To Ein-Hashofet members,                    5-March-06

Now my Dad is gone.

Soon you will bury him in the hills of Joara.

resting forever next to my Mom, His Mom

and all his friends who came so long ago

from the flames and ashes of a different world 

to build a new land, a new world of hope for the most 

amazing nation of them all, who had no country

for so long and built a new society, a new country.

Here, before you put my Dad to rest for the final time,

I would like to thank you, in my name, my brothers, my mom

and the whole Benzvi family. To all of you for all these years.

To all my Dad’s friends and his generation, who toiled

the rocky hills of Harei Menashe and built the most beautiful

place we called home for all these years.

To all their sons and daughters and their grand kids who 

continue to carry the torch. I salute you.

To all the people who over the years took care of my Dad,

shared their lives with him, helped him in his later years to

live his life in dignity and respect. I will be thankful to you

until the day I die.

I was here, two weeks ago with my two brothers, in this

cemetery, I saw the blooming Spring flowers, I heard the

birds high above, I felt the wind stroking the branches of

this mighty forest.  Thank you to all, forever.

Mati       

