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on both sides into stiff wings, voice 
booming, “I’m flying to New York…Flight 
shidduch…”

It was nearly two in the morning; we 
had the city to ourselves. Every street 
we passed opened into a new runway for 
Yossi. “Whee… here I come…”

“This way, Yossi,” I tried. He kept leaping 
and spinning away from me. And then, on 
the dirty sidewalk, in his new navy suit, he 
somersaulted

I raised my voice, but it was hard not to 
laugh. “Yossi, you are impossible.”

He said, “I’m not impossible. I’m 
possible. I’m possible.” 

The rest of the way home, Yossi danced 
and sing-songed, “I’m possible. I’m 
possible.” 

I said, “Let’s go home.”
He said, “I want to stay. I’m having 

happy juice.”
“I don’t want you walking home by 

yourself. It’s late.”
Yossi’s friend came up behind him, and 

from a few feet away, I smelled the “happy 
juice” on him. He clapped his hand over 
Yossi’s shoulder. “No worries. I’ll bring 
him right to your door.”

I went home with my teenaged daughter. 
We live 15 minutes from shul. 

It didn’t dawn on me until I walked into 
the house: I’d left one drunk in charge of 
another!

I told my daughter, “We have to go back 
to shul to get Yossi.”

The shul was quiet when we got there, 

M y son Yossi, didn’t like al-
cohol, but on the last Sim-
chas Torah of his life, he got 
drunk. We were at our shul 

in Los Angeles. Yossi was nervous and 
excited because on Motzaei Yom Tov he 
was flying to New York to meet the girl 
who’d been “redt” for him. In between 
hakafos, when l ’chayims were poured, he 
accepted too many.

My husband, a mohel, was in another 
neighborhood. He had a bris milah to 
do early in the morning and planned to 
walk home afterwards.

I stood by the mechitzah and watched 
Yossi dance: his hand on the shoulder of 
the man in front of him, his feet light 
and lively as he circled.

At midnight, as the dancing wound 
down, I motioned to Yossi. When he came 
to the mechitzah, I saw that his face was 
flushed and his blond hair was matted. I 
figured he was overheated from dancing. 

In the morning, Yossi had to wear 
his weekday clothing to shul, and at the 
kiddush he didn’t drink any wine. 

“No more happy juice for me,” he said. 
But he still had a spring in his step, and 
I heard him humming the Simchas Torah 
niggun around the house.

Yossi flew to New York after Yom Tov. 
The dating was almost too easy; a few 
weeks later, he was engaged, and we began 
preparations for his wedding.

Yossi had always been drawn to the 
natural world. When he was 11 years old, 
he went to sleepaway camp in upstate New 
York. He came home with sun-streaked 
hair, grubby nails, and a bent plastic cup 
with air holes over the top and a tiny green 
frog jumping up and down inside. He’d 
kept his new friend in his pocket through 
the six-hour flight to Los Angeles, feeding 
it bits of Bissli and drops of water.

The boy who loved nature and who 
loved books, grew into the young rabbi, 
who was really good at breaking down 
complicated concepts until every student 
understood them.

The summer before he got engaged, 
Yossi worked as a learning director for a 
Chabad camp for teenage boys in Costa 
Rica. He taught daily shiurim, and he got 
to join the campers on their trips to nature 
sites. That was the first time he went scuba 
diving. He called us afterwards, went on 
and on about how moved he was by the 
wonders beneath the surface. He said, 

He called us and 
went on and on 

about how moved he 
was by the wonders 
beneath the surface 
of the sea. He said, 
“Nature is Hashem 

hiding in plain sight.”
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though the remnants of the festivities 
were plain to see: chairs were scattered as 
if they’d been whirled and dropped with 
abandon, and the floor felt sticky against 
my shoes. In the back of the men’s section, 
a scattering of dark forms hunched over 
folding tables. I went from one to the 
other until I found Yossi. His hat was 
tipped forward, and his cheek was glued 
to the creases in the disposable tablecloth. 
His dress shoes, part of the new “dating” 
wardrobe we’d just bought him, were 
splotched. I didn’t want to think about 
how they got that way.

I shook Yossi’s shoulder gently until he 
stood up and walked outside with us.

The chilly air revived him. He let loose 
down La Brea Avenue, arms stretched 



of Yossi’s kallah—the sister of the chasan 
and the sister of the kallah were both 15 
years old—they went back and forth on 
the color of the gowns they would wear 
to the wedding. I went over the proof 
of the invitation, over the phone, with 
the mother of the kallah. We decided to 
add an option for guests to respond by 
Gmail. Then I cooked a Shabbos meal that 
wouldn’t be eaten. Yossi slipped into the 

“Nature is Hashem hiding in plain sight. 
The fish and the plants…it’s awesome, 
in the real meaning of the word, awe of 
creation. I wish you could see what I saw 
in the water.”

When he came back to Los Angeles, he 
made arrangements to become certified 
as a scuba diver. He scheduled his diving 
test in Redondo Beach, 30 minutes from 
home, on Friday, 28 Cheshvan.

That day was a “just like any other” 
Friday. I went to work; I was principal of 
a junior high school. Before davening, the 
entire school gathered in the lunchroom, 
and I read the Hayom Yom—the chasidic 
lesson of the day. That morning it was 
about hashgachah pratis. “Every movement 
of every creature is part of the grand 
design of creation... If the swaying of a 
blade of grass is brought about by Divine 
Providence, how much more so are the 
movements of mankind…”

Our movements on that day: My 
husband completed a bris milah and the 
family offered him a bowl of steamed 
lentils. It occurred to him that lentils are, 
customarily, the food of mourners, and he 
declined. My daughter texted the sister 

I asked her to sing it 
again. And again. I 

knew these were the 
words with which I 
would get up from 

the low chair of 
mourning.

clear calm waters off the California coast. 
And Hashem set up the truths we would 
uncover about ourselves, about each other, 
about the work we’re here to do. 

A few minutes after one, I called Yossi’s 
phone and left him a message, asking if 
he would be home in time to make the 
cholent because his cholent tasted better 
than mine.

A few minutes after one, divers pulled 
Yossi from the water, and the police called 
Nachman.

When we got to the hospital, they 
pointed us to a small room. I thought: If 
I don’t go into that room, if I don’t let them 
talk to me, then nothing happened… And I 
thought: There’s no choice. I have to go into 
that room and listen to what the doctors say. 
What they said was, “We did everything 
we could,” and, “We’re so sorry.”

Yossi’s levayah was on Sunday, exactly six 
weeks before the day he was supposed to 
get married. 

The last day of shivah was Friday. I sat on 
my patio. Around me, a few women were 
talking, but I couldn’t hear them through 
the bog of my terror: Shivah ends. I have 
to get up and do things. Without Yossi. I can’t. 

I won’t… I knew I needed to stop. To not 
think. So I turned to the woman sitting 
next to me: Judy, a talented singer.

I said—though I didn’t know I was 
going to say it until the words came out—
“Judy, please sing something.” 

Her eyes got very big. “You want me to 
sing? Now?” 

“Yes.”
“What should I sing?” 
“Any song. I need to hear a song. I need 

to not think.” 
Judy grabbed the hand of the woman on 

the other side of her. Rivkah. My former 
student. Also a gifted performer. “I don’t 
know. What should I sing?”

Rivkah said, “What about one of those 
new songs we just learned?”

Judy sang.
“Sometimes we look upon our lives, 

through all our tears and sorrow and 
wonder how, what can be done to make 
things good tomorrow…” 

Her voice, rich and strong, climbed into 
the chorus. 

“It’s possible, it’s possible. Everything is 
possible. Just keep your mind upon your 
goal, and turn to G-d with all your soul. 
It’s possible, it’s possible…” 

And I saw my son, dancing in the night, 
and I heard him calling out to me. “I’m not 
impossible. I’m possible. I’m possible.”

Judy repeated the chorus, “It’s possible…
everything is possible…” and the song was 
over. A beat of empty. Unbearable.

I asked her to sing it again. And again. 
I knew these were the words with which 
I would get up from the low chair of 
mourning. Because sometimes going on is 
not possible.  

Yossi didn’t say “it’s” possible. He said, 
“I’m” possible.

And that’s a different story. 
I’m possible. Life was breathed into me 

from the innermost part of Hashem. 
My children used to bring me their pool 

toys to inflate. I’d blow and huff and run 
out of air. The Zohar explains, “He who 
blows, does so from within.” Within me, 
pure Elokus. 

I’m possible because I’m an impossible 
fusion of body and soul, of matter and 
spirit. It’s how I can do what’s asked of me. 
Even when I’m sad or afraid.

This year’s Simchas Torah will be ten 
years since Yossi insisted, “I’m possible.” 
Loss, and coming to terms with it, is messy. 
I’ve tried to outrun it, to distract myself 
from it, to pretend it away. Finally, I learned 
to make room for it. On “triggered” days 
the pain rears up, full-force; but most of 
the time, now, it skims beneath the surface. 
Always, though, it’s with me. Along with 
the sweet/sad memory of Yossi, and the 
awareness that, in this world, we don’t get 
to see the whole picture.

On a long ago morning, on 28 Cheshvan, 
I’d explained to my young students, that 
hashgachah pratis means “Nothing is for 
nothing.”

That day became Yossi’s yahrtzeit. Every 
year, I relearn the Hayom Yom about how 
the movement of all of creation is integral 
to the master plan. 

In a marriage, two halves of the same 
soul come together. Yossi met the girl he 
wanted to marry, but he didn’t live to his 
wedding day. The two of them formed 
only the beginning of a connection. I don’t 
know the reason for that, but I don’t doubt 
it’s an important one.

Sometimes we do get to see. Not the 
whole of it, but a jagged charge of lightning 
during a storm. In the last strokes of 
shivah, given a choice of any song in the 
world, Judy sang one that still reminds me 
of all that is possible. l

The song “It’s Possible” was written by Levi 
Yitzhaq Garbose for the original film, “The 
Heart That Sings” by Robin Garbose. 


