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Our father, Abraham, is the subject of this week’s Torah portion, Vayera. Our
Midrash, ancient biblical commentary written by the first rabbis, holds that
Abraham was tested a total of ten times. Last week we heard the first three of those
tests: lech l’cha, mayartz’cha, u-moladt’cha, u-mibayt avicha – “Go forth from
your land, and from your birthplace, and from your father’s house.” And this week
we learn of Abraham’s final three tests: kach-na et-bincha, et y’chidcha, asher
ahavta – “Take, please, your son, your only one, the one whom you love...and offer
him as a burnt offering.”

David Lee Preston, introduces his award-winning, April 1985 Philadelphia
Inquirer Magazine feature article, “Journey to my father’s Holocaust,” with these
words:

And so I have made the journey through time and place, back to the world of
my father and of his father, to a world that somehow also must be mine. I
have made the journey because one day I shall transmit the seed anew, and I
must know and feel. I have done so because the future holds no meaning or
purpose without the past, and because the story of an entire people can be
told in the retracing of my father’s steps and in the retelling of his life.

Both our patriarch Abraham and George Preston, of blessed memory, seem to have
been largely defined by the tests they endured. All the obituaries in the local
Delaware Valley newspapers, have the title “Holocaust Survivor,” next to George’s
name. Yet those of us who knew George, knew that, like the Biblical Abraham, he
was much more than the tests which were inflicted upon him. Yet George’s
responsibility was, and now his children’s responsibility is to bear witness to the
genocidal madness of the Holocaust to those who would dare claim that it never
happened. And in telling his story, we would be doing a grave injustice to George,
his massacred European family, and the six million other Jews, if the Holocaust did
not feature prominently into the story-telling. I am greatly indebted to George’s son,
David, who has provided me with the narrative for that story.

Our story begins with a man with many names. Tzvi ben David v’Sarah,
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Aushwitz Prisoner No. 160581, Buchenwald Prisoner Number 124049, Georges.
But let’s start with Grisha Priszulnik (prish-KUHL-nik). I am familiar with this last
name, because before an act of Parliament changed his name, my paternal, Polish-
born zayda was called Prisbilski. The prish pre-fix was a common one in Poland.
Our family became Beals and in time Priszulnik would become Preston.

Grisha was born on March 31, 1914, in Rovno, the commercial center of
Ukraine, then a part of Poland. Grisha was a member of a community of 22,000
Jews, comprising nearly 70% of the entire Rovno population. Jews had lived in
Rovno since the 1500's. His parents were David Laeb and Sonia, and he had a
younger brother named Yasha. David owned a thriving lumber business which
allowed them to build a new duplex home, along the gravel road, near the railroad
tracks. It was a joint project between the young Grisha and his father, David. It
was the first house in Rovno with both hot and cold running water. It would be the
beginning of young Grisha’s many engineering successes.

Grisha’s artwork adored the walls of this new house: watercolor paintings of
streets scenes, charcoal portraits, abstract designs, an old painting of his
grandmother. Grisha and his mother would spend many happy hours together in the
diningroom – Sonia embroidering at one end of the long table and Grisha at the
other end hunched over his mandolin on his lap, his ear against the table, strumming
melodies for his mother. Grisha also serenaded his younger brother, Yasha, a shy
lad whom he loved dearly. And he and his cousin Aaron, his closest friend, enjoyed
playing their mandolins together. In addition to playing the mandolin, the young
Grisha enjoyed playing chess and table tennis

The Priszkulnicks belonged to the smaller of the two synagogues in Rovno
and traditionally sat in the first row of seats, reserved for the wealthiest or most
pious. Grisha learned Hebrew from a private tutor hired by his father.

Sometimes, the family would go for picnics to the outskirts of town, to the
area called the Sosenki – the Little Pines – where every year on the agricultural
holiday Lag B’Omer, the Jewish children of Rovno would celebrate with song and
dance.

The first of Grisha’s many tests came when he was only 17 years old. His
mother became gravely ill with an undiagnosed illness. Sonia died on a Friday
night, while Grisha, Yasha, and his father, David, sat helplessly by her bedside. No
one could come for her body on Saturday, the Sabbath day, so she remained in the
house until Sunday. They buried her in the Jewish cemetery, and her photograph
was inset in an enamel oval at the top of the tall tombstone.

With time, Grisha rebounded, his creative zeal still in tact. He wanted to
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pursue a career as an artist but David directed him to a career in which he could
better support himself (something which a grown Grisha would later repeat with his
own daughter). So Grisha went to Vilna and Warsaw to study engineering, then to
France in 1935 to complete his education. Two years later, he graduated from the
University of Caen with a master’s degree in electrical and mechanical engineering.
By this time, the man who would eventually master eight languages, already spoke
Polish, Russian, Yiddish, Hebrew, German and French.

During the course of his studies, as you know, the Nazis were seizing more
and more power. Jews already had lost their jobs in Germany. Grisha applied for a
visa to the United States. He was denied.

Returning to Rovno in August 1938, Grisha pleaded with his father to leave
Poland. But David was not ready. Like almost everyone else he knew, he did not
take Hitler seriously. “Why not stay with us?” he implored his son. “You’ll have a
business here.”

Grisha already knew a safer life in France and intended to go back there to
work. In April 1939, David drove Grisha by horse and buggy along the gravel road
to the railroad tracks. Grisha boarded the train for Warsaw. They would never see
each other again.

On November 6, 1941, unbeknownst to Grisha, the Nazis, helped by the
Ukrainians, Poles and others, herded the Jews of Rovno, including Grisha’s father,
David, outside the city, telling them they were being taken out on a work detail.
They were led to the Sosenki, the place of so many happy Lag B’Omer celebrations.
There, the Jews were confronted with three enormous ditches. David and his
neighbors, surrounded by armed policemen with dogs, were ordered to undress.
They were lined up at each ditch – men, women and children. Then the Nazis, and
their helpers machine-gunned David and 18,000 other Jews. To this day, the cite of
this mass murder remains unmarked by the Ukrainian government. It is muddy,
overgrown by weeds, and surrounded by a rusted fence. The Russians, who had
themselves suffered terribly at the hands of the Nazis, bulldozed the Jewish
cemetery of Rovno. In its place: a playground. So the resting places of both
Grisha’s mother and father were left in obscurity. An adult George Preston would
later ask in anguish: “Why couldn’t they just leave the Jewish cemetery alone?
Why did it bother them? Wasn’t it enough that the Jews were gone?”

When the Germans invaded France in 1940, Grisha, now Georges
Priszkulnik, was working for an engineering firm in Lille, near the Belgian boarder.
The company was about to relocate to the south of France, but Georges did not
want to risk waiting. In the heat of the summer he took a bicycle and headed for the
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beach, hoping to board a boat carrying British troops across the English Channel
and out of northern France. When he arrived at Dunkerque, he was blocked from
boarding the ships to England, which were overcrowded with British troops. It was
mid-June. Germans soldiers soon arrived and blocked the exits to the south.
Georges has no alternative but to return to Lille. The city was occupied by
Germans. Georges’ company had moved south. On June 21, within days of his
return, France surrendered.

After a brief stint as an interpreter for the French production crew at the Lille
Theater controlled by the Germans, Georges took a job in 1941 with a French
consulting firm. As the Nazi clampdown on Jews began in earnest, Georges ignored
the announcements that Jews were to register and to wear the yellow patches
bearing the word Juif inside a Star of David.

The rabbis who authored the Midrash, enumerate ten clear tests which
Abraham endured in his life. I suppose what comes next in Georges’ life might be
considered test number two, but it becomes quite impossible to keep count of these
tests, as we spiral further and further down into Georges’ holocaust experiences.
The narration of Georges’ holocaust story makes this eulogy the most difficult I
have ever presented in my almost ten years serving as a rabbi. I thought of
abbreviating it in the interest of time and comfort. But I cannot avoid it. As the
prophet Joel commands: “Tell your children of it, and let your children tell their
children, and their children another generation.”

On August 8, 1942, as he emerged from a Lille market, Georges was arrested
by the Gestapo and charged with “anti-German activities.” He was taken to Gestapo
headquarters, where he was beaten unconscious, then to a Gestapo prison guarded
by French police.

Finally, he was put on a passenger train to Malines, a Belgian town north of
Brussels, where he and Belgian Jews were loaded onto cattle cars and deported to
Nazi-occupied Poland.

In slave labor camps, wearing the Star of David now, Georges and the other
prisoners built the railroads over a period of months. They were also tortured by
having to carry gravel and sand at a running pace from one location to another, then
to carry it back again..

Before long, Georges and his fellow workmen were loaded onto those
notorious sealed cattle cars, crammed with 100 people, 50 cars in all, and told they
were headed toward German factories. It was a lie.

On November 3, 1943, the train came to a stop. With sticks, the SS men and
kapos drove Georges and the others from the boxcars in the cold night, yelling
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“Raus, und schnell!” – “out and fast!” They were in Aushwitz-Birkenau. Greeting
them on the platform was none other than the medical torturer Josef Mengele.

Georges was terrified. His possessions were taken away and he shivered in
the rags he had been given to wear. He was brought to the barracks where his hair
was clipped off. A number was tattooed onto his left forearm. No longer was he
Georges Priszkulnik. Now he was reduced to nothing more than an anonymous
number: 160581. Two and one half million Jews were murdered at Auschwitz-
Birkenau. In all, four million innocent men, women and children died there – most
of them in gas chambers set up to eradicate Jews, Gypsies, homosexuals, political
prisoners and others.

At Birkenau, No. 160581 saw SS men pull children away from their mothers
and throw them into trucks headed for gas chambers. He saw an SS man thrust his
walking stick down a dying man’s throat. He saw SS men set their dogs on inmates.
He saw prisoners who could not take it anymore jump onto the electric barbed
wire.

He wore a small red triangular patch bearing the letter “F,” for French.
Living in the wooden barracks of the quarantine section, where new inmates were
temporarily housed, he still had a tiny loose-leaf booklet containing a few
engineering notations and precious photos of his family. Among the few items he
had brought to Birkenau, it was the only one he had managed to: a last link with his
past.

One day, it was announced that technically trained people were needed.
Thousands of prisoners came forward hoping for a chance to go far away from the
continuously smoking chimneys of the crematoria. Engineers from the Siemens Co.
tested the prospective workers. 160581 passed an oral test. Next he had to drill a
hole in a metal plate and to file a square opening to a precision one-one hundredth
of a millimeter through which a cube would fit.

Six workers were chosen. One was 160581. He would be housed in Block
11 at Birkenau, along with 25 other engineers. Their assignment: to transform an
abandoned four-story brick building several miles away at Bobrek into a modern,
one-story plant. To do this job, they were given ropes to climb up, and hammers to
knock bricks down. In the bitter cold, No. 160581and the others wore thin prisoner
uniforms and wooden shoes.

Every evening, they were brought back to Block 11 until the plant and its
barracks were completed. Block 11 was laid out like the other barracks: three tiers
of wooden bunks on both sides, with an oven running down the middle for heat.
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No. 160581 slept with five other prisoners on a board, sharing a single blanket. He
slept in the same clothes he wore during the day. Several times, men lying beside
him died.

At Block 11,the Siemens workers were to receive better treatment than the
other prisoners so they could be strong enough to build the plant. But the “senior
inmate” in charge of Block 11 was a particularly viscous Slesian who delighted in
abusing the Siemens workers. His name was Emil Bednarek, and he maintained a
strict regime: If he found a speck of dust on a prisoner’s blanket, he would beat him
with his walking stick. Benarek hit No. 160581 over the back so often that he
almost paralyzed him.

Bednarek forced his prisoners to do painful exercises, which he called
“sport.” During one running exercise, a prisoner was unable to continue, and fell
exhausted onto the ground. No. 160581 saw Bednarek kick his shiny boots into the
man’s chest until he was dead. On another occasion, while an SS man watched,
Bednarek placed his walking stick against a fallen prisoner’s throat and stood on it.
Then he rocked back and forth until the prisoner was dead. The SS man offered
hearty congratulations. After Bednarek killed people, he returned to his room to
pray. In March 1965, at the invitation of the West German government, No.
160581, now George Preston, testified at the Aushwitz war crimes trials in
Frankfurt-am-Main. His testimony, which made international headlines, helped
convict Emil Bednarek, who was sent to prison for murder.

No. 160581 was so hungry that at one point he sneaked away from Block 11
in the middle of the day, when he was supposed to be working, and headed for the
kitchen to beg for some soup. An SS officer stopped him.

“What the hell do you have there?” the man barked.
It was the little booklet with the photos of his family. The SS man grabbed

the book.
“These are pictures of my parents,” 160581 said.
The officer laughed uproariously. “You stupid bastard,” he said. “You think

you’ll ever see your parents again? You see those chimneys?” He pointed to the
crematoria. “That’s where you’ll end up.”

The officer beat and kicked him. Then he walked way with the book. No.
160581 was left writhing on the ground.

In May 1944, after the Siemens workers had readied the Bobrek plant, they
began to be housed nearby. At the plant, No. 160581 and his co-workers were put
to work making dies to be used in fabricating electrical components for German
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submarines.
It was only a matter of time before No. 160581 became ill with typhus from

the constant exposure to lice. As part of the Siemens group, he was not sent to the
gas chambers despite his illness. Instead, he went to the camp hospital adjacent to
one of the crematoria. There he lay for several weeks without medical treatment.
His fever was high, and most of the time he didn’t know what was going on around
him.

One day a Jewish doctor from Paris, working at the hospital told No. 160581
that no matter how sick he still was, he should get discharged from the hospital and
report back to work. A new transport of inmates was expected, the doctor said, and
all the sick prisoners would be sent to the gas chambers.

Summoning his last ounce of strength, No. 160581 willed himself to leave the
hospital and return to his job.

On the night of January 17, 1945, with the Russian army approaching, the
Nazis evacuated the camps. More than 14 months after he had become a number,
160581 set out with the other Siemens workers, joining thousands of prisoners from
Auschwitz-Birkenau and other camps, marching northwest. Ten thousand prisoners
were led on foot abut 50 miles away through cold winter. Some tried to hide in the
snow. For many, it was a death march.

When the prisoners arrived in Gliwice, SS men loaded them onto flatcars.
After the train was rolling, some prisoners jumped off and tried to flee. A few made
it, but most were shot. No. 160581 did not jump; he did not trust the local populace
to save him.

As the cars rolled slowly across the countryside, snow fell, and No. 160581
caught the fresh, crisp flakes in a tin container; no food ever tasted so wonderful to
him. The train passed through Czechoslovakia, losing more passengers every mile.
At Prague, No. 160581 found himself with a loaf of bread and a container of water,
among hundreds thrown into the train by kind-hearted Czechs at the risk of their
lives.

More days passed, and the train came to a stop outside Weimar. No. 160581
looked around him. He knew that he was still alive, but he did not know how much
longer he could last. All around him, for days on end, fellow travelers had fallen by
the wayside. And now, when the SS men pulled him off the flatcar, he found
himself once more in a camp with barbed-wire fences, railway tracks and
watchtowers. This was Buchenwald.

In Buchenwald, he was issued a cloth patch bearing a new number. Although
the number “160581" remained on his arm, he was now No 124049.
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He was assigned to help move wooden wagons filled with heavy stones from
the quarry. The pace was fast, and whoever fell from the strain was beaten to death
by snarling SS men. On other days, while Wiemar was being bombarded by Allied
planes, No. 124049 was among the inmates whose job it was to dig through the
rubble of the city for German bodies.

Although the planes passing overhead gave some hope to the inmates, large
groups were not being evacuated from the camp to prevent them from falling into
the hands of Allied troops. A short distance from the camp, they were machine-
gunned.

No. 124049 was determined to remain in the camp. He noticed that several
inmates wore white armbands bearing numbers. These inmates were assigned to
clean the barracks and to remain in the camp until the final transport. No. 124049
went to his barracks, tore off a piece of his shirt, and with a needle and thread,
sewed a black trim around the edge. He wet the graphite of a pencil and printed
some numbers on the cloth. Within minutes, he had made an armband identical to
those worn by the privileged inmates.

Haggard and beyond hunger, No. 124049 now had survived for three long
years – sometimes because of luck, sometimes because of his own wits – while
those around him had perished. Now, in the waning weeks of the war, he
summoned his last ounce of will to stay alive.

On April 11, 1945, before the SS could kill the last prisoners, American tanks
plowed through the barbed wire and liberated Buchenwald. No. 124049 thought it
was a mirage. SS men, caught be surprise, threw off their military uniforms and
dressed themselves in prison garb. Ecstatic prisoners took over the camp, picked up
guns and climbed onto American tanks. Georges Priszkulnik, a walking skeleton at
80 pounds, found a gun and helped hold the SS men in a barracks for the American
troops.

And now, as God blessed Avram with a new name, Avraham, father of
multitudes, so Georges Priszkulnik was blessed with a new name: George Preston,
and a new life in America, where he emigrated to in 1946. The following year he
took an engineering position with Stone and Webster in Boston.

We have the Jewish Theological Seminary, JTS, alma mater for both me and
George’s daughter, for getting George and his first wife, Halina Wind, together.
JTS has sent their young scholar and star, Halina, graduate of the Teacher’s
Institute, on a fund raising tour all across the country in the late forties and early
fifties to raise money for the Torah Fund. Along the way, Halina told her own
survivors story, including hiding for 14 months in a Polish sewer beneath the city of
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Lwow.
While speaking in Camden, New Jersey, a relative of George’s came out to

listen to Halina. After the talk, the relative told her that she had a cousin working in
Boston, who was also a Holocaust survivor, who she ought to meet. I should
mention, that the daughter of that wonderful cousin, Lenore Sherman Traband, is
with us today and will address you shortly, with her own memories of her cousin.

Now at the time, there was a furrier who was quite taken with Halina. But
Halina wanted a professional. When she met George for the first time, she
subjected him to a grilling in the Polish language to see if he was truly an educated
man. Thank God, he passed the test. George was a handsome, debonair man –
despite his Holocaust experiences. He could do everything for himself, fix anything,
artistic, French-educated. In short, everything Halina wanted in a husband. They
were married in Connecticut, in 1951. Halina’s brother, JTS rabbinical school
alumni, presided. Forty-one years later, in a scene made famous in James
McBride’s New York Times best-seller, The Color of Water, Rabbi Wind would
preside over the marriage of Halina and Georges’s son, David Lee to Rondee.

Halina and George’s 31 years together were happy ones. They were mutually
supportive of each other. There were so many things they did not have to say to
each other because they were both Holocaust survivors – they just understood each
other so well. And they both had very similar aesthetic taste: same colors, and a
passion for all things modern, including modern furniture – and no wonder,
considering how painful it was to remember things from their past.

David, their eldest son, was born in 1955. I have relied on his writing to
narrate his father’s Holocaust experiences. George’s humorous blueprint for a
“baby boy arrangement” announced David’s “specifications” as well as his birth.
David remembers his father as a devoted family man who didn’t spare the rod but
spoiled his two children anyway, who gave the neighborhood bully a good licking
after David had been picked on. George was a generous chess player who would let
David retract his lousy moves and sometimes even let him win. In 1984, David
persuaded his father to journey with him to the places of his father’s past. It was on
this trip, that George learned that the Russian government had bulldozed over his
mother’s grave and replaced it with a playground.

In one of the many stories which David writes about in his account of this
trip, which bound both men to each other most profoundly, David writes of their
experience revisiting Birkenau.

As we passed beneath the main watchtower on our way back to the hotel, we
met five local boys, all in their early teens. My father asked whether they knew
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what had happened here, and they seemed eager to show what they knew.
“This was where many Poles were killed,” offered one boy.
“Jews, too?” we asked.
“Yes,” said one. “Also, Jews. But mostly Poles.”
“Why did they kill Jews?” my father asked.
“Because Hitler was part Jewish,” a boy answered. “And he was jealous

because Jews were smarter than he.”
I urged my father to show the boys his tattoo, to see their reaction. He

rolled up his sleeve. They gasped. One of them backed away. Slowly, the reality
hit them: This man had been a prisoner here.

David Lee bears the name of both his mother’s and his father’s father: both
murdered in the Holocaust. As the son of survivors, he has felt a special
responsibility to preserve their stories. When George accepted a job as an engineer
the DuPont Company shortly after their marriage, Halina became a Jewish educator
at Congregation Beth Shalom and Delaware’s pre-eminent public speaker on the
Holocaust. The Halina Wind Preston Lecture Fund, c/o of the Jewish Federation of
Delaware, has been designated by the family as the appropriate charity to make
donations in George’s memory. When Halina died in 1982, George took on the
mantle of Holocaust spokesman for the family and was honored by the Delaware
State Assembly in 1985 for his efforts.

State Representative Robert F. Gilligan wrote:
It is difficult for me to convey to you the impact which your talk had on

members of the General Assembly last week. To say that were moved is not strong
enough. I have never in my 12 years as a member of the House of Representatives
seen the entire membership of that body remain still and in their seats for any
presentation or discussions on the floor.

And now, through David’s writing, and his sister, Shari’s Cantorial work, the
responsibility for telling the story of the Holocaust has fallen on the next generation.
David will be addressing you shortly.

Shari, also named for David and Halina’s mothers who perished before and
during the Holocaust, was born in 1961. In a little while, she will be sharing several
personal reflections to conclude our service this morning. Let me just share one
anecdote with you now. It seems one day Shari came home from her training at the
Jewish Theological Seminary with a tare in her coat lining. Quietly and lovingly,
George put thread to needle and repaired his beloved daughter’s tare. And in that
gesture, that thread linked George back to his mother, Shari’s namesake, Sonia, who
would embroider at the big dining room table back in Rovno, before the Holocaust,
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before the graves: generations threaded one to the other through love.
Both David and Shari remembered wonderful family trips together. George’s

32 years of service for DuPont took them on some interesting adventures, like
Chattanooga. And then there were the non-job related family trips to the New
Jersey shore and Ocean City, Maryland. As Holocaust survivors, there were not
many blood relatives, so dear family friends like Dorothy Finger, also a Holocaust
survivor and her husband, Lou, became Auntie Dorothy and Uncle Lou. They were
joined by other Beth Shalom leaders like Charlie and Edith Schnitzer, to create a
wonderful Jewish environment for the children to thrive. In Shari’s case that would
lead to Torah and Haftarah tutoring at Beth Shalom after her own bat mitzvah, and
eventually a master’s degree in Jewish education and cantorial training at the Jewish
Theological Seminary.

Towards the end of their 31 years together, George became a dedicated care-
giver to Halina as her own health failed. She passed away in 1982 after heart
surgery.

Many in our community have described Charlotte Dinius Sontchi’s entrance
into George’s life has nothing short of an angel being sent from heaven. They met
at a social event. As George put it: “we were two people from two totally different
worlds who met by chance, fell in love and carved out a beautiful life together.”
They courted for 17 years because they didn’t want to jump into anything,
eventually marrying in 2001. Charlotte was originally attracted to George because
of the love and devotion he showed for his children and because of his ability to
easily show emotion. George took Charlotte all around the world and Charlotte
guided him as his eyesight began to fail him. As George had been Halina’s
dedicated care-giver, so Charlotte became George’s dedicated care-giver, from
whispering into his ear the names of people right before they greeted him, to
sometimes less attractive but equally important duties. Ten years ago, Charlotte
took an early retirement as Director of Finance of Planned Parenthood of Chester in
order to fully dedicate herself to George’s care. That including driving him from
one Holocaust program to another, once driving from Dover to West Chester and
then back to Wilmington. She was exhausted, not so much from the driving, but
from the emotional and spiritual drain of hearing George’s holocaust story several
times in the same evening. The story never grew old to her, but hearing a loved one
treated so poorly was always heart-breaking for her.

Charlotte’s son, the Honorable Chris Sontchi, will be addressing you shortly
with his recollections of his beloved step-father. We are also joined here today with
George’s step-sons Michael and Jonathan Sontchi, and his four beloved step
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grandchildren.
The Torah concludes the story of Abraham next week by commenting:

“Abraham was one hundred and seventy five years old. And Abraham breathed his
last, dying at a good ripe age, old and contented.”

George lived to the good, ripe age of 92. From the satisfaction he received
from making a true difference in the life of others, to the joy he received from his
beautiful and caring wife, Charlotte, and the pride he received from his two children,
three step-children, and four step-grandchildren, we can deduce, despite the cancer,
he, like Biblical Abraham, also died old and contented.

I was privileged to lead George through my first three Rosh Hashana services
since coming to Wilmington, and to brave the rain just in time to offer the final rites
of Viddui, our final confessional, to kiss George on his forehead, and bid George
shalom as he prepared to take his last journey, two nights ago. Charlotte assures me
that he absorbed every word of Hebrew I chanted on his behalf.

Allow me to conclude, not with the words of Torah, but with the words of
George’s son, David:

For all God’s children, there remains the opportunity to choose love over
hatred, knowledge over ignorance, understanding over apathy, compassion over
ambivalence – the chance to learn the sad melodies of the past so that we might
create from them a hopeful song for the future.

I promise you, George Preston: This lesson I shall never forget.

May George’s memory be for a blessing – zochrono l’vrachca.


