhaps 
we are all seeking just the right frequency of light that provides for our most 
radiant bioluminescent glow. I do hope and expect that you have found yours 
beyond this world and that it is nothing less than magnificent. But I do want 
you to know that you have been seen, Jerry. And valued. And loved.

In memory of Jerry Reich, z”l, a well-loved member of the Atlanta Jewish community 
for many years. 
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רֵאּון. ִמי יְִחיֶה. ּוִמי ה יִָבּ ה יַעַבְרּון. וְכַָמּ ָמּ ּפּור יֵָחֵתמּון. כַּ ֵתבּון ּובְיֹום צֹום ִכּ נָה יִכָּ ֹראׁש ַהָשּׁ  בְּ
…יָמּות

On Rosh Hashana it is inscribed, and on Yom Kippur it is sealed, how many 
will pass away and how many will be created, who will live and who will die.

We sing these words in the traditional haunting melody every Rosh Hashanah 
and Yom Kippur. And as we repeat and focus on this prayer, I remind myself of 
those who have passed and those who were born the past year.

This year, 5782, my family experienced both the joy of a new child and the loss 
of a beloved family member. Our son, Yitzchak, was born this past winter. My 
wife’s grandmother, Bubby Faye Esral, passed away in the summer.

I would like to share some of the words I offered at the bris of our son, who 
was named after my father-in-law, R’ Moshe Yitzchak Esral, z”l, and some of 
the words I shared at the levaya for Bubby Faye, a”h.

----------------------------------------

Reflections on R’ Moshe Yitzchak Esral, z”l (shared at the bris of Yitzchak 
Gavant).

We named our son Yitzchak after my wife’s father, R’ 
Moshe Yitzchak Esral, z”l, who passed away suddenly 
ten years ago, at the age of fifty-two. I would like to 
share some of the thoughts and feelings Esti and I are 
experiencing at this meaningful occasion. 

Our son Yitzchak was born the week of Parshas Ki 
Sisa which begins “Ki sisa es rosh Bnei Yisrael”- “when 
you take a census of Bnei Yisrael”, “v’nasnu” - “every 
man shall give”- “machatzis hashekel”- a half shekel.

The commentators note that “Ki Sisa” has a 
connotation of “elevation” - “Ki sisa es rosh” - “the elevation of one’s head.” 
When we realize that we count, that we matter, our own heads are “lifted up.” 
We come to understand that our words and actions have impact. We come to 
accept the charge to strive to become better and more responsible in all areas of 
our lives.

Yonasan Gavant

THE CIRCLE OF LIFE: REFLECTIONS ON 
R’ MOSHE ESRAL, Z”L, AND FAYE ESRAL, 
Z”L
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Each Jew specifically contributed a half shekel for the census. As individuals, 
we are incomplete, only half.  Klal Yisrael is strongest when its many parts 
join in unity.  Our ultimate elevation - the true ‘ki sisa”- only comes through a 
connection with the people around us.

These ideas capture the essence of my father-in-law, z”l. He strove to live an 
elevated life with no wasted moments.  Yet he had a natural connection and a 
generous spirit towards other people - like a half shekel gravitating toward the 
other half.

Everyone who knew Moshe Esral can recall that a life dedicated to learning 
and teaching Torah was central to his being, to his connection to Hashem.  We 
were astounded to find that probably more than half the papers and documents 
at his business office were Torah-related. He used index cards for notes. We 
discovered many with lists about business items, and on the other side a longer 
list of mareh mekomos (Torah sources) he was thinking about. Yes, he was 
engaged with the world and its day-to-day responsibilities and obligations. 
Greater yet, he had a kevius, a commitment, for his talmud Torah, and his 
davening, tzedaka, and chessed. 

He was a humble man. He was low key about his own maylos or 
accomplishments despite possessing a wide breadth of knowledge and a unique 
ability to influence and guide others to their betterment. He appreciated and 
respected people on their own level - from a visiting gadol baTorah to a non-
observant woman at his Torah class at the Temple; from bochurim visiting 
Atlanta to his non-Jewish customers on the ‘Delmarva.’ He was interested in 
who they were and who they might yet become.

He was generous to family, friend, and stranger.  He created ways to help 
support others in need with dignity and discretion.

When the passuk describes the giving of the half shekel it uses the word 
“V’nasnu”- they shall give. The word V’Nasnu is a Hebrew palindrome, reading 
the same backwards and forwards. It conveys the idea that giving is a two-way-
street. Yes, we help our fellow man when we give him our financial and moral 
support.  But, our neshamos, our souls, are also meaningfully enhanced.  We 
bring simultaneous bracha, blessing, upon ourselves and on those we assist.  
Moshe Esral gave freely of his time and money to others. In return, he became 
a more complete Jew and man.

Moshe Esral lived with yashrus, with integrity. He was serious about the serious 
things in life. But he also enjoyed life with zest and good humor that would 
bring smiles and lighten the mood in any meal, meeting, or class.

My beloved father-in-law lived a life of tzidkus (righteousness). Not because he 
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was trying to “be a tzaddik.” He just lived the way that he thought he should. 
That way just “happened” to add up to tzidkus.

Our bracha to our new son, Yitzchak, is that he should emulate the ways of 
his Zaidy - to learn that “Ki sisa es rosh”- means that each individual person 
counts; that his future deeds and words should be blessed with significance 
and meaning; that he should always consider that he is part of the Am 
Segula - a nation that is strongest when its individual parts - each small but 
significant half shekel - join together to do the will of Hashem.

----------------------------------------

Reflections on Bubby Faye Esral, a”h (shared at the levaya). 

Bubby, you’ve been through so much in your life, 
especially these last few years. There have been some 
incredibly hard times.  But your determination kept 
you going and you somehow surmounted those 
challenges. 

For over 86 years you lived in Atlanta.  You graced 
our world with southern charm, your smile and laugh, 
with your kind and generous heart, and your devotion 
to Hashem and a Torah-based way of life. In the 
last few months of your life, your family was finding 
it difficult to locate a place where you could live in 

safety and dignity. Ultimately, Hakadosh Boruch Hu took matters in hand and 
found a better place for you.

Esti and I and our children have had the z’chus, the merit, to live near you and 
be close with you for the past decade.  But, I’ve actually known you all my 
life! In fact, you were one of those rare people to go from being my “aunt” to 
being my “Bubby”! 

Growing up, y’all were Aunt Faye and Uncle Abie to my father and his 
siblings. You were as close as sisters with my grandmother, Janice, for over 
half a century. You were a second mother to her children.

The Gavants were only one of several meaningful friendships.  The 
remarkable thing about you, Bubby, is that your friends became like family. 
You cared for them and loved them and worried about them as much as a 
blood relative.

Then there are the stories of the chesed you performed for strangers, those 
less familiar. People needed a place to stay. So, you graciously opened your 
home to them, sometimes for long periods. You and Zaidy gave tzedakah 
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generously – from those in need in the community, to literally almost every 
tzedaka or charity that you encountered.  Your caring heart could never turn 
anyone away (as evidenced by the usually twenty-or-so mailings delivered every 
day!)

Bubby, your family was everything to you. You stood at Zaidy’s side with 
dedication to him and us for so many years. You adored your family – your 
parents and your husband of course.  But there was a special place in your heart 
for your children, grandchildren, and kn”h great-grandchildren. You were blessed 
to delight in their growth and accomplishments.

I remember many times walking into the house on Biltmore Drive and seeing 
you fixin’ a scrumptious lunch for your cleaning lady. I mean who does that? 
Bubby did that. 

Bubby, I don’t know if you ever really understood how to use your computer. 
But I do know you deeply understood that life had a God-given meaning and 
purpose. Together with Zaidy, you worked and sacrificed to realize that meaning 
and purpose.

You told us that in the early ‘60’s you were intimidated by the new Orthodox 
shul that opened around the corner from the house on Biltmore that you and 
Zaidy had recently built. And then the Rabbi and his family moved down 
the street! Eventually you did make your way inside that shul.  You heard a 
meaningful sermon by Rabbi Emanuel Feldman, shlita. You decided then and 
there that you had to join the shul. You were inspired by his eloquent words and 
together you and Zaidy built a bayis ne’eman b’Yisrael, a faithful home in Israel. 
The rest, of course, is history. You and Zaidy became regulars at Congregation 
Beth Jacob.  For sixty years, your service and dedication encouraged, guided, 
and strengthened our shul, our Jewish day schools, and our Atlanta and greater 
Jewish community.

We and many others stand here today because of the tough choices and 
decisions you and Zaidy made those many decades ago.  We are so grateful for 
your gift that you bestowed upon us, the gift of G-d’s Torah and the desire to 
do His will.

“Bila hamaves la’netzach, u’macha Hashem dim’ah mei’al kol panim”  - May Hashem 
destroy death forever, and wipe away the tears from all faces.

------------------

I wish everyone a Kesiva V ’Chasima Tova. I am again humbled by the 
opportunity to lead this holy tzibbur on the holiest days of the year and look 
forward to our meaningful journey together. Nesia Tova!

Yonasan Gavant ~ Elul/Tishrei 5782



46

Shema Koleinu

One just wants people to REMEMBER.

I REMEMBER you in this hat, Ellen.

When I went to gather your items today, I saw YOUR hat.

I REMEMBER you wearing THIS HAT MANY TIMES and now every 
time I wear this hat, I will have a remembrance of you and the memories I 
shared with you and your daughter Sharon, of blessed memory.

All of your clothing will go to Goodwill, your walker will go to the medical 
gemach, your chest of drawers will go to some needy home, your CD player 
will go to the preschool, the electronic kitty cat Sharon gave you will go to 
comfort another memory care resident, your photos and pictures will go to 
those who loved you and Sharon, your neshamah will go back to our Creator, 
and I will have your HAT to remind me of a life LIVED, not always easy….

I am sitting here in tears, looking at this HAT. Why does this hat make me 
cry when I look at it?

YOU, Ellen, raised a daughter who made a difference in this world. I know 
from firsthand experience it was not easy and yet, we know that Hashem 
has a plan and placed people in our lives to be a roadmap for the learning 
our neshamos need in this world, so we will be closer to our Creator in the 
NEXT world.

Rest in peace, dear Ellen.

3 Shevat, 5782
January 5, 2022

Mira Bergen

REMEMBERING ELLEN
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MY FRIEND FAYE

On Wednesday morning, August 3, my phone rang, and when I picked it up, 
Yonason Gavant said, “Bubby Faye passed away last night.” To him, his wife 
Esti, her siblings, Mitchell Esral's and David Esral's children and the great- 
grandchildren, she was Bubby Faye, a devoted grandmother. To me, she was my 
dear friend Faye.
 
I first met Faye Esral in about 1973, through her close friend Joan Rosenfeld. 
One Shabbos morning, I came to Beth Jacob for the first time. I really wanted 
to sit next to my husband in services, but Jerry said he was only going to an 
orthodox shul. Norman Raab, z'l, a former school friend, had invited him to 
Beth Jacob. So, I reluctantly sat down in the women's section next to Joan. I 
didn't know her, but right after services, she asked me my name. The next week, 
I came back and she introduced me to Faye.
 
Faye was always there for me, inviting me for Shabbos meals, seders, and 
dragging me to Shabbos afternoon classes with Rabbi David Epstein, whom I 
fought tooth and nail when he taught the laws of Torah. Eventually, through 
him, Faye and Joan, and the unconditional acceptance by Rabbi Emanuel 
Feldman, I saw the importance and beauty of following Torah and moved into 
the neighborhood to become Shomer Shabbos. That's when my friendship with 
Faye blossomed.
 
As seen by all the photos on the walls of her home, Faye dearly loved her 
children and grandchildren, but she also loved her friends' children, including 
mine. When I wanted to attend a Women's B'nai Brith convention downtown, 
she offered to take care of my young boys for the weekend. They were about 
four and six years old. When I came to pick them up, they looked so happy; I 
vaguely remember they wanted to stay a little longer!
 
Faye had a sweet sense of humor. We often laughed together. At other times, we 
cried together. She was, of course, heartbroken when her son Moshe (Martin) 
Esral passed away. She talked about his musical ability and was so proud of his 
Torah. She reminded me of a seder in her home when Moshe taught my 
youngest son how to recite the four questions in Yiddish. Those first years after 
Moshe passed away were very difficult for her. She forever mourned him, but 
she rose to the job of being a wife, mother, grandmother, and friend. When her 
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husband Abe was in a rehab hospital, he said to one of their sons that the nurses 
were good “but none as good as your mother.”
 
At the levaya (funeral), her son David spoke about how the neighbors in New 
Jersey enjoyed talking with Faye when she and Abie visited. She had a certain 
“Southern charm,” said David.
 
Born and raised in the South by her parents, Shea and Nettie Diamond, and 
related to many families in Atlanta, Faye had a Southern accent along with her 
charm. She was a great cook. Preparing food in her yellow kitchen surrounded 
by pictures of daffodils and yellow tulips, she cooked haimishe dishes with a 
Southern touch including her famous fried chicken, string bean casserole, and 
homemade apple pie.
 
Faye and Abe Esral, z”l, were builders of Beth Jacob's community. Abe was 
president of the shul and Faye, BJ's woman of the year. I didn't know about 
everything Faye did for others. At her funeral, Rabbi Ilan Feldman shared that 
Faye and Joan Rosenfeld would clean chickens every week for NCSY and other 
dinners. Her son David said that she really cleaned those chickens. “If my 
mother wouldn't feed it to her own kids,” said David, “she wasn't serving it to 
others.”
 
She opened her heart and gave her best to everyone. At the levaya, her son 
Mitchell spoke of the birthday letters she wrote for each of her grandchildren 
using a different colored marker for each word. She and Abie opened their home 
to those collecting for charity. And they offered their basement bedrooms to 
whoever needed a place to stay.
 
As a friend, Faye gave so much to me. Once she called and I told her I had a 
stomach virus. “Do you have ginger ale in the house?” she asked. I answered that 
I didn't need any. An hour or so later there was a knock at my door. When I 
opened it, I saw about a dozen cans of ginger ale on my doorstep and Faye 
waving from the car as she pulled away. She wasn't going to catch my virus, but 
she wasn't going to stand by without helping me feel better.
 
My husband Stan met Faye several times when we were in Atlanta, in her own 
home and at the Jewish Home. During that last visit, although her health was 
declining, she turned to my husband and said in her charming Southern accent, 
“And how are you, Mr. Stan?" That was uplifting for me. And that's how I want 
to remember Faye. I also want to remember her waving goodbye with a smile as 
she left ginger ale on my doorstep, laughing over the antics of children, standing 
in her yellow kitchen making apple pie, and opening her home to everyone who 
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came by.
 
At her shiva, family and long-time friends filled the house with words of 
comfort and memories. Sitting in the den in front of Mitchell and David and 
nearby, daughters in law Jere, Poey, and Michal, who devotedly took care of her 
in Atlanta, I felt that Faye was smiling down at all of us.
 
Goodbye, my dear friend Faye, until we meet again after Mashiach comes. May 
you have an aliyah for your precious neshama.
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