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Bereishit 25:7-10 

לֶּה י ואְֵ֗ י ימְֵ֛ ם שְׁנֵיֽ־חַיֵּ֥ י אַבְרָהָ֖ ת אֲשֶׁר־חָ֑  שָׁנָ֛ה מְאַ֥
ים ה ושְִׁבְעִ֥ שׁ שָׁנָ֖ ע שָׁנִיֽם׃ וחְָמֵ֥ מׇת ויַּגְִוַ֨ ם ויַָּ֧  אַבְרָהָ֛

ה ה בְּשֵׂיבָ֥ ן טוֹבָ֖ עַ זָקֵ֣ סֶף ושְָׂבֵ֑ יו׃ ויַּאֵָ֖  אֶל־עַמָּֽ

This was the total span of Abraham’s life: one hundred 
and seventy-five years. And Abraham breathed his last, 

dying at a good ripe age, old and contented; and he 
was gathered to his kin. 

 

Bereishit 47:9 

אמֶר ֹ֤ ה יעֲַקבֹ֙ ויַּ ֹ֔ י ימְֵי֙ אֶל־פַּרְע י שְׁנֵ֣ ים מְגוּרַ֔  שְׁלֹשִׁ֥
ת ט שָׁנָ֑ה וּמְאַ֖ ים מְעַ֣ י ימְֵי֙ הָיוּ֙ ורְָעִ֗ י שְׁנֵ֣ יגוּ ולְֹ֣א חַיַּ֔  הִשִּׂ֗

י שְׁניֵ֙ אֶת־ימְֵי֙ י חַיֵּ֣ י אֲבתַֹ֔  מְגוּרֵיהֶֽם׃ בִּימֵ֖

And Jacob answered Pharaoh, “The years of my 
sojourn [on earth] are one hundred and thirty. Few and 
hard have been the years of my life, nor do they come 

up to the life spans of my ancestors during  
their sojourns.” 

 
1.​ Abraham Was “Old and Content” 

 

Bavli Bava Batra 91a-b 

 נחְֶבַּשׁ שָׁניִם עֶשֶׂר רַב: אָמַר רָבָא בַּר חָנןָ רַב ואְָמַר
 ורְַב בְּקַרְדּוּ. ושְֶׁבַע בְּכוּתָא, שָׁלֹשׁ – אָבִינוּ אַבְרָהָם

 חִסְדָּא: רַב אָמַר אִיפְּכָא. מַתְניִ מִנּהְַרְדְּעָא דִּימִי
 כַּשְׂדִּים. אוּר זֶהוּ – דְּכוּתָא זְעֵירָא עִיבְרָא

And Rav Ḥanan bar Rava says that Rav says: Our 
forefather Abraham was imprisoned for ten years, 

because he rejected the idol worship that was accepted 
in his land. He was imprisoned for three years in the 
city of Khuta, and seven years in Karddu. And Rav 

Dimi of Neharde’a teaches the opposite, that he was 
imprisoned seven years in Khuta and three in Karddu. 
Rav Ḥisda said: The small passage of Khuta, this is 

Ur of the Chaldeans (Bereishit 11:31). 

 שֶׁנּפְִטַר הַיּוֹם אוֹתוֹ רַב: אָמַר רָבָא בַּר חָנןָ רַב ואְָמַר
 אוּמּוֹת גְּדוֹלֵי כׇּל עָמְדוּ הָעוֹלָם, מִן אָבִינוּ אַבְרָהָם

 שֶׁאָבַד לָעוֹלָם לוֹ אוֹי ואְָמְרוּ: בְּשׁוּרָה; הָעוֹלָם
 קַבַּרְניִטָהּ. שֶׁאָבַד לַסְּפִינהָ לָהּ ואְוֹי מַנהְִיגוֹ,

And Rav Ḥanan bar Rava says that Rav says: On 
that day when our forefather Abraham left the 

world, the leaders of the nations of the world stood 
in a line, in the manner of mourners, and said: Woe to 

the world that has lost its leader, and woe to the 
ship that has lost its captain. 

 

Sforno on Bereishit 25:8 

 הָעוֹלָם לְחַיּיֵ הַחַיּיִם צְרוֹר אֶל נאֱֶסַף עַמָּיו. אֶל ויַּאֵָסֵף
 ואְָמְרוּ אֵלָיו ודְוֹמִים עַמָּיו שֶׁהֵם הַדּוֹרוֹת צַדִּיקֵי עִם

 בֵּין הַהֶבְדֵּל רַב אָמְנםָ כִּי רַבִּים בִּלְשׁוֹן עַמָּיו
  זוֹכִים כֻּלָּם הֱיוֹתָם עִם בַּמַּעֲלָה הַצַּדִּיקִים

עמיו אל ויאסף , he was attached to the bundle of souls 
who are part of the life after death, all of whom the 

righteous of the various generations who were like him 
in lifestyle. The reason why the Torah employs the term 
 his peoples” in the plural is that there are all kinds עמיו

1 All translations are from Sefaria, unless otherwise notedwere ,. 

 



 

 

 ,of different spiritual levels among the righteous souls עוֹלָם… לְחַיּיֵ
not all attained the same level of righteousness while on 

earth although all of them share the experience of 
enjoying eternal life.. 

 

Rabbeinu Bahya on Bereishit 25:8 

 והְָיהָ דָּבָר בְּכָל אַבְרָהָם שֶׁנּתְִבָּרֵךְ לְפִי ושְֶׁבַע. זָקֵן
 מִן שֶׁיּצָָא עַתָּה הִגִּיד והְַכָּבוֹד הָעשֶֹׁר מִיניִ בְּכָל שָׁלֵם

 ושְֶׁבַע אָמַר לֹא ולְָזֶה טוֹב. מִכָּל ושְֶׁבַע זָקֵן העוה"ז
 הַדְּבָרִים מִשְּׁאָר חָסֵר שֶׁהָיהָ בְּמַשְׁמָע הָיהָ כִּי ימִָים

 לָנוּ הִגִּיד וע"כ הַחַיּיִם. אִם כִּי מֵהֶם שֶׁבַע ולְֹא
 מִכָּל הָעוֹלָם מִן שֶׁבַע שֶׁיּצָָא הַטּוֹבוֹת מִדּוֹתָיו הַכָּתוּב
 שֶׁכָּתוּב כְּעִניְןָ לְמוֹתָרוֹת. מִתְאַוֶּה הָיהָ לֹא כִּי דָּבָר

 לוֹ. נתְַתָּהּ לִבּוֹ תַּאֲותַ כ״א:ג׳( )תְּהִלִּים ע"ה בְּדָודִ
 אוֹהֵב ה׳:ט׳( )קהֶֹלֶת שֶׁכָּתוּב הָעוֹלָם בֵּניִ כִּשְׁאָר ולְֹא

 יוֹצֵא אָדָם אֵין רז"ל דָּרְשׁוּ וכְֵן כֶּסֶף. ישְִׂבַּע לֹא כֶּסֶף
 מִתְאַוֶּה מָנהָ בְּידָוֹ ישֵׁ בְּידָוֹ. תאותו וחֵָצִי הָעוֹלָם מִן

 מֵאוֹת. ד' לַעֲשׂוֹת מִתְאַוֶּה מָאתַיםִ בְּידָוֹ ישֵׁ מָאתַיםִ
 כֶּסֶף. ישְִׂבַּע לֹא כֶּסֶף אוֹהֵב שֶׁנּאֱֶמַר

ימים ושבע זקן , “old and content.” Seeing that the Torah 
had told us previously that Avraham had been blessed 
by God in all that mattered, and that he had been the 

recipient of material wealth and honour of every 
conceivable kind, the Torah tells us that because of this, 
he died without any regrets, did not feel that there were 

things he had not been able to achieve. This was in 
pronounced contrast to the fate of the average person 

of whom we are told in Kohelet Rabbah 1,34 that “when 
a person dies, half his aspirations in life for acquisitions 
went unfulfilled.” If he had once made the acquisition of 
say 1 million his objective, he had raised this objective 
as soon as he had realised it, so that when he died, he 

had felt cheated by life. The author of Kohelet called 
this syndrome כסף ישבע לא כסף אהב , “he who loves 

silver will never get enough of it” (Kohelet 5,9). 

 
2.​ O Captain! My Captain! 

 

Walt Whitman, “O Captain! My Captain!” (April 16, 1865) 

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done; 
The ship has weather'd every rack, the prize we sought is won; 
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting, 
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring: 
    But O heart! heart! heart! 
        O the bleeding drops of red, 
          Where on the deck my Captain lies, 
            Fallen cold and dead. 

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells; 
Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills;      
For you bouquets and ribbon'd wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding; 
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning; 
    Here Captain! dear father! 
      This arm beneath your head; 
        It is some dream that on the deck, 
          You've fallen cold and dead. 

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still; 
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will; 
The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed and done; 
From fearful trip, the victor ship, comes in with object won;      
      Exult, O shores, and ring, O bells! 
        But I, with mournful tread, 
          Walk the deck my Captain lies, 
            Fallen cold and dead. 

 

Big Question: What makes hospitality sacred? 
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