[bookmark: _Toc50632413]
Heirlooms
      


J. Jay Garfinkel

Edited and translated from English to Hebrew by Anat Hinkis
Photography by J. Jay Garfinkel

















OneFamily Foundation, Jerusalem


 
Text copyright © 2020 OneFamily
Photography copyright © 2020 OneFamily
All rights reserved. Published in Israel by OneFamily Foundation                                                                                      ISBN 978-965-599-349-3

			             Grateful Acknowledgement 
It took the work of many people to bring this book to publication. At the top of the list is Renee Garfinkel, my life partner of fifty-one years. We carried one another through the trauma of our son Elon’s death. Renee sustained me throughout this project, providing much-needed insights, not the least of which was her focused and critical editing of several drafts of the manuscript. Marc and Chantal Belzberg, through their vision and hands-on involvement, were the key to successfully bringing this book to publication. 
OneFamily is blessed with four dedicated and tireless regional coordinators. Pini Rabinowitz in the South, Bati Weinberg in the North, Nava Formanski in the Center, and Mindy Levenger in the Jerusalem area. They gave me all they had. No problem or challenge was too hard to solve. 
A warm hug goes out to my brothers Chaim and Abe Garfinkel and sisters, Sari Rosenberg, Debby Stroli, and Esther Shimansky, who participated with OneFamily in financially supporting this project. This is what our parents envisioned when they set up a family Gemach Fund. Our parents would be proud of all of you. 
Thanks to my summer intern Tiferet Belzberg whose people skills, wit, and fearlessness when facing new situations (especially when photographing dogs) made all the difference. A special shout out to my studio assistant, Neomi Rosenberg. Her high standards, professionalism, hard work, critiques, and artistic eye contributed to bringing the photography to a new level. 
I want to acknowledge the work of my extraordinary photo editor, Hodaya Dahan. Her keen eye and skill in executing my vision were incomparable. To Yair Medina and the entire team at Jerusalem Fine Art Prints, you are all outstanding. No one does it better.
Finally, I dedicate this book to the thirty-two families who opened their home and their lives to me. They withheld nothing and contributed everything. 
May we all experience comfort through this artistic endeavor.




Memory
I visited Israel thirty-eight times in forty-five years. In May 2014, our thirty-ninth time, we stayed for good. By we, I am referring to my wife, Renee, and our son Elon, who was 39 years old that day in May. He died four years later. 

Back in the States, when mentoring young writers, I took pride in the fact that in four decades as a television scriptwriter and visual artist, I never experienced writer’s block. The expression I used was, “Writers write, and creators create. Unlike an amateur, that’s your only job.” After our son’s death, I was mute. I was no longer able to listen or talk. The creative muse that had been my friend and companion no longer turned up. Everything shut down. As the Hebrew poet proverb says, “Pride comes before the fall” (Proverbs 16:18).

It’s curious how the grieving brain melts down. When you bleed, the body protects itself by clotting. Grief, unlike blood, does not have platelets; it cannot clot. In the natural order of things, parents do not bury a child. After the shloshim, the traditional thirty days of mourning, I entered my son’s small studio apartment to literally “deal with stuff.” As close as we were, and we spoke every day, I had never been to his apartment. There I stood, defenseless, taking in his kitchen and bedroom, his collections filling every bit of space in the small apartment. I could hardly breathe. When those things that could be given away to his friends and to various charities were gone, in came the junk man and, in a matter of hours, carried away any trace of his material objects, except for three large suitcases filled with his most personal possessions. 

On the ride back to Jerusalem, a question nagged at me. What was I doing, dragging these suitcases with me? Wouldn’t it be a relief to simply erase the terrible memories of the past week, of destroying everything my son had built and collected in his short life? Or was it better to confront whatever may come, and learn from it instead? I didn’t want to store these objects at home and yet couldn’t entirely dispose of them either. I was torn between wanting to remember and wanting to forget. 

There is a well-known god in Greek mythology, Lethe, the spirit of forgetfulness and oblivion. Should I, during this journey home, beseech this ancient god? I felt that my God had forsaken me. But I am not Greek. I looked to my tradition of Adam and Eve in the splendid garden. They were given a choice; they chose knowledge over a life of naïve innocence.

The Memory and Cherished Objects Project began as an answer to these questions. As a visual artist, I decided to photograph a few of my son’s cherished personal objects in a way that would fill my soul. I created a series of artistic images with possessions from Elon’s life and hung the photographs in my apartment for the rest of our family and friends to see. It was a way of sharing his memory; it gave me some small comfort. I had many more lessons to learn before real comfort would arrive.

I wanted to learn from other people’s experiences. I initiated conversations with family and friends about the heirlooms they inherited from loved ones. Those conversations were later essential in getting my voice back. One woman I know confided that she inherited her grandmother’s Singer sewing machine. Although she didn’t sew and had no intention of learning, she was told by family members not to get rid of it, at her grandmother’s request: “It’s the sewing machine I used when immigrating to this country. I knew that in hard times I could sew clothing for my children or use the machine to support my family by being a seamstress.”
It was after hearing many stories of people who inherited an heirloom they couldn’t store, and yet couldn’t dispose of either, that I decided to create the Elon Joseph Memorial Project. The project aims to photograph the cherished objects of people murdered in terror attacks in Israel. It enables families who want to preserve the heirlooms of their loved ones as art.

The still life images represented in this book belong to a varied geographic, ethnic, and religious population of Israel. The bereaved are religious and secular, Muslim, Druze, Mizrahi, Ethiopian, and Russian families. Terrorism has no boundaries. It does not segregate. It kills all equally. Yet, each story is different, even in its common denominator of anguished loss. 

In the chapters that follow, you will meet people who have experienced the worst tragedy of their lives when, in an instant, a vicious act of terrorism shattered their families. You will hear how we cried and laughed together, and feel the bond of trust we established when they allowed me to show the cherished objects they had closeted. Heirlooms are trigger points for memories. We are connected to the cherished objects of those we love because after they are gone, the objects speak to us. It took a measure of faith and trust for them to allow the photographs to be exhibited, for strangers to view them. It is an act of generosity.

There are travel books on every aspect of Israel from archeology, holy sites, national parks, and the best places to dine and drink. This travel book takes the reader on a journey of resilience, optimism, and how to choose life following the tragedy and grief of terrorism.
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The best way to find yourself is in the service of others.
M. Gandhi

Six months after completing nine images of objects l took from the suitcases, I still had no idea where I was going with my work. I had nothing more to say. The nine Suitcase Images were personal and not something I wanted to share. A friend from Washington, Neil Kritz, saw the work and suggested I meet a friend of his, Marc Belzberg, the founder of the NGO OneFamily. The name meant nothing to me, and I never heard of OneFamily. It seemed as if I was the only one in Israel who had not. Marc and Chantal Belzberg had established the Foundation immediately after the 2001 Sbarro restaurant suicide bombing, in which fifteen people were murdered, and 130 men, women, and children were wounded. 

Terrorism strikes daily. Moments after we hear about an attack somewhere in the world, most of us turn the page, change the channel, or scroll forward. But for the victim's family, time stops. OneFamily currently supports 1,322 injured families, 1,340 bereaved families, and 983 bereaved, maimed, and traumatized youth and young adults.

I admit to having been reluctant to expose myself to more suffering and grief than I was already experiencing. As the meeting day with Marc approached, I thought of canceling. What could I possibly offer OneFamily? My son died of heart disease, not terrorism. 

We did meet. Marc explored the problem of the grieving parent forced to wear a public face–a griever’s mask. For those fortunate not to have had a tragic loss, let me explain. When a profoundly grieving person is in a public space with others, people will stare, waiting to read the visual cues. They presume that a mourner who appears happy and upbeat is “over it,” and one who appears sad or depressed will “never get over it.” One always feels judged. Marc urged me to put my artistic talents to use at OneFamily. He suggested spending time with people who had suffered loss, where no one is wearing a mask, and there is no judgment. I agreed and offered to provide an artistic rendering of a cherished object to families who wanted to preserve an heirloom of their loved one as art. The result is that OneFamily and the Elon Joseph Memorial Fund have undertaken to fund this project. OneFamily took over the logistics of who I would meet and how I would get there. They provided an area coordinator and driver. Chantal took over as the executive in charge of this project. 

Chantal Belzberg and I discussed the scope of the Memory and Cherished Objects Project. She told me she wanted me to travel entirely out of my comfort zone of Rechavia, Baka, and the Emek Refaim triangle in Jerusalem. She was insistent on sending me to apartment blocks where a diversity of Israelis lived and worked; north and south, on the coast and the plains.  She wanted me to experience the real Israel. 

I traveled the length and breadth of Israel in the space of 14 months. I used pen and camera to show and tell what I experienced and what I learned about myself and the families I met. The stories that follow are about how this journey has reshaped my view of life, loss, and redemption.

