
Most people love the ocean and usually say that it imbues them with tranquility. When we observe the ocean, 
we see two characteristics: On the one hand there are individual waves, each of which is different than the 
other and appears at a different distance from its predecessor. There are short, wind-generated waves and 
long, deep ones. There are high-tide and low-tide waves, and waves created from underwater whirlpools.  
Every wave has a life span: its beginning is invisible, and it comes to an end with an impressive crash on the 
seashore where it will return to become part of the immense ocean. Yet the ocean, which contains the waves, 
is a wonder in and of itself. When we stand on the shore it is easy to see where the ocean begins, but we 
cannot see where it ends. The exposed part of the ocean which we can only barely perceive with our senses, 
testifies to the tremendous hidden section in which different life-forms are hidden. The vast ocean is home 
to numerous types of plants and living things; the unity in the ocean is so very simple. It is so easy to love the 
sea.

The three of us met about a decade ago on the Atzmaut missile boat of the Israeli navy; we were doing our 
army service as naval marines. As part of our joint service we sailed for many naval miles and spent extended 
periods of time opposite the coasts of hostile states. Between the shaking and rolling of the ship and our 
accompanying seasickness, we were amazed to uncover the intensity of the sea. One minute the water is 
quiet and still, the next minute it storms and rages and waves as tall as a city high-rise make their frightening 
appearance. Sometimes the skies are bright and the sun shines; other times the skies are an angry black and 
rain fall down on us ceaselessly.  There are days when visibility is excellent and we can see from afar; on other 
days, thick fog and mist prevent us from seeing even the ship’s bow. And this is only a small sampling of the 
revelations of nature that we were privileged to witness.

After several years we completed our army service. We went through what we went through until Hashem in 
His great mercy, caused us to ask the right questions, and also gave us the strength and courage to search for 
real answers, and not settle for illusory ones. Thus we began our teshuva-process at more or less the same 
time, each of us in his own place with his own prayers. Ultimately, our paths in creating a spiritual-emotional 
foundation in worshipping God crossed; we were re-united in the Bat Ayin yeshiva about three years ago. In 
the yeshiva we became acquainted with Yuval, a naval marine who served in the Israeli navy’s largest ship. 
Hashem privileged us to establish families and work on a true kinyan torah, that with God’s help will serve as 
the foundation of our families and our future actions in the world. 

Last year, the navy decided to sink the Atzmaut about two hundred kilometers off Israel’s coast. Thus the 
Atzmaut sailed for the last time, and was laid to rest in the depths of the sea in a hidden section. It will no longer 
sail the ocean. Symbolically we, too, try to work on our unique, visible roots. And at the same time, we try to join 
together to include ourselves in the great goodness that still remains largely hidden. 

May it be God›s will that we be privileged to reveal His unity and goodness, speedily in our days; Amen.
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