Bar Mitzvah Day – by Richard A. Weinberg, M.D.
The Bar Mitzvah Day.  It remains the best day of my life.  I can remember so much about that day, now, fifty-five years later, it is eerie.  It was the culmination of at least a year's worth of drudgery with a plump, bearded Rabbi my grandmother chose to help me learn my maftir.  I can't remember how often I saw the Rabbi, but it was at least five days a week, going over the fifteen minute passage, those sacred words which if intoned without mistakes, would surely lead to everlasting success and contentment throughout my ensuing years.

I knew the words and the chanting so well by the time of the big show that I have often said, "You could wake me up at any time, say three A.M., and choose any word or a passage, and I would be able to not only go forward with the prayer, but probably could go backward as well."  What really did you expect?

And I didn't fail.  I don’t recall if I made any mistakes (deep down I think there may have been a slight stumble) but my voice was strong and I carried the tune.  My mother and my aunts, and of course my grandmother, were seated high in the rear balcony, segregated, as was the custom in this synagogue, to the dismay of no one.  That's what it was, and no one made a big deal about it.  I could palpably feel their joy as I chanted, and I know I had done well when I finished, but more importantly, I had "made them proud."

Unlike my cousin Normie's shul, there wasn't a wild candy bag toss after the recitation.  There were speeches made by many old men, not a word of which touched me in any way.  My father did not, if I recall, participate in the ceremony.  But he was there, and that was a wonderful feeling.

We had our reception luncheon at that great bastion of Jewish culture, "The Little Oriental," a Chinese restaurant near the "Loew's Premier."  My father had chosen it, I think, because he may have done some work on their refrigeration, as he did at "Hoffman's Cafeteria" on Pitkin Avenue.  Or it may have been a last minute "fixer upper", a common occurrence when it came to gifts, presents, ceremonies, etc., involving my father.  But it worked out well and there was much joy and laughter and no obvious animosity.  We all got along.

Later, a wonderful afternoon with my brother, my mother, and my father at Coney Island, going on many rides, and during the course of this frivolity, my thinking that this was a memorable day.

Little did I realize how memorable this day would become, for it was August 4, 1945; in the far Pacific it was August 5, 1945, and the loading of the atomic bomb in the Enola Gay to be dropped on the early morning of the 6th of August on Hiroshima.

Incidentally, if you ask me nice enough, I can still, fifty-five years later, recite my Bar Mitzvah maftir, intonations, and all.
Many thanks to Richard Weinberg!
