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			To the Jewish people—keepers of light through the world’s darkest nights. To those who refused to look away, who stood with courage when silence was safer.

			For my son, Justin, and my grandson, Asher Judah—faithful carriers of a living heritage.

			And for Debra, my late, beloved wife, whose light continues to guide my heart.

		


		
			On Method, Memory, and Moral Responsibility

			The Menorah Still Burns is a work of historical reflection and moral inquiry grounded in documented sources and longstanding Jewish thought. It seeks to encourage remembrance, ethical awareness, and responsible engagement with the past and present.

			This book does not advocate hatred, violence, or hostility toward any people, religion, or nation. Discussions of conflict, resistance, and self-defense appear within their historical and ethical contexts and are presented to illuminate resilience rather than promote aggression.

			The perspectives expressed represent the author’s reasoned interpretation of historical events and moral responsibility. Readers are invited to engage the material thoughtfully and with respect for differing viewpoints.

		


		
			Author’s Intention

			I wrote The Menorah Still Burns with a full awareness of history’s weight and the moral responsibility that comes with remembering it. This book was not born out of anger, nor written to provoke fear. It was written out of concern, conviction, and a deep love for a people whose story has too often been ignored, distorted, or dismissed.

			Throughout history, the Jewish people have faced moments when silence invited danger and looking away carried consequences. This book exists because memory matters—and because presence matters even more. To remember is not to dwell in the past; it is to learn how to live faithfully in the present and responsibly toward the future.

			My intention is to encourage courage without hatred, resolve without bitterness, and strength without cruelty. Jewish resilience has never been rooted in domination or revenge, but in faith, learning, community, and an unyielding commitment to life. That spirit—tested through centuries of loss and survival—remains relevant today.

			This book speaks first to Jews, urging them not to surrender their identity, dignity, or moral clarity in the face of intimidation. But it also speaks to allies and readers of conscience everywhere, inviting them to understand that indifference has consequences, and that moral courage often begins simply by refusing to look away.

			If these pages stir discomfort, let that discomfort lead to reflection. If they awaken pride, let that pride be grounded in humility and responsibility. And if they strengthen resolve, may that resolve always serve life, justice, and peace.

			I offer this work not as a final word, but as a faithful one—an act of remembrance, a statement of presence, and a quiet insistence that the Jewish story, like Jewish life itself, will continue.

		


		
			“The hate that begins with Jews never ends with Jews. It is the start of a wider assault on the sanctity of life itself.”

			— Rabbi Jonathan Sacks

		


		
			Prologue

			In every generation, there comes a moment when the line between awareness and action becomes unmistakably clear. It is rarely announced with ceremony. More often, it arrives quietly — in headlines briefly scanned, in stories half-heard, in warnings too easily dismissed as distant or exaggerated. History teaches that the greatest dangers seldom begin with sudden catastrophe, but with gradual indifference.

			Some citizens in Europe noticed when Jewish neighbors stopped appearing in public squares. Shop windows, once familiar, were shattered overnight. Laws were passed that seemed, at first, administrative rather than moral. Many reassured themselves that these developments were temporary, unfortunate, or simply beyond their influence. Looking back, we ask how so many could have witnessed such changes and remained still. Yet the more difficult question is whether we would have recognized the moment ourselves — and whether we would have responded differently.

			The past does not repeat itself in identical form, but it often echoes. Today, Jewish communities once again face rising hostility in places long considered secure.

			Synagogues require armed protection. Children learn evacuation routes alongside their prayers. Ancient hatreds, dressed in the language of modern politics and amplified by digital platforms, circulate with unsettling speed. What begins as rhetoric can harden into permission; what is tolerated can become normalized.

			And yet this book is not written to predict catastrophe, nor to suggest that history moves only in cycles of despair. It is written because remembrance carries responsibility. Memory is not merely an act of preservation; it is a form of moral alertness. When we remember honestly, we sharpen our ability to recognize early warning signs — not only for the Jewish people, but for any community placed at the margins of human concern.

			The story of the Jewish people is often told through the lens of suffering, but survival is the deeper narrative. Across centuries marked by exile, persecution, and attempted erasure, Jewish life endured — sustained by faith, scholarship, family, and an unbreakable commitment to the future. This persistence is not accidental. It reflects a refusal to surrender identity even when doing so would have offered temporary safety.

			To refuse disappearance is itself a form of courage.

			But survival has never depended upon Jews alone. At decisive moments in history, the presence — or absence — of witnesses shaped what followed. There were those who hid families at great personal risk, those who spoke when silence was safer, and those who recognized that neutrality, in the face of injustice, is never truly neutral. Their examples remind us that moral courage is rarely comfortable and almost never convenient.

			The question, then, is not only what others once did or failed to do. The question is what it means to remain awake in our own time.

			We live in an age saturated with information yet often numbed by its volume. Tragedy competes with distraction; urgency dissolves into the rapid rhythm of the next update. It has become possible to witness suffering from a distance while persuading ourselves that observation alone fulfills our responsibility. But awareness without response is simply a quieter form of looking away.

			The Menorah Still Burns emerges from this tension between memory and modernity. It asks what it means to stand present when prejudice resurfaces, when historical amnesia takes hold, and when the dignity of any people is treated as negotiable. Though rooted in the Jewish experience, its appeal is broader: the defense of human worth has never belonged to one community alone.

			Some readers may approach these pages with familiarity, others with curiosity, and still others with uncertainty. Wherever you begin, this book extends an invitation — not toward alarm, but toward attentiveness; not toward anger, but toward moral clarity. For the lessons of history do not ask us to live in fear of the future. They ask us to live responsibly within it.

			There are moments when the world changes because hatred grows louder. There are other moments — quieter, less visible — when it changes because ordinary people decide that silence is no longer acceptable.

			Such decisions rarely feel historic at the time. Yet history is often nothing more than the accumulation of these choices.

			The pages that follow are offered in the belief that remembrance should deepen our humanity rather than harden it. If they succeed, they will not leave the reader burdened by the past, but steadied by it — more prepared to recognize the fragile dignity that binds human beings to one another, and more willing to protect it.

			For the greatest danger is seldom that we do not see.

			It is that, having seen, we persuade ourselves that the moment belongs to someone else.

			This book begins with a simple conviction: that presence matters, that moral clarity remains possible, and that the future is shaped, again and again, by those who choose not to look away.

			Why this book

			The book you are about to read, The Menorah Still Burns was born out of a moment of deep reflection and urgency. It was the first anniversary of the brutal attack on Israel by Hamas. This event claimed the lives of hundreds of innocent civilians and saw others taken hostage, some of whom have since been murdered in cold blood while others remain in captivity. On that solemn day, while violence against Israel continued—now facing attacks on seven fronts—I attended a sermon delivered online by Rabbi Nichole Guzik of Sinai Temple in Los Angeles.

			Rabbi Guzik is not just any spiritual leader to me. She has been a part of my family’s life for many years. I vividly remember her as a childhood friend of my son. One specific memory was a birthday party for my son when they were about five or six years old. Our families, the Guziks and mine, were like family, spending holidays together and sharing countless precious moments. Watching Rabbi Guzik grow from that vibrant child into the robust and wise rabbi she is today has been a gift, and on that anniversary of the attack, her words struck me with
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