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My father and mother built us a home. My father was
in charge of the straight lines, the level floor, the solid
walls.
Today, Hol Ha'moed Sukkot, I remember the last
sukkah that he built. Every Sukkot he used to build us
a sukkah. First, always, were the plans, meticulously
drafted with a sharp pencil and ruler on graph paper.
Then came the careful sawing of the poles and the
brown sack cloth was stretched taut as a sail. These
were the least temporary sukkot I have ever seen. Such
was also the last sukkah he built, almost thirty five
years ago. I insisted that there be a sukkah although
we would be gone for most of the chag and he, as
usual, granted my request - our requests - even the less
reasonable ones. And always with the precision and
patience which were his way. And so he built that
sukkah, as if it was going to serve us every day of the
chag and as if the many guests for whom his door was
always wide open would be streaming in.
The home that our father built for us, with my mother,
was open to all of our friends. It was comprised not
only of straight lines, it had more than stability and
durability.
Alongside
the
absolute
and
uncompromising honesty of my father were
generosity in matter and spirit towards whoever met
him – at home, in the sukkah and everywhere.
Dina

Aba, yesterday I went down to your bank to collect
checks that you had ordered. On the first floor, not
up at the VIP department. When I explained why I
was there, a clerk approached me and said, "Wait a
minute, Stein? I can't believe it. What a person. It's a
generation that no longer exists. "We went together
to the woman who had the checks. She said, "Wait a
minute, Stein? Show me the photo on the card? I
can't believe it" and her voice faltered. Two junior
clerks, whom you didn't know, and still you left such
an impression on them. And so it was with all around
you – your colleagues, your bridge partners, your
sailing buddies, members of the apartment-building
committee, and just friends. Not to mention the
family. You were surrounded by love, as you are
now. We meant to have a talk, the two of us, upon
my arrival, but it was not to be. I don't know what
we would have talked about. Probably about things
to settle at the bank and other mundane stuff. I don't
know if I would have said what I wanted to, and I
don't know how much I can now, but I'll try. I am so
proud to be your son. If I have an ounce of honesty,
of decency, of generosity, of nobleness, if I have an
inner compass and a lust for life – I have them all
from you. And also the talent to build a sukkah, as
Noa who would have so liked to be here, will testify.
I can only wish that my children – my girls – will
receive some of these qualities of yours, and will
love me as much as I love you. I will miss you, but
you will always be with me. Le'hitra'ot, Aba.
Yoav

