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This week, the Orayta family lost one of her finest as Sam Fischer z”l (Orayta year III) was laid 

to rest in Boston. 

His last mitzvah, a triathlon for tzedaka after which he collapsed, is a testament to what we 

loved most about Sam: his quiet unassuming selfless acts of lovingkindness.   

So many vivid memories of Sam come to mind; his open-ness to explore any and all 

questions, his patience and knowing smile and of course his incredible mentschlechkeit. 

On occasion I would hear the sweet and often haunting music from his cello reverberating 

through the Jewish quarter during the afternoon break when he would play in the main 

square of the Rova (Jewish quarter). Only after the year was over did I eventually find out he 

had collected over 7,000 shekels from those afternoon musical forays, all promptly donated 

to tzedaka; again, without fanfare or accolade…. 

Recently I read a wonderful story written by a flight attendant; one of those smiling faces we 

see when we fly whom we most often never really appreciate. You know, the person who 

patiently asks if you want coffee or tea, smiles when you spill all over the place; balances his 

or her tray while you decide whether you want sugar or creamer, goes back to the galley 

because you wanted the other meal choice, and spends half their time trying to get someone 

to sit down when the seat belt sign is off; that person.  

This particular flight attendant, after one too many rude comments was seriously starting to 

think she needed to change careers when on one particular flight she hit rock bottom. 

A passenger had a heart attack and was lying in the aisle; they had opened his shirt and she 

was holding the oxygen bottle while a Doctor on the flight worked the defibrillator and they 

desperately tried to resuscitate him. A passenger was tugging at her sleeve and saying 

“excuse me! “  And the flight attendant responded asking her to wait a minute; they were 

trying to save this man’s life. But the passenger kept tugging and the flight attendant 

suddenly realized this passenger might also be having an emergency so she turned around to 

see what the problem was at which point the irate passenger held up her coffee cup and 

said: “this coffee is cold!” 

 Can you imagine? Can a person be that cold?  

A few weeks  later  she saw a man get on the plane holding a black garbage bag, which is 

apparently a flight attendant pet peeve ( ‘Seriously ? get a real carry-on bag! ‘), but 

apparently, people will sometimes do that and just throw things in a garbage bag. This was 

in late September 2001 not long after 9-11  so flight attendants were particularly nervous 

about strange characters on airplanes, but she held back and did not say anything; she 

noticed him standing with the overhead bin open, guarding it with his hand and mentally 

labeled him as a ‘character’ she would have to keep an eye on…. 

A short while later he got up when the seat belt sign was on and stood in the rear of the 

airplane waiting for the bathroom. She was struggling with the urge to tell him to sit down; 

after all, if the seat belt sign is illuminated there is usually a reason; the Captain knows 

something we don’t right?  

Finally she said:    “Sir, the seat belt sign is on!”  

His response:         “I know but I really have to go…”   so she let it go.  
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She was sitting on the jump seat next to the bathroom, and with him standing so close felt 

like she should make conversation so she asked:  

                  “Are you traveling for business or pleasure?” 

“Neither”, he responded, “I came to New York because my son was a first responder at 

ground zero and he died there. I just picked up his uniform which is all I have left of him. It’s 

in a bag in the overhead bin.” 

And then she remembered why she had become a flight attendant in the first place and what 

life is really all about. Everybody has a story, and everyone flies for a reason. And for a short 

amount of time she realized she could make a difference, however small, in their lives.  

 

This week outside of Israel you will read the portion of Naso, which among other things will 

list the offerings brought by the Princes of the Tribes when the Mishkan (the Tabernacle) 

was dedicated a year after the Jews left Egypt. All the commentaries take note of the fact 

that each offering, basically identical to the others, is repeated in its entirety, and special 

mention is made of each prince from each tribe, despite the fact that it could just as easily 

have said all the princes brought the following offerings or something of the like. 

 One might suggest that when two individuals bring an identical offering it really isn’t the 

same offering because the two individuals are unique, which makes all the difference in the 

world. But it is also worth taking note of an interesting detail. All the princes are introduced 

by their title: Nasi: A Prince of Israel.   

All except one: Nachschon ben Aminadav, the first Prince to offer up his offerings, from the 

Tribe of Judah. He is just described as “Nachshon Ben Aminadav from the tribe of Judah 

(Bamidbar 7; 12). Why are we not told that he is a Prince of Israel? 

Rav Shlomo Gantzfried (Author of the Kitzur Shulchan Aruch )  quoted by Rav Frand, 

suggests that Nachshon did not need the title; everyone knew who he was; after all, 

according to Jewish tradition, it was his brave leap into the raging sea that actually allowed 

for the sea to split and save the Jewish people when they left Egypt; he was a hero, and so 

needed no introduction. 

There are some people in this world who need no introduction; they walk amongst us 

without a lot of fanfare and noise, often carrying a black garbage bag or the like, and they 

make a difference by who they are, as much as by what they do.   

This year, we lost a very special Jewish hero, of whom we have written in the past: Yanosh 

ben Gal: commander of the seventh brigade in the Yom Kippur war who was one of those 

rare individuals Hashem placed in the right place at the right time. I met him briefly once at a 

military graduation ceremony of the armored corps; he was not speaking; he had simply 

come because his grandson was a graduate and he was sitting in the audience in civilian 

clothes and we only noticed him when the announcer made a point of welcoming him and 

asked him to stand for a moment to honor those with whom he had fought. A moment 

earlier he had been just another guy….  

All his life people never gave him titles; he was always simply called ‘Yanosh’; the name he 

was given as a baby by his parents who were murdered in the Holocaust when he was a 

child, whom he could not even properly remember …. 
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It is interesting to note (ibid. 7; 10) that although the princes’ offerings are to celebrate the 

dedication of the Mishkan, the Torah actually describes it as the dedication of the altar (the 

Mizbeach). Perhaps because the altar represents our ability to offer up, to make a 

difference.  And it is in how we contribute that we demonstrate how we matter most. 

Sam Fischer of blessed memory was laid to rest this week in Boston amongst the friends and 

family who loved him so. Sam was one of those special people who, without a lot of noise, 

knew how to make a difference, both by who he was, as well as by all he did. He was a 

student of ours at Orayta in our third year (2010-11) later going on to Harvard and becoming 

the President of the Harvard Hillel until his graduation and move to work in NYC. 

 

He was a great listener, who always let you complete your thought because he really did 

want to know what you thought. He was an incredibly fine and sensitive person  who cared 

for anyone and everyone he came across and his gentle knowing soul, always smiling, eyes 

twinkling , will remain in our mind’s eye and in our hearts forever.   

We will miss Sam dearly, along with the enormous contributions he would have made to the 

Jewish people and the world.  

May he continue to inspire us all to be better, may his memory be a blessing for us all and 

may his family be comforted amongst the mourners of Zion and Yerushalayim.  

Yehi zichro’ baruch.  

 

Binny Freedman on behalf of the entire Orayta family 

 

 


