
 

 

On the Shabbat prior to our wedding, my grandmother gifted me her silver candlesticks. 
These had been my great-grandmothers (my grandfather’s mother) and I was her namesake. 
They had been brought from Europe and been passed down. It was at this moment my 
grandmother chose to entrust me with these treasured heirlooms. And, for the first time, my 
grandmother watched me use these candlesticks. 

My first memories of celebrating Jewish holidays revolve around my grandparent’s house in 
Empire, Alabama. Empire was considered the “country” just outside of Birmingham. They 
were the only Jews in Empire and owned a mercantile store that was attached to the home 
in which my father was raised.  

Holidays were filled with a myriad of sensory stimulation. My grandmother’s kitchen was 
abuzz with activity. I recall sitting on the stool watching her create handmade blintzes filled 
with seasoned meat. Golden chicken soup simmered on the stove top, several entrees were 
in the oven, side dishes covered the countertops, and more. And the desserts, don’t ask! 

The dining room was a sight to behold and always filled to capacity. Beautiful crisp white 
linens (ironed, of course), stunning china, fine wine goblets, and sparkling crystal decanters 
were strewn throughout the table. However, it was the silver candlesticks that were always in 
the center of the table. They were not only stunning, to me, they seemed regal.  

My grandmother began each Shabbat and holiday with lighting candles. This small act 
brought a sense of calm and distinguished the moment as something very special. She did 
this in front of family and guests as a formal call to what was about to ensue. I recall the 
feeling I had when my grandmother would usher in Shabbat and holidays. 

I often think about the legacy these candlesticks represent. Where did they sit in my great-
grandmother’s home in Europe? How did the make their way into whatever belongings she 
brought with her when she immigrated to the United States in 1906? What were the special 
occasions that they had seen throughout generations of my family? 

Although I think about my grandmother often, and especially when I light Shabbat and 
holiday candles, lighting throughout the High Holy Days feels different. The connection is 
always there but, I tend to miss her so much more during this time. I only hope that she 
knew what an indelible impact she made on me and how much it means to me to use these 
candlesticks to help welcome a new year. I hope she knows that I carry her with me at all 
times but most especially when my hands drop from in front of my eyes to reveal the 
beautiful glow that shines from my treasured candlesticks. 


