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Thursday, June ZS, 1970 

Merciful Father, out of the depths we call unto Thee. When the 

chastening pain of sorrow and the tender emotion of sympathy turns us, half 

in grief and half in sweet remembrance, to a deep inner searching, we stand 

bowed in humility before the wonders of Thy creation and the wisdom of Thy 

ways. 
I 

In the darkness of bereavement we are drawn closer together. Hand 

in hand we wander through the familiar streets and dwelling-places of cherished 

memory, hoping to brighten our way with the light of remembered love, of 

feelings unforgotten and ties unbreakable. 

From the first moment of man~s self-consciousness, he has reached 

out to tear away the veil of Thy hidden truth and to uncover the meaning of his 

life and death. Who on earth can plumb the depths - or ascend the heights -

or transcend the horizon of our hopes? 

Child-like we often rebel against accepting death as a part of the whole 

pattern of life itself. We overlook the rich treasure of blessings Thou has put 

within our reach; and, pursuing vain desires beyond our human bounds, we 

waste Thy gifts in deperate frustration. 

Then in the revelation of a profound experience, we are taught what 

life can really mean. We begin to understand how richly we have been endowed, 

if only with the gift of life, no matter how long or short. We begin to realize 

with what embracing fulfillment one may live even in a moment. We become aware 

of the magnificent use to which we may put Thy gifts - measured not in the span of 

time, but in the greatness and goodness and fullness of living. 
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In our maturer faith, we believe that love and the creative power of life 

are stronger than death, and not even the deepest pain of separation can destroy 

the hou~s of fulfillment we have known, nor th~art the promise that life stiJl holds. 

For such a faith in life - for the maturity, the strength and the courage to 

sustain it; for the wisdom to teach it to others in their hour of need, we lean 

upon Thee, 0 God, and upon the blessed memory of those whose lives, now ended, 

have enriched our experience and deepened our understanding. 

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

Its companion is loneliness. 
Whenever it comes - whatever its guise, 
Even when there are no tears -
Deat~ is a wound. 

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

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

It is not our purpose to live forever. 
It is only our purpose to live. 

It is no added merit that a man lives long. 
It is of merit only that his life is good. 

uO c Ab,vt--. C 

J 

M. J&L a ■ Jie•.vman was a basically decent and fine human being. He was 

devoid of vanity and of pretension. He believed in goodness and spoke truth. He 

had no patience with those who m~cked the basic decencies, or scoffed at the -
essential virtues. Mll fr• I td skits were solid. His pleasures were unostentatious. 

~ ~ 'f/iTT'J f/'-fNhJt "' ~ 6 F' "'(,~ ..... llct. ~ 'P S t-'-F f>l 1)" 
His tastes were simple. _Hie z a; zr sound. ljiJI laughter warm. His humor 

-........ 
ful~ and contagious but never sharp pi:g_xjpdict:iJ,e 

' 
Hi• mind keen and sound. 

... ir«... A~f\.~11'-< Hf s judgements sure. M. aa111e& Howman took life with a smile and helped many 

to smile. He knew men as individuals for what they are. He had no patience with 

labels. A man was· either honest or devious. His religion or backgrQj.nd or race 

were irrelevant to character. One of the highut of tributes our people could 

"' 
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SIMON ANGART 

We are met as friends to offer a eulogy of love and respect to the 

memory of a strong and caring man, a life-long neighbor, and good friend, Simon 

Angart. As always, each of us has brought his own memories. Mine focus on a 

quiet and courteous man who came to our services week in and week out, a proud, 

caring Jew who respected ideas and the intellect and who was endowed with a good 

mind which reached out to understand our changeful and confusing world. Sy 

was the kind of member who silently imposes on a rabbi the duty to prepare 

carefully for he knows someone is listening carefully; someone who has come 

with an honest desire to grapple with the issues that concern us all. 

All of us knew Sy as a man to whom courtesy and good spirits were in

stinctive. Sy kept his own counsel, never tried to impose his will and faced 

his own problems. An old man told me once people can be divided between lifters 

and leaners. The leaners take, demand, turn dependence into an art. The lifters 

willingly accept the burdens of life and close their lips to self-pity. They 

are grateful for the day. Sy was a lifter and his spirit carried others along 

with him. 

By profession an engineer, by birth a native son who was trained in 

our schools and at Case, Sy spent his professional life in government service. 

There probably were greater opportunities for wealth elsewhere, but Sy was not 

a greedy man; and he relished, I am sure, the privilege of being able to return 

to his country and community in full measure the gift of freedom and opportunity 

which was his birthright. Colleagues knew him as a reliable and pleasant co

worker, one who accepted responsibility and was thorough and imaginative in all 

he did. Wherever he went, Sy made friends by the openness of his personality, 

the obvious decency of his demeanor and his good spirits and good humor. He 

was not one to elbow another aside. There was not a manipulative bone in him. 
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Sy enjoyed his work and his leisure. He loved sports. He loved his 

family. He made us appreciate the psalmist's poem that "greatness of heart is 

the life of a man" - a man of joyous heart lightens the life for others. He had 

a talent for friendship and for family. It was in the intimate circle of his 

family that he found his greatest satisfaction. Sy was handy and his home al-

ways reflected his interest in order and the beautiful. He loved to work outdoors 

and his garden was green and fruitful. 

He and Anne enjoyed together a happy and satisfying marriage and a home 

in which they raised their son and their daughters in love and to respect the 

values which were so important to them. In this home they were made to know 

that they were respected for themselves. No greater pleasure came Sy's way than 

the moments of family togetherness. He loved to watch his children grow up 

into the fine people he always knew they would be. He loved to play with the 

children. The young and the not so young opened instinctively to him. He was 

a people person. 

Memories do not die. A beautiful, happy, humane and honorable 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. Echoes linger on. Memories abide iike 

a sweet benediction. These precious memories which Sy bequeathed to you - to 

all of us - will encourage and sustain us in the hard days that lie ahead. 

This, too, should be said. Sy loved life too much to have you sickly 

your lives with grief. His spirit was one with the poet, Edgar A. Guest. 

Shed not too many tears when 

I shall leave. 

Be brave enough to smile. 

It will not shorten howso'er you grieve, 

Your loneliness, the while. 

I would not have you sorrowful and sad, 

But joyously recall 
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The glorious companionship we've had 

And thank God for it all. 

Don't let your face grow tear-streaked, pale and wan. 

Have heart for mirth and song, 

Rejoice, though for a little time 

I've gone, 

That I was here so long. 

For if I thought your faith would 

fail you so 

and leave you so distressed 

That sobbing to my body's grave you'd go 

My spirit could not rest. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

July 9, 1985 



HERMAN APPLEBAUM 5-23-75 

An honored and respected member of our community has died. Dr. Herman 

Applebaum was a healer of mem, a friend to many and a fine human being. 

Throughout his long and distinguished life he met every responsibility and 

obligation honorable and sensitively and with fine spirit and warmth. 

Dr. Applebaum was an immigra~t boy. He came to these shores from Lithuania 

and never took for granted the opportunity and the freedom that this land offered 

him. Child of a tradition which filled the mind, Dr. Applebaum was blessed 

with a keen perception and distinguished intellectual abilities and he soon 

directed these to the field of medicine. Medicine was fu:r him a life-long 

dedication. He thrived to its intellectual challenge and rejoiced to be helpful. 

He looked on disease as en eneniy to be overcome. His skills were highly 

developed and disciplined. He wrote, he researched, he persevered 

but he was ast an academic physician in the sense that patients were simply 

statistics in some experiment. He knew his patients and spent time with them. 

His manner was easy and careful and his patients became his friends as well 

as grateful admirers. From morning until n1.ght, untill the illness 

of his latter years, Dr. Applebaum respondeq to every call made on him, 

responded willingly and without thought to the cost on his time and on his 

energies. Respected by his colleagues he was revered by his patients. 

He was a quiet unassuming man whose manner belied his pre-eminence in his 

chosen profession. His mind was always alert and it was a pleasure to talk to 

and be with him. Die was as much aware of the political and intellectual world 

of the day as of the developments in his own field. 
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What Dr. Applebaum meant to those here who were nearest and dearest, they 

know best. He was an extremely private person, and I know he would not have 

us intrude upon those relations which were closest and dearest. He and Hilda 

established a home with an honorable and solid foundation. They brought 

into the home learning and culture and love and empathy. They rejoiced 

in the achievements of their daughters and in time of their grandchildren. 

They faced the good and the bad with courage and dignity. I know that God 

will give them the courage to face this grief and turn back to the responsibility 

of life. 

Dr. Applebaum had lived a full time well beyond the four score years. 

He lived a good life. He left a good name. What more can be said. What 

more need be said. 



f 
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Charles Auerbach 

I rise with a heavy heart to speak these words of tribute to the memory 

of a good friend.. I have known Charles Auerbach and his family since I was a lad., 

Charles shared with 1ny father a deep and active concern with the Jewish people 

and Jewish learning. Charles traveled endless miles and labored for endless hours 

to help create the State of Israel and to sustain the State against detractors and enemies., 

Charles shared the Zionist vision and his keen perceptive mind understood and had ,-

mastered the complex politics of the issue. There was no question that could be 

asked that he could not answer and no relevant issue which he had not researched., 

Thoroughness, intellectual discrimination, a fine historic sense, a sharp awareness 

of political reality - all these were part of Charles' intellectual armor and helped 

to make him one of the finest and most competent spokesmen for our people in the 

land .. 

--Charles was born into an intensely Jewish environ1nent and he received 

a classic Hebrew education. One of the blessings of 1ny rabbinate has been his constant 

presence in the congregation. He had read the books. He understood my references 

and my illustrations. He always had something pertinent to add. It is good and brae ing 

to speak to those who know and to know that there are in the congregation those who 

have no patience with vagueness or rhetoric and demand that you bring to the subject 

critical learning as well as commitment. When Charles approved I knew that I had , 

measured up. Charles was blessed with an agile and perceptive intellect which was 

wedded with his amazing vitality and his ability to work hard and long. He never 

I 

stopped until he had mastered a subject. It was only natural that in this country Charles 

should turn from Talmud to law, the two disciplines t1ta-t require the same acumen 

and intelligence. His move from the yeshivah to the law school was not an unusual 

one among the young men of his generation, but many who took this road began to 
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neglect the interests of Torah whe n their minds began to bear on American law. 

Charles retained throughout his life his love of his people, his love of their learning 

and his love of God. These were c entral elements in his spirit. Nor was his learn-

ing just an intellectual game. Charles knew no greater joy than when he led the con-

gregation in worship. The songs and the prayers of our people came familiarly and 

tenderly to his lips. 

Charles served as a lawyer in our com1nunity for nearly sixty years and 

he served with distinction and with honor. I--Iis word was his bond. As you would expect, 

his work was meticulous and methodical and complete. He was a lawyer's lawyer. 

No case went forward until it was thoroughly researched. Charles was more interested 

in the theory of th~ law than the manipulation of laws. Inevitably this man, who was 

a 
captivated by principle and legal theory, became a teacher, demanding,incisive and 

respected teacher. To Charles the law was a profe ss ion and a commib1:1ent and not 

simply a spade to dig with, the way to achieve a good livelihood. I know that he spent 

more hours than he needed to on every case. Charles I intellect and soul were in-

timately bound together. 

Charles was a small man who walked tall. I often puzzled over his seemingly 

boundless energy. I do not know where he found the time or the vigor to do all that 

he did but I do know that throughout his long life he never ceased to find days and weeks 
I 

to give to the United Jewish Appeal and to Israel, traveling on behalf of his people; 

and the time to spend the endless hours necessary to care for his law practice and 

his clients and his teaching. Somehow, with it all, he found time for a vast amoung 

of reading. His library was his most cherished possess ion. He knew his books. 

Some years ago I asked Charles to write for me an article. I \vas then editor 

of the Journal of the rabbis and I felt that it would be of interest to have his views on 
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the philosophy of Martin Buber. Charles went at the task with typical enthusiasm. 

He read or reread everything that Buber ever wrote. He wrote and rewrote, relating 

Buber's philosophy to the central problems of our day. He produced a real tour de 

force, a fine piece that many a full-time historian of phibsophy would have been proud 

to write. He achieved more than I could publish. Charles never stinted on his time, 

his energy or his work. If Charles had any failing it \vas an inability to rein himself 

in. He did not know how to skim a book. He sometimes told an audience more than 

they wanted to know. He afforded himself little time for leisure. Intensity was in

stinctive to his nature and it made hiin an attractive man for his commitments and 

his passions and his intellectual interests were compelling. You sensed in Charles 

the undaunted Jewish spirit. 

Charles invested hirnself fully in his work, his scholarship, his practice, 

tn friendship and in family. Conversation was never idle. His involvement with those 

who were nearest and dearest was total. He was blessed by a 1narriage that was full 

of love and tenderness. He and Cele built together a good home in which they raised 

their son to value the traditions which were central to their lives. They immersed 

themselves in him. They took great pride in his accomplishments, his marriage and 

their grandchildren. 

Charles had reached the four score years. At a time when o1her men retire 

to quite pleasures, Charles threw himself into the curriculum of a new law school 

and into its teaching. He did so despite the great loss that he suffered with Cele's 

death and the. sense of loneliness which overcame him. These last months were not 

easy. Charles was a fighter and all of us must be grateful that God granted a quiet 

death to this man of energy and dignity, of quality and intellect, a death which did not 

deprive hirn of the sense of self. 
Daniel Jeremy Silver 



e1t.JV1JI\... 
Wtn Baiman 

Civilization is the triumph of determined and great-hearted men over 

the jungle without and the hist within. We are met around the bier of a civilized 

man, Ben Baiman. He was a man of reason and of spirit who ceveloped all of the 

disciplines of character and of honor which separate the human beast from the 

human being. Mr . Baiman's way was the way of responsibility and hard work. He 

demanded more of himself than of anyone else and saw others for what they were and 

was utterly devoid of the prejudice which judges another on the basis of class or 

caste or color. Born without great advantage he found his way in the publishing in

dustry from the work bench to executive responsibility. Advancement came to him 

because of his merit and not because he was always struggling for advancement. 

Mr. Baiman knew how to work and he knew when to work and when not to work. 

He was not a greedy man or overly ambitious nor self-indulgent. His goals were 

not the acquisition of money or of power but t he deeds of his responsibility as 

husband and father and an opportunity to participate in the culture .and exchange 

of ideas of his time. 

He was a man of great dignity and great charm. He never imposed 

himself upon others. He was good-natured and thoughtful. There was nothing of 

the backslapper or hail fellow well met about him. He was a mari of discrimination 

and friendship was for him a real gift and a deep obligation reserved for a very 

special few . Mr. Baiman established for himself a name for competence and 

ability in his industry. He was respected for his opinions . His word was his bond . 

He worked in a world of ideas as well as a world of business . His mind was 

always well-stocked and his conversation interesting. He was a hard worker, but 
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he was more than a worker and when illness forced him to husband his energies 

and ultimately to retire he was able to settle in a family existence easily and 

naturally. What he meant to those closest and nearest they know best. It is not 

for us to intrude upon the love which he . shared these many years with his beloved 

wife and son and daughter and their families. But surely this can be said ... 



"Naked came I from my mother's womb and naked shall I return the re. " 

Our faith takes a realistic and unromantic view .of birth and death. Man enters 

.. 

the world with a cry and leaves it with a cry. He comes into it weeping and leave·• 
• 

accompanied by weeping. On ~ntering the world his hands are clenched as if to 

' 

say "the wl_>:ole world is mine, I shall inherit it;" when he departs his hands are 

·• ·. 
spread as if to say "I have inherited nothing fi:om the world. " It is to the credit • . 

of our wisdom that it insists we accept life on its own terms, the bitter without 

blinking, the end without fear. 

Life is bruising. Life is brief. All philosophies agree on this, but some 

are so discolored by childish peeve and petulance ~hat life is pictured as a worth

less thing. If we cannot have things our way - heaven on earth - we rationalize 

what is at base, self-pity. Burdened by the fear of death and puzzled by death's 

unpredictable timing many a philosophy sours on life and advises man not to 

expect either joy or peace of mind. The Greek tragedian, Sophocles, wrote, 

"Not to be born is past all saying best, but when a man has seen the light this 

is next best by far - that with all speed he should go thither whence he has come. ,, 

If the suit is not cut to our taste we declare it unsuitable and either cultivate 

a sardonic disdain or else dre_am of some golden la;11d beyond the grave which 

no one has ever seen and which, in fact, may not be. 

The Psalmist had a first-hand knowledge of pain and grief, "Out of the 

depths I call ... My soul is sated with troubles, my light draws nigh unto the 

grave, I am coW1ted with those who go down into ·the pit. I am become aa one 
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that has no help, set apart from men like the slain that lie in the grave. " Yet 

we find another and more dominant note in ·the Psalms indeed in the whole Bible 
. , ' 

an eagerness for life and a simple pleasure in being alive. Our way may be 

brief, but the view is often breath-taking. "I shall not die but live and declare 
' 

the works of the Lord. " Our people walked a bitter history. They felt the sharp 

edge of the swo_rd, the rackit1g pain of illness and the searing anguish .of torment ...... 

. 
and exile. Was it not an impertinence for th~m to declare that life can be joyous 

and pleasing? How could they? Their appreciation .and eagerness grew out of 

their faith, ~heir subtle . and wise understanding of God. Death was not to be 

feared for God ordains both life and death. The seed permits the harvest and 

the leaves fall from the tree for the new buds to have a place to grow. Within 

our bodies t~ere is a constant process of death and renewal, decay and growth. 

. . 

Each generation gives birth to its successor and must give way for the young to 

come into their proper place )and responsibility. 

Judaism's affirmation of life was born of faith and of the many memories 

of those who remained faithful to their spirit. Recall the tenderness and decency 

o.f those w~om we have loved and .lost: a father's patient strength, a teacher•~ . 

sheltering wisdom, a husband's gentle encouragement and silent understanding, 

a child's eagerness ·and innocence, a friend's fine achievement. As we pass . 

these memories before our mind we recognize that death held no fear for such . 

as these. Here were strong and proud people . . Here were vigorous and gen

erous human beings. Here was love and sometimes ecstasy. There was ac

complishment and sometimes a true nobility, there was goodness in their livee, 

.... 

' - - ·. ·--.-

• 
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peace in their homes and confidence in their hearts; and there were the dark houra, 

the struggle to make one's way, the heartache when loved ones had to be left 

behind, illness, infirmity, death. Our dead were neither innocent nor sheltered, 

yet they lived without whimpering or complaint. They said with · Hezekiah "the 

' ' ' 

living, the living, praise Thee as I do this day. " Our memories give the lie to 

all posture·s pf despair. Ma~ can c.onquer the darkness. There is the thundering . . 

slcy and the re is the bright sgn·shine. Ou~ memories give us a courage, a faith 

to reach out, to explore, to dare, to adventure, to -climb, to love, to share, to 

laugh. 

Let us go one step further into the faith that finds meaning in life. It was 

an overwrought Job who cried out: "Naked came I·out of my mother's womb, 

naked shall I return there. " His children, his health had been taken from him; 

his world had suddenly opened under him. Yet, in truth, he was not naked when 

he came into his world, he was born into a physician's skillful arms and into his 

' ' 

mother's ~ove; into civilization and into a family. Nor do we die naked. We 

die unto God's arms, ·and when we die not all is erased. There are the mem-

ories that we leave behind and more than memory there is the accomplishment, 

the home we have maintained in love, the profession we have honorably dis-. ' ' 

charged, the books· we have written, the counsel we have given, the opportunity 

we· have lent. The rabbis speak of those who leave life to the living. A re we 

not our parent's teaching? In marriage did we not grow into another's vision? _ 

Did not a friend's sacrifice spur our flagging interests? We live in a world of 

libraries and schools, of museums and welfare centers, of law and justice, of 

synagogues, of healing institutions. How came all these? Civilisation. i• the 
t 

• 

., 

... 



Dr. ~dvid Barben 

A wise man observed: "Life, happy or unhappy, successful or unsuccessful, 

is extraordinarily interesting." David found life interesting. 

Whenever we met I found him caught up in the , ideas we were talking about or 

in the program we were watching or in the people we were with. It's not that 

he exhuded nervous energy, David was a quiet, disciplined man; but, rather, he 

saw life with ever fresh eyes and took a _special joy in the opportunities each 

-
day afforded. David made the most of each meeting and his life, therefore, was a 

rich and full one indeed. 

David was born in Russia',and came here as a child. He had to work hard tp 

make his way. Though I did not know David in those years, I can imagine the quiet 

determination with which he went about getting his schooling and earning his way 

into his chosen profession. Some who have had to work hard for their success become 

so caught up in money and material rewards that these become the focus of their 

lives. That was not David's way. Success was .:friendship, a chance to share his 

healing art. David's dentistry w~s -~t the highest order, a profession and a service. 

None who came to him for help was asked whether they could pay nor d1d David seek 

a wealthy practice. He found fulfillment in being able to alleviate pain and in 

serving through his skill, he asked no more. 

David never compromised his professional standards or his honor. In his private, 

as well as his professional, life he had a warm and pleasant way about him. He was · 

full of good fun. He was a gentleman - for he is truly gentle who does the gentle 

deed. I know of few men who were less status-conscious and few who were gentler and 

considerate of their fellow human beings. He had no need to hold office or to have 

his name in the paper. He lived quietly. Happiness lay in his work, in friend- · 

ship, and though he and Lil were not privileged to h~ve children of their own, 

-
in his contacts with young people he enjoyed talking about their hopes and anx-

ieties. His spirit was as youthful as theirs and they responded instinctively t 

an adult who treated them with respect and did not pu~ _~nem down . 

• 

• 



David had a good and well-stocked mind. He and a close circle of friends 

would come to The Temple on Sunday morning, have coffee, argue the politics of the 

day, and then come late into the balcony of the sanctuary in time for the lecture. 

Piety was not his long suit, but David was a devoted Jew and interested in all 

aspects of Jewish history and deeply committed to the survival of Jewish people 

and to Israel. He would listen to what was said and if we happened to meet later 

he would always have a kind comment and a good question. 

A good son, a loving brother, David married late. He and Lil were well suited 

and for the more than thirty years they enjoyed together they rejoiced in a close

knit bond of shared interests and concerns and built together a solid marri~ge. 

Each was sensitive to the other's needs, took part in the other's careers, enjoyed 

the chance to travel· together, and cared for the other when care was needed. 

The days of our years are three score and ten, or by reason of strength four 

score years. David's years had reached full measure, and this man of quiet dignity, 

so full of kindness and sensitivity, would not have wished to live longer without 

the strength and capacities which had always been his. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

May 31, 1983 
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JACK BASKIND 

•seek not to explain God'• ~aya to man, for they are beyond 

your understanding.• Thia aage advice, spoken by our teachers mil

lennia ago, remains valid.•• cannot explain ~••th'• intrustion 

into life any more than we can explain life's original intrustion 

upon the primal emptiness. ■one among us has a superior wisdom to 

share. Indeed, the purpose of this hour is not philosophic. Rather, 

we are met as a community of sadness and a community of · faith to 

remind ourselves that death is not unrelieved loss but the trans

formation of p~rsonality into a new intimacy of memory. 

Death is n~t oblivion but a translation. As the children of 

Israel neared ·the Promised Land, God told Moses that he was about 

to die and did so using a so■ewhat surprising phrase: "Behold your 

. . 

days grow near to die.• co .. entatora were intri-gued by the choice • 
. . 

of words. Do days die? Surely not. What ~as implied was the truth 

that while the routines of . daily living end at death, that part 

of us which transcends these routines lives on with God and in the 

hearts and minds of those who knew us. We use this hour to re.mind 

ourselves of the pr~ciou~ qualiti~~ of our dead~ In doing so there 

is a measure of healing. We learn that we are not utterly bereft. 

Shortly before his death, Albert Einstein met a discouraged 

Princeton University undergraduate and, sensing his distress, 

struck up a conversation in the course of which Einstein is quoted 

as saying: •Try not to become a man of success, rather, try to 

become a man of value. He is considered successful in our day who 

gets more out of life than he puts in. 

more than he receives.• 

. 
A man of value will give 

. I 

' ' , I 

! 
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Jack Baskind was a man of quality who gave to life far more 
~c.." 

than he demanded of it. A trained pharmacist,..JIW;}o brought the highest 
( 

and most meticulous standards of his profession to bear on his every 
tt u· If\ "t 111..r.) ~ ~ 

responsibility~ hard-working, responsible, a thoroughly honest 

human being~4 man of great personal warmth and innate courtesy, 

Jack made friends wherever he went. People instinctively knew 

that here was a man of the highest quality. 

L1vE.:l 
Jack was a native son, raised in our schools, who repre-

g95tg ii 19 fyjggplf the spirit of open and considerate neighborliness 
' -u 

which we like to think t ■ kc ~ "i~"' r the hallmark of our c...,,. He made 

his store into a community center. Children felt welcome and could 

be guaranteed a sweet. Adults knew they would be listened to and 

treated well and that no personal service would be wiehheld. During 
J 

a time of change when many fled from the change, Jack and his life-

" I 
long partner remained 

thoughtfully as they had served the older. Jack was utterly free 

of snobbish pretension or prejudice. He judged others by their 

quality and not by any artificial standard of color or class or 

social status. 

There is a line in our Psalms which Jack may or may not have 

known but whose spirit reflects his own. 
,,,J 

"Gladness of heart is 

the life of a human being." Jack never begrudged the long hours or 

the responsibilities of his profession or family. He saw the pos-

sibilities in every day and rejoiced in its opportunities. Whatever 

his private cares, he kept them to himself. His thoughts were 

always to the needs of others. In brief, he was a most agreeable 

man. That is not 

was well-informed 

to say he did not have strong opinions. 
~ ~ " t.t11J W,v lJ ){ t 

and concerned/ le was not one to impose 

Jack 

his 
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views Nothing delighted him more than an opportunity to 

lend a helping hand to young people entering one or another of the 

medical professions. 
'fl.~ ~r.:J ~ .. pi-~ 

Jack was a man of seemingly boundless energy aRs wbJ=n 

1lio , ~ 1l:a,:- <JIY'tr ,.. r=; ,... ~ 0 ~ ~ c.;r Tc ~,( " 
~ c t :i ■ 1 i Pre we n t t o w o r k w i t h t he s ~me 

1
s p i r i t w h i c h h ad c h a r a c t e r i z e d 

~ Z. 'f:..;.ffi-a4_.!,_~J 
, ~ c.. ' 1 c Nr 

him all his life, helping to serve the -4.ast.iatrrfli.t::al needs of the 

JCC and becoming a friend and confidante to all who crossed his 

path. Until his last illness, he felt himself young and delighted 

in the ability to be with and among and to serve. Jack was es-

sentially a family person. His friendships were lasting and open. 

His hospitality was warm, his spirit encouraging. This man whose 

heart was so full of love was blessed with a great love. He and 

Lillian enjoyed together the closest of intimacy for nearly six 

decades. They worked together, planned together and rejoiced in 

their family together and shared many years of happiness as well 

as the inevitable moments of trial and concern. Their home was a 

warm and secure place in which they raised their daughters with 

love and with respect for their capacity. No pleasure was greater 

for them than to watch their daughters grow into their talents and 

establish themselves in their careers and bring into their lives 

the sons they never had and in time grandchildren and great-

grandchildren. 

A dutiful son, a thoughtful and caring brother, a loyal and 

devoted husband, a father who was a tower of strength and someone 

who was simply a pleasure to be with, a grandfather whose spirit 

was ever young, Jack came to the fullness of his years surrounded 

by love and respect, a man who must have known how well he was 

thought of. 
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Th ~ Bible tells us that the days of our years are three score 

years and ten or even by reason of strength some four score years. 

Jack's life had passed that mark and I suspect that during these 

last weeks of illness he recognized that his life had run full course. 

He had known the ·exuberance- and happiness of youth, the long satis

fying life of summertime, work and the respect of family in autumn 

in which he had been able to bring happiness into the lives of 

others, and now the time of peace, to be again with the God in whom 

he had faith, knowing that his memory will always be blessed by 

those who knew him. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

April 8, 1986 
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-P.oger Bercu 

This is a bitter hour. Tragedy has struck. A precious life has been 

taken from us and we have not yet reoovered sufficiently fran the blow so as 

to be able to speak consolation to those to whcr.l this loss has been r.ost griev

ous, only Gerl can canfort thEm, only their inner strength can console than. 

I have no special wisdan which can explain why some are "vv"'eakened and cut d(M711 

in their prime - nor have I the ~ to set the matter straight. ·1 cannot 

solve for you the equations of life and death nor justify before you God's 

decisions. Over the years I have learned the truth of the humble wisdan of 

the rabbis: Seek not to explain God's ways to man because these are beyond 

your understanding. 

only kno.v this. We share in a carmunity of sadness. I have 

life-long f • Roger and I go back to junior high sch(X)l where 

arrong those who c~~;C arout their studies. Over the years a have 

crossed again and again: socially, in our occasional rays on the golf 

rourse, he was my insurance his 

serioosness. His spi~it was wann, 

accepting of resp::>nsibility perfectionist, 

Fran our long association 

a rare grace and a deep 

humane; but it was also 

left a task half-

done. He gave an op· • on only when he had thoroughly ed every aspect 

of- the problem. e work~ willingly and never begrudg_ed the 

Though Roger was cut down all too early, 

he had to his credit many lifetimes of acromplishment. 

This is a time for faith, to accept what we cannot understand. Death 

is a void which only faith can bridge. Roger had a deep and close religious 

faith. He knE.W what Job meant when he affinned "the IDrd has given, the 

IDrd has taken away. Blessed be the name of the IDrd." He knew that life 

is a gift not of our chcx:>sing and that death is an exchange not of our 

willing. He knew that if we do not determine when we live or hew long, we 



( 

2 

do detennine how well. Ioger energetically and wisely affin!Ed the possi

bility which is life. Roger had numbered his days well for his was a heart 

of wisoom. 

Death is part of Gcxl's wisdan and best left His, but life is ours and 

a meaningful life is the proof of such wisdCr.l as we possess. Not all deaths 

are alike. Sate carefully husband their days. others spend the!\ carelessly. 

Sate leave no nerorial. It is as if they had never been. Sane, by the beau

ty of their lives, establish their own .irrm::>rtality. It is as if they never 

cease to be. 

When I first heard of Roger's death a line of nedieval Jewish poetry 

surfaced in my mind: "Grace was in his soul; generosity in his heart, and 

his lips were ever faithful. lbger was a quiet, straight-fo:rward, straight

backed, upright man. Guile and deceit were foreign to his nature. He es

tablished in his professim a reµitatian for thoroughness and rectitude. He 

oould be trusted not only because he spoke the truth always, but because his 

soul was full of sensitivity and CXlilcem. Roger suffered genuinely, deeply, 

when another was hurt. I never knew him to turn down sareone in need or a 

worthwhile cause. 

Grace was in his soul. We hurt for him these last years when he was 

stripped of the fullness of his strength, but his lips were sealed to self

pity, and even when the burden of understandable depression sat on his shoul

ders, Roger fought back. He continued to work. He rebuilt much of his 

strength. Illness often diminishes a persm. Rcxjer grew through his ex

perience. He never stopped readiI¥J. He never turned a!Nay fran his friends. 

Week after week he would be in this sanctuary to be with his God and be

cause he wanted to hear what I had to say am to work through what he felt 

on a particular issue. 

'l'hrough it all he never lost the dignity, the fineness of spirit or 
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the ooncem for others which were such a basic feature of his nature . Your 

presence here in such numbers testifies not only to the quality of his friend

ship and to the respect in which he was held in the \\hole cx:mnuni ty, but to 

his strength of will. Whatever his burden, Roger did not cut himself off fran 

life. I do not knew whether he knew the quotation: "Keep your fears to 

yourself and share your courage with others," but I know that its wisdan was 

instinctive to him. 

Generosity was in his heart. Few of us can recall Roger speaking a 

bitter or malicirus word alx>ut another. I know I never heard him gossip or 

speak vindictively. What I/v.e heard was a ready v.elrome: interest in our 

work and our family, serious talk about the problans of the day. Roger cared 

for another's worth, not his accidental qualities of wealth or social status. 

I often felt that he carried in his sool a utopian vision of the "WOrld as it 

ought to be, and was detennined at least to turn his little part of that 

world into a manifestaticn of the calm, the beauty, and the love which were 

the oolours of his visicn. Indeed, for a man of Roger's strength of will, 

he was surprisingly ranantic. He was not one to talk about his feelings, 

but unbidden tears of joy or sorrcw cane easily to his eyes. 

I mean it as a mark of respect when I say that Roger was in many ways 

old-fashioned. He dressed with care. He foun:l joy in his work. He watched 

his words and kept his feelings private. His "WOrd was his lx>nd. He cared 

about his country and his faith. His hane was his pleasure. He was father 

to his family wlDn he watched over with loving and protective care. 

Fanily lay at the center of R:>ger's at0tional "WOrld. He cane fran a 

loving hane and "WOrked easily and well with his father. OVer the years he 

and Don workErl together intimately and successfully as brothers and partners, 

a challenge which required great tact and Wlderstanding. His hate was a 

place of beauty and calm where he and Elaine enjoyed a close, love-filled 
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marriage. They shared c:ncum hopes am values as they faced together the 

joys and the sorrows; and together they built a hare in which their daughter 

and sons fO\llld protection, enoouraganent, love and a good neasure of under

standing. There was tenderness in this hare and wannth. Roger was easy to 

talk to, be with, patient as a listener, wise as a oounselor, gentle as a 

father. Roger faced illness and death with rare courage. You who loved him 

faced with him the days of trial with a brave courage lx>m of love. Roger is 

ro,, at peace. His pain is over. You wlD loved him rrust surmon a oourage 

which will match his. His life was devoted to your happiness. I know he 

would want ire to co\lllsel you oot to sperrl your lives grieving. He will be 

with you always, encouraging you as he always did, and hoping that you· will 

follow his way, live responsibly, live lovinJly - live. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

September 4, 1981 



BING 

July 10, 19 70 :::::, 

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

Its companion ie lont•l lnes i:.. 
Whenever it comes - whatever ite guise, 
Even when there are no tfllars 
Death is a wound. 

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

As the fallen leaf to the tree, 
Death belongs to I if e. 

It is not our purpose to live forever. 
It is only our purpose to live. 

It is no added merit that a man lives long. 
It is of merit only that his life is good. 

Let llS begin this meditation on life c.tnd death with ~ lt->d. J : H E-ptance 
of death's finality. There is no truth and n'-> oenefit in e., . ,<l • rang word• 
which seem to deny that which has hc1ppe1,ed. There is nc., uenefit 1n be
lieving that those we have lost are simply asleep, or that they have only 
temporarll y gone away. Death is a brutal enough wrench without adding 
the fru str;i.r on of hopeless hope. 

1 here 1s no .nortal power whi t i can with~tand death. For all , f our 
vauntt--d scien e c1.nd of our modern w, sdo . . \Ve .an not avoid th " e. 
Why snould we tear to say so? Why 3 h0ld ,1 be afr -lid to adrrd i , o, 
framt-- s dust a.nd -, 1r end dust, that to lo, ~ 1s to los e. and tl , •w 
clos~ -~to ""· J.J the bitterness of parting. I~ d c1.th r ally s , 

frig ning prospect? Is it not rather eltu, ental t < • .. te, a n c ·nral t ; ng, il 

deli , ate piece in God's scheme. What was it that the wise man , • '!O ,i rah 

said. 'Fear not the sentence of death. Rf'mernber, rather, the 1.t, tt : 1. 

been :!fore ,, ou and that come after you, •. ,r such is the sentence • ,t the . 
over all flesn. There is no inquisition ir. l!l grave whether you ha . li\.t ... ten 
or a hundred or a thousand years." AE, , ~od protects us in birth ar,<l in life, 
so does Ht~ shelter and protect u1 in death and beyond. Our friends, our 
loved ones have gone a common way. They do not walk alone. They walk 
a way which God ha• charted and de1igned for them. 



Let us speak of death straightforwardly. I know that if many had been 
less evasive or delicate with their loved ones, they would have been far 
less confused in their grief, far more certain of the next step, of how to 
regain the ladder which leads up from the valley of the shadows. The 
heartache of confusion cuts as close to the quick flesh as the knife of gr,ef, 
We try when it is too late to read what another had in mind, hie hope• and 
hi• dreama. How much simpler and how much wiser it would have been bad 
we apoken of death and of the burden• which will remain. 

Recall what the poet divine, John Donne, wrote: 

Death be not proud, though some have called thee 
Mighty and dreadful, 
For thou art not so, 
For, those, whom thou thinkest, thou dost overthrow, 
Die not, poor death, nor yet canst thou kill me ... 

. 
This Christian preacher was far more confident than we of a final resurrection. 
Yet we share his reassurance that "those whom thou thinkest thou dost over
throw, poor death, die not. " Death does not cancel quality nor vision, the 
truths we have set on paper, the truths that we have spoken quietly to our 
children, the love which we have whispered, our example of patient fore
bearance and of quiet strength. 

Like shadows gliding o'er the plain 
Or clouds that roll successive on, 

Man's busy generations pass; 
And while we gaze their forms are gone~ 

He lived, - he died; behold the sum, 
The abstract, of the historian I s page. 

Alike in God's all-seeing eye 
The infant's day, the patriarch's age. • 

0 Father, in whose mighty hand 
. The boundless years and ages lie, 

Teach us thy boon of life to prize, 
And UBe the moments as they fly, --

To crowd the narrow span of life 
With wise designs and virtuous deeds, 

So shall we wake from death's dark night 
To share the glory that succeeds. 

"A good life, " the Rabbis said, "hath but few days, but a good name 
endureth forever. " "The righteoue, " so they said, "are living even when 
they are dead." The life of an individual ends, but not the good thing• 
which a man ha• built, .nor the ht1h cauae1 which he ha1 aerved, nor hie 
mem~ry, nor hi• influence • 

• 
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We may have outlived our family, but they are alive in us. We 
transcend death not only in the genetic inheritance of our children, but 
in influence, through the indelible imprint of personality, through our 
identification with the timeless things of the spirit. And here we touch 
the fundamental meaning of this service. It is not an occasion to speak 
some magical incantation for the safety of our dead. Nor has it advantage 
for us if we do not more than open the floodgates of tears. This is the 
hour of remembrance. It is the hour which highlights virtue and quality. 
We see the holiness of another's life, his worth, his dignity, his sacrifice, 
and we not only recall, but we resolve. We shall not be unworthy of our 
heritage. We shall not be unworthy of the love which we enjoyed. We shall 
not be unworthy of the sacrifice made for our benefit. His work, his love, 
hie aapiration•: his hope shall be completed in ua. His dreams are our■• 

The sudden death of Louie S. Bing has left us all saddened and beref!,' 

i)ough I confesa that when I first heard of Louie' death I thanked God for 

having given this man of dignity,the dignity of a sweet death. From his 

youth Louis Bing had walked a strong and steady way. There are those who 

pass out of life and thelr place is scarcely missed. There are others who, 

bec~use of certain qualities of character and certain capacities of heart 

so endear themselves to lheircommunity and to a large circle of friends that 

their passing creates a deeply-sensed and deeply-mourned void. Louis 

Bing was such a man. He built a cherished memorial for himself through 

his years of devoted and effective service to many of the moat important s,,~ ,f,C:AI.ST 

welfare institutions of our community. He served faithfully and well and 

won the admiration of thoae who worked with him for hie vigor, his attention 

to detail, his graap of detail, his steadyness of purpose, and the breath of 

his aympathiea. In retrospect all of us, I believe, were just a bit surprised when 

we re.vjewed the many truly responaible po■ltiona of community leader-

ehlp Louie Bing had filled. He had worked • • quietly yet with obviou■ 

- ◄ 

efficiency and competency. 

li 

C 



MEMORIAL TRIBUTE TO LOUIS S. BING 

Friday, July 10, 1970 

Merciful Father, out of the depths we call unto Thee. When the chastening 

pain of sorrow and the tender emotion of sympathy turns us, half in grief and 

half in sweet remembrance, to a deep inner searching, we stand bowed in 

humility, before the wonders of Thy creation and the wisdom of Thy ways. 

In the darkness of bereavement we are drawn closer together. Hand in 

hand, we wander through the familiar streets and dwelling-places of cherished 

memory, hoping to brighten our way with the light of remembered love, of 

feelings unforgotten and ties unbreakable. 

From the first moment of man's self-consciousness, he has reached out 

to tear away the veil of Thy hidden truth and to uncover the meaning of his life 

and death. Who on earth can plumb the depths - or ascend the heights - or 

transcend the horizon of our hopes? 

Child-like, we often rebel against accepting death as a part of the whole 

pattern of life itself. We overlook the rich treasure of blessings Thou has put 

within our reach; and, p~rsuing vain desires beyond our human bounds, we 

waste Thy gifts in desperate frustration. 

Then, in the revelation of a profound experience, we are taught what life 

can really mean. We begin to understand how richly we have been endowed, if 

only with the gift of life, no matter how long or short. We begin to realize 

with what embracing fulfillment one may live, even in a moment. We become 

aware of the magnificent use to which we may put Thy gifts - measured not in the 

span of time, but in the greatness and goodness and fullness of living. 

In our maturer faith, we believe that love and the creative power of life 

are stronger than death, and not even the deepest pain of separation can destroy 

the hours of fulfillment we have known, nor thwart the promise that life still holds. 

.. .. 
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For such a faith in life - for the maturity, the strength and the courage to 

sustain it; for the wisdom to teach it to others in their hour of need, we lean 

upon Thee, 0 God, and upon the blessed memory of those whose lives, now ended, 

have enriched our experience and deepened our understanding. 

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

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

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

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

It is not our purpose to live forever. 
It is only our purpose to live. 

It is no added merit that a man lives long. 
It is of merit only that his life is good. 

Let us begin this meditation on life and death with a clear acceptance 
of death's finality. There is no truth and no benefit in embroidering words 
which seem to deny that which has happened. There is no benefit in be
lieving that those we have lost are simply asleep, or that they have only 
temporarily gone away. Death is a brutal enough wrench without adding 
the frustration of hopeless hope. 

There is no mortal power which can withstand death. For all of our 
vaunted science and of our modern wisdom, we can not avoid the grave. 
Why should we fear to say so? Why should '\Ve be afraid to admit that our 
frame is dust and our end dust, that to love is to lose, and that to draw 
close is to know the bitterness of parting. Is death really such a 
frightening prospect? Is it not rather elemental to life, a natural thing, a 
deliberate piece in God's scheme. What was it that the wise man, hen Sirah 
said: "Fear not the sentence of death. Remember, rather, them that have 
been before you and that come after you, for such is the sentence of the Lord 
over all flesh. There is no inquisition in the grave whether you have lived ten 
or a hundred or a thousand years." As God protects us in birth and in life, 
so does He shelter and protect us in death and beyond. Our friends, our 
loved ones have gone a common way. They do not walk alone. They walk 
a way which God has charted and designed for them. 
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Let us speak of death straightforwardly. I know that if many had been 
less evasive or delicate with their loved ones, they would have been far 
less confused in their grief, far more certain of the next step, of how to 
regain the ladder which leads up from the valley of the shadows. The 
heartache of confusion cuts as close to the quick flesh as the knife of greif, 
We try when it is too late to read what another had in mind, his hopes and 
his dreams. How much simpler and how much wiser it would have been had 
we spoken of death and of the burdens which will remain. 

Recall what the poet divine, John Donne, wrote: 

Death be not proud, though some have called thee 
Mighty and dreadful, 
For thou art not so, 
For, those, whom thou thinkest, thou dost overthrow, 
Die not, poor death, nor yet canst thou kill me ... 

. 
This Christian preacher was far more confident than we of a final resurrection. 
Yet we share his reassurance that "those whom thou thinkest thou dost over
throw, poor death, die not. " Death does not cancel quality nor vision, the 
truths we have set on paper, the truths that we have spoken quietly to our 
children, the love which we have whi~pered, our example of patient fore
bearance and of quiet strength. 

Like shadows gliding o'er the plain 
Or clouds that roll successive on, 

Man I s busy generations pass; 
And while we gaze their forms are gone~ 

He lived, - he died; behold the sum, 
The abstract, of the historian I s page. 

Alike in God's all-seeing eye 
The infant I s day, the patriarch I s age. 

0 Father, in whose mighty hand 
The boundless years and ages lie, 

Teach us thy boon of life to prize, 
And,__use the moments as they fly, --

To crowd the narrow span of life 
With wise designs and virtuous deeds, 

So shall we wake from death I s dark night 
To share the glory that succeeds. 

"A good life," the Rabbis said, "hath but few days, but a good name 
endureth forever. " "The righteous," so they said, "are living even when 
they are dead. " The life of an individual ends, but not the good things 
which a man has built, nor the high causes which he has served, nor his 
memory, nor his influence. 
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We may have outlived our family, but they are alive in us. We 
transcend death not only in the genetic inheritance of our children, but 
in influence, through the indelible imprint of personality, through our 
identification with the timeless things of the spirit. And here we touch 
the fundamental meaning of this service. It is not an occasion to speak 
some magical incantation for the safety of our dead. Nor has it advantage 
for us if we do not more than open the floodgates of tears. This is the 
hour of remembrance. It is the hour which highlights virtue and quality. 
We see the holiness of another's life, his worth:, his dignity, his sacrifice, 
and we not only recall, but we resolve. We shall not be unworthy of our 
heritage. We shall not be unworthy of the love which we enjoyed. We shall 
not be unworthy of the sacrifice made for our benefit. His work, his love, 
his aspiration, his hope shall be completed in us. His dreams are ours. 

The sudden death of Louis S. Bing has left us all saddened and bereft. 

Though I confess that when I first heard of Louis' death I thanked God for 

having given this man of dignity,the dignity of a sweet death. From his 

youth Louis Bing had walked a strong and steady way. There are those who 

pass out of life and their place is scarcely missed. There are others who, 

because of certain qualities of character and certain capacities of heart 

so endear themselves to their community and to a large circle of friends that 

their passing creates a deeply-sensed and deeply-mourned void. Louis 

Bing was such a man. He built a cherished memorial for himself through 

his years of devoted and effective service to many of the most important 

welfare institutions of our community. He served faithfully and well and 

won the admiration of those who worked with him for his vigor, his attention 

to detail, his grasp of detail, his steadyness of purpose, and the breath of 

his sympathies. In retrospect all of us, I believe, were just a bit surprised when 

we re..vJewed the many truly responsible positions of community leader-

ship Louis Bing had filled. He had worked ·1 •.•. quietly yet with obvious 

efficiency and competency. ~ertainly it is a tribute to the impact of his 

service and to the depth and constancy of his friendships that more than a 

decade after he left our city, so many remember and have come to pay 



• SAUL SISKIND 

LET US BEGIN THIS MEDITATION ON LIFE 

AND DEATH ·WITH A CLEAR ACCEPTANCE OF DEATH'S 

FINALITY. THERE IS NO TRUTH AND NO BENEFIT 

IN EMBROIDERING WORDS WHICH SEEM TO DENY 

THAT WHICH HAS HAPPENED. THERE IS NO 

BENEFIT IN BELIEVING THAT THOSE WE HAVE 

LOST ARE SIMPLY ASLEEP, OR THAT THEY HAVE 

ONLY TEMPORARILY GONE AWAY. DEATH IS A 

BRUTAL ENOUGH WRENCH WITHOUT ADDING THE 

FRUSTRATION OF HOPELESS HOPE. 

THERE IS NO MORTAL POWER WHICH CAN 

WITHSTAND DEATH. FOR ALL OF OUR VAUNTED 

SCIENCE AND OF OUR MODERN WISDOM, WE 

CANNOT AVOID ILLNESS OR THE GRAVE. WHY 

SHOULD WE FEAR TO SAY SO? WHY SHOULD WE 

BE ·AFRAID TO ADMIT THAT OUR FRAME IS DUST 

AND OUR END DUST, THAT TO LOVE IS TO LOSE, 

AND THAT TO DRAW CLOSE IS TO KNOW THE 

BITTERNESS OF PARTING. 
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IS -DEATH REALLY SUCH A FRIGHTENING 
PROSPECT? IS IT NOT RATHER ELEMENTAL TO 

LIFE, A NATURAL THING, A DELIBERATE PIECE 
IN GOD'S SCHEME? WHAT WAS IT THAT THE 
WISE MAN, BEN SIRAH SAID: "FEAR NOT THE 
SENTENCE OF DEATH. REMEMBER, RATHER, 
THEM THAT HAVE BEEN BEFORE YOU AND THAT 
COME AFTER YOU, FOR SUCH IS THE SENTENCE 
OF THE LORD OVER ALL FLESH. THERE IS NO 
INQUISITION IN THE GRAVE WHETHER YOU HAVE 
LIVED TEN OR A HUNDRED OR A THOUSAND 
YEARS." AS GOD PROTECTS US IN BIRTH AND 
IN LIFE, SO DOES HE SHELTER AND PROTECT 
US IN DEATH AND BEYOND. OUR FRIENDS, 
OUR LOVED ONES, HAVE GONE A COMMON WAY. 
THEY DO NOT WALK ALONE. THEY WALK A WAY 
WHICH GOD HAS CHARTED AND DESIGNED FOR 
THEM. 
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RECALL WHAT THE POET DIVINE, JOHN 
DONNE, WROTE: 

DEATH BE NOT PROUD, THOUGH SOME 
HAVE CALLED THEE 
MIGHTY AND DREADFUL, 
FOR THOU ART NOT SO, 
FOR, THOSE, WHOM THOU THINKEST, 
THOU DOST OVERTHROW, 
DIE NOT, POOR DEATH, NOR YET 
CANST THOU KILL ME ... 

THE CHRISTIAN PREACHER WAS FAR MORE 

CONFIDENT THAN WE OF A FINAL RESURRECTION. 
YET, WE SHARE HIS REASSURANCE THAT "THOSE 
WHOM THOU THINKEST THOU DOST OVERTHROW, 
POOR DEATH, DIE NOT." DEATH DOES NOT 
CANCEL QUALITY NOR VISION, THE TRUTHS WE 
HAVE SET ON PAPER, THE TRUTHS THAT WE 
HAVE SPOKEN QUIETLY TO OUR CHILDREN, THE 
LOVE WHICH WE HAVE WHISPERED, OUR 

EXAMPLE OF PATIENT FOREBEARANCE AND OF 
QUIET STRENGTH. 
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"A GOOD LIFE," THE RABBIS SAID, "HATH 

BUT FEW DAYS, BUT A GOOD NAME ENDURETH 

FOREVER.~' ~'THE RIGHTEOUS," SO THEY SAID, 

"ARE LIVING EVEN WHEN THEY ARE DEAD." 

THE LIFE OF AN INDIVIDUAL ENDS, 8UT NOT 

THE GOOD THINGS WHICH A MAN HAS BUILT, 

NOR THE HIGH CAUSES WHICH HE HAS SERVED, 

NOR HIS MEMORY, NOR HIS INFLUENCE. 

WE MAY HAVE OUTLIVED OUR FAMILY, BUT 

THEY ARE ALIVE IN US. WE TRANSCEND DEATH 

NOT ONLY IN THE GENETIC INHERITANCE OF 

OUR CHILDREN, BUT IN INFLUENCE, THROUGH 

THE INDELIBLE IMPRINT OF PERSONALITY, 

THROUGH OUR IDENTIFICATION WITH THE 

TIMELESS THINGS OF THE SPIRIT. AND HERE 

WE TOUCH THE FUNDAMENTAL MEANING OF THIS 

SERVICE. IT IS NOT AN OCCASION TO SPEAK 

SOME MAGICAL INCANTATION FOR THE SAFETY 

OF OUR DEAD. 
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NOR HAS IT ADVANTAGE FOR US IF WE DO 

NO MORE THAN OPEN THE FLOODGATES OF TEARS. 
THIS IS THE HOUR OF REMEMBRANCE. IT IS 
AN HOUR WHICH HIGHLIGHTS VIRTUE AND 
QUALITY. WE SEE THE HOLINESS OF ANOTHER'S 
LIFE, HIS WORTH, HIS DIGNITY, HIS 

SACRIFICE, AND WE NOT ONLY RECALL, BUT 
WE RESOLVE. WE SHALL NOT BE UNWORTHY OF 
OUR HERITAGE. WE SHALL NOT BE UNWORTHY 
OF THE LOVE WHICH WE ENJOYED. WE SHALL 
NOT BE UNWORTHY OF THE SACRIFICE MADE FOR 
OUR BENEFIT. HIS WORK, HIS LOVE, HIS 
ASPIRATION, HIS HOPE SHALL 8E CO~PLETED 
IN US. HIS DREAMS ARE OURS. 
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WE HAVE COME TO PAY A PUBLIC TRIBUTE 

OF RESPECT FOR A GOOD CITIZEN, AN 

ENTERPRISING BUSINESSMAN, A GOOD FRIEND, 

AND A GOOD JEW, SAULS. 81SKIND. HIS 

DEATH HAS SADDENED US ALL EVEN THOUGH WE 

KNOW THAT LIFE IS FINITE AND THAT HE HAD 

LIVED NEARLY 4 SCORE YEARS IN STRENGTH 

AND IN DIGNITY. 

SAUL MET THE OBLIGATIONS OF THE LAW 

AND THEN OF BUSINESS 8APABLY AND 

RESPONSIBLY. HE WAS A MAN OF GREAT PROBITY. 

HE SAW LIFE WHOLE. HE WAS AN EXCELLENT 

TENNIS PLAYER. IN ADDITION TO HIS OWN 

INTEREST IN THE SPORT, HE WAS AN AVID FAN 

AND PATRON OF TENNIS IN ISRAEL. HE WAS A 

MAN OF IMMENSE ENERGY AND VISION. HE 

CAME FROM HUMBLE BEGINNINGS, BUILT A FINE 

BUSINESS, AND BECAME A LEADING CITIZEN OF 

OUR COMMUNITY. 
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SAUL WAS A HAPPY MAN, THERE WAS 

USUALLY A SMILE ON HIS FACE, AND ALWAYS 

GOOD CHEER IN HIS VOICE. HE WAS A GOOD 

MAN WHO LIVED BY A HIGH CODE OF CIVIC 

DUTY AND RESPONSIBILITY. 

ALTHOUGH NOT A RELIGIOUS JEW, SAUL 

WAS A GOOD JEW. ISRAEL AND THE EVENTS 

( ·OF THE DAY WERE OF GREAT CONCERN TO HIM. 

HE WAS ALWAYS PREPARED TO MEET HIS 

OBLIGATIONS. 

SAUL HAD MANY FRIENDS AND HE DESERVED 

THEM. NO REQUEST FOR TIME OR ATTENTION 

WENT UNANSWERED. HE WAS DEPENDABLE AND 

LOYAL. MANY WHO ARE HERE TODAY WERE 

WITH HIM OVER THE YEARS. 
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THERE IS A LINE FROM PROVERBS, 

"GLADNESS OF HEART IS THE LIFE OF A MAN." 
SAUL'S SPIRIT WAS ALIVE TO LIFE'S MANY 
RESPONSIBILITIES. HE WAS NOT ONE TO 
COMPLAIN, HE WAS VISIONARY. HIS THOUGHTS 
WERE ALWAYS CONCERNED WITH DEVELOPMENT 
AND GROWTH. 

MANY BUSY MEN SPEND LITTLE TIME WITH 
THEIR FAMILIES. SAUL FOUND THE Tl~E TO 
j ,,< ~1~ ,r ~~--~ 
Si-RV~D TO BE FATH ER TO HIS 1 CHILDREN 
AND 6 GRANDCHILDREN. HE AND ROSALIND 
ENJOYED THE RAREST OF INTIMACIES, 

PARTICULARLY THE PLEASURE OF · SEEING THEIR 
2 SONS, DANIEL AND EDWARD, AND A DAUGHTER, 
EVE, GROW INTO THEIR TALENTS AND 

CAPACITIES, AND THE SPECIAL JOY OF SEEING 

6 GRANDCHILDREN FOLLOW AFTER THE FAMILY 
( TR AD I T I ON . 
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SAUL WAS GRACED BY RELATIVELY GOOD 
HEALTH UNTIL A FEW MONTHS AGO, AND WAS 
ABLE TO LIVE A FULL LIFE UNTIL ALMOST 
HIS FINAL DAY. A GOOD MAN, HE WILL BE 
SORELY MISSED. 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

FEBRUARY 26, 1989 



MEMORIAL TRIBUTE TOM. JAMES BOWMAN 

Thursday, June 25, 1970 

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

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

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

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

It is not our purpose to live forever. 
It is only our purpose to live. 

It is no added merit that a man lives long. 
It is of merit only that his life is good. 

M. James Bowman was blessed by God with unusual length of days and 

he blessed his years by the gentleness of his spirit and the vital quality of his person. 

Mr. Bowman was a basically decent, always gracious human being, a man utterly 

devoid of vanity or of pretension, who lived by the rule of goodness and spoke the 

truth. He had no patience with those who mocked the basic decencies, or scoffed at 

the es eential virtues. His friendships were solid. His pleasures were unostentatious. 

His tastes were simple yet finely honed. His eyes were clear and unusually receptive 

to the colors and harmonies of life. His way was sound. His laughter warm. His 

humor full and contagious but never sharp or vindictive. His mind keen and sound. 

His judgments sure. M. James Bowman knew the meaning of work, but he took life 

with a smile and helped many to smile. He knew men as individuals, for what they 

are. He had no patience with labels. A man was either honest or devious. His 

religion or background or race were irrelevant to his quality. One of the highest 

tributes our people could make to a man was to speak of him as ish tam v'yasher, a 

simple man and just - simplicity is probity, not cunning; understanding and not 

shrewdness. 
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M. James Bowman through the years was a faithful member of The 

Temple. He wore his faith comfortably and quielly; and , crucially he lived by 

its teachings. He was a man of deed not of oratory, a man who had a special 

awareness of the beauties of every day and a wonderful talent which permitted 

him to translate this awareness into colors and forms others could appreciate. 

What more can be said? What rmre need be said? A fine human 

being has been taken from us. He was not one to seek notoriety or public acclaim, 

but far more than many who strut the public stage, he merits our respect and our 

admiiation. For surely it is no small matter to have brought integrity to one's life, 

understanding to one's friendship, security and love to one's family, and devotion 

to one's God. 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 
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NOVEMBER 17, 1957 

WHENEVElt DEATH CCMES, IN YOUTH OR OLD AGE, IT IS UNEXP~ED. THOUGH IT IS 

ORDAINED THAT THE DAYS OF OUR YFARS ARE THREE SCORE AND TEN, FACH OF US CONTINUES • 

AS IF TOMORROW IS INEVITABLE. WE SF.LOOM PAUSE TO TAKE TO HEART THE BASIC FACT OF 

ALL LIFE - THAT THE NUMBER OF OUR DAYS IS FINITE. WHEN TODAY IS PAST THERE MAY 

NOT BE A TOMORROW. IT IS THE RARE AND UNDE$STANDING PERSON WHO OOES NOT FRITTER~""AY f"..b 
I..\ 

WASTE HIS PRECIOUS HOURS IN AIMLESS P~SUIT,flio IS CONSCIOUS OF OLD AGE WHILE . 

A YOUTH, WHO TRULY UNDERSTANDS THE'll'~F SICKNESS WHEN HE IS FULL OF STRENGTH. 

WHO SO FILLS HIS LIFE WITH MEANINGFUL ACTIVITY AND GmTLE KINDLINESS THAT WERE 

GOD TODAY TO DECREE HIS END HIS LIFE WILL HAVE HAD ITS FULFILI.MmT. 

HOW CAN WE MEASURE LIFE? THmE ARE THOSE WHOSE STAR SHINES BUT BRIEFLY, BUT 

THEY COMPACT MUCH OF UFE'S BEAUTY AND OPPORTUNITY IN A BRIEF SPAN. SHEER LENGTH 

IS NOT LIFE'S MEASURE. I SUSPref THAT LIFE'S TRUEST GAUGE IS THE STANDARD OF 

ACCOMPLISHMENT AND SEU-FULFILI.MENT. I DO NOT MEAN .., _ BY THIS illt ACHIEVEMENT 

OF PUBLIC FAME OR THE ATTAINMENT OF WEALTH. I MEAN OUR AWARENESS OF OUR OWN 

WORTHWHILENESS. I MEAN ACHIEVEMENT WITHIN THE CIRCLE OF OUR FAMILY, WITHIN THE 

FRIENDSHIP OF OUR COMMUNITY. HAVE WE MADE FULLEST USE OF OUR TALENTS? HAVE WE 

MADE THOSE CLOSEST TO US HAPPY THROUGH OUR LOVE? HAVE WE LIVED BY A STANDARD 

OF MORALITY WORTHY OF OUR OWN smsE OF PERSONAL DIGNITY1 HAVE WE SEr AN EXAMPLE 

TO OUR CHILIREN BY WORD AND DEED7(I SUSPECT THAT EACH OF US WOULD ADMIT TO BOTH 

SUCCE.SS AND FAILURE. I SUSPECT THAT EACH OF US IS HIGHLY CONSCIOUS OF WASTED 

OPPORTUNITIES, OF SELFISH COMPRCMISE. I SUSP~T THAT EACH OF US WOULD LIKE TO 

LEAD A FULLER AND RICHER AND BEI'TER LIFE. WE PROMISE OURSELVES TOMORROW WILL. 
· ,..,, •"« Pc,,,, • .,4' .,,.,, c.e."'lf\c1 .. Ml'1, ~.., 

BE DIFFERENT. DE'.ATH REMINDS US THAT THERE MAY BE NO TOMORROW. LET US HOPE THAT •• ~ 

THE LESSON OF TODAY'S GRIEF MAY BEAR THE SEED OF TCMORROW'S GLORY. 
'}t>&,....l~ 

Jj;QI illttl~ Ct1ft'l SET FOR US A FINE EXAMPLE. AS WE THINK BACK OVER HIS LIFE 

7b-p,.,. 
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OUR HEARTS OVF.RFLOW WITH ~RATITUDE TO GOD. HIS 72 YiLTtS WERE FULL YEARS, YEARS 
• 11\&..lll&Ylt.C ,,., 

RICH IN FAMILY AND IN FRIElJDSHIP, YEARS OF GOHPblJtalli IN HIS CHOSEN PROFESSIONA•tt 

IN CIVIC ENTERPRISE. MR. SINGER WAS DEDICATED TO THE LAW. HIS PRACTICE WAS FOR 

HIM A PROFESSION OF SERVICE. FOR OVER HALF A CENTURY IT AFFORDED HIM 'PHE OPPOR

TUNITY TO HELP MEN WHO NEEDED HIS AID. IT ENABLED HIM T11"'ifKE THIS COMMUNITY A 

BETTER PLACE IN WHICH TO LIVE. IN FIGHTING FOR THE RIGHTS OF OTHERS HE WAS 

FIGHTING FOR THE WELL-BEING OF ALL. WHEN MEN ABIDED BY THE LAW, A TRULY JUST 

AND FAIR SOCIEl'Y WAS IN THE MAKING. AT THE VERY CORE OF HIS PERSONALITY THERE 

WAS EMBEDDED A BELIEF IN JUSTICE A~"D RIGHT SUCH AS FILLED THE HEART OF THE 

HEBR&/ PROPHET. THROUGHOUT HIS LIFE MR. SINGER LIVED UP TO THE STRICTEST STANDARDS 

OF HIS PROFESSION AND LIVED A LIFE OF EXEMPLARY SERVICE.NJ uul( llc.C' 

MR. SINGER HAD A DEEP RESPEJ;T AND ABIDING LOVE FOR HIS FAITH. IT TAUGHT HIM 

THE PROPHEI'IC PRINCIPLES OF JUSTICE AND RIGHT. THE TEACHINGS OF THE TORAH WERE 

DEAR TO HIM. ITS WORSHIP WAS A WELCCME DISCIPLINE OF WHICH HE AVAILED HlMSELF 

RIDULARLY. JUDAISM'S WAY OF LIFE WAS HIS. THE TEMPLE AND ALL IT STOOD FOR WERE 

IMPORTANT TO HIM. FE,/ MEN IN OUR CONGRF.GATION CAN MATCH THE REGULARITY OF HIS 

ATTENDANCE AND THE DEGREE OF HIS INTEREST. THROUGH THE ALCHEMY OF LOVE MR. SINGER 

TRANSLATED HIS OWN POSITIVE ATI'ITUDE TO JUDAI~ TO HIS FAMILY. C&!ii&llzY HIS .,,..__ 
FAITH ENCOURAGED HIS SON TO UNDERTAKE THE DIFFICULT MISSION OF THE RABBINATE, Me 

HE PROFESSED A VOCATION DEDICATED TO THE SERVICE OF GOD AND OF OUR FELLOW~MAN. 

THROUGH FORTY YEARS OF HAPPY MARRIAGE MR. SINGER BROUGHT ONLY HAPPINESS AND STRENGTH 

AND UNDERSTANDING TO HIS BELOVED WIFE. TOGETHER THEY BUILT A HOME STRONG IN LOVE 
• liOll\e 

AND DEDICATED TO THE RIGHT, IN WHICH THEIR CHILDREN GRE,W UP INTO COMPETENT ADULT_, 

HOOD. TOGETHER THEY aJJOYED THE PRIVILIDE OF GRANDCHILDRm GROWING STRONG IN 

MIND AND IN BODY. 

IN HIS LAST ILLNESS MR. SINGF.R EVIDENCED THAT STRENGTH AND CHARACTm WHICH 
/!':_c..c.,s_rr,P 1t r 

WERE so MUCH A FEATURE OF HIS PERSON. HE ~ee&HhilinED HIS DESTINY' ~ DID Nar 

"" e N~ V f£. ((._ COM"(. •""'c• COMPLAIN AGAINST FATE. HE SOUGHT TO ENCOURAGE THOSE WHO CAME TO VISIT. HE WOULD 



ASK NOW THAT THOSE WHO ARE NEi R AND DEAR TO HIM TAKE COURAGE. THAT THEY RFMEMBBE 

NOT 0,--■ 1 THAT HE HAS DIED, BUT THAT HE LIVID. -r ~~ k. .o.:,,.t ~ >•4 Ci'• 
h-f,at..t.ro" -r••I _u.. ... ._. .. ., ,...l lato,,~ ___..._ J2.f ...,._J u=t.J "~ . .__..,.-a~ ~9#7 4 ,. s, ~ i • 

(4' 1c( ._t ■ C Qe....( foe•• --s (9 c::-.. •/J«;.,c., ~ ..IJ ~ e9,e,4,cp -- -r~ c Ct• ,.,....-

e,,..."4_.....,c.,. uo-c, . ....,.-,,-



JEROME BRA UN January 5, 1962 

We are here in tPih I z a J respect to a friend whose presence will be 

lovingly missed. Our hearts are hea~J, our minds close to the reality of 

death. Mystery looms before us. No one knows what lies beyond the bourne of 

time and space. We can not mark the road our beloved now walks. Yet there is 

no fear in our hearts, for death is both an end and a beginning, a conclusion 

and a connnencement. In death as in life we walk with God. As He sheltered and 

protected us in life, so does He sustain and encourage us unto eternity. 

To think of death is to confront mystery. Death does not demand under

standing, rather it demands that we reacquaint ourselves with life. For death 

underscores the value of life, the privilege of life, the imperative to use our 

lives wisely. "Teach us, 0 Lord, to nwnber our days, that we may get us a 

heart of wisdom." For each of us there is an allotted measure of days. What 

we do not accomplish within that time is forever undone. Some squander their 

time. The wise compress and compact into their days many lifetimes of 

accomplishment. What is accomplishment? Fulfillment of our talents, repayment 

of the debt of love that we owe to our family and friends, enlistment in the 

service of God. 

we are assembled in tribute to a beloved friend and companion. As we 

rehearse his talents,the qualities of Jerome Braun's mind and person, we are 

impressed by his energy and effectiveness but even more by the sum of his 

accomplishments. Jerome Braun was by training and conviction a man of the law. 

He viewed the law as a profession. He had little patience with those who used 

its li4enj'e for personal gain. To Jerry the law offered opportunity for 

car tlcss arl s ef personal service and for a a g 2 c commitment of person to 

the democracy he loved so well. He rejoiced in American freedom. He felt 

blessed by his citizenship, and he was resolved to repay, through government 
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service, the debt of obligation each of us recognizes but most of us seldom 
,-l 

Of old, the prophe~·of Israel counseled 81W8PMent officials fully discharge. 
?\.,.-.,o! 

i.tar seek justice and j;.o--establish rectitude and righteousness in the gates. This 

was Jerry's goal and torment. His energies were ever marshalled to root out (4,..,., 

(6 
self-s~rving, to discredit greedi to protect the wellbeing of the people. 

Intellectual honesty, moral courage, probity and principle, these were the four 

a ·c for which our nation and we, 
( 

as citizens, are deeply grateful. 

It is difficult at this hour to understand the purpose of God's decrees. 

Jerome Braun was a good man, a gentleman, unselfish, high minded, full of love 

for his family and affection for his fellowmen. Yet he was not destined to live 
r,s e, 

out the fabled three score years and ten. God 1s ways are ~decipherable 

~ man, Shall we doubt God's goodness? Even in this hour of deep grief, can 
~J.... 0<..... v.TA-l ~N4.\f/ES< we not bless~ for ti're half-century of v~sgp aftd energy, of tireless dedication 

~ the Ja..-, of happy friendship and of abiding love. Jerry's life was .ll •ee 
Ill~ ,~ 

brief, but fall ::ef- accomplishment. Ea.e'1 of tts Was blessed -Oecalise t f6d al) gwed 
~ •• 0.1 

~is man ~ hif;h pring~nQ fine sp;iri:t: ±ac] j J[A QRIRg us. it is not the 

length of a man's life but the use of his talent which establishes its meaning.:/, 
Iv "-4.;. 

Jerome Braun was a serious man. He was a student, well read in many fields. He 
~- ~ ~ 

took nothing on faith, so did not take to himself conventional prejudices which 

pass from man to man. ~e4live ~ a plea&ure seekinE and acquisitive age, an 

d have b 

f:eolish lead w1trotib!!.Gd liuaa. ne cannot but think of Jerome Braun but as a 

quiet man. He bore himself with dignity. He seemed to possess that rare 

quality which we call peace or mind. He was at peace with himself, a peace 



surely to rise above their tears, to retain even in love his memory and to 

remember imt the years ahead not so much the bitter fact of his death but the 

blessed memory of his life. He prayed that they might enjoy fully the beauty of 

life. He hoped that their lives would be full of blessing, so now he would pray 

that they miP,ht be granted strength sufficient to beNin again life's adventure, 

to walk again eagerly along life's way and to find again in the days ahead the 

beauty of life which he sought to paint for them. 




