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Yahrtzeit Edition

This book is not a biography, it is a book of reflections. It is our plan to in 
fact write a biography, to include within it the hundreds of stories we have 
already heard about our father, and the hundreds more we would love to 
hear. That we could weave a beautiful tapestry about his accomplished and 
inspirational life around the globe, that will preserve his legacy in a fuller 
manner and inspire even further.

This book is an end and a beginning. It is the end of a year of reflecting upon 
my illustrious father’s legacy and committing it to the written word. Yet it is 
also the beginning of launching the biography project. In this vein we would 
love to hear your memories, to further deepen our appreciation of our father, 
and allow us to glean more about and from him. It is our prayer and hope 
that in addition to its main purpose of inspiration, this book should spark 
some memories within you and that you will feel them important enough 
to share them with us.

I would like to make a few points regarding this.

- No point is too small. For you it might be a small point but by us it might 
accumulate. Also bear in mind, one man’s rags are another’s treasure.

- You do not have to submit it with all its details. You can send us a memory 
without too many details and if we want to follow up we’ll have something 
to go on.

- It could be anything. A story, anecdote, lesson, value which you remember, 
please send it in.

- It is now or maybe never. Why not jot down a reminder or send in a voice 
note right away?

We’ll be very grateful for whatever you could share with us.

 Contact details can be found on the last page.

Either way, sit back, relax and let your life be brightened by the words in these 

pages.
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Preface

My father left our world on the fourth night of Chanukah, a symbolic date. 
Chanukah is the festival of lights, of gratitude to Hashem for our spiritual 
existence, of celebrating our unique connection to the spiritual amidst the 
darkness which threatens to extinguish it. My father embodied all of these 
qualities. His very presence, certainly his unceasing smile, beamed positivity 
and friendliness, and immediately brightened the atmosphere. His life itself 
was one continuous melody of acknowledgment, gratitude, and reciprocation 
to Hashem for all His kindness, for everything in the world that He willed 
into existence. With his exemplary life and wisdom, my father was a beacon of 
spirituality for all those around him. He rekindled the embers of the neshamos 
of hundreds of people, fanning them into flames of personal connection to 
Hashem and His Torah, many of them becoming Rabbis and leaders for 
others as well.

The Talmud states that certain righteous people are not eulogized, because 
no eulogy can adequately describe their greatness. Mere words would only 
cheapen their image and wouldn't do them justice. The verse in Tehillim (65:2) 
states about Hashem, "For You, silence is praise." For those who emulate 
Him, like my father, the same can be said. On Chanukah, eulogies are not 
made, and thus my father was not eulogized when he passed away. This spoke 
volumes about him — he was exalted in every aspect of his being and cannot 
be encompassed by mere words.

By writing just a few memories of my father, perhaps I am doing an injustice 
to his great legacy. Yet, on the other hand, to write nothing would be an even 
greater loss. Although he has left us for a better place, his legacy remains with 
us. Just as there was so much to learn from him when he was alive, so too 
there is so much to draw from and be inspired by his legacy.

My father was a beacon of light who demonstrated how to live an uplifted 
life; our lives can still be illuminated by his warm glow. So many people 
entered the shivah house and commented that they rarely had been to a 
shivah house leaving so inspired. Spreading that inspiration justifies writing 
this small booklet — to enable my father to continue being a beacon for all.

If there was one word I would use to dare sum up my father, it would be 

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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"greatness." To me, a person of greatness is someone who stands out in many 
different ways. My father was just that; he excelled in every aspect of life. 
During the shivah, I challenged myself to focus on a different aspect of my 
father every time I spoke to another group of people. For every trait that came 
to mind, there was so much to talk about, so much to learn from, so much 
to be inspired from. It is for this reason that I entitled the booklet, Beacon 
of Greatness. I wrote this booklet with the hope that my father’s brilliant life 
would continue to radiate and brighten the lives of those who still mourn 
his warm presence.

My father was a man of so many different great character traits. How do 
I choose which traits to write about and which to leave out? To write about 
them all is beyond my ability; to not write enough would be an unfortunate 
loss. Here, again, I found my answer in Chanukah. I think the menorah 
we light each year is a fitting analogy for my father. With its eight candles, 
it serves as a beacon of uplifting light. So too, I chose eight of my father’s 
qualities, which are a light to us all.

I thank Hashem for all His help in writing this booklet, and I pray to Him 
that it will help keep my father’s flame of inspiration alive and inspire us to 
continue his charge of character development and spiritual growth.

Come enter these pages, and let your life be brightened by my dear father, 
Rabbi Kraines, a Beacon of Greatness.

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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Light of Happiness

Legendary Smile

One of my father's trademarks was his legendary positivity and happiness, 
which showed in everything he did. When asked how they remembered my 
father, there was one thing that every person made sure to mention — my 
father's big smile. A friend from his yeshiva days related: “The first thing I 
noticed about him was his bright eyes and his bright smile!” Another friend 
said it slightly differently: “He walked into the beis midrash and I noticed his 
big Afro and his big smile.” In the words of one of my father's close friends 
in yeshiva, my father was a “twenty-four-hour simchah machine.”

It is amazing to see how my father’s trademark happiness is something that 
followed him throughout his life. A colleague in Charleston, South Carolina, 
related: “Everyone loved Rabbi Kraines's warm personality, his winning 
smile, and look of sheer delight he shone at anyone he encountered. Even a 
child felt that he had made Rabbi Kraines’s day just by bumping into him!”

A woman who was a young child when my parents were in Mexico, thirty 
years later, still recalled that even as a child she remembered his warm smile, 
and how it made her feel so good just to walk past him. Upon hearing this, 
I felt déjà vu, as a friend of mine from South Africa told me the exact same 
thing. My friend had related that my father once walked past him when he 
was in school and beamed his trademark smile at him, and he was blown 
away that my father even noticed him, let alone give him such a smile.

This radiance accompanied him throughout his entire life. When we were 
sitting shivah, one of his neighbors from his short time living on Rechov 
Ohel Yehoshua in Israel commented to me, “I didn't really know your father. 
He only lived here for a few weeks, but one thing I did notice was his warm 
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smile every time I saw him coming out of the elevator.” I was astounded by 
this comment, because by the time my parents moved here, my father was 
getting weaker day by day, and if he was coming out of the elevator, he was 
either coming from the doctor's office or the hospital — even then he was 
still flashing his bright smile at everyone he met!

Positive 

My father's smile was an expression of his tremendous inner happiness. 
He was happy and satisfied with himself, he was happy with others' success, 
and he was happy with all the good in the world.

When he heard that someone was successful, even a competitor, it made 
him happy. If a shul member moved away from our shul and joined another 
community, he was happy that they were attached to a shul.  Many former 
community members would return to visit after moving away and would say 
to my father that they hadn’t found another community like Ohr Somayach 
Sandton. My father wouldn’t be happy; he would say “Do they think I want 
them to be miserable?” He only wanted the success of others.

An important result of this attribute was the way he viewed everything 
in a positive light. Something amazing about my father was the way he was 
always able to see the other side of the story. He was able to look at different 
groups within Judaism, and instead of complaining about what they did not 
have, appreciated something that they did have. He appreciated the joy of 
mitzvah observance in one, the Torah learning of another, and the love of 
Israel of a third.

This wasn’t only in matters of religion; every situation that may have seemed 
negative, my father somehow managed to find a positive aspect of it and 

focused upon that aspect. He was a man of immense positivity.

Too blessed to be stressed

"Rabbi," asked one of his congregants as he was fighting for his life in the 
last weeks of his life, "How do you remain so happy and calm in your current 
situation?" His response was simple and so typical: "I'm too blessed to be 
stressed."
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This was another expression of his glowing happiness. He didn't get bogged 
down by the frustrations he encountered during his life. After he came back 
to Israel, and it was hard for him to walk, he would often repeat a story from 
his Rebbi, Rabbi Nachman Bulman. At a certain point, when times were 
difficult in Eretz Yisrael, Rabbi Bulman expressed to Rabbi Eliyahu Kitov 
(author of The Book of Our Heritage) how it was getting him down. The latter 
responded by inviting him for a short walk. As they were walking, Rabbi 
Kitov started counting their steps: "One...two...three…four — mitzvah! One...
two...three…four — mitzvah!” He explained that if you are living in Israel 
it is impossible to feel down, as every four steps one takes he fulfills another 
mitzvah of living in Israel. If one has such an opportunity how could he not 
be filled with happiness?! 

 The following is an excerpt from what my sister Sara Malka wrote about 
my father's effervescent happiness through all situations:

During their years in Charleston, my parents made a few attempts to buy 
a car. The family couldn't afford any major investments, so my father would 
buy used cars for a fraction of the price. These cars would often break down 
soon after they were purchased and the repairs would cost more than he 
had paid for the car! Eventually, my father decided to invest a little more 
and buy a better used car that would last longer. He bought a car for about 
$6,000 (which was worth a lot more thirty years ago!) and drove to the shul 
office. Rabbi Levine greeted him warmly and asked “R Ze’ev, how's the new 
car?” “Great!” answered my father, ”I parked it on Smith Street because 
there was no parking available here in front of the shul.” “Smith Street!” 
Rabbi Levine's heart sank. They were experiencing a major rainstorm at 
high tide that day and there would be backwater flooding. The front of 
the shul was on a higher plane and didn't get as affected, but the back... 
Sure enough, when they hurried to check on the car a short while later it 
was totally waterlogged and irreparable.  My father's reaction? “Oh well, 
everything is for the best! Worse things could happen!” He lived with a true 
realization of the refrain he and my mother constantly repeated: “Nothing 
lasts except for Torah and mitzvos!”

This was really his attitude to everything; he focused on the positive and 
didn’t allow frustrations to weigh him down! When my parents moved to 
Israel, my father was scheduled for an appointment at Hadassah hospital. 

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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They had arranged to get a ride from one of the special chessed organizations 
in Israel that provides free transportation to the hospital from Yerushalayim. 
They had booked a ride to leave at 1:00 from the bus stop around the 
corner from their apartment. The appointment was only at 3:00, but the 
ride would take about an hour and they wanted to make sure to have time 
to find the office when they arrived. Shortly before 1:00, they prepared to 
leave, connecting the portable oxygen, transferring to the wheelchair, and 
making the trip up the hill to the bus stop. They arrived by the scheduled 
time, and then waited a few minutes and saw no sign of the van. I called 
the organization to see why the ride hadn’t come yet, and the man said “Oh! 
I’ve been trying to get ahold of you. There is no ride to Hadassah at 1:00, 
the next ride is at 2:00!” I looked at my weak father sitting in his wheelchair 
in the cold, strong wind, and my heart fell. “How frustrating!” I thought. 
“My father went through so much effort to get here, when he could have 
left in another hour and taken a taxi from the front of his building!” As 
I went to hail a taxi, I looked at my father and said, “Abba, I feel so bad 
for you — this must be so difficult!” My father only waved his hand and 
said “Kleine zachen! These are the small things in life!” He was not one bit 
fazed. This taught me a new level in accepting G-d’s will as all for the best!

These were in fact the last words he said to me as he left the building to 
go to the hospital for the last time, two days before he passed away. The 
clinic had called, saying that something wasn’t right with his bloodwork 
and he should come to the hospital immediately. I hurried over to escort 
my parents as they left for the hospital. As we were entering the elevator, I 
couldn’t help feel nervous. My father looked so weak and uncomfortable; 
he seemed to be slipping away in front of my eyes. My father sensed my 
fear and murmured to me, “Yihyeh tov! It will be good!” This was the last 
message I heard from my father, and it really summed up his whole life — 
“It will be good!” He was always so positive. At the end, it really was good. 
He passed from this world of effort with absolute serene contentment to 
enjoy the true good in the World of Only Good just two days later.

He was a beacon of happiness and positivity. Let us live by his light.

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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Light of Peace

Peace was my father's middle name (Shlomo, which is related to the word 
shalom, peace). My father was a man of tremendous peace. He held many 
positions over the years, yet when it was time to move on, he left on good 
terms with everyone. This was no easy feat, as the positions he occupied were 
sometimes fraught with politics, each a minefield of people’s emotions. He 
always tried to maintain good relationships.

He tried to avoid machlokes (disagreements) wherever possible. He saw 
discord as destruction and tried to be at peace with everyone, even if they 
held different outlooks on life or different perspectives on Judaism.  He 
respected everyone and tried to maintain peace as much as possible. My 
father-in-law worked together with my father editing a number of books, 
and he commented that my father had a unique combination of standing for 
his values while maintaining peace. When there was something in a book he 
was working on that he found objectionable, my father would object, but he 
didn't take it up with the author himself, leaving that confrontation for the 
General Editor. Confrontation was something my father avoided wherever 
he could.

This attribute was demonstrated from the very beginning of married life. 
My parents were married in Houston, Texas, very far from my father’s family 
and friends, so that my mother's grandmothers could be there. This was going 
to be the first religious Orthodox wedding in Houston in recent memory! 
Before the wedding, my parents discussed with R' Yaakov Kamenetzky zt”l 
various halachic issues they expected to come up. He guided them with the 
proper Torah guidelines, but constantly stressed, "Gadol hashalom! Gadol 
hashalom! Peace is priority!” The height of the mechitzah? Gadol hashalom. 
Who should walk them down by the chuppah? Gadol hashalom. Do whatever 
will make everyone happy. Music and guests? Gadol hashalom. My parents 
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adopted this mantra at the onset of their marriage and applied it consistently 
throughout their life together.

In 1995, a few years after my parents settled in Sandton, the shul completed 
extensive renovations, and the stage was set for its inauguration. My father's 
Rebbi, R' Aharon Feldman shlita, was flown in for the special occasion. As it 
happened, on that very same Shabbos, a new shul opened down the street in 
the same neighborhood. Competition? Nope. My father felt that there was 
space in the world for all sorts of shuls as people need different style shuls. 
In fact, he made a point to leave the festivities at his own shul to go to the 
other shul and daven there for its first Shabbos Minchah. Going forward, he 
would move the Sunday afternoon minyan of his own shul to the other shul 
in show of his support, despite his shul being the larger shul. He promoted 
achdus. Gadol hashalom.

In fact, a large part of his job as Rabbi and principal was to mediate between 
different people, to resolve different conflicts, and to make sure that peace 
ensued. It was something he not only practiced in his personal life, but that 
he dedicated his life to.

One thing that keeps coming to mind is my father's resemblance to a 
teaching in Pirkei Avos (1:12) (Ethics of Our Fathers). ”Hillel said, ‘Be like 
the students of Aharon (Aaron): love peace, pursue peace, love people and 
bring them close to the Torah.’” My father lived each one of these clauses, 
but particularly about this trait of peace. He didn't just act it. He loved it, 
enjoyed it, and therefore always pursued it. Gadol hashalom.

Even though he put peace above all, he understood that there are times 
when other values need to rule. When he became principal of Shaarei Torah 
School, he started off the opening teachers meeting with humor, saying: "Hello, 
friends! This might be the last time I can call you friends, because being a 
principal requires commitment to values, and you may no longer consider me 
a friend." Even so, most of the teachers testify to his friendliness, and that he 
accommodated them wherever he could. He tried his best to maintain peace 
in the school and in the shul. Even though he was in a position of authority, 
it was still: gadol hashalom.

He did it because it was something he loved. I remember how he once 
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made a sheva berachos for someone who had graduated from his school. He 
commented to me how he actually had experienced some friction with his 
parents about a few issues, and he was so happy to be able to do this sheva 
berachos as a way of resolving any hard feelings they may have had. Lover of 
peace, pursuer of peace, gadol hashalom.

He would often say that one never loses when one gives in. When he officiated 
at a chuppah or a funeral with another Rabbi, he was willing to taking the 
less important part of the ceremony to maintain peace.

We close off the davening after Ein Keilokeinu on Shabbos with the statement 
that talmidei chachamim, Torah scholars, increase peace in the world. My 
mother commented that whenever she reads these words, she thinks of my 
father. Through his beautiful character traits and connection to Torah, he 
brought peace and resolution of conflicts to hundreds of people.

He was truly a beacon of peace. Let us live by his light.

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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Light of Kindness

Another central definition of my father was that he was a giver. Perhaps his 
greatest act of kindness was the sum total of many individual acts of chessed 
(kindness) — to turn a neighborhood into a close-knit community, where 
simchas were shared and friendships cherished. A catalyst of this was my 
parents reaching out, engaging, inviting and connecting. 

Chessed is not necessarily doing extra things for others, but taking others 
into consideration for things you are doing anyway. When my father came 
to Baltimore one summer, he and my brother considered which minyan to 
pray at the next morning. One minyan was a quicker, early one, and you 
had to be prepared exactly on time for it; and there were other minyanim 
which started later and took their time. Finally, my father said, “Let’s go to 
the earlier one.” His reason? My mother had plans for the day, and would be 
ready to leave earlier. Therefore, he wanted to pray at the earlier minyan in 
order not to delay her.

While walking in the Bucharian section of Jerusalem with my brother, they 
saw a building, and my father commented, “Oh, there was an old lady who 
lived in this building!” The story behind this was related by someone who 
came to the shivah house, a man who was with my father in Ohr Somayach. 
He related the following story: “I was in yeshiva with your father. One Friday, 
just after candle lighting, your father came over to me and told me he wanted 
to show me something. He proceeded to a building in the Bucharian section 
of Jerusalem. He walked over to one of the ground apartments and knocked 
on the door. An old, blind woman answered. He took out a bottle of grape 
juice and some challah, and made Kiddush for her. We sat with her for a little 
while longer and then went back to our yeshiva. It was obvious that this was 
something he did routinely, and the old lady knew he was going to come 

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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back the next week.” There is much to learn from this story.

One time, while at a bar mitzvah, he met a former student and started 
discussing with him what he was learning. The boy started “copying and 
pasting” the terminology his Rebbi used when teaching the Gemara. Gently, 
my father asked the boy if he understood the words he was using, or was just 
repeating the words. The boy admitted that, truthfully, he did not understand 
them. My father spent the next fifteen minutes teaching the boy the terms 
so that he’d be familiar with them.

One morning, when my father was in yeshiva, a man walked in and exclaimed 
“I’m here! Rabbi Schuster sent me!” Rabbi Schuster was a Rabbi who would 
send people he met at the Kosel to classes at Ohr Somayach or Aish HaTorah. 
Little did this man know but Rabbi Schuster hadn’t meant that they were 
waiting for him, but rather to speak to the members of the yeshiva about 
attending a class. However, my father, realizing what had happened, told the 
man without missing a beat, “Great, we were expecting you! Welcome!” and 
proceeded to show him around the premises and make him feel at home 
right away.

Our Rabbis teach us that “when wine goes in, secrets come out.” When 
my father drank wine at a Purim seudah (festive meal), he’d bless every 
person he distributed wine to. It wasn’t something random — it was a long, 
meaningful, heartfelt blessing. His essence was giving. He only wanted the 
best for all he encountered.

It may irk some people when a person from a chessed organization taps 
them on the shoulder in the middle of their prayers to ask for money. Not 
so my father. He’d give them some money, and would bring them and their 
driver to his house to eat breakfast. He’d sit with them for a good twenty or 
thirty minutes, and when they left he made sure to properly escort them out.

At one of my father’s Shabbos Shuva derashos (a special lecture on the 
Shabbos following Rosh Hashanah), he commented that one of the non-
kosher birds mentioned in the Torah is the chasidah (a stork). It is called 
chasidah, which is associated with the word chessed. It is puzzling that a bird 
associated with chessed is not kosher. Rashi (a commentator on the Torah) 
explains that this bird does kindness only with its friends, its own species. 

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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We learn from this, my father said, that doing chessed with only the people 
you know is “less kosher” than doing this chessed alongside being kind to 
people you don’t know as well, or even complete strangers.

My father embodied this teaching. When he saw a cashier behind the 
counter, he gave her his characteristic smile and warm friendly greeting. He 
didn’t see “a cashier,” he saw a human being. He treated everyone like their 
own self, not like a robot or a piece of furniture.

One morning, while driving to his school, he noticed an elderly man walking 
on the street, clearly in search of something. Without further ado, my father 
pulled over and asked if everything was alright. The man mentioned that 
on the previous Friday night while walking, he had fallen into some kind 
of a ditch, and was looking to see what it was. This was a classic example of 
my father looking out for others, even when it was out of his way, even for 
someone he didn’t know.

One time, he was in a clothing store in South Africa, and they announced 
over the loudspeaker that they were looking for someone who spoke Spanish. 
Even though it was out of his way, he still went over to the front desk to 
volunteer his services.  He was able to help interpret for an old lady who was 
lost and looking for her relatives.

My father was unique in that he did not forget the golden rule: Chessed 
begins at home. He would always have his children sit next to him at meals. 
He insisted on family dinners, when all phones were turned off, and his 
family had his undivided attention. On a similar note, one of my sisters recalls 
that every Sunday evening, for a half hour, he’d sit and do art with her, as if 
nothing else was happening. When on the phone with anyone, but especially 
his children, he would give them all the attention they needed.

In doing this, he accomplished something much greater: he educated his 
family to be givers. When my mother said “We’ve got guests!” we knew it was 
an invitation to do chessed. Our house became a stronghold of chessed; it is a 
tribute to the powerful trait of kindness that burned inside him.

He was truly a beacon of kindness. Let us live by his light.

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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Light of Wisdom

Man of Wisdom 

My teacher, Rabbi Elchonon Fishman of Yeshivas Toras Moshe, once 
remarked to me that I am fortunate to have a wise father. The truth of that 
statement became more and more evident over time, as I studied my father's 
continual direction of me and each of my siblings. Things were rarely cut 
and dry, but filled with nuances; the grays were acknowledged as much as 
the black-and-whites. It was all done with a keen knowledge of current 
events and anchored with a reverence for what he received from his teachers. 
 
He was fascinated by technological advances and was an early adopter. He 
would say that technology is a tool, and you can accomplish a lot more with 
the right tool than without it. He used technology with mindfulness: On the 
one hand, already in the mid-'90s, he had a shul website up, and as technology 
advanced, used his Bar Ilan database on his computer to do research for his 
own studies and author his sefer, and later on sent out podcasts. But on the 
other hand, he was aware of the negative effects that certain mediums could 
bring and would raise these concerns when appropriate, such as on the board 
of the South African Rabbinical Association.

“One who walks with the wise becomes wiser” (Mishlei 13:20), stated 
Shlomo, the wisest of all men. This was literally true when walking with my 
father. Philosophical ideas mixed with lessons from the Talmud and stories 
from his youth into one organic whole, the product of a seeker of wisdom 
with a love of life and desire to share his vision. His jokes were often about 
human nature and there was something to be learned from them. He once 
remarked that he cried more at a bris than at a wedding, and not because 
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of the baby, but because it made him realize how old our nation is. Each 
generation is preceded by its roots, the present is filled with potential, each 
moment ripe with possibility. He lovingly saw the potential people had and 
celebrated their achievements.

In the Kuzari (written by Rabbi Yehuda Halevi), the Jewish wise man 
explains to the King of Khazar that a pious Jew is like a governor. A good 
leader takes care of every department, giving each what it needs; thereby, 
everyone can be called to serve in full power, as one unit. So too, the pious 
Jew tends to every part of himself and gives it the appropriate expression. By 
doing so, his entire being can be called to serve Hashem with full capacity. 
My father’s many talents included painting, poetry, music, song, studying, 
relating, building, teaching, humor, and solemnity, and he incorporated each 
talent into the service of his Creator. He sanctified Shabbos and holidays with 
song; he used his artistic talents to create posters for shiurim. He synthesized 
his secular knowledge and life experience with his Torah studies to bring out 
novel interpretations. With his joy, he energized the shul on Simchas Torah 
and Purim and gladdened each person he met. He wrote poetry, published 
an academic thesis, and authored intricate Torah essays.

Wise Educator

Another area where his wisdom was expressed was in the education of his 
children. We also went through the teen years, and teenagers are teenagers; yet 
my parents in their great wisdom (and help from Above) managed to navigate 
it well. For many years he refused to allow us to go to a cricket game, but at 
a certain point he weakened his resolve on this matter (until a point where 
his youngest son was organizing for the shul to go!), saying: "I'm getting soft 
in my old age." Years later he confided in me the truth: he saw that one of his 
children was falling in bad company and if he wouldn't give him this outlet, 
he would find his own outlets… That brother later commented to me that 
it actually was a big turning point in his life, as he had felt very constricted. 
When my father allowed us to start going to cricket, he felt a tremendous relief 
from feeling suffocated, and it took away his teen animosity to many things.

On a similar note, my parents were always careful with the clothing their 
children wore, that it should fit who they are. One thing that they didn't get 
for their children were jeans. One time, one of my brothers pushed very hard 
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to get jeans and my father acceded. He said: "Am I going to lose my child 
over a pair of pants?!" Many people get stuck with their principles, but my 
father stood by his frequently-referenced Groucho Marx quote: "These are 
my principles; if you don't like them, I have others."

Wisdom Well Used 

A lot of people have wisdom; however, my father actually used it. My 
brother related how sometimes he would observe my father driving home 
from school, lost in thought about something that needed to be sorted out 
in school. He noticed that my father would all of a sudden flick his fingers, 
and he realized that my father was flicking off the issues one by one as he 
resolved them. He didn't act on the spur of his will or by gut feeling; rather, 
he would sort through his thoughts and completely think them through 
until their resolution.

At the end of his life, when the medicine he was taking stopped taking effect 
and he was getting weaker, his doctor called to say that he had found a new 
trial drug that might help my father and bring him back to full strength. My 
mother made frantic efforts to track it down, and a kind woman organized 
someone to  bring him the drug from Bnei Brak, an hour away. Everyone was 
so excited that he could finally start with this new drug, but my father did 
something which still blows me away. In his tremendously weakened state, 
he said that he didn't want to take it before researching it. So, he immediately 
started looking up its side effects and risks, and only after deciding it was the 
right thing for him to do, did he proceed to take it. He didn't act on the heat 
of the moment, but did everything with clear, rational thought.

He was truly a beacon of wisdom. Let us live by his light.

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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Light of Passion

Yearning for Good 

Perhaps the most defining characteristic of my father was his "heart." A 
man's accomplishments in this world come about through action — yet his 
heart plays a major role in everything he does and will accomplish. It harbors 
all his yearning, it is the seat of his emotion, and it is the home of his love for 
other people. My father's heart was at the core of everything he did and was.

From the moment he stepped into the hallowed doors of Shema Yisroel 
Yeshiva in 1972, an unquenchable thirst for growth reigned in his heart. There 
is a famous Jewish saying: “Nothing stands before a person’s will.” If one has 
a strong desire, nothing will stand in his way. Perhaps this was the impetus 
and inspiration for so much my father did in yeshiva, as he constantly strived 
to grow and gain from everything contained there.

Someone related that he remembered my father when he was living in 
Maalot Dafna, in the first years of his marriage. He remembered my father's 
smile, his tremendous diligence, and how he kept on repeating how much 
he still had to grow. This was at a time when my father had already acquired 
a name for his level of learning and general service of G-d. His yearning for 
greatness never diminished.

My father stood out for maintaining his passion for Torah, even when he 
was living in an area where he had no societal pressure to do so. In general, 
man's actions are spurred by social norms. My father's drive, though, was 
his personal engine to continue everything he stood for as if he was living 
in the center of a highly religious community.

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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In truth, it is this same attribute that set my father into his career in Torah 
outreach. Had he remained in full time learning, he may well have become a 
Rosh Yeshiva, giving over the waters of the Talmud to young men thirsty for 
it. After all, my father was an academic by nature. However, in his heart he 
had a deep love for the Jewish people and those who hadn't been exposed to 
their Jewish religion. This is where he chose to place his life's primary focus. 
It was here that his heart lay.

Connection to Mitzvos 

It was because of this yearning that Torah and mitzvos held such a special 
place in his heart. For many years, right before Sukkos, my father would go 
to Rabbi Levy at Sukkah Mart and sort through his merchandise of lulavim 
and esrogim, to select and check sets for people in the community to fulfil 
their mitzvah. (While he was there, of course, he would assist and answer 
questions to anyone who asked him.) He once explained to me the reason 
he took this upon himself at this hectic time of year: it was because he lived 
outside of Israel and missed that beautiful feeling of Sukkos that permeated 
Jerusalem, when the whole country is involved in this mitzvah. He wanted 
to replicate that feeling for himself, so he threw himself into this job, where 
he could relive that Sukkos experience every year. His heart pined for that 
feeling once more, so he created it for himself.

My father always loved getting into the Yom Tov spirit. Every Yom Tov he 
would be in exuberant spirits, singing upbeat songs, bringing himself and 
those around him to the joyous Yom Tov mood. Many a time after Mussaf on 
Yom Tov, he would spontaneously burst into festive song. (On a connected 
note, I vividly remember one Mussaf, when he was chazan, how he davened 
the prayer: אבינו מלכנו, גלה כבוד מלכותך עלינו — “Our Father, our King, reveal 
the honor of Your kingship to us.” The prayer came straight from his soul.)

This was similarly noticed as he sang the words of Hallel every festival, both 
during davening and throughout the Yom Tov meals. His multitude of songs 
and tunes, which he had picked up from so many different cultures while 
living in Israel and around the world, all infused the atmosphere with joy.

In addition to his joyful spirit, on every Yom Tov he connected to that 
festival's unique flavor.  Who can forget his memorable Megillah reading, 
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performed four times over for the Shul and also at King David Sandton, 
where he used his drama talents to give a real feel to the Purim story? Who 
can forget his inspired Simchas Torah dancing, and, on a different note, his 
emotional Tishah B'Av kinnos? He set the tone in shul for Shavuos, successfully 
upholding all night learning in the long winter nights for many years, and on 
Sukkos helped everyone with their mitzvos of lulav and sukkah. (Don't forget 
the sukkah hop and Chol Hamoed activities!) On Pesach he gave so many 
that special taste of Pesach, especially those who were fortunate to attend 
his unique Seder experience. He made sure that the taste would linger in 
their mouths with the annual Simchas HaChag, ending Pesach with a bang, 
singing through the Seder once more.

In my memory there are two things that stand out, where his pure soul 
really found its expression. On the Shabbos which falls out during Pesach, 
we read Shir Hashirim, the Song of Songs, which describes our love and 
longing for Hashem. He would read it with tremendous feeling; he once 
told me that it was because, as he read it, the explanations of the Vilna Gaon 
that he had heard from Rav Aharon Feldman would flow through his head. 
Similarly, on the last day of Pesach we read Shiras HaYam (the Song at the 
Splitting of the Sea), and this too he would read with great emotion. When I 
came home for Pesach, he would always let me lein (read the Torah portion) 
whenever and whatever portion I wanted. I once asked him to lein the Song 
of the Splitting of the Sea as well, but he requested that I leave it to him to 
lein — so precious was it to him.

His wonderful spirit pierced the air even on  an ordinary Shabbos. Even 
on a regular Kabbalas Shabbos, his powerful voice gave expression to the 
words sang from the heart. His body language (the bimah-drumming and  
movements) joined in perfect harmony to the rhythm of his song. All this 
was a major player in actuating the motto of Ohr Somayach Sandton, which 
he coined: “Experience the warmth, Live the inspiration.” The shul experience 
itself contained so much warmth and inspiration.

With Heart and Soul

My father really connected and appreciated all mitzvos. My brother once 
told my father about a stringent opinion regarding a specific mitzvah practice. 
According to this opinion, a lot of people were not fulfilling the mitzvah 
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correctly, including my father. My father responded that we don't hold of 
that opinion, and that my brother shouldn't mention it, as it was ruining my 
father’s joy in experiencing the mitzvah.

My brother also related that when he came to visit my father in Israel last 
year, he watched my father putting on a tallis. He said that he realized that 
my father wasn’t just performing the mitzvah in a perfunctory way, but rather 
it was an experience. He was experiencing the mitzvah of tzitzis. So too for 
many mitzvos that my father did, they weren't done by rote, but were an 
expression of his heart and soul. 

One mitzvah that he particularly connected with was living in Eretz Yisrael. 
He loved every part of it and took pride in the fact that he had children living 
there. When he returned to Israel a month before his passing, those greeting 
him started singing (Yirmeyahu 31:16), “ושבו בנים לגבולם — The Jewish 
children will return to their borders.” He was overcome with emotion. He 
started crying about Hashem's kindness in bringing him back to Israel. How 
fitting it was that he merited to be buried in the Holy Land.

 He was truly a beacon of passion. Let us live by his light.

 

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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Light of Dedication

Committed Life 

When reflecting upon my father's legacy, I realized that he lived a life of 
devotion and dedication to Judaism. My father went the extra mile in his 
commitment to his religious values; his very life’s blood was his passion for 
Judaism. 

When my father was only eight years old, his father passed away. My father 
and his brother, Carl, were then raised by their single mother. He worked 
hard in school, and coupled with his intellectual ability, won a full four-
year scholarship to Cornell University. This achievement made his mother 
particularly happy, as she had struggled her whole life to single-handedly 
raise and support her family, and at least now her son would have a secure 
financial future ahead. (My father would joke that it probably wouldn’t have 
helped; instead of being a rabbi, he would have been a poor poet instead.)

Things changed, however, when he went on an exchange program to Hebrew 
University in Israel, and one day during the Yom Kippur War, when there was 
not much happening on campus, he happened to attend a lecture given by a 
rabbi — Rabbi Noach Weinberg. After a series of discussions with him, he 
eventually ended up at Ohr Somayach Yeshiva. After a few years, he needed 
to make a decision: return to Cornell, or abandon his scholarship and stay 
in Yeshiva. My father decided to further his religious growth even though 
it left him without a certain career plan. His connection to Hashem took 
priority in his life.

Not everything came easy. In going to yeshiva, he was leaving the upper class 

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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dormitory of an Ivy League university for the dilapidated yeshiva building. 
With broken windows, a thin straw mattress, and general conditions that 
left a lot to be desired, my father gave up his physical comfort for the sake 
of his spiritual growth.

My father’s willingness to sacrifice his physical comfort for the sake of his 
spirituality extended to his kiruv work. Kiruv often requires living outside of 
a religious community. Despite this, he always maintained a high standard 
of kashrus, drinking only chalav Yisrael milk and eating only yoshon grains. 
Throughout his journey around the world, there were many times he wasn't 
able to access chalav Yisrael and therefore didn't drink milk products. (He was 
lenient with his children in some of these places). My father loved milchik ice 
cream and chocolate — yet living out of town, there were not a lot of chalav 
Yisrael options available.

Another factor was the time spent traveling to and from the main religious 
community in Johannesburg, where the majority of the shops and schools 
were located. For many years my father would drive a 20-minute drive to 
bring his children to school in the morning — not easy, as all those who tried 
will testify. Similarly, while in Charleston, South Carolina, my father would 
walk half an hour to shul every Shabbos. In Mexico, my father wanted to 
have an impact on a certain community some 40 minutes away, and started 
doing that trek as well. On Rosh Hashanah, after leading the davening, leining 
and shofar blowing, he set out on a walk around the neighborhood, after he 
ate the Yom Tov meal, to blow the shofar for those who couldn't make it to 
shul. All these things weren't easy, but my father did them so naturally that 
they seemed effortless.

Something that highlights his devotion to the shul was my wedding. The 
year I got married, Purim was on a Thursday, and the wedding date was the 
following Sunday. My parents flew out Thursday night (he made sure not 
to drink too much that year!), arriving in Israel on Friday. We then had a 
Shabbos Aufruf (the Shabbos before a wedding) and the next day was my 
wedding. There is a custom to have sheva berachos, a week of festivities after 
the wedding. The highlight is the Shabbos of that week, where both families get 
together entirely and spend the Shabbos together with the bride and groom; 
it always is very special. However, around my wedding there was someone in 
the shul who was getting married, so the night after my wedding, my father 
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flew straight back to South Africa, missing the whole week of sheva berachos, 
making my wedding a whirlwind trip of five days. Even though celebrating 
with his family was so important for him, my father missed it to maintain 
his commitment to the shul.

Daily Duties

In truth, my father's devotion to the shul wasn't measured only in big things, 
but in the small day-to-day activities. In most places in the world, Shacharis 
(the morning prayers) starts at around 7 or 8 a.m. When taking the job in 
Gallo Manor, an interesting part of the job was that the shul minyan was at 
the early hour of 6 a.m. Yet, throughout the years, he would always get up 
that early in the morning to be able to be there to daven with the shul.

In fact, he always struggled with organizing the daily minyanim, as there 
were often not enough people for a minyan. One thing that was really difficult 
for him was having to ask people to attend the minyan, but he always did so 
anyway, with his smile. He never let it get him down and would always repeat 
his motto for these minyanim: “You have to have nerves of steel.”

One of my brothers told me how he talked to my father about how busy 
his schedule was. My father's response was how life is always busy. The truth 
is that every time I called home, my parents were always busy with the next 
event, always working, never letting up for a second.

True Devotion

A lot of things mentioned above could be defined as devotion or dedication. 
There were many times, though, in my father's life that he displayed self-
sacrifice to live in accordance with his values. One amazing show of this was 
at the beginning of his married life when he wanted to turn his focus on the 
study of halacha to prepare himself for the rabbinate, instead of following 
the traditional curriculum set by the Mirrer Yeshiva for that semester. At the 
time, my parents were already on a very tight budget, receiving very little 
income from my mother's secretarial job and my father's supplemental check 
from the yeshiva. When my father informed the Rosh Yeshiva, Rav Beinish 
Finkel, of his plans, the Rosh Yeshiva understandably said that if my father 
wanted to receive the Yeshiva stipend, he had to follow their program. My 
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father, however, stuck to his guns, and somehow their airtight budget got even 
tighter as they battled financially getting through the coming months! (A 
few months later, when the Rosh Yeshiva saw that my father wasn’t budging      
and was going ahead with his plan despite their dire financial consequences 
and lack of supplemental income, he called my father in and acceded. From 
then on, he continued giving him his stipend, including retroactively for 
those three months.)

My father's greatest treasure in life (aside from the Torah!) were his children. 
Yet, in the most remarkable way, he sent all his kids away right after high 
school, to learn in yeshiva and seminary —even if it meant them  finishing 
school  early. For his sons in yeshiva, this meant that my parents      would 
only get to see them one month per year for the foreseeable future. This would 
usually continue until they got married and settled overseas, when their visits 
home became even more seldom. He would describe his relationship with the 
airport as a love-hate relationship, loving it when greeting his children for 
that month of Pesach, and having that proud, yet difficult, feeling of sending 
them away for another year when that month came to an end. He didn't even 
demand that his children come home a few days early, which is somewhat 
common; he wanted the very best for them.

As I mentioned, in sending them off for yeshiva, my parents even sped 
up the secular education of some of their children to enable them to attend 
yeshiva earlier. This too was remarkable, as my father once confided to me 
that it was actually a lot more expensive for him to do it this way, due to the 
cost of personal tutors and other factors. Yet, he still took upon himself this 
extra financial strain for the benefit of our education.     

     In his final illness, he showed his dedication once more. At the time 
he was very weak, but it was very important to him that the shul shouldn't 
feel that they have a sick rabbi. Therefore, my father made great efforts to 
walk up the stairs to shul on Shabbos with his oxygen week after week, and 
climbed them one step at a time until he got into the shul. My sister observed 
my father lighting Chanukah candles a few days before he passed away, and 
commented how much of a strain it was for him, but my father gave it all he 
had and successfully lit them.

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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In short, my father's dedication was apparent from the beginning of his 
life to the end.

He was truly a beacon of dedication. Let us live by his light.

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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Light of Torah

Continuous Connection to Torah
Yeshiva Days

My father's most precious delight was the Torah. A congregant (and friend, 
although to my father that was a given, because each congregant was close 
to his heart like a closest friend) related how he wasn't surprised by my 
father's spirited dancing on Simchas Torah, as my father would go around 
sharing L'Chaims with everyone. This was until he once noticed that really 
my father was only pretending to drink the whiskey; in reality, he would lift 
up the cup, say L'Chaim, and replace the cup on the table, with its alcoholic 
contents safely inside it, and continue on to the next person. This congregant 
realized that my father's dancing wasn't alcoholically inspired; it was because 
for him, the Torah was truly our greatest treasure.

My father's love for Torah started back in 1972, when he was drawn to 
Judaism by kiruv legend Rav Noach Weinberg zt"l. After numerous, deep talks 
about the fundamentals of religion with Rav Weinberg, coupled with being 
inspired by the elevated life of so many people of the religious community, 
he enrolled in the relatively new yeshiva named Shema Yisroel, led by Rav 
Weinberg, Rav Mendel Weinbach zt"l, Rabbi Yaakov Rosenberg zt"l and  
lbchl"ch Rabbi Nota Schiller shlita. The yeshiva hired many Torah greats to 
give their shiurim, and in the environment of that yeshiva (subsequently 
renamed Ohr Somayach) and later on in Kollel Meshech Chochmah (the kollel 
offshoot of Ohr Somayach), my father studied by Torah luminaries, such as 
Rav Dov Shwartzman zt"l, Rav Moshe Shapiro zt"l, Rav Nachman Bulman 
zt”l, Rav Avraham Mordechai Isbee zt"l, lbchl"ch Rav Aharon Feldman shlita, 
and many others, including the heads of the Yeshiva mentioned above. My 
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father's high level of and connection to learning was in no doubt affected by 
his connection with these gedolim.

As mentioned earlier, the Yeshiva was not renowned for its ideal physical 
conditions; its old, run-down look was a far cry from the elegant, immaculate 
dormitory of Cornell University where my father was coming from. Yet it was 
in this setting, perhaps because of it, that many stars of the next generation 
were nurtured and raised. An attitude of powerful aspiration for growth and 
passion for religion infused its atmosphere; the only thing that mattered to 
the students was growing in their religion and connecting to their Creator.

It was in this environment that the love of Torah and mitzvos seeped into 
every fiber of my father's being.  Learning Torah occupied his day, from early 
in the morning until late at night. At a certain point, one of his Rebbeim, 
famous for his own dedication in learning, was worried that my father was 
pushing himself too hard. My father, however, did not budge, as he knew 
himself very well and knew that he could handle it. He once remarked to one 
of my siblings how he had even missed a few weddings of friends in his love 
of the Torah and his unwillingness to lose a night of his learning.

Through the course of his few years in yeshiva, under the nurturing and 
guidance of his legendary Rebbeim, my father grew in his learning meteorically. 
Being one of the pioneering members of the kiruv movement, my father was 
actually considered a role model of how great someone can become in Torah 
learning after such a late start and so few years of study.

Around the Globe 

When he was twenty-two years old, my father met and married my mother 
tblcht"a. His diligence in his Torah study didn't stop. If I recall correctly, my 
father once told me that even during his first year of marriage, he used to learn 
at night at home. When I asked someone who lived in Maalot Dafna at the 
time how he remembered my father, he told me that he remembered his big 
smile and his diligence. He told me that he remembered my father coming 
into the beis midrash Friday night to learn, characteristically mentioning how 
grateful he was to my mother for letting him learn then.

My parents used to host students from Ohr Somayach for Shabbos meals. 
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One of the students remarked how he stopped coming after a few times 
because the meals were too intense for him, as the topics of conversation at 
the table naturally steered to the deep teachings of the Maharal of Prague 
and other profound Torah thought, something that student wasn’t ready for 
yet. My mother related how on Motza’ei Shabbos my father would go over 
to the house of his friend and neighbor, Rav Dovid Gottleib, while he was 
washing the dishes from Shabbos, to discuss with him various Torah topics. 
My father was simply infatuated with the Torah; nothing else occupied his 
mind during those golden years.

Even after my father left the Torah environs of Ohr Somayach and 
Yerushalayim, his envelopment in Torah never left him. His colleague in 
the JLE program in Monsey, where the primary activity was to reach out to 
college students to spread Torah, related that he remembered how once after 
completing their trip and returning home, my father went to learn in the beis 
midrash, quoting the famous words of the Rambam (Hilchos Talmud Torah 
and he should return to his learning.”1 — ויחזור לתלמודו" :(3:4

This thread continued through my parents’ journey together in life. When 
they were in Charleston, my father consulted his Rebbi, Rabbi Aharon Feldman 
shlita, and expressed his concern that my brothers' Torah education was 
being compromised, as they weren't around friends with their own religious 
standards, and asked him what he could do. Rabbi Feldman advised him to 
send them to summer camps, and so they did. Yet that isn't all that happened. 
When my brothers went to camp, my mother went to stay at her sister's house 
in Brooklyn, NY, and my father spent the entire week in Lakewood, throwing 
himself back into the schedule of his yeshiva days of full day learning, returning 
back for Shabbos; so they would do for the whole summer. He may have left 
Torah locations, but the love of Torah never left him.

1  The idea behind this phrase is the following: The Rambam says that one has an obligation to 
learn Torah always. However, when a mitzvah presents itself that cannot be done by anyone else, he 
must interrupt his learning to perform the mitzvah. In such a case, upon completing the mitzvah, 
 he should return to his learning.” The question is asked, why does the Rambam add — יחזור לתלמודו“
this last clause? Surely the general obligation to learn always, already stated, itself obligates him to 
go back to learn! The answer given is that the Rambam is trying to express one's relationship to the 
Torah. When he starts learning again, it isn't like starting fresh; rather, it is a continuation of the earlier 
learning, because his mind never really left the learning (see also Tosafos, Berachos 11b, s.v. shekevar). 
This is a penetrating insight into my father: the Torah was a deep, inseparable part of his existence.
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Sunny South Africa 

Coming to South Africa started somewhat of a golden period in my father's 
life. In addition to all the work he was doing in the shul, something that he 
particularly cherished was his job as Mashgiach in Ohr Somayach Glenhazel. 
One of its big advantages was that he had spare time to sit and learn to his 
heart's desire while he was there, something he hadn't been able to do on a 
daily basis since leaving Israel ten years earlier. He referred to this window 
of time, quoting a verse in Proverbs (Mishlei 25:25) as “מים קרים על נפש עיפה 
— cold water on a tired soul.”

However, this period lasted only a few years. When the principal of Shaarei 
Torah announced that he was stepping down, there was no one to take his 
place. My parents realized that he might be asked to take the job, as my father 
was the only person in the community who had experience being a principal. 
But he was enjoying his setup at the time, and that previous experience of 
being a principal had been enough for him. “You are not taking the position,” 
my mother said, when the phone rang with the job offer. He was living his 
dream and would have loved to continue what he was doing: productive 
kiruv work at the shul, with a solid amount of uninterrupted learning in the 
morning. However, he relinquished his personal desires in favor of the greater 
good, and took up the mantle of principal of the school.

Nevertheless, the fire in his soul yearning for Torah learning never diminished. 
Even while he maintained both positions, he somehow always managed to 
give Torah learning a significant portion of his daily life. In many periods, 
after finishing his morning job of being principal, he would head over to the 
Ohr Somayach beis midrash and immerse himself in the topic that he was 
working on at the time. In the car, when he wasn't driving with anyone who 
would find it boring, a favorite pastime was to put on shiurim, mainly from 
Rav Osher Weiss shlita. He remarked that he probably heard shiurim from 
Rav Weiss more than from any of his Rabbeim! All this was aside from the 
regular shiurim he gave in the shul, like daily halacha after Shacharis and in 
between Minchah and Maariv, and for many years a weekly or bi-weekly 
Gemara shiur.

Shabbos was no different. In fact, it was the time when he gave the most 
shiurim in the week. He used to give a weekly Friday night speech, which he 
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prepared fresh every week, a Shabbos day shiur both at the “Berachah on the 
Parshah,” and afterwards on different topics of interest. In the afternoon he 
gave a shiur on Nach during the “beis midrash power hour,” and for certain 
periods would speak at shalosh seudos as well. 

This wasn't only about others' learning, but also about his own learning. On 
Shabbos morning he would wake up before Shacharis and learn by himself, 
and also at times when he wasn't giving his shiurim on Shabbos afternoon 
(e.g., on Pesach when there was no shalosh seudos in the shul), he was there, 
learning something of personal interest. The scent of Torah permeated the 
entire Shabbos experience.

A wise man once said that if you want to know what a person is really about, 
see what he does in his free time. One of the advantages of being a school 
principal was that my father got all school holidays off. My father utilized 
this time, aside for shul work, learning Torah. Throughout the years my 
father had a goal, to learn and clarify many untrodden sugyos in Shas (areas 
of Torah), as a way to create a structure for himself in learning. It was during 
the school holidays that he was able to put his major time into developing 
these ideas from this learning. His “free time” learning sessions, including 
learning after his school day, led him to publish various kuntresim (booklets), 
which he ultimately compiled at the end of his accomplished life into one 
book, which he entitled Shlal Ze’ev. 

It is almost redundant to say that after he concluded his time as principal, 
he resumed what he had been doing some fifteen years earlier, spending those 
hours on learning Torah. Whereas most people would choose something that 
plays to their strengths, my father decided to challenge himself to produce 
a work that he thought was an area in which clear literature was lacking 
and would be of great use to the public, and embarked upon the study of 
the laws of mezuzah placement. One winter school holiday, he even took a 
“Sabbatical” and came to Israel for a few weeks, learning these topics morning 
and afternoon in the beis midrash with some of his children. He made use 
of this visit to consult various halachic authorities about different issues in 
the book that weren't clear to him. (This trip also served to revitalize himself 
and fan his inner fire of personal learning, giving him the strength and vigor 
to continue sharing with others at full force.)
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It is rare to find someone who still has the ability and resolve to throw 
himself back into learning for most of a day after being so many years outside 
full time learning of yeshiva. My father had that ability because he never 
truly left. Throughout the years I recall him always asking which Gemara I 
was learning. He would then recall if and when he had learned that Gemara 
and ask about its contents. Just two years ago, on a visit to Israel, he came 
into my yeshiva and spent the morning learning with me. I was shocked 
how quickly he was able to latch on to what was going on and get right into 
the depths of the sugya. It was at times like these that I would realize about 
myself (Chullin 105a): “אנא חלא בר חמרא — I am vinegar the son of wine.” 
His heart still beat to the pulse of the sugya. It was as if he had never left the 
beis midrash thirty-five years earlier — perhaps because he really hadn’t.

Back to the Holy Land

Even when his strength started ebbing, his connection to Torah didn't 
wither in the slightest. In fact, it almost seemed to me that his desire for it 
had even grown. My father was in Israel the last month of his life. On one 
of those Shabbosos, with one of his children who had visited, he suddenly 
interrupted the lively, perhaps lightheaded, atmosphere at the table and asked 
for a d’var Torah. I don't recall such a thing ever occurring before. I think it 
just highlighted his closeness to Hashem and His Torah at this point of his life.

During these thirty-plus days of his return to Israel, a tremendous weakness 
reigned over him. At one point someone offered to bring him a book to read, 
and thinking that perhaps even casual reading might be beyond his capabilities, 
offered my father a comic book of Torah values. My father's response was, 
"If I have any strength, I would use it to learn Torah." And that is what he 
did: at times, when he felt he had the energy, he would put on shiurim of Rav 
Osher Weiss or of “Headlines” and once again delight in Hashem's Torah.

In those final weeks, each of his children found their time to spend what 
would be their last bonding time with their father. What I would highlight 
as my special bonding time was when one Shabbos, after the day meal, my 
mother walked to the Kosel and I stayed to be with my father and care for him. 
I thought he would rest while I learned on my own. However, I was mistaken. 
He asked me what I was learning in yeshiva and insisted that I share it with 
him, even though it was a complex topic. I did so while he followed, even 
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offering an insight in the middle. He raised a point, in which he had intuited 
a comment made by the Rashba — until he literally exhausted himself and 
couldn't continue any longer. When later on he talked about this event, he 
used the same words he had used to describe his period coming to South 
Africa, over twenty-five years earlier: it was מים קרים על נפש עיפה, like cold 
water on a tired soul. The imagery speaks for itself. 

A wise man once said, “You can fool the world, but you can't fool your 
children.” And children learn by example. This being said, perhaps the greatest 
tribute to my father’s connection to Torah is the fact that each of his children 
maintain a real connection to Torah. Each of them stayed in yeshiva for an 
amount of time that was more than average, by their own choice. To this day, 
each of them still maintain a solid connection to Torah learning amongst 
their busy schedules — because if there is one thing we learned by osmosis, 
it is that Torah learning is the heartbeat of our lives.

Depth of Connection to Torah
Brilliant Mind plus Hard Work

The Rambam comments (Yesodei HaTorah 4:13) regarding the uniqueness 
of the Divine wisdom of Torah, that it is something every single person can 
acquire — from the simple, unsophisticated brain of a school kid, to the 
most brilliant, academic mind. The former will understand it on a superficial 
level, while the latter has the ability to plumb its depths as far as his mind 
and efforts get him. However, many times even people who have great minds 
satisfy themselves with only a basic knowledge and understanding of the 
Torah, because it suffices for what they need for this world.

My father, however, was different. Although he was bordering on genius 
— he had won a full four-year scholarship to Cornell University which went 
to the top percentile of the top percentile (i.e., those who were above the 
99.99% percentile) of the US — he threw himself into his learning, using all 
his energy and talents, to give himself over completely to the Torah. Under 
the close tutelage of his exceptional teachers, he was trained to learn Torah 
on the deepest levels, plumbing the depths of many parts of the Torah in 
those short years.  (Years later, when I was in yeshiva, I would tell him which 
sugya I was learning and he often was familiar with the topic from those 
days in yeshiva.)
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He had a brilliant mind, and he used it well; with his characteristically calm 
intensity, he applied himself fully to his learning. His writings that he published 
throughout the years were of the highest quality, not only in his rich writing 
style, but more importantly in their content. It is hard to believe that it was 
written by someone who didn't have a consistent study partner to work it 
out with. Armed only with his seforim and his Bar Ilan Torah Database disc, 
he managed to tackle and clarify the ideas of many complicated and subtle 
topics, and succeeded more than many others in far more favorable settings.

The same was apparent on a weekly basis as well, as he delivered his various 
shiurim. Every Friday night speech he delivered was full of serious content, 
something he had worked on and developed for that week; the same could 
be said about his other shiurim as well. (My brother remembers often seeing 
him tapping his fingers on the steering wheel while driving back home on 
Friday afternoon, clearly in the process of preparing his speech.) Only after 
being in yeshiva for a few years did I actually appreciate this, and the many 
things I managed to hear from him then still resonate in my mind.

Practical yet Deep Halacha

This affected every aspect of his life, most clearly in his position as Rabbi. 
A primary part of a Rabbi's position is to pasken halachic queries. Minimally, 
all one needs is to be proficient in the practical applications of the questions 
that may arise. However, if one is aware of the underpinnings of the halacha, 
he will be better able to decide each question in the light of its specifics and 
various factors involved, and will know what to do in gray areas as well. This 
was something my father valued as well, as he once commented to me explicitly.

After learning various parts of Torah for many years, my father saw that his 
calling in life would be to be a Rabbi in a community, and wanted to turn his 
focus toward gaining a proficiency in practical halacha. When he approached 
the Rosh Yeshiva of the Mirrer Yeshiva, where he was learning at the time, 
with this idea, the Rosh Yeshiva responded to him that in his opinion, even if 
one doesn’t put intense focus on the practical law, but maintains his energies 
in getting the deepest understanding of Torah in whichever law it may be, 
he will be more equipped to pasken than someone who does the former. He 
therefore suggested that he continue what he was doing until then, and offered 
that when he wanted to start being a Rabbi, he would personally give him 
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semichah (Rabbinic ordination). My father, however, felt it was important to 
get the knowledge he would need, and went ahead with his plans. 

Even though he didn't go with the Rosh Yeshiva's suggestion, he was a true 
fulfillment of the Rosh Yeshiva's vision. Although I had lived at home only 
until age 16, when I was too young to appreciate these things, from my later 
visits home once a year I grew to appreciate how true this was by my father. I 
vividly remember twice asking him halachic questions, and was amazed how 
he answered me by thinking through the sources; based upon the reasoning 
of the Gemara, he arrived at his decisions. Just two years ago I remember 
being in the car when someone sent him a question and he thought through 
the different factors of the case, the different issues it touched upon, and 
arrived at his conclusion.

Here is the place to mention his humility, as well, and his awareness of 
what he did and didn't know. There were many cases when people asked him 
questions and he didn't know the answer offhand and had to look it up; he 
wasn't embarrassed to say he didn't know. In the story I mentioned above, 
after he arrived at his conclusion, he didn’t respond immediately, but instead 
consulted a different Rabbi in the community, being that it was a complex 
issue. My father quoted the verse in Proverbs (Mishlei 3:5): “ואל בינתך אל תישען 
— Don’t rely upon your own understanding.” I remember throughout the 
years times when he would consult with other Rabbis about certain topics.

His final work, the Mezuza Maven, is clearly more than just a compendium 
of different rulings given by different books, but rather the conclusions of 
someone who did a thorough analysis of the topic as a whole and distilled 
the ideas into rulings (always with support of other Rabbanim, as above) 
for the practical use of scholar and layman alike. I was privileged to have 
learned some of those topics with him; he guided me through them in a way 
that resembled his regular, deep learning of other parts of the Torah. That 
Rosh Yeshiva's fears were taken care of; my father succeeded in fusing the 

two worlds of depth and practicality in a perfect synthesis.

Valued by Giants

It is not for nought that my father was appreciated by gedolim throughout 
his life. Rav Aharon Feldman shlita, my father's main rabbi, remarked how he 
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viewed my father as a son; he felt my father was one of his greatest successes in 
terms of giving over his mehalech (technique) in learning. In his appreciation 
of my father, he was planning on hiring my father to be the editor of Dialogue, 
a periodical of Torah topics, because he felt my father had the sense of what 
was in line with true Torah values. In the past year he commented a few 
times how he himself was mourning my father as if he had lost a son, and 
remarked that had he been able to get there in time, he would have flown in 
to Eretz Yisrael for my father's funeral, even though it was Chanukah and 
he wouldn't be able to eulogize him — just to let the world know how great 
a talmid chacham my father was.

Throughout the years in South Africa, he was considered a valued member 
of the South African Rabbinic leadership, and the Chief Rabbi, Rabbi Warren 
Goldstein, mentioned a few times how he would sometimes consult with my 
father to discuss various matters with him. He was in fact a member of the 
Rabbinic boards of a few organizations, who all appreciated his Torah-true 
wisdom and guidance. A certain Rabbi of one of the leading American yeshivas 
in Israel visited South Africa and commented how he was impressed that my 
father was able to hold his own in a Torah discussion they had.

As mentioned above, my father connected deeply to Rav Osher Weiss and 
his shiurim. Subsequently, my father consulted him on a few occasions about 
complicated issues that came up where he needed a higher authority to consult 
with. During the shivah, Rav Weiss remarked: "You wouldn't know what a 
talmid chacham (Torah scholar) he was until you spoke to him in learning." 
This, alongside the comments of Rav Feldman, is a remarkable statement 
coming from one of the foremost talmidei chachamim in Klal Yisrael.

In short, my father was valued by Torah leaders throughout his life as a 

genuine talmid chacham.

Fusing with the Torah

Considering my father's dedication and depth of learning, it is of no surprise 
that Torah affected every aspect of his life. Torah phrases were on the tip of 
his tongue, whether in quoting uncommon verses verbatim or having the 
right Talmudic quote just fit for the occasion. One anecdote that highlighted 
this was when he came to Israel and we spent a family Shabbos at my sister's 
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house. When my father was asked whose challah tasted better, my sister 
said that it doesn't compare to my mother's challah. My father then quoted 
a Gemara: “Unfortunate is the bread whose baker is ashamed of it.” She 
then asked him whose fish was better, and he immediately responded with 
a different Gemara: “The taste of fish from Acco is different than that of the 
fish of Spain,” thus avoiding having to put either one in second place.

It is not uncommon that people who are gifted do not apply themselves 
with so much dedication, and, therefore, the Torah doesn't affect them as 
much. However, this did not apply to my father at all. Even the Purim skits 
my father co-headed always revolved around Torah themes, all the while 
containing the humor that the Ohr Somayach Purim plays were well known 
for. The Torah permeated every aspect of his life.

This made my father the perfect fit for the job as Rabbi of Ohr Somayach. 
The ethos of Ohr Somayach is bringing people closer to Torah by bringing 
the fire of Torah to them and letting them be warmed by its pleasant light 
(Ohr Somayach translates to “light of happiness”). My father, being the Torah 
personality that he was, did exactly that. He would often repeat that the most 
effective way to connect people to the Torah is by having them attend shiurim. 

On Simchas Torah, the custom in many communities is to auction off the 
various honors  for money to go towards the functioning of the shul. My 
father, however, did something different. Instead, he would auction them off 
in exchange for a commitment to a certain amount of learning throughout 
the year. This was the product he was selling. (Admittedly, he would always 
add, he wasn’t so sure how much money he would make anyway.)

Champion of Torah

It can often be tempting, in an effort to inspire people to full Torah observance, 
to slightly bend the laws of the Torah to achieve this goal. My father was 
insistent, however, that the ends don't justify the means. A colleague from 
when my parents went for a three month kiruv stint in Australia around 1980 
related how suggestions often came up which slightly deviated from the letter 
of the law. He said that my father was the one who stood up in defense of 
the Torah and said that one cannot violate the Torah in an attempt to bring 
people closer to it. In truth he wasn't selling Torah either; he was sharing the 

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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Torah with fellow Jews and letting the Torah sell itself. In this context, any 
violation of the law for the purpose of spreading it is self-destructive.

This is not to say that he held everyone to full religious standards. On the 
contrary, my father almost never pushed anyone or told them to advance 
in a certain way in their halachic observance. This happened naturally and 
gradually as they experienced the beauty of the Torah life. However, his 
halachic leniencies were done according to the Torah and upon the guidance 
of his teachers. They, too, were an expression of the Torah selling itself.

As the Chief Rabbi related, my father was always the one who would stand 
up against movements that violated the Torah standard. My father was the one 
who could be relied upon to uphold the purity of genuine Torah observance. 
He was a true champion of the Torah.

Ze’ev’s Treasure

On the second to last Motza’ei Shabbos of his life, my father took great pride 
and pleasure in releasing a collection of his various kuntresim (booklets) 
which he had published in separate volumes over the years. The title he 
gave to this volume was שלל זאב, Ze'ev's Booty. My father chose this name 
because he viewed it as a hard-earned labor of love. The name itself speaks 
volumes about what my father viewed as part of his life's accomplishment. 
These pieces of Torah were the product of many hours hard at work in the 
beis midrash, whether after school, during school holidays, or in his free 
time. My father's Torah achievements ranked high in what he felt he had 
accomplished in his life.

In a speech he gave at the “book launch,” a small gathering in his home, he 
referred to this as his swan song. This is a reference to legend that a swan sings 
a beautiful song just before its death. This was my father’s final performance, 
presenting his beautiful Torah to the world.

My father loved Torah, lived Torah, championed Torah and was a Torah 
personality.

He was truly a beacon of Torah. Let us live by his light.

http://wa.me/+972537153239


 

42

Light of Purity of Heart

What’s Best for Hashem

I believe the catalyst for so much of what my father accomplished was the 
purity of his heart. The verse in Koheles (Ecclesiastes) states (7:29): "G-d made 
man straight, but they requested many calculations." When people act with 
bad traits, mostly it is because of a deficiency in their “heart.” Indeed, part 
of the purpose of our life is to work on ourselves and smoothen the twists 
in our hearts. My father, however, had a tremendous straightness of heart. 
Partially natural but largely from working on it (and through Torah learning, 
which is like a forge and makes one's heart malleable and highly responsive 
to self-improvement), he had an amazingly pure heart, and it impacted so 
much of his life.

As related above in “Light of Peace,” my father would often support the 
work of other shuls in order to maintain good relationships and for the 
strengthening of the general community. The story of his going down to 
the new shul down the road which started the week of his own shul's grand 
inauguration speaks volumes. So does the fact that he was happier to hear 
of former congregants’ success in their new communities, rather than the 
opposite. The only thing he longed for was what Hashem wanted, the greater 
good, not his own personal pride.

Not long after my parents arrived in Sandton, they founded the Ohr Somayach 
Sandton nursery school. Through their hard work, the small school grew 
from just a few children until it became a flourishing nursery school Many 
shuls in South Africa benefit from having a nursery school connected to 
them. Throughout these years, they were also involved in multiple attempts to 
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start a primary school in Sandton, but with no success. Finally, at a meeting, 
someone suggested a solution: my father would transition the Ohr Somayach 
Sandton Nursery School to new management, who would rebrand it and 
use that nursery school as a start for the new Sandton Sinai primary school. 
As the Chief Rabbi related, he was shocked to see how my father made the 
difficult decision to give over one of his life's accomplishments on the spur of 
the moment. "If this will help the community, I will be happy to give it over." 
He was not focused on his personal pride; it was only about the greater good.

At the shivah someone related a similar story regarding my father’s Shaarei 
Torah school. This man, who was a very involved parent of a “competing” 
school, was looking for a way to better the education of his children and the 
other students at the school. He came to my father and asked for guidance 
on this matter. My father asked him for a few days, and a few days later came 
over to him with a disc, upon which he had organized and summarized his 
whole educational philosophy as it pertained to the Shaarei Torah syllabus. 
He handed over the disc to the man and said, "Take it and give it to whomever 
you want, including other schools, with one condition: that it has the name of 
Shaarei Torah on in." The man was flabbergasted at my father's selflessness. 
Not only did he give over the syllabus to someone who was a staunch member 
of a competing school, he even intended it to go to the competing school 
itself.  (This story is also a realization of something Rav Shimshon Pincus 
told my father, when he advised him to take the job of principal. Rav Pincus 
said that if he raised the level of education in this school, he will raise the 
level in the entire community, as all other schools will have to match the 
level in order to compete. When my father handed over his syllabus, he was 
fulfilling this statement.)

In the middle of my father’s tenure as principal, a competing school opened 
up which drew many children from his student body. A girl told how she and 
a few friends were leaving Shaarei Torah to go to the new school, and some 
of their classmates who would be remaining at Shaarei Torah were upset 
about the “betrayal”; there was a lot of fighting going on about it. My father 
came in and spoke to the girls about kinas sofrim (competition in Torah). He 
explained that one should be happy that people are growing; it doesn't matter 
which school they are in. The priority is their avodas Hashem (service of G-d). 
Everyone should be in the school that is best for their avodas Hashem. She 
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was so amazed! My father was standing up for the students who were leaving 
the school instead of being angry with them!

In a similar vein, Rabbi Alon Joseph related how my father was always happy 
to assist him in whatever he could. Rabbi Joseph said that although my father 
could have considered him competition, my father was always supportive, 
promoting Rabbi Joseph’s shiur in the shul, and helping him connect with 
people who would enjoy his Arachim program. The reason is simple: my 
father wasn't working to serve his own ego, but for one purpose — to bring 
greater good to the world.

"Everything Is Included in a Good Heart"

The Mishnah in Pirkei Avos (2:9) relates: Rabbi Yochanan Ben Zakkai asked 
his students, “Which attribute is the best for a person to seek to achieve?” They 
suggested different ideas; one said to see things with a positive eye, another 
said to be a good friend, a third to be a good neighbor, and a fourth said to 
always consider future consequences. Rabbi Elazar ben Arach had a different 
opinion — a good heart. Rabbi Yochanan ben Zakai said about these words, 
“He is correct, as your words are included in his.” A classical commentator of 
the thirteenth century, Rabbeinu Yonah, explains the meaning of this Mishnah: 
if one has a good heart, it will eventually lead him to all good character traits. 
I feel that through this attribute, my father grew to his greatness.

I cannot help but quote the words of Rabbeinu Yonah, in his definition of 
“a good heart.” Whenever I read his words, I feel that he must have known 
my father very well. These are his words: 

The Rambam writes that this is perfection of one's attributes, as a 
person’s attributes stem from his heart. When a person's heart is straight, 
all of his attributes are straight and correct, and he is content with his lot, 
connects with good people, and only desires that which has true value  
[and so writes Rabbi Meir].  While his words are true, however … I 
believe there is a different explanation. It is the attribute of acceptance, 
of patience, someone who isn't edgy but distances himself from anger 
and responds with softness. Even when others wrong him, he swallows 
it and doesn't retain bitterness in his mouth, as his mouth is sweet and 
his whole being is pleasant. Therefore, Rabbi Yochanan said, “Your 

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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words are included in his, because a person who has this attribute is 
good to his friends, his neighbours, and the whole world.” He also has 
a generous spirit; if he has a desire to fulfil others' desires with his body 
and soul, certainly he will do so with his money. Every good trait will 
reside within him, because a good will is greater than action. Physical 
action alone is easy to do, but to place one's eyes and heart there all 
his days, to think thoughts how to improve in the service of G-d from a 
great connection to Hashem — that is what this man has.

My father's purity of heart shone through everything he did and impacted 
so much of what he was.

He was truly a beacon of purity of heart. Let us live by his light.  

http://wa.me/+972537153239
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Let My Menorah Be Your Lighthouse

Let My Menorah Be Your Lighthouse (Chanukah)

The moments are all with me, 

Days of chaos and harsh loving; 

The war games and the laugh pains 

I remember evenly;

No Winter is eternal. 

On our doorsteps the Chanukah candles 

Push like seedlings through the frozen ground, 

Thirsty for air.

Both the lighter 

And the viewer must bless, 

May you cross the ocean, Brother, 

Let my Menorah be your Lighthouse.

This was a poem my father wrote to a friend in 1977, encouraging his friend 
to follow his path and try out yeshiva. At that time, it meant to follow in his 
general path, exploring Judaism and connection to Hashem. However, after 
living out his life and radiating excellence in so many different areas, perhaps 
it refers to something else as well. Let my Menorah, dear reader, illuminate 
your life in each of its eight lights listed above and many others. Let it serve 
as an inspiration for your own service of Hashem, let it guide you in your 
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own character improvement, let it brighten your life as you become a beacon 
of positivity yourself, of contentedness and happiness with your own success 
and of others.

When a certain great man passed away, my father encouraged those attending 
the funeral with a very important teaching. When a person passes on, sparks 
of all his attributes fly around the world, and those who want can grab onto 
them, which will assist them in their own journey for greatness in that area. 
Those sparks are still flying, and now is the time to grab them.

The World to Come

As stated in the preface, the purpose of this booklet is not to paint the image 
of my father. Had it been so, it would be a dismal failure, as my amateur 
writing skills, my lack of knowledge of so many inspirational stories waiting 
to be told, and the limit of the scope of this booklet paint a narrow picture of 
my father, and certainly don't come close to depicting his greatness. 

However, that is not the purpose. For what good does it do for man to 
have a good image after he has moved on? “For when a man dies, he will 
not take anything; his esteem will not descend after him,” King David writes 
in Tehillim (49:18). Man's esteem doesn’t follow him past the grave. What 
matters really is the good itself that he has accomplished in this world, and 
for that one doesn’t need a biography; every good deed one does is fully 
recorded and not forgotten.

In truth, that is the real goal of man. "Our world is just a passageway to 
get to the World to Come," says the Mishnah in Pirkei Avos (4:16). The real 
world is the next world; there one gets true pleasure and satisfaction, by real 
connection to G-d. We were placed in this physical world only to challenge 
us to fulfil our real potential.

My father lived his whole life with this in mind, as I heard from him many 
times. I remember once at a shivah house when he related a parable about 
how death is analogous to birth (from the book Gesher HaChaim). It is the 
story of twins in the dark world of their mother's womb; after the first one is 
born, his brother hears his cries from outside the womb and mourns his loss. 
The newly born baby responds (using the words of a song by Abie Rotenberg 
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about this analogy): "My dear brother, please don't mourn me when my life 
has just begun.” How happy is my father’s portion, to have accomplished so 
much and passed so many challenges in his life to become the great person 
he was. The words of Ramchal in Chapter 1 of Mesillas Yesharim (“The Path 
of the Just”) are so fitting for my father: "Hashem placed man in a place where 
he will have many challenges in performing the correct service of G-d… If 
he will be valiant and be victorious in the battle from all sides, he will be a 
perfect man who will merit to cling to his Creator. He will then leave this 
waiting area and enter the hall, to bask in the Light of [Eternal] Light." My 
father doesn't need the words of this booklet; his portion is one of eternal 
ecstasy and satisfaction.

Yisgadel Veyiskadesh Shmeih Rabba

Let my Menorah be your lighthouse. The point of this booklet is that we 
should learn from my father’s lessons and follow in his ways. This does have 
value, in many different ways. In terms of my father himself, any good deed 
which we do because we were inspired by him will bring elevation to his soul, 
sending it even higher in heaven, even closer to Hashem.

In truth, though, reward is not what drove my father in his life's work. My 
father lived a selfless life leshem Shamayim, for the sake of Heaven. As I wrote 
at the beginning of this booklet, being that it was Chanukah, no eulogies were 
said at my father’s funeral. I think there is a deeper significance to this. My 
Rebbi, Rabbi Moshe Meiselman shlita, related his thoughts during the funeral. 
Someone once came to Rabbi Aharon Kotler with a question about doing 
Torah outreach: whether it was worth it if it might compromise his children's 
Torah education. Rabbi Kotler told him, “If you are doing it purely for the 
sake of Heaven, Hashem will help your children follow in His ways.” Rabbi 
Meiselman said, when he saw all my father's sons lined up saying Kaddish 
in unison, seeing how they all turned out, it was a testimony to my father's 
purity of intention. This was itself a powerful eulogy.

I think this can be taken one step deeper. My father's eulogy rang loud and 
clear. It was the powerful words said in unison by his children following his 
ways, exclaiming the holy words of Kaddish: "יתגדל ויתקדש שמיה רבא — May 
Hashem's great Name be glorified and sanctified.” This was the tribute to my 
father's life, doing everything for the sake of Hashem. Continuing in his ways 

http://wa.me/+972537153239


 

Let My Menorah Be Your Lighthouse 49

 Something you read sparked a memory? Jot down a reminder 
or send a voicenote now to +972 53 715 3239

is fulfilling his greatest desire — that more people do what Hashem wants. 

Let us continue his legacy

The truth of the matter is, however, that this is not the whole reason why 
my father shared the light of Torah with others. He did it out of a true love for 
every Jew, to bring light to all his friends, and wanted that they, too, should 
have the opportunity to experience the Torah and Torah life. It is in this 
context that he wrote the above poem to his friend in 1977, and it is for this 
reason those words echo to us to this day. In the analogy of the lighthouse, 
the lighthouse keeper gains no personal benefit in providing help to ships; so 
too the call to follow my father’s Menorah was not for his personal benefit— 
it was for the benefit of he who wished to heed his call. 

Let us follow my father's eternal call: “Let my Menorah be your lighthouse.”

Yehi Zichro Baruch. May his memory be blessed.

Yisgadel Veyiskadesh Shmeih Rabba.
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