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Why a White Supremacist 

Renounced His Faith 
By Paula Levin 

 

 
 

How a Shabbat Dinner Gave a Young  

Leader In the White Nationalist  

MovementFood for Thought. 
 

 Derek Black’s story went viral. A former leader of the White Nationalist 

movement, he renounced his racism and anti-Semitism, dissociated from white 

nationalism and supremacism and apologised for the damage he has done. The 

level of indoctrination to which Derek was subjected, as well as his own activism, 

makes his rejection of the very foundations of his life all the more intriguing. 

mailto:keren18@juno.com
http://www.aish.com/authors/400381711.html
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 Derek made his dramatic announcement in 2013 when he sent a letter to the 

Southern Poverty Law Centre’s website which included the following statement: 

“The things I have said as well as my actions have been harmful to people of color, 

people of Jewish descent, activists striving for opportunity and fairness for all. I am 

sorry for the damage done.” He then refused to speak to the press and all but 

disappeared. 

 

 
Derek Black, at age 9, at a gathering in Jackson, Miss., of the white nationalist 

Council of Conservative Citizens. He is pictured with then-Mississippi Gov. Kirk 

Fordice. 

 

 The catalyst for Derek’s change of heart was an invitation to Shabbat dinner. 

 Washington Post investigative journalist Eli Saslow finally tracked him 

down but it took a year till Derek agreed to talk about what had led to his break 

with racism. Saslow’s interview revealed the catalyst for Derek’s change of heart – 

an invitation to Shabbat dinner. 

 To appreciate just a how dramatic this is, we need to look into Black’s 

‘illustrious’ heritage. Derek is the only child of Don Black, a former KKK grand 

wizard who founded and runs Stormfront, the biggest racial hate site. Stormfront is 

a forum for 300,000 neo-Nazis, white supremacists and white nationalists and it is 

banned in several countries where Holocaust denial and hate speech are crimes. 

 A 2014 study revealed registered Stormfront users have been 

disproportionately responsible for some of the most lethal hate crimes and mass 
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killings since the site was put up in 1995. The list includes Anders Breivik, a 

Norwegian terrorist who massacred 77 people in the 2011 Norway attacks. 

 At the time of Derek’s announcement his father went into a depression, 

having to admit to Stormfront’s users that his son had betrayed everything he had 

been taught to believe. Several members reacted by issuing death threats. 

Stormfront also supports Jew Watch, an intensely creepy neo-Nazi website with 

thousands of articles denying the Holocaust and citing Jewish world domination. 

Jew Watch was infamously the number one Google result when typing in the word 

Jew into the search engine. The outcry that ensued at the time forced Google to 

place an explanation of this result. 

 Derek’s mother, Chloe, was previously married to David Duke, a white 

nationalist of the same ilk as her husband. Duke has travelled the world promoting 

his views and books which include the title Jewish Supremacy – My Awakening to 

the Jewish Problem. He claims a doctorate from a notoriously anti-Semitic 

university (not accredited) – his thesis: Zionism as a Form of Ethnic Supremacism. 

Duke is Derek’s godfather. 

 

 
Klu Klux Klan grand wizard Don Black (Derek’s father), center, at the cross-

burning climax of a Klan recruitment rally in 1982. 
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 Derek brought his family much nachas as a child, his father affectionately 

calling him “the Devil’s child” – as a compliment. At age 10, he created a 

children’s forum on Stormfront. Later he created his own radio show. As he grew 

up he travelled around the country with his father speaking at White Nationalist 

conferences and by his early 20’s he was organizing them. He entered politics 

campaigning for mainstreaming white nationalism, and trying to attain recognition 

of ‘the white genocide” taking place in America through Jewish social domination, 

immigration and policies designed to help minorities. 

 

 
Matthew and Derek 

 

 Then Derek began his studies in medieval history at New College, Florida. 

Anticipating ostracism at this liberal arts school, he had kept his racist views a 

secret, but he was outed on the university’s student message board where his 

picture appeared with the caption “Have you seen this man?” Now everyone knew 

who he was – the scion of the White Nationalist movement. The ensuing outcry 

included verbal abuse and calls for his expulsion from the school. 
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 In one of the only public comments he made at the time of his original 

announcement, Derek said, “It’s important to point out that the so-called activists 

who never spoke to me personally but chose to denounce me publicly, intimidate 

my friends, or otherwise try to peer pressure [me] did not have a positive 

impact...not to say that I don’t think those who felt marginalized or uncomfortable 

with me did not have the right to express their negative emotions – but these 

expressions did not act as catalysts or contribute to my changing mindset.” 

 But one New College student did make an impact. Matthew Stevenson, an 

Orthodox Jew, wondered if Derek had ever met a Jew, and if doing so might 

change his mind about them. Every Friday night Matthew invited his diverse 

college friends over for kiddush, a Shabbat meal and conversation. Derek, who was 

being shunned by everyone at New College so much so that he had special 

permission to live off campus, decided to accept the invitation and went back week 

after week where for the first time in his life he was faced with diversity. Lively, 

but warm and eye-opening debates ensued and gradually Derek broke free of the 

prison of his own mindset. 

 The only person to show him any kindness, the only one to reach out to him 

in friendship, was Matthew – who as a Jew was a ‘usurper’, as his father had 

always called their Jewish neighbors. He had always believed “Jews must go,” 

leaving America to its rightful inhabitants, the white race. Derek had justified his 

views with “logic”, the biological differences between races, (the stuff of 

Mengele’s experiments) but now that he had actually met a Jew – sat at his 

Shabbat table and liked him – it was harder to feel that old prejudice. He started 

doing his own research. 

 David Duke theorized that Derek was suffering from “Stockholm 

Syndrome”, because he had developed empathy for his liberal academic captors. 

He’s half right. Derek simply developed empathy. He began to relate to others as 

human beings, not as faceless representatives of their respective races. He began to 

see and appreciate individuality. And he did all this because Matthew Stevenson 

treated him as a fellow human being, worthy of kindness, made in the image of   

G-d. 

 “It is inaccurate and outrageous to talk about people of Jewish descent as 

‘the enemy’ of anyone,” Derek wrote in 2013. His transformation is a beacon of 

hope for humanity revealing a recipe for overcoming prejudice and hate: kindness, 

dialogue and diversity and maybe just a touch of homemade chicken soup. 

 

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5777 email of Aish.com 
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MUSIC 

Ben Zion Shenker, Rabbi Who Wrote 

Prayer Melodies, Dies at 91 
By Joseph Berger 

 

 
Rabbi Ben Zion Shenker at a bar mitzvah for one of his great-grandsons, in 

2015.Photo Credit - Lior Elkayam/Prestige Photography & Video 

 

 Rabbi Ben Zion Shenker, regarded as perhaps the leading composer of 

Hasidic prayer melodies, whose music flavored the religious life of Orthodox Jews 

and influenced popular klezmer bands, died on Sunday in Brooklyn. He was 91. 

His death was confirmed by Sruly Fischer, the husband of one of his 

granddaughters, who said Rabbi Shenker had a heart ailment. 

 Rabbi Shenker was the foremost composer and singer of the Modzitzer 

Hasidim, a Polish-rooted Hasidic sect that is known for melodies composed for the 

http://www.nytimes.com/section/arts/music
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texts of Sabbath and holiday prayers, and for humming at moments of spiritual 

expression. 

 For the Modzitzer, as for all Hasidim, music and dance are vehicles to bring 

Jews closer to G-d, in accord with a philosophy expounded in the 18th century by 

the founder of Hasidism, the Baal Shem Tov. 

 Rabbi Shenker composed more than 500 melodies, and they have been 

recorded not only by him, but also by other musicians, including the violinist 

Itzhak Perlman; Andy Statman, the klezmer clarinetist and bluegrass mandolinist; 

and the Israel Philharmonic Orchestra. 

 He also influenced the music of Shlomo Carlebach, regarded by many as the 

foremost songwriter of Jewish religious music and a leading figure in the 

movement to bring secular Jews back to religious observance. 

 Rabbi Shenker’s most widely heard compositions are the melodies for 

“Eshes Hayil” (“Woman of Valor”), sung at dinner tables after sundown to 

welcome the arrival of the Sabbath, and for the 23rd Psalm, “Mizmor L’David” 

(“A Psalm of David”), sung at the last meal of the Sabbath. His “Yasis Alayich” 

(“Rejoice Over Thee”) is played at most Hasidic weddings. 

 “After the Hasidim fled Europe, he became the repository of all that music,” 

said Mr. Statman, who was working with Rabbi Shenker on a recording just days 

before his death. “He was a supremely musical person, and his understanding of 

how to sing a melody, color it and ornament it was just incredible.” 

 Rabbi Shenker was born on May 12, 1925, in Brooklyn, four years after his 

Hasidic parents, Mordechai and Miriam Shenker, emigrated from Poland. 

 From childhood, he was enchanted by the singing of cantors like the great 

Yossele Rosenblatt, whom he heard on his parents’ phonograph. At 12 he joined a 

choir conducted by a prominent cantor, Joshua Samuel Weisser, who featured him 

as a soloist on a Yiddish-language radio program. 

 He began studying composition and music theory at 14, but his musical path 

was determined shortly after that, when he encountered Rabbi Shaul Yedidya 

Elazar Taub, the rebbe, or chief rabbi, of the Hasidim whose roots were in 

Modrzyce (Modzitz in Yiddish), a borough in the town of Deblin, near Lublin, 

Poland. 

 Rabbi Taub had escaped from Nazi-occupied Poland and made his way to 

Brooklyn in 1940 by way of Lithuania and Japan. Virtually every chief rabbi in the 

Modzitz dynastic line composed music, and Rabbi Taub was said to have written a 

thousand religious melodies. 

 On a visit to his house, the young Rabbi Shenker picked up a book of sheet 

music containing some of his compositions and quietly hummed the melodies. 

Since few Hasidim were trained musicians, the surprised rebbe asked, “You can 

http://www.itzhakperlman.com/
http://andystatman.org/The_Andy_Statman_Trio/Welcome.html
http://www.ipo.co.il/eng/homepage/.aspx
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Btm9gOFGWw0
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Btm9gOFGWw0
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read notes?” When Rabbi Shenker said he could, the rebbe asked him to sing the 

melodies out loud and was so taken with his talents that he asked him to be his 

musical secretary. 

 

 
Rabbi Shenker in 2016. Photo Credit Lipa Stauber 

 

 “Anything he composed, I used to notate,” Rabbi Shenker said in an 

interview on NPR in 2013. “And he used to sing for me things that he had in 

mind.” 

 Soon he was composing his own melodies and, with his reedy tenor, singing 

songs beloved by the sect for their tenderness, gracefulness and fervor. In 1956, he 

established his own label, Neginah, to record his first album of Modzitz melodies. 

He was backed on it by the all-male Modzitzer Choral Ensemble in a program of 

music composed for the post-Sabbath meal known as Melave Malke. 
 

 

 It was one of the first collections of religious melodies by an ultra-Orthodox 

musician, and it prompted other Hasidic dynasties to record their own melodies. 
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He eventually produced nine more records of Modzitzer music, including his own 

compositions. Since klezmer music, as Mr. Statman explained, is “really Hasidic 

vocal music played instrumentally,” Rabbi Shenker’s tunes also influenced 

klezmer performers. 

 Rabbi Shenker sometimes conceived his melodies sitting at a piano with a 

prayer book in front of him, sometimes while reading a religious text on the 

subway. But he earned most of his living in business, first in a family-owned 

sweater company and more recently as a partner in a small diamond business on 

West 47th Street in Manhattan. 

 His wife, the former Dina Lustig, died three years ago. He lived in the 

Midwood section of Brooklyn. He is survived by his daughters, Esther Reifman, 

Adele Newmark and Broche Weinberger; a brother, Rabbi Chaim Boruch Shenker; 

23 grandchildren; and more than 90 great-grandchildren. 

 Anyone who wanted to sample Rabbi Shenker’s works could go to the 

Modzitzer synagogue in Midwood. For more than five decades he led prayers 

there, including those that were shaped by his melodies. And when he walked 

home on a Friday evening after services, he could hear his melody for “Woman of 

Valor” sung in almost every Jewish home in his neighborhood. 

 He said in the NPR interview that he had composed seven new songs for the 

prayers of that year’s Rosh Hashana and Yom Kippur services. 

 “When those prayers come up, I’m the one that starts it, and the singing adds 

so much to the spirit of the prayers,” he said. “ I mean, when you sing it, you really 

understand it.” 

 

Reprinted from the November 23, 2016 website of The New York Times. A version 

of this article appears in print on November 24, 2016, on page B13 of the New 

York edition with the headline: Ben Zion Shenker, 91, Rabbi Who Wrote Prayer 

Melodies. 
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My Chevruta 
By Itzhak David Goldberg 

 
 

 
L-R: David Kazhdan and Itzhak Goldberg. (Photo courtesy the author) 

 

Forty years of learning with a partner, and friend, by 

land or by Skype 
 

 My mobile phone rang early one Sunday morning in October 2013. “It is 

Helena calling from Moscow,” the voice said. “My husband, David, was run over 

by a tractor-trailer while riding his bike in Jerusalem. He is in very critical 

condition. I am returning to Israel.” David’s son Eli called later and, whispered, in 

a broken voice, “We are losing him.The doctors at Hadassah Hospital can’t control 

his massive bleeding.” 

 I had met David Kazhdan 37 years earlier, at Rabbi Joseph Soloveitchik’s 

Sunday morning Talmud class at the Maimonides School in Brookline, 

Massachusetts. I had just started my postdoctoral work in vascular biology at 

Harvard Medical School. I was immersed in a world of cutting-edge science, of 

empiricism. But on the weekends I left that world behind to engage with the 

preeminent rabbi and legendary philosophical scholar who promoted building 

http://www.tabletmag.com/author/itzhak-goldberg/
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bridges between traditional Orthodox Judaism and the modern world. And it was in 

“the Rav’s” class that I met David. 

 David had grown up in an atheist family in Moscow. The son of a renowned 

scholar of the Byzantine empire, David’s reputation as a prodigy was well known 

in the Boston Jewish community. He had emigrated with his young family in 1975 

and joined the Harvard mathematics faculty. In 1977, he was appointed a full 

professor and became known for his important contributions to group theory, a 

cornerstone of mathematics with applications in fields such as physics, quantum 

theory, and computer science. 

 Despite his atheist background, in his early 20s David discovered his Jewish 

roots, became observant, and taught himself Hebrew. He was a source of 

inspiration for the early refuseniks in Moscow. By the time we met, he had vast 

knowledge of both Hebrew and Aramaic Jewish texts. The Rav enjoyed conversing 

with him and was amazed by his brilliance and his dedication to Jewish studies. 

 On a Sunday morning in 1977, following the Rav’s Talmud class, David 

approached me. “Do you want to learn together?” he asked, in a pronounced 

Russian accent. I said yes, and we set up a daily schedule and started 

studying b’chevruta, literally “in friendship,” as partners. 

 Over the following decades, we covered various topics and texts. Bible, 

tractates of Talmud, the writings of Maimonides and of Nachmanides, other 

philosophical texts. Initially, these daily sessions took place in the early mornings 

at the Tolner synagogue in Brookline, although at times the location changed: 

David’s academic office in Cambridge; Einstein’s Institute for Advanced Studies 

in Princeton, where David was a visiting scholar studying string physics; our 

respective homes. 

 The early morning sessions at the Tolner shul were very memorable for us, 

especially during the cold Boston winters. In the dark of night, David and I would 

gingerly make our way through high piles of snow and ice into the empty Tolner 

Beit Midrash, warm and, once lit, very inviting. There was total silence. 

Surrounded by a library of ancient texts, we would study for one hour by a long 

wooden table in solitude, deciphering ancient Aramaic and Hebrew texts. 

 Precisely 10 minutes before the scheduled start of the morning prayers, we 

would hear a key turning in the synagogue’s old lock. We could set our watches by 

this daily sound. The Tolner Rebbe professor Isidore Twersky of Harvard 

University (the Rav’s son-in law) would enter. Once the morning services 

commenced, David and I would stand next to each other in prayer. Then we would 

head to our respective offices, David to his abstract studies in the math department, 

I to the patients, test tubes, and animals at the medical-school complex. 
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 Following my family’s move to the New York area in 1985, we continued 

our daily study via phone or Skype. 

 These calls were made from various locales in the United States, Europe, 

Israel, or wherever David’s or my professional and family schedules placed us. In 

these learning sessions, there was no banter, almost no mention of family life, 

professional, or socio-political issues. But we were so attuned to slight nuances in 

our voices, little tremors or hesitations, that when something unusual had 

happened, we would recognize it in the first few seconds of the call. And then the 

conversation would turn to expressions of understanding, support, concern, and 

identification. 

 Beyond this daily interaction solely dedicated to learning, we shared many 

memorable personal experiences. There were smachot, joyous ceremonies 

celebrating personal and professional milestones. There was walking together 

forlornly behind the coffin at the Rav’s funeral. Or raising funds for an 

organization supporting Russian Jewry. Just taking long Sunday family walks 

around Walden Pond in a forest outside Boston. Or having Shabbat meals. Often, 

we spoke of the intersection of science and religion and the importance of secular 

education in Jewish day schools. 

 Major changes took place in our lives. The births of children and 

grandchildren, the passing of our parents, David’s and his family’s move to 

Jerusalem, academic and professional advancements highlighted by David’s 

chairmanship of math at Harvard, his MacArthur “genius” award, the Israel Prize 

for mathematics. 

 And for many years, on the first day of Rosh Hashanah, we met at the 

reservoir by the Maimonides School for tashlich. We walked around the beautiful, 

mile-long body of water as the sun was slowly setting, as if to review and celebrate 

the passing of another year of learning, deep friendship, and its impact on the 

texture of our lives. 

 Getting that phone call—the thought of losing David was devastating and 

paralyzing. 

 On Monday, Oct. 7, 2013, David’s son Eli emailed: “… the bleeding is 

under control, the CT of the head shows that all is good up there…” Days later, he 

wrote: “With some trepidation, it seems that we have indeed turned a very 

important corner—and my father’s condition can be carefully and optimistically 

defined as ‘serious but stable.’” 

 With his wife’s love and dedication, and the steadfast care and support of his 

doctors, family, friends, and colleagues worldwide, against all odds, David 

survived. 
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 Weeks later, David regained consciousness. He was still gravely ill and in 

the ICU, but we resumed our learning. I had forgotten where we had left off in our 

studies, but David remembered exactly what we were up to. David had a turbulent 

recovery course that required many surgeries and close to a yearlong 

hospitalization. And, still, we kept studying. 

 Three years after this horrific accident, David continues to be challenged by 

the physical consequences of his injuries. But he courageously perseveres. 

 In Deuteronomy 29:3, Moses says, “But Hashem did not give you a heart to 

know, or eyes to see or ears to hear until this day.” The Talmud derives from this 

verse that only after 40 years does a disciple fully appreciate the greatness of his 

teacher (Avodah Zarah 5b). As the role of each participant in chevruta alternates 

between teacher and student, this assertion describes my relationship to David, too. 

 Over four decades of daily learning, whether for minutes or an hour, 

our chevruta morphed from a pure intellectual religious experience, an attempt to 

cultivate creativity and knowledge in diverse areas of Talmud, halacha, and 

philosophy, to become our shared faith-based metronome, the pacemaker that takes 

us back to our youth and remains oscillating and firing through the trials and 

tribulations of daily life.  

 What we study—Maimonides, Nachmanides’ insightful commentaries on 

the Bible, the complex laws of yibbum (levirate marriage), Tractate Eruvin, dealing 

with the various private and public domains on Shabbat—is now of secondary 

significance. Our faith-based, text-anchored relationship reminds us, on a daily 

basis, that we are not alone. It is about being there. Every day. 

 Maimonides defines the friend-for-virtue, haver le-de’ah, as a friend who 

shares a common desire and goal. Such friends seek each other’s aid in the 

attainment of this ideal. In an era when friendship can mean merely sharing digital 

and graphic social content over the internet, David’s and my daily interaction is 

anchored by the common goal: a rhythmic injection of transcendent religious 

significance into our daily life through an intellectual dialogue. In our web-based 

society, when one can “friend” or “unfriend” someone with a click on Facebook, 

the learning b’chevruta can serve as a model of profound everlasting friendship. 

 Perhaps our most dramatic learning session took place months after David’s 

discharge from the hospital. The Skype call that David initiated was of poor 

quality, with a very noisy background. “You must have many guests?” I said. 

“No,” he answered in an unruffled voice. “I am in the emergency room of 

Hadassah Hospital, being evaluated for high fever and sepsis and I have a few 

minutes now. Let’s learn.” And we did. 

 

Reprinted from the November 30, 2016 email of Tablet Magazine. 
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From Baptist Minister 

To Orthodox Jew 
By Ronda Robinson 

 

Moshe Boldor’s harrowing odyssey from hunted renegade in 

Communist Romania to freedom in the U.S. as an observant Jew. 
 

 Jean Boldor was an auto mechanic and driver for the Director of Mines in 

Romania, in 1983. He wanted to escape the Communist country where he was born 

and freely study the Bible. “In a Communist country, you cannot do anything you 

want,” he says. 

 The Romanian government forced citizens to celebrate Communist holidays. 

Boldor thirsted for more. “For whatever reason I was attached to the Old 

Testament,” he recalls, “and read about the people of Israel and the prophets. It 

fascinated me how God took the people of Israel from the land of Egypt.” 

 
Jean Boldor, age 18 

 Always drawn to Biblical learning, Boldor didn’t know until much later that 

he had Jewish roots. His great-great-great-grandmother was Jewish. From there, 

the trail grows cold. The Jewish community in his native Lupeni was decimated 

during World War II, when Romania became a satellite of Nazi Germany and Jews 

http://www.aish.com/authors/273951551.html
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lost their shops and citizenship. At the end of the war thousands of Jews fled 

Romania. It is estimated that by the end of the 1960s, the Romanian Jewish 

community numbered no more than 100,000. 

 Wanting to share the joy he found, Boldor began to teach the Bible to young 

people. “The Communists did not look kindly upon my involvement, so I was 

taken to the police station many times to be interrogated, handcuffed and beaten – 

and given time to reflect on my activity.” 

 Lay people like Boldor were arrested for asserting their religious beliefs; 

they weren’t allowed to have Bibles. At age 20, he applied to emigrate to the 

United States where he could pursue Bible studies. 

 “From that moment on, I was followed everywhere because I was 

considered a threat to Communism,” he remembers. “When you applied to leave, 

they thought you were a danger.” 

 For five years Boldor lingered in Romania with no end in sight. Life was 

growing more difficult, so he decided to run away but was caught on a train headed 

toward the Yugoslavian border. 

 Military police put him under 24-hour arrest in a room full of screaming 

people with broken arms and broken feet who received no medical attention. They 

told him of being beaten with AK-47 assault rifles. After paying a monetary 

penalty, he was freed and went home. 

 Then in August 1988, Boldor and a friend, Ion, tried to flee again, going by 

train and on foot to the border. “I prayed to God to save me. I read Psalms when I 

had a few minutes. We went three days without drinking any water,” he says. 

 Villagers saw the two men and alerted the military who surrounded them. 

The soldiers began to beat them. 

 “Usually beatings were so bad that very few survived the next week,” 

Boldor says, “But one sergeant saw that I had a book of Psalms and ordered the 

soldiers not to touch me. Once again I saw the Hand of God and I thanked Him.” 

 He was put in military prison for two weeks. Then a friend in Austria sent 

Boldor $100 through his bank, which was used to bribe an Army captain to let 

Boldor and Ion go free. 

 They began plotting their third escape. 

 “I read in the Book of Esther that Mordechai and Esther fasted three days 

and three nights to save the Jewish nation from Haman, so I did the same. I fasted 

three days and nights and cried to God to help us this time succeed.” 

 Boldor’s prayers were answered. In September 1988 he and Ion took a train 

to the Yugoslavian border. They jumped out at a station close to the border and hid 

in a stand of hay. They slept by day and walked or crawled by night. 
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 When they reached Yugoslavia they walked to Belgrade, about 500 km, 310 

miles. In Belgrade they climbed atop a train to Ljubljana, the capital of Slovenia, to 

avoid detection by the police. 

 From Ljubljana they hopped a train to Germany and Austria and at last 

arrived at a refugee camp near Vienna, their clothes full of dust and oil. Their 

treacherous two-week journey was over. 

 “It’s hard to describe what it means to be free and alive after such a long and 

dangerous trip. When we got there we found out that 180 people had been killed by 

the Romanian border. So God once again saved my life,” says Boldor. 

 He kept a promise to God to study the Bible if he survived. As a refugee 

from a Communist country, he obtained a visa from Canada, where he learned 

Biblical Hebrew and earned a bachelor’s degree in religious education at a 

Christian college. He also became an ordained Baptist minister. 

 

 
Moshe Boldor with his four children Sara, Amos, Ruth and Isaac 

 

 Eventually Boldor married, had four children and moved to Seattle, 

Washington, where he started a small business taking care of seniors. It was during 

his first trip to Israel in 2004 and visiting the Cave of Machpelach in Hevron where 

the patriarchs and matriarchs are buried that the Baptist minister had a spiritual 

crisis. He had always believed Abraham was buried in Shechem, as the Christian 

Bible stated. Now he found otherwise. He started to compare the Hebrew and 

Christian Bibles and saw other discrepancies. Torah won him over. 
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 “When I went to Israel I saw the beauty of Judaism and Shabbat. It was life-

changing for me. The Torah passages came alive,” he says. He followed the 

murmurings of his heart as a child and decided to convert to Judaism. 

 Back home in Seattle he resigned his pulpit, began going to synagogue and 

learn Torah intensely, and started keeping the laws of Torah. The conversion 

process took 10 years. The former Baptist minister, who changed his name to 

Moshe, now keeps a kosher home and prays with a minyan three times a day. 

 His marriage didn’t withstand the changes. His wife didn’t want to convert 

to Judaism and the couple divorced. Two of their children converted and became 

religious, with one of the daughters making aliyah. 

 Boldor, 56, studies through an online yeshiva and makes Torah the center of 

his life. “It is really great to be part of the Jewish nation and follow in Avraham’s 

footsteps.” Today he owns and manages a nursing home in Seattle. 

 

 
Moshe today, in Seattle 

 

 He transforms the hardships he endured to help others. “I am thankful to 

God because I was able to come home to Torah and Israel and I am trying to help 

other Jews. The time is not too late to come home and join the Jewish nation of 

Israel through following the Torah. 

 “Sometimes I cry living here in America. In Romania they handcuffed me, 

tortured me, put me in prison for reading and learning the Torah. Here we have 

freedom but sometimes it is wasted. My prayer is for God to use me to help other 

Jews appreciate the beauty of Torah.” 

 

Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5777 email of Aish.com website. 


