Today, after the Bar Mitzvah ceremony, my beloved grandson Steven became a man.  I also became a man at age 13 in September 1943, in a German-occupied city but without a bar mitzvah [ceremony].  I remember with pride, that historic, for my family, day and I am convinced that if we were not successful in what we had to do we would not be here celebrating tonight. 
This is what happened.  We bought two sacks of wheat.  A man we did not know with a horse came to deliver it.  He said “in this sack there is a gun and ammunition for Christos Bokoros.  He said good by and left on horseback.  Bokoros was a friend of ours and a leader of the resistance.  It was obvious that the people of the resistance were afraid to go to the house of Bokoros and deliver a gun.  They took advantage of our purchase of wheat and left the dangerous job to us.  My father put the gun and ammunition in a basket with some other things and told me.  Be very careful.  Go to the house of Bokoros, by the back streets.  I knew how dangerous all this was and that we would have been executed if I were caught.  I also knew that this had to be done and somebody had to do it.  I decided that it was safer to go through the crowded main street.  I remained calm and I even touched a German soldier as I was passing.  I completed my mission without any fear.  I became a man and a brave one.  I realized that simply transferring a gun from one house to another was like nothing in comparison to what was going on in 1943.  But this unimportant episode saved my family.  Bokoros was eventually killed.  However a few days after our gallant gesture of the gun and ammunition, Bokoros reciprocated with his own defiance of the Germans.  And that saved our lives.  When we heard that the Germans were making a list of the Jews of Athens, we knew that the time came for us to abandon our house and our city only we did not know haw to do it.  My father consulted with his friends.  He chose to follow Bokoros’ advice.  Bokoros, like a true resistance leader, told him.  “Leave your house immediately; bring your family and your supplies to my home.”  We did and he arranged with a taxi driver to take us to the free partisan controlled mountains.  At a checkpoint, the Germans let us pass because we did not violate any German regulations.  We did not know it then, but we were leaving our city at the very last moment.  The Germans and their collaborators were already looking for my father.  Two days later the newspapers published new German regulations threatening with death any Jew who tried to escape and anyone who helped him.
 And now, dear Steven, please stand up.  I think that in many ways you are like me, although you are more handsome and more intelligent.  I believe that you would have done what I did when I was 13 years old like you are.  I am sure that you will face life without any fear.  With self confidence, believing in yourself.  You will always fight for freedom and justice and you will maintain the ideals of your youth even when you become old.  And finally, you will always remember that you are my grandson.  I leave you with my best wishes and all my love.  I want you to know that I am very proud of you.  
Michael Matsas on the occasion of his grandson Steven Berger becoming Bar Mitzvah

