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eisy Weiss had 
many questions 
for her son, Hershi, 
a”h. “Are you still 
with us? How can 
I speak to you? Are 
you happy? Who 

will remember you?” 
Hashem sent answers. The last one 

came through a stranger who put pen to 
paper and became a living response.

The Questions
As told to Devorie Kreiman  
by Reisy Weiss

Yad Hashem. I see it clearly and con-
stantly. I usually daven in the morning 
before I leave to work. On Wednesday, 
19 Av, 2021, my routine was interrupted, 
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A grieving mother’s question—and the answer

R
and I didn’t get to daven until early in 
the afternoon. I realized afterward that 
Hashem held my tefillos back that day. \

There’s great power in the tefillos of 
a Yiddishe mamme. If I’d been able to 
daven that morning, would my tefillos 
have prevented the tragedy? Hashem 
decreed that it happen and set events 
in motion, so that by the time I davened 
that day, it was too late.

In my tefillos, I thought about my 
20-year-old son, Hershi, who was learn-
ing in Mir. I asked Hashem, “Why isn’t he 
a chasan yet?”

Hashem sent a knock at our door to 
tell me why. It was one of my husband’s 
friends; he works with Misaskim in our 
community in Golders Green, London. 
He asked to speak to my husband. I 
explained, “My husband works late hours 

Who Will 
Remember You?

and rests during the day. Tell me and I’ll 
give him the message when he wakes up.” 

But he insisted on speaking to my hus-
band and me together. He asked us if our 
son was in Ukraine. We said, “Yes.” Hershi 
was among a group of 45 bachurim who 
had gone on a ten-day bein hazmanim 
trip to mekomos hakedoshim. 

The night before, when Hershi had 
called us, he’d told us that he was having 
a wonderful time. “This trip is unbeliev-
able,” he said. 

The bachurim were going on a sight-
seeing trip on small planes the next day. 
They’d divided into groups; each plane 
had room for three passengers and the 
pilot. By nature, Hershi was laid back, not 
into daring adventures. He said, “I don’t 
want to go in a small plane.” 

I replied, “You don’t have to do it.”
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My husband’s friend from Misaskim 
broke the news gently and not all at once. 
First he said, “Something happened to 
the plane that Hershi was on.”

I was shocked. “He went on a plane? He 
didn’t want to go!”

My husband’s friend said, “We don’t 
have all the details. We’re still finding 
out.” Then, “The pilot did some tricks in 
the air—flying low and twisting—and 
crashed into a private house.”

I kept repeating, “He didn’t want to go. 
Why did he go?”

Later we heard that one of the boys left 
to get a drink and asked Hershi to wait 
for him so they could board the plane 
together. Two boys from another group 
whose plane was ready to take off called, 
“Hershi, come on our plane,” but he said 
“I’m waiting. I told him I would go with 
him.”  Another boy went instead of Hershi 
on the earlier plane. That boy’s father 
made a seudas hodaah afterward. 

Another chesed from Hashem: Two 
hours had passed by the time we were 
notified. News reports like this tend to hit 
WhatsApp quickly. Nothing had shown 
up on our phones until we were told, care-
fully, by my husband’s friend. Minutes 
later, we started seeing posts that three 
bachurim and a pilot had died in a small-
plane crash in Ukraine.

Hershi’s levayah took place at mid-
night on Motzaei Shabbos in London. I 
looked out at the street; it was packed. 
I thought: Hershi is never going to get 
married. All these people are here in 
their shtreimels. This is how it would have 
looked at his chasunah.

During shivah, I was completely out of 
character. Had someone asked me earlier 
how I’d react to a loss like this, I would 
have said that I would pull away, roll up 
into a ball, scream and cry, probably even 
have a nervous breakdown. That’s not 
what I did. I went out and talked to the 
people who came. I felt Hashem holding 
me and giving me strength. I still do. I go 

to work. I’m friendly to people. Sure, I cry. 
Loads. But I won’t let myself get bitter.

I’m used to taking care of Hershi, mak-
ing sure he has what he needs. I can’t do 
that anymore. Now I do mitzvos for him. 
When I wake up, I smell his tzitzis and 
wish him a good morning. We light a 
candle and give tzedakah for him every 
day. Many of his friends took on takanos 
for his neshamah—added learning and 
mitzvos. Our rebbe, the Toldos Avraham 
Yitzchak Rebbe, encouraged his cha-
sidim to go to the mikvah every day. They 
do an extra tevilah in honor of Hershi. 
He was popular without trying to be. I 
believe that in Shamayim he’s popular 
because of the many mitzvos that are 
done as a zechus for him.

I needed more. I asked, “Hershi, are you 
still with us?” And he answered in three 
dreams: “Yes. I’m with you.”

In my older daughter’s dream, Hershi 
was at home, standing at the bottom of 
the stairs. She ran down the stairs to him, 
and we all started to shout with joy. Her-
shi said, “What’s the fuss about? I died. 
Now I’m back. So what?” 

My daughter was crying. She asked 
him, “Hershi, why did you leave us?” 

He said, “You can’t understand. I had to 
go into hiding to protect all of you.” 

In my dream, we were on a train 
together—me and my husband and our 
daughter and Hershi. We were calm, just 
talking. It felt normal. Then we got off the 
train, and Hershi didn’t. I turned back 
and saw him in the last car of the train, 
looking at me through a small window 
and smiling, as if to say, “This is your stop. 
Not mine. I have a different stop.”

In my younger daughter’s dream, 
Hershi was sitting with her in our dining 
room. He told her that he comes every few 
days to check on us. He was eating kugel 
and acting like he was aware of every-
thing that was going on. 

I shared this dream with another 
bereaved mother, and she said, “He was 
eating kugel? You should do something 
with kugel.” I found a family that needed 
some help, and every Thursday I send 
them a kugel. Even if I’m going out of 
town, I make it ahead of time and arrange 
to have it sent to them. I haven’t missed a 
week since I started. 

One day, I cried out, “Hershi, how can I 
speak to you?” A minute later, my phone 
rang; it was one of Hershi’s friends. He 
said, “Mrs. Weiss, I really wanted to speak 
to Hershi, so I called you instead to say 
hello.” This happened a few times. I’d feel 
desperate to communicate with him, and 
his friends would call or show up for a 
visit.

We also get “regards” from Hershi 
through people from all walks of life who 
were touched by him. The taxi driver who 
took him to school every day and remem-
bers Hershi’s warm smile and friendly 
greeting. The bachurim he encouraged 
when they struggled with davening; 
he’d give them a gentle nudge: “Nuuuu… 
daven shoin…”  

The father of a newborn whom Hershi 
met, and upon hearing that his wife had 
just given birth, invited him to his dirah 
for a proper meal. The family who hosted 
him and his friends for Shabbos meals 
and who told us that Hershi helped serve 

Hershi Weiss, z”l
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and clear, complimented the wife on the 
food, and took out a big bag of garbage as 
the boys were leaving. The boy for whom 
Hershi raised money so that he could stay 
in yeshivah and go on the trip to Ukraine. 
The man in shul who was dirty and 
shouted, for whom Hershi always bought 
cake and a drink. The janitor of the yeshi-
vah who said, “There were so many boys 
here, but only one, only Hershi, used to 
say hello and ask me how I was doing.”

Every time someone tells me a story 
about him or shares a photo of him, I feel 
like he’s letting me know that he’s close. 
Still, as his mother, I want to know how 
he’s doing. A week after we got up from 
shivah, I cried out, “Hershi, are you hap-
py?” And right away, the answer came. 
One of his friends found a video of Hershi 
in Ukraine dancing with joy and sent it to 
us. Hershi wasn’t the type to do this, but 
on that trip he’d asked his friends to take 
a lot of photos and videos of him—so that 
when I had to know how he was doing, 
the answer would come from him: “Look 
at me. I’m happy.” 

The most wrenching question came 
up a few weeks ago. It was Shabbos. My 
sister-in-law was visiting. We were in 
the garden, and I was having a very hard 

time. I thought: Time is passing. People 
forget. We have a new grandchild who 
never met him, and the other grandchil-
dren are young… Even though people 
keep telling me that they’ll never forget 
him, they’re family and close friends… So 
maybe they won’t forget, but what about 
the rest of the world? It was too much to 
bear, and I cried and cried about this.

And the answer arrived that Shabbos. 
As I was crying and asking who would re-
member him, a letter arrived in the mail. 
It had no return address, only a postal 
code. I figured it was someone writing to 
ask for tzedakah. 

On Motzaei Shabbos, I opened the let-
ter. It was from a woman who’d never met 
Hershi and had never met us. 

She had no idea that she was the 
miracle, the comfort, the timely answer 
that I needed most of all: “Hershi, who 
will remember you? 

The Answer:
As told to Devorie Kreiman by the writer 
of the letter

Three pieces of luggage. Three hat 
boxes. Three tefillin bags. That’s what 
I saw in the video the bachurim made 

after the plane crash in Ukraine, and the 
image made the tragedy unbearably real 
to me. What does it feel like for a family to 
have their son’s luggage, hat, and tefillin 
returned to them without their son?

One of the three boys who died was 
Hershi Weiss from London. I’d never met 
Hershi or his family, but because I live in 
London, I couldn’t stop thinking about 
him. I saw the photo, saw Hershi’s big 
smile, and felt that I had to do something 
l’iluy nishmaso—but not in a way that 
would draw attention to me, because I’m 
a private person. 

I chose the area of tznius, which has 
many aspects beyond clothing, and came 
up with the idea that as a zechus for Her-
shi, I would not eat anything unless I was 
sitting down.

I’m a busy young mother. I used to 
come home from work starving, and 
while I was taking care of my kids, I’d pop 
something into my mouth; while I was 
serving them supper, I’d eat bits of food 
here and there. I realized that it wasn’t 
dignified to eat this way.

Sitting down to eat has changed me in 
important ways. When I sit, I automati-
cally slow down. I’m no longer cooking 
and working and doing a hundred things 
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at the same time. Instead, I sit calmly and 
eat. And every single time I do that, the 
image of Hershi comes to mind. 

I’ve gotten used to it. I won’t take a 
single bite, not even a taste of what I’m 
cooking, without sitting down. It’s not 
always easy. I’ve been to engagement 
parties where everyone was standing and 
eating, and it was hard to find a chair. 
One day I went shopping with my mother. 
We were out for hours. I was really hungry 
but there was no place to sit, so I didn’t 
eat until we finally found a chair.

Recently, a friend pointed out that 
there were a bunch of kids running 
around wildly while they were eating, but 
my three-year-old daughter was sitting 
and eating like a mentch. I hadn’t asked 
her to do that, but she’d seen me sitting 
while I ate and followed my example.

I’ve been doing this for many months. 
I’m not the type to talk about myself, so I 
didn’t talk about it. I’m also not the type 
to reach out to people I don’t know, so I 
didn’t notify the Weiss family about it. 
But then one Sunday, my house hap-
pened to be quiet—my toddler was calm, 
and my baby was sleeping—and I sud-
denly had a thought that I should let the 
Weiss family know what I was doing as a 
zechus for Hershi.

I have no idea why I thought of it at 
that time. It all seems himmelish to me, 
directed by Hashem, because it’s so out 
of character for me, but I wrote a letter to 
the Weiss family.

I didn’t even think about what to write. 
I simply poured out what was in my 
heart. My first draft was rough and messy, 
so I copied it neatly onto another sheet 
of paper. I signed it only with an initial 
and a last name. I didn’t write my phone 
number because I didn’t want them to 
think that I was expecting a call. For the 
return address, I wrote only my house 
number—no street—and my post code. I 
figured that if they wanted to contact me, 
they’d have enough information to find 
me. 

I held onto the letter until the next 
Thursday—a week and a half later. 
That day, without understanding why, I 
decided to post it. I went to the post office 
and bought a stamp. First class. I asked 
when the letter would arrive—because 
if it would arrive on Shabbos, I wasn’t 
allowed to mail it. They told me it would 
arrive on Monday. 

I sent it off and thought: “Done. Can’t 
get it back now.” I felt like all of this was 
bigger than me. I didn’t even tell my 
husband about the letter. I’d planned to 
tell him when we had a chance to talk, 
but I forgot. 

The letter arrived exactly when it 
was needed—on Shabbos, when Mrs. 
Weiss was crying and asking who would 
remember Hershi.

On Sunday, our phone rang. My 
husband answered. It was Mr. Weiss. He 
asked, “Did your wife write a letter to us?” 

My husband said, “I don’t think so. 
That doesn’t sound like something she 
would do. But I’ll ask her.”

I told him that I had written the letter. 
Mrs. Weiss asked to meet me and 

I agreed, but I was nervous. She’s old 
enough to be my mother. What would I 
say to her? I took out the rough draft of 
the letter and reread it again and again, 

until I knew it by heart. I wanted to make 
sure I hadn’t written anything that might 
hurt them. I was worried about the line 
that said, “I think of your Hershi, a”h, 
daily.” Maybe they wouldn’t react well to 
that—even though it’s really true. I wasn’t 
just saying it. Every time I sit down to eat, 
I see Hershi’s face, and I remember that 
I’m doing this for him.

The first thing I said to Mrs. Weiss 
when we met was “This is not like me.” I 
repeated it to her many times. Because 
that’s what makes this so powerful. I’d 
been propelled to do something that 
went against my nature. 

She told me that she’d had many ques-
tions and each one had been answered, 
and the answers had come exactly when 
she needed them. She shared how she’d 
cried on Shabbos, and that’s when the let-
ter arrived. Her tears flowed. “I needed to 
know who would remember him, and he 
sorted it out and found a way to tell me. 
Through you.” 

As she talked about Hershi, I became 
very emotional. I realized that the meet-
ing would give me the impetus to keep 
doing what I was doing because I felt even 
more connected to Hershi and his family.

I’ve learned so much from this. A small 
action can set off a very big reaction. 
Sometimes we hear about a tragedy and 
feel helpless, but we can bring nechamah 
to others by taking on something as a 
zechus for them. If you do, let the family 
know. Even if you feel a little crazy. You 
can be a shaliach for something wonder-
ful. Do you feel the urge to do something 
for someone else? Even if it’s not in your 
comfort zone, do it. 

Do it! l

To submit your story for this column or to 
have your story featured here, please send 
an email to editorial@amimagazine.
org or call 718-534-8800, ext. 202. Your 
story and/or submission will be kept 
confidential.

I didn’t even  
think about  
what to write. I 
just poured out 
what was in my 
heart. I signed  
it only with an 
initial and a last 
name...
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