
1 
 

 
Address Given at Communal Memorial Service 

Rabbi Moshe Kletenik 
July 3, 2014 

 
There is pain, sadness, grief; darkness has enveloped Jews throughout the world. We are 
about to enter a period on the Jewish calendar marking suffering and darkness. On Tisha 
B’Av, the day on which both of our Holy Temples were destroyed, we read the Scroll of 
Lamentations, Megillas Eicha. In it we find: 
 

בחורי לשבור מועד עלי קרא  
He has called a solemn assembly against me to crush my youth. 

 
Midrash Eicha Rabbasi comments: 
 

המקדש בית כחורבן קשה בחורים של שסילוקן מצינו  
We find that the death of youths is considered as grievous as the destruction of the Temple. 

 
The Beis Hamikdash, the Holy Temple, was a place of light and inspiration, where one could 
grow and be elevated spiritually. When youth are taken away, so much potential has been 
lost. When the candle is prematurely extinguished and life is suddenly quashed, all that 
they could have been achieved, the mark they could have made on the world, all the good 
they could have done are swept away. 
 
Of course, there is no pain as the pain, God forbid, of a parent losing a child. But in a certain 
sense, for each and every one of us and for Jews throughout the world, they were “our boys,” 
our Eyal, our Gilad, our Naftali. We prayed for them, hoped against hope for their safe 
return to the embrace of their families and shared in the grief when we heard the terrible 
news. 
 
On Monday morning, I was in a meeting of fifteen Rabbis together with the Ashkenazic 
Chief Rabbi of Israel, Rav David Lau. When the Chief Rabbi was urgently called from the 
meeting we learned the horrible news.  
 
We asked the Chief Rabbi to make impromptu remarks before rushing to the airport to 
catch a flight back to Israel for the funeral. He reflected on the greatness of the mothers. He 
spoke of the great Emuna, the faith of Rachel Frankel who was speaking to group of boys 
she was asked, “What if our prayers are not answered?” She immediately responded, “Even 
if, God forbid, tomorrow I hear the most bitter news, your prayers will not have been in 
vain.” Such emuna! 
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I would also add that we can marvel at the nobility of this remarkable woman. After 
learning that her son and the others were found brutally murdered buried under rocks, she 
was asked about the apparent murder of a Palestinian teenager. She responded, “Murder is 
murder, blood is blood. It makes no difference.” 
 
Rav Moshe Lichtenstein, Rosh Yeshiva of Yehivat Har Etzion, who knows the three families 
personally, also made impromptu remarks. First, he reflected on the sense of loneliness and 
fear these young men must have felt in their last moments. Then he reflected on how we 
evaluate the life of a human being. We look at what one has accomplished. Here too, albeit 
that their lives were so short, they achieved so much. In addition to leading exemplary lives 
studying Torah, they had such an impact. They inspired Jews throughout the world to pray, 
do mitzvos and to reach out to one another. 
 
Something else must be said. These three young men were not soldiers. They were 
murdered for one reason. They were Jews. 
 
Reflecting on this, my thoughts turn to this week’s Torah portion. The pagan Prophet, 
Bilaam, is determined to curse and destroy Israel. According to Chazal, our Sages, his 
hatred for Israel was even greater than that of Balak. As the narrative unfolds, we see 
something extraordinary. Every attempt to curse turns to blessing. For example the 
familiar words: 

 

 משכנתיך ישראל  מה טבו אהליך יעקב

How goodly are your tents, O Jacob, your dwelling places, O Israel! 
 

This is part of the distinctive mystique of our eternal People. From darkness emerges light; from 
curse, blessing; from hatred, greater love for one another; from an attempt to destroy, untold 
strength and nobility.  
 
I will conclude with this thought. At the funeral, this extraordinary woman, Rachel Frankel, 
addresses her son. “Rest in peace, my dear son. We will learn to sing without you; we will 
always hear your voice in our hearts.” 
 
This is our mandate. We must always hear the voices of Eyal, Gilad and Naftali. They inspired us 
to pray and do mitzvos. Their voices had the power to span oceans and to create a sense of 
caring and of being one people. Let us be inspired to reach out with sensitivity to each other to 
bridge gaps and try to be united as one; to love and cherish each and every Jew. 
 
If we do this it may hasten the arrival of the long anticipated day when Nation shall not lift up 
sword against Nation and when there will be true peace for Israel and all the peoples of the 
world.  
 


