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In a few moments we will be saying Yizkor. We will remember those who came before us.

None of us start out alone. We all stand on the shoulders of giants who went before us
even in such mundane matters as the food we eat, the clothes we wear, the homes we live

in, and the synagogues we pray in. They were not created from scratch. They were given

to us when we came to this world. We are called upon to improve them and better them, but
we do not start alone. We owe a debt to the people. We are what we are because of those
who went before us. Our memories shape and mold us. The holiday of Pesach is different
than the holidays of Shavuos and Succos because on this holiday we do not mention once
directly that we should rejoice. We mention it on the holiday of Shavuos and we mention

it three times on the holiday of Succos. Pesach is different because it teaches us about
family. Its main celebration is not in the synagogue, but at home in the Seder. When we
gather together in the Seder it is a happy time, but also a bittersweet time because we
remember the ones who are not here. We remember the grandparents who instructed us and
who were so proud of us. We remember parents and brothers and sisters who were so eager

to have us participate, to have us say the Manishtana or sing the songs. Pesach teaches us
what the real important thing of life is and that is relationships, being with people, being
able to hear them, to see them and to bring our accomplishments to them. Pesach is known
by several names. It is known as Chag Hamatzos, the holiday of Matzah. What is the
difference between Matzah and bread? The only difference is air. Bread is puffed up. It
pretends almost to be something which it is not. Matzah brings us down to reality. In
life we have to know what is real and what is not. Unfortunately, in our day so many people
have fallen for the fakery and the fantasies of the advertising people. Why is it so
glamorous to be a stewardess? If she would be doing the same job on land we would call

her a barmaid or waitress. There is nothing wrong with being a barmaid or waitress, but

it is not the glamorous thing that we make it out to be. So many people have bought all
the tinsel and packaging while sacrificing the real things. I am reminded of the story

of a woman who was invited to her son's Seder. He lived in a fancy penthouse apartment.
9:00, 10:00, 11:00 came. No mother. The son decided he had better go down and find her.

There she was sitting in the lobby. "Mom, where have you been?" She said, "Son, I have
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been here since 8:00, but I forgot what you new name was so I couldn't ring your apartment".
The holiday of Pesach tells us to look at what is real and forget all abaut the hot air.

In Hebrew there are several words for redemption. The question is, why did the Torah have
to use more than the word, Gewalti? Why did it have to use four other expressions? The
answer, the Rabbis say, is because the word Gewalti also means to pollute. Redemption
which comes by singleminded concentration on one thing to the exclusion of all else, to

the exclusion of family and traditions and the past ends up polluting, not liberating.
Intentions may be good but results are disastrous. The same is true of chemical companies.
They want to produce chemicals to our benefit, new fertilizers, new medicines, new plastics,
but many times in their singleminded devotion to do goo not bad, the pollute. Pesach is
also known as Ha Aviv, the holiday of spring. This emphasizes life. In life there is
spring, summer, fall, and winter. There are the inevitable winters of life. None of us,
though, must ever give up. We must always come back. We must remember there is a spring.
This takes courage and also the help of others. Our family, our past, and our traditions
help us bring the spring. Sitting around the table at a Seder in spring reminds us of

this. Pesach, of course, is also known as Chag HaPesach, the lamb that was slaughtered

and eaten. This lamb could not be roasted or boiled in a pot. It had to be barbecued.
Jewish identity is not to be hidden. The Jews put the blood of the lamb on the door to

show they rejected Egyptian idolatry. The lamb was a symbol of idolatry. Where do we get
the strength to be Jewish, to be different if not from those who love us and are concerned
about us? This strength lingers on even after they are gone. I am reminded of the story
that Rabbi Israel Spira tells about a kiss. During the war when he was in Limberg he was
able to get a passport to South America for himself, his wife, and a small child. Unfortunately,
when he received this passport his wife and child had already been killed. He told the
authorities, though, about it and he would be able to save a child because of this. A
father brought a young six year old boy to him. He kissed him on the forehead and said,
"Shrage, this Rebbe, this man is not your father". This kiss fixed itself in the mind of

Rabbi Spira. The Gestapo came and rounded them up and took them to Bergen Bilsen. The
officer asked the boy, "Ie this man your father?". The boy took his hand and looked him
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in the eye and said, "This man is my father". Every day Rabbi Spira studied with Shraga
and although they were many trying experiences they survived the war. Rabbi Spira, though,
tells how once at the work camp of Genouska, the Jews were herded out in the middle of

the night and told to jump over a ditch. Those who could make it would be saved. Those
who fell into the ditch would be shot. Rabbi Spira had a friend who was a free thinker
before the war. He told him, "Why bother? Let's just fall in the ditch and have done

with it". Rabbi Spira looked at him and said, "For the sake of those who went before we
must try to jump not to let the enemy defeat us. It if has been decreed that we will be
killed trying to jump will only delay this decree a second"”. These two men in their 50's
then held hands and jumped. Miraculously, they made it. A friend turned to Rabbi Spira
and said, "How was it that you got the strength to make it?" He said it was through the
memory of his father and grandfather and those who went before him, and he was able to find
the strength to make it and he turned to his friend and said, "Where did you get the
strength to make it?" His friend said, "From you, from you". Shraga after the war settled
in London. He married and for many years could not have a family. One day, though, he
called Rabbi Spira and said, "I have a son". Israel Spira flew to London. It was the most
mystical and most exuberant day of his life. His son had had a son. Shrage had survived
because of the kiss of his father and the love of Rabbi Spira, and how there was to be a
future. He had survived because of those who went before him and those who had cared for
him. I once went to a science show where someone put his hand behind a phosphorous screen.
A light was shone on the screen. A man pulled back his hand and the image remained on the
screen. Shraga in Aramaic means light. Lights survive. We Jews survive and become what
we are because we have stood on the shoulders of giants and because of the families we

come from. May the Almighty see to it that these memories will always remain alive and
that our children will also be fine upstanding people and be able to survive the evil of

the world because of the kisses of their parents and those who love them. Amen.




