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BRAHAM SutToN skillfully
recreates the past eras of

Aleppo,  Syria,  with

its glorious history of the Jewish
community and its synagogues, rabbis,
scholars, and merchants. His father,
Rabbi Hillel Menashe Sutton, was an
aristocratic, dedicated member of the
community who contributed a lifetime
of accomplishments in both physical
and spiritual areas. The life history of
Hillel and Bahia journeys from Aleppo
to Jerusalem and New York. The ups and
downs throughout their lives emphasize

their strength and strong belief in G-d.

In a stunning portrait of his parents,
Abraham Sutton’s memoir offers a grand
and sweeping story of faith and spirit,

encompassing both tragedy and triumph.
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Hillel Menashe Sutton
1870-1949
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10 my dear wife Paulette
and my children and grandchildren,

Barbara and Alan,

Jack and Claire Shweky
Debra and Henry, Paulette,
Stephanie, and Andrew Sutton
Ellyn and Jerry Sutton

And to the memory of
Hillel and Bahia Menashe Sutton
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“Who is rich? He who
is happy with bis portion.”
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“This, too, is for the best.”
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“Cast your bread upon
the waters for in the
long run you will find it.”
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One is obligated to honor his father even after his father passes away (Yoreh Deah 240,9)

The book, Aristocrat, was introduced to me by a very dear person, Mr. Abraham Sutton. I read a
few pages, particularly the eulogy of Shafika 0.b.m. ;

Al Sutton traveled and rescarched a great deal about the [egacy, of his father, especially since his
father passed away when Al was only eleven years old. Al wrote a colorful history and
biography of his beloved father, Rabbi Hillel Menashe Sutton a”h and his wife Shafika a”h.

The book describes in great detail the deeds of his parents and extended families. It also gives
insight into the lifestyles of those living in Syria, Israel and America at that time. His father R’
Hillel and Shafika were involved in the synagogues, institutions and people of their community,
and devoted themselves to help whenever needed. They were people of dignity and nobility.

Al continues to follow in the footsteps of his family and the golden cham of hxs pamms md
ancestors. Several years ago he and his family dedicated a s;

and also a Sefer Torah. This beautiful edifice is being used every smglc day by pahents and
visitors. It stands as a great merit to the souls of his parents and a daily blessing for the living
families.

1 enjoyed reading this'boék and highly recommend it. It will serve as a lesson of respecting and
honoring one’s parents in the proper way.

May the heavenly blessings be rewarded to utton and his family for this wonderful book.

%W

Rabbi Saul J. Kassin
Chief Rabbi
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In Memory of Jack Adjmi n"y
Rabbi David Ozeri 703
Rabbi David Sutton

June 2008

Dear Al,

This letter really belongs in the Acknowled; section of your book. Everyone involved in the book
received honorable mention; the only one missing is the author himself, Mr. Al Sutton. I witnessed only
part of your tremendous effort involved in the research, writing , editing, and graphic layout of the book.
You traveled to Israel and interviewed the elders who remembered your father, you pored over manuscripts
to extract the minor details of your fathers life. All of this was driven by one powerful force, the respect
that you have for your father and the Menashe Sithon legacy.

1 feel privileged to have been an impetus to your work. It all started when you were reading Aleppo, City of
Scholars, a translation of the great work of Hacham David Laniado that documents the lives of our great
Rabbis of Aleppo. Hidden in the biographical sketch of Rabbi Yehuda Dweck you saw a mention of a
eulogy given for your father’s wife, Shafika. You proceeded to find the Hebrew copy, you then translated it
into English, and you did not rest until you understood the greatness of your father, who you only knew for
a short time. Many people knew their fathers longer than you knew yours, but do not have the respect and
reverence that you exhibit.

After reading about your father, it is no wonder to me that he left such a strong impact on you. He was truly
a special man, enduring life’s tests and never wavering from his faith and commitment to religion. The
picture of him standing upright in front of that palm tree with his special smile says it all. As David
Hamelech said in Tehillim, "The righteous flourish like the palm tree; he grows like a cedar in Lebanon.
Those that are planted in the house of Hashem shall flourish in the courts of our G-d. They shall still bring
forth fruit in old age; they shall be fat and flourishing.” Your father continued to flourish and bear fruit in
his old age, all because he was steadfast and planted in the courts of Hashem. He was truly a special man; |
know many of the Hillels named after your father and they all have a special spark.

You made dedications to commemorate his name, you dedicated a Sefer Torah, the synagogue in the
Maimonides Medical Center, and the list goes on. But as the saying goes "The written word is forever."
This book will last for generations, and it was worth every moment of your time and effort. Perhaps only
you will notice the work and fine detail. But | am sure your father knows how much you care and respect
him.

You should be an inspiration to others in our community to reconnect with their past. And may your father
continue to smile down from above upon you and your family.

Sincerely Q/() . )é,.l\y&*’»
Rabbi David J. Sutton

1032 Ocean Parkway * Brooklyn, NY 11230
Tel - (718) 677-3707 » Fax - (718) 677-3706
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EDMOND J SAFRA
SYNAGOGUE

Rabbi Elie A Abadie, M.D.

June 12, 2008

Dear Mr. Sutton,

It is with great pride and appreciation that | acknowledge, and commend the tremendous effort that
went in to creating the memoir of your family history entitled The Aristocrat. | have often asked who
will become the historian of the Sephardic — Mizrahi community. The person to capture the Sephardic
experience as it swept from the Middle East and transcended into the countries of departure. Rabbi
Hillel Menashe Sutton, your father is an exemplary individual for our current generation to follow, and
to admire so that they may understand the great traditions of our forefathers, and the struggles and
triumphs that took place not so long ago. | enjoyed reading The Aristocrats, and became nostalgic as |
experienced the life of your beloved Father Rabbi Hillel Menashe Sutton. | am hopeful that this
important recounting of Sephardic history will be read throughout the Jewish community so that the
stories and experiences of the Aleppo community are counted in the annals of Jewish history.

Hazzak U’Barukh,
Elie Qbadie

Rabbi Elie Abadie M.D.

11 East 63rd Street New York, NY 10021 » Tel. 212.754,9555 Fax 212.754.6211
www.ejsny.org « rabbiwejsny.org
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Approbation by Prof. Yonatan Halevy
Director-General

I have examined the work *“The Aristocrat: The Life and Legacy of Hillel Menashe
Sutton” written by a dear friend of Shaare Zedek Medical Center in Jerusalem, Mr. Al
Sutton. This book can only be described as a “labor of love” where the mitzvah of “kibud
av v'em” comes alive and is exemplified on each and every page.

The odyssey of writing this book started out with Al Sutton asking a simple but profound
question. “Did I really know who my father was?” Sadly, Rabbi Hillel Menashe Sutton,
of blessed memory, had passed away when Al was eleven. Yes, he was well aware that
his father was both a serious Torah scholar and a successful businessman who was held
in high esteem by the members of his community. He also knew, from the broad smile on
his father’s face and the glistening in his eyes, that his father took great pride and joy in
his children. But that was not enough. Al really wanted to know about his beloved father
from the many people who were touched by his outstretched hand of kindness and Torah
inspired outlook.

Mr. Sutton takes us on an extraordinary journey where he wonderfully and colorfully
describes the characteristics of each Jewish community; from Aleppo, to Jerusalem, to
Tel Aviv, to New Orleans to New York/Deal. We read of Rabbi Sutton’s positive
attitude, even during times of great hardship and tragedy; his inner contentment, his
sterling reputation as well a strong, unbending emunah. Al also speaks passionately and
with deep emotion about his beloved mother — both about her sterling character traits and
values and intense joy in bringing the whole family together for s’machot.

What deeply impresses the reader are the countless acts of tzedekah and chesed of Rabbi
Sutton. Imagine, during Israel’s War of Independence, of walking five miles in
Jerusalem, with the threat of snipers everywhere, because the hunger experienced by his
neighbors deeply pained Rabbi Sutton; or, of first having a Seder with members of your
family, and then walking to the orphanage to perform another Seder, with the same
enthusiasm and gusto as the first one, so that the orphan children wouldn’t go to sleep
without seeing their adoptive “father.” These are, of course, just two examples.

How beautifully has Al Sutton followed in the footsteps of his beloved parents.
Throughout his career, his business office was a “stop” for visiting Rabbis, heads of
Yeshivahs and social institutions, both local ones and those based in Israel. Together with
his dear wife Paulette, in generously supporting Shaare Zedek Medical Center,
Maimonides Medical Center and a large number of other community institutions, Al
passionately carrys on the legacy of healing and hope set by his parents. In the merit of
their wonderful acts of kindness and compassion, may Al, Paulette, the children,
grandchildren and entire family be blessed with good health, happiness, peace of mind
and much, much nachat.
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aD o you know who your father was?” Those powerful

words echoed in my mind, dancing before me

during the workday and following me home
in the rush-hour traffic from Manhattan to Brooklyn. A
prestigious rabbi from Jerusalem had stopped by my office
that day, beseeching me to patronize his institution. During
our friendly conversation, he discovered that he had been
acquainted with my father, Hillel Menashe Sutton n”p, years
ago in Jerusalem. In a voice suffused with awe and respect he
had asked, “Do you know who your father was?” That simple
question made my heart swell with pride. Yes, I was proud to
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be connected to a man who generated so much respect from
such an honorable rabbi. I had spent a mere decade with my
father; he had passed away when I was only eleven years old.
My few memories of him had become faded and tattered as
the years went by, but I had always heard stories from my
mother illustrating his greatness. Even after his death, he still
exerted a marked influence on my life. Did I know who my
father was? At the time that the rabbi posed this question, I

thought that I did.
St

In March 2005, Rabbi David Sutton published the
monumental historical work, Aleppo: City of Scholars,
describing the rich history and great rabbis of Aleppo. As I
read the book, I came across a mention of a eulogy presented
by the renowned kabbalist of Aleppo, Rabbi Yehuda Dweck
HaCohen, at the funeral of my father’s second wife. My
curiosity was piqued. Rabbi Dweck had been a close friend
of my father, and I was itching to discover exactly what the
rabbi had spoken about regarding my father and my family.
I just had to get my hands on the full text of the eulogy as
soon as I could. After contacting Rabbi Sutton, I was soon
perusing the actual Hebrew eulogy. The opening paragraph
introduced my father as “the benefactor, the unique man of
many attributes who supported every good enterprise, the
honorable Rav Hillel Meir Menashe Sutton.”

I drank in Rabbi Dweck’s words, which portrayed my
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father in glowing terms and sang his praises and exceptional
qualities. “Who is like Hillel, my dear friend who is like
my own self?” Rabbi Dweck had rhetorically questioned
the hundreds of prominent community members who had
come to pay their respects. This holy scholar felt that my
father’s traits and deeds were incomparable.

After eulogizing my father’s wife, the rabbi offered his
prayers on behalf of my father, whom he described as “...a
man raised on high, an able man of deeds who fears G-d,
holy from birth, a child of holy people, of ancient, lofty
stock; who does acts of kindness, doing good to all who ask,
the head of the organization ‘Keter Torah'.... A man who
tries with all his strength and energy to help others, awake
by night as by day, in darkness as in light, a father to the
orphans and to the miserable poor. He arises from his bed
in the middle of the night to find doctors for the women
giving birth, to give hope to those who are downtrodden; he
shares the public burden with a generous spirit, supporting
the poor with strength and money, the honorable Rav Hillel
Sutton.” (See Book three for the full Hebrew eulogy and
translation.)

The words of the rabbi who had visited my office
resurfaced in my memory. “Do you know who your father
was?” No, I did not. What I had glimpsed of him until now
was only the tip of the iceberg, an enormous iceberg that
filled the ocean depths. I read the eulogy again and again.
The tears that had crept into the corners of my eyes when I
had begun reading the first paragraph now incessantly ran
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down my cheeks. The eulogy taught me that my father wasnt
only a special man; he stood high up on the mountain peaks
amongst the world’s greatest.

My mind churned for days after. If only I could learn
more about my father. If only my entire family could truly
understand who my father had been. And then one morning,
after a sleepless night of tossing and thinking, a seed was
planted in my brain. As the day went by, though, the daily
distractions and obligations took over, and the idea was
shoved into the faraway recesses of my mind. But during
the quiet lulls, the rabbi’s burning question persistently
plagued me. Do you know who your father was? Those words
just wouldn’t leave me alone, and the tiny seedling stealthily
took root and began to sprout. I silenced my doubts and
was finally convinced: I would write a book describing my
father’s life and attributes, a book that would announce to
the world who my father had been.

As I planned the actual logistics and technicalities, it
dawned on me what a tough job lay ahead. Where would
I begin? I was not born in Aleppo, where my father had
spent the majority of his life, and I had only several years of
personal memories of him. And to whom would I speak and
from whom would I glean details? All my uncles and aunts
had passed away; only a few cousins remained who had
memories of my father. I berated myself for not researching
and recording my father’s life earlier, when it would have
been so much simpler. So many unrecorded details are now
lost forever; so many memories are buried with the past,
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deceased generation. I had had so many opportunities
throughout the years, but I had unconsciously let them just
slip through my fingers. I wouldn’t let these stones prevent
my book from blossoming into fruition. I was prepared to
unearth ancient records and trace any living rabbis, relatives,
or friends who could provide some overlooked information
about my father. And of course, I had my own few memories
to rely on. As I tried to determine the most efficient plan

of action, my mind wandered to my final memories of my
father.

<C=9 -






The Life and Legacy of
Hillel Menashe Sutton
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i\/‘ emories of the High Holidays with my father are

stored in a special place in my heart. I have always

been awed by the holy aura of the synagogue and
the soul-stirring prayers sung in their rich traditional tunes.
I especially relished the elaborate holiday dinners and
lunches featuring a gala array of delectable dishes, always
shared with family and relatives. Each holiday touched me
in a unique way, but the one I have always delighted in the
most was Simbat Torah. Its name connotes its joyous essence
and atmosphere, and what could be more uplifting than
rejoicing and exulting with the Torah?
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The specific details of each Simbat Torah celebrated
during my childhood are generally vague, but there is one
Simhat Torah that is etched in my mind with indelible ink:
the Simhat Torah of 1949, when I was a mere youngster of
eleven. Closing my eyes, recalling that day, I can almost feel
the warm rays of the Mediterranean sun as I accompanied
my father and two older brothers to the Ahavar Zion
Synagogue on Ahronson Street in Tel Aviv. The two-mile
walk from our house led us up HaYarkon Street, which
runs from the southern to the northern tip of Tel Aviv,
parallel to the Mediterranean Sea. I can picture the scene
so clearly. My father was dressed in his regal navy evening
suit and tie, and my brothers and I were wearing our
holiday finery. At the age of seventy-nine, my father was
the epitome of perfect health; he stood erectly and walked
with his usual briskness. Although my brothers and I were
energetic youths, we had to struggle breathlessly to match
his quick pace. Luckily, the weather was on our side; the
sky was bright blue and cloudless, the sun was shining, and
the temperature was comfortably warm. The clear weather
reflected what we were all feeling inside: calm and carefree.
After the turbulent war era, Israel was an independent Jewish
state. At last, the British and Arabs were gone, together with
the fears and hardship we had endured in the past years. All
across the country morale was high, especially in our city
of Tel Aviv, which hadn’t experienced the devastation and
fatalities of the fierce fighting in Jerusalem. On that day,
we all perceived life as truly wonderful. As the sun smiled



THE ARISTOCRAT. = 11

down on us we sensed the promise of a secure and blissful
future.

Upon arriving at the synagogue, my father settled down
in his customary seat on the eastern wall next to the hechal
(Torah Ark). My brothers Mike (Meir) and Buddy (Ovadia)
and [ sat diagonally across from our father. The synagogue
was filled to capacity, yet my brothers and I all received
the privilege of being called up to the Torah reading.
Interestingly, we were called up consecutively, which I later
found out is seldom or never done with family members.
My father was honored with the prestigious a/iyah of Hatan
Torah. As he was called up to the Torah, the congregants
sang for a few minutes. The entire perasha was then read by
my father, something he derived great pleasure from. After
he completed the reading and stepped down from the zebab,
the congregation rose, and one by one each man shook his
hand to congratulate him. Watching this scene, my cheeks
flushed with pride. I felt so fortunate to call this honored,
beloved, and respected man, my father. When my father
returned to his seat, I proudly kissed his hand which he then
lovingly placed on my head as he blessed me.

Following the prayers, the congregation broke into the
lively dancing and singing of the hakafot. My father danced
around the Torah with so much energy and enthusiasm that
an onlooker would have thought he was at his own wedding.
Although he was nearly eighty, his stamina was like that of
a young groom. He read and sang the first hakafa in a voice
so sweet and charming that all fell silent so they could hear
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the richness of his voice. As my brothers and I danced with
the Torah, I caught a glimpse of my father watching us with
a broad smile. His blue eyes glistened with a special light
that I can identify today as the glow of genuine satisfaction
and pride. Now, after a life filled with suffering, he could
finally reap the sweet fruits of his labor; my father’s three
romping boys were blossoming into mature young men. I
believe that that was the happiest moment in my father’s
life. I had never seen him with a more joyful expression,
and when I envision him today it is with that smile and
those eyes.

The merriment of the synagogue escorted us on our walk
back home. Sensing my excitement, my father asked me if
I had enjoyed the prayers and dancing at the synagogue. I
had so many feelings I wanted to share with him, but in
the fashion of a typical youngster, I just smiled bashfully
and nodded while staring down at my shoes. Together we
entered the house and were greeted with a scene of holiday
celebration. The table was set majestically with my mother’s
exquisite dishes and tableware. The mouthwatering aromas
wafting through the house hinted to the delectable feast we
would soon be treated to. After kiddush, my father offered
all our guests a drink of arak. Feeling grown-up enough, I
decided it was prime time that I have my first shot of arak.
Although I remember the overwhelmingly potent taste of
the liquor as I took a small sip, I don’t recall managing to
swallow it. The savory dishes that followed were definitely
more up my alley. We all feasted our fair share as my
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father sang holiday songs, read psalms, and regaled us with
traditional stories.

That Simbat Torah was spent in an atmosphere infused
with warmth and good spirits. We were a content, close-knit
family, appreciating each other’s company and anticipating
many more peaceful, joyful years together. As the day drew
to a close with the night slowly spreading its darkness over
us, I noticed a few drops of rain. Just that day we had begun
to recite Mashiv Haruach, the prayer during the Amidah
requesting rain, and this first rainfall since the spring was
a sure sign that G-d had answered our prayers. Those little
droplets were announcing that the bitterly cold, dark winter
was looming ahead. And indeed, the following day my
family was plunged into the most bitterly cold, dark winter
we had ever experienced. The following day my father went
to sleep and never woke up.

< C==9 -
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When a man passes away, he leaves behind a bereft
family and grieving friends. My father, Rabbi Hillel
Menashe Sutton, left behind much more than that.

As an active and devoted member of the community, he

contributed a lifetime of accomplishments in both spiritual

and physical areas. The ideals of Aleppo were reflected in every
aspect of my father’ life. He lived and breathed its nobility,
perseverance, and dedication, thus forging another eternal
link onto the unbreakable chain of the rich Jewish heritage of

Aleppo. Describing my father’s traits and accomplishments

without first delving into the history and qualities of Aleppo
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The Aleppo Citadel
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would be painting a superficial, dull picture. In order to
reveal the vibrant colors, shades, and depth of my father, in
order to appreciate and understand him in all his glory and
spirit, we must first delve into the rich history of his past: the
history of the ancient city of Aleppo.

=i
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The deep-rooted history of Aleppo is evident in the
origin of its biblical name, Aram Soba. In his old age,
Abraham’s father, Terah, had a son, Soba. Soba bore

three sons, and the eldest, Aram, had twelve sons and three
daughters. Aram and his brothers were blessed with abundant
wealth and large flocks, and they settled in a fertile valley
offering them a suitable amount of pasture. This settlement,
called Aram, was the predecessor of present-day Aram Soba,
or Aleppo.

To the Syrian community, Aleppo is known as Haleb,
another possible indicator of Aleppo’s early spiritual
significance. R’ Petachia of Regensburg explained that
Abraham herded his sheep on the mountain of Aram Soba
and distributed milk to the poor at the foot of the mountain.
Haleb is the Arabic translation of milk, and Aleppo is the
Italian equivalent of the word.
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Outdoor bimah (tebah) in the summer courtyard

Aleppo’s significance continued through the era of the
kings and prophets. When Yoav ben Tzruya, the general of
King David’s army, captured Aram Soba, he built a tower and
fortress there that form the foundation of the city’s ancient
fortifications. Amazingly, remnants of these structures are
still visible today.
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The Ark in the “Cave of Elijah,” where the Aleppo Codex was kept.
King David rewarded Yoav with the city of Aram Soba
in return for his victory and loyalty. According to tradition,
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The “Cave of Elijah”

Yoav then organized and oversaw the construction of a
grand synagogue, later called the Great Synagogue of Aram
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Soba. As the majestic structure neared completion, Yoav
emotionally cried out, “Is it possible that Hashem will leave
the great Temple which Shlomo is destined to build, and
dwell in this house which I am building?” A heavenly voice
answered him, “Yoav, Yoav, two temples are destined to be
destroyed, but your house will stand.” Indeed, this promise
was fulfilled. The Great Synagogue survived the long years of
exile and was reconstructed in 1405 after being destroyed by
the Mongols. Seven Hechalot (sacred cabinets for the Torah
scrolls) were constructed then to house the silver Torah
scrolls. Although the synagogue was vandalized, desecrated,
and set aflame during the riots of December 1947, it still
exists today.

The community of Aleppo has always been inspired and
encouraged by the continuous survival of the synagogue. It
has given the Jews of Aleppo the push to keep flourishing
and accomplishing even through trying times. Perhaps
this is where my father drew his trait of perseverance, the
strength to pick up the scattered pieces of his life, as his
content and blissful existence was shattered time and time
again.
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I hroughout its long history, Aleppo represented one of

the foremost urban centers in Western Asia, largely

due to its strategic location on a vital commercial
crossroads. A sizeable portion of the trade between the
Mediterranean Basin and Asia passed through the city and
augmented its wealth. Therefore, most of the inhabitants
of Aleppo engaged in commerce and trade. In its heyday,
from the 15th to the 19th centuries, the size of Aleppo’s
population placed it among the major cities of the world; in
1517 it had 70,000 inhabitants. (In comparison, London’s
population numbered 80,000 in 1545.) At the end of the
18th century, with 80,000 to 100,000 inhabitants, Aleppo’s
population was equivalent to that of the major cities of the
time, such as Marseilles and Hamburg.

The economic and spiritual opportunities offered by
Aleppo drew many foreign Jews to travel and settle in
Aleppo. At the beginning of the 16th century, exiles from
Spain, including outstanding rabbis and scholars, as well
as prominent businessmen and community leaders, started
to arrive in Aleppo. The exiles were labeled as Sepharadim,
due to the Hebrew word for Spain, Sepharad. Instead of
migrating to Syria in one mass group, they came gradually.
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Generally, they first passed through several places, such as
Italy and Turkey, sometimes living in these countries for a
number of years before traveling to Syria and settling there.

In contrast to the Sepharadim, the native-born Jews of
Aleppo were referred to as the Mustaravim. This Hebrew
name is defined as “Arabs from Moses (or Musa).” The
Moustaravim generally spoke Arabic and read Hebrew with
an Arabic accent, while the Spanish Jews spoke Ladino, a
mixture of Hebrew and Spanish. At first the Spanish Jews
established their own community, separate from the native
Syrians. Several centuries later, the two groups converged
into one united community.

At the end of the 17th century, additional Jews, mainly
from France and Italy, began to settle in Aleppo. These
newcomers were called Francos, and unlike the previous
Sepharadim, they did not establish a separate community.
They held onto their European citizenship, and thus had
the privilege of being protected by the European powers.
The Picciotto family served as consular representatives of a
number of European countries, giving them prestige in the
Jewish community and beyond. Other notable Franco family
names are Altaras, Ancona, Belilos, Lofez, and Silvera.

The immigrating Jews contributed to the burgeoning
Jewish community in Haleb, and at its peak, the Jewish
population reached about 10,000. The Great Synagogue, the
most ancient synagogue in the city, had to be extended to
accommodate the growing community and the newcomers.
In addition, other synagogues were built, and in the latter
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part of the 19th century there were eighteen synagogues in
Aleppo.

Toward the end of the 19th century, the economic
conditions worsened, resulting in the beginning of
emigration. The Jewish population of Aleppo slowly
declined and deteriorated, but the flame of Aleppo did not
die out. The scholars and rabbis of Aleppo who immigrated
to Jerusalem exerted considerable influence on the spiritual
life there. Additionally, Jewish communities of Aleppo
developed in many cities all over the world, including Cairo,
Manchester, New York, Buenos Aires, Mexico City, and Sao
Paulo. These communities continue to grow and flourish in
the tradition of Aleppo.

e
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The continuity and comparative stability of Jewish life
in Aleppo were manifested in the cultural and religious
spheres. Aleppo’s rich religious, cultural, and social

life led to the city’s fame and prestige. It is speculated that

Aleppo had the greatest concentration of rabbis, scholars,

and learned individuals among the Jewish cities of the

world.
By the 11th century, Aleppo had become a center of
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Sifrei Eretz, Books of Aleppo’s Rabbis, by Yaron Harel
religious learning to be reckoned with. Scholars visited
and settled in the city, and its rabbis communicated with
the leading rabbis of other Torah centers in the region.
Maimonides, author of the influential Guide to the Perplexed,
was inspired by the famous sages of Aleppo. In a letter
written to scholars in France, he bemoaned the widespread
decline of Torah study in the lands of the East, stating that
the only city with remnants of devoted and learned Torah
scholars was Aram Soba.

With the invention of the printing press in the 15th
century, hundreds of books, dealing with all aspects of
religion, were published and preserved for eternity by the



28 +« ABRAHAM SUTTON

95D

ormans S5

15737 Bop £ mn Ton w3 6 £ O bwp ps plvy
ohivion Wwardd 930 601 PHE PEIRM DEpT M 3 g pap
> ap Hiowmd 290 P 15P0> DT DIBES IMPYD Ty
{"36 woow b st JIND DNIINs00> Seowd.p o 5w
353 135 Piopn OWE WIGWP B HE OB b 19 hna o
p3b 3p> b BF HPNILE Hp 13> 5333 PB PuEY Pk 1
=6 Sop 590 907 D3 1 w3 op YD WM .33 pmman
83 frswd piow 30t Jun Lk Im m opps S
wah 1B woop IS 398 ph PP Pl IR 9w P wn
" qu's- wE W3 PIp B opd APER 1P b Wb Do

H R )

o WINY =

pas B DA Y o e
' Yio W BMID 0N 7

Books authored by the Aleppo scholars of the Menashe Sutton family
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scholars of Aleppo. Printing a book involved tremendous
costs and treacherous, lengthy journeys to the printing houses
of Livorno (Italy), Salonica (Greece), and Constantinople
(Turkey). Finally, in 1865, R’ Abraham Sasson and his
sons opened the first Jewish printing press in Aleppo, thus
decreasing the challenges of publishing books. Aleppo now
became a center for printing Hebrew books. Yaron Harel
(981 1) published several books about the Jews in Syria,
among them a book titled y”IR v1av, Books of Aram Soba
(Aleppo). It lists the influential books authored by the
scholars of Aleppo, catalogued according to their authors
and subjects. Reading the book, one is compelled to be
impressed by the spiritual productivity and supremacy of
Aleppo and its rabbis.

Among the many contributions of the rabbis and scholars
of Aleppo was their learning of the Kabbalah, the secrets of
the Torah revealed at Matan Torah. These secrets were passed
down from generation to generation to select individuals
until Rabbi Shimon Bar Yochai wrote them down in his
holy book, the Zohar. Only one on the most exalted level
of spirituality and holiness can fully grasp this complex,
mystical work. The mysteries of the Zohar remained obscure
until they were unveiled by the Arizal during the 13th
century, and from then on the study of Kabbalah spread.
Aleppo became a center of this unique, in-depth style of
learning. Many of its rabbis, such as Rabbi Nissim Harari-
Raful and Rabbi Eliyahu Mishan were experts in Kabbalah
and spent their days delving into the holy Zohar. In the 19th
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century, numerous outstanding scholars of the Kabbalah
emigrated from Aleppo to Jerusalem and joined the yeshiva
Bet El where they immersed themselves in lofty studies.
Rechovot Hanahar, another kabbalist yeshiva, was founded
in Jerusalem by Rabbi Chaim Shaul Dweck of Aleppo.

The strict emphasis on spirituality made religious
education for the young children a top priority. From the
age of two to three, children began attending Zalmud Torah,
known as K7ab in Arabic, where they learned the Torah,
prayers, and other religious studies. However, in 1869, with
the opening of the Alliance Schools that taught foreign
languages, science, and general studies, the Zalmud Torah
expanded its curriculum to include Arabic and French. This
modification was instituted in order to prevent students
from transferring to the Alliance schools.

Aleppo’s rabbis transmitted legacies that have been carried
on for generations and have mushroomed to Israel, America,
and the rest of the world. Many illustrious Syrian yeshivot
were established in Jerusalem, such as Yeshivat Porat Yosef in
the Old City. Through the numerous holy books of Aleppo
and its various communities, institutions, and yeshivor all

across the globe, the spiritual history of Aleppo endures.

el
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The Aleppo Codex
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A source of pride to the Aleppo community was the
Keter Aram Soba (the Aleppo Codex of the Bible),

their most prized spiritual treasure, kept in one
of the hechalot of the Great Synagogue. The Aleppo Codex
(crown or keter in Hebrew) is the earliest existing manuscript



THE ARISTOCRAT = 35

comprising the full text of the Bible. In all probability it
is also the most authoritative, accurate, and sacred source
document, both for its biblical text and for its vocalization,
cantillation, and mesorah (a system of comments cross-
referencing the spelling and the occurrence of particular
words). The Codex was copied by the scribe Shlomo Ben-
Buya'a in Palestine during the early 10th century. The text
was then verified, vocalized, and provided with the mesorah
by R’ Aaron Ben-Asher, the last and most prominent
member of the Ben-Asher dynasty. This was the manuscript
consulted by Maimonides when he set down the exact rules
and halachot for writing Torah scrolls.

At the end of the 11th century, the Codex was looted
from Palestine and transferred to Egypt. It was then entrusted
to the Aleppo community at the end of the 14th century,
perhaps by the great-great-great grandson of Maimonides.
The Keter was stored in a vault in the Great Synagogue,
and for over six hundred years the rabbis and elders of the
community guarded the Kerer jealously, refusing access
to almost everyone. As an extra protection in later years,
the cabinet was locked with two keys, which were never
possessed by the same person. Thus, it could only be opened
in the presence of the two key holders.

In December 1947, following the United Nations
resolution to establish a Jewish state in Palestine, riots
broke out against the Jews and Jewish property in Aleppo.
The community’s ancient Great Synagogue was put to the
torch, causing damage to the Codex, which was kept in the
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synagogue’s “Cave of Elijah.” Members of the community
managed to rescue most of the Codex, and they concealed
the salvaged section in several hiding places for about ten
years. In 1957, two elders of the community, Hacham Moshe
Tawil and Hacham Shlomo Zafrani, entrusted the surviving
portions of the Codex to Mordechai Faham. He smuggled
it out of Syria and into Turkey. In 1958, the Aleppo Codex
was transferred to Jerusalem and handed over to President
Ben-Zvi for safeguarding. The Keter was initially kept at the
Ben-Zvi Institute in Jerusalem and later moved to the Israel
Museum, where it is overseen by a board of eight trustees.
Sadly, of the original 487 leaves of the Codex, only 259
remain today.

Being selected as the keepers of the hallowed manuscript
stirs up self-satisfaction and esteem in the hearts of Aleppo
community members. To this very day, all descendants of
Aleppo feel a special emotional attachment and spiritual
connection to the Codex.

vk._..x....)i
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I he Jews of Aleppo continued to thrive throughout the
19th century. Many had their own businesses, while
others provided various necessary services. The textile
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business was the most popular of occupations, as it was quite
lucrative and enabled its owners to maintain a fairly affluent
lifestyle. Fabrics were imported to Aleppo from industrial
cities, such as Manchester, for local use and for export to
the Middle East. In addition to its financial comfort, the
community enjoyed nearly total autonomy and oversaw its
own tax collection.

However, the community members didn’t simply lavish
their wealth on themselves and their families. As is still
characteristic of our community today, they established
many educational and philanthropic institutions to uphold
and nourish those who were less fortunate. These institutions
were mostly supported by the generous contributions of the
wealthy families. In addition, there was a community tax
placed on the residents based on their individual needs, to
cover the salaries of the judges, clerks, and slaughterers, and
to fund education and medical care for the orphans and the
poor. The taxes were also used to purchase flour, matzot, and
clothes for those who couldn’t afford it. The following lists
some examples of the numerous charitable organizations:

Guardians of the Sick . . . . . . oon M2
Help for the Needy . . . . . . ToN MM
Housing Guaestst 0 . . .00 D AMR NPION
Burial Sectety . . . v oin ois RYYTP R12N
Clothes for the Poor . . . . . oo wavn
Halp for.the Poat.,. . i 4/s «ida MaR% nyn

Charigpand Carer.! e bavang RO NPTN
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In 1898 the Sedaka Umarpe (Charity for the Cure)
extended its care for the sick by establishing a hospital. It
expanded from having eighteen beds in 1903, to featuring a
surgery room, three doctors, four nurses, five workers, and a
pharmacy in 1923. This is a shining example of the tireless
efforts of the community to service others. As they recognized
a need for greater assistance, they increased the capabilities
of the existing organizations and created new ones. There
were warm feelings of fellowship and familial camaraderie
reigning in the community, which in turn created an acute
sense of responsibility for the welfare of every community
member. One individual’s troubles and struggles were
the troubles and struggles of the entire community. The
leaders worried about every member, ensuring that each
was physically and emotionally comfortable. This legacy of
charity and kindness still lives on in the present-day Aleppo
communities all over the world.

The closeness within the Aleppo community isnt the
only attribute that makes it so unique. There is something
very exclusive and magical about the culture of Halebian
Jews, especially felt when listening to the singing of
pizmonim and bakashot, the hymns of Aleppo. This gift of
song and music is traced back for generations. R’ Yehuda
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Al-Harizi, the Spanish Hebrew poet of the 13th century,
wrote that a certain Syrian hazzan (cantor) conquered “the
hearts of the holy people with his delightful song.” Many
inspiring and uplifting songs and melodies were composed
by the prominent rabbis of Aleppo, spanning the spectrum
from songs of Shabbat and the holidays to songs of the
weekday and from songs of a birth or Brit Milah to songs
of a Bar Mitzvah or wedding. Every yearly occasion and
milestone comes alive with its designated songs and tunes.
How privileged is the community of Aleppo to have been
bequeathed such a musical legacy!

One of the most soul-stirring minhagim (customs) of the
community was the recital of the bakashot in synagogues
on Friday nights after midnight and before sunrise. This
custom is still sustained by several synagogues in Israel, but
it’s nearly nonexistent today in America. Fathers and sons,
old and young, used to gather together in the synagogue
during the dark, wee hours of the morning to sing the
bakashot. Although they sacrificed a restful and long Friday-
night sleep, they were surely spiritually invigorated by this
uplifting experience. Such was the spiritual dedication and

rich beauty of the Aleppo culture.
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A man’s character and qualities are molded by

his lifetime of ambition, conscientiousness,
and dedication to improving himself and his
surroundings. Yet, there is another factor that plays an
essential role: his family and upbringing. My father’s sterling
traits and devotion to both spirituality and the community
were inherited from his illustrious family, the Menashe

Suttons.
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By tradition, the family name Sutton (PnD) is a
combination of two Arabic words: siteh and hon. Siteh can
be translated as the number six, and Aoz can be translated
as “here.” Some claim that this name was established when
the census takers were making their rounds to all the tents
in Aleppo and were told by the family members of a specific
tent, “Siteh hon!” or “Six here!” Another explanation for the
name’s origin is that sizeh can also mean “grandmother” in
Arabic, thus the name Suzton is translated as “grandmother
is here.” A story is told of a prominent Aleppo community
member who became deathly ill, and just as everyone was
giving up hope for him, he miraculously recovered. He
attributed his amazing survival to a dream that he had
had while he was on the brink of death. His deceased
grandmother had appeared to him and promised that
he would live through his illness. To commemorate this
miracle, he requested that everyone call him Sutton, which
means “my grandmother is here.”

Extensive research shows that the Sutton family has
deep roots in Aleppo, dating back to the early settlers,
the Mustaravim. Some make a contradictory claim that
the Sutton family originated from Spain and settled in
Syria following the Spanish expulsion. They base their
opinion on the book Eretz Chaim (@»n yIN), in which
Rabbi Chaim Sutton mentions Rabbi Yosef Menashe who
arrived in Aleppo from the Spanish expulsion. This opinion
can be refuted by the records found in the ancient Great
Synagogue, which list the name Habib Sutton as one of the
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thirty-five members of the Chevra Kadisha (burial society)
of the Mustaravim. Additionally, Rabbi Shmuel Laniado
delivered a eulogy for Rabbi David Sutton, and referred to
him as the head of the Hevra Kadisha of the Mustaravim.

Over the generations, the name Suzton was often
combined with another name to form a double last name,
such as Sutton-Dabah. In our case, it is assumed that a
member of the Sutton family married a woman of the
Spanish Menashe family, and thus the family acquired the
Menashe Sutton name.

The Menashe Sutton family lineage is comprised of a
long line of distinguished rabbis and community leaders.
Rabbi Yosef Menashe Sutton is one of the first recorded
members of the family. In 1525 he signed a responsum of
the Mabharalbach (Rabbi Levi Ben Habib) together with
the other great rabbis of Aleppo. He had many illustrious
scholarly descendants, including Rabbi Matloub Sutton,
who lived a life immersed in his studies and passed away in
1834. Rabbi Matloub’s son was the renowned and respected
Rabbi Menashe Sutton. He was proficient in all areas of
Torah study, such as the workings of the Jewish calendar and
Hebrew grammar. He wrote many important works, such
as Kenisiyah Leshem Shamayim, Pirchei Shoshanim, Klalei
Dikdukei Hakriah, and Mateh Menashe. He immigrated to
Israel and was invited to serve as the Chief Rabbi of the
Safed community.

Rabbi Matloub Sutton’s grandson, Rabbi Matloub
Menashe Sutton, followed in his grandfather’s footsteps and
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The marriage record of Meir Menashe Sutton and Sinbol,
the daughter of Hillel Sasoon

was an eminent scholar of Aleppo. Sadly, he passed away at
an early age in 1929, while his father was still living. Rabbi
Matloub Menashe Sutton had a brother, Yosef Menashe
Sutton, who is mentioned in the book Ze Ktav Yadi (ana m
»1) published in 2*%9n (1872) by Rabbi Yeshaya Dayan.
The author devotes a special thanks to Yosef for his noble
generosity, and mentions Yosef’s children, Yeshua, Meir,
and Yaakov.

The ancient marriage records state that on the ninth

of Adar II 2“2 (1862), Meir, the son of Yosef Menashe
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Document signed by Rabbi Yosef Menashe Sutton

Sutton, was wed to Sinbol, daughter of Hillel Sasoon, in
the presence of the witnesses Moshe Cohen and Yitzchak
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Harari. Meir Menashe Sutton was my grandfather, and his
son Hillel was my beloved father. My distinguished family
roots fill me with great pride. After analyzing my father’s life,
I can truly attest that he emulated the piety and dedication
of his special family with every move he made.

< C==9
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On the twelfth of Iyar 9*n (1870) in Aleppo, Syria,
Meir Menashe and Sinbol Sasoon became the proud
parents of a robust baby boy. Eight days later, amidst

a Brit celebration and well-wishes of the Aleppo community,

the baby was named Hillel, in honor of Sinbol’s father. Over

the years, he was joined by four brothers and three sisters:

Abraham, Selim, Joseph, Jack, Farida, Nizha, and Sara.

As Hillel entered adulthood, he had many roles to fill.
He was the oldest of eight children and was expected to serve
as model and guide for them. Living up to the prestigious
Menashe Sutton family name demanded diligent Torah
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Brit Milah document of Hillel Meir Menashe Sutton
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study to develop Hillel’s knowledge and spirituality. He was
also required to master the ins and outs of the family textile
business. Fabrics were imported from Manchester to Haleb,
and then exported to Iraq, South Turkey, and Armenia,
obligating Hillel to embark on frequent business trips to
Turkey and Jerusalem. Not only did he triumphantly juggle

all his obligations, he met every one of them to perfection.
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He stood out in his Torah studies, eventually becoming an
esteemed rabbi. His keen business acumen and industrious
vigor were invaluable assets to the family business. His
sterling reputation was widespread amongst the community,
and his family and friends held him in high regard.

Hillel was my father. Hearing the Hebrew quotation,
“poma mawn Pwy MrR” (“Who is rich? He who is happy
with his portion”), triggers his image in my mind. He
epitomized this mishnah with his perpetual sunny smile and
genuine optimism. The inner joy in his heart, permanently
radiating from his face and sparkling in his eyes, should
have earned him a place in the Forbes 500 — when it came
to happiness, he was a millionaire. In the modern world
of luxury and plenty, gleeful smiles and jolly spirits are
ubiquitous. This happiness, though, is ephemeral; happiness
built on a foundation of physical pleasure gives way and
topples with the slightest wind. My father’s joy was of a
different make, elevated on a pedestal way above the rest,
for it was rooted in inner contentment and gratitude to
G-d. Despite his stressful life brimming with tragedies and
challenges, he was never bitter or resentful. He scaled every
mountain obstructing his path with the identical beaming
smile.

My fathers early life progressed smoothly and
uneventfully. He married Nizha Attia, and together they had
four daughters: Jemille, Mazal, Emily, and Rachel. He was
content with his lot. He had a loving wife and a wonderful
family. Suddenly, without warning he encountered the
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first mountain in his life: his dear wife Nizha, so young
and vibrant, passed away in 1916. Her youngest daughter,
Rachel, was only three years old. The tragedy was devastating,
but my father never lost faith. His love and devotion to his
daughters gave him a reason to remain clear-headed and
stable. In order to distract himself from the searing pain and
loneliness in his heart, he immersed himself in attending
to his family, assisting the community, and working in the
family business. From where did he derive that strength?
From where did he draw the resolve to persevere when the
life he had been building so meticulously had just crashed
down? He was a man of faith. G-d was his pillar, and he had
the firm belief that nothing in the world transpired without
G-d’s consent.

Even in her later years, my father’s mother, Sinbol, was a
perceptive and dynamic woman. Sensing that young Rachel
craved motherly love and care, she offered to provide a warm
home for her. My grandmother treated Rachel just like a
daughter, always making sure that she was comfortable and
secure. A few years later, Jemille, Nizha’s oldest daughter, took
my grandmother’s place and raised Rachel until she reached
adulthood. In 1935, Rachel sailed to America, hoping to
build a family and carry on her parents’ tradition. Sinbol
saw to it that each of her granddaughters was escorted under
the wedding canopy. Jemille married my fathers brother,
Abraham Sutton; Mazal married Rafael (Raful) Sutton; and
Emily married Yitzchak Tabush. After their marriages, they

all moved to Palestine.
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While Rachel was being cared for, and the rest of
his daughters were blossoming into young women and
establishing lives of their own, my father missed his wife
terribly. He was still young, with a whole life ahead of him,
and he needed a partner to share it with. He married a
young and blooming woman named Shafika (npaw). As
was customary at the time, the couple shared a large house,
called a hosh in Arabic, with my father’s extended family. A
number of spacious rooms were designated to each family,
while there was also an area of the house that was used by
everyone. Thus, each family was able to live in comfort
and privacy, while still maintaining a close bond with their
relatives.

Shortly after their marriage, a baby girl named Soffie was
born to my father and his new wife. Although my father
was pleased at the birth of another child, he was still hoping
for a son to carry the illustrious Menashe Sutton family
name. When Shafika was expecting her second child, my
father counted down the days in anticipation. Perhaps this
birth would herald the long-awaited son. Shafika’s labor was
complicated and painful. The doctors and family members
did everything in their power to save her life, and when
medical interventions had reached their limits they did
not despair; they prayed and beseeched G-d to perform a
miracle. While trying to bring a new life into the world,
Shafika returned her life to her Creator. Tragically, even the
tiny ray of light was extinguished: the twin boys she gave
birth to did not survive.
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Shafika’s daughter Soffie was still a young child.
Once again, Grandma Sinbol stepped in and relieved her
brokenhearted son by tending to Soffie. Jemille continued
raising Soffie until Soffie’s marriage to Tofik Djmal.

< C==9
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I osing a young wife is enough to throw a person into

emotional turmoil and depression. Losing a wife a
second time can shatter the resolve of even the toughest
stoic. And losing two wives and twin sons? Only an angel
can withstand such pain. I can’t fathom how my father did
it. I can’t fathom how he managed to drag himself out of bed
every morning to keep plodding through life. Not only did
he continue living, he continued living happily, grateful for
what G-d had given him.
When a flax-spinner refines his flax, he beats only the
toughest stalks, for the flimsy ones would crack from the
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force. When a pottery-artisan shows off the quality and
durability of his wares to potential customers, he hits only
the sturdiest vessels. The delicate ones would shatter from
just one blow. When a farmer plows his field, he chooses
only the hardiest oxen for the intense labor, for the frail
ones would collapse. So too, G-d tests only a select few.
He overlooks the weaker people who will snap under the
slightest pressure. He only tests his pious and righteous
servants; those whom he knows with certainty will have the
stamina to pass with flying colors (n27 w1). In countless
instances throughout my father’s life, he proved to be among
those pious and righteous servants of G-d. He accepted
every trial with faith and love, never asking questions. I am
positive that he was tested innumerable times only because
he was so special.

Despite his iron faith, my father was lonesome. His
longtime friend and protégé, Rabbi Ezra Shayo (Abadi),
sensed this and resolved to act. Rabbi Shayo had a cousin
Bahia who had reached marriageable age, and he was very
impressed by her sweet demeanor and maturity. She had
lost her father, Aboud Shayo, at a young age. Her three
siblings and her mother Sara were neglected, bereft of their
supporter and breadwinner. Life for the young widow
Sara was unmanageably stressful. She had to fill the shoes
of her late husband, while still remaining the cheerful and
loving mother she had always been. Sara loved her children,
and wanted to lavish them with only the finest. Her pride
and dignity didn’t allow her to turn to others for financial
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Sara Shayo

support. She struggled desperately to make ends meet, but
her meager earnings just weren’t sufficient to provide for
her children’s basic needs. With no brighter prospects on
the horizon, she was forced to seek jobs for her children
in order to supplement her income. Bahia and her siblings
sewed clothing for people. Although they were very young
to be working, they werent resentful. They knew that their
mother loved them, and they pitched in faithfully.

Bahia was my beloved mother. Visualizing her childhood
overwhelms me with a sense of awe and respect. Today,
girls her age pass their days in carefree freedom, attending
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school, vacationing, shopping, and socializing with their
friends. My mother had none of that. She was never
treated to fashionable clothes or updated toys, but she
was still a princess. She worked tirelessly, with a sense of
responsibility and devotion far beyond her years. And
her efforts definitely paid off. Observing Bahia’s kindness
and dedication amidst the air of nobility that surrounded
her, Rabbi Shayo was sure that she would be the perfect
match for my father. He suggested that Hillel and Bahia
meet. There was a big age gap between them: Hillel was
fifty-four and Bahia was only sixteen. But when a match
is made in heaven, numbers fade away and age differences
don’t matter.

My father was still awaiting the birth of a son to carry
his family’s name. Young Bahia could help realize his dream,
while filling the void in his heart. In return, he could
bestow on the orphan the warmth, stability, and emotional
and financial support that she hungered for. She would be
awarded with the social status of the wife of an esteemed
and beloved member of the community. The happy couple
married in 1924, and despite their large age difference they
had a beautiful marriage of harmony and bliss.

Married life did have its trials, though. My mother
was always my father’s top priority and held a special place
in his heart, but at the age of fifty-four he led a busy life
crowded with obligations. Even as newlyweds, my parents
had to compromise. With a pressing business deal that
would wait for no one, their honeymoon wound up being
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spent on a ship to Marcin, Turkey, where one of my father’s
offices was located. My father’s involvement in the family
business demanded frequent trips outside Aleppo, and my
young, newlywed mother was often left forlorn to cope on
her own. She never complained, though. She supported her
husband’s business ventures and was proud of his devoted
involvement in both religious and social areas. While my
father maintained his hectic lifestyle, my mother gradually
grew accustomed to her new life.

The birth of my mothers first-born daughter, Sara
(named after my grandmother, Sara Shayo), suffused her
with amazement and delight. She marveled at the baby’s tiny
and perfectly molded features. She was certain that Sara was
the most beautiful baby ever born, but some did not partake
in her joy. Many of the Menashe Sutton family members
were disappointed at the arrival of a girl. Some even refused
to talk to her! To an unsure first-time mother, this family
reaction was crushing.

Bahia’s status in the family wasnt demoted forever,
though. A few years after Sara’s birth, the long-awaited son
entered the family. As the tiny newborn baby was carried
into the shul for his Brit, my father choked up with emotion.
His whole life swam before his eyes. After losing two wives
and twin sons, he had almost surrendered all hopes of ever
having a son. But even when it seemed as if his dream had
flown beyond his reach, he continued pursuing it. So many
prayers, so many tears, but at last he was answered. The
baby’s wails shook my father out of his reverie. The Rabbi’s
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loud voice clearly announced, “j2 8RR YRTW7 MY RIPN
99n.” My father was nearly sixty, and he was finally standing
at the Brit of his son; the son who would carry on his father’s
name.

After Meir’s birth, my parents relocated to Jemilya, a new
neighborhood in Aleppo, to accommodate their growing
family. Private houses, mostly built of stone and marble,
lined the main street, “Sect Il Jededa” (“The New Road”).
My parents were surrounded by many other Jewish families
and relatives. Their neighbors were the Marcos family, whose
daughter Marcel married my Uncle Albert Shayo, and the
Kattans, whose son Yaakov married my cousin Bahira. My
mother appreciated the spacious and charming house and
the company of her relatives and friends. My father felt
settled and satisfied, watching his young family and baby son
thrive and develop. Soon, another sweet, cherubic daughter
was born to them; she was named Chava. Too preoccupied
with their lively family, my parents didn’t detect the winds
of change that were gently blowing across the community

of Aleppo.
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As Aleppo’s economic prosperity began declining,
all eyes turned toward the West. The Western

world, specifically the United States, was advancing
technologically and provided endless financial possibilities.
The once lengthy and treacherous trip across the Atlantic
Ocean was becoming increasingly accessible through
improved transportation. America now lay within reach. The
young, single members of the Aleppo community foresaw
the prosperous futures that awaited them in America. Unlike
the older men, they had no families or responsibilities,
making immigration to the United States fairly effortless.
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Thus arose the new trend of sailing to America, the land of
golden opportunity.

My father was aware of the tremendous prospects in
America, but he knew that immigrating with his entire family
at this point would be impractical. Instead, he arranged for
his two youngest single brothers, Joe and Jack, to travel
to America. He ensured that they were provided with the
necessary funds and government permission in order to
leave Syria. All other travel needs were taken care of at my
father’s expense. Upon setting foot on American shores,
Joe and Jack didn’t dismiss my father’s benevolence toward
them. In the future, they went out of their way numerous
times to repay this favor.

Although my family relished the security of a settled
lifestyle, it was slowly dawning on my parents that the
time had come for a change. My father had never visited
America, and he felt too old to venture out to a foreign
country. Besides, the distance across the Atlantic was too
vast to travel with such a young family. My father’s brother
Abraham had moved to Jerusalem together with my sister
Jemilla, and they were followed shortly by my sisters Mazal
and Emily. My father yearned to see his children once again.
His heart was pulled toward Jerusalem. My mother too, had
relatives in Palestine, which would make the adjustment
much smoother for her. My parents were reluctant, though,
to relocate their family to a new, unknown country. They had
lived in Aleppo all their lives, and couldn’t bear to abandon

their familiar surroundings and community. My father had a
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thriving business and many connections in Aleppo, and who
knew which hurdles would confront them in Palestine?

In early 1934 my parents made their final decision: the
time had come to proceed to Jerusalem. My father finalized
all his unfinished business dealings, while my mother packed
only the bare necessities for the journey. It was heartbreaking
to part with their fine home and possessions. It was even
more heartbreaking to take leave of their relatives, friends,
and the close-knit community of Aleppo. The departure
was emotional and tearful. As my parents watched Aleppo
shrink to a tiny speck in the distance, they hoped that the
future would prove that they had chosen correctly.

My family’s trip to Jerusalem in 1934 wasn’t like traveling
to Jerusalem today. While reclining in cushioned airplane
seats, we grumble that the ten-hour plane ride is endless
and uncomfortable. What would we say to a day-and-a-half
journey spent bouncing up and down, riding camels? My
entire family, including the children and my mother, who
was pregnant with my brother Buddy, rode on camels. The
caravans of camels were led by Arabs, who had no patience
for cranky children or exhausted women. Anyone who didn’t
comply exactly with their orders was at the mercy of their
wrath. There were no overhead compartments to stow away
the luggage. All the travelers' belongings were tied to the
camels, making the ride even more cramped and miserable.
The roads were hazardous and risky, and the riders’ lives were
constantly at stake. Once the caravan reached the borders,
they had to spend the night at an Arab’s house, and could
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only cross the border into Palestine at dawn. There they were
welcomed by nearby kibbutz members, who tried their best
to make the newcomers feel at home.

My parents were relieved that they had reached Palestine
with their whole family intact. Luckily no one had been
injured or harmed, but their challenges were far from over.
The British who were ruling Palestine at the time were
extremely strict and cruel to Jewish immigrants. After a
short while, my family’s visa status expired and they werent
allowed to reside in the country any longer. Fortunately,
they were granted a year’s grace period due to the birth of
my brother Buddy (Ovadia). My father hardly had time
to celebrate the birth of a second son before my mother,
with all the children, had to return to Aleppo to await an
opening for permanent visas. My father, who was permitted
to remain in Jerusalem, was invited to be a permanent guest
at the home of Rabbi Ades.

Although the journey to Palestine had been treacherous
and wearisome, the troubles had been mitigated by the
consciousness that every step was leading my family closer
to their new home. The return journey to Aleppo was more
strenuous, though. My family was disappointed at the turn
of events and didn’t have the will to repeat the risky journey.
My mother had to travel alone with her young family and
newborn baby, and had no idea when she would be reunited
with her husband. Dismayingly, the dream of settling in
Jerusalem had been put on hold for a unspecified amount
of time.



— B I PN

THE ARISTOCRAT = 65

Upon arriving back in Aleppo, my mother was greeted by
her sympathetic family and friends. They were overjoyed to
see her again, but they shared in her chagrin and frustration.
Although my father had presumed that my family would
be able to receive visas in a short time, he was wrong. For
months, while my father hoped and prayed, my mother
made daily trips to the consulate to obtain the visas. She
waited and begged, and waited and begged some more. Any
other woman would have collapsed under such pressure,
loneliness, and responsibility, but my mother had always
been a tough woman. She just wouldn’t surrender, and
finally the visas were issued.

The third trip by camelback was not any easier than
the first two, but my family didn’t dwell on the hardships
involved. They were all eagerly anticipating the reunion with
their father. The separation had felt endless; baby Buddy had
grown so much since my father had seen him last, and Mike
had almost forgotten what my father looked like. As soon as
the children saw my father, they laughingly ran and jumped
into his outstretched arms. They had their Daddy back!
Father, mother, and children were once again united, ready
to embark on their future in the new land.
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E verything about Palestine was strange and alien to
my mother and siblings, from the foreign culture and

language to the neighborhoods and residents. My
mother yearned for a familiar reminder of home in order to
ease her intense longing for her beloved Aleppo. She craved
the support and understanding that only close family could
give. Although my parents’ real destination was Jerusalem,
my father agreed to temporarily join my mother’s sister
and brother in Tel Aviv, until she was prepared to settle in
Jerusalem. My parents chose a cozy house that was situated
on HaYarkon Street, south of Allenby Street, with a stunning
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picturesque view of the Mediterranean Sea. My mother was
able to recover from the emotional and physical strains of
the numerous journeys while enjoying the company of her
siblings.

On September 21, 1938, I joined my family. My parents
were overjoyed to be blessed with another son. My Brit Mila
and the Brit Mila of my first cousin Barry (Ovadia) Sitt
were celebrated together in one joyous ceremony, planting
the seeds of our childhood friendship. Barry and I, along
with my cousin Ovadia Shayo, who was four months older
than us, shared our youthful days together as cousins and
best buddies. Childhood bonds stand the test of time, and
though we were separated as we grew up, we always had
warm feelings for each other.

My father named me Abraham, a name that he felt was
significant to his present life situation. He and his family had
emulated the ways of our forefather Abraham, exchanging
their former home and family for a life in Eretz Yisrael. 1
wasn't the first son born in Palestine, but my arrival was the
first that could be celebrated with lightheartedness and peace
of mind. Now our entire family could settle permanently
and legally. The predictions of a rosy future in Jerusalem
infused my parents with excitement and happiness, and
my birth was the ribbon and wrapping around their joy. I
have no memory of the early years in Israel, but I always
feel fortunate that I was granted the privilege of being born
and bred in the Holy Land. I wear the epithet “sabra” with
genuine pride.
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In 1940, two years after my birth, my parents were ready
to move to Jerusalem and reunite with the rest of my father’s
children and family. Jerusalem was no strange place to my
father, for he had traveled there several times on business and
was acquainted with the rabbis and the community. Searching
for the neighborhood that would be most familiar to my
mother, he chose to live in the Halebi section of Jerusalem.
Its location in the heart of the city, on David Yellin Street
(19 M7 21M7) made it very convenient. The street featured
several synagogues and yeshivas. Therefore, many rabbis and
yeshiva leaders resided there, and until today its population
is mostly religious. We also had many relatives living there,
including my Uncle Abraham, my sister, and my mother’s
cousin Shlomo Toussia HaCohen. A couple of my father’s
colleagues from Aleppo had settled there before him, and he
also forged warm friendships with the neighboring Shrem,
Attia, Ades, and Raful-Harary families. The Halebi section
of Jerusalem was as close to home as we could get.

Jerusalem is a city of Torah learning and teaching, and
its rabbis and leaders serve as guides of Judaism to the
entire world. My father was one of those guides, taking
advantage of the endless spiritual opportunities offered
by the Holy City. As we settled into our new home, he
instantly regained the outstanding esteem he had earned
in Aleppo. His reputation of high intellect and scholarly
expertise in the Kabbalah and the Zohar spread throughout
the community, amassing him many followers. The study
of Kabbalah is considered dangerous for the average person,
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and my father’s proficiency in this area further attests to his
greatness.

People generally associate with peers who equal them
in caliber; my father had the opportunity of being in the
company of some of the most prominent rabbis in Jerusalem,
and today he is still remembered by the children of those
illustrious leaders.

My father’s devoutness was not limited to learning and
studying. It was rooted there and then it sprang forth to
encompass philanthropy and kindheartedness. He viewed
the physical needs of others as his spiritual needs. As soon
as his family was comfortable in its new home, he felt
responsible to reach out and lend a hand to the poor, sick,
and orphaned of the community. Orphaned children were
a charity that had always been especially close to my father’s
heart, perhaps because he had helplessly watched five of his
daughters orphaned of their mothers at a young age. He
joined in the leadership of the orphanage house, Ber Hinuch
Yitomim (@mr> N n2) in Jerusalem, ensuring that the
orphans were well-supervised and cared for. A considerable
amount of his time and energy was devoted to raising funds
for the orphanage house. This was an arduous task, as the
Jerusalem population was poverty-stricken. A list of the
funds raised for the orphanage house in the countless small
synagogues in Jerusalem during the years 1940-1943 shows
a total sum of about three thousand liras, today’s equivalent
of ten thousand dollars. The measurement of the individual
donations by mills (pennies) as opposed to /iras (dollars) is
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Synagogues’ collections for the Bet Hinuch Yitomim
(The Orphanage House)
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yet another indication of how penniless the community was
at the time. Despite their impoverished state they all gave
whatever they could, and, considering their dire financial
situation, their pledges were generous. Most notably, they
contributed from the depths of their hearts.

Aside from collecting funds for the orphans, my father
worked tirelessly to raise money for the destitute families
of Jerusalem. He was deeply involved in the community’s
distribution to the needy of food items, housewares, clothing,
health needs, and religious books and articles. In Aleppo,
my father had been the paragon of benevolence and charity.
With his move to Palestine, he transferred these traits to the
Halebi community of Jerusalem.

< C==9 -
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Our family was balanced out by my youngest sister
Ruth’s birth in 1940. We now numbered three boys

and three girls and were outgrowing our residence
on Yellin Street. Although our present neighborhood
featured the religious atmosphere and companionship of the
Halebi community, the cramped quarters were becoming
unbearable. My parents opted to move into a more spacious
home on Jaffa Road (32> 27), one of the longest and
oldest streets in Jerusalem. Originally paved in 1861 as part
of the highway to Jaffa, the road quickly became a focal
point for the 19th-century expansion out of Jerusalem’s
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Street sign of the famous Jaffa Road

Old City walls. Just as Broadway in New York runs from
northern uptown to southern downtown, Jaffa Road begins
at the Jaffa Gate in the Old City and runs from east to
west until the outskirts of the city. During the period of
the British Mandate, the street was further developed with
the establishment of many central institutions including
the city hall, the city’s central post office, and the Anglo-
Palestine Bank.

Our new home was situated on the west side of the
city, next to the Wallach Hospital (Moshe Wallach was the
first director of Shaare Zedek Hospital). The house had
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been built in the 1930s by Ibrahim Kattan, a Christian
Arab businessman and real-estate builder. It was called
Kattan House (J8m2 m2) to commemorate its builder,
and its address was simply Kattan House, Jaffa Road,
Jerusalem, with no house numbers needed. Its two stories
were constructed in the fine, attractive Mediterranean-
villa style, with large blocks of Jerusalem stone and
intricately designed balconies. Its beauty was enhanced by a
wide back garden blooming with colorful, exquisite flowers
and a field of bright greenery. The first level consisted of
restaurants, cafes, and shops, where the Arabs smoked
“nargilas” and played cards. We occupied the entire second
floor, which afforded my family the necessary comfort and
living space.

The new neighborhood was quite a transition from
Yellin Street, where we had lived previously. The striking
difference became obvious after only a short stroll down
the street. Whereas our former street was a constant hustle
and bustle of activity and noise, this neighborhood was
peaceful and quiet. On Yellin Street the religious families
and yeshiva boys were the sole occupants of the block. Now
we lived in a mixed neighborhood, populated by both Jews
and Arabs.

Our home on Jaffa Road signals the beginning of my
childhood memories. Up until that point, I have relied on
the stories and memories of others, but now I can supply a
first-person account of my family’s life. My oldest brother
Mike attended the Tahkimony (mmamn) School, which
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List of the establishments on Jaffa Road

was predominantly religious, while my brother Buddy and
I went to the Alliance Israelite Universelle (called “Kol/
Yisrael Chaverim” in Hebrew). My legs almost ache when
I relive the seemingly endless walk every morning from
our house, straight down Jaffa Road to number 97, our
school building. It was quite a distance for a youngster like
me, but I relished the stimulating and challenging studies
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Plan of the establishments on Jaffa Road
(Number 74 on the map is Bet Kattan, the Kattan House.)
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The Bet Kattan — The Kattan House.

that the school offered. My education consisted of Hebrew
and general studies, as well as foreign-language classes in
English and French.

On an ordinary day I would breathlessly enter my
home after school to the scene of my father sitting together
with three or four rabbis around the dining room table,
engrossed in their holy books. Even to my young mind,
it was obvious that they were delving into complex and
lofty subjects. Perceiving their greatness, I always made
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The Kattan House today is a landmark and is ready to be restored.
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The construction of Shaare Zedek Hospital in 1896
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A street named for Moshe Wallach
Corner of Jaffa Road and Bet Kattan

The new Shaare Zedek Medical Center in Jerusalem
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The new Shaare Zedek Medical Center in Jerusalem
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The remodeled Bet Hakeneset Bet Zekenim at 204 Jaffa Road
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The new dedication of the remodeled Bet Hakeneset Bet Zakan

sure to behave courteously. I often sat in a nearby room,
wary not to make a peep, hoping to catch some of their
words of wisdom. Although I couldn’t grasp what they
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were discussing so heatedly, I enjoyed listening to their
spirited debates. Rabbis learned in my home on a daily
basis, and to me it was simply part of the constant activity
around me. I have always remembered the names of these
frequent visitors: Shrem, Attia, Ades, and Raful-Harari.
Only later, when I was much older, did I discover that
they were prominent, learned rabbis with intense
admiration for my father and his vast intelligence. They were
esteemed scholars in their own right, but they constantly
came to our house to study with my father and glean
from his wisdom. Although I didn’t recognize the extent of
their greatness at that time, I was nonetheless impressed
that these rabbis were seeking my father’s company.
My father became my idol, and I promised myself that
when I grew up, I'd study diligently and devote myself
to attending to the poor, sick, and homeless, just like my
father did.

My father supported the old-age home in the area,
and became an active leader and a senior member of
its synagogue, Bet Hakeneset Bet Zekenim (nvidn mna
onpT m3). My brothers and I accompanied him to the
synagogue every week. He had the first seat at the eastern
wall next to the hechal, and my brothers and I sat beside
him in absolute silence. We conscientiously followed the
prayers and paid close attention to every movement and
nuance of the services. Often, my father led the prayers in
his loud but mellifluous voice. My brothers and I would

listen proudly as the entire congregation recited the prayers
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after him. During those moments my only wish was to be

like my father, standing tall in front of the congregation
and singing the prayers so impressively.
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Every adult treasures the memories of the Shabbat
and holiday celebrations of his childhood. Most of

us have experienced the holy and sublime aura that
surrounds those days, but that doesn’t diminish the value
and preciousness of my own childhood recollections. The
scenes of my memory carry all that was near and dear to
me: my cherished family, the carefree bliss of my youth,
and most of all, my aristocratic father who was a master at
making every aspect of each Shabbat and holiday so unique

and memorable.
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The inherent holiness of Shabbat is only intensified by
the holiness of Jerusalem. The peaceful atmosphere of the
day started early in the holy city. Friday was a half-day; there
was early dismissal at schools, shops locked their doors at
around 2-3 o'clock in the afternoon, and all the city’s busy
activity reached a halt by late afternoon. When I came home
from school on Friday afternoons, my nose was tickled by all
the delicious smells floating around the house. The Shabbat
delicacies were simmering on the stove and baking in the
oven, and every corner of the house was shined and scrubbed
in honor of the arrival of the Shabbat Queen. As I stood at
the entranceway to the kitchen, sniffing the mouthwatering
smells and conspiring how I could sneak a little taste, my
mother would catch sight of me and rush me to my room to
prepare for Shabbat.

My siblings and I donned our special Shabbat clothing
and walked to the synagogue for the Friday-night prayers. As
soon as we arrived home, we headed straight to the dinner
table where my mother and sisters, often joined by Grandma
Sara Shayo, were already seated. The table was set for a royal
reception, with an elegant lace tablecloth and my mother’s
finest dishes and flatware. As my brothers and I found our
places around the table, my father greeted his wife, children,
and guests with a warm and welcoming “Shabbat Shalom.”
He then began singing Shir Hashirim (mwn w) and
Shalom Alechem (m2¥9p M) in the traditional melody. My
brothers and I chimed in with our youthful voices, lending
harmony to the songs, and the ladies and girls listened
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quietly. After the final verses were sung, my father recited
Kiddush. To this day, I remember his Kiddush. Everything
about it was so regal and flawless: the smooth melody, the
clear voice, and the loving expression and smile.

As a culinary connoisseur, my mother cooked up a storm
and outdid herself week after week. The Shabbat dishes
always had a unique flavor, and the food was plentiful and
satisfying. On Saturdays, too, we were treated to a savory
spread of various types of Syrian appetizers and salads. After
we had all eaten our fill, my mother served a hot lunch of
the choicest meat and chicken. We boys always made a point
to compliment the ladies on their efforts and hard work in
preparing such scrumptious meals.

Sitting at the Shabbat table, surrounded by his beloved
family, heightened my father’s usual liveliness and merriment.
He would indulge in a shot of amk and circulate the
bottle amongst his guests. Then began the highlight of
the meal: my father’s melodious singing. He sang Shabbat
song after Shabbat song with gusto, until he had no
energy or voice left. He invested his whole heart and soul
into all he did, from community charity to singing on
Shabbat.

Jerusalem has been the home of Jews for thousands of
years. Prior to the destruction of the Holy Temple, Jews from
every corner of the globe made a pilgrimage to Jerusalem to
celebrate the holidays. The awareness that we were adhering
to their tradition infused our holidays in Jerusalem with

extra emotion and purpose.
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There is one family ritual that is conjured up in my
mind during the High Holiday season. My father had the
custom of visiting the Wailing Wall every year before the
High Holidays, together with his wife and children. My
siblings and I would follow my father, squeezing through
the narrow alleys and winding mazes of streets until we
reached the Wall. In solemn silence we watched my father
open his prayer book and passionately beg his Creator for a
sweet new year.

Today, it is accepted to visit and pray at the Wall during
trips to Israel. Many of our Bar Mitzvahs are celebrated there
amongst the throngs of other Jews and tourists praying at the
Kotel. Security is tight, making us feel protected and secure.
Sixty years ago, when my family and I visited the desolate
Wall, it spanned only thirty feet wide. We were usually the
sole worshipers there, and the surrounding area was deserted
and still. Peeking around, I always noticed about a half-dozen
Arab boys scowling at us from a distance. I was too young
to understand the danger of this annual family outing. Later
on, after I read the history of that era, I was amazed at the
risk my father took year after year to pray at the holy site.
Although it was legal for Jews to pray at the Korel, the hostile
Arabs were provoked at what they believed was an invasion
of their rightful property. It was commonplace for Arabs to
riot at the Wall, seeking revenge against the innocent Jewish
worshipers.

My father wasn’t a lax or reckless person, carelessly
bringing himself and his family to a place of danger. He
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recognized the risks involved, but he had faith that G-d
would protect His devoted worshipers. He wouldn't let his
fear of humans stand in the way of his passion to pray at the
holiest site in the world. Fear of G-d was the only fear he

had.
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In the years following World War II, Britain’s control
over Palestine became increasingly stringent. Many
restrictions were set on the Jews, including frequent

sudden curfews. The Jews were no longer free to roam the

streets at their leisure. They were irrationally harassed by the
government, and many young Jewish men were arrested or
even killed on the basis of false or minor accusations. Life as

a Jew in Palestine was fraught with danger and apprehension;

ambushes lurked around every bend, poised to assail a
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passerby at any given moment. Underground groups, such
as the Hagana, Etzel, Lehi, and Hapalmah, were formed to
attack the British officials, their armed forces, and various
strategic locations, in hopes of driving Great Britain out
of Palestine. These attacks further strained the relations
between the British and the Jews, and the general condition
in the country grew tenser by the day.

Although my father had grown much attached to his
home and community in Jerusalem, he was a calculating
individual who was concerned with his family’s safety.
He realized that the present situation in the country
would only deteriorate further with time. With so much
political conflict thickening the atmosphere, war was
imminent. His wife and children had braved so many trials
during their lives, and he did not want them to have to
encounter any more. The only way to escape the dangers
hovering over Palestine was to flee the country. My father had
gotten wind of the flourishing Halebi community in New
York, which drew his attention to settling there. Planning
to pick up his entire family once again was a bold move.
My father was already in his seventies, an age when most
people want to relax and enjoy life in familiar surroundings.
He had performed more than his share of lifetime work,
but he wasn't ready to take it easy yet. His own comfort and
pleasure weren't on his mind. His only worry was his family’s
protection.

Joe and Jack, my father’s two younger brothers whom he
had helped send to the United States, had been blessed with
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good fortune in their new home. Although the vast Atlantic
Ocean lay between them, my father maintained constant
communication with his brothers. He was always worried
about them and took an interest in their progress and welfare.
He had assisted his brothers tremendously in the past, and
now the time had come for them to reciprocate. Before
immigrating to America, my father needed his brothers to
sponsor visas for his family. My uncles were thrilled to be
able to repay my father’s favors, and readily agreed to the
sponsorship.

The next requirement for the journey was passports. We
all applied for passports and had our passport photos taken.
One by one, we posed in front of the camera, trying to
immortalize our best smiles. Then someone enthusiastically
suggested photographing a group family portrait. We were all
gathered together anyway, making this a perfect opportunity
to preserve the moment for eternity. I cuddled up next to my
mother and my baby sister sat beside my father, while my
older sisters and brothers lined up behind my parents. Our
family made a charming picture, as our sweet youthful faces
smiled in unison toward the bright future ahead of us. (My
father’s individual photograph is featured at the beginning
of the book.)

All we needed now was the final legal approval. Our
journey to America was just around the corner. Little did we
imagine the earth-shattering future events that were going
to thwart our plans. We were about to watch history in the

making.
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Family Portrait (1947)
Right to left seated: Father, Ruth, Abraham, Mother
Right to left standing: Meir, Sara, Ovadia, Chava
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On November 29, 1947 the United Nations approved
a plan to resolve the Arab-Jewish conflict by partitioning
Palestine into two states, one Jewish and one Arab. The
explosions of joy amongst the Jewish community were
counterbalanced by the expressions of discontent amongst
the Arab community. Violence broke out, killing dozens
of victims on both sides. The bloody situation was only
escalated by the fact that no one intervened to stop it. By the
end of March, the fighting had left 2,000 dead and 4,000
wounded.

My father watched the dangers facing all the innocent
residents of Palestine and prayed that his family would
soon be safely across the ocean. His prayers were answered,
but not during his lifetime. On May 14, 1948, the Jewish
leadership, led by the future Prime Minister, David Ben-
Gurion, declared an independent State of Israel. It was
quickly recognized by the Soviet Union, the United States,
and many other countries, but not by the surrounding
Arab states. Over the next few days, approximately 1,000
Lebanese, 4,000 Transjordanian, 5,000 Syrian, 5,000 Iraqi,
and 10,000 Egyptian troops invaded Israel. They were aided
by corps of volunteers from Saudi Arabia, Libya, and Yemen.
Seventy million Arabs were fighting against 600,000 Jews!

Our dream of resettling in America was crushed. Instead,
we were caught in the midst of a fatal war. In present-day
United States, when a war is fought on foreign soil, the
lives of Americans progress pretty smoothly. At the average
moment, most American citizens fail to remember that
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their country’s troops are constantly dying in some war-torn
faraway country. Living in Israel sixty years ago during the
War of Independence made it impossible for even a young
boy like me to forget that a war was raging in my country.
The war had seeped into every part of our lives and conquered
every trace of happiness and freedom. Schools closed their
doors for the year. The streets that had once been alive with
activity were empty. Everyone was afraid to walk outside
unnecessarily. Who knew what dangers were lurking there?
Odur activities were always being interrupted by the persistent
sound of the wailing siren, warning everyone to seek shelter.
The distant sounds of shooting pierced straight through
my childhood security, and my pounding heart could have
drowned out the explosions all around us. “Abba!” I would
cry in terror, “The bombs are coming down at us! I hear the
shooting! Abba, I'm scared!”

He would look at me with his tranquil eyes and squeeze
my hand. “Gam zo ['tova (N20% 1 1) — This too is for the
best,” was his firm reassurance. “Don’t worry, honey, one
day you'll understand that this is only good.” What could be
good about war, bombs, and shooting? What could be good
about being trapped indoors day in and day out, because
venturing outside is too dangerous? What could be good
about the gnawing hunger pains in my stomach because we
had so little to eat? I was placated knowing that my father
believed it was all good, but try as I might I just couldn’t
understand this positive outlook. Today I understand. I still
don’t have the answers, but I understand so clearly. “Gam



P— S,

THEARISTOCRAT = 107

20 l'tova” was my father’s motto. It did not logically explain
why the dangers and fatalities of a war were good. Neither
did it explain why losing two wives and two newborn
children was good. But it did indicate that there is Someone
up there Who is solely good. He orchestrates every event
that occurs in this world, and every one of them, whether
we humans can grasp it or not, is essentially good. My father
understood this. His Emunah (nmR), a steadfast belief in
G-d, accompanied him through times of fortune as well as

times of crisis.
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During the 1948 War of Independence there was a
period of sixty days during which Jerusalem was
blockaded by the Arabs. There was no water or other

fluid available for cooking, and food was scarce. Each family

was allotted a meager quarter of a loaf of bread every week. It
was impossible to feed a family for one day on such rations,
let alone for an entire week. My parents wisely stocked up
on food and essentials, and I can still visualize the stacks
of canned food that lined one whole wall in our house.
The food supply was quickly depleted by our large family,

though. Our main sources of sustenance then were the food



110 « ABRAHAM SUTTON

packages that my Aunt Esther Sitt and Uncle Albert Shayo
had sent us before the blockade.

The fierce fighting forced our family, along with the
other tenants in our building, to relocate to an underground
shelter. We passed most of the days and nights in the
shelter, and mattresses were spread out across the floor for
sleeping. My family had enough food to survive on, but my
father couldnt feel content watching others starve. Every
morning during the sixty days of the blockade, he walked
five miles from our home to the Angel Bakery in Bayit
Vegan. Rafael Angel, one of the owners of the bakery, was
married to my father’s niece Rose, the daughter of Mazal and
Raful Sutton. Rafael was generous and willing to provide my
father with bread. At around lunchtime, my father would
return to our shelter carrying a sack containing six loaves of
fresh bread. As he handed a loaf to each family in the shelter,
there was a roar of thanks and appreciation. My father had
just risked his life, walking on the streets when no one else
would. The bombs were falling nonstop, and he could have
been hit at any given moment. But nothing could repress
his drive to sustain others. When the families expressed
appreciation to him, he wouldn't even take the credit. With
a modest wave of his hand he answered, “May G-d bless the
Angel family.”

And G-d has certainly blessed them. It has been eleven
generations since the Angel family fled Spain in 1492
during the expulsion of the Jews. They gradually made their
way through Lavorno, Italy; Salonika, Greece; Izmir and
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Rose Sutton Angel

Istanbul, Turkey, before settling in the land of Palestine in
the 1800s. Known as the Angels of Levorno, the family first
resided in the Old City of Jerusalem, where they eventually
became flour sellers through the entrepreneurial initiative
of Avraham Angel, born 1873, who married Estreya Kastel
from Hebron, and their sons, Solomon, Rafael, Nissim, and
Leon Angel. By 1926 the Angels had purchased a bankrupt
bakery in a Jerusalem neighborhood from one of the family’s
flour clients, establishing a family business that would
continue to thrive for the next eighty years.
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Rose Sutton Angel

As the business grew, Rafael and Leon moved to Haifa,
where the bakery progressively expanded until it was sold.
Leon moved to the United States. Rafael, my Cousin Rose’s
husband, passed away, and today Rose lives in Haifa in
poor health. Rose’s children, Avi, Amnon, and Udi, are in
flourishing businesses throughout the world.

As the first Israeli bakery to go public on the Tel Aviv
Stock Exchange, Angel’s is still primarily controlled by
the family. Solomon Angel’s son, Danny Angel, at the age
of eighty-eight is going strong as the company’s director.
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Ram Rafael and Rose Angel

Danny is a remarkable human being, as reflected in his
life story. He began working for the business by the time
he was thirteen. He was designated the task of collecting
money from neighborhood groceries in which Angel breads
were sold. On Thursday nights, he helped bake the braided
challah loaves eaten during Shabbat. “It was a small city in
those days,” reminisces Angel. “All the Sephardic families in
Jerusalem would buy from us, because we were also Spanish.
That’s how things worked back then.”
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After the war, Israel developed as a nation, and the Angel
Bakery kept pace with the country. From a small shop with
twenty-five workers, Angel Bakery now has 1,800 employees,
as well as four major baking plants, in order to supply bread
to more than 6,000 stores, hotels, and army bases throughout
the country. The bakeries produce more than one hundred
types of bread, with a half-million loaves and rolls baked
daily, as well as 250 types of cakes and cookies. “Angel is a
name in Israel,” says Danny Angel. “Our motto used to be,
‘Good bread is Angel bread.”

Work became a soothing balm to Danny’s aching heart
after his oldest son Ariel was killed in 1970 while battling in
the War of Attrition over the Suez Canal. Danny still works
ten to twelve hours a day, puffing on an ever-present cigar
to keep him alert. Fluent in seven languages, he is the last
member of the family who can converse in Ladino, which
he used to speak with his grandparents. Danny served as
a lieutenant colonel in the Israeli Defense Forces, carrying
on his reserve duties until 1982. He has always been an
active member and participant in matters pertaining to the
city of Jerusalem; he has been a member of the Jerusalem
Foundation and has been selected as a notable person of
Jerusalem and a notable industrialist. He has also served
as the chair of the Manufacturers’ Association of Jerusalem
and as the president of Variety Club Israel and Rotary Club
Jerusalem. Additionally, he has constantly contributed to
various philanthropic institutions throughout Israel, never
deserting his ancestry or his national roots. And while he
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Danny Angel in his office, with a cigar in his mouth (2007)

says he doesn’t notice the scents and smells of the bakery
below his office, he loves nothing more than ripping apart
and eating a loaf of fresh bread.

Today Angel’s is one of the most prosperous bakeries in
Israel. Sixty years ago, when it was only a small bakery in
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Bayit Vegan, Rafael and Rose Angel supplied my father and
five other starving families with bread every day. A verse in
the book of Kohelet states, 272 *2 nn »a Sy NS nHw“
wR¥nn o — Cast your bread upon the waters for in
the long run you will find it” (R ,8* n%p). Indeed, G-d has
repaid the benevolence of the Angels many times over. May
they continue to prosper with long life and good health.

< C==9
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| \‘ ineteen-forty-eight was a rough year for my family

and me. Today, when I read of the statistics and details
of each battle, I realize that it was truly miraculous
that my family emerged physically unscathed. My siblings
and I were permanently transformed. War robbed us of our
youthful innocence, but I still believe that it was all worth
it; experiencing the creation of the State of Israel firsthand
was a fair exchange for our security. As young children, we
witnessed the sacrifice and perseverance that molded our
country.
After almost a year of feverish fighting between the Jews
and the Arabs, Israel’s weapon and ammunition supply was
low, and the Arabs were running out of steam. In 1949 a
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cease-fire was declared and temporary borders, known as the
Green Line, were instituted. Jordan annexed the West Bank
and East Jerusalem, and Egypt took control of the Gaza Strip.
The cease-fire also provided communications for commercial
and civil segments between Jerusalem and the Tel Aviv area.
On May 11, 1949, Israel was admitted as a member of the
United Nations. The State of Israel was born.

How such a small, inexperienced army had triumphed
over the masses of Arab troops is a wonder. The fledgling
state of Israel had fought with every fiber of its being to
maintain its independence, and, against all odds, it survived.
The victory could only be attributed to a miracle. G-d was
on His nation’s side.

The residents of Israel were euphoric. For two thousand
years the Holy Land had been thrown from the hands of one
foreign ruler to the next. It had witnessed so much cruelty
and hatred; its earth was soaked with innocent Jewish blood.
The shackles that had been binding the people of Israel for
so long had finally been torn apart. Now the Jews were free
to live in peace.

Young and old swarmed through the streets on Israel’s
first Independence Day. Celebration swirled through
the air, and jubilant dances broke out in every corner of
the city. Songs and chants of victory echoed through
the streets as security and tranquility descended. People
could walk outside without fear of falling bombs. Normal
daily life resumed: men attended the synagogues, women
shopped at the market, and children skipped down the street
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clutching their books on their way to school. A new era had
begun.

My parents had struggled to remain strong for their
family during the perils of the war. They had tried to provide
a secure environment for us when insecurity was ruling the
streets. They were our invincible protectors and supporters;
in my young eyes no harm could befall us in their presence.
The superhuman efforts and self-control they had mustered in
order to maintain a calm and serene facade while their hearts
shook in terror were concealed from us. Today, as an adult
and parent, I understand what pressure it must have been for
them. Now I grasp why my family relocated soon after the
war was over. Throughout her life my mother had endured
so much. She was a determined woman, but the jeopardy of
the war had taken its toll. Jerusalem constantly reminded her
of the daily terrors she and her family had just been subjected
to. As long as she remained there, her scars from the war
could not heal. Only with a total change of scenery could she
reestablish a stable and pleasant home for her family.

Over the course of the war, Tel Aviv had been safer
territory than Jerusalem. It had not been shattered by the
bombshells and machine guns as much as our neighborhood
had. Living there, my mother would be able to block out
the traumatic war memories. As another plus, several of my
mother’s close relatives lived in Tel Aviv. My father was sure
that the seashore city was just what my mother needed: a
peaceful haven, far enough from Jerusalem, surrounded by

her dedicated family.
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A shayara (caravan) of trucks, buses, and cars, under
United Nations supervision, had been formed between
Jerusalem and Tel Aviv. My mother grabbed this opportunity
to safely travel to Tel Aviv and explore the possibility of
moving there. I was crowned with the privilege of being her
only travel companion. Beingall of ten years old, the youngest
of her three sons, I didn’t really make the most capable or
responsible partner. Till today, I wonder why she chose me,
but I am definitely glad that she did. The awareness that my
mother had favored me over the rest of my siblings infused
me with a sense of pride and confidence. I was the youngest
boy, but I was worth so much in my mother’s eyes, and that’s
what counted to me. These warm, gleeful thoughts bubbling
inside of me escalated the excitement of the trip.

My mother and I traveled on a bus, with a UN jeep
leading the way. It wasn’t often that we left the city, so the
ride was a rare adventure. I treasured every moment. It was
one of those experiences that are never forgotten, the kind
that earns a page in the memory album of childhood. The
details are so vivid. I still remember how enthralled I was
by the courageously heroic Israeli passenger in the leading
jeep. He fearlessly stood up the entire way! And there were
no four-lane paved highways stretching straight to Tel Aviv;
we bounced over bumpy dirt roads, taking detours through
various Arab villages, including Ramalla. Today a ride from
Jerusalem to Tel Aviv spans forty-five minutes; it took us
nine hours. I had never sat still for such a long span of time,
and to me the ride felt like an eternity.
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Once we arrived in Tel Aviv, we headed to my Aunt Esther
Sitt’s house where we received a grand welcome. Before
exploring her options, my mother needed a good night’s
sleep to rest up from the tiring journey. The next morning,
she made a few inquiries, which led her to the south side
of the city, just blocks away from my birthplace. Before the
war, Arabs had resided in that area. They fled at the sound
of the first gunshot, leaving their spacious homes intact.
Now that Israel had been victorious, they were definitely
not returning, and their houses were empty and available.
A large two-family house with a delightful balcony and an
open veranda especially caught my mother’s eye. It was very
well-maintained and its size suited my family. She secured
an apartment on the second floor of the house, putting the
final seal on the decision to move.

Back in Jerusalem, there were transactions and travel
arrangements to attend to. Although I was relatively young
to be entrusted with matters of such importance, my parents
employed me for many of these tasks. This must have been
one of my parents’ wise child-rearing tactics. They never
read any parenting magazines or books, but the love in their
hearts guided them. My self-esteem and confidence were
nurtured and developed, because I saw that they trusted
me. They fostered my sense of responsibility and selflessness
without any long-winded speeches or threats of punishment.
I believed in myself, because they believed in me.
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i\/l y parents oversaw the arrangements quickly and

efficiently, and in a short time we were living
comfortably in Tel Aviv, becoming acquainted with
our new surroundings. Everything was so different from
the crowded, busy Jerusalem. Our home was now set in a
peaceful seashore city that boasted a very diverse and modern
population. Stores, restaurants, cafes, and cinemas lined the
main streets of the city, and various synagogues and schools
were found in every neighborhood. The city of Tel Aviv was
a hub of religious and cultural life and development.
Moving from Jerusalem to Tel Aviv was a well-calculated
decision. There were schools of high academic standards there,
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allowing my brothers and me to obtain a solid education and
compensate for the time lost during the months of the war.
In no time, we adjusted smoothly to the social and academic
upheavals we faced after the move.

The war had dimmed the sparkle in my mother’s
eyes and stolen the genuineness of her smile. As she eased
into her new routine in Tel Aviv, the former sparkle and
warmth returned. Once again, she devoted all her time and
energy to caring for her aging husband and growing family.
She ran the house with the utmost particularity and was
famous for her impeccable homemaking skills. Quite often,
I have heard my aunts Esther Sitt m™p and Marcel Shayo
(may she live long) praise my mother on her cleanliness
and immaculate home. And it wasnt only the relatives
who were amazed at her efficiency and expertise. Anyone
who was ever acquainted with my mother is quick to rave
about her perfection. “She was very, very clean and kept
her house in tiptop shape,” Yvette Dabah, my mother’s
close friend and relative, once mentioned. And, no, my
mother did not have a housekeeper or even a day worker.
Neither did she have a vacuum cleaner, dishwasher, washing
machine, or dryer. She had to dust and shine every nook
and cranny herself, wash and iron the laundry, scour the
pots and dishes, and tidy up after her children. Our spotless
house was all her doing.

Cleanliness was only one item on the long list of my
mother’shomemaking talents. Hospitality was her trademark,
following her until her last days in the United States. Her
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home was always open to guests, and she hosted them so
graciously, making them feel welcome and comfortable.
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The offices of the Aleppo Heritage Center




Menachem Yedid,
chairman and founder of Aleppo Heritage Center (2007)

After her passing, someone recalled, “When you walked into
Bahia’s house it was like she was expecting you. Spotless,
neat, orderly, and the coffee table set with the usual sweets
and nuts.” She knew how to treat every guest like royalty.
With my mother back to herself, my father was able to
enjoy his new life in Tel Aviv. He was in his late seventies,
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Menachem Yedid with Abraham Sutton
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but watching his content children blossom and thrive made
him feel younger than he had felt in years. A change of
environment, though, did not signal a change in his religious
routine. He maintained his daily Torah study sessions, only
with different study partners. Just as in Jerusalem, I would
enter my home to the sight of rabbis and scholars sitting
around our dining-room table, poring over their books
together with my father.

My father joined the nearby synagogue, Ahavat Zion,
situated right off HaYarkon Street and the Mediterranean
seashore, two blocks south of the famous Allenby Street.
The members of Ahavat Zion welcomed my father cordially,
deeply touched that such an esteemed member of the
community had chosen to pray with them. They accorded
him the proper honor and granted him and his sons seats
on the eastern side of the synagogue, next to the zebah. In
the 1950s, this old synagogue was torn down and rebuilt as
a large magnificent structure, including a yeshiva and offices
for the traditional culture of the Aleppo Jews. It was then
renamed 7iferet Rafael by Albert, Morris, and Jack Nasser
and their families in memory of their father.

My father immediately adapted to the city of Tel Aviv,
merging into the Halebi community there and becoming
an integral member. The journey to Tel Aviv had definitely
led him home. Over his life he had embarked on so many
journeys, and he hoped that this one would be the last.

< C==9 -
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Indeed, the journey from Jerusalem to Tel Aviv was
the final journey of my father’s life. The morning after
Simbat Torah 1949 (™wn), he awoke at his customary

early hour to don his two sets of zefillin and pray. When he

finished praying, he casually mentioned that his chest was
hurting. My grandmother, who was staying with us at the
time, was extremely concerned. She rubbed his chest with
alcohol and suggested that he go to bed to rest until the pain
subsided.

There was no school that day, as it was the day after the
long holiday of Succot. Everyone was home, and the air of
celebration and excitement that had filled our home over the

past week still lingered like the scent of fragrant perfume.
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The house bustled with noise and activity. Though we were
reluctant to return to mundane routine the next day, we
were all in especially cheerful moods.

My father had been napping for an hour when my
mother went to check on him. He was lying in bed with his
eyes wide open, staring at the ceiling, but he was motionless.
To my mother’s horror, he wasn’t breathing. She summoned
the doctors in hope that there was still something they could
do to revive her husband. After just one look, they shook
their heads in stony silence. My father had passed away in
his sleep!

Sensing the commotion, a large group of concerned
neighbors formed in front of our house. Numbly, my mother
assigned each of her children the sad task of breaking the
news to the various families we were close with. My brother
Mike was in touch with our Jerusalem family members over
the phone, while my brother Buddy and I circled Tel Aviv
on foot to spread the news to our local relatives. It took us
many hours to reach all the uncles and aunts who lived in
various areas of the city. At the end of the day we collapsed
at our doorstep, exhausted. The house was full of rabbis,
friends, and family, but instead of my father sitting in their
midst, full of spirit and passion, he was lying lifeless in a
corner. He was covered by a white sheet, and two bright
candles flickered on either side of him. Staring at those tiny
flames that bathed the room in a dim light, I wondered if
our house would ever be bright again. How could it, if our
tall and warm ray of light had been extinguished? Sounds
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of learning, sweet sounds of song and joy, used to permeate
our home. But now all was silent and still. The talented and
skilled conductor who had once led those glorious songs had
disappeared backstage. And he would never return.

Arrangements were made for the funeral, but there were
long delays while we waited for family members to arrive
from all parts of the country. Due to the long distances,
some relatives were even late to the funeral.

Just one day before that, my father had walked down
HaYarkon Street to pray in the synagogue. Now he was being
carried along that same route in a funeral procession to his
final resting place. He was no longer wearing his navy suit,
nor was he walking tall and erect with his energetic, swift
gait. His eyes would no longer twinkle with kindness, nor
would his wide smile warm the hearts of all who saw him.
Crowds of mourning community members walked alongside
my family to pay their final respects to the esteemed Hillel
Sutton. The synagogue of Ahavat Zion was packed with over
one thousand people, attesting to how beloved my father had
been by so many. The masses overflowed into the courtyard
and onto the street outside, as one rabbi after another spoke
of my father’s greatness. He had truly led an outstanding
life.

When the services came to an end, I was handed a book
opened to the page of Kaddish. 1 was a sweet, innocent,
orphaned eleven-year-old when I recited the Mourner’s
Kaddish for the first time. Although I was too young to be
counted in a minyan of ten men, my Kaddish was mandatory.
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As a native Israeli, I understood the Hebrew sections of it. I
had learned that the Kaddish is primarily a prayer of praise
and homage to G-d. It appeals to G-d to reveal and enhance
His honor among all who worship Him and to increase
faith in Him throughout the world. I had heard the Kaddish
hundreds of times while attending the synagogue with my
father. But this Kaddish was different; I was not listening
and answering with the proper phrases in unison with my
father’s deep voice. I was reciting it for my father. In the
following year, I said the mourner’s Kaddish three times
daily, during the morning, afternoon, and evening services.
And every time, I subconsciously speculated why my father’s
voice wasn't among the responding congregation.

My beloved father was buried outside of Tel Aviv in
Kiryat Shaul, as Har Hazetim (Mount of Olives) was in
Jordanian hands at the time. The era of Hillel Menashe
Sutton (PN nwan 59n) had come to a close. It was an era
that was born in Aleppo, spread to Manchester and Turkey,
and planted its roots in the holy Land of Israel. It was an era
of journeys; an era of faith, devotion, perseverance, and love.
It was once a flourishing era, but now it has become history.
All that is left is a rich legacy of Torah study and community
involvement. My father is gone, but the hospitals, institutions,
and synagogues that he had patronized outlive him. The
refined family he had raised perpetuates his memory.

<C==9
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The mental picture I had of my father before I wrote this
book was a sketchy outline. Delving into my father’s
life has filled in the spaces to create a realistic portrait.

After learning about the numerous adversities my father
confronted, every deed and accomplishment is magnified.
When I reread the eulogy that had been the driving force
behind this book, the words contain a more profound
meaning. Previously, my father’s qualities were just a list of
black words on a paper. Today they are passionate and alive,
breathing my father’s essence. Each trait mentioned in the
eulogy could now be expanded into a volume of its own.

C e s
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A benefactor is defined as “a financial supporter;
somebody who aids a cause, institution, or person, especially
with a gift of money.” My dear father’s support exceeded
beyond this definition. His gifts were more than monetary
handouts; they were gifts of steadfast devotion, gifts of
overwhelming love, and gifts of sage advice and emotional
sustenance. His assistance to the institutions he upheld had
far-reaching effects; many individuals are currently receiving

succor from these institutions.
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Some are hardworking, prosperous businessmen with
a keen sense for lucrative deals and potential customers.
Others are diligent scholars, toiling over their studies and
scaling lofty spiritual heights. My father was unique; he

had the attributes of both. He was an affluent businessman
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supporting his large family, and a rabbi whose proficiency
encompassed even the complex study of the Zohar and

Kabbalah.
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In the 19th and 20th centuries, the Jewish community of
Aleppo had established numerous organizations serving and
supporting the sick and needy (as listed in Chapter Two).
The kabbalist, Rabbi Yehuda Dweck, announced that my
father had supported every one of these. Only a charitable
man could open up his wallet again and again to any worthy
cause whose representative knocked at his door. And he
didn’t just contribute; he contributed handsomely.

Generosity was my father’s trademark. Years after this
eulogy was given, my mother recounted an annual tradition
of my father’s that truly reflected his unusual generosity. On
the holiday of Purim, my father carried a pouch stuffed with
gold coins. He presented a gold coin to every person in the
house, from the little children to the elderly grandmothers.
My mother estimated that the gifts must have totaled about
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one hundred gold coins, today’s equivalent of $80,000 (at
gold’s present value of $800 an ounce).
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During my interviews with family members, I was
astounded at the way they described my father. My cousin
Bahira (may she be blessed in good health and long life),
remembers him vividly. Regarding his spiritual qualities she
stressed that he was “very, very religious,” and she recalled
that he “put [on] two [sets of] zefillin every morning.”

“He was King. Everyone was afraid of him. The whole
family looked up to him,” she marveled, referring to the
respect and honor everyone accorded him. Community
leaders had a genuine regard for him, and they constantly
sought his sage advice and extensive knowledge.

It is not easy to stand at the top of the ladder and pay
attention to those at the bottom. Although my father was
treated with so much adoration, it didn’t go to his head.
Everyone knew him as “The Anav” (1), for he was always
humble. Despite his shying away from the respect and honor
that he was entitled to, the honor and respect chased after
him.
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My father was unusually brave; he wasn’t a naturally
apprehensive man. But through years of devotion to learning
and teaching religion, he inculcated a fear of G-d within his
heart. Religion dictated his every move, and the image of G-d
was always present before him. Through the misfortunes,
hardships, and war he was never alarmed by external or
physical threats; his fear of G-d surpassed all other natural
fears. Although praying at the Kote/ was dangerous during
the years before the war, my father never relinquished this

yearly custom.
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The venerable Rabbi Dweck called my father’s parents
“holy people.” Indeed, they were special individuals. My
cousin Bahira remembers sharing a house with about thirty
children in the Bahsita section of Aleppo on a street called
“Saa El Hawa.” My father’s parents and entire family resided

there, too, and while negative qualities can be exposed by
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living in such close proximity to others, Bahira only sings
my grandparents’ praises.

My father’s mother, Sinbol, was a unique and outstanding
woman. She was the leader of the family and exerted her
influence on all her children and grandchildren. Even though
she was no longer a young, energetic woman, she cared for
and raised my father’s orphaned children. She was always
on the move, traveling to Jerusalem as well as to America to
visit her family. Aside from her stamina, she was also known
for her astuteness and tact, solving conflicts and upholding
the peace in her family.

Taking pride in his holy and exceptional parents wasnt
sufficient for my father. He emulated their ways, and he too
climbed the ladder of piety and wisdom.
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My father’s elite genealogy did not begin with his
parents; they were preceded by a long line of aristocratic
and holy community leaders and rabbis. He was one of
the ancient Menashe Sutton family, a respected family that
had been integral to Aleppo for generations. They were
among the pioneering settlers of Aleppo, boosting and
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establishing it into a glorious and culturally rich Jewish
center.

In an introduction to 7Tzedaka Umarpe, a religious
book written by Rabbi Hillel David Sutton, an esteemed
rabbi of the Menashe Sutton family, Rabbi Ezra Batzri
describes the family as “one of the glorious families of
Israel that produced generations of scholars and judges in
Aleppo, Tzfat, Tiberias, and Buenos Aires.... Besides their
greatness in Torah, the rabbis of this family had their minds
and hearts in warning the nation to follow the ways of the
Torah and its commandments, and they explained to them
the gravity of sins so that they shouldnt stumble because of
them.” After studying my father’s life, I know with certainty
that he wasn’t worthy of being called a Menashe Sutton only
by virtue of birth; he was truly worthy of belonging to this
family through his selfless actions and spiritual deeds.

A ———
==

Wéo @oes g(z'na/ness,
@ozhg Qooc/ fo %// g)eo)b/e

Many perform kindnesses, but how many really
accommodate every person who crosses their path, whether

relative, close friend, acquaintance, or stranger? Being
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solicitous to everyone is physically and emotionally taxing,
demanding tremendous energy, time, and money. My father
never discriminated between people. If someone was needy,
he made it his business to assist that person.

%(_‘&gu._J’

Ghe Hoad o][ the @rganzlzaz‘z'on
(g<el‘er @oraé 4

As described in Chapter Two, the Keter Aram Soba
(Aleppo Codex of the Bible) was a treasure of the Aleppo
community for generations. Only upright and reputable
members were entrusted with the task of guarding and
protecting the Codex. My father was chosen as one of the
guardians, further indicating how trusted, responsible, and
honored he was in the community.

e

gzaz‘éer fo @rpéan&

My father had a large family, but that didn’t hinder
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him from stepping out of his home to care for the children
of others. He headed the orphanage house in Jerusalem,
constantly collecting funds to support it. In addition to
dispensing of himself financially, he dispensed of himself
physically and emotionally as well. My mother would
always tell us that after spending time with the family and
conducting an awe-inspiring Seder, Rosh Hashana, or holiday
meal, my father wouldn’t retire to his bed for a well-deserved
rest. He would leave his family and venture out into the cold
night, because he had other children besides his biological
children. He didn’t want his “children” at the orphanage
to sit around a holiday table neglected, without a father at
the head. So he would pass his evening at the orphanage,
conducting a Seder or holiday meal with the same zest and
energy that he had invested in his own family. It must be in
the merit of these selfless deeds that G-d cared for us when
my father passed away.

(%nc] to the ()%lsemé/e g)oor

When my father lived in Jerusalem, the city was poverty-
stricken. My father was a busy man, but nevertheless he

sacrificed many hours and efforts in collecting for these
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impoverished, hungry families. Rain and snow, bitter cold
and sweltering heat, my father circulated through the city’s
synagogues and homes to solicit funds. When donating
money to my father, everyone was confident that the
entire sum would be distributed to a worthy cause, because
he investigated the recipients to ensure that they were all

authentically in need.

(%Waée éy (Wzgét as éy @ay

My father never permitted himself to rest or relax, even
at night. If anyone was in trouble at any hour of the night,
they knew which address to turn to. My compassionate
father was always glad to assist them, as if it was the middle
of the day. “Why waste time sleeping?” he would wonder
aloud, with a glimmer of humor in his eyes. This attitude
allowed him to accomplish so much; in his seventy-nine
years he had performed the work of five men his age. He
was constantly occupied with serving others and learning
with rabbis, but he was still able to make his family feel like

he had endless time for them.

A a—i
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(%rzlses 7 O%c]c]/e o/ the %géi
fo gna/ i)ocz‘ors ][or q/vomen Q'ﬂz'ng o@z'rté

In the days before Hatzolah, many women were forced
to have emergency births without the aid of a doctor. This
never happened, though, if my father was aware of the
situation. He would interrupt anything, even his sleep at
night, to locate a doctor for the woman. So many women and
babies of Aleppo survived because of my father. Tragically,
his young wife died in childbirth.

-
—

gfe cSéares i the g)ué/zc o@urcén
wz'z‘é a Qenerous c§))bz'rz't

My father considered anyone’s burden his own. He
couldn’t be at ease while a neighbor was crying in pain
or distress. He couldnt be in good spirits while another
stranger on the street was heartbroken. He wouldn’t find
peace until he had done everything in his abilities to ease a

fellow Jew’s burden, even putting himself in danger. During
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the blockade in the War of Independence, he did not think
twice about taking the risky five-mile trek to the bakery to
supply his family and neighbors with bread. And all this
was done without fanfare, in modesty and humbleness. My
father never took credit for his selfless actions.

R

C\S)up)bortzhg tée g)oor
Wz'z‘é O?trengté anc/ Woneg

My father mastered the art of giving. He courteously
distributed to the destitute in a tactful and discreet manner,
taking extra caution not to make them feel awkward or
inept. Instead of feeling that they needed him, he presented
them with the feeling that he needed them. And in truth, he

did. Giving was his essence; he desperately needed to give.

<=9
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After the first week of mourning, our family members
returned to their homes. Our house suddenly felt so
empty. It only echoed the emptiness in all our hearts.

How would we continue living? The dreary winter days

melted into each other in darkness, void of even a splash of

color. Shabbat and holidays were bland without my father’s
special spice. My brothers and I walked to the synagogue
alone, bereft of our favorite companion. The synagogue
looked so strange without my father praying in his usual seat,

shaking hands with the rabbis and his friends. Whenever I

recited the Kaddish, my father’s image appeared before me;
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the same image that appears before me today. I see the soft
expression of kindness and love in his eyes and his genial
smile, the look his face wore whenever he spoke to me. I see
his erect posture and brisk walk, and I hear his melodious
songs, prayers, and words of infinite wisdom. The real live
image is lost, but my memories remain forever.

Most children mature into adults through a gradual
metamorphosis. I grew up over night. I was only eleven,
but I was an orphan. My brothers and I had to transform
ourselves into the men of the family, protecting our
vulnerable mother and sisters. Through the trying periods,
we all learned to depend on one another for guidance and
emotional strength. It was my father’s legacy that gave us
the drive to forge ahead. Throughout his life, he had been
a fighter, always persevering and prevailing despite his
hardships. We were determined not to let him down. We
would continue living the way he would have directed us.
We would make him proud.

My mother was forty years old when my father passed
away, but her age should have been doubled by the life
experiences she had endured. Orphaned of her father in early
childhood, she began sewing clothes in order to sustain her
family. At sixteen, she married my father and stood at his
side for twenty-five years, through a journey to an unknown
land and through a perilous war. When it seemed as if her
challenges were finally over, she was confronted with the most
grueling challenge of her life. Through the trials of the past
years she had leaned on my father for support. Now she was
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all alone. All alone, running the household and managing the
finances. All alone, raising her young orphaned children and
striving to create a happy and favorable future for them.

During her marriage, my mother had been crowned
with the title “Esher Hayil (90 nwR) — Woman of Valor.”
Now the title “The Great Esher Hayil” was more befitting.
She had excelled at being a wife, and now that she was a
widow she redirected that energy to raising her beloved
children. Her love for us infused her with powerhouses of
emotional strength. With never-ending care and warmth,
she filled the void we felt. The spark of life in our hearts was
reignited by her words of encouragement and unwavering
confidence in us. We began to hope for brighter days, and
with my mother’s guidance and effort, we all weathered the
storm.

My oldest sister Sara worked as a legal secretary, while
also pitching in with the household chores. My brother
Mike was fulfilling his army duty. I attended school together
with the rest of my siblings, Buddy, Chava, and Ruth. My
mother gave us everything. Thank G-d, my father was the
only thing that was absent from our lives.

The summer of 1951 was a season of change for my
family and me. Mike had finished his army duty, and
dreamed of planting his future in America. He was issued
a student visa, and began packing up. My mother was not
anxious about sending her oldest son so far away, because
she was confident that America was the optimum place for
him. As the day of his departure drew nearer, ambivalent
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emotions churned within us. We were so thrilled for him,
yet we knew that our family just wouldn’t be the same. We
would miss him terribly.

While my family prepared for Mike’s trip, I was also on
the brink of experiencing a transformation. My thirteenth
birthday was approaching, and it wasn’t just an ordinary
birthday. I was going to become Bar Mitzvah and enter
the responsible world of manhood. As a youngster, when I
would envision my future Bar Mitzvah celebration I always
pictured my father’s face glowing with pride as I put on my
tefillin. With his passing, that part of the picture had been
sorrowfully blacked out. But I knew he would be there, and
although I wouldn't see it, he would be smiling at me in
approval.

An elaborate party was thrown by my mother in our
home, in honor of my Bar Mitzvah and as a good-bye
party for Mike. All our aunts, uncles, cousins, and several
friends were invited to partake in this merry occasion. True
to her trademark, my mother baked and served bountiful
amounts of every type of mouthwatering pastry and dessert.
The cheerful atmosphere, the abundance of food, and the
presence of all our family and friends evoked in many of the
guests' minds the holiday celebrations in our home while
my father was alive. With her clever tact and expertise,
my mother had indeed succeeded in creating a memorable
party, just as she had done when her husband was with her.
I had lost my father, but she didn’t want me to lose my Bar
Mitzvah celebration.
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After I donned my refillin and recited the appropriate
prayer, I had my photo taken. My Bar Mitzvah ceremony
didn’t commence with prayers at the Wailing Wall (which
was then in the Jordanian hands), nor was it followed by a
gala Waldorf Astoria party. It was simple, but so joyous.

The next day my entire family traveled to the port city
of Haifa to see my brother off to America. He boarded
the La Guardia ship, while we stayed at my Uncle Albert
Shayo’s apartment on the Mount Carmel. The apartment
gave us a perfect, breathtaking view of the Haifa harbor and
the surrounding Mediterranean Sea. At around eleven p.m.
we heard the ship’s foghorn sound to signal its departure.
Our eyes followed it as it left the harbor and sailed farther
and farther away until it was swallowed by the darkness.
Mike was on his way to America! Tears of joy sprang to my
mother’s eyes, and before long we were all sniffling, glad that
Mike was embarking on a new life.

On the return trip to Tel Aviv, my mind was spinning.
I had watched Mike sail off into his future, but where was
I headed? In the following year I would be attending high
school, and I would have to choose between the various
educational options available. My mother insisted that her
children get a prime education. Herzelia and Geula were
the only two private high schools in Tel Aviv. Both schools
maintained an extremely high academic level, comparable
to a college education in the United States. Herzelia, which
was situated on the northern tip of Tel Aviv, specialized in
sciences and medicine. Geula, on the other hand, was located
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in the center of town and was recognized for its excellence
in general studies, such as political science and commerce.
It was particularly prestigious, and was attended by many
Israeli dignitaries such as Shimon Peres, Yitzchak Rabin, and

Yigal Alon.
After weighing the options, my brother Buddy and I opted

for Geula. The admission process was tedious, and tuition
was very expensive. Finances were tight for my widowed
mother, but she was determined that her children attend
the top school. She had to arrange for three scholarships
in order to gain enrollment for my brother Buddy and
me. Obrtaining the scholarships was a time-consuming and
energy-draining task, requiring her to make countless trips
to various agencies and government offices. She did all this
by herself without breathing a word to us about it, as she
didn’t want us to feel guilty for putting her through so much
trouble. She was richly rewarded for her sacrifice and hard
work as she watched us thriving academically and socially.

During my school years, I earned some money by
tutoring students in the afternoon. It was a very fulfilling
experience for me. I loved granting the struggling students
a chance to excel, and the money I was paid was an extra
incentive. As meager a salary as it was, it gave me a sense of
independence and satisfaction.

While I was flourishing in school, my siblings were
reaching new milestones in life. My sister Sara became
engaged to Moshe Michael, and their marriage was celebrated
with a lovely wedding. My brother Buddy graduated and
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was off to serve in the army. My mother’s bustling nest was
gradually emptying out, and her offspring were flying off
into their futures. With prayers and blessings on her lips, my
mother waved a heartfelt, affectionate good-bye as each of
her capable orphaned children confidently entered the adult
world.







CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
Ol ™ it

%w %rzéons

n 1957 I graduated Geula High School. The entire world

was spread out before me, but I wasn’t sure which path

especially appealed to me. The immediate plan that
came to mind was loyally fulfilling my duty to my country
by enlisting in the army. That was what my two older
brothers, Mike and Buddy, had done. But my perceptive
and ambitious mother had other ideas for me. She believed
that my future lay in America. I had always trusted her in
the past, but this time I just wasn’t convinced. What about
my army duty, and how would I scrape together the means
to travel to America?

When my mother made up her mind, nothing would

get in her way. She would turn over every stone and dig
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through every mountain until she found the gold. The
necessary affidavits for my support and studies in the United
States were submitted by my uncles, Joe and Jack. My
mother appealed to her first cousin from Jerusalem, Shlomo
Toussia HaCohen, for assistance in obtaining permission
for me to travel to the United States as a student. He was
a prominent, reputable attorney who maintained offices
in both Tel Aviv and Jerusalem, and she knew that he had
the necessary power in his hands. I recall making dozens
of trips to his office with my mother, sometimes waiting
hours for his arrival. The mission seemed impossible, but my
mother managed to pull it off. Many people are dreamers.
My mother was a dreamer, but she was also an achiever. Her
power and stamina, coupled with her love and devotion,
were the secrets to her success.

As I boarded the El Al plane to America on August 23,
1957, I made a pledge to bring my mother and siblings to
the United States as hastily as I could. When I first arrived
in New Orleans, my Uncle Joe Sutton asked me what I
was called. Until then, I had been called Abie by all my
acquaintances, but Uncle Joe shook his head and stated, “In
New Orleans we cannot call you Abie. Your name is Al”
And until today I am called by that name.

I invested two years in completing my education at
Tulane University in New Orleans, while working at my
Uncle Joe Sutton’s store after school. During that time I was
able to arrange for Buddy and then Ruth to travel to the
United States as students.
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Uncle Joe and Sister Rachel with Abraham
at Abraham and Paulette’s wedding (November 8, 1959)
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On November 8, 1959, I married my dedicated wife,
Paulette. The joy of our wedding celebration was marred by
one glitch: my mother’s visa wouldn’t be approved until a
few weeks later and she couldn’t attend our wedding. Soon
enough, though, she arrived in America, and our whole
family was united once again. With her children around
her, establishing their own families and futures, my mother
couldn’t have been happier.

My family’s move to Israel had been fraught with obstacles.
My mother’s move to America followed in the same fashion.
Her visa expired, and I couldn’t get her American residency,
because I still wasn’t an American citizen. Though we were
all devastated at the turn of events, our hands were tied.
My mother had to travel to Mexico until a new visa would
come through, a déja vu of her return journey to Aleppo
when my family’s visas had expired. She had been through
so many travels and separations, and now once again she
had to leave her family. To her fortune, she didn’t have to be
a guest at the home of strangers. My Aunt Marcel’s brother,
Joe Marcos, lived in Mexico City. The Marcos family
graciously hosted my mother, welcoming her as an honored
friend. After several weeks, my mother’s visa came through
and she traveled back to New York, eventually becoming a
permanent United States resident with my assistance.

< C==9
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n the early 1960, my brothers and I created our own

business and we quickly prospered. Ima had grown up

as a destitute orphan and then struggled financially after
losing her husband. She had never splurged on any luxuries,
and now that we had the means, we were resolved that our
mother live as a queen. After saving pennies for most of her
life, she deserved to be spoiled.

My mother’s sterling traits of love, respect, friendship,
and good family values stemmed from her emphasis on
family unity. She was always busy cooking up excuses to
get the family together. We each had our own homes and
growing families, but her apartment remained the center

of family gatherings during Shabbat, the holidays, and any
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regular day. Ima (RnR), as my siblings and I and our children
lovingly called her, refused any help. She insisted on doing
everything herself, from the cooking to the cleaning. Her
apartment was tastefully decorated by my wife, and Ima
maintained it immaculately with her high standards of
cleanliness.

My wife was in charge of shopping with Ima for her
wardrobe. Together, they scoured the racks for any clothing
item that my mother needed, from fashionable dresses,
tailored suits, and dazzling gowns to mink coats. Whatever
caught Ima’s eye was purchased, no matter the price. All our
lives she had provided us with only the top-of-the-line. In
return, we now wanted to ensure that she was dressed in
only the top-of-the-line.

Ima had a private house in Deal, which was also elegantly
decorated with my wife’s exquisite taste. In the front of the
house bloomed hundreds of flowers, ranging from impatiens
to perennials in gorgeous hues of pink, red, and white, my
mother’s favorite colors. At the back of the house a victory
garden was planted with tomatoes, cucumbers, eggplants,
zucchini, and any other vegetable Ima fancied. During the
heat of August she picked baskets of shiny, ripe, red tomatoes
from her garden, and offered each of us a brimming basket.
Giving was her utmost joy.

She loved hosting her children and grandchildren. As
soon as someone would arrive, the coffee table would fill
up with an assortment of goodies, from candies, nuts, and
homemade pastries to fresh sliced fruit. If a guest refused



Mother at my son Henrys Bar Mitzvah
at the Waldorf Astoria (May 1, 1975)
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to at least taste a little bite of something, Ima would be
very offended. With her incredible generosity and hosting
abilities, it was no wonder that her friends would flock to
her home rather than anywhere else for their get-togethers
and card games. Ima was a social butterfly; she adored people
and reveled in the constant activity and socializing in her
home.

Throughout the years, my brothers and I would travel
with our children to various vacation spots in Florida, the
Caribbean, Europe, and Israel. We always invited our mother
to come along, and she joined us whenever she could. She
thrived on adventure and got a thrill from touring and
sightseeing in new places.

During my years of business travel to the Orient I
usually devoted the last afternoon to shopping. Falconer, the
jewelry store in the Peninsula Hotel in Hong Kong, was my
favorite one-stop shop. There I would purchase necklaces,
bracelets, and rings for my wife and daughter and watches
and cufflinks for my boys, but my ultimate pleasure was
selecting jewelry for Ima. She had a distinct taste, and I
quickly caught on to her favorite colors and styles. To show
her appreciation she would proudly wear the pieces on all
special occasions.

My wife and I were blessed with many reasons to
celebrate, and over the years our home was the scene
of countless parties and joyous events. We threw lavish
anniversary parties for my wife’s parents, opulent engagement

parties for our children, and simple but sumptuous dinner
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Mother at my daughter Barbara’s wedding
at the Pierve Hotel (June 14, 1987)

parties. My family even managed to surprise me with an
extravagant fiftieth-birthday bash. These events and the
other family parties and weddings were the pinnacle of Ima’s
happiness. She was always at the center of the celebration,
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Mother at Paulette and Abraham’s
twenty-fifth wedding anniversary (1974)

and her glowing smile proved that she savored every moment
of it.
I think she derived the most pleasure from my son
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Henry’s Bar Mitzvah in 1975, the first Bar Mitzvah of her
grandchildren. It took place at the Waldorf Astoria with
seven hundred family members and friends present. While
greeting the guests at the party, I couldn’t help but flash back
to my own Bar Mitzvah as an orphaned boy in Israel. Since
that occasion, my mother and siblings had come a long way.
Thank G-d, we had soared beyond our vulnerable and pitiful
orphaned state of the Tel Aviv days.

When my daughter Barbara became engaged, my
wife and I planned a noon wedding at the Pierre Hotel
to celebrate her marriage. My wife had always dreamed of
making a day wedding, and now she would fulfill her dream
to perfection. One thing interfered: my mother was vexed
with the notion of a day wedding. “Why a day wedding,
Al?” she persisted. “You cannot afford an evening affair?”
All our explaining and convincing just wouldnt sway her
opinion. The wedding was on a clear, sunny spring day. The
classy atmosphere was enhanced by Peter Duchin playing at
the piano, accompanied by dozens of his talented violinists
and musicians. The bride and groom were ecstatic, and an
air of merriment permeated the ballroom. When the party
was over, my mother seemed to be satisfied.

I often backtrack mentally to the times my family and
I spent together with Ima. I wonder if perhaps I didn't do
enough for her. Was there anything she was missing that
I could have given her? After doing and checking my
accounts, I rejected those doubts. We treated Ima with
honor and respect; she was our queen. We lavished her
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with her heart’s desires. The one regret that plagues me is
having not followed her advice on numerous occasions. She
had incredible foresight. In the end, she was always proven
right!

My mother’s motto was “Hamdala,” Arabic for “thank
G-d.” And this wasn’t only a phrase that passed through her
lips. It emanated throughout all her actions. With every step
of the way, she was thankful to G-d for the good He bestowed
on her. After a grueling life’s journey, Ima had finally landed
at a peaceful, blissful destination. America was kind to her.
She now lived comfortably, surrounded by loving family and
admiring friends. Everything seemed perfect. If only my
father could be there, standing proudly at her side. If only
he could see his wife and children’s happiness. All that had
mattered to him his whole life was his children’s success, and
although he wasn’t there to witness it, [ am certain that he is
still silently cheering us on.

On September 7, 1990, 1”wn 9198 1> my mother passed
away. Her passing very much resembled my father’s passing
away. Just a few days before, she was dancing at her great-
granddaughter’s engagement party. My mother left a legacy
of a life filled with tragedy, triumph, and joy. She is missed
every day of my life.

< C==9
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CHAPTER NINETEEN
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As a young boy, I was a first-hand witness to my

father’s constant charity and benevolence. Then and

there I pledged to myself that when I would grow

up, I would emulate my father; I too would provide succor

to the needy and contribute to every charitable cause. Later

on, so many of my father’s modest, hidden deeds rose to the

surface, but the true extent of his generosity is still beyond

our imagination. I aspired to live up to my promise, but I
don’t think my deeds even come close to my father’s.

When I arrived in America I did not desert the families

and institutions I had left behind in Israel. Following my
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father’s example, I contributed to the orphanages in Israel, as
well as to the renowned Yeshivar Porat Yosef and Rabbi Meir
Baal Haness. My business office at the Empire State Building
was a stop for many visiting rabbis, heads of yeshivas and social
institutions, government officials, and politicians. They were
all welcomed graciously to my private offices and I did my
utmost to assist them in any way possible. “I remember your
father — such an aristocratic man,” was a regular comment
at the end of our meetings. No matter how many times I
heard that phrase, I would gloat through my tears.

I generously donated to institutions that I felt my father
would have approved of and endorsed. Contributing was

my pleasure, but I also believed it was my obligation. I had
to fulfill my childhood pledge.

When Yeshivat Porat Yosef was rebuilt in the Old City
of Jerusalem, a synagogue was added by the magnanimous
Edmond J. Safra m. I dedicated a chair in that synagogue
in honor of my parents. As a memorial of my father’s favorite
spot in the synagogue, I specified that the chair be situated
on the eastern wall facing the Kozel. During my frequent
visits to Porat Yosef, Rabbi Abraham Shrem ™ would lead
me to the synagogue and I would sit in the seat dedicated
to my parents, close my eyes, and pray. The uplifting feeling
of such a sublime experience enveloped my entire being,
especially when, after praying, I would open my eyes to the
sight of the Kozel directly facing me.

When I bought my summer house in Deal, New Jersey
in 1969 there was no synagogue in town. Instead, the police
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station provided the Jews with a room for prayers, a very
kind gesture on the part of the Borough of Deal. But as more
and more community members moved into Deal, building
a synagogue became essential. The Synagogue of Deal was
founded in 1973 under the tireless efforts of Charles Cohen
(may he be blessed with long life), and I gladly granted the
necessary assistance. The synagogue was built in a relatively
short time, and it was inaugurated in July in a grand celebration
with Sifrei Torah that were encased in silver and gold.

My brothers and I contributed openhandedly in order
to dedicate the new synagogue’s zebah in memory of my
father. Of course we also purchased permanent seats for
all the members of our families. The tebah dedication was
celebrated on a Saturday morning. A special program was
prepared, and I commissioned the renowned and talented
Cantor Meir Levy to conduct the prayers. All the Jewish
residents of Deal attended the synagogue that week to hear
the rich melodious services. Even the critical and discerning
weren't disappointed, as the prayers were sung in the most
harmonious tunes I had ever heard. Uncle Joe Sutton, who
sat beside me in the second row next to the hechal, was
invited by Rabbi Shmidman ™y to perform the petibat
hechal (opening of the Ark), while my brothers and I were
called to stand at the rebah. After the prayers I hosted a
gala seber in a huge tent outside my house. Hundreds of
community members, relatives, and friends attended the
luncheon that lasted for hours, as all enjoyed the delightful
melodies of Meir Levy.
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A few years after the synagogue was established, Rabbi
Isaac Dwek assumed its leadership. He recognized the
pressing need for a yeshiva in Deal, and instantly acted
on the matter. I attended a parlor meeting at the house of
Eli Ashkenazi (may he be blessed with long life), in which
Rabbi Dwek spoke passionately of the urgency for providing
our children with a Jewish education. Saul Ashkenazi (may
he be blessed with long life), entreated all the participants
to donate liberally. After a few large contributions were
announced, I raised my hand and dedicated a classroom in
memory of my father, something I am sure he would have
urged me to do. The school was named Hillel Yeshiva, and
I find it an honor that my father’s name is shared with a
yeshiva where he is remembered.

Twenty-five years ago, my nephew Manny Haber
approached me for help in building a yeshiva to be headed
by his brother, Rabbi Hillel Haber (named after my father)
who had just arrived from Jerusalem after long years of
intense study. Of course, I did not hesitate to contribute in
memory of my father. I bless the Haber family with long,
healthy, and happy lives, so they can continue in their selfless
work for the community.

Following my father’s footsteps isn't easy; his steps
branch off in all directions, spanning miles. But keeping
to the trail he had blazed is always my aim. In addition
to contributing to orphanages, yeshivas, and synagogues,
my father designated time for visiting and tending to the
sick. When I was invited to join the board of trustees of
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Maimonides Hospital in 1984, I knew that by accepting this
position I would be furthering my father’s legacy. Helping
to manage an essentially Jewish hospital that caters to our
community is an endeavor my father would have dreamed
of pursuing. As his son, I enjoy sitting on the board of this
reputable hospital and watching it expand over the years.

In 1998, I was able to fulfill two of my father’s passions
by establishing the Beth Hillel synagogue at Maimonides
Medical Center. A synagogue in a hospital in memory of my
father is a befitting honor to him. He had prayed religiously
all his life, and that was the last activity he had done before
his death. He had also been devotedly involved in efforts to
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help the sick in Aleppo and Israel. Through the Beth Hillel
synagogue, his actions echo on.

A Sephardic Sefer Torah was brought over from Israel and
donated to the hospital in honor of the inauguration of the
synagogue. The memorable occasion is described in detail in
Men of Faith and Vision, a book by Sam Catton mp.

Beth Hillel Synagogue
at ‘
Maimonides Medical Center
An Excerpt from Men of Faith and Vision
By Mr. Sam Catton

Al H. Sutton is a member of the Board of Trustees
at the Maimonides Medical Center, a position
he holds for over twenty-five years. In 1998, Mr.
Sutton made a major contribution to the Hospital
and chose to dedicate a Synagogue in memory of his
parents. It is named after the noted scholar Rabbi
Hillel Meir Menashe Sutton, ob’m.

On Sunday, June 7, 1998, the Jewish
community of Brooklyn celebrated the dedication of
Beth Hillel Synagogue at Maimonides. A Sephardic
Sefer Torah was brought from Israel and donated
Jor the occasion. While it is customary to make such
presentations at a synagogue, this was the first such
ceremony to take place in a hospital setting.
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M. Sutton, whose parents are memorialized
in the synagogues name, expressed his familys joy.
“What better way to remember my parents than
by linking their memory to a place dedicated to
preserving physical health and spiritual health?”

Over 500 people attended the reception in a
large tent erected for the occasion. The ceremony
included a jubilant procession through the streets
surrounding the Medical Center, while the Sefer
Torah was carried under a canopy. Music and the
voice of Cantor Rabbi Yehezkel Zion accompanied
Joyful proclamations throughout the festivities.

Martin D. Payson, Maimonides' Chairman of
the Board, thanked the Sutton Family and other
members of the Sephardic Community for honoring
Maimonides with the extraordinary gesture.

Maimonides is a world-class teaching hospital
in the heart of Brooklyn, staffed with some of the
best doctors in New York. It is located less than
ten minutes from Ocean Parkway and serves our
community in both emergencies and best medical
care.

Beth Hillel Synagogue is located in the lobby of
the main building. It is open 24 hours a day, 7 days
a week, and used for morning, noon, and night
prayers, and. is used by patients and visitors alike.

o
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In the fall of 2003, the Shaare Zedek Medical Center in
Jerusalem hooked up with me, and I contributed to them
unreservedly. After all, the home I had lived in as a child in
Jerusalem was next to the old Wallach Hospital in Jerusalem,
the predecessor of the present-day Shaare Zedek Medical
Center. The hospital had blended into the neighborhood
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scenery I viewed every time I had peeked out of my window.
Helping the hospital revived a piece of my childhood, and
was also an honor to my parents. In appreciation for my

donation, Shaarei Zedek presented me with the Jerusalem
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Sefer Torah dedicated in memory of Hillel and Bahira Sutton
(My mother was called Bahia in Aleppo, but when she moved
to Israel she acquired the Hebrew name Bahira.)
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Martin D. Payson, chairman of the Board of Trustees,
Stanley Brezenoff, president of Maimonides Medical Center
with Paulette and Abraham Sutton at the dedication, with the Sefer Torah

Award for aiding in the health care needs of the people of
our Holy City and my home community. I accepted the
award at a dinner affair attended by nearly one thousand
supporters, including a wide range of celebrities, politicians,
and doctors.

All my life I have jumped at opportunities to honor
my dear parents. Their names are inscribed on the walls
of countless institutions. The lives of so many have been
reformed through my contributions in my parents’ memory.

But my most significant accomplishment of all is the writing
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Abraham Sutton carrying the Sefer Torah during the procession
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and publishing of this book. When the book was only a
brainstorm, I approached Rabbi Dwek for his opinion. He
immediately and firmly answered, “Publish or perish!” And
indeed, now my parent’s lives and legacies are preserved
for eternity. If only one person is inspired by my parents’
sacrifice, dedication, and sterling qualities, if only one person
aspires to emulate their ways, then the publishing of this
book will have been worthwhile. Hillel and Bahia Menashe

Sutton live on!

< C==9
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This is in memory of my dear and beloved father,
Hillel Menashe Sutton 93t .

When I backtrack mentally to my childhood days

under my father’s influence, his respect, honesty,

and humility shine out. He was a charitable,
religious, and happy man. Wherever he went, he was highly
respected by his friends, rabbis, and family. All rose to
greet him and he responded with respect to each person he
encountered. My aunts, Terra Sitt and Marcel Shayo, along
with their husbands, always came to my father for advice or
a blessing.
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In Jerusalem we prayed at the synagogue Bet Zekenim on
Jaffa Road, a few blocks from our home. My father had the
front seat in front of the tebah, and my two brothers and I
sat next to him. He was well-respected and honored by all
the congregation members.

On Friday nights, before Kiddush, my father would
recite Shalom Alechem, Eshet Hayil, and Atkeenu Seudata
while we all followed along. Saturday mornings after shul
the whole family would gather together and partake in a
delicious lunch prepared by my dear mother. After the meal,
my father would seat me next to him on the sofa and read
the Book of Tehillim. As a young boy, I would try to rush the
reading, but my father would gently ask me to slow down.

Every day my father would walk to the market to buy
that day’s groceries. He didn’t want to burden my mother
with such work.

When I was five years old, my father enrolled me in
Yeshivat Magen David on David Yellin Street in Jerusalem.
He walked me to school in the morning, and my sister Sara
would pick me up in the afternoon. I didn’t like the school
and lasted there for less than a year. Later, I attended the
private Alliance school. After I completed the first grade,
I earned an excellent report card and was promoted to the
third grade. When my father read my report card, he was
very pleased. As a reward, a few days later he took my brother
Mike and me to Mahane Yehuda and bought wallets for
both of us. I still remember how much nicer Mike’s wallet
was, which irked me at the time.
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In 1948, war broke out between the new State of Israel
and all its Arab neighbors. We were living in Jerusalem
in Romema. The bombs and shells were falling on our
neighborhood twenty-four hours a day. The fierce fighting
forced us to move to a shelter in the next building. We
dragged our mattresses to the shelter and brought along
whatever food we had. We lived that way for months. While
the war was raging around us, my father would walk the
dangerous streets for miles in search of the Angel Bakery
in Bayit Vegan in order to buy some bread for his hungry
family. He had no regard for his personal safety; his only
concern was feeding his family.

Every morning my brother Al and I would run out of
the shelter. The surrounding Arab armies had shut off all
water in Jerusalem, and the one main functioning water
line in the city was directly in front of our house. Trucks
would come to pick up barrels filled with water to deliver
throughout the city. Being so bored in the shelter without
any school or outdoor play, I would climb on top of the
water trucks, making myself a prime target for the shots
of the Arab legions. My father, beside himself with worry,
would forbid these actions, but of course I continued my
wild rides.

After the cease-fire in Jerusalem we returned to our
apartment and tried to resume a normal life. I was nearly
thirteen, and I began preparing for my Bar Mitzvah. My
father accompanied me to the synagogue Bet Zekenim on the
day of my Bar Mitzvah, and 1 read a portion of the weekly
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perasha. 1 put on my tefillin, but I didnt know how to fold
it. When we came home my father clearly demonstrated the
process to me, and that is exactly the way I do it now, sixty
years later. I think of my father every time I put on zefillin.

It was my father’s custom not to start Shabbat lunch until
the whole family was present. As a young boy, I preferred
watching a soccer game in the arena near our home to sitting
down to a family lunch. After shul on Saturdays, I would
find myself sitting on the bleachers observing the game.
From my seat I had a perfect view of anyone approaching the
stands. Week after week, I would spot my father searching
for me and I would quickly skip off the bleachers to meet
him before he reached the arena. I felt like I was getting
the best of both worlds: I got to watch the game and then
spend time walking home alone with my father. After lunch
on Saturdays my father would sing pizmonim. He had one
favorite song, which he always loved to sing.

We soon moved to Tel Aviv and began a new life. My
brother Al and I attended school, while our older brother
Mike enlisted in the army. My sister Sara went to work and
my youngest sister Ruth was a student in school. My sister
Chava stayed home to help out my mother. The synagogue
in Tel Aviv wasn't far from our home, and my father prayed
there every day. Even as a newcomer, he was respected by the
congregation and he was still able to get his usual first seat
on the right side of the echal. He was active and maintained
his earlier habits, continuously caring for his family and
community.
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My final memories of my father are in 1949 on the last
day of Succot, the holiday of Simbat Torah. He joyously
danced with the Torah in shul, with a look of perfect
happiness on his face. He died the following day. Although
I spent only a short time with my father and so many years
have passed, I treasure the memories I have of him and pray
for his blessings for my family.

<C==9
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I he following is a eulogy and derasha (exposition)
that the rabbi and teacher, the light of our eyes, the

G-dly Kabbalist, Rabbi Yehuda Dweck, HaCohen,
(may Hashem guard and protect him) said in public on the
occasion of the death of the young woman nj7*aw (may she
be blessed among the modest women), who, having died
in childbirth, was taken to her eternal rest. May her soul
be bound in the bond of eternal life. She was the wife of
the benefactor, of an aristocratic tribe, the unique man of

many attributes who supported every good enterprise, the
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Honorable Rav Hillel Meir Menashe Sutton (may Hashem
guard and protect him). May Hashem comfort him and
bring him happiness, and may he know no more sorrow.
May Hashem fill his house with blessing, and may he rejoice
with children and grandchildren, with much prosperity,
tranquility, and honor, Amen.

And you shall therefore keep this ordinance in its season
from days to days. And you shall therefore keep, etc. And it
shall be when the Lord shall bring you into the land of the
Canaanites, as he swore to you and to your fathers, and shall
give it to you (Exodus 13:10-11).

The Gemara (Talmud) says in Berachot (5b):

R. Elazar fell ill and R. Yohanan went in to visit him.
He noticed that he was lying in a dark room, and he bared
his arm and light radiated from it. Thereupon he noticed
that R. Elazar was weeping, and he said to him: Why do
you weep? Is it because you did not study enough Torah?
Surely we learned: The one who does much and the one
who does little have the same merit, provided that the heart
is directed to heaven. Is it perhaps lack of sustenance? Not
everybody has the privilege to enjoy two tables. Is it perhaps
because of [the lack of] children? This is the bone of my
tenth son! He replied to him: I am weeping on account of
this beauty that is going to rot in the earth. He said to him:
On that account you surely have a reason to weep; and they
both wept.

In the meanwhile he said to him: Are your sufferings
welcome to you? He replied: Neither they nor their reward.
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He said to him: Give me your hand, and he gave him his
hand and he raised him [from his illness].

What an awful, terrible day is that day! A day of darkness
and clouds! Distress, trouble, anguish, and anger! For she
who was the apple of our eye, the perfection of beauty with
no flaws — she is gone! Oh, women who are at rest, lift
up your voices and cry. Hear my voice and hearken to my
words: Eulogize and cry out, make your voices heard in high
places, over this beauty that is going to the earth!

For these I cry, mourning and lamentation; our eyes pour
forth water, lamentation and bitter weeping, like flowing
water.

How terribly sad I am for you, Hillel, son of the morning
star! Over this I eulogize and cry. I am pained to the depths
of my being over this bad news which is so depressing, sad,
and bitter, and which causes us to sigh with anguish. The
informing voice informs and delivers its message. When we
hear such news, all we can say is, Baruch Dayan HaEmet,
blessed be the True Judge.

I saw your tears; I heard your words. “A voice said, ‘Call
out!” and I said, “What should I call?’ ” (sziah 40:6). When I
came here I saw there was no peace, and we dreamt a dream.
For all my beloved friends and close relatives stood off from
afar and were silent. Not one opened his mouth to share
good news — therefore I was afraid, and in a bitter voice I
cried, My only one, my beloved! I came here to be informed
of your wellbeing, not of your death! I did not know that
your time had come. How terrible is your passing, how
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terrible is your leaving! In a brief moment you have left us; I
have searched for you and did not find you, my beloved one,
my perfect, gentle one!

“Is there no balm in Gilad? Is there no doctor there?”
(Jeremiah 8:22). Why did you not get well? Why was there
no cure for your illness? Open the floodgates of sorrow!

What can I respond and what can I say, when my heart
is broken and bitter? My soul cries out for you, but my
tongue is silent. Who here is like Hillel, my dear friend who
is like my own self? A fire burns inside me; I speak out of the
bitterness of my spirit. About whom shall I cry — this one
or that one: About the loss of one’s first wife, the mainstay of
one’s home, the loss for which even the Altar sheds tears? Or
about the loss of your two sons born to you, untimely births
that did not see the sun?

With what can I comfort you? Who has gone through
an experience equal to yours? Happy events have turned
to sighs; joy and gladness have turned to mourning and
anguish. O, cruel Death, how did you not have mercy? You
slaughtered, cut down, and grabbed away. How did you not
pity her youth, the best years of her life? Her pains came
upon her, the pains of a woman giving birth. What is this
great anger?! She has gone from the highest places to the
lowest, from the lofty heights to the darkness of the depths,
to a place of darkness and the shadow of death.

It is pleasant and proper to praise [the person who passes
away]. I dont know what to tell; truthfully, there are no
words on my tongue. Therefore it is best to speak briefly,
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and at any rate one is supposed to tell only a small part of a
person’s praise in their presence.

I would like to share two good, faithful testimonials:
1) She was modest in her deeds; “the entire honor of the
daughter of the king is within” (Psalms 45:14). 2) She
walked in righteousness, saving from her earnings and from
the work of her hands to give to the poor. The verse, “She
stretches forth her hand to the poor, and her hands she sends
forth to the needy” (Proverbs 31:20), is accurately applied to
her.

Indeed, “A woman who fears Hashem is to be praised”
(ibid., 31:30). The woman naw of the house of Sutton
was among the righteous, pious women, whose soul is in
Eden, may her soul be bound in the bond of eternal life in
Eden, the garden of Hashem, in the tent of the upright.

May my prayer be offered to He Who is awesome in His
deeds on behalf of this holy congregation which has acted
toward her properly and according to good etiquette; on
behalf of her father, her mother, and all her relatives; and on
behalf of her husband, a man raised on high, an able man
of deeds who fears G-d, holy from birth, a child of holy
people, of ancient, lofty stock; who does acts of kindness,
doing good to all who ask, the head of the organization
Keter Torah, may Hashem be praised. A man who tries with
all his strength and energy to help others, awake by night as
by day, in darkness as in light, a father to orphans and to the
miserable poor. He arises from his bed in the middle of the
night to find doctors for women giving birth, to give hope to
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those who are downtrodden; he shares in the public burden
with a generous spirit, supporting the poor with strength
and money, the honorable Rav Hillel Sutton. May Hashem
watch over him, him and his brothers, my pleasant friends,
those who are near and those who are far. May their years
be extended and life added on to them; may nothing bad
ever come near them. May there be many more like them in
Israel, children of the righteous!

Who am I and what am [ worth, that I have come before
my brothers to eulogize, to arouse crying and lamentation,
in the presence of the brave leaders of Israel, the holy pearls,
who are whispering about me, for I have never been a
man of words, and I have no experience in such matters.
It would be right to remain silent, especially since she has
already been properly eulogized by the esteemed Master,
mighty of the mighty, who is greater than Moshe? So why
should I aggrandize myself? Why should I, Yehuda, speak
extraneously and trouble everyone to listen to me?

But truthfully I will tell you that I could not hold back,
because of the great love and brotherhood I feel. I am so
sad for you, my dear friend whom I love as myself. In a
place where great joy, happiness, and song were expected, I
have come to chant a bitter elegy with bitter cries. Would
that you had not been my brother, as the sefer Yad Yosef
commented on the verse, “How sad I was for you, my
brother Yonatan® (/I Samuel 1:26), that King David was
saying, “I regret the brotherhood; would that you had not
become my brother and I would not suffer so upon your
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death.” This is why David said, “My brother, Yonatan,”
and not “Yonatan, my brother,” because the close feelings
of brotherhood were a major reason for his pain. (Till here
are the words of Yad Yosef)) So my hurt is very great, and I
can say as David said about Yonatan, Your love to me was
wonderful, surpassing the love of women (ibid.), these two
women who are hidden with “caves of the earth” (lsziah
2:19) on their heads.

About this I say, “Oh that my head were water, and my
eyes a fountain of tears, that I might weep day and night for
the slain of the daughter of my people!” (Jeremiah 8:23). The
word slain is in the plural, implying two [as here, too, both
the mother and the children have died]. Furthermore, “the
man is not in his house” (Proverbs 8:19). For now the news
came; now she died, now she was taken away. And the death
of her two sons has come upon him, for she did not merit to
nurse her son and he died, and she did not merit to see his
circumcision or his redemption as a first-born. And now her
travails have turned upon her: this day which we anticipated
that we would rejoice and be glad, instead grievous troubles
have surrounded us; suddenly came death, suddenly came
destruction. This day has arrived, and she has been taken for
burial with those who live in the dust, hidden from the view
of all living things.

Therefore this is my obligation and I shall fulfill it
though I am small I jump to the front in order to console
and comfort. May it be the Divine will that they shall not
languish in sorrow any more; that desolation and destruction
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should no more be heard in his border and He should lift his
hands up high. Amen, so may it be His will.

The Gemara says in Berachot (17a): Rab said to R. Hiyya:
Whereby do women earn merit? By making their children
go to the synagogue to learn Scripture and their husband to
the Bet Hamidrash to learn Mishnah, and waiting for their
husbands till they return from the Ber Hamidrash.

The following question has been asked: Why does the
Gemara ask how women earn merit? Why would their
portion be less, and why would their good deeds and acts of
righteousness and their merits not suffice? Indeed, in other
places we find that a woman’s merit is greater than a man’s,
as we find (Zaanit 23b) regarding the wife of Abba Hilkiya
that when both prayed for rain, the cloud came from her
side and not from his, and the Gemara explains this was
because the poor receive more immediate benefit from a
woman than from a man, in that a woman gives the poor
person bread, while a man gives him money.

It is possible to explain this based on the following: It is
known that there are 248 positive commandments and 365
negative commandments, corresponding to the 248 limbs
and 365 sinews in the body. Each misvah (commandment)
corresponds to a specific part of the body, and by fulfilling
that misvah, one prepares for oneself a (spiritual) garment
for that part of the body. It is also known that every saddik
(righteous person) receives 310 worlds in the World to Come,
as the verse says, “That I may cause those who love me to
inherit wealth; and I will fill their treasures” (Proverbs 8:21);
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the word for wealth in the verse is ¥, the numerical value
of which is 310 (in gematriya). The Sages explained that the
613 Biblical misvor plus 7 Rabbinic misvot equals 620, like
the numerical value of the word 9n> meaning crown, and
that the 620 is divided equally between husband and wife,
each receiving 310. This then is what the verse means: “That
I may cause those who love me to inherit wealth w» and I
will fill their treasures” — the verse is written in the plural
(those who love me; their treasures) to indicate that husband
and wife each receive 310 worlds.

Based on the above, we can understand why the Gemara
asks how women earn merit. The Gemara wants to know
how women receive the specific merit of the many misvot
that do not apply to them, such as sissiz and zefillin and the
rest of the time-bound positive commandments. How do
women merit the spiritual garments for the World of Souls,
for the world of the Revival of the Dead? How do they
merit that every limb should have merit to be brought back
to life? To this question the Gemara gives the answer, “By
making their children go to the synagogue to learn Scripture
and their husband to the Ber Hamidrash to learn Mishnah,
and waiting for their husbands till they return from the Bez
Hamidrash.” By doing so, women share equally in all the
merits of their husbands and children. They earn this merit.
It is theirs by right, based on justice; it is not an unearned
gift from Hashem. Man and woman each earn 310 worlds.

The expression in the Gemara that women wait for their
husbands alludes to the fact that they sit at home, waiting
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expectantly and patiently. The pious woman’s legs do not
wander outside and take her to the streets, seeking thrills and
drifting like immodest women of low character. Rather she
acts as modest women do, and through this she can certainly
protect her household. Such women, who bring satisfaction
to their husbands and cause them to be involved constantly
in Torah, serving Hashem and being among those who
bring merit to themselves and to the world — such women
certainly share in the merit of their husbands.

Based on this, we can explain the verse, “Your wife
shall be like a fruitful vine in the recesses of your house;
your children like olive shoots around your table. Behold,
thus shall the man be blessed who fears the Lord” (Psalms
128:3-4). At first glance it seems difficult to understand
why the verse says, “Your wife shall be like a fruitful vine
in the recesses of your house” instead of simply, “in your
house.”

What is the meaning of the expression, “in the recesses
of your house”? And what is the meaning of, “thus shall the
man be blessed”? And what is the intent behind comparing
a woman to a vine and her children to olive shoots?

The intent behind comparing a woman to a vine is that
Hashem has compared the Jewish People to a vine, which
cannot be grafted with another species. Therefore the verse
says, “If your wife will be like a vine” that does not accept
any grafting from another species, i.e., she is modest (for as
Radak explained, their practice was to plant the vine inside
the house, but its shoots extended outside; similarly, the
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woman is to remain modestly in the recesses of your house
and not leave the house), then in this merit your children will
be like olive shoots, like a tree planted by the water whose
leaves will not wither; they will always be around your table,
and behold, thus shall the man be blessed with children and
grandchildren, with abundant blessings of the house.

Another possible explanation of “Behold, thus shall
the man be blessed” is based on the following Gemara in
Tractate Tazanit (5b-6a): R. Nahman and R. Isaac were sitting
at a meal. When they were about to part, [R. Nahman]
said: Pray Master, bless me. He replied: Let me tell you a
parable. To what may this be compared? To a man who was
journeying in the desert; he was hungry, weary and thirsty
and he lighted upon a tree the fruits of which were sweet,
its shade pleasant, and a stream of water flowing beneath
it; he ate of its fruits, drank of the water, and rested under
its shade. When he was about to continue his journey, he
said: Tree, O Tree, with what shall I bless thee? Shall I say to
thee, May thy fruits be sweet? They are sweet already; that
thy shade be pleasant? It is already pleasant; that a stream of
water may flow beneath thee? Lo, a stream of water flows
already beneath thee; therefore [I say], May it be [G-d’s]
will that all the shoots taken from thee be like unto thee.
So also with you. With what shall I bless you? With [the
knowledge of] the Torah? You already possess [knowledge
of] the Torah. With riches? You have riches already. With
children? You have children already. Hence [I say], May it be
[G-d’s] will that your offspring be like unto you.
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This is what is alluded to in the verse, “Happy is every one
who fears the Lord; who walks in His ways” (Psalms 128:1).
This alludes to wisdom, for if there is no wisdom there is no
fear of Hashem. The next verse, “For you shall eat the labor
of your hands,” refers to wealth, for one who benefits from
the labor of his hands and does not need to accept charity,
and is satisfied with what he has, is rich, as the Mishnah says,
“Who is wealthy? He who is satisfied with his portion.” On
the surface it seems very hard to understand the Mishnah’s
question, “Who is rich?” Isn’t it obvious that whoever has
a lot of money is rich? But in truth, not all wealth is the
same. The opposite: There are riches kept for their owner to
his hurt (Ecclesiastes 5:12), namely wealth which is not used
to benefit others, as the Zohar says (on the opening phrase
of the same verse), there is a grievous evil that rules over a
person and does not leave him alone, that even he himself
does not have the ability (lit., control) to make use of and
enjoy his own property. All the money will not help a man
who is so stingy, and at the end he will lose his wealth.

This is what the Sages meant when they said, “Who is
wealthy? He who is satisfied with his portion,” and such
a person will surely benefit from his labor, in this world
and the next. For being satisfied with one’s portion is the
opposite of the phenomenon by which one who has 100
desires another 100 and thus feels that he is lacking 100; one
who has 200 desires another 200; and one who has millions
will be lacking ever so much more, and will be extremely

poor.
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It is possible to explain further that this is what the Sages
meant when they said (Eruvin 86a) that Rebbe (Rabbi Judah
the Prince) used to honor the wealthy. He used to honor
those who were wealthy in the sense of being satisfied with
what they had, as he was, taking satisfaction in his ability to
be good and to do good for others. About such as this the
verse says, “You shall eat the labor of your hands,” meaning
he should not be so stingy that he himself does not enjoy his
money, and certainly he will not give to others. Rather, he
should eat and give to others to eat. About such as this the
verse concludes, “You shall be happy and it will be good for
you.”

And perhaps this is what Jacob meant when he said, “And
He shall give me bread to eat and clothes to wear” (Genesis
28:20), i.e., with a generous eye, and may that grievous evil
not rule over me such that I will not be able to enjoy the
labor of my hands.

If a person fulfills all we have said, certainly about him
the verse says, “You shall be happy and it will be good for
you,” which (as the Sages explained) means that you shall
be happy in this world and it will be good for you in the
next world. Your wife will be as a fruitful vine, meaning she
does not allow anyone else to join (graft) with her, but to
the contrary, she sits in the recesses of your home, i.e., she
doesn’t leave the house but stays home modestly; and your
children like olive shoots around — certainly regarding such
a man the verse says, “thus shall the man be blessed,” that his
descendants should be like him.



204 < ABRAHAM SUTTON

Alternatively, the verse, “thus shall the man be blessed
who fears Hashem,” refers to the following: It is known that
one hundred people were dying each day from a plague, (see
end of /I Samuel), so King David stood and established that
every Jew should recite one hundred blessings each day so
they should not die. Our Sages found a basis for this practice
hinted at in Scripture in the phrase describing King David,
9 opin, “who was raised on high” (17 Samuel 23:1), in that
the word 9 has the numerical value 100 in gematriya. This
is what David said, “Your wife is as a fruitful vine, and your
children are like olive shoots,” meaning that they are alive
and well. They are alive through fulfilling the next verse,
“thus shall the man be blessed,” etc., which reads in Hebrew,
922 712’ 12 2 the words 12 "2 have the numerical value of
100, and the word 772’ can be read ,772), meaning, “he
should bless,” i.e., each man should bless 100 blessings.

Let us return to our topic. Righteous, pious women
are the ones who help their husbands. By so doing, their
portion is not reduced (as it might otherwise have been
because women have fewer misvor), and through their good
deeds, righteousness, and purity of heart, they share equally
with their husbands.

But we still have to understand why the Gemara
mentioned three separate things: 1) By making their children
go to the synagogue to learn Scripture, and 2) their husband
to the Bet Hamidrash to learn Mishnah, and 3) waiting for
their husbands till they return, etc. Why is one of them not
sufficient?
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When a righteous man departs from the world three
companies of ministering angels go out to greet him. One
exclaims, “Come in peace”; the other exclaims, “They shall
rest on their beds,” while the third exclaims, “He who walks
in his uprightness,” (Ketubor 104a, citing three phrases in
Isaiah 57:2). Parallel to these three, women were given three
good deeds to do so that in the merit of these good deeds,
the three companies of angels should go out to greet them as
well, and women should not lose out on anything,.

Let us return to the passage we cited (from Berachot)
in the beginning of this essay: When R. Yohanan bared his
arm, light radiated from it. Why did R. Yohanan’s face not
radiate light, for certainly his face was able to do so?

The explanation is as follows: “He saw R. Elazar lying in
a dark room” means that he was going to a house of darkness
and the shadow of death; “he revealed his arm” means he
prayed for him with all his might by the arm of his strength
(lsaiah 62:8); and he brought him from death to life, which
is the meaning of “light radiated.”

R. Yohanan then said to R. Elazar, “Are your sufferings
welcome to you?” and he replied, “Neither they nor their
reward.” Why would his sufferings be welcome? The truth
is that our eyes see only the bitter sufferings, but do not see
that the purpose and end result of the sufferings are for the
good. R. Yohanan therefore asked him if his sufferings were
welcome, i.e., because they enabled him to expect ultimate
good, and R. Elazar responded, “Neither they nor their

reward.”
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This is similar to that which I saw in the newly printed
sefer, pnx> mw. He brings the Gemara (Berachot 17a):

When R. Yohanan finished the Book of Job, he used to
say the following: The end of man is to die, and the end of a
beast is to be slaughtered, and all are doomed to die.

Rabbi Sar-Shalom Hedaya (may Hashem protect him)
explains this passage in a beautiful way; I will copy it here
in order to fulfill our Sages directive to quote one’s sources.
What is the intent of, “When he finished the Book of
Job,” etc.? What is the connection between the two? (He
raises a number of other points as well.) And these are his
words:

The point of this holy passage that R. Yohanan came
to teach us is that upon finishing the Book of Job, one finds
that Iyov’s end was much better than his beginning. Iyov
suffered the loss of all his property and his children and all
that he had, and suffered terrible bodily afflictions as well.
But all this was for his benefit, in order to give him good at
the end. From Iyov we can learn that all losses in life are for
the ultimate good, and for the benefit of man and of every
living creature.

This is also evident to the eye, for the rule of nature that
Hashem built into creation is that end of man is to die and
the end of a beast is to be slaughtered. What is the difference
between man and beast? Why is a beast slaughtered (for
food) instead of just dying? R. Yohanan is informing us that
the losses that the animal experiences are in fact for ultimate
purpose, both for itself and for others. For itself because
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while alive, it was in the category of “Living,” but not of
“Speaking” [because it was not human]; it then is slaughtered
and is raised to the higher level of “Speaking” [by being eaten
and becoming part of a human being]. Similarly, a person’s
losses are for ultimate good, in order that he should be able
to reach a higher level in death than he was able while alive
in this world, for then he will reach eternal life in the World
to Come, where there is no more loss.

And this is the esoteric meaning behind the saying,
“Saddikim are called alive even when dead, because their
souls are still alive and remain alive eternally.” When they
were still alive, their lives were only temporary lives, which
is not true life; one cannot apply to them the term /ife since
they were going to die eventually. All people and animals are
therefore considered as dead, because they will eventually
pass away, according to the law that G-d has engraved for all
created beings. But their losses are all for ultimate benefit.
(Up till here are his words.)

Accordingly, this is why R. Yohanan asked R. Elazar, “Are
your sufferings welcome to you?” For it is possible for the
end result of sufferings to be like the case of Iyov, whose end
was more blessed than his beginning; similarly the end result
of R. Elazar’s sufferings could well be peace and tranquility,
wealth and honor. But R. Elazar responded, “Not them and
not their reward.”

I return to my earlier topic. In the introduction to
this piece, I cited the verse, “You shall therefore keep this
ordinance from days to days” (Exodus 13:10). My intention
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was to allude to our Sages’ advice, “Return one day before
you die.” The obvious question is that no one knows how
long he will live. And the answer is that is correct; a person
should return (make teshubah) today because he may die
tomorrow; and the result will be that person will return
every day of his life. It was said about the Talmudic sage
Rav that he never looked beyond his four cubits, meaning
he never looked beyond the four cubits he would have in
the grave; every day, every hour, every minute, every second
he contemplated his death. “You shall therefore keep this
ordinance in its season” (Exodus 13:10) is a hint to this
unalterable fact, for G-d has decreed that every creature has
its time. [A man works hard, as it says] “Has not a man a hard
service upon earth?” (Job 7:1), but [when his time comes to
die] it says, “None can save from My hand” (Deuteronomy
32:39).

The end of the verse (in Exodus), “from days to days,”
alludes to how our Sages expounded the verse, “the day of
death [is better than] the day of one’s birth” (Ecclesiastes 7:1),
where the expression “the day of death” is juxtaposed in the
verse to the expression “the day of one’s birth,” to teach that
from the moment of birth, one is close to the day of death.
“From days” means every day from the day one is born; “to
days” means that one should always think of the appointed
day one will die and never turn one’s attention away from
it. Thus he will spend every day making reshubah, for no
person knows his appointed time, and no man has authority
over the day of death (Ecclesiastes 8:8). Today one is here
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and tomorrow one is in the grave, for in a brief moment,
suddenly desolation and destruction can come.

[This is alluded to in various verses such as] “Will you
set your eyes on it? It is already gone” (Proverbs 23:5) [and]
“He is gone for Hashem has taken him” (Genesis 5:24). Like
this happy woman, against whom a crime was committed
by Death, for in an instant the robber came upon her, and
before she could give birth safely, cruel Death expressed his
anger at her and did not have pity on her youth and on her
best years; cruel Death did not allow her to nurse her young;
cruel Death did not leave her to rejoice in her progeny. Woe,
woe! We awaited and expected to rejoice in her childbirth
with joy and song; instead we have come now to cry, to
lament, and to eulogize her with a very bitter heart, with
lamentations and bitter weeping. May it be the Divine
will that Hashem should turn this sadness to gladness and
rejoicing, and, with pleasant voices, we will joyfully sing a
great song of praise to Him.

[In the introduction to this piece] I cited the verse, “You
shall therefore keep this ordinance in its season from days
to days” (Exodus 13:10) a second time. My intent thereby
was to allude to what the Gemara says in Masechet Niddah
(30b):

R. Simlai delivered the following discourse: What does
an embryo resemble when it is in the bowels of its mother? It
eats what its mother eats and drinks what its mother drinks.
A light burns above its head and it looks and sees from one
end of the world to the other. It is also taught all the Torah



210 + ABRAHAM SUTTON

from beginning to end. As soon as it comes into the world
an angel approaches, slaps it on its mouth, and causes it
to forget all the Torah completely. It does not emerge from
there before it is made to take an oath, “Be righteous, and
be never wicked; and even if all the world tells you, ‘You are
righteous,” consider yourself wicked. Always bear in mind
that the Holy One, blessed be He, is pure and that the soul
which He gave you is pure; if you preserve it in purity, well
and good, but if not, I will take it away from you.” This may
be compared to the case of a priest who handled over some
terumah to an ignoramus and told him, “If you preserve it
under conditions of cleanness, well and good, but if not, I
will burn it in your presence.”

This passage is what I was hinting at by citing, “You
shall therefore keep this ordinance,” which is a reference to
the Torah which you learned; “from days to days” refers to
the days between conception and birth. Alternatively, “this
ordinance” refers to the oath that the Torah must be preserved
in purity; “in its season” alludes to the requirement that the
soul should leave the world in the same state of purity it was
in when it entered the world, just as you accepted the Torah
in purity from days to days, i.e., while in your mother’s
womb.

[The concluding verse cited in the introduction is also a
metaphor:] “And it shall be when the Lord shall bring you
into the land,” is an allusion to the holy land on high (i.e.,
heaven); “as He swore to you and to your fathers” [alludes
to the oath G-d makes the embryo swear that it should leave
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the world] in purity; [if that oath is fulfilled] the verse then
says, “and He shall give it to you,” alluding to the fact that
G-d will return your soul to you at the time of Resurrection,
and then you will merit to behold the beauty of the Lord. As
the verse says, “and with them the blind and the lame, the
woman with child and she who labors with child together”
(Jeremiah 31:7), which teaches that when they arise at the
time of Resurrection, they will arise as they died, i.e., with
the same infirmities, and after they arise [they will be healed,
as it says], “Then the eyes of the blind shall be opened, and
the ears of the deaf shall be unstopped” (Zsziah 31:5) in
Eden, Amen.

[Kabbalah]

Theverse, “You shall therefore keep this ordinance,
from days to days” (Exodus 13:10) also tells us to
expectantly await the salvation of Hashem, “this
ordinance” referring to the time of our Redemption,
that End which is hidden from all living creatures.
It is an ordinance before Him, Who alone knows
the secret things, as Hashem said, “I have revealed it
[only] to My heart” (Sanhedrin 99a). “From days to
days” means that every day one should look forward
to the true time of our Redemption.

[Kabbalah]

He shall fix the world under the rule of G-d,
and He shall gather the dispersed of Judah from the
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four corners of the earth. “And those shall come who
were lost in the land of Assyria, and the outcasts in
the land of Egypt, and shall worship the Lord in
the holy mount at Jerusalem” (lsaiah 27:13), and
“We shall no longer say, ‘Our G-d’ to the works of
our hands” (Hosea 14:4). Rather [than worshipping
idols] “You shall set apart to the Lord all that opens
the womb, the males shall be the Lord’s” (Exodus
13:12), referring to the holy nation of Israel who are
called the first of the womb, as it says, “My son, My
firstborn, Israel” (Exodus 4:22). [The continuation
of Exodus 13:12,] “and every firstling that comes of
a beast,” refers to the other nations whom Hashem
has allotted to the world. [The conclusion of the
verse,] “the males shall be the Lord’s” teaches that
all shall come together to worship before Hashem.
Alternatively: “The males (o»121) shall be the Lord’s”
means that all shall mention (@211) Hashem’s
Explicit Name, as is written, “And Hashem will be
King over all the earth, Hashem will be One, He will
be complete, and His throne will be complete.” May
Hashem be blessed forever, Amen.

<C==9
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Rachel Haber

On the evening of August 24, 1957, my EI-Al flight
from Tel Aviv, Israel, landed at Idlewild Airport (the

present day JFK). The flight had been long, making
stops in Athens, Rome, Paris, London, and Shannon. In the
airport, I was greeted by my brother Mike, whom I had not
seen since his departure from Israel in 1951. All it took was
the taxi ride from the airport to shock me into reality; the
streets of America were not paved in gold. The unattractive
Brooklyn scenery was actually very disappointing to me.



226 + ABRAHAM SUTTON

As we pulled up to East Fourth Street, one thing did meet
my expectations: my meeting with my dear sister Rachel. I
had seen her once before during her trip to Israel, but I was
again amazed by her warmth and beauty. Although I had
left my country and family, Rachel made me feel at home
just minutes after my arrival. Raymond, Rachel’s husband,
wasn't well at the time and was suffering from a recent stroke,
but his sweet smile and charm still remain in my heart. We
exchanged the recent family news, and I briefly recounted
the details of my trip. Noticing how exhausted I was, Rachel
directed me to my private bedroom upstairs. That night was
one of the longest nights of my life; I lay awake crying from
mixed emotions of sadness and joy.

I moved to my apartment, but Rachel’s house was
one of my frequent destinations. I ate many Friday-night
dinners there and often dropped by just to say hello. Rachel
always greeted me with a smile and entertained me with her
charm, class, and charisma. Within a short while, T left to
New Orleans to attend Tulane University, returning to New
York in 1959. During that summer I met Paulette and we
became engaged. Rachel was at my side, taking the place
of a mother and helping me with all the engagement and
wedding preparations. She led me from the meeting of the
family all the way to the wedding, arranging every minute
detail without my knowledge.

Soon after my wedding I discovered that Rachel was
not well. She was admitted to Mount Sinai Hospital, and
I left my store on many afternoons to visit her. She always
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Rachel Haber my

appreciated spending time with me, but seeing her so sick
pained me to no end. Within weeks, Rachel passed away.
She had been like a mother to me. No words could describe
my grief.
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Rachel will always be in my heart along with the
memories of her beauty, smile, wisdom, and especially her
kindness and good heart. May G-d bless her soul and give a
long life to all her children.

R s
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Uncle Joe (quv) and Uncle Jack (apy?) were fine,
soft-spoken, and well-mannered. They generously
supported many good causes anonymously; they

contributed with the sole goal of assisting the needy,
and not in order to receive honor and respect. They had
many connections with influential individuals and were
friendly with congressmen, senators, and governors, such
as Governor Long of Louisiana. These friendships were
utilized to intercede on the behalf of others, including my
family.

Ever since I was a little boy, I recall my father mentioning
the names of Uncle Joe and Uncle Jack. They were his two
youngest brothers, my father being the oldest, with two
siblings between them. When Joe and Jack had matured into
adulthood, my father had believed that it was the opportune
time to send them to America, because soon they would
become too entrenched in Syria. He had arranged for these
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two single boys to board a ship to New York. Upon their
arrival they had struggled, but with time they prospered,
building families, establishing businesses, and living up to
the Sutton name.

There was an ongoing exchange of letters between my
father and his brothers, and my father always praised them
highly during daily conversations for the help they gave us
during our hard years in Israel. Although I didn’t personally
know my uncles then, and I hadnt seen any pictures of
them, I had an image of them in my mind: rich and powerful
tycoons.

After my father’s passing, and once I completed my
schooling in Israel, I wrote to Uncle Joe for assistance in
getting a visa to the United States for the purpose of studying
at a university there. The positive answer came quickly, along
with the necessary affidavit of support. Soon I was on my
way to America.

My first meeting with Uncle Joe was in New York, in his
Broadway corner office on 26th street, boasting the name
“J. M. Sutton & Sons.” As I was about to enter the office,
I was overcome with chills and shivers. I was actually going
to meet my father’s brother! And suddenly, there he was,
facing me with a broad smile across his tanned face. I had
pictured him big and tall, just like my father, but he was
a medium-sized man. He was dressed like the president,
sporting a diamond pin on his lapel. Now I understood
why his nickname was “The Senator.” We kissed and began
talking, when he hurriedly interrupted me. “You are going
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to New Orleans tomorrow,” he stated authoritatively. I was
shocked, but not fazed. I calmly explained to my uncle that
I had already enrolled in New York University for the fall
semester, but I would be happy to go to New Orleans at the
year’s end.

When 1 arrived in New Orleans, Uncle Joe rented a
spacious apartment for me on Saint Charles Street. It was
located in a very affluent area, conveniently near Tulane
University, and only a ten-minute trip by street car to
downtown Canal Street where “Sutton’s Fairyland” store was.
I would be working for my uncle in that store after school.
Uncle Joe generously instructed me to shop for suits, ties
and clothes and then send all the bills to him. I remember
picking out my entire wardrobe at the Felix Brothers store.
When I showed my uncle the bills from my shopping spree,
he was quite surprised. “I don’t even buy my own clothes
at Felix,” he explained. “They’re really expensive.” I had to
return all my purchases the following day and compromise
on shopping at the Holmes and Maison Blanche department
stores.

The deal was that Uncle Joe would pay for my tuition
in Tulane, rent my apartment, and provide me with an
allowance of thirty-five dollars a week, in exchange for my
work in his store after school hours. The driving force behind
our deal was that my uncle needed a family inside person to
eventually manage his stores. Such a position was attractive,
and by working in the store I would gain the necessary
business skills and training. The arrangement worked out
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very nicely. The cost of living was cheap, and therefore I
managed quite well.

Time passed quickly, and I was in good company. Becky
Harary mp, my cousin in New Orleans, kept on throwing
me reminders that my future lay in New York, not in
New Orleans. “Whom are you going to marry here?” she
questioned, and chided me, “This place is not for you!” It
took a while for her reasoning to register. When I graduated
Tulane I informed my uncle that I would like to settle in
New York. “Absolutely not!!!” was his firm answer. By that
time in 1959, my brother Buddy was also in New Orleans
studying at Tulane. I remember conspiring with him to buy
tickets for the Eastern Airlines flight leaving at 5:35 PM. to
New York, without telling Uncle Joe. Once we were safely
at the airport, we called our uncle and shared our plans with
him. “Good luck,” was his response. Although he would
miss us, he understood that leaving New Orleans was the
best thing for us. The clearest proof of the sensibility of the
decision was when I called him two months later to tell him
I was engaged and there would be a meeting of the family
over the weekend. Not wanting to miss out, he flew to New
York the next day to join me on my happy occasion.

My years in New Orleans gave me the opportunity for
an excellent educational and business experience. At the age
of twenty-one I was probably more qualified than most of
my American-born peers. There is one encounter that I had
with my uncle that’s still stuck in my mind today. While in
New Orleans, I didn’t have a car and Uncle Joe’s green Buick



THEARISTOCRAT, ' 233

parked in a garage around the corner from his store looked
appealing. I had a brainstorm. Uncle Joe usually left the store
at around four o’clock in the afternoon to attend the New
Orleans athletic club around the corner, and then at around
eight or nine o'clock he would drive to his apartment. I
was confident that I had his schedule figured out to the
millisecond, and when the store closed at six o’'clock I would
take my uncle’s car from the parking lot and go for a spin.
The guards at the parking lot knew me well, and they never
gave me a problem.

Ienjoyed drivingaround my “borrowed” carunbeknownst
to my uncle, until the day he decided to change his schedule.
When he entered the parking lot, his car was nowhere in
sight. To his shock, he was told that his nephew had taken
his car. I was summoned to his office the next morning, sure
that he was planning on firing me for taking advantage of
his kindness. With cheeks flaming with embarrassment, I
apologized and tearfully promised never to do such a thing
again. Instead of berating me, my uncle calmly answered,
“No problem, but do you have a driver’s license?” When I
replied to the contrary, he made a phone call and directed
me to an office a few blocks away where I could obtain a
legal license. And that is how I got my first driver’s license.

What did I learn from Uncle Joe through this incident,
and why am I writing about it? His reaction to my misdeed
showed what a good-hearted, rare individual he was. He
always went out of his way to help others. I had wronged
him, and it would have been enough that he didn’t explode
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at me or fire me. He did not have to arrange a driver’s license
for me. I didn’t deserve it. Neither did he have to take me
under his wing, giving me a job and providing me with all
my needs. But he was a member of the Menashe Sutton
tribe. Was he my father’s brother? You bet. Uncle, I will
never forget you.

Uncle Jack was also one of the Menashe Sutton tribe.
My first meeting with him in New Orleans is still so clear
in my mind. We were introduced in the Roosevelt Hotel,
where Jack M. Sutton’s store prominently occupied the front
entrance and lobby of the hotel. It was definitely the most
elegant store I had ever seen.

During my stay in New Orleans I forged a solid friendship
with my cousins Ronny, Joe, and Dicky (my cousin Mike
was practicing medicine at the time). I would often have
lunch with my cousins in the dining room of the elegant
Roosevelt Hotel. They always had a round table in the back
reserved for their stock broker or any other of their guests,
including me. Live music would softly play My Fair Lady
tunes while we lunched. After our meal, my cousins would
lead me to the store to visit Uncle Jack. The first time I
met him, I remember thinking that he was the classiest man
I knew. He was wearing a finely tailored white suit and a
striking red tie. He looked like a king. His style, refinement
and elegance were so impressive that I still have a picture in
my memory of how he looked that day. When I mentioned
my father to him, his eyes filled with tears. It took him some
time to regain his composure.
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Uncle Joe and Uncle Jack Sutton in the Waldorf Astoria
at my son Henrys Bar Mitzvah (May 1, 1975)
Horseracing was nicknamed “The Sport of Kings,” and
the players were always from the high ranks of society. My

classy Uncle Jack belonged to that society. As a good sport
who was young at heart, he enjoyed participating in the
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horseracing events. Thanksgiving Day, 1957 was the opening
day at Fair Ground racetrack of New Orleans. Uncle Jack
took me along to the racetrack together with my cousins
Mike, Ronny, Joe, and Dicky Sutton. The track was crowded
with excited spectators. Uncle Jack and his friend “The Turk”
joined the owners and trainers in the horse paddock area.
My cousins and I hung out at the clubhouse, as we scanned
the schedule for the day. And then began the excitement and
suspense. At three minutes to post time all the participants
scrambled around, trying to decide on their best bet. Then
with only one minute to post time, everyone rushed to the
windows with their bets. The winner of the first race was
announced, followed by continuous racing and betting
throughout the entire day. Did I make any money at the
end of the day? I can’t remember. But I do recall the thrill of
visiting a racetrack for the first time in my life. Thank you,
Uncle Jack, for introducing me to this sport. Uncle, I will
never forget you.
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It is possible that, at a young age, one does not attach
importance to family history, and this has perhaps
become one of the characteristics of us Sabras. Many of

us were eager to shape an image of the new Israeli Zionist

and pioneer, and therefore denied the religious Diaspora
roots of our parents and grandparents.

Incidentally, many parents who left Europe after
the Holocaust or left Arab countries after the War of
Independence found it difficult to speak of and tell their
children about what had happened “there.” Perhaps for
that reason, they certainly did not succeed in coping
with a confrontation between the religious-Diaspora
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mentality they had brought with them from their own
homes and the secular-Israeli lifestyle that had taken root in
this country.

The results were often harsh. A breach was created
between the accounts of generations-old family history
and life in the present and, frequently, by the time people
woke up and began to ask questions and to document
what had really taken place — it was too late. No one was
left to tell.

To my great satisfaction and delight, both the Sutton and
Angel families grew up in “tribes” in Jerusalem in warm and
loving families, and were able to absorb values of religion,
tradition, and family.

When I studied at the Hebrew University in Jerusalem,
I ate lunch every Tuesday with my uncle Yossi at the home
of Savta Mazal, and we had many interesting conversations.
She was an impressive lady — intelligent, warm, loving,
and, of course, a terrific cook.

This was the house on Ussishkin Street in Jerusalem to
which we, as children, went every Friday afternoon, as did
all our cousins with their parents. Ester and Michel, Jacques
and Aviva, Rose and Raphael, Shula and Yosef, Yafa and Eli,
as well as Rachel and Yossi, the younger and still unmarried
uncles and aunts.

My grandfather Raphael died in 1964 and my
grandmother Mazal shortly after.

Both Raphael and Mazal were born in Jerusalem; The
Sutton family had left Haleb some time toward the end
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of the 19th century and had come to live in the Old City
of Jerusalem. They returned to Haleb during the First
World War so that my grandfather would not be mobilized
into the Turkish army. The Suttons returned to Palestine
when the war ended and consolidated their business of
importing textiles mainly from Alexandria in Egypt. They
bought land, shops, and houses in Jerusalem when the
residents of the city established the new neighborhoods
outside the walls.

My family — my parents Rose and Raphael and my
brothers Amnon and Udi and I — went to America in 1955.
We spent two weeks as the guests of Aunt Rachelle in her
home in Brooklyn, with Sylvia, Manny, Henry and Alan. I
have very fond and vivid memories of our stay to this day.
Sadly, however, the family ties weakened.

Your phone call came as a delightful surprise. I had
no idea that my dearly loved grandmother Mazal had a
brother and that he and his large family lived in the United
States.

Now we, the grandchildren of Savta Mazal, are 60 years
old and trying to return to our roots. That is why I staged
and produced a documentary film entitled: 7u Dise Angel
about my father’s family.

I very much appreciate your initiative in telling us
about your father, Hillel Menashe Sutton, the aristocrat,
and I thank you for the opportunity to reconnect with the
extended family.

I hope that we can avail ourselves of this opportunity in
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the future and come to know one another more closely, and
maintain the family ties.

Yours, with warmest regards,

(Avi) Avraham Angel Sutton



THE ARISTOCRAT + 241

Cﬁ %&mge o z‘ée
gm‘ure Q%nemz‘ions

Iconsider it a privilege to add a few personal words of my
own to the history of Hillel Menashe Sutton’s unique
family. I believe that Al has achieved a blessed task by

writing down the story of the family for future generations.
The Sutton family that left Aleppo was deeply rooted in

a community dating back two thousand years: a community

with a unique tradition, its roots firmly embedded in

religion, with extensive family ties and prosperous businesses
throughout the world.

Our ancestors were men of strong character. As
businessmen, they had the ambition and the capability
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Danny Angel

to provide their large families with economic security in
the terms of those days, and concurrently were involved
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and active in the life and charitable institutions of the
community.

Based on the experiences of my own life, I know that it is
far from easy and cannot remotely be taken for granted that
one will simply pass on to future generations the traditions
and values of the family as shaped by our forefathers.

That is why Al's book is so important. It is not merely
the story of Hillel the Aristocrat — it is far more. Its readers
in generations to come will find that it contains wisdom,
courtesy, and moral values that will shape their lives in
accordance with the tradition of the aristocratic family —
the Suttons.

This link with the past and the story of the family’s
history will invest the lives of the young generation with a
wealth of content in the present, and will strengthen them
in continuing along this path in the future, throughout the
generations to follow.

Dear children, in his book, Al recounts your link to
the Angel family — a family of Ladino speakers, keepers
of tradition, who lived in the Old City of Jerusalem and
went on to become active partners in the Haganah, the IZL
(Etzel), the Jewish Brigade, and the Israel Defense Forces,
evolving into important businessmen in the domain of
bakeries — successful businessmen and benefactors who
set their seal on voluntary work and on ceaseless efforts on
behalf of the community in Israel.

Al, I thank you for doing me the honor of remembering

me in your book.
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I send you my blessings from the peak of my almost
90 years, and I hope that we will continue to enjoy good
health and a long life and that we will continue to enjoy our
growing families.

Yours, with my blessing,
Danny Angel

Executive Chairman
Angel Bakeries, Jerusalem

< C==9
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recently returned from one of the most amazing trips

I ever experienced in my life. I went on a four-day

journey back in time to Aleppo and Damascus. Our
people’s own history came alive before my very eyes.

Our first stop was the old synagogue in the Bahsita
neighborhood. Tradition states that this synagogue dates back
to the time of King David. The synagogue is made up of many
distinct areas, including an outdoor summer synagogue and
two indoor synagogues, one on either side (one of which was

clearly extended). There is a very special area where the Kezer
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Aram Soba was stored. There were actually seven Heikhalot
to store the Sifrei Torah. The Mearar HaSadikim was where
great scholars and benefactors were buried in different areas
alongside the synagogue.

We also went to the Jamilich neighborhood. I saw the
synagogue, which was in use until about 15 years ago, as
well as the school and mikveh. There were many important
artifacts. I had the pleasure of also seeing the house that my
grandfather, your father, lived in. It was across the street from
the mosque, a large corner house with a central entrance and
many rooms on either side, and three outdoor courtyards, as
well as a huge basement. It was truly exhilarating to see that
house.

Dear Uncle Al, I want to take this opportunity to thank
you on my behalf and on behalf of the whole family, for
tirelessly working on your book about your father, Hillel
Menashe Sutton, @’5. Although I was never privileged to
meet him, he has always been a larger-than-life spiritual
figure for me. His image has inspired me from the beginning
to take the path in life I have chosen. I am always proud
to remember that, at times, my grandmother would tell my
father about me, in Arabic, “Like his grandfather.” Those
statements truly helped make me who I am. I truly believe
that it is his spirit that guides me on my path in life.

Seeing Aleppo and the many synagogues in Damascus,
Jobar, and the great cemeteries of the great rabbis buried
there, reminded me of the rich religious, spiritual, and
cultural heritage from which we come. Once again, thank
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you for your important work. May G-d grant much success
in these as well as other endeavors.

Tizkeh Lmisvot,
Rabbi Harold Sutton

< C=e9
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Abraham Sutton looking East
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This book crowns the list of the many exciting things
I have encountered during my life. Unbeknownst to
me, as [ began the first rounds of research, I was also

embarking on the most unforgettable journey. This journey
made me travel through my emotions as I relived my family’s
challenges. There were days during the writing that I just
couldn’t stop crying. Then there were the restless days of
frenzied writing. I couldn’t relax until I had gotten all those
memories down on paper. This journey has reunited me with
old friends and relatives as I traveled and researched. This
journey has presented me with the most wonderful days of
my life.
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As I am bidding the book goodbye and sending it off
into the world, I am beginning to feel lonely. The book no
longer belongs only to me. It is now up to you, dear readers,
to enjoy it and make it yours. Perhaps reading about a life of
the past is abstract and difficult to relate to. My father’s story
is history, but by using the present to learn about the glory of
the past, we can glean some of the mysteries of tomorrow.

Now that the book has been published, I have something
new to look forward to: the thoughts and experiences that
you readers will share with me. Working on this book has
taught me never to forget where I came from, and I hope
that this lesson will be passed on to my children and to all
my readers. I hope that I have ignited within you a spark
of the past and stirred up some of your fading feelings and
memories. Dear readers, please write to me about these
thoughts. They mean a great deal to me as they will help me
cope with a job accomplished but not completely closed.
Feel free to contact me with your remarks and criticisms.

Abraham Sutton



In the spring of 2007, I approached Rabbi David Sutton
and told him that I had finally decided to write a book
about my father. Rabbi Sutton had already sparked my

thoughts with his publication, Aleppo: City of Scholars. 1

decided then to travel to Israel and collect any data available
about my father’s era in Aleppo, but I had very few leads to
follow. One contact that Rabbi Sutton gave me made all the
difference: Rabbi Avraham Ades in Bnei Brak. Rabbi Ades
devoted many hours of research and came up with so much
information about my family background. I deeply thank
both Rabbi Sutton and Rabbi Avraham Ades. Rabbi Avraham
Ades has done tremendous research on the era of Aleppo in

the 18th and 19th centuries. He was able to discover my
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great-grandparents and follow through my father’s life in
Syria. Thanks to Rabbi Ades, I obtained valuable documents
about my father’s life that my family didn’t know existed.

But Rabbi Sutton didn’t just step out of the picture.
Upon my return from Israel, I wrote my book as quickly as
possible so as not lose any information I had obtained. By
the summer’s end, my book writing was completed. Then
Rabbi Sutton’s work began. The book had to be edited and
refined. Rabbi Sutton chose none but the best: his daughter,
Leah Choueka. Leah did fabulous work from beginning to
end. Both Rabbi Sutton and Leah saw this book from the
ground up to its printing. I owe them much credit. I would
also like to thank Rabbi N. Spirn for his excellent translation
of the Eulogy for my father’s wife Shefika. It is a very deep
sermon and he put forth much effort in the translation.

Menahem Yedid has been a friend for over fifty years.
We both know each other from Tel Aviv and from his later
visits to the United States. Menahem Yedid was a member of
Knesset — the Israeli parliament. He is a prestigious member
of the Halebi community in Tel Aviv. He founded the Aleppo
Heritage Center and is the head of the Aleppo community
and its synagogues, Obel Yisrael on 159 Ben Yehuda Street
and Tiferet Rafael (where Ahavat Zion was founded) on 4
Aharonson Street. Menahem Yedid assisted me in all my
requests and beyond. Upon my departure from Israel in the
spring of 2007, he loaded me with precious books that I
deeply appreciate. May Menahem Yedid live long in health
and happiness.
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The Angel family is a special one, especially when it
comes to the life of my family. I met Danny Angel for the
first time in June 2007. He truly is an angel! I thank Danny
for his help and bless him with a long and healthy life.

Avi Angel is also an angel. His parents were Rafael and
my father’s niece, Rose, who provided us with bread in
Jerusalem during the 1948 war. There are no words I can
express to thank them for this great deed of sustenance. I
wish all the best to Avi and his entire family.

Rabbi Elie Abadie gave me much encouragement to
write this book by extending an open invitation to the
Edmond ]. Safra Synagogue for a book-signing event. Rabbi
Abadie is an old friend and colleague, and I cherish our
relationship. His wisdom and elegant, prestigious approach
are something I have always admired. I am indeed privileged
to be connected to Rabbi Abadie.

I have to give special thanks to all those involved in the
intricacies of publishing a book. I thank Moshe Deutsch
for his masterful job of typesetting and pagination. I never
appreciated the talent that goes into the graphics of a book.
Special thanks to Eli Kroen, firstly for his expertise in the
cover design, for his delicate work in touching up all the
photographs, and for his advice in the minute details of the
graphics — no detail was too small for this graphic genius.
No book is perfect, but after Mrs. Felice Eisner finished
proofreading this work, I have high hopes for perfection;
she dotted every I and crossed every T. Thank you.

There were many others who assisted me in writing
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this book, too many to mention. My deep appreciation is
extended to them all.
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Sam Catton — Men of Faith and Vision, Centennial.
Yaron Herel — Books of the Land.

David Kroyanker — Jaffa Road.

Amnon Shamosh — 7he Keter.

Rabbi David Sutton — Aleppo: City of Scholars.
Menahem Yedid — Treasures of the Aleppo Community.
Shaare Zedek — Jerusalem.
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Ben Zvi Institute — 45
Bet Chinuch Yitomim (The Orphanage House) —
71,72, 73,74, 75. 76
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With this wonderful book, 7he Aristocrat, Al Sutton paints a vivid
picture of his esteemed father, Hillel Menashe Sutton. In 1949, when
Rabbi Sutton died suddenly in Tel Aviv, over a thousand people packed
the synagogue of Ahavat Zion, as one rabbi after another gave eulogies
attesting to his strong and abiding faith, love of family, benevolence
toward others, and lifetime of good works for the community.

Al Sutton was only eleven when Hillel Sutton died and this book
was born when a renowned rabbi from Jerusalem asked, “Do you know
who your father was?” This question triggered a powerful need to know
more about his beloved father and led Al on a journey of discovery, from
Aleppo, Syria, where Rabbi Hillel Sutton was a leading member of the
Sephardic community, to Jerusalem, and finally to New York City. As Al
Sutton interviewed family, friends, and contemporaries, Hillel Sutton
came alive to his son in new ways. The result is an extraordinary memoir,
a paecan of a son’s love and respect, a deeply felt tribute to abiding faith, and
a gripping story of a life’s journey. By the time you finish 7he Aristocrat,

it is clear that Al Sutton does, indeed, know who his father was.

Martin D. Payson Pamela S. Breier
Chair, Board of Trustees President and CEO
Maimonides Medical Center
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