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Rabbi Joseph Radinsky’s Eulogy for Phil Brochstein

In the Gemarah we learn that each of us is to be a gever. The Jewish definition of gever
or man is not a macho man. The Rabbis say that gever is composed of three letters:
Gimmel, Bais, Resh, these three letters stand for Gimmel — g’millos chasodim, (deeds of
kindness), Bais = bayshan (refinement), Resh = rachmonos (empathy or kindness). We
have all come together today to honor the memory of Peretz Yisroel ben Eliezer, a man
who was a real gever. He exemplified all the qualities that the word gever represents. He
was always there willing to do deeds of kindness. He was a master of tact. When you
talked to him on the phone concerning a problem that you had at the shul, he always tried
to be helpful. He judged everybody I’kaf z’ chut (favorably). He always looked for the
best in everyone, and not for the worst. He had such a gutte neshomma. He would do
anything for anybody, all you had to do was ask. He was a very talented man. He
graduated from LaMar High School in Houston and later from the University of Houston.
He had a very successful career as a writer and publicist. He spent ten years in Chicago
and then went on to Los Angeles, where he was a very successful publicist for MGM. He
knew all the movie stars. He used to regale us with his stories of what had happened on
the movie sets especially about Marlon Brando. He returned to Houston in 1992,
suffering then from several ailments. He had a heart valve replacement and a hip
replacement. He was such a modest refined person. He never spoke of his exploits and
stunning successes in his career as a publicist. He exemplified the characteristics of a
bayshan (a very refined person). He had a wonderful vocabulary, and was of immense
help with my books Six and Seven reviewing them for typographical or grammatical

errors. Unfortunately I did not listen to him when he wanted to read over my eighth book
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after it came back from the printer in proof form and not yet printed. This was the first
book that was set by computer, and I said “computers do not make mistakes”, but I forgot
that someone has to enter the information into the computer. Apparently the computer
input person must have taken some breaks and omitted different sentences in eighteen
places in Book 8. I should have listened to him, writing, editing and checking copy was
his specialty. I had to append three pages of errata to Book 8. He was so refined and
polite that he never said to me “I told you so.” He was such a good friend, so sympathetic
and empathetic, and filled with rachmonos.

He loved his brother Mel to no end. The two of them went to the movies together almost
every week. He loved Mel’s family, his nephews, their wives and children immensely.

Mel was so good to him during the last difficult weeks of his life. I talked to Mel almost
every day, and you could not find a more caring person. Since 1992 when Phil returned to
Houston they had been extremely close. Phil had a great sense of humor too. He used to
say my name Philip spelt with only one ‘ell” as I am not presumptuous. The truth of the
matter was that he was not presumptuous, he was refined. I believe that Phil was raised in
Beth Yeshurun, where his brother still belongs. His parents are buried at the Beth
Yeshurun cemetery. He joined our shul because he felt we were open to everyone, and
we welcomed rich, poor, immigrants, old-timers, converts of all races, and there was a
sympathetic loving attitude in the shul. He loved that because he was a sympathetic,
empathetic loving individual, and he did not care whether a person was rich or poor,
black, brown or white, educated or not. He also loved to learn Torah. He came to all my

classes, especially my morning Talmud class. He loved to ask questions when I taught the
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class between Mincha and Maariv. He and I were very good friends, and almost every
Shabbos he was at our table and likewise for all of the Yom Tovim.

I took him home almost every night from the Minyan.

We had a similar sense of humor and he laughed at all of my jokes as I did at his.

He also thought that he was not doing enough for the Shul as he could not pay large dues
to the Shul. I told him that his work for the Shul was worth at least $20,000 per annum,
and that few of our members pay that much. He spent as much as 14 hours each day in
the Shul, putting up plaques, helping with the mail, working in the kitchen, serving as a
Mashgiach, repairing books, fielding complaints, copy reading all of the Shul
publications, collecting tallaisim, reporting various maintenance problems to the office
etc.

There was nothing that he refused to do when asked.

They once asked G 'nuva what is this world compared to, and he said “compared to a fox
who came upon a vineyard that was enclosed by a fence on all sides, and there was only
one small aperture. The fox wanted to enter but was unable to do so. What did he did do,
he fasted three days until he became thin and wan so that he could enter through the small
aperture. He ate and became fat. He wanted to leave but could not get out. So he fasted
another three days until he again became thin and wan, and he started to leave the
vineyard, he looked back and said “vineyard vineyard what good are you and what good
are your fruits, as I entered you so must I leave you.” G 'Nuva went on to say “we are not
foxes, we are human beings. Each of us is a gever; it’s not what we take out of the
garden, it is what we leave behind.” Peretz Yisroel ben Eliezer knew this very well; he

left this vineyard a much better place, filled with sympathy and empathy, deeds of loving
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kindness, and an example of refinement. He loved Judaism, he loved Torah, but what he
loved more and what he accomplished was to be a living embodiment of what the Torah
means by gever or mensch. We are all going to miss him, and I especially who have been
so close to him. T regret so much that I have been unable to attend his funeral and give
him the respect that he deserves. I am grateful to Rabbi Gelman for proposing that I
prepare some remarks that he will read in my name.

T’hai nishmoso tzruro b ’tzrur hacahaim. May his soul be bound up in the bond of eternal
life, may the many lessons of his life always burn bright in our hearts and minds.

Y’hi Zichro Boruch, may his memory always be a blessing Amen.




