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WOMEN to 
KNOW

Raizy sets a different, distinctively beautiful 
table for every Shabbos seudah
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Strokes
With the 
gentle strokes 
of her brush, 
Malky 
Wiesenfeld 
transformed 
kallahs on 
their special 
day. Now her 
mother, Raizy 
Kohn, honors 
her by sharing 
her own brand 
of beauty.
By Devorie 
Kreiman

Beautyof
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Her daughter Malky, the ninth of her 
13 children, bli ayin hara, grew up in 
Williamsburg and Monroe. Malky had a 
way of making things beautiful. After 
her wedding, she signed up for a course 
in cosmetology. For the !nal test, the 
cosmetology students did the makeup 
on a model. "e instructors were so 
impressed by Malky’s skills that they 
o#ered to hire her to work with movie 
stars. Malky explained that she was 
going to dedicate herself to beautifying 
kallahs and their families.

She gained a reputation for being 
“magical.” Everyone she touched felt 
changed afterwards; their faces looked 
lovely, but more than that, their hearts 
were lit. 

Kallahs told her that before they 
booked a hall for their wedding, they 
checked to make sure she was available. 
Malky had a soft spot for girls who were 
orphaned or who faced di$cult circum-
stances. She liked to say, “I’ll make her 
into a Cinderella.”

Raizy describes her daughter as “over 
the top.” Once, while working at a 
wedding hall, Malky noticed that the 
kallah was out of sorts and suspected she 
had an infection. Both the kallah and her 
mother were too overwhelmed to deal 
with it. Malky called several doctors. 
Eventually she reached Dr. Zelenko, z”l, 
and described the kallah’s symptoms to 
him. 

Dr. Zelenko called in a prescription to 
a nearby pharmacy, and Malky went to 
pick up the medication. She made sure 
the kallah took the pills. But then the 
kallah ran into another complication and 
needed to ask a shailah. Malky called her 

aizy’s table is set for 
royalty...glittering 
chargers, gold-rimmed 
china and crystal, and 
a single rose angled at 
every setting near a small 
card that reads, “L’iluy 
nishmas Sarah Malka bas 
R’ Klonimus Kalman.” 

She serves carefully 
prepared food, changing 
the menu every week 
to keep up the “wow” 
factor for her “regulars.” 
When her guests o!er 
to help serve or clear, 
Raizy shakes her head. 
She wants only one 
thing from them. “Say 
her name. Make brachos 
carefully as a zechus for 
my Malky.” 

! brother, who is a dayan, and he advised 
her to get something else for the kallah. 
Malky ran out again and bought it—all 
in between putting makeup on the kallah 
and her family. 

"e next day, the grateful mother of 
the kallah showed up at Malky’s door 
with a gift and said, “You saved our 
wedding.” 

At another wedding, Malky noticed 
that the sister of the kallah wasn’t 
wearing jewelry, and she took o# her 
own earrings and gave them to her—
with a smile and a shrug, as if it really 
wasn’t a big deal. 

In 2017, Malky and her husband went 
on a trip to Eretz Yisrael. Before the 
trip, Malky bought a pair of high-quality 
walking shoes because she planned to do 
a lot of walking and wanted to be 
comfortable. Despite her expensive 
shoes, she felt a strange pain in her foot. 
When she returned to the United States, 
she made an appointment with an 
orthopedist, who couldn’t !nd any cause 
for the pain. He ordered an MRI, which 
showed a pea-sized growth. He referred 
her to an oncologist, who diagnosed it as 
a sarcoma and assured Malky, “It’s small. 
You’ll need a six-month course of 
chemo, and that’s it.” 

When Malky was in the hospital, 
Raizy stopped the doctor in the hallway 
and asked, “Will my daughter be okay?” 

"e doctor said, “She’ll be !ne. I have 
to go and see the patients who really 
need me.”

Every night for six months, as Malky 
su#ered from the harsh e#ects of the 
chemo, all six of her sisters came to her 
house and sat with her in an e#ort to 
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distract and entertain her. One sister 
says, “We came to lift her spirits, but she 
was the one who made us laugh.”

Six months of chemo wasn’t enough. 
Malky underwent surgery to remove the 
growth followed by another six months 
of chemo. At last, her scans showed that 
she was in the clear. 

She went back to work, but with a big 
change. She no longer kept any of the 
money she earned; instead, she donated 
every penny to tzedakah to help poor 
kallahs. 

She worked for a few weeks. !en her 
foot started to hurt again.

When the test results came back, the 
doctor told Malky that he couldn’t 
discuss it over the phone. She went to 
his o"ce and found out that she was 
back in the #ght. Her family tapped 
every resource, every treatment, every 
chance. 

Malky’s sisters surrounded her 
hospital bed during the day, and her 
brothers took turns at night. Her mother 

says, “She asked me to come for visits 
but not to stay. For overnights, she 
preferred her brothers. She told my 
other children that I’d been through 
enough, and she didn’t want me to sit 
there and watch her su$ering.”

One morning, one of Raizy’s sons 
knocked on her door. Raizy knew he’d 
been in the hospital with Malky all 
night. If he was at her door, it had to be 
urgent. She cried out in a panic, “What 
happened?” 

Her son said, “I came to tell you in 
person what a great zechiyah it is for you 
to have a daughter like Malky. Last 
night I learned by her bed, and I felt 
such holiness. !e Shechinah was right 
there with her.”

“!ank You, Hashem.” Malky said it 
constantly, even in the grip of wrench-
ing pain. “!ank You, Hashem.”

As Malky weakened, she shared her 
hope that her sons would grow to be 
ehrliche Yidden. During one visit, when 
her sisters told her what the people in 

their shul were doing in her honor, 
Malky became so emotional that the 
nurse ran in and cautioned that it was 
too much for her. 

When she no longer had the strength 
to speak, Malky communicated by 
writing on a board. !e last words she 
wrote were “!ank You, Has—”. She 
never #nished writing the word 
“Hashem.”

!e doctor in the ICU had tears in his 
eyes when he told Raizy that he didn’t 
expect her daughter to survive the night. 
“We did everything we could. I studied 
all the books. But there’s one book I 
don’t have—the book of G-d’s plan. !e 
book of life.” 

Raizy understood. !is was a gezeirah. 
She says, “I looked at Malky’s beautiful 
face and touched her shoulder. !en I 
went home. I knew it was what she 
wanted.” 

Malky’s brothers stayed at her bedside. 
Her sisters went to their parents’ house 
to wait. !ey sat together all night and 
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into the morning. !at’s when they got 
the call.

Malky’s yahrtzeit is 12 Kislev. She left 
three sons. !e oldest was just past his 
bar mitzvah; the youngest was seven. 

At the levayah, one of Raizy’s daugh-
ters said to her, “Mommy, turn around.” 

Raizy says, “I didn’t want to. !ey had 
just taken the aron away. Turn around 
and see what?” But her daughter insisted, 
and Raizy turned around. She saw the 
street mobbed with women. She says, 
“!ey came from everywhere. From 
Monroe and Boro Park and Williams-
burg.”

During shivah, the family heard story 
after story, all with the same theme—
about the way Malky had gone above 
and beyond in helping people. She did 
everything, especially chesed, to perfec-
tion.

One woman approached Raizy and 
said, “I have to tell you something 
unusual. I did the taharah. I don’t usually 
talk about these things, but this is 
di"erent. I’ve done many taharos in my 

life, and I’ve never seen something like 
this. Your daughter was so beautiful and 
pure, lichtig. And there’s something else, 
something hard to believe, but azoi is 
gevein. !ere was a smell of blooming 
#owers in the room. I thought maybe it 
was just me, but the other women told 
me they smelled it, too, and they 
thought it was Gan Eden.”

Raizy repeated the story to her 
daughters. !ey brushed it aside, saying 
such a thing wasn’t possible. A few weeks 
later, Raizy met another woman who 
works for the chevrah kaddisha, and she 
told her what she’d heard during shivah. 
!e woman said, “!at’s exactly what 
happened. We were all looking at each 
other in wonder because she was so 
beautiful and because of that sweet 
smell…”

In the weeks and months after 
Malky’s death, the family struggled to 
regain their footing. !eir grief was 
crushing. Someone would say Malky’s 
name, or Raizy would see or think about 
something…and she’d cry and cry.

She says, “Malky was a gift for 36 
years. If I’d been asked if I’d be willing to 
have my special daughter for only 36 
years, I would have said, ‘I want her for 
120 years.’ Hashem doesn’t ask us. 
Hashem is in charge. Malky accom-
plished what she had to in this world. 
I’m a big believer. If I didn’t have emunah 
and bitachon, I’d have ended up in the 
crazy house.” 

Shabbos was the hardest. On Shabbos, 
there was no work to get lost in. On 
Shabbos, they told stories about Malky. 
Nice stories, heart-rending stories. !e 
family gathered; every one of them had a 
place, and one place was empty.

Malky had always been meticulous 
about setting an elegant Shabbos table. 
When her mother invited friends to stop 
in for breakfast on Shabbos morning, 
Malky ran over early in the morning to 
check the set-up. She stayed only long 
enough to use her “two right hands” to 
make sure everything was perfect.

Raizy enjoyed spending time in her 
condo in Century Village in West Palm 
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Beach, Florida. A few weeks after Malky 
passed away, she went to Florida. She 
describes it as an oasis. “It’s quiet. 
Manicured lawns, exotic fruit trees. My 
husband can sit by the water and learn. I 
!nd peace here.” 

On one rare Shabbos, Raizy was in 
Florida and her husband was in Monroe. 
As she sat by herself at the Shabbos 
table, the reality of her loss was sharp-
ened by the fact that she was alone. 

And from that pain something new, 
something of beauty, burst into being.

"at night Raizy realized that there 
were many women sitting at a Shabbos 
table for one. Women who had never 
married or who were widowed or 
divorced. Women who didn’t have 
children...or who did have children, but 
for one reason or another, they weren’t 
with them. 

Suddenly she had a mission. She would 
make sure that no woman in her neigh-
borhood had to eat alone on Shabbos. It 

would be l ’iluy nishmas Malky—who had 
always kept an open home.

Right after Shabbos, Raizy set to 
work. She wrote an invitation and 
posted it on the Century Village group 
chat, letting everyone know that her 
home was open for both Shabbos seudos. 
She sent out individual invitations as 
well. "en she planned her Shabbos 
meals. It was in Malky’s honor, so it had 
to be malchusdik. She crafted menus, and 
when her husband came to Florida, he 
drove her from store to store to get what 
she needed. 

As the word got out, Raizy found 
herself very busy. Women started to 
come, sometimes as many as 15, includ-
ing regulars who came for both meals 
every week. She bought a second freezer 
and !lled her closet shelves with sup-
plies. She also bought extra folding 
tables and chairs that she kept in storage 
during the week.

She played with di#erent gourmet 

recipes, and she became creative with the 
settings—using only china, crystal and 
silver, and changing the settings for each 
meal. 

Raizy explains, “I want every woman 
to walk in and feel like a queen. I tell 
them that they’re doing me a favor. 
"ey’re helping me do something nice 
for Malky’s neshamah.”

Around the Shabbos table, the women 
relaxed, talked, connected. One woman 
whose son was helping her buy an 
apartment insisted that it had to be 
within walking distance of Raizy’s 
apartment so that she could eat there on 
Shabbos. Another woman who’d lost her 
husband had refused Raizy’s invitations a 
few times, but Raizy continued to invite 
her every week, and eventually she came. 

"ere were 12 women at the table that 
Friday night. "e widow returned for the 
meal on Shabbos day as well. After-
wards, she shared, “Every Friday night I 
open my fridge, look at the wine and say, 
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‘Ribbono Shel Olam, my husband is 
supposed to do this and You took my 
husband, so I’m not doing this,’ and then 
I just skip Kiddush and go to bed. But 
now, for the !rst time, I feel good about 
Shabbos.”

Sometimes Raizy gets a call from 
Bikur Cholim of West Palm Beach, and 
she prepares a food package for someone 
in the hospital. When she drops it o", 
she shows people the card and asks them 
to say Malky’s name and have her in 
mind when they make brachos.

Her family is enthusiastic in their 
support. Her husband sits at a separate 
small table for the Shabbos meals. When 
their sons and sons-in-law visit, they eat 
with him. Raizy says, “I was concerned 
about how it would a"ect him, so I 
made sure. I told him, ‘If you’re not 
comfortable, we won’t do this.’ But he 
insisted. ‘#is is your life now. It’s 

important.’” Her sons arrange for the 
meats to be trucked from New York, and 
Malky’s in-laws provide the chickens. 

Raizy says, “I start thinking about 
Shabbos at the beginning of the week. 
Every day I do something, so I won’t get 
overwhelmed. I shop early. On Monday 
I prepare the meats. I freeze tongue or 
roast in !anken sauce. Soups too. On 
Monday I also send out invitations. 

“On Tuesday I choose that week’s 
tablecloths and dishes. I spend time 
thinking about how to make the 
settings stunning. On Wednesday I 
make my list of the women who said 
they’re coming, and I bake challah. On 
#ursday I set the tables. On Friday, I 
prepare all the foods that are best fresh, 
like vegetables, my garlic pita chips, and 
fruit drinks. And of course, desserts. 
After I !nish cooking, two housekeepers 
come to help me with the cleaning.” 

Raizy points out the laichter that faces 
her table. “After I tzind lecht, I say all my 
children’s names. I say Malky’s name 
and see her smiling face. Every Shabbos, 
she’s close to me. I tell her, ‘All this is 
for your neshamah.’”

An exciting new development is in 
the works now. Raizy’s son, who 
watched her carry the tables and chairs 
in and out of storage, said, “Why schlep 
so much? Let’s make a permanent place 
for this.” #ey bought the apartment 
beneath them on the !rst $oor, and they 
are currently doing renovations for “Bais 
Sarah Malka.” #e new apartment will 
have a big kitchen, a dining room that 
can accommodate several tables, and a 
sitting area facing the water.

#e work continues. Invitations go 
out, preparations move into high gear, 
and a mother’s love spreads warmth that 
lasts from Shabbos to Shabbos. ●
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