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Eulogy For Monte J. Fine 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 
February 13, 1972 

"The beautiful has vanished and returns not, " Samuel Cole ridge's 

quotation is apt. There is no point in masking the sad truth. This is a cruel 

and bitter hour. Our gray skies and the wet are an appropriate environment 

for our purpose. A life rich in youth, love and joy has been wrenched from us. 

The re is no explanation. How shall we accept the death of one taken in the 

sweetness of his youth? How can we explain the death of one who had taken 

only a few steps towards manhood? We cannot. The calculus of life and 

death is a mys .te ry to us. Our tradition was wise when it enjoined us: "Seek 

not to explain G?d's ways to man for these are beyond your understanding." 

We have not come together to understand, but to accept, to find 

somehow the strength to go on. This hour is a challenge to our hearts and 

our mind, for ultimately the only adequate response to death is a reaffirmation 

of life. Plutarch, the Roman historian and biographer, was at his post with 

the Army when the news reached him of his child's death. The letter which 

he sent home to his wife has been preserved. Its honesty and courage speak 

the essence of this moment. 

"The messenger you sent to tell me of the death of my little son 

missed his way. But I heard of it from another. 

I pray you let all things be done without ceremony or timorous super

stition. And let us bear our affliction with patience. I do know very well 

I 
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what a loss we have had; but, if you should grieve overmuch, it would trouble 

me still more. He was particularly dear to you; and when you call to mind 

how bright and innocent he was, how amiable and mild, then your grief must 

be peculiarly bitter. For not only was he kind and generous to other children, 

but even to his very playthings. 

But should the sweet remembrance of those things which so delighted 

us when he was alive only afflict us now, when he is dead? Or is there danger 

that,if we cease to mourn, we shall forget him? But since he gave us so much 

pleasure while we had him, so ought we to cherish his memory, and make that 

memory a glad rather than a sorrowful ·one. And such reasons as we would 

use with others, let us try to make effective with ourselves. And as we put 

a limit to all riotous indulgence in our pleasures, so let us also check the ex

cessive flow of our grief. It is well, both in action and dress, to shrink from 

an over-display of mourning, as well as to be modest and unassuming on 

festal occasions. 

Let us call to mind the years before our little son was born. We 

are now in the same condition as then, except that the time he was with us is 

to be counted as an added blessing. Let us not ungratefully accuse Fortune 

for what was given us, because we could not also have all that we desired. 

What we had, and while we had it was good, though now we have it no longer. 

Remember also how much of good you still possess. Because one 

page of your book is still blotted, do not forget all the other leaves whose 
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reading is fair and whose pictures are beautiful. We should not be like 

misers, who never enjoy what they have, but only bewail what they lose. 

And since he is gone where he feels no pain, let us not indulge in 

too much grief. The soul is incapable of death. And he, like a bi rd not 

long enough in his cage to become attached to it, is free to fly away to a 

purer a Lr. For, when children die, their souls go at once to a better and a 

divine state. Since we cherish a trust like this, let our outward actions be 

in accord with it, and let us keep our hearts pure and our minds calm. 11 

"Let us keep our hearts pure and our minds calm. 11 We must 

accept with what dignity we can summon. The Roman meaning is the same as 

that of Job's: "The Lord has given, the Lord has taken away. Bleat be the 

name of the Lord. " 

Monte Fine, young man blessed with fine qualities, graced with an 

abundance of good spirits, joyous, warm, sensitive beyond his years to the 

feelings and needs of others, tender and loving in every relationship, has 

been taken from us. Monte warmed the hearts of all who knew him for his 

way was open, uncomplicated and pleasant. There was a sweet and appeal-

ing cheer in his manner. His was a radiant warmth of person which endeared 

him to everyone. Monte allowed you to come close and so many felt close 

and it is that closeness which brings us here. 

Our Bible tells a story not inappropriate to this hour. King David 

had a young son especially beloved to him. Unfortunately this boy was 
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stricken with a frightening illness. David was overwhelmed with anxiety 

and fear. Endlessly he paced through the rooms of his palace. He shouted 

a thousand frantic orders. His dress was in disarray and his speech was 

often unconnected. Time and again he stopped to shout out a prayer to 

God for the recovery of his son. The lad died. The courtiers were afraid 

to tell the king the sad news, yet the king sensed his son's tragic fate. Then 

strangely instead of ranting and railing, his spirit became calm. He became 

again the gentle, kindly man that he had once been. He went to his room 

and he ordered food to be brought. He put on fresh clothes and in all things 

took up again the business of living. His friends asked him concerning this 

strange behavior. His answer contains a lesson I would say we might all 

take this day to heart. "While the child was yet alive, I fasted and wept: 

for I said: who knoweth whether the Lord will not be gracious to me, that 

the child may live? But now he is dead, wherefore should I fast? Can I 

bring him back again? I shall go to him, but he will not return to me. " 

Monte knew what it meant to feel and he would have felt keenly 

now, but he also was a youngster of overflowing love and I know that he would 

ask his family to rise above their tears, to remember not the bitter fact 

of his death, but the years of happy moments and of shared living. He would 

pray that those he so dearly cherished might be granted sufficient strength 

to pick up again the staff of life's adventure, to begin again to live expectant

ly and to find some measure of happiness, consolation and peace in the days 

and years ahead. 

Amen 



Linda Greenbaum 

' I 

How do Y°'1"1 talk 9f ~udden' tragedy - 1 of the ~rrow that strikes noonday, 

of broken dreams and lasting memories. of deep love and of shattered hearts? 

What thoughts can help us . face the cruelties 'Of life? I wish I had the wisdom to 

find words which would explain the terror of life. I confess I have none. 

We build our lives as if life could be managed hand_ily. Children are re

warded for diligence. The conventional wisdom suggests that if we work hard 

and are · faithful and honest in our relationships, disciplined in our efforts; accomp

lishments and the accolades· of a grateful community wi:11 be ours. It happens some

times. It does not happen at other times. so· much of life lies beyond our control. 

We are thrust into this world and bundled out of it. Some of· us are fortunate in 

birth. We are well-bo·rn or talented. Others of us are fortunate in life. We re-

main healthy or live out Qur days in a secure place_; but most earthlings make do 

with much less. Security, ·health, longevity, talent • . escape them. Perhaps that 

is why so much of the tradi~ional 'Yisdom assumes a righting of the balance in some 

hec!,venly future. 

Of Heaven I know nothing. Of this earthly existence I k.now only that I 

must accept the po.ssibilities and the unpredictability of the human condition: events 

I cannot bend or master· or circumvent. Man is capable qf nobility· and sacrificial 
' I 

love and of the ugliest violence. l suspect that the sum of human wisdom is con

tained in two statements: "live with courag·e11 and "live each day as f~lly, as wisely, 

as sensitively and humanely as you ·can. 11 I d·o · not know why Linda died so yoting 

t · and in this ~ay. I do know· that she is a _. ma:rtyr to the violence of· our _society, • an 

. . 

innocent victim of the wild side of li.fe.1 • 1 d~ know (and· I cherish the knowledge} 
' . 

• t ' • .1 
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that Linda lived with great courage and exti:acted from each. day whatever possibility 

and wisdom it contained for her .. 

Quiet waters often run deep. Behind her pleasing face and manner a fine 

mind was at work. Linda took life seriously and observed life carefully, and es

pecially in recent months put her tho.ughts and feelings into striking poetic language. 

Time 
See what's become of me? 
No longer am I the carefree child 

on a picnic in the forest, 
When I roamed through the vast woods 

of eternity, seeking peace of mind 
Those fresh sunwarmed days of happiness 

and security 
' I'm on the brink of child and adulthood, 

problems, and people to impress. 
Balancing on a beam of uncertainty · • 

just what have you done to me 
time? 

A woven web of delicate lace 
spun softly through the fragrant tree 

Winter has landed upon my face 
but love won't share this beauty with me. 

If our distorted world 
Was created by man's mind, 
When our souls are stripped 
What is left of mankind? 

Never is language more awkward than when we need it to suggest what we 

feel when death strikes close to those for whom we care. No words cah undo tragedy. 

What words can mitigate the hurt? We can only speak with our tears, our love, 

mute evidence that we share in a community of sadness. We can only state the 

obvious: she is at peace. Pe·rhaps this, too, ought to be said: Death strikes 

I I 
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indiscriminately; saint and sinner, a child crossing the road, passengers passing 

through an airport. No plans, no precautions can stay the occasional unbidden and 

unwanted intrusion of death into our lives. Death cannot be escaped, but it can 

be transcended. Again, I turn to Linda's poems. 

No One Alone 

In the waterlogged field 
emptiness 

Stood the rose 
A single flower 
Casting a shadow 

of beauty 
The rose 

dewdrops glistening on 
Soft red-mellow petals 

though everything may 
be dead 

• • 

I • 

beauty lingers on. 

Beauty lingers on. A rose which deligh~ed our every sense has been 

plucked cruelly and senselessly from our garden. ·T~e. rose no longer lives, but we 

can still see its bright color and glorious shape - the bright promise of its bloom. 

Beauty·lingers on. 

Death cannot deny us our memories. I have thought much of Linda's choice 

of a rose. A rose is a privat~ flower and Linda must bave had a natural affinity 

to it, for she was a private person, a woman with her own mind. Linda had no 

patience with put on or sham, wit~ vain display or the status games people play. 

She loved simple things, honesty, openness, the outdoors, God's clean world. 

I am a natural pers_on. I love being outdoors and into nature. 
It could be that it is my only escape from reality, but I know that 
I have never felt so good as when I am near the earth. 
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I have had many experiences related to poetry, but never 
really classified them as poetic experiences. 

Climbing a mountain and reaching the top is quite an experience 
for anyone. I have climbed many mountains in Maine during the 
summers. I must say there is nothing more thrilling, and re
freshing as looking down _at a green valley, wind blowing up 
against -your face,· and feeling whole and free as a bird. These 
words cannot even ~xpress the ecstasy of being really alive, 
and having your senses alert to all living, breathing, pulsing, 
sounds, smells and· movements. That was living. If it were 
possible, I would do it all my life· - Because it is one of the 
few times that I am 99o/o satisfied, and happy with myself. 

I also love to ride· my bicycle. I don't exercise rigorously, 
but I do often ride to the Shaker Lakes and contemplate. This is 
when my creativity (which is not too much) shines through. Be
fore my very close friend moved, I went down to Horseshoe Lake 
and contemplated for a few hours. Those were truly beautiful 
moments. I write poems down there. 

Linda responded to the majesty of the mountains. She was quieted by the 

depths of the lake. Her ear heard the harmonies of music and she delighted to 

. express herself through her piano. Linda's years were happy years within the 

love and security of a good and stable family. Linda had enjoyed many opportunities -

security and love - yet for all her privileges and advantage she had somehow also 

recognized that life has its wild side, that life is a~ unpreditable enterprise. I 

found this comment on Wordsworth's Intimations of Immortality: "Nature brings 

beauty to everyone, but human nature is not always so nice. Man has evil ways. 

While nature is so simple and perfect. Man is not. " Hearing this simple truth 

spoken in her direct way I find myself commanded in a way I have seldom been be

fore to discipline my life and my actions and do what I can to heal the pathology 

of our world. 

,,. I • 
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Her home was a happy secure P,lace - you would have thought that Linda 
. . 

would have grown up carefree - let the heavy thoughts wait yet awhile - .but Linda 
l 

was not a child of make-believe; she had thought deeply about life and she had 

thought of death, and she was not afrai~: "All death does is strip our bodies, but 

it can never take our souls. Death takes a second to happen but a person's spirit 

always lives on in the minds of people that love them. " 

On the cover of her Poetry Journal Linda had written: "There can be no 

rainbow without a cloud and ~ ·storm. " Many adults I know lack her realism. With 

reverence I would add to it a poem, a favorite of mine. 

What though the radiance which was once so bright 
Be now forever taken from iny sight, 
Though nothing can bring back the hour 
Of splendor in the grass, of glory in the flower; . l 
We will grieve not, rather find 
Strength in what remains behind; 
In the primal sympathy 
Which having been must ever be; , 
In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human suffering; 
In the faith that looks through death, 
In years that bring the philosophic mind. 

How does one find "strength in what remains behind?" By training our

selves to look beyond the cruelty of death to the beauties of life, the shared feeling -

the tender moments - Lionel, Dotsie - you will never be as you were but you can 

• ' be encouraged by the many loves and hopes which are still yours and by the know-

ledge that life does not end with the body any more than a beautiful song ends when . 
" the last note is sung. Much remains. Memories abide like a sweet benediction. 

I I 
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There are your sons. There is the love that you share. I know you will find 

the courage to face each day _for I have seen your courage these first days. May 

God sustain you. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

January 5, 1976 

,,, ... 
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Rachel Leah Kendis 

I wish there were words adequate to our feelings. There are 

none. A precious life has been snuffed out, really, before it would 

have begun in the ordinary course of events. Two fine young people 

and all the skills of the medical profession fought to keep Rachel 

1 • a -~ 1 ve, but it was not to be. The hardest of all decisions had to 
tlrf - l\ l ,o 

should nnstrrn:ger • l'! d-:f . h l' be made, tlaiit. technology 1ntru e 1.nto Rae e . s 

existence. Our 
I 

have only begun 

c1s1ons are. 

, ' ~ 

science™'• allow€J} us to invade God's domain ~ 
l ft- I,;~ 

to recognize how emotionally difficult these de-

We 

I cannot speak of Rachel's nature. All that we know of her 

is that she was beautifully formed and that she ought to live. 

can speak of the wonderful sustaining love of her parents and of 

the skillful ministrations of those who nursed and cared for her. 

I 

There was never a moment in which she was not loved. When philosophy 

fails sometime a story can be helpfu l . 

The Bible tells us that King David had a young son who was 

especially beloved. 

frightening illness. 

Unfortunately, the boy was stricken with a 

The king was overwhelmed with anxiety and 

concern. He paced restlessly and endlessly through the rooms of his 

pa.lace. He shouted a thousand frantic, sometime contradictory, 

orders. His dress was in disarray and his speech was often un-

connected. He would stop again and again to shout out a prayer to 

God for the recovery of his boy. The lad died. David's courtiers 

and advisers were afraid to tell him the sad news. Somehow, the king 

sensed his son's fate and then, strangely, instead of ranting and 

raving his spirit became calm. He became again the gentle, corn-

passionate man he had once been. He went to his room and put on 

fresh clothes. he ordered food to be brought and took up again the 



reins of his responsibilities. His advisers were amazed by this 

unexpected behavior and they asked him about it. His answer contains 

a message all of us can take to heart. 

alive, I fasted and wept; for I said: 

"While the child was yet 

Who knows whether the Lord 

will not be gracious to me, that the child may live. But now he is 

dead, but he will not return to me." 

,The sages said that there are three ways to accept the 

sorrws which life brings. On the lowest rung are those who weep. 

On the higher rung are those who remain silent , and on the highest 

run are those who turn their sorrow into a song. Rachel's death 

cannot be explained. There is no way to ease ourselves through 

grief, but we can turn sorrow into a song. The love which was in-

vested in Rachel has not been lost. It binds close. Sharing her 

s t r u g g l e t o 9 ~, r "" 2 e nc- e we h ave s·@ t t e e d t he y of life and none 

o f u s ~ .l e v e r be aa i n s e n s i t i v e t o a~w.•11111-.- another's concerns. 
,' 

G d . , l. 
0 W 1 .~ . l ng, there will be _,.other and the support and 

love which will be offered will be our song. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

September 26, 1985 
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Daniel Koslen 

Life is mostly froth and bubble 
Two things stand like stone -
Kindness in another's trouble 
Courage in your own. 

How shall we talk of courage, of beauty, of a loving nature, of death? When 

the possessor of courage, beauty and love is close by we smile, we touch. Life is full. 

When death snatches from us a beloved we are reduced to silence. We cry in our hearts -

there is pain, anger, bewilderment - and we come together as we have now for reassur

ance. Grief is cold. We need to be warmed by the presence of friends. We want to know 

that we are not totally bereft - alone. It is not the words of our service that bring 

comfort, but the fact that we are here - together - close. 

Daniel's death shakes our sense of life 's appropriate balance. Why one so 

young? Why one so good, so gentle, so kind, so sensitive? We ask but there are no 

answers. Job was not the first, nor will we be the last, to be puzzled by life's un

predictability, why some are of few days while others live long. Job found his balance 

in a simple faith, "The Lord gives, the Lord takes away, blessed be the name of the 

Lord." The poet found it wise to remind himself what God offers man. 

God hath not promised 
skies always blue, 
Flower-strewn pathways 
all our lives through; 
God hath not promised 
sun without rain, 
joy without sorrow, 
peace without pain, 
But God hath promised 
strength for the day, 
rest for the labor, 
light for the way, 
grace for the tired, 
help from above, 
unfailing sympathy, 
undying love. 

A rabbi suffered the death of a beloved young disciple at the age of twenty-eight. 

The Talmud reports that he eulogized him with these words: "To what can we liken Buna's 

fate? To a king who has hired workmen for his garden. The king notices that one of 
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the workmen labors efficiently and expertly. After several hours he calls him over 

and walks with him about the garden, conversing on various matters. In the evening 

when the king pays the workmen he gives to the capable man the same pay as to the others. 

The latter protest: 'He has worked only two hours and we have worked for eight. ' True, 

answers the king, but he accomplished more in two hours than you in eight. 

Life is not measured by length but by intensity and achievement. Some live long 

and leave no trace behind. Others, in a brief moment, create a brilliant symphony or 

painting, or by the pattern and quality of their lives set an unforgettable example. 

Danny lived with a grace and ca1m intelligence which were by themselves moving and com

pelling. He was thoughtful of others in a sensitive way which belied his youth; and 

touched those of us who knew to the root of our being. When tempted to self-pity or anger 

or irresponsibility, Danny's courageous example was a silent reproof. After I visited 

with Danny I often thought of this short verse. 

Life is too brief between the budding and the falling leaf 
Between the seed time and the golden sheaf for hate and spite 
We have no time for malice and for greed 
Therefore, with love, make beautiful the deed 
Fast speeds the night. 

"With love make beautiful the deed." The poet's praise suggests Danny's way, young and 

zestful despite pain, willing to face each day though he could not live as his friends 

did, a young man who was manly and wise beyond his years. He possessed reserves of un

derstanding which we do not normally associate with the young - a competence which al

lowed him to handle complicated feelings and situations with rare grace and ease. 

Illness, prolonged treatment, pain, his sunshine years shadowed, fate might well 

have soured Danny and made him tense and bitter, but he remained open, caring, alive 

to the feelings of others, welcoming of friendship, concerned with the future. 

Of late grief has become something of a faddish subject. Most everyone has read 

Kubler-Ross and speaks knowingly of the stages of anger and denial which accompany illness 
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and grief; and talks passionately of the need for frank and open discussion of such 

feelings. There is, of course, wisdom in this learning, but as Danny showed us, not 

everyone finds it necessary to verbalize every doubt and every fear. His was the strength 

which can conquer anger and frustration. He would not allow the day to be sicklied with 

worry or self-pity>nor friendships burdened by his fears. Illness was part of his life, 

not the whole of it, and through it all Danny remained open to the world about him, to 

sports, to television and books, to his family, to his friends. I found him often out 

visiting good hospital friends. I doubt that Danny knew the old Confucian saying: "You 

cannot prevent the birds of sorrow from flying over your heads, but you can prevent them 

from building nests in your hair." Yet, that wisdom was instinctive with him. He set 

his face towards every day. 

Just a few weeks ago I came to Danny's hospital room on Shavuot and confirmed 

him before his family. It meant much to him and to all of us. It was an act of corrmit

ment to life. It was a statement of faith conquering fear. It was a joining with family/ 

How close he felt to his mother and brothers and what support he received. Illness can 

become a burden, pulling people apart. Danny was never a burden, never cloying or de

pendent; always full of life, joy, hope. 

What can one say to you who loved him most? Your lives will never be the same. 

A precious part of your being has been wrenched from you; but you are strong people of 

strong stock. You loved deeply and well - you nursed tenderly, selflessly, and sensi

tively. You must recognize that in so many ways you have been blessed beyond the or

dinary measure. You have lived with a son and brother of rare quality. Part of the 

measure of your grief is the measure of his worth. He helped build tight that special 

sense of family which binds you close even as you helped him find joy and love in each 

day. His memory will always be bright and encouraging. May God grant you strength. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

June 28, 1979 
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Deborah Landau 

Life is mostly froth and bubble 
Two things stand like stone -
Kindness in another's trouble 
Courage in your own 

Today we must talk of courage, of beauty, of a loving and undaunted spirit, of 

death. 

When we are close to one who exhibits courage and is endowed with a 

beautiful and undaunted spirit, life is full and satisfying. When death snatches 

away such a one, the day turns dark and we grope for some evidence that life is 

more than a brief and hapless struggle. When we try to think our way through 

our bewilderment, we discover that life does not yield to logic. What comfort, 

then, can be ours? Facing death and grief a community comes together not so 

much to find answers as to overcome loneliness. Grief is cold. Grief is lonely. 

We need the reassuring presence of friends. It is not the words of our service 

that brings comfort but the fact that we are here - together - close. We need 

to learn again that we are not totally bereft. 

Deborah's death reminds us that there are no guarantees in life. Some 

lives, like Deborah's, end young; and we ask why. Why one so able, so sensitive, 

so full of potential? We ask, but there are no answers. Job was not~the first 

nor will we be the last to be puzzled by life's mathematics. He found his balance 

in simple faith: "The Lord gives,the Lord takes away, Blessed be the name of the 

Lord." A modern poet found that though God does not guarantee us a particular 

number of years, He does provide us with sufficient capacity to make something 

of each day. 

God hath not promised 
skies always blue, 
Flower-strewn pathways 
all our lives through; 
God hath not promised 
sun without rain, 
joy without sorrow, 
peace without pain, 
But God hath promised 
strength for the day, 
rest for the labor, 
light for the way, 
grace for the tired, 
help f ron1 above 
unfailing syrnpathy, 
undying love. 
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All of us know deep down in our hearts that the measure of life is not one of 

length but of intensity and achievement. Some live long, wasted years and when 

they die hardly a trace remains of their passage. Others, in a creative moment, 

complete a brilliant symphony or speak the words which transform another's life. 

Some live on the surface. Others savor the richness of each moment. Deborah's 

days were brief but full and fulfilling. 

At sixteen, at a time when most adolescents tremble before the many pos

sibilities of their lives, Deborah had to face illness and limitations. At a 

time when most adolescents feel themselves immortal, Deborah had to face the 

real possibility of death. Some might have broken under the strain. Deborah 

held herself together. She steadfastly continued her studies and her preparations 

for a life in medicine. One can only marvel at her determination not to be 

defeated by life and to remain open to friends and to new experiences. She 

succeeded and, as a consequence, hers is a fulfilled life. Far more than many 

who live the four score years which tradition tells us is the full measure of 

life, far more than she perhaps knew herself, her nobility and grace enhanced 

the lives of others. Self-pity or irresponsibility were simply inconceivable 

in the face of her achievement. 

Medicine is not only a noble profession but an all-consuming and emo

tionally demanding activity. Some in medicine are tempted to ease their burden 

by hiding from the emotional needs of patients behind a cloud of laboratory 

tests and the busy schedule of their lives. I suspect that those who have been 

taking their medical training along with Deborah and have watched her fight 

pain and fatigue to complete her work will always see Deborah in their patients 

and because of her be better physicians who accept the responsibility of treat

ing clients as human beings and not diseases, as people whose courage gives 

them a rightful claim on a physician's full and active concern. 

Illness can corrode the spirit and turn us into lesser humans. It takes 

a person of special quality to accept pain and anxiety without becoming bitter, 



' 

3 

to accept the help of others without embarrassment or anger and be willing to 

leave one's room and go out into the world despite feeling that one's physical 

presence is somehow unwelcome. Deborah did not hide from life and because of 

it these difficult years have left us with an afterglow which is both beautiful 

and affecting. She has provided whatever relief it is that this hour expresses. 

The shadowing of what should have been her sunshine years might well have soured 

her on life and love, but she remained open, caring, eager to experience life's 

opportunities, welcoming of friendship, responsive to music, able to laugh, able 

to master the tests and responsibilities which are part of the academic initiation. 

Of late, the patterns of illness and grief have become something of a 

faddish subject and many speak knowingly of various stages of anger and denial 

and talk passionately of the need for frank and open discussion of these feelings. 

There is, of course, some wisdom in all this, but the greater wisdom, as Deborah 

showed us, is the simple proof that the human spirit can sublimate and transcend 

those feelings and transform them from tragedy into triumph. Instead of dwelling 

endlessly on illness, Deborah concentrated on the day, on her future, on ideas 

of interest. She would not allow the day to be sicklied over with self-pity or 

to have her mind invaded and possessed of maudlin thoughts or to have her friend

ships burdened by her fears. Illness was part of her life but not the whole of 

her life. I doubt that Deborah knew the old Confucian saying, "You cannot pre

vent the birds of sorrow from flying over your head but you can prevent them 

from building nests in your hair," but this wisdom was instinctive to her. 

She set her face towards every day. 

What can one say to you who loved her most? A part of your very being 

has been wrenched from you. You moved heaven and earth to provide her with the 

finest medical care. You saw to it that the doors of academic opportunity re

mained open to her. ~ou nursed selflessly and tenderly. You gave of yourselves 

without stint. You answered her questions Jbughtfully and were always at her 
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side. Much has been demanded of you and more will be demanded of you. You 

faced daily the frustration of our inability to change life's unwanted circum

stance. You prayed and your prayers were not answered except in the end when 

Deborah was spared a protracted death. Now your challenge is to find again a 

faith in life's possibility. Certainly, such a faith lay at the root of 

Deborah's spirit and animated her every act. I hope you recognize that even 

now you have been blessed in many ways beyond the ordinary measure. You have 

lived close to a daughter and sister of rare quality. In part, because of her, 

your lives have focused on that which is essential rather than on the trivial, 

on the human rather than the superficial. She helped build tight that special 

sense of family which binds you close. 

Bernard, you and Lucille have spoken to me of Deborah's down-to-earth 

realism. Let me conclude in that spirit with this poem: 

What though the radiance which was once so bright 
Be now forever taken from my sight, 
Though nothing can bring back the hour 
Of splendor in the grass, of glory in the flower, 
We will grieve not, rather find 
Strength in what remains behind; 
In the primal sympathy 
Which having been must ever be; 
In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human suffering; 
In the faith that looks through death, 
In years that bring the philosophic mind. 

How does one find "strength in what remains behind?" By training ourselves to 
, 

look beyond the cruelty of death to the beauties of life, the shared feeling, 

the tender moments. You will never be as you were, but you can be encouraged 

by the knowledge that life does not end with the death of the body any more than 

a beautiful song ends when the last note is sung. Much remains. 

that. Her memories will abide as a sweet benediction. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

June 4, 19d5 

Deborah saw to 
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Richard Levine 

How do you talk of sudden tragedy - of the arrow that strikes at noonday, 

of broken dreams and lasting memories, of deep love and of shattered hearts? What 

thoughts can help us face the cruelties of life? I wish I had the wisdan to find 

words. There is no explanation. Our minds race seeking urxierstanding, worrlering . 
why, but the questions remain unanswered. To live is to face that sudden nnnent 

when our world falls apart for no apparent reason, without premeditation or blame. 

We build our lives as if life could be managed handily. We reward children 

for diligence. Conventional wisdom suggests that if we work hard and are faithful 

in our relationships and disciplined in our efforts, ultimately we will achieve 

greatly and enjoy the accolades of a grateful carmunity. It happens sanet1me. It 

It does not happen at other times. So much of life lies beyond our control. We 

are thrust into this world and bundled out of it. Sane of us are fortunate at birth 

and are born talented or well placed. others are born into poverty and 11m1.tation. 

others of JJS are fortunate in life. We possess healthy bodies and live out our days 

in a secure place; but most htnnans have to make do with insecurity, ill health, ill

ness and uncertainty. Perhaps that is why so much of the traditional wisdom asstDnes 

a righting of the balance in sane heavenly future. • 

Of heaven we know nothing. Of this earthly existence I know only that I 

must accept the possibilities and the unpredictability of the human condition. There 

are circtDT1Stances which I cannot master or circtDnvent. There is the accident which 

cannot be foreseen or avoided. Shall I worry reyself asking why? If I do so I will 

find no answer. Indeed, what we need nCM desperately is not a solving of the en-

iP)118. of death but simply strength in the face of death. What we need is the • 

courage to keep on - a long view - a faith which can sustain. 

At a time such as this we turn instinctively to the long wisdan of our ancient 

faith and its teaching of a quiet fortitude. To us death seems so final. Our tra

dition reminds us that death is also a translation of the soul to a new intimacy 

with God. How we do not knCM, but we do lmow that God brought us into life and 

- · 
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sheltered us here and so He shelters us into eternity. The dead lose life only to 

gain God. 

It seems inexplicably cruel for one so full of life, so full of potential, so 

happy in his youth .to be taken from us. It is cruel, but our faith reninds us that 

whenever we die, young or old, we leave behind memories - we do not die to those who 

loved us. Who lmows how Inal\Y,r,li ves have been touched significantly by the example of 

' a bright-eyed young man graced with an excellent mind, full of life, br:imful of hap-

piness, rejoicing in each day. Zest and drive are canpelling virtues, and so is 

decency. We do not change our ways because of the logic of an argument or a class

room lecture but in response to canpelling example. I remember today Ricky as a 

young child who needed attention arrl the courage to face his classes and classmates. 

dver time he managed by an act of will to overcane his t1midity and his fears a.rd 

to grow up into a confident young man who was ready and willing to challenge life. 

His fears overcame the challenge and his fine record in the classroan testifies to 

how well he met that challenge. Courage is canpelling. 

Rickey was a young man blessed with fine qualities, an abundance of good 

spirit, bright, sensitive beyond his years to the feelings and needs of others, ten

der and loving in every relationship. He showed his patience in the thoughtful at

tention he lavished on his grandparents. He brought an eager ani inquisitive in

tellect to our conversations and to his classes. He filled each day with satisfying 

zest, activity, canpanionship - a rare zest for life. He managed his relationships · 

with'people of all ages with a fine sensitivity. These memories will not be lost. 

Death cannot deny us our memories. 

Never is language more inadequate than when we try to suggest what we feel at 

a manent such as this. No words can undo tragedy. How can words mitigate the hurt 

or express the depth of our feelings? We speak best now with our tears. They offer 

mute, but clear, evidence that we share in a ccmnunity of sadness. We can only say 

the obvious - Rickey is at peace. The hurt is ours, not his . 

• 
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Perhaps this, too, ought to be said. Death strikes indiscriminately. No 

plans, no precautions can stay the unbidden and accidental intrusion of death into 

our lives. 

Rickey was surrourrled with love a.rd returned that love all his days. He en-
r 

joyed a wide circle of friends and he lived in a home which exhuded canfortable arrl 

encouraging love, a place of happiness. 
' 

How does one find strength in what remains behind? By training ourselves to 

look beyond the cruelty of the hour to the love that remains, by allowing others to 

express their/our love. Phyllis and Alan, you will never be as you were, but you 

can be encouraged by the many loves and hopes which are still yours and by the know

ledge that life does not end with the body any more than a beautiful song ends when 

the. last note is sung. Much remains. Memories abide like a sweet benediction. 

Your son and your daughter are with you. '!here is that won:lerful love that you share 

and there ··are now the bonds of tenderest meroory. I lmow that you will find the cour

age to face each day for I have seen your courage these first days. 

May God sustain you. Our love is yours. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

June 20, 1980 
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This is a leaden and difficult hour. Even as we review and praise the grace and 

4. 
beauty of our beloved, we protest the intrusion of death. When J;.ae loved one dies 

. Ht~ 
1n the fulle;c-t of years, the hurt is raw and real. It is doubly so when the beloved 

dies early and wef seek some explanation, not only of the nature of life but of life's 

justice. 
,-,,-

What understanding can be ours? I have no superior wisdom to share with 

you. I cannot solve for you the equations of God's mathematics nor justify to you 

/ God's decisions, though I affirm their justice. "The Lord has given, the Lord 

has taken away. Blessed be the name of the Lord." This is the substance of 

faith. "Seek not to explain God's ways to man for they are beyond your understanding." 

This is the key insight of ancestral wisdom. Life is a gift not of our choosing. Death 

is a fact not of our willing. We do not schedule our arrival. We cannot schedule 

our departure. All that we can do is affirm the opportunity which is life and to make 

the most of its blessing. An hour can be rich in achievement or hollow and without 

purpose. Years may be barren. The greatest of poetry and art can be created in a 

few hours. There are some who live so sweetly that their every action brings 

blessing and happiness. These, though they die young, die fulfilled. They have 

already passed along an overflowing measure of kindness and love. 

I affirm this also, that death is not pain but the absence of pain. Death is 

not oblivion but a translation of the soul into a new dimension of memory. We cry 

now not for those who have passed on but for those who have been left behind. The 

~ f ~ t N tJ Ovt(l 
loss and loneliness is ours. She is at peace. We are bereft. She is with God. We 

f\ 

are alone. Her peace is timeless - our loneliness, a daily burden. 
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She was responsive to other human beings, a sensitive and open friend, 

eager to help the young open their minds and their hearts to the beauty 

which exists in life and which she had discovered there. Her emotions were 

full and warm and loving and she expressed them in her own special way. 

What more can be said? What more need be said? Each of us cherishes 

his own special legacy of memory. Those who are nearest and dearest recall 1 • 

love • the few intense years that they shared. Bonnie was young in years, 

but wise in many ways. She had filled each day brimful. She was never one 

to look back on life with regrets and she would not now have regret or grief 

cloud over her memory. 

Hail to thee, blithe spirit. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 
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MEMORIAL TRIBUTE 

Betsy Reich 

Monday, November 18, 19 68 

It is a dismal, wet day, a measure of our feelin a s. The world is gray --

a cold and bitter place. Our hearts are heavy with the burde n of sudd n and tragic 

death. Our minds race on s e eking explanation, wondering why. There is no explana-

tion. Nothing that we did or did not do could have averted this tragedy. 

Throughout the long centuries survivors have exhausted themselves asking 

why. There is no solution. God's ways are not our ways, his thoughts are not our 

thoughts. What we need desperately now is not understanding of the riddle of death 

but strength in the face of death. What we need is the courage to keep on - - a 

long view -- a philosophy which can sustain. It is well, therefore, to turn to our 

ancient faith and to such encouragement as it offers. 

What is death? To us death seems so final. It is, but faith reminds us that 

death is also a translation of the soul into a new intimacy with God. How? This we do 

not know. But as God brought us into life and sheltered us here, so does he shelter us 

unto eternity. The dead lose life only to gain God. Why one so full of life, so graceful, 

so happy? To us such a death seems unexplainable, crue 1. It is c rue 1. But our faith 

reminds us that whenever we die, young or old, we leave behind memories which hallow 

and bless. 

Who knows how many lives have been touched significantly by the example of 

a bright-eyed youngster graced with an eager mind, full of life, brimful of happiness, 

rejoicing in each day. Zest and innocence are compelling virtues, and so is decency. 

Even the decency of one much younger and must less known. We do not change our ways 

because of a preacher's sermonG or a classroom lesson, but in response to the life 
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of another. Her friends learned the virtue of a helping hand, of a warm sensitive 

spirit. Teachers touched again the inspiration which had brought thern to their 

profession. Parents are less sympath tic with whimpering selfishness in their 

children. For in childhood Betsy led a li.fe of grace and b auLy. \Vhat mor can be 

said? What more need be said? 

To her family Betsy was a daily source of joy and happiness. All that 

could be done for her benefit and for her blessing was done. Yet, we cannot sus-

tain life in those for whom God has other plans. All that we can do is to be thankful 

that we we re able to encourage her and to make her happy during each day here on 

earth. 

It is the wisdom of our people not to attempt to speak words of comfort at 

this hour. Words cannot convey what we feel. No words can bridge the chasm which 

has opened before us. We can only extend the hand of friendship to those who have 

been so gri'evously stricken. Our Bible tells a story not inappropriate to this hour. 

King David had a young son especially beloved to him. Unfortunately, this boy was 

stricken with a frightening illness. David was overwhelmed with anxiety, fear. 

Endlessly he paced through the rooms of his palace. He shouted a thousand frantic 

orders. His dress was in disarray and his speech was often unconnected. Time and 

again he stopped to shout out a prayer to God for the recovery of his son. The lad 

died. The courtiers were ~£raid to tell the king the sad news, yet the king sensed 

his son's tragic fate. Instaed of ranting and railing, his spirit calmed. He became 

again the gentle, kindly man that he had once been. He went to his room and he 

ordered food to be brought. He put on fresh clothes and in all things took up again 
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the business of living. His friends asked him about his strange procedure. His 

answer contains a lesson we might all take this day to h art. "While the child was 

yet alive, I fasted and w pt; for I said: Who knoweth whelher the Lord will not be 

gractous to me, that the child rnay live? But now he is dead, but he will not retuYn 

to me. 11 

Let us somehow knit up the ravelled pattern of our plans, conquer our 

grief, and return again to lif . 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 
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~ 7=77'7 I IV t 
It is a summer 

~ 
day but none of use have eyes for its beauty. ..QQr 

fc tv V\ I\. u,-J If' tt- I) t-c £ I 
woi:ld i& sra1c e ,old a The tidal wave of our tragedy 

has overwhelmed us. Death came to this family swiftly and devastatingly 

as the destruction which wasteth at the noonday. There are no words. We 

have not yet come alive from repeated blows so as to be able to voice 

comfort to those for whom this loss is the closest. Only God can comfort 

them. Only their strength can sustain them. 

There are no explanations and no reasons. We can only offer each 

other a loving and steadying hand. What we can assert is simply a common 

citizenship in a community of sadness. Grief binds us more closely, and our 

As we touch each other ~ draw warmth 
~ 

closeness begins to thaw the cold. 

against the loneliness and the h":J;f WE! 
♦ 

pjlj), lib Pb LQG 11:rlts 

To the living -
Death is a wound. Its name is grief. 

Its companion is loneliness. 
Whenever it comes - whatever its gui<me, 
Even when there are no tears -
Death is a wound. 

But death belongs to life -
as night belongs to day 
as darkness belongsto light 
as shadows belong to substance

As the fallen leaf to the tree, 
Death belongs to life. 

It is not our p:nrpose to live forever. 
It is only our purpose to live. 

7 d 

It 
. added merit that a man lives long. 1s no 
It is of merit only that his life is good. 
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A wise man once said, there are two rules: Accept life for what 

it is; seek in life all that it can offer you. This is the way of wisdom 

and the way of faith. Some mistake faith for a jejune optimism. Faith 

~t f\, '-, \ f'\A 
is not simpleMor easy but an acceptance of life for what it is. Despite ,-... 

sudden death and swift change faith stubbornly insists that life is worth 

the living ~ there are deeply moving m<f>ments of tenderness and lovej

there is the innocent pleasure of childhood · and the suffusing pleasure of 

a task well done. 

I derive what consolation I can at this hour from an unshakable 

0 (.) t'1.. &...~ L.J ~ C () N c ..i 
conviction that., QQifliJ ••J._1., ... -.1~1,.,.,_., ...... _.oi11112•1li·ai••lllald-ly accepted life for 
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what it is, and sought in life all that it had to offer. They reachetl out 

to share and to care, to love, to learn, to understand, and to achieve. 

lo 
Their lives were never easy fox. .~~~.Q..~a.Q-tQ..JiWit::-;;~:ljl~~M~~flC''9e his 

fe'eHrtgS", to e,.lsre ul:ifl!}ll■111manii11g. They measured life not in years but 

in intensity and in growth. They knew that life is not a goblet to be 

emptied but a measure to be filled. Their lives were graced with 

that sensitive dignity which rra. rks a human being as a child of God. 

I do not know what lies beyond the born of time. I do know ~ 1,..,.,, 

they are with God - released of all pain. The pain is ours. I do know 

that the finest memorial we can build to them is a memorial of love - such 

a love as seeks to uncle rstand arrl to accept the responsibility and the 

opportunity of our lives. 

Can we do less? 

They lived eagerly, searchingly, and gracefully. 

TR~ MClASMEl♦ f ca 1212 FlilPI'l: 

When I pass out and my time is spent, 
J. 

I hope for no lofty monument. 
No splendid procession marching slow, 

Along the last long road I go; 
No pomp and glory I care for then, 
When I depart from the world of men. 
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But I'd like to think when yiy race is through 
That there will be in the world a few 
Who'll say, 'Well, there is a good man gone, 
A man is as great as the dreams he dreams, 

As great as the love he bears 
As great as the values he redeems, 

And the happiness he shares. 
A man is as great as the thoughts he thinks, 

As the worth he has attained, 
As the fountains at which his spirit drinks, 

And the insight he has gained. 
A man is as great as the truth he speaks, 

As great as the help he gives, 
As great as the destiny he seeks, 

As great as the life he lives. 11 

Amen. 
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PLUTARCH'S LETTER 

The mess e nger you sent to tell m e of the d e ath of my little dau ..... hte r miss e d 

his way. But I heard of it through another. 

I pray you l e t us b e ar our affliction with patienc e . I do k no w ,·f•ry w 11 what 

a loss we have had; but, if you should gri ve ov rn1uch, it would tr o ub le rne still 

more. She was particularly d e ar to you; and whe n you call to rn ind ho w bright 

and innocent she was, how amiable and rni.ld, then your grief must be p e culiarly 

bitter. For not only was she kind and gene rous to other childre n, but ev ' n to her 

very playthings. 

But should the sweet remembrance of those things which so deli ghted us 

when she was alive only afflict us now, when she is dead? Or is ther e danger that, 

if we cease to mourn, we shall forget her? But since she gave us so much pleasure 

while we had her, so ought we to cherish her m e mory, and make that memory a 

glad rather than a sorrowful one. And such reasons as we would use with others, 

let us try to make effective with ourselves. And as we put ~ limit to all indulgence 

in our pleasures, so let us also check the excessive flow of our grief. 

Let us call to mind the years before our little daughter was born. We are 

now 1n the same condition as then, except that the time she was with us is to be 

counted as an added blessing. Let us now ungratefully accuse Fortune for what was 

given us, because we could not also have all that we desired. \Vhat we had, and 

while we had it, was good, though now we have it no longer. 

Remember also how much of good you still possess. Because one page of 

your book is blotted, do not forget all the other leaves whose reading is fair and 
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\.vhose pictures a re beautiful. Vie sho u ld not be like m isers, \vho 

never enJoy \Vhat the y have, but only be\.va il what the y lose. 

And since she is g one \vhe re she feels no pain, let us n ot indul g e 

1n too much grief. The soul is incapable of death. And she, like a 

bird not long enough in her cage to become attached to it, is free 

to fly away to a purer air. For, when children die, their souls go 

at once to a better and a divine state. Since we cherish a trust like 

this, let our outward actions be in accord with it, and let us keep 

our hearts pure and our minds calm. 
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)tie sudden death ""&Nii~a.aS•-Eillii11■•n'-1'1 has shaken and saddened us all. ~ 13 life 

was at its full tide. Death came for-trim "as an arrow which flies by day arrl as 

destruction which wastes at noonday_." We have not yet cane alive fran the stunning 
' 

bla-1 so as to be able to speak words of canfort to those to whan this loss is the • 

closest. Only Cbd can cxmfort than. Only their own inner strength can sustain then. 

Only the kna-1ledge that. in death he whan they ncM rrourn is mnpletely worthy of their 

sorrow; as in life he was of their great love and devotion. 

At this bitter hour I am raninded of the ancient oounsel: "Seek not to ex

plain Gcrl's ways to man for they are beyond your understaming." Life is a gift 
. . 

not of our choosing; death is a fact not of our willinJ. We do mt schedule our 

birth. We cannot delay death. All that we have is but lent to us. It is not ours 

to explain the far mystery but to affinn the possibility which is life and make the 

most of this blessing. A day can be rich in achievement or anpfy of meaning. '!he 

greatest of poetcy. and art . can be created in a f ew £ ~i~f -hours arrl there are those, 

not without talent, who live many· years - hollcw am barren years. Fortunately, there 
• 

are those who live so nobly and so well that their every day brings blessing and 

is a joy. These, though they may die before life has run its full course, die ful

filled. '!heir life has yielded an abundant harvest. 

This, too, I affirm: death is rot pain rut the absence of pain. Death is not 

oblivion but the translation of love i _nto a nav intimacy of rnemn:y. We cry today 

for oorselves. 'lbe loss ard the pain are ours. . He is at peace. He; is with Cbd. 

His peace is timeless. It is oor loneliness that is a daily burden. 

We meet here as friends and oor sense of ccmnunity helps to soften the bitter

ness of this hair. Yet, there is no point in denying its cruelty and the hurt. A 
Svc~a/ f+ S. ~b ~~a, 

precims life has been taken fran us. aeb was cut down inMNaa ]!Iii· ~d 
• J.. ..._ ~ ' . • rt.. 
ne .e&& cla there is no explanation; 11 a 

I • f 7 
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