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'lhe sudden death of a dear 1'riend has shaken and saddened 'us all. ,H1 J ts- Mfe 

.wu-e1Y11:ts 1\tll. tide . ...........,,._ath came· for h~ "as anm 1 °'' Wfti:eh flies by day am as de­

struction which wastes at noonday." We have not yet -:cane alive .1'ran. the stunning blow . 

so as to be able to speak words of.comfort to those to whan this loss is the closest. 

Only God can canfort them. Only their own inner strength ~ sustain th_em. Only 
• 

the lmowledge that in death he whan· they now roourn is canpletely worthy of their sor-

row; as in life he was or their great love and devotion. 

At this bitter hour I am reminded of the ancient counsel: "Seek not to ex­

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

not of our choosing; death is a fact not of our willing. We do not 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 JTX)St of this 

blessing. A day can be rich in achievement or empty of meaning . . The greatest of po­

etry and art can be created •in a few brief hours and there are those, not without tal­

ent, who 11 ve many years - hollow and 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 fulfilled. Their life 

~yielded~ aburx:lant harvest. 

This, too, I affinn: death is not pa.in but the absence of pa.in. Death is oot 

oblivion but the translation or . love into a new intimacy of meroory. We cry today for 

ourselv!,?s. The loss and the pa.in are ours. He is at peace. He is with God. His peace 

is timeless. It 1s our loneliness that is a daily burden. 

We meet here as friends and ow sense of corrmunity helps to soften-the bitter~· 

ness of this hour, yet, there is no polnt in derwing its bitterness and its cruelty. 
~~ • 

A precious life has been taken from us . . IJII (r ~ eu~ u ~-', :..i:: ;.:;.:LB !'. , • ~~ \r~.-.deserved 
. 

more. Goodness deserves life. There is no explanation but at least we can say that 
• J 7- t 

he used each day granted him fully and well. In the years that were his ~"established 
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' Base of ~ :!:e1a; s : ~ • !!lli&AS 1R&A ..... ~~- a close the .ties '( family. 

He was no stranger to illness. Iarry had -had to face the possibill~y of death 

at an age mst of us are thinking only of establishing our -career and our future. It 

is a l'emarkable tribute to his courage and strergth of will that he did not succomb to 
. 

despon:lency or· self-pity. Most would have becane enbittered and turn d aga1rst life. 

Larry kept his good huroor and his basic gentleness. He fought the shadows and despair. 

He fought to live am to the errl he remained determined to make the most of each day 

granted to him. He~ realistic about his future, but he never gave i1l to his fears. 

A poen by Dylan Thanas, a favorite of Iarry's catches the indanitable spirit which was 

his soul. 

. . ' . 
Do not go g~ntlc i~to that good night, \ : 
Old age should bu~ and rayc at close of day;_ 
Rage, rage against the ~ying of th~ light. .. 

Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 
Because their words had forked no lightning they 
D6 not go gentle into that good night. 

Good men, the last wa"vc by, crying ~ow bright 
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. . 

Wild men who ca~ght and .sang the sun in flight, 
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 
Do not go gentle into that good night. . 

Grave ~en, near death, who ~cc ~ith blinding sight 
Blind eyes ~ould blaze like_ meteors and be gay, . 
Rage, rage 'against the dying of the light. _. 

And you, my fat her, there on the sad height, 
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 

. Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

l 
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I grew to know Larry in two ways: as a father, careful of the rearing of his 

children, loving, tender, full of wann humor, yet determined that each should reach 

his full capacity; and as a friend whom I would visit in his pain, who faced limitations 

on his mobility and death with a courage that ccmnanded admiration. Somehow, he always 

SUl111'X)ned the strength to pull himself back into life and into his profession arrl good 

spirits. It was a rerrarkable achievement, one I have rarely seen equaled. It grew 

out of the man h:1mself and out of his faith, for Larry was a deeply pious Jew. He 

Caine to Temple on crutches and a wheelchair, somehow he came. His was a deep and all­

encompassing faith in God, prayer and decency, and I would like to think that he fourd 

encouragement and renewal. 

Many of you knew Larry as a colleague in the law and as a trusted adviser. You 

had spoken to me of a quality of his mind and of the attention he gave arw problem. 

The rules he lived by were professional and clear. His word was his bond. He was 

forthright, never manipulative or devious. Many of you knew him as a kind arrl loyal 

friend, warm, empathetic, courteous, one who loved sport, good talk, sailing, the out­

doors. Larry was remarkably without side. He seared to take no interest in the status 

games people play. His spirit was open, rarely jud@'nental. He saw the best in others 

and brought out the best in them. His humor was warm, never a putdown. His friendships 

were constant but, most of all, he was a man of family. Their happiness was his. A 

loving and attentive son, a helpful ard considerate brother, in all things a family 

man. With Stefanie, Larry shared tender love and an open and satisfying frierdship, 

joy and sorrow, intimacy and fulfillment. Together they established a happy home founded 

on mutual understanding, a wann encouraging place. Together they kept their home light 

and happy. Here love ard laughter, high standards and constant support were never far 

from the surface. Together they raised their children to know the good values and the 

happy possibilities, to know that they were respected and loved for themselves. 

Larry's death has left a void. No words can min:lmize your loss but in rna.rw 



ways you are together still. Memories do not die. A happy, humane and honorable life 

does not end with death any more than the song ends when the last note is sung. Echoes 

linger on. You will be reminded often of the moments that you shared, the words that 

were exchanged, the wisdom he offered and, most of all, I suspect, by the truly re­

markable example of raw courage which was the hallmark of his life. 

Daniel Jereny Silver 

October 24, 1980 



Marvin L. Kahn 

The sudden death of Marvin Kahn has saddened all of us. To us~ the 

Psalmist's phrase, death came to Marvin as an arrow that flies at noonday, and 

most of us have not recovered sufficiently from the shock to be able to speak the 

familiar words of consolation. What we offer each other here is our presence - the 

fact that we are all part of a community of sorrow. In time I am sure we will be 

comforted that God gave this man of dignity the dignity of a sweet death. Until then 

our sense of being together warms us against the cold. 

The 90th psalm reminds us the days of our years are finite and challenges 

us to number our days that we may get us a heart of wisdom. The foolish fritter 

away the opportunity that is life. The wise seize the opportunity of each day and fill 

it with a fine measure of achievement. Marvin was a striving, hard-working man. 

From his youth he walked a strong and determined way. Marvin was not a man to 

stand aside and watch life flow by. He was a doer - a builder. From the moment 

when responsibility was thrust upon him in his youth to the day of his death Marvin 

seized each opportunity and used each day to the fullest. He was a small man who 

walked tall. Every inch of his frame was compacted of energy and vitality. His 

mind seized a problem and would not let it go. His energies were resilient and 

allowed him to keep at his work long after others had gone home or settled for a 

less demanding routine. He not only raised himself rung by rung in one of the 

major corporations of our community, but was integral to its growth. None be­

grudged him success because he so clearly had earned it. Marvin saw to the heart 

of any matter. He understood human nature and he appreciated character and honor 

and loyalty, the qualities that were basic to his nature. 
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Marvin was of that persevering band of men who work to establish the 

economic strength of our community, men who know the meaning of endless hours of 

work and of responsibility for large sums and many lives, men who are not afraid 

to take chances. Obviously, such men are tough-minded, sometimes opinionated, 

and ambitious, but if it were not for their energy and their grit much of the pros­

perity and the economic health of the nation would never have emerged. 

Some men who are caught up in the world of industry have no other world. 

Marvin's mind was alive to the issues of the day. He was a voracious reader, al­

ways well-informed. He had no patience with the trivial. He thought about politics 

as well as profits. He read fiction as well as the financial page. His soul delighted 

in song and melody. Music was a release and a joy . . The garden was a release and 

a fulfillment. 

Marvin had good friends, friendship was a matter of mutual respect. His 

way was not that of shallow camaraderie. He judged others for what they were, not 

for the accidents of birth or social position. He could be counted on to support all 

the useful institutions and needed charities of our community. 

Marvin rejoiced in his success, ,but his greatest joy came within the circle 

of his family. His youth had been an endless series of moves in his adult life. His 

home provided the roots - the stability and encouragement which nourished his soul. 

He and Sylvia enjoyed a happy relationship. For nearly forty years they built together 

and planned together and shared the inevitable joys and sorrows of life and took great 

pride in the growth and promise of their son and of their daughter and in the noise 

and the love of their grandchildren. Marvin built his home solidly, as he did all 

else. 



• • • 

3 

In these last years of success he built into a new home all of his dreams 

-
and expectations - it was to be his Promised Land. Here his soul could put down 

its roots and expand. Here was proof of his achievements, a place for the family 

that was so central to his being, room for music and song, and an outdoors to culti­

vate and make green.' It is too bad, really, that Marvin's real aesthetic talents did 

not have a chance to be fully exposed. He had a good eye and a trained ear and a 

strong sense of line and color. There was something of the artist in this man which 

might have unfolded in the years ahead, but it is not given to any of us to cross into 

the Promised Land. We die always this side of the Jordan. Ours is the long trek, 

the test to walk ·with courage and perseverance. May God comfort his dear ones 

whose personal bereavement is greater than ours. They will be encouraged, I know, 

by the host of strong and significant memories which Marvin has bequeathed them. 

"They never die who live in the hearts of those who love them. 11 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

February 21, 1977 



TI1e meaning of death is beyond our grasp. A moment such as this is a 
t t€ wtt--~ • t..i. 

tirn.e for a siinple expression of Job's faith: "The Lord has given, the Lord has ,.. 

taken a,vay, blessed be the name of the Lord." This is a time to put philosophy be-

UAJJ ' \ . I'. (., hind us and to accept as patiently as we can the ht)4Jtasies of Gea'a phu1. 

Death is beyond comprehension but death is not without instruction. Death 

insists that we consider the preciousness of each day. Perhaps that is why our faith 

suggests that we reread the 90th Psalm: "The days of our years are three score years 

and ten or even by reason of strength sorr1e four score years. Yet is their pride but 

travail and vanity. It is speedily gone and w e fly away. So teach us, O I.Jard, to 

~ )tl/ ~ ~ )if number our days, that they may get us a heart of wisdom. 11 1il21 ,Jeoe,, iY our daily 

routines ,ve often forget that our days are not limitless. Today may be the only op-

portunity we will have to offer ourselves in service or to speak words of love and 

encouragen1.cn t. 

TI1e 111.ystery of death 1s beyond our co1nprehcnsion. The message of death 

touches the preciousness of each day. The challenge of death is to accept the hard 

truth that one who had been an intimate will no longer be with us. We want to deny, 

but we cannot and must not. There is a new reality and we must learn to live with it. 

hand we 

To grieve is to experience the thrust of conflicting emotions .. 

'~"tYJt-.. J ~ ,I U" are grateful that the agony o disability at I llf LIL is n,.e WJ ma. ,,,. 

On the one 

Death is 

, o~~ 
not pain hut the cessation of pain. At the same time we begrud~e the loss of tJ se 

w n>' I ~.f. ~ 0 ~ eN Ul~ ~ <.J 
who h,a ve bs111 seolra! ts onr Ji •tee. Actually, any number of conflicting feelings 

move in our souls. No relationship is without stress. We lie to ourselves if we pie-

~ ~~ . \<. t\. r]\ (j M ~ '- \C! N '-'S f.t ·~ ture any friendship as always sattsfying. Inevitably, there are moments of distance 
~ ~ ~ ,-,."-'- J' f~OCJ (,a ft' t r,1, L. 

or :rr ~s/Png. Each of us has his or her own set of emotional capacities and sensiti-"""" a 
/4i 

vities. We go at life differently. We see life differently. We judge everything and 
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everyone from our private biases. Everyone seeks fulfillment and satisfaction ia 

l"£a.. b l , , .;,_,.,Wf\ o ,I'- Jo., c. 
ll!S,.i ut not al of us can express our feelings consistently or s~•••••fsll; al's·r.soa.ve 

,_,.fa e" ,. ,.14 l " P: :· .., • ,_..,, , 
a -t.ne an1ng 1nto our ltfe wh1ch 1s geoei:a 11 y &r,p1uved. iu,ae lu,e-ee.~H, n.na s•oa1diJy:. 

• r ~ ,': - . ·' , , r L 011 "'",. , 

.Q.th_ers keep their (eelin2s bott]e_d ► u1-1 · aUR1 rtnd tt di:fftcalt fo d[§drttangfe t!1e1119clvcs 

f,reM Fil1iuate cw gos. 

David Green was not an easy man. He worked hard. He was not easy on 

himself. IIc was not easy on others. He \vas a dcter1nined and creative businessman. 

He was not one to shirk responsibility. Those who knew him as coinpanion and neigh­

bor speak of a genial friend \vhose conversation was bright, full of verve and wit. He 

bore himself with dignity and \Vas ahvays full of optimism about the future. \Vhatever 

a day's frustration or defeat, he rose on the morrow eager to face the \Vorld. 

# 

David led a peripatetic life, but there \vas a solid core to his existence. 

This solid foundation was provided by his women: the mother he adored; the wife he 

cherished and to whom he was \vholly devoted - whom he cared for in health and in 

illness; his daughters whose achievernents and fan1ilies were so solid; his grand-

daughters, each of whom became a woman of consequence in her own right. I can-

not believe that a man whose women were of such quality did not himself exhibit 

meaningful qualities .. 

What more can be said? What more need be said? Each of us seeks his 

own destiny as best he can.. David walked his own way and was rewarded in a 

special way. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

March 20, 1979 



WALLACE RICH 

These things are beautiful beyond belief 

The pleasant weakness that comes after pain 

The radiant greenness that comes after rain 

The deepened faith that follows after grief 

And the awakening to love again. 

Were I a music~an, I would try to weave this transcendant theme into 

a fugue and to play it now. Mu·sic would speak more adequately 

than words what is in our heart - love, pain, empathy for an ang­

uished soul, grief for a good friend, a sharp sense of personal loss. 

There are feelings which do not yield to language, mysterious 

elements which touch the limits of frustration and the heights of 

love. The theme of such a fugue: that time heals and that we will 

awaken from our grief and love again is both true and appropriate. 

However dark the night, there is always another dawn. Today a 

sense of finality weighs upon us, but if we persevere and keep 

going we will awaken again to feeling, and even joy. 

Music expresses, it does not explain. I have no explanation. 

Life is fragile. At times like this we need not words but a sense 

that others link hands with us as we walk life's stormy way. We 

share in a community of love and of grief and are encouraged. 

Almost unbidden a thought co■es to mind. There is so much 

in our conventional wisdom which . would have us believe that con-

fidence and sunshine are the stuff of life. The unique prosperity 

and technology of our age has made us forget the older experience 

which knew life as freighted, shadowed and uncertain. The truth 

is that life is always a struggle with ourselves, with the situation 

in which we find ourselves and with dark voices within. Who of us 

sleeps easily and without care every night? 
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Another truth is that each of us is unique. Some are taller 

and others shorter. Some have a sturdy emotional frame while others 

are as sensitive as a spring flower. We must face life with what 

we are given and for some this is incredibly difficult. 

full of unexpected turns and love does not conquer all. 

Life is 

There are 

times when all the love and understanding a family can give cannot 

relieve the pain in another's soul. I often wish that we would 

talk to our children about the gray days as well as the sun-filled 

ones, about life as it is, with all of its uncertainty and con­

fusion, about human need, as it is with all of its variety and 

complexity. 

Life tests us all. Romantic innocents talk glibly of peace 

on earth, of joy unbounded and real security; but all honest phil­

osophers insist that the way is hard, the burdens are many and 

nothing is certain. To live is to be bruised. No life is always 

calm and endlessly placid. At times we are pushed beyond our 

capacity to accept. At times we are driven by needs and passions 

we hardly understand and barely cont~ol. What may seem to an out-

sider a life of privilege may in fact be beyond our capacity to 

manage. It is well to keep in mind the old rabbinic saying: "Never 

judge another until you have stood in his place." Who knows the 

needs and fears which surge in another's soul? . Who knows how 

another expresses his love. Ours is not to judge, only to grieve; 

to grieve a responsible and decent man, to grieve one who met 

every obligation as best he could, but ultimately found life be­

yond management. 

Wallace was a lifelong member of The Temple. He was con-

firmed at our altar and had the privilege of seeing bis so beloved 

son confirmed there in turn. He was a good Jew, a good friend to 
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many, a wholly responsible human being, a hard and honorable 

worker. What he lacked was good luck and the ability to express 

the deepest feelings that surged within. A diligent and loyal 

employee, he discovered late the full extent of the cruelty of the 

world. That cruelty was utterly foreign to his nature which was 

based on a favorite phrase: "A day when you can't cause a person 

to laugh is a day wasted." He believed that you gained success by 

showing capacity, not by elbowing people aside. Blessed with the 

love of his family, his son and most especially with a good and 

loyal wife, he still could not find it within him to speak of his 

anxieties and anguish. A proud man, he believed that one carried 

his burdens privately, and ultimately they overwhelmed him. 

Now we stand here united, a community of sorrow, good and 

lifelong friends who cared and tried, a wife who stood fast, whose 

love never broke, whose care was always supportive. With us there 

are no words, only the music, the love, the grief which binds us 

close. I have no explanations, only concerns. I have no words, 

only the confidence that every night must end - that there is 

always a new dawn. 

What though the radiance which was once so bright 

Be now forever taken ~rom 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. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 
August 10, 1987 
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Dr. David Kallman 

We are met in respect, love and admiration to the memory of Dr. David 

Kalhpan. By profession a physician, Dr. Kallman served with consummate skill 

and unbounded sympathy. His patients were his friends. He knew them not as case 

histories, but as human beings whose every concern became his. Dr. Kallman's medi-

cine was professionally superior and exceptionally sympathetic. No demand on his 

time was begrudged. No concern of a patient was dismissed unheeded. No call for 

help was pushed aside because it was inconvenient. Dr. Kallman sought neither great 

wealth nor social status, but the reward of a sound body and a relieved mind. Is it 

any wonder that patients became friends and friends patients? Is it any wonder that 

he earned the esteem of his colleagues who respected equally the quality of his medi-

cine and the humanity of his practice? 

David was a small man who walked tall. He was straight-backed, upright, 

vigorous, dexterous - a fighter for what he knew to be right and necessary. Dr. Kall­

man did what he felt needed to be done. There was a right way and a wrong way. There 

was only one way. Guile and deceit were foreign to his nature. His lips were sealed 

to self-pity and pettiness. His heart overflowed with a great love of life. His was 

an open heart, full of empathy and consideration and love. His mind was determined, 

curious, bright, independent, well-trained. His spirit was warm, good-humored, 

kindly, considerate. It was always a pleasure to be in his company. 

David came to these shores as a youth, As a youth he experienced all the 

hardships and challenges of an immigrant. Nothing was given to him. He had to make 

his way. Even as a youth he was responsible for others, yet, responsibility never 

hardened his spirit or made him selfish. His soul had no room for selftshness. His 

was an instinctive response to another's urgency. He studied and labored long hours 
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without complaint, with love, with fixed purpose and, wonderfully, he was always 

excited and fulfilled by his work. I would like to believe that David's spirit was rooted 

in and grew out of the traditional values of our people. David had a broad special 

knowledge of our Jewish tradition. His was a rabbinic tradition. Before he studied 

medicine he had mastered much of the Talmud. Jewish wisdom was second nature to 

him. Hard-headed, insightful, optimistic, pragmatic, principled, he was a quintes­

sential Jew. 

There are some who labor tirelessly and achieve professional claim, but 

who do so at the expense of the personal side of life. David Kallman was admired as 

much as a person as a physician. For all his accomplishments, he remained a humble 

and unpretentious man. He had little, if any, need for display or applause. Though 

his mind was occupied with medicine, it V{aS never preoccupied to the point of dis-

traction. He was well- read, alert to the problems of the day, sensitive, even tender 

to the feelings of others. There is a line in our book of Psalms which comes to my 

mind as I think of Dr. Kallman - "Gladness of heart is the life of a man. 11 His spirit 

was effervescent, his humor warm, his sympathies broad, his loyalties lifelong and 

his life full. 

Your presence here is itself a tribute to David's warmth, to the vitality 
• 

of his spirit and to the quality of his friendship for he had been in our city for only 

a brief time. Others might have remained anonymous. David reached out and drew 

to himself a whole circle of friends. David reached out and served in any number of 

useful activities. 

David was a good listener and an interesting conversationalist - a rare 

combination. Above all, he was husband and father, son and brother, a human being 

- ' - -- - -- -- - ---- ~ ---------
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who knew how to share love and how to accept love; as head of his family his hand 

was steady, his spirit determined, his judgement sound. A tender, loyal, devoted 

husband, his home was a place of love and full of blessing and of encouragement. His 

wife was his delight, his daughters were his joy, his grand children his fulfillment. 

What more can be said? What more need be said? 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

March 3, 1977 
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MAX KATZ July 11, 1960 

We are met to pay our last tribute of respect to one of our midst who has 

passed from our sight. As always at such an hour we stand grief-laden before 

the curtain or death. We cannot draw that curtain aside. What awaits beyond is 

forever hidden from our view. 

In time each of us will pass beyond this divide. When we do, we will not 

know what awaits us there. Yet we will cross over in faith - in the faith that 

a kind God and father, who has given to us life, will not forsake us in death. 

As he welcomed us into this life and protects us here, so will he shelter us and 

sustain us unto eternity. That he will be near us we will be sure. We need not 

fear, for heaven will support us. 

To face death is to be reminded of life's swift passage. Our youth seems 

only yesterday, our days so few. To face death is to be reminded of the uses to 

which we must put our life. We do not know what lies beyond. We do know the 

nature of that service of love and kindness, of gentleness and courage, which we 

must tender here and now, and since we do not lmow when our hour may cane, is it 

not folly for any of us to put off our generous instincts and our honest 

illpulses, feeling that there may ,et be time? There may never be time. We are 

not masters of our destiny. We do not determine when we are to die. To live 

our days, however long they be, ably and well, is the burden and the challenge of 

life. 

We are met to pay our last respect• to Max Katz. It was not my privilege 

to lmow Mr. Katz, but his friends and intimates speak of one who loved life, who 

had a zest for living, and who grew to accept not only the privileges but many of 

the responsibilities of life. Our sages say that man can be likened to the 

flowers ot the garden. Some men burst into radiant bloom early in the springtime 

or their lives. Others put forth their llossoms much later in the season. Yet 

their budding also adds beaut7 and color. Mr. Katz found, in the late summer of 



his life, happiness and the pleasure of sharing his destiny with one who was 

devoted to him. A man of maey interests, his ideas matured with his years, and 

as friend, husband, and parent he learned the fulfillment that canes to every 

man when he transcends himself, when he gives to life more than he demands of it. 

Mr. Katz knew the meaning of work -- hard work. He was never one to shirk 

responsibility. He fulfilled every business obligation he under took, for his 

good name was most precious .to him. In an age IIUCh prone to be self-indulgent 

Mr. Katz set an example of determined labor and diligent application which all 

of us may follow with profit. Always a man of wit and charm, Mr. Katz became 

a gentleman generous of himself, grateful to those who brought him love and 

fulfillment. With his bride of his later years he built a marriage on the firm 

foundations of devotion and tenderness. Together they shared a rich and 

fulfilling experience. We pray that she may find consolation in the days 

ahead and that she will remember that her beloved would want her to walk again 

happily along life's way. 



./ 

Richard Keller 

My Dear Friends: 

A sudden_ tragedy has brought us together in this hour of tribute 

to one with whom it is incredibly difficult to associate the thoQiht of death. 

Richard Keller was struck down in the fullness of his strength, while he 

was still unfolding his talents onto the drawings, the designs and the work 

which was dear and significant to .. ~ipi. Dick was such a vital person, such 

an ardent spirit, so quick minded, so responsive to all that was beautiful 

and satisfying in our world, so determined to be part of a more just and 

. more gracious community; that many of us came to think of him as elemental 

and we failed to associate with him the inevitable fact of mortality. When-

ever we were together there was a smile on his face, an eagerness in his 

voice as he sketched with his hands and with words the vision that was in his 

e.yes. But all men die and so we are here in the silence of our grief, nursing 

our hurt, seeking some understanding with which to come to grips with our 

tragedy. 

When I first heard of Dick's death, a line from the Book of Psalms sur­

faced to my mind. "Gladness of heart is the life of a man. 11 No life is easy. 

Dick knew t he m cc.. .. -.. Lng of hard work but h • --.~ v~r complained of the load. Though 

a big man .. ~ ... : ... •··~· . . l ightly for he was ·ouoye d up by an inner vision which 

, . 
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turn an idea and a hope into concrete shape. He saw the beauty in every 

man. I have rarely met anyone so utterly without prejudice. Open-mindedness 

wa_s not for Dick a conscious virtue but a natural way of life. Somehow he 

could only s-ee men and women for what they were. He brought the warmth 

of his humanity into every relationship. His eye was always looking beyond 

today's responsibility to tomorrow's building. His mind was ever active. 

He would not accept tradition simply because it was familiar or change simp~y 

because it was new. He took pride in all that was well made and that which 

he made was well made, solid and substantial for he had invested his talent 

and himself in it. Dick was a straightforward, straight-backed, .upright man. 

Guile and deceit were foreign to his nature. He had the straightness of the 

Puritan but he was never tight-lipped or dour. His innate, inner grace made 

it always a pleasant experience to be in his company. There is a laughter 

which is giddy -- that ·was not Dick's wa·y -- and there is laughter which is fu~l 

bodied, which begins in the depths of the human soul and can see the humor in 

every frustration - - . 

With it all, Dick was a simple person. I know that he would not want 

any of us to embroider long phrases of an eulogy. Friendship was its own 

reward. Sometime ago I came across a poem whose lines I suspect Dick would 

have appreciated: 
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I do not want the gaping crowd 
To come with lamentations loud, 

When life has fled. 
I do not want my words and ways 
Rehearsed, perhaps with tardy praise, 

When I am dead. 
I do not want strange .curious eyes 
To scan my face when pale it lies 

In silence dread. 
Nor would I' have them if they would, 
Declare my deeds were bad or good, 

When I am dead. 
I only want the steadfast few 
Who stood through good and evil, too 

Through friendship's test, 
Just those who tried to find the good, 
And then, as only trl;le friends could, 

Forget the rest. Amen. 

What more can be said? What more need be said? To h1s friends 

. . 

and to his family and to his beloved Ve, Dick has left wonderful memories. 

All of us will remember his vital spirit, his probing mind, his deep social 

concern, his loyal friendship, his happy laugh. Fortunately we will be able 

to look and admire at the work of his hands and more fortunately yet, those 

who were closest and dearest will find their lives graced by grand memories 

which I know will bring encouragement and comfort. 

My tradition describes those who, like Dick, as having left life to the 

living -- by w.hich they meant that we·are the better for their lives -- that 

what they accomplished continues creatively in us. Is there any finer 

memorial a man can have? 

• 
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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 tr~e, 
Death belongs to life. 

It is 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 onl.y that his life is good. 



January 11, 1959 

WE ARE MET TO PAY OUR LAST TRIBUTE OF RESPECT TO ONE OF OUR MrDST WHO 

HAS PASSED FROM OUR SIGHT. AS ALWAYS AT SUCH AN HOUR WE STAND GR.lEF-LAIEN BEFORE 

THE CURTAIN OF lEATH. WE CANNOT !RAW THAT CURTAIN ASIIE. WHAT AWAITS BEYOND IS 

FOREVER HIDIEN FROM OUR VIEW. 

IN TIME EACH OF US WILL PASS BEYOND THIS nIVIIE. WHEN WE DO, WE WILL 

NOT KNCM WHAT AWAITS US THERR. !ET WE WILL CROSS OVER IN FAITH - IN THE FAITH 

THAT A KIND GOD ANn FATHER, WHO HAS GIVEN TO US LIFE, WILL NOT FORSAKE US IN 

DEATH. AS HE WELCOMED US INTO THIS LIFE AND PROTECTS US HERE, SO WILL HE SHELTER 

US ANn SUSTAIN US UNTO ETERNITY. THAT HE WILL BE NEAR US WE WILL BE SURE. WE 

NEED NOT FEAR FCR HEAVEN WILL SUPPORT US. 

TO FACE DEATH IS TO BE REMINDED OF LIFE 1S SWIFT PASSAGE. OUR YOt1I'H 

SEZMS ONLY ThSTERDAY, OUR DAYS SO FEW. TO FACE DEATH IS TO BE REMDIDED OF THE 

USES TO WHICH WE MUST PUT OUR LIFE. WE 00 NOT KNOW WHAT LIES BEYOND. WE DO KNOW 

THE NATURE OF THAT SERVICE nF LOVE AND KINDNESS, OF GENTLENESS AND COURAGE, WHICH 

WE MUST TENDm HERE ANn NOW, AND SINCE WE DO NOT KNCJ-1 WHEN OUR HOUR MAY COME, IS 

IT NOT FOLLY FOR ANY OF us TO PUT OFF OUR Gmmous INSTINCTS AND OUR HONEST IM- • 

PUI.8ES, FEELING THAT THERE MAY YET BE TIME? THERE MAY NEVER BE TIME. WE ARE NOT 

MASTERS OF OUR DESTINY. WE DO NOT DETERMINE WHEN WE ARE TO DIE. TO LIVE OUR 

DAIS, HOWEVER LONG THEY BE, ABLY AND WELL IS THE BURDEN AND THE CBALIENGE OF LIFE. 
•ii:1 r< ;j 

WE ARE MET TO PAY OUR LAST RESPECTS TO M<E L. ROl'HMAN, A FATHER AND 

IEVOTED HUSBAND, A GENTIE, FINE FL&Ji: MRJOBIMAIT WAi .•. M.\11 w.lJ&1-iGREAT WARMTH 

J'l-tJ 'J> 
OF PERSON,' 'WfteSE GOOD SPIRITS AND •1eeE KINDLY NATURE MADE HIM BELOVED TO ALL. 

SOME MEI AND WomN LIVE OUT THEIR LIVES IN THE PUBLIC EYE. SCJt!E OF THESE ACC<Jtt­

PLISH GREAT THINGS, OTHERS NOT. SOME MEN LIVE OUT THEIR LIVES IN THE QUIET CIRCLE . 

OF THEIR FAMILY AND FRI!Hm. SOME ACCClq)LISH MUCH, SOME DO NOT. MR. RCYIHMAH 

,...,.... ~ --~ 
LIVED HIS DAYS COURAGEOUSLY ARD O I' IN THE BOSOM OF HIS FAMILY ANn IN THE .. - - . 

"' ... - ...... -Lo •• - J 

I 
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~~ INTIMATE CIRCLE OF HIS FRIENDS. HE FILLED HIS DAYS WITH M!t!fflfM'ffL ACTIVITY. 

HE WAS A SOURCE OF COMFORT AND COUNSEL TO A LEGION OF FRIENDS. NONE WHO CAME TO 

HIM FOR ADVICE OR IN NEED WAS TURNED AWAY EMPI'IHANIED. THERE WAS A WARMTH OF 

SPDIT ANTI A FRIENDLINESS ABOUT MR. ROTHMAN WHICE WAS com:~ut . ?:-E~~ KNEW 

HDf BEST REJOICED IN HIS C(MPANIONSHIP AND EAGERLY SOUGHT OCC.ASI9U8 ?@ lJ! Wl'l'H IIlM.$ 

IN HIS PmSONAL LIFE MR. ROTHMAN KNEW THE MEANING OF HARD WORK AND THE IMPORTANCE 

OF HIGH STANDARllS. HE NEVER COMPROMISED WI'ffl WHAT HE KNEW TO BE THE RIGHT. HE 

LIVED ALWAYS IN THE HOPE THAT BY HIS ACTIONS HE MIGHT BRING HAPPINESS TO OTHERS. 

IN A HUNmED QUIET WAIS, FOR THOUSANDS OF QUIET nAYS, MR. ROTHMAN ENCOURAGED AND 

SUPPCffl'ED ALL THAT IS MEANINGFUL AND VITAL IN OUR SOCIETY. ABOVE ALL ELSE, MR. 

ROTHMAN WAS A FAMILY MAN. HE WAS CLOSE TO HIS PARENTS. HE WAS A CONSTANT SOURCE 

OF STRENGTH TO HIS SISTERS AND TO HIS BROTHERS. HIS MARRIAGE TO HIS BELOVED 
~ 
'ffl'Tlia\lf WAS TRULY l ~·MARRIAGE MADE IN HEAVEN. FOR WELL OVER FC1UR IECAlES THEIR 

LOVE AND UNFLAGGIID DEVOTION WAS A JOY TO BEHOLD. TOGETHER THEY REARED A CHILD 

IN A HOME FULL OF LOVE. TOGETHER THEY TAUGHI' THEIR CHILD MUCH OF THE MEANING AND 

PURPOOE OF LIFE. 

TO HIS FAMILY MR. ROTHMAN HAS LEFT MANY INTIMATE MEMORIES WHOSE PRIVACY 

MUST BE RESPECTED. HE HAS LEFT THEM ALSO THE RESPONSIBILITY OF SUSTAINING THE 

CIDSENESS OF THOSE FAMILY TIES WHICH WERE TO HlM SO IMPORTANT. I 00 NOT KNOii WHAT 

MR. ROTHMAN WOULD WISH TO HAVE SPOKEN AT THIS HOUR. I SUSPECT, HOWEVER, THAT HE 

WOULn ASK HIS LOVED ONES TO BE STRONG IN THEIR GRlEF AND REM»mER THAT HIS EVERY 

EFFORT WAS IEDICATED TO THEIR HAPPINESS. HE WOULD HAVE THEM RESPECT HIS MEMORY, 
\ 

BUT HE WOULD NOT HAVE THEJ.f DISTCRT THEIR LIVES BECAUSE OF HIS U,SS -- RATHER HE 

WOULD HAVE THEM CONTINUE TO SEE THE BEAUTY AND COLCR OF LIFE, AND THOUGH THEY 

MUST WALK LIFE'S WAY FOREVER AU>NE, WALK IT WITH THE EYES THROUGH l-llICH HE TAUGHT 

THEM TO SEE LIFE ANn WITH THE HOPE HE TAUGHT THEM TO FIND IN LIFE. 



Dr. Joseph Klein 

We are met to pay a public tribute of respect and love to Dr. Joseph 

Klein, a loving husband and father, a courteous and thoughtful gentleman, a cultured 

and cultivated citizen, a skilled and sensitive physician, who was blessed by God with 

extraordinary qualities of mind and spirit. Dr. Klein was a vital and vigorous man who, 

for considerably more than four score years, walked straight-backed, uprightly and 

with a great courage. 

Dr. Klein was born in central Europe before the turn of the century and 

was educated in two great cultural intellectual traditions - Europe's science, art, music 

and literature, and Judaism's religious heritage and philosophy. As a young man he 

received an excellent Hebrew education and throughout his life he remained close in 

mind and spirit to Judaism and the Jewish people. Their faith was his. He trained him­

self as a physician and after service in the first World War cerne to America, to Cleve­

land, where he devoted a half century to the ministry of healing . 

He was healer of the whole man, interested in the anxieties and loneliness 

of his patients as well as in their symptoms and pains. The combination of professional 

skill and personal warmth is an increasingly rare one in our age of specialization. It 

is good to have such a life as Dr. Klein's to remind us, however narrow our confidence 

when we deal with people, we must see -them whole as human beings. Dr. Klein won 

the complete confidence of his patients because they soon became aware that he possessed 

not only the skill in the textbook but the intuitive diagnostic ability of the born physician, 

Medicine was to Dr. Klein much more than a livelihood. It was in the finest ··sense of 

the word a profession, a dedication. No call was too inconvenient, no visit too out of 

the way, no person in need was ever turned away, 

-
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I am reminded of those words from our tradition which begin: 

Honour the physician with the honour due unto him, for the 
uses which ye may have of him: for the Lord has created him. 
For of the most High cometh healing, and he shall receive 

honour of the king. 
The skill of the physician shall lift up his head: and in the sight 
of great men he shall be in admiration, 
And God hath given men skill, that he might be honoured in his 

marvelous works. 
Then give place to the physician, for the Lord hath created him: 

let him not go from thee, for thou hast need of him. 

I was delighted to see Dr. Klein come to The Temple, He felt at home. 

He was responsive to the teachings of our tradition and had about him an agreeable warmth 

and an eagerness to please, a quiet strength which was always encouraging, He was a 

good friend to many . He could be depended upon, His conversation was interesting and 

informed . He was willing to take another's burdens on his shoulders, but never imposed 

his worries on others. Above all else, he was husband and father, He and Martha built 

together a sound marriage and established a wonderful home in which their son was en-

couraged to develop his full potential. There was music in that home and there were books, 

ideas, and a sense of commitment to all that is important in the society, 

What more can be said? What more need be said? 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

April 18, 1978 



The sudden death of a dear f'riend has shaken and saddened us all. life 

was at its full tide. Death came for him "as an arrow which flies by day and as de­

struction which wastes at noonday." We have not yet cane alive .fran the stunning blow 

so as to be able to speak words of.canfort to those to whan this loss is the closest. 

Only God can canfort them. Only their own inner strength can sustain than. Only 

the lmowledge that 1n death he whan they now mourn is completely worthy of their sor­

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

At this bitter hour I am reminded of the ancient counsel: "Seek not to ex­

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

not of our choosing; death is a fact not of our willing. We do not 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 empty of meaning. The greatest of p<>­

etry and art can be created in a few brief hours and there are those, not without tal­

ent, who live many years - hollow and 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 fulfilled. Their life 

has yielded an abundant harvest. 

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

oblivion but the translation of love into a new intimacy of merrory. We cry today for 

ours el v~s. The loss and the pain are ours . He is at peace. He is with God. His peace 

j,s timeless. It is our loneliness that is a daily burden. 

We meet here as f'riends and our sense of ccmnunity helps to soften the bitter­

ness of this hour. Yet, there is no point in denying its cruelty and the hurt. A 
~~ precious life has been taken fran us . LI■ lie was cut down in his prime. He deserved 

more - goodness deserves life; there is no explanation; but we can thankfully say that 

A;; used each day granted him fully and well. In the years that were his he ma.de a 
~c,c-r, "'-l.-ld ~ ,u e, ~lCJ ~. cSl. '4\J ~\d t:~ ' host of friends, gained a reputation for probity and bouna close the t f family~ " ...., 

,.__ __ ( '1 ~ """°'t ,J II 
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he loved his family . Their happiness was his . With '--1Tltt1 &t fJ ) Jt shared joy and sor- · 
" • Jb row, intimacy, fulfillment. Her family became his: Mmirc was always ready to listen, 

support, encourage, love. Together they established a happy hane, secure in love, 

founded on mutual understanding, a warm, happy, encouraging place. Here love and 
6 ~ ~ 

laughter were never far from the surface. Together they raised their cittllli1gn to 

1mow the good values and happy possibilities - to know that they were respected and 

loved for themselves. 

What nore can be said? WhM map~ _,. " a a 1 d? --­

~ this. You are together still. j-Memories do not die. A beautiful, hap­

py, humane and honorable life does not end with the death of the body any roore than a 

- . - ·-

beautiful song ends when the last note is sung. Much remains. Echoes linger on. Mem-
{s~ 

or~ abide like a sweet benediction. These precious rnanories which 11Ldc bequeathed 

to13eit , to their .. a&R •zd daughters - to all of us - will encourage and sustain us 

1n the hard days that lie ahead. 
t1 c.L. 

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

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

May II, 1980 

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 
The glorious canpanionship 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 

'!bat sobbing to 11\Y body 's grave you'd go 
My spirit could not rest. 

Daniel Jererey Silver 
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Death is a void only faith can bridge. This is a time for faith, to accept 

what we cannot understand. k was a realistic man if ~~~\ea Job's practical ad-
;.. 

vice: "The Lord has given, the Lord has taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord." 

He lmew that life was a gift not of our choosing and death a fact not of our timing. 

His philosophy was to use each day to its utmost. He lmew that both life and death 

are part of God's plan and need not be feared, that man must affirm that possibility 

which is life as energetically and as wisely as he can. This he did. He ma.de us ap­

preciate the psalmist perception that "gladness of heart is the life of a man", and 

a man of joyous heart lightens every life fortunate enough to cross his. 
ia. 

KMl was never manipulative or devious. He lmew where he stood. '!he rules 
~ 

he lived by were clear. ·t!··e; dwani1 ■ ■ seal: ■1!11 ef h■ 1eilf mis be looked for and 
l>.\ r, .t.A~ ti,) -8 o 

found the best in othe~. ~ look remarkably little interest in the status games 
• e..-,9-

people play. lillmk was a kind and loyal friend, warm, empathetic, willing to put hlm-

self out, courteous, :1fl 8. emef'~, &EISSU 814 fr Ill f PI8i' 3 His heart was full of 

love, and no service for a child or the aged was too much to ask of him. 

When our people want to praise a man they somet1rnes use a phrase, ish tam a..... 
v'yashar, "a sllli)le man and just." I of'ten thought of WP in this context. Sllli)li-

city is not innocence, rather it is the ability not to be caught up in too many com­

plications. Sllli)licity is the lmowledge that much is demanded and that you had better 

leave off puzzling why a.rrl be up and doing. Sllli)licity is an instinct for the right 

and an openness of spirit, an unflagging opt:1m1.srn, being utterly without side, the 

same within as without. 
~ 

. WMtC"s spirit was open, rarely judEgnental. He saw the best in others and 

brought out the best in them. His good htm:>r was warm, never acid or a putdown. 

Above all, li had love in his heart, love of life, love of people, am that special 

love which gives all am shares fully. ~ ltiitdJII VJ 17 had a talent for friend-

ship. He brought smiles and good feelings whenever he came. He delighted to help 

am to make others happy. We felt privileged to be called his friend but, most of all, 



MEMORIAL TRIBUTE TO ALLEN KLIVANS 
by Rabbi Daniel Jeremy Silver 

October 17, 1967 

Three years ~o, after Yorn Kippur 1 received a letter from Allen. 
He had been mo a by my Memorial s mon to prepare himself and us 
for this gray ur - which he wille to be of a piece with the whole fabric 
of his disc· . ined and carefully lanced life. 

A en faced his dea the same unblinking awareness and keen 
judgm nt with which managed his life. ~ was kind enough to s 
that h agreed wit the thoughts I had e.,q,'tes sed and asked that 
them into these ,,.remarks. / 

Let ' me rehearse then s what I said at Yorn Kippur. 

'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. ~ 

t \ '- ,.J 4J J -J.-VI'\ 

There is no mortal power which can withstand death. F r all of our 
vaunted science and of our modern wisdom, we can not avoid ~e"' 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. 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. 

Let us speak of death streaightforwardly. I know that if many had been 
less evasive or delicate with their loved ones, they would have been far 
less confused in their gri-ef, 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 grief, 
We try thwn 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: 
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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 ~hristian precacher 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. 11 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. 

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

busy gene r ations pass; 
d while we gaze their forms 

He lived, he died; behold the um, 
The ab tract, of the his rian I s page . 

Alike in Go all-seeing e 
The infan 's day, t patriarch•• age. 

0 Father, in whose 
The boundless 

Teach us thy b 

ty hand 
nd ages lie, 

prize, 
And use t e moments a they fly, - -

To e narrow span of 
ise designs and virtuous deeds, 

So shall we wake from deathls.J dark night 
To share the glory that succeeds. 

"A good life, " the Rabbis said, "hath but few days, but a good name 
endureth forever. 11 "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. 

We may ~e outlived our family, but they are alive in us. 4f We 
transcend deat~ot only in \i!:ie genetic inheritance olJ our children, but 
in influence, through the indelible imprint of personality, through our 
identification with the timeless things of the spirit. And here we touc~ 
the fundamental meaning of this service. It is not an occasion ta speak ~ 
some magical in~jftation for the safety of our dead. ~ has it advantagit§) 
for us if we do not more than open the gloodgates of tears. /This is the "'•,4,, 
hour of rememberance. 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 ~~11 not be unworthy of the love which we enjoyed. We shall 
not be unworth~f the sacrifice made for our benefit. His work, his love, 
his aspiration, his hope shall be completed in us. His dreams are ours. 



Lloyd Koenig 

I first really came to know Lloyd Koenig when he and Marie joined a trip 

to Holland and Belgium sponsored by our TMC. I found him to be an easy com­

panion, friendly and helpful in all respects. Lloyd possessed a great curio­

sity about Jewish history and the world in general. He wanted to know all 
• he could about the way people of all kinds organized their lives and governed 

themselves. 

Lloyd had a warm gentle humor. He saw the best in others and took obvious 

pleasure in people. While traveling with him those t'wo weeks, I came to 

understand why he had so many lifelong friends and why people of all ages 

trusted him. 

It also became clear that his life was centered on his family. It was 

not a matter of pictures and anecdotes, but of an everyday relationship. 

Lloyd had joined his son with him in business - a not uncanmon occurence; 

but what was unconunon was that they had managed many decades to share 

responsibility and challenge. To work in true partnership and then to 

rejoice together that they were able to have a third generation member 

join in their family effort. Business often tears a family apart. Lloyd 

had a wit and wisdan to see that this did not happen. I know few families 

as close. 

As you might expect Lloyd was a good son and brother. He and Marie . 

shared over sixty years of intimacy and fulfillment. Each was a true 

helpmate, each a loving, upbeat partner. Together they built a home 

in which Bob grew to competent adulthood, a place of love and encouragement. 

Bob's marriage to Lois gave them a daughter to love, and in time children 

had g~andchildren. He knew no greater joy than to share in the joys 

and accanplishments of his grandhildren. 



Many think that they must conquer the world in order to have happiness. 

The wise know that happiness is a state of mind. Happiness is not won by 

deeds of daring do; but by enjoying the everyday. Happiness comes fran 

the knowledge that what one has done is the best that can be done. Lloyd 

had about him the quiet of contentment, the calm that canes to a man who 

knows that he has lived the way he wanted to live and has not compromised 

his ideals or convictions. Such a man is blessed. His spirit is of a 

piece and he is at peace. We can be grateful that God did not consign 

Lloyd to a mattress grave, that he died after only a brief illness, still 

his vital special self. Lloyd is with his God and we can only be grateful 

that God allowed us to share his spirit. 

__ ..,.. •"'-' - ---­-- --- , - .. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

I 
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Jalie Kravitz 

The sense of sadden tragedy sits heavy on us and stills the tongue. No life 

escapes the unexpected and unwanted intrusion of accident or illness. Most of as 

become inurred and fatalistic about such sudden reversals; but we are unprepared 

for the suffering caused by the vicious cruelty of some who call themselves men, and 

have no ready philosophic defenses. 

These last days I found myself reflecting on a line in Scripture whose trath 

I have consistently tried to deny: "The devisings of a man's heart are evil from his 

youth. " When we come face to face with the dark side of the human soul it is hard 

to sustain any faith in man's decency. At a time like this it is hard not to become 

cynical; yet, ·even as despair tugged at my soul, perhaps because despair tugged at 

my ·soul, · I found I owed Julie yet another debt of affection. His memory sustains 

.. 

my·~th _in man. 

I remember once expressing to him surprise at some particularly fiagrant 

evidence of one person 1s callous manipulation of another. Julie responded calmly: 

"Don 1t be surprised. I've seen it all and more. " Julie was a realist. You cannot 

begin to work at the age of eleven in a business where you are constantly rubbing 

against competitors and customers without accumulating daily evidence of man's 

cupidity and capacity for deceit. Julie knew that man could steal, and even kill; yet, 

somehow, he never allowed his knowledge of human frailty to corrode his soul. And 

he, himself, was the proof that man was capable of decency and goodness - that the 

human animal can transform itself into a hwnan being. Jalie's life is the proof we 

need, especially today, of the reach of the human soul: the love of which it is capable; 

the honor aroand which a life can be shaped; that some people are "little lower than 

angels. " 

We are fortanate if we meet along life's way a few human beings who con-

firm oar faith in the possibilities of h~an natare. Jalie was each a man. My last 

I 
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contact with him was typical. He had called fr'lm Fl'lrida. S')mehow, he had heard 

of an elderly woman who had been my father's secretary many, many years ago . She 

had been hospitalized and would need nursing care . Her sister, herself well up in 

years, was having difficulty finding a home. Julie did not know either woman, but 

his heart responded instinctively. He had called and found out what the situati0n was 

Then he called me: "What can we do?" And together we did find a suitable placement. 

Julie's heart was as warm as his smile. His empathy came naturally. S,me 

cold-eyed folk equate compassion with innocence . They claim that the world is a 

jungle and that successful men of affairs are necessarily hardheaded . They have no 

time for an individual's needs. Charity should be organized. Julie was a hardheaded 

and successful businessman, God kn,ws, No one pulled the wool over his eyes, yet, 

he never lost his ability to respond to any individual's need. It was always one heart 

responding t,, another. 

S,metimes wealth misleads the possessor into the belief that he is different 

and better. Why else his success? Julie knew his wealth to be hard-w0n, but he 

accepted it also as an accident of good fortune, He had been fortunate t"> live in 

America when he did, He never assumed that he was superior to others. Mazal 

played a role in life, He lived with'.)ut pretension, He never exchanged old friends 

for wealthier ones. I have known few men so impervious to the temptations and cor:. 

rupti'>ns of wealth. Few set less store in social status or supposed pedigree, Julie 

never left behind a good friend or judged another's W">rth by his net worth, 

I ha ,e known few men who c"uld match Julie's energy, He was a fierce com­

petitor who rejoiced in challenge, He retired several times but he coald not sit 

atilt. He to?k •• mach joy in winning a hard-f011ght tennis game as in business suc­

ce••~ bat he played by the ralea of the game, His W"lrd was his b,.,nd, He never cat 

corner• Hi• hon'lr wa• rock-ribbed 
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The game metaphor is n'lt quite apt. Business was not a game played for 

pers,.,nal gain 'lr gl'>ry. Business existed t, serve the community, n,t to take from 

the community. Business was a challenge, to be sure~ but, ultimately, it was jus­

tified because it served the comm,n good by providing necessities and jobs. 

These last days I have heard from those who run poverty centers and inner 

city youth groups; fr,m hospital and university trustees; fr,m groups concerned with 

the family and with race relational all asking that I add their gratitude to this eulogy. 

I doubt that there is a single worthwhile cause in our city t'l which Julie did not make 

snbstantial c,ntributions and he did so with')ut ever making any demands in return . 

Julie did not seek immortality or position through his gifts, 'lnly the well-being of 

a commnnity which had been good to him and the health and well-being 'lf his neighbors 

and friends. 

I - we - have lost a go'ld friend, Julie was fun to be with. He was a good 

conversati,nalist and a welcoming host, He was up before most of us began to stir 

and when y,u met him late that night his mind was still alert and his energy full. 

He was eager t,, know about your life and your family, the things that were of interest 

t, yon. He loved to talk about the challenge of his business, but he never bragged. 

He had str,,ng opinions about the affairs of the day, but he never demanded your 

acquiescence. 

Julie was our friend and more 1han a friend. He was a leader of our people, 

a leader '>f rare ability and rare humanity, Th.ere is no Jewish institution in '>Ur 

town that was not strengthened by his mind and his substance. Hen-it only gave bat 

he gave joyously, He n'Jt only gave but he got others to give. He n,t only gave but 

he gave ,,ut of a clear perception of the needs of the Jewish pe'lple as we struggle to 

aarvive in difficult and demanding times, Early on he understood the importance of 

Zi,niam and the meaning of Israel to the survival of the Jewish pe'>ple. Julie had 
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no patience with attitudes which would allow refugees to rot in limbo. There were 

to be no Jewish refugees. Everyone was to have his chance to build a life for himself 

in a place he could call home. 

A good and faithful son of the Jewish people, Julie knew that ultimately Jewish 

survival depends upon the survival and well-being of all the communities of mankind. 

His vision was prophetic and not parochial. Wherever there was need there was Jalie. 

This man, whose heart overflowed with love, had a special place in his 

heart for his family. Over the long years this large family worked together and 

played together and stayed together and enjoyed each other and Julie was the focus 

of the enterprise and its guiding spirit. When decisiveness was needed he was de­

cisive. When patience was required he had patience. He had high standards. How 

else was anyone to know his reach? He was not only a son, brother, husband, fa1her 

and grandfather, but best friend and ready cowiselor and the proudest of fa1hers and 

grandfathers. 

As we know all too well, there is no life without tragedy. A few years ago 

Julie suffered the death of his beloved Marie. Theirs had been a rare intimacy and 

true partnership in home, family and community service. Fortunately, this man, 

so full of love, found another and without in any way diminishing what had been before 

he and Georgene found together happiness and fulfillment and built a close and good 

life. 

What more can be said? 

Our tradition tells as that there is no legacy more precious than that of a 

good name. I can think of no one who has left a better name to his children and 

grandchildren. Oar tradition tells us "the way of the righteous is life and in the 

pathway thereof there is no dea1h. " Jalie was so mach a part of our life and of 

the inner history of our commanity that for him there can be no death. His spirit 



I • 

5 

lives on and will not be forgotten. The highest praise which our tradition can offer 

is to say of a man that he has left life to the living, that through him the sum total 

of happiness and of possibility has been increased. I know of few who even begin to 

match Julie's gift of life to the living. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

May 4, 1979 
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Bertram Krohngold 

I heard about Bertram Krohngold' s death in Jerusalem. I had just arrived 

to the city which represents our people's past and future and it was under its 

spell that I absorbed the fact of Bert's death. Jerusalan helped. Its walls and 

oonuments speak of the continuing presence of the past. Jerusalem is the achieve­

ment of thousands of individuals over hundreds of generations: poets and sages; 

builders and business people; healers and teachers; parents and children. In Jer­

usalem you understand why when our tradition wished to honor those who have en­

hanced civilization they describe them as having left life to the living. Blessed, 

indeed, are those who strengthen the institutions and the relationships which 

bind people to each other and to their god. Civilization is the gift to us of 

those who have gone before. In this sense, as in so many others, we are indebted 

to Bert: we, our congregation, and our city. 

Bert was a quiet and unassuming man. He was careful in his dress but 

not vain. He was courteous in manner out of instinctive respect for another's 

person. He was full of warm good hurror for he was able to see the incongruities 

of life. I never heard him put anyone down. His spirit was gay but never acid 

or bitter. His was the way of kindness and encouraganent. Bert was a lifter. In 

all the years we worked together I never heard him engage in sarcasm or vindictive­

ness. He brought out the best in others because you knew he would give you his 

best. Here was a man you could trust. His values were basic and gocxi. They were 

not put on. You knew they came from within. 

For all of his competence in business, and Bert was a successful and re­

spected man of affairs, there was something deligptfully innocent about him. 

Nothing pleased him more than to take out a few coins and delight children with hi_s 

tricks. No title pleased him more than Uncle Bert and he took as much pleasure 

in those younger than h1mself as in friends of his own generation. He was constant 

in friendship, always willing to give of his t1me and of his self, full of decency 

and empathy, and always young of heart. 

-----
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It is fitting that Bert's service be held in his sanctuary. Bert loved 

and served The Temple all his life. His faith in God was firm. He was comfortable 

with and deeply devoted to our people. He respected the basic traditions of our 

faith and guided his personal and public life by its principles. Our Temple has 

lost a valued member - a leader whose wisdom and interest contributed mightily to 

its strength. 

Some delight in the prerogatives of office. Bert felt that it was a 

privilege to serve. He was our President for ei©'}t years and during those years 

he had t1me for everyone. He kept calm in the face of crisis and brought to each 

decision good jud@nent and that of basic wisdan and instinctive carrnon sense which 

comes only with experience. He earned here, as he had in the business world, the 

respect of everyone for he was a man of quality and rectitude, a gentle man whose 

heart was always clearly in the right place. I turned to him again and again for 

advice and came to think of him as a second father. 

Bert was everywhere welcane. He had friends from all walks of life for 

he was utterly without side. His was the way of the warm smile and the encourag­

ing word. His word was his bond. His spirit was willing and joyous. He was al­

ways the first to offer his help. His sympathy for anyone in need was unbounded 

and his respect from people from all walks of life rested on their accomplishments 

and not on such irrelevant jud@nents as birth, class or social position. 

'!here are those around whom strong winds always sean to be swirling. 

Their egos are demanding. They seek to canpel others to their will. Bert seemed 

always to be surrounded by sunshine. His way was that of sweet reason. I never 

knew him to raise his voice. He advised. He encouraged. He supported. Selfish­

ness seemed to have no place in his spirit. Bert remained always open to life. 

The children of lifelong friends. became his friends for all of us recognized 

the youthfulness and openness of his spirit and we knew that our accomplishments, 

such as they were, gp.ve him pleasure. 
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Seeing Bert for the first t1me you could not help but notice his caJm 

and his good spirits. One who did not knCM ri1.m might have concluded that Bert was 

one of those rare individuals whose lives somehow escape the tragic - that the darker 

times had passed h1m by. Tragedy had not passed him by. His openness and joyous­

n~ss were a tribute to his courage and his deep faith. He faced the cruelty of 

children who could not lead normal lives. There was the hurt and the shock of Hil­

da's death, yet through it all, Bert somehow remained himself: sweet, open, free 

of self-pity, concerned and sensitive to the needs of others. To know was to admire. 

Perhaps he remained as he was because of his great capacity for love. 

I thank God that this man of open and uncanplicated feelings experienced love as 

a child in his home and was blessed twice in his adult life with a full loveiarod 

tender intimacy of a good wanan. These last years Connie and Pert built together 

a life of intimacy and contentment. They shared together fully a quiet autumn. 

These were truly happy years. 'Ibey were deeply suited. Their home was a place of 

joy and a place of beauty. Their welcome was warm. You were met with a smile. 

Theirs was a relationship that seemed to have been blessed by the heavens and one 

which brought to Bert the joy of a new family and the most careful and loving sup­

port during these last months. No one could have been a more careful and caring 

helpmate.' 

We have lost a good friend and an important member of our conrnun.ity 

and this family has lost one who was the lynch pin of their lives; but we all 

recognize that he is at peace. Bert's life had run full cycle. He had known the 

springtime of youth, tre challenge of a long stmmer of achievement, quiet autumn 

years, happy in his relationships. And now the cycle complete, God has taken him 

back unto Himself. 

May the memory of a righteous man be for a blessing. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 



Leonard Labowitch 

It seems strange to be speaking of Leonard in this room. I have spoken 

here often. Leonard generally listened behind the open door over there leading 

to his office. He listened quietly as was his way. He was near, ready to offer 

any service that might be needed. There is a stereotype abroad in our land govern­

ing funeral directors. Presumedly, they are men in dark suits, full of false soli­

tude, unctuous, concerned only with the profit from a funeral. It is an ugly stereo­

type and no one gave it more of a lie than did Leonard. Leonard served with an 

open heart, a genuinely sensitive spirit, with decency and honor. I found him al­

ways empathetic and sensible. He did what was required and did not try to be 

what he was not - rabbi or psychiatrist. On occasion when I asked him he served 

for nothing. He served as a friend. Leonard never imposed heavy emotions, 

but he was always sensitive to another's need. 

I often sat in this house and talked with Leona rd about life and death and 

the community. He had a kind and gentle word for most and, particularly in the 

days when I was young and anxious, he had a warm and gentle story to lighten my 

concern. He judged another by their quality and not by their pretension and he 

spoke his judgements softly. Leonard was not a hail fellow well-met. He was 

reserved - he loved his privacy - yet, there was always a quiet smile on his face 

and happiness in the meeting. He liked the quiet life. He loved his quiet home 

by the river. As you well know, he had trouble with his hearing and I often felt 

he used his disability to tune out the disonnance of life. 

He was proud of his good name. Most of all, he was proud of his Edith, 

the one great love of his life. She, too, was a private person. They worked to­

gether and lived and traveled together and when Edith died he placed a single 



stone by her grave, his name already on it, and from that day, really, he began 

to die. Life had lost its flavor. 

Leonard was a good man, a good Jew. He had heard all of the eulogies 

and he knew all of the poems and paragraphs that have been written about death. 

When Edith died he asked me to read a poem that I had found some years before 

and months later, as we talked, he asked that it be read now. 

January 9, 1976 

I do not want the gaping crowd 

To come with lamentations loud, 

When life has fled. 

I do not want my words and ways 

Rehearsed, perhaps with tardy praise, 

When I am dead. 

I do not want strange curious eyes 

To scan my face when pale it lies 

In silence dread. 

Nor would I have them if they would, 

Declare my deeds were bad or good, 

When I am dead. 

I want only the steadfast few 

Who stood through good and evil, too, 

Through friendship's test, 

Just those who tried to find the good, 

And then, as only true friends could, 

Forget the rest. Amen 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 
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William B. I.evenson 

We have ca,e to this chapel and this ruildir¥1 mich Bill loved so well 

to pay a tril:ute of respect, affectioo and admi.ratioo to a good frierd, a wann 

am sensitive human being, a man of learning wm brought light and enlightenment 

to the children of our city . 

. • I first met Bill in his natural habitat, the classroan. fit:>re years ago . 

than I care to admit, he was my teacher in . '1.be ·Tenple High School_. '1.be oourse he 

taught so c-a,p::tently dealt with a subject \thich was always of central interes.t 

to rum. It was .a course in ethics. As an educator, Bill was concerned not ooly 

with learning but with wisdan, not only with ·intellect rut with character. His 

concept of the role of the:teacher.was the traditional Jewish visioo of the rabbi -

the teacher . - who is ooncerned with a curriculum which centers on questions of 

value and meaning - oo·the· wmle human. being. -Bil:l agreed with the rabbinic prov­

erb that "he \t.hose learning exceeds the quality of his living, his learning will 

mt be established.•~ But why· slx>uld I speak for a man ·always perfectly capable to 

speak his mim and frame his thought. . Sane years ago at a grqduation at Case West­

ern Reserve University, Bill had this to say. 

"l-bre than ·n,o · th:>usand years ago ·Heraclitus observed, '"lhere is oothing 

pennanent except change." We in this century can add one footix>te, rot along is 
, 

there change, rut change at an increasing leupo. 
.-

"'lhe Stone Age lasted for CX)Ulltless millenia; the Iron hJe, .th:>usarx:ls of 

years; steam arxi electricity,hmldreds; atanic ·power, decades. · No \#.Omer . Nrl.tehead 

exclaimed,_. 'Events might ootrun .man and leave him a panting anachratl.sm.' 

"RJw can man keep up? To be sure good health, faith am good fortune are 

inp)rtant, but I woold speak of the a~sitioo of knowledge. I<oowledge is Clml­

lative. Like a snowball down an endless hill, it gains mass am natentum to the 

point where oo man can contain it. 'lhe universal man of the Renaissance, a da­

Vinci, is gooe forever. 'lhe fact that man oow nust . know nme and DDre about less 
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ard less is trite, hit true . 
.. ~ 

A paradox: the \tJOrld is shri.nkinJ daily - within 24 .oours we can reach 

any place on earth. And yet, if yoor next door neighbor were to speak to you in 

the tedmical language he uses .daily, cauplete nnderstanding would be difficult. 

''There are other paradoxes. \6e have achieved remarkable advances in the 

cx,ntrol of nature and yet, rarely before have nen been so resigned before the forces 

of society. There is a sense of detachnent fran the sources of power, defeatism in 

the face .of nuclear mlocaust. 
~ • 

ArX>ther para<DX: Never before have \\1e had such miracles of cxr.m.mication 

at our disposal and yet, the ignorance of the average man oonceming the issues 
I • 

of the day renains abysmal. 

,~You recall the familiar quotatiai £ran Keats - "Beauty is truth." All 

this is too true, rut I woo.Id speak of a seoond kim of krxJwledge which is rot 
• , 

cujulative. Whereas in science there is the reassurance of proof, the evidence of 

experience, · -in this realm there is only si:eculaticm, even faith and h:>pe. 

'iThe p:>int is that in spite of the march of science wi.th the resultant 

mass of data,· men everywhere ·are still askin], . what is life, \fflat is death, what 

is truth. 

~ese are the primary questions., It's easy_ enough to . te~l Y001'¥3 people 

that life is real and life is earnest, rut all about then, as their -elders preadl 

the virb.le of industry, there is the universal a~al to shorter lnlrs, leisure 

and ease. A society whose credo is labor-savi.DJ, woose epitane is the push-hlttoo, 

whose status synb:>ls are recreatiooal.·,---at the sane --tine &!!lands of its Y001'¥3 people 

as~ of intellectual preparati.oo never before equalled. · The ambivalence is 

ironic, if not inevitable. 

'"!he search for answers nust be cxniucted anew by each generation. Fran 

tine in'menDrial, man has asked, ~tis hawinesS?" 'lb the _- inmature, regardless 

of age, it is the avoidance of res14mibility, freabn t.o do not:hiDJ - negative 
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quality. But a wise Englisbnan, Sir.a:>bert Goold, reninds us, "Real am ab~ 

haR>iness does not sprll¥J £ran ease and idleness. Hawiness £ran strain, 

tensicn, struggle, £ran grappling with the difficult and succeediDJ. Music mies 

£ran taut strings, rot slack ones." 

" By the year 2000 the scientific products of amulative knc:Mledge will have 

transfonned the world and, yet, the toought processes of many citizens will have 

altered rut little. '!here will still be grown men arxi \\Oren thinking in childlike 

patterns. As we get older the countless clx:>ices we need to r.ake in life becxrne 

nore difficult .. ·Black and .white begin to fade. Larger areas of ·\lllcertainty, of 

gray, begiri to a~.· Justice is rx:>t absolute and instantly rea::>gnizable. !-t:>re 

often it is as the great jurist, learned Harn, pit it, "The tolerable aCCXl?Ddatiai 

of the oonflicti.B] interests of society." 

"'In life we pass through several stages: first, igJX>ranoe, perhaps blissful; 

ttien partial infonnation, often frustrating; later, sophistication; frequently 

shallow; .and then for a blessed fe,,, the rnell°'ness of wisdan born of experience 

and ability oruplerl with a rich ema.anent_of character. 

'"Ihe world waild ·be truly a warlrous place .if all of us CX>Uld achieve that 

last step. But in spite of all our educative forces, in scli:x:>l and out, the sad 
\ 

truth is that . many will renain children, erotionally if rx:>t intellectually. '!hey 
I . 

will grasp for the assurance of certainty aIXl abl'x>r the anguish of ooubt. 

\"In the realm of ~blitics, many will be nore cxnoemed with the right ·.\I.Ord 

than with the just cause, substitute E!!Dtion for th:>ught, and pay 1onage to slogans. . . 

Childlike in th:>ajht and feelin"J, still dreaming of a world of fantasy, of heroes 

am villains, they will mistake prejudice for truth,. invective for doa:lnentatioo, 

and passicn for reason. 

·~t is in undeveloped minds such as these that hysteria will · still breed. 

'!he 1-kCarthys of histocy have a way of reaa,earll¥J. A hysterical fear of pro;,:,a­

gaooa gives way to an unxeasonEd cl.aiDr far censorship. A oorror of one ism is 

transnitted into a naive acceptance of another. A panic as regards subversives 



. ' 

4 

spreads into a plague of reckless character defamatim. 

'''!he poet, John Cianli, wrote not lORJ ago, "It is easy enough to praise 

men for the oourage of their oonvictioos. I wish I could teach the sad youBJ 

of this mealy· generaticn the ex>urage of their ex>nfusions. Sha-1 re a man wh:, is oot 

cxmfused and I ~,ill • show you a rnan woo has mt been. thinking_. P.e will be a rian who 

has n<:>t asked enough questions. 11 P.e adds later, "Q:>nviction is possible only in 

a world nore primitive than our~ can be perceived to be. 

'' SUrely, we accept the need for askin:J questions, for gettinJ the facts, 

for avoidinj ~ly easy ~s, bl~ we ITUSt also avoid the romisel which may 

unduly deter actioo. We have seen cata:5trophe result when intellectuals engaged in 

dialectics while the less <Xnfused devils acted. '!he nightmare of pre-\\ar Gennany 

nade it clear that faults of anissicn by many are as repll.sive as acts of. cntr­

mission by a relative few. Ednurxl Burke wisely cautioned, "'!he surest way for evil 

to sucreed is for good -men to do not:.h:in1-" Krx:Jwledge carries with it responsi­

bility, an obligaticn ·to act, to participate in the light on one's best and cx:m­

sidered judgment. '!he search for truth does oot mean the avoidance of cx:nvicticn. 

'!he intellectual nust be nore than·a bland and detached observer of the social 

sQene. In a \\10rld of change we need the p:,ise of krx,wledge, the serenity of faith, 

the enthusiasm of PJrlX)se and the rewards of participaticn." 
• ' •• -· 

Bill was a man of kttMledge, sincere in faith, enthusiastic in pirpose, 

an activist. Bill loved to be in the classrcx:m. He was always eager to carry 

his ex>nvictioos into practice. Bill p:>ssessed a fine mirxi am a fair mirxi. He 

was well-read and he had read carefully. His was a broad love of all that -cx:m­

prises ailture and a flexible mirxi, ever ready to seize new ORX>rtunities arx1 to 

break out of cxnventiooal IIDdes. Bill quickly saw the p:>ssibilities of the new 

electronic Inedi a. He established the first radio station designed to support the 

instructional program of a major sclml systen. -l-lierl the~ came to ncve fran 

the classroau into the role of supervision, Bill reoognized the possibilities of 
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his new role arxl did oot look back. His skill, cxnpetence and character allowed 

him to rise quickly until he became Superintendent of Scoools, but he lever forgot 

that teacru.03 was. a face-to-face enterprise whidl cxuld not be reduced to charts 

arxi . structure. Bill possessed _an open heart and a wann snile. He was an unregenerate 

optimist. A man of infinite oourtesy, there was not a trace of arrogance to him.1 

• He possessed a fine sense of his own person and of the dignity of others. He 

listened quietly and sp:>ke only after a matter had been fully oonsidered. He 

sp:>ke what he felt to be the· trµth and not sinply to please an audience. 
~ 

Perhaps it is not surprising that this infinitely hmnane man was the last 

superinterxlent of· education in oor city to be truly oonoerned with the quality of 

educaticn offered the imividual child. Bill believed in an open society but he 

was oot willing to allow the passicns of the nn1ent to force him ~ set aside the 

inp:>rtance of excellence in instruction. After his years with the sclXX>l systan, 

Bill became a university professor. He delighted in the owcrtunity to sensitize 

arx>ther generation of teachers to his values arx1 visicn, but he was always ready 

to get out into the field and deal with practical issues. 

I have alway~ toought of Bill as a simple man. Simplicity is IK)t innocence 

tut the absence of guile. • Bill was the same within as with::>ut. His oourtesy was 

never calculated. He was oot in that sense a political beast . . 'lhe Bible de­

scribes Noah as "a sinple man but straight." Sinplicity is the reoognition that 

there is only one way to go - the oooorable, open arx1 cn11uitted way. Bill bed in 

his heart a dream of an ~ica as an open am free society, secure in the hands 

of an educated, infonned. electorate, able to \\Ork out its destiny demx:ratically 

because qf the qnaJity of its citizens. He saw his role as the developtent of 

that citi7.enry. • 

A man of passim, arpathy and love, Bill was blessed with love, the love 

of a large family, the fulfilliBJ intimacy of marria}e. He am Ruth were true 
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soul mates and helpnates. 'lbgether they b.lilt a hane in which there was enoourage­

ment, respect and joy. • Here their daughters \t.ere given the opportunity to develop 

an awreciaticm for all that is good and valuable in civilization, to reoognize 

their own capacities and to fulfill these in their own way. 

If there is any oonsolatian in this hour it is that this man of quality 

and dignity was spared any further attack on his dignity. Illness had not yet 

robbed him of hhnself or his smile arrl it waild have been a tragedy had this been 

so. Bill will be deeply missed. 

Daniel Jersey Silver 

March 12, 1982 

I 
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Ben Lewitt 

These things are beautiful beyond belief 
The pleasant weakness that comes after pain 
The radiant greenness that comes after rain 
The deepened faith that follows after grief 
And the awakening to love again 

Were I a musician I would try to weave this transcendent theme into a fugue and play 

it now. Music could speak more adequately than words what is in our hearts - grief 

for a good friend, hurt at being bereft of one whom we truly valued, empathy and love 

for those closest and nearest, Music would be appropriate at this moment. Ben's soul 

was alive to symphony and melody, The theme that time heals and that we will awaken 

from grief and hurt to love again is both fitting and true, However dark the night there 

is always another dawn. Today the pain lies heavy on us but if we persevere we will 

find the courage to await the dawn. Life tests us all, 

A Psalmist put down the normal range of life as three score years and 

ten. Ben did not attain the full seventy years. For us he died far too young, yet, strange­

ly, there is no sense of incompletion. Ben accomplished much, Life, after all, is not 

measured by length but by achievement, God had been gracious to him and endowed 

him with fine talents of mind and spirit and he had disciplined these carefully. I know 

of no one who was a harder worker. I am sure there are few who were as devoted to 

the standards of the law or as knowledgeable in the law. His clients always received 

a full measure and more, He took life seriously. In some ways Ben was not a typical 

modern, Our age tends to be lax and unbuttoned and this was not Ben's way, He worked 

seven days a week, His was the way of unremitting study of the problem at hand, of 

a disciplined mind, He was devoted to his work and to his profess ion, to his clients 

and to the law. 

Ben was a man of the highest principles and rectitude. He had the virtue 

of a stubborn adherence to basic principles. Ben was not an easy man, When it seemed 
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a matter of privilege he could be quite stubborn. He was not easy on himself. He knew 

that you pay a price for your standards. Ben was more than prepared to pay that price 

and he would have no truck with those who walked the low road. Simply put, the goals 

of social approval and financial success were not the goals of his life. Ben was deter­

mined to live honorably as a good citizen should. 

Ben was not one to undertake any responsibility lightly. Through the years 

that he served as an officer and then as President of The Temple Men's Club he oversaw 

every detail with care and he managed every affair with dignity, During those years I 

came to value not only his person but his mind, I found him well read and informed. 

His talk was never idle or gossipy, Ben had strong opinions and he could be incredibly 

stubborn, but life had taught him that you cannot depend upon chance and that there is 

no virtue in going along with that which is dishonorable or selfish, A small town boy, 

• he had worked hard and made his way through college and law school establishing along 

the way a brilliant record for scholarship and professional competence. He was a 

lawyer's lawyer, He was a fighter for his clients and for the values that he cherished, 

A philosopher once told me that the beginning of wisdom was the recog­

nition that life is brief and bruising. Ben's life was all too brief and along the way he 

had suffered a number of cruel blows, He was a fighter, He fought back and in this 

fight he was encouraged by the steady loyalty of good friends, by the respect of pro­

fessional colleagues and by the love of his family, He and Florence established a true 

partnership of love, Together they faced the good and the bad, their hopes, their love 

of music and of culture. What more can be said? What more need be said? 

Florence, you and Leni have lost a devoted husband and father. What he 

meant to you know best, I know that you will be encouraged in the future by noble 

memories. 
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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, 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

August 28, 1978 



When I heard of Paul Lipman's death a vignette from the 

Midrash came to mind. The birds noticed that when the winds blew, 
' 

most trees sJ.ghed in the breeze, yet the fruit bearing trees were 

silent. When asked about this strange fact, the fruit bearing 

trees answered quietly: "Our fruits are sufficient advertisement 

for us." Paul was a strong, quiet man who had no need to strut on 

the public stage; a reserved man, no one to push himself forward, 

a man whose deeds advertised his fine qualities. Paul thought deeply 

and imaginitively. He was a sensitive and compassionate person who 

always took into consideration the moods and well being of others 

and was always courteous and considerate. Hard, honest, highly 

professional work, self-discipline and a strong sense of values 

marked his daily efforts. I'm no longer sure who said it, but the 

words fit: "A man who lives right and is right, has more power in 

his silence than another has in his words." 

On this cold winter day - much against our will, we face up 

to the death of a respected and admired neighbor and friend struck 

down in the fullness of his strength. Our hearts cry out for 

warmth, a word of comfort and explanation, but I have none to offer. 

I wish I had, but none of us can explain why someone as good and 

decent as Paul should be cut down in his prime. Our rabbis warned 

us a long time ago: "Seek not to explain God's ways to man for 

these are beyond your understanding." In their wisdom our people 

shaped this moment to be one of eulogy and encouragement, not of 

explanation. At least by calling to mind the quality of our dead, 

we cease to be mesmerized by the fact of death and remind ourselves 
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of what was and is truly important - the years of great hearted 

living. As we review a life such as Paul's grief begins to be 

tempered by gratitude. We recognize that we have been hurt, but 

that we have also been blessed; that the measure of our grief is 

somehow proportionate to the measure of his no~ility of spirit. 

Death has no power over what we have shared and continue to share. 

Our dead continue to live with us. They continue to be a real force 

in our lives. Their lives reach out to ennoble ours. Paul's 

life can be seen as a tribute to the opportunities of our country -

a country which he served sacrificially in war and peace. Born 

into a home of qu_ality, but certainly not of wealth, he was deprived 

at an early age of the security of parents. Some might have 

complained and let their childhood shadow their whole lives. Paul 

calmly set out to fashion for himself a life of significant 

accomplishment. Self pity was foreign to his nature. Coming close 

to death in the service, he knew the value of each day and made the 

most of it. 

Unfortunately, the stereotype of the self-made man suggests 

that he is brash, assertive, if not arrogant. Paul was quiet, 

reserved, a private person# always one to think of another's 

feelings and moods. He kept his counsel . . He went his quiet, 

purposeful way. He rolled up his sleeves to do what needed to be 

done. Susan found a few lines of a poem which suggests her father's 

remarkable spirit. 
. I 
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The clock of life is wound but once, 
And no man has the power to tell 
Just when the hands will stop 
At late or early hour. 

Now is the only time you own: 
Live, love, toil with a will, 
Place no faith in tomorrow; 
For the clock may then be still. 

-3-

People learned to respect Paul's mind and intelligence and 

took for granted the quality of his work. Never loquacious, what 

he said was always insightful and to the point. Through years 

of responsible effort, Paul earned the respect of colleagues and 

associates. His word was his bond. His essential decency was 

readily apparent. Those who have tried to describe their feelings 

about Paul have used these terms: a gentle man, the soul of 

courtesy, helpful, reliable, a calming influence • . A disctplined _pr-o­

fessional, his interests were wide-ranging. I enjoyed talking with 

him. He read deeply and thought deeply about almost everything 

that affects us. 

Still waters run deep. Paul, in his own private way, had 

earned for himself a circle of good friends and the respect of 

our conununity. Paul was a proud Jew who rejoiced in Israel's 

being and accomplishments and supported all the causes that sustain 

our community - a thoughtful Jew, the kind of man who makes it 

worthwhile for a rabbi to prepare carefully. We were proud that 

he found his spiritual home at The Temple. 

Through hard work and true grit Paul earned his way and made 

his way. When he felt able, he opened his heart and life and was 

blessed with a soul mate worthy of him. He and Sandra established 

a solid marriage and built together a home based in love and 
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shared purpose. Together they shared the responsibilities and joys 

of family, the pride of watching their daughters grow into fine 

young womanhood, travel, hopes, real friendship. 

We would have wished so much more for him, but knowing his 

gentle and thoughtful nature, Paul· would have been the last of us 

to complain. He was always thoughtful. He lived to make others 

happy and I suspect if he could speak now, he would say: Remember 

me, but don't live in the shadows. Remember the hopes that we 

shared. Live well, keep our family's values, but find the courage 

to rejoice in each day as I always prayed you would. 

There are no words which can explain or that can truly comfort, 

but Paul's memory, his thoughtful words, his fine character, will 

lighten your frief. His presence will be with you throughout your 

lives, a constant source of blessing. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

December 27, 1985 

I 
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HAROLD A. LIPrON April 3, 1959 

WE ARE MET TO PAY CUP LAST TRIBUTE OF PESPECT TO ONE FRCM OUR MIDST WHO HAS 

NOW PASSED BEYOND OUR SIGHT. AS AL1-JAYS AT SUCH AN HOUR WE STANn GRIEF-LAlEN BEFORE 

THE QLJRTAIN OF DEATH. WE CANNOT TRAW THAT CURTAIN ASIDE. WHAT AWAITS BEYOND IS 

FOREVER HiriJEN FROM OUR VIEW. 

IN TIME EACH OF us WILL PASS ACROSS THIS DIVITE. WHEN WE no, NONE OF us WIIJ., 

KNCM WHAT AWAITS US THERE. YET WE WILL CROSS OVER IN FAITH -- IN THE FAITH THAT A 

KIND GOD AND FATHER, WHO HAS GIVEN US LIFE, WILL NOT FORSAKE US IN DEATH. AS HE 

WELCOMED US INTO THIS LIFE AND PROTECTED US HERE, SO WILL HE SHELTER ANn SUSTAIN US 

UNTO ETERNITY. THAT HE WILL BE NEAR TO US WE CAN BE SURE. TO FACE DEATH IS TO BE 

REMINDEn OF LIFE'S SWIFT PASSAGE. OUR YOUTH SEEMS ONLY YESTERDAY, OUR DAY5 SO 

FLEETING AND SO FEW. TO FACE lEATH IS TO BE REMIN!ED OF THE USES TO WHICH WE MUST 

DETIICATE OUR LIFE. IF WE no NOT KNOW WHAT LIES BEYOND, EACH OF US KNOWS THAT SERVICE 

OF LnVE AND KINDNEfS, f"F BENTLENESS AND COURAGE '1-ffiICH WE MUST TENDER HERE AND NOW. 

ANl) SINCE WE no NOT KNOW WIEN OUR LIFE MAY END, IS IT NOT FOLLY FOR ANY OF us TO PUT 

OFF GENEROUS INSTilYCTS AND NOBLE IMP~ES, FEELING THAT THERE MAY YET BE TIME? THERE 

MAY NEVER BE TIME. WE ARE N()'!' THE MASTERS OF OUR DESTINY. WE DO NOT DETERMINE WHEN 

WE ARE TO nrE. IF OUR DAYS ARE NOT TO REMAIN FOREVER INCCMPLETE WE ~UST FILL THEM 

WITH SERVICE TO MAN. TO LIVE OUR DAYS, HOWEVER LONG THEY BE, ABLY AND WELL IS THE 

BURDEN ANTI THE CHALLENGE OF LIFE • 

WE ARE MET TO PAY OUR LAST RESPECTS TO HAROLn A. LIPTON, A FORTHRIGHT BUT 

GENTLE MAN, A IEVOTED HTEBAND AND LOVING FATHER ANTI GRANDFATHER. IT WAS NOT MY 

PRIVIIEGE TO BE INTIMATE WITH MR. LIPl'ON, YET ALL WHO .. 11111-1 WERE Crp5$S%2TO l,iIM 
~ t,;u • 11~~~(1 

TESTIFY TO THE INTEGRITY OF HIS CHARACTER, ,ni UIITFRSTANDWO OF Jtrs !:ll)ffl, :Jill llllffl 

OF HIS SENSE OF FELUM,.l'BBLINQ A~HE HONESTY OF HIS FRIENYlSHIB AND HIS LOVE. MR. ,. 
LIPI'~ WAS A MAN OF ABIDING UJ'!ALTIES. HE WAS LOYAL TO THIS COUNTRY, WHOSE PROMISE 

OF FP.EEOOM AND OPPCIITUNITY HE SO RESPECTED. BE WAS LIYAL BOTH IN \tl'RD AND IN !DD, 

IN SENTIMENT AND IN MILITARI SERVICE. llt. LIPl'<II WAS LOYAL TO HIS STANDAR~. HIS 

WERE HIGH STAHDARJI> OF JUSTICZ ARD PROBITY. VjS A MAN OF BarH CONVICTION AND 



PRirE, ANn HE EXEMPLIFIED THESE VALUES IN HIS BUSINESS AS IN HIS PRIVATE LIFE. MR. 

LIPrON WAS LOY AL IN FRIRNffiHIP. FRIENJlSHIP WAS WITH HlM A MATTER OF MUTUAL RESPECT. 

HE NEVER USED HIS FRIENDS, NOR DID HE FCRSAKE THEM WHEN THE WHEEL OF FORTUNE SPUN 

ANOTHER WAY. ALWAYS READY WITH GOOD COUNSEL AND INCAPSULATETI WISOOM, THOSE WHO HAT) 

THE PRIVILEGE OF ENJOYING HIS COMPANIONSHIP CHERISHED THAT PRIVILEGE MOST HIGHLY. 

ABOVE ALL ELSE, MR. LIPI'ON WAS LOYAL TO HIS FIMILY. HIS MARRIAGE WAS BUILT ON THE 

snUNn FOUNDATIONS OF PROFOUND LOVE AND MUTUAL RESPECT. HE WAS ALWAY5 WILUNG TO 

PUT HIMSELF OUT FOR THE SAKE OF HIS BELOVEn WIFE AND THEIR CHILIREN. THEm HAPPINESS 

TonK PRECEnENCE OVER HIS EASE OR REST. HE GUIJJED HIS CHILmEN WITH LOVING FIRMNESS 

ANn .TOOK GREAT PRITE IN THEIR GROWfH INTO MATURITY. THE BONOO OF FAMILY "!JERE 

IMPORTANT Tn 'MR. LIPTON, ANn HE TRJ.NSMITTED THIS TO THOSE CWSEST TO HIM. 

I WOULn NOT - --- ---- - . 

-- ---



Memorial Tribute ·to ,;J:;mnaaol lvfiigblis 
By Rabbi Daniel Jeremy Silver 

March 28, 1972 

A disciple once asked his master: ''I venture to ask my master 

about death. 11 The wise tutor replied: "While we do not know about lif-e, how can 

we know about death?'' 

Life is a mystery and death is an even greater one. Who can 

fathom the enigma of existence or comprehend the ways of the creator who or­

dained the law of growth and decay, birth and the time of singing, death and the 

time of tea rs. 

Since death is the common lot, our sages have counselled us to 

lay this fact close to our hearts, and in the very house of mourning to learn the 

wisdom of living. 

Death inevitably stirs within us deep and somber reflections. 

We are made sharply aware of the uncertainty and the fugitive character of our 

lives, of the swift passage of our days, of the things which we cannot bend to our 

will, nor master, nor circumvent - the hard, ineluctable facts of our destiny. 

We are brought unwillingly to face the limitations of our power, the sharp bound­

aries of our human condition. "All flesh shall perish together, and man shall 

turn again unto dust. " We come suddenly to fear that the cherished dreams which 

sustain us, our hopes and plans and ambitions, may come to an abrupt end at the 

brink of an early grave. 

If we lay these things to heart, if we come to understand that 

"death, 11 as the poet put it, "plucks my ears and say, Live - - I am coming, " 

we shall acquire in the very house of mourning salutary instruction in the difficult 

art and discipline of living. And we shall acquire it. 
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Before the silver cord is snapped assunder 
And the Golden Bowl is shattered 
And the pitcher is broken at the well 
And the wheel falls shattered into the pit, 
And the dust returns to the earth as it was, 

Our hearts will not be filled with despair, but with humility. We shall learn how 

I 

carefully to number our days, one by one, how to husband and treasure them, 

and how to fill each day with at least a grain of what is eternal. We shall gain per­

spective on all our enterprise and ambitions, and a truer insight into value and 

meaning and purpose. 

A famous rabbi was called upon to speak words of consolation 

at the funeral of a beloved disciple who had died young. He took as his text a 

verse from the book of Ecclesiastes: "Sweet is the sleep of the laboring man, 

whether he eat little or much. " He interpreted this verse to mean: "Sweet shall 

be the sleep of the man in death who has labored faithfully and honorably in life, 

whether he lived few years or many. " The value of a man's life is not determined 

by the number of years that he has lived, but by the manner in which he has lived 

them. It is not how long, but how? Some men, declared our rabbis, gain im­

mortality in one brief hour, while others drag along through years of barrenness 

and futility until they are lost unnoticed in the unheeding sands of oblivion. 

"People ask, " wrote the famous author Tolstoi, "Why do some people die so 

young, when they have lived so little?" "How do you know that they have lived so 

little? This crude measure of yours is time, but life is not measured in time. 

This is just the same as to say: Why is this saying, this poem, this picture, 

this piece of music so short? Why has it not been drawn out to the size of the 

longeat speech or the largest picture? As the measure of length is inapplicable 
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to the greatness of productions of wisdom or poetry, so--even more evidently-­

is it inapplicable to life. How do you know what inner growth this soul accomp­

lished in its short span and what influence it had on others. 

Life, my dear friends, that quickens us all, gives us our hour 

of sun and ecstasy, and then wears us down through sadness, sickness and defeat 

into the dust. 

Blessed, indeed, is the man whose life does not end in the dust, 

but continues creatively in other lives, and abides in the grateful remembrance 

of those who were strengthened and ennobled by his influence and example. This 

is his sure link with immortality. 

Some men pass away and their place is scarcely missed. Others 

in their passing ve behind them a void which is deeply felt and long deplored. 

this world with a good name." Eman Margolis has left behind just such a a..oOo 

name. He was a man of wide human sympatli The scope of his generosity 

was broad. No one in need was ever turned aside. anuel had known what 

it was to be uprooted from his home and forced to of comparative ease ..... ~ 
and begin it again. He came to these shores as a 

~ fW'rJ.~ r;4'.(... "-..-,_s ~ ~ 
with his hands until he ks a tl~e opportunity to rk with his head and • hands. 

Emanuel accepted the burdens of life proudly and e rgeticall y. God blessed 
.,.,,.,, 

him with a strong frame and great rand he n er stinted of his energies. 

5-V~ -::c,-m..Tv ~,., o.P- (/'f,...~i"t"' 

~"'tr4~1 
L..o,-.,....n--,.~.,l~ ~~ kCJI e~ 
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MEMORIAL TRIBUTE TO L~ICK 

Ji¥ :AA Bt!)f M!ft~l:5 JEftEt¥1'!1 :!IL v Ell • 

August 9, 1968 

A disciple once asked his mlter: "I venture to ask my master about 

death. " The wise tutor replied: "While we do not know about life, how 

can we know about death?" 

Life i~aslf is a mystery, and death is an even greater one. Who can 

fathom the enigma of existence, or comprehen.d the ways of the creator who 

ordained the law of growth and decay, birth and the time of singing, death 

and the time of tears. 

Since death is the common lot o~,-•,,--•?L.._ our ages have counselled us to 
/ 

lay this fact close to our hearts, and in the very house of mourning to learn 

the wisdom of living. 

Death inevitably stirs within us deep and comber reflections. We are 

made sharply aware of the uncertainty and the fugitive character of our lives, 

of the swift passage of our days, of the things which we can not bend to our 

will, nor master, nor circumvent - the hard, ineluctable facts of our destiny. 

We are brought unwillingly to face~he limitations of our power, the sharp 

boundaries of our human condition. "All flesh shall perish together, and man 

shall turn again unto dust. " We come suddenly to fear that the cherished 

dreams which sustain us, our hopes and plans and ambitions, may come to 

an abrupt .-nd at the brinkf of an early grave. 

If we lay these things to heart, if we come to understand that "death, " 

as the poet put it, "plucks my ears and say, Live - - I am coming, " we 

shall acquire in the very house of mourning salutary instruction in the difficult 

art and discipline of living. And we shall acquire itJ 
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~Before the silver cord is snapped assunder 7 ~nd the Golden Bowl is shattered 
And the pitcher is broken at the well 
And the wheel falls shattered into the pit, 
And the dust returns to the earth as it was, M .... __ e;.._;f"' ...... 

Our hearts will not be filled with despair in th% pl Cb@HGC D 1 th but with 

humility. We shall learn how carefully to number our days, one by one, 

how to husband and treasure them, and how to fill each day with at least 

a grain of what is eternal. We shall gain perspective on all our enterpriese 

and ambitions, and a truer insight into value and meaning and purpose. 

A famous rabbi was called upon to speak words of consolation at the 

funeral of a beloved disciple who had died young. He took as his text a 

verse from the book of Ecclesiastes: "Sweet is the sleep of the laboring man, 

whether he eat little or much. " He interpreted this verse to mean: "Sweet 

shall be the sleep of the man in death who has labored faithfully and honorably 

in life, whether he lived few years or many." The value of a man's life 

is not determined by the number of years that he has lived, but by the manner 

in which he has lived them. It is not how long,l but how? Some men, 

declared our rabbis l gain immortality in one brief hour, while others drag 

along through years .1of barrenness and futility until they are lost unnoticed 

iW the unheeding sands of oblivion. "People ask, II wrote the famous author 

Tolstoi, "Why do some people die so young, when they have liy.ed so little? " 

"How do you know that they have li ed so little? 

' ; 

This crude measure of yours 

is time, but life is not measured in time. This is just the same as to say: 

Why is this saying, this poem, this picture, this piece of music so eh ort? 

Why h•• ii 15:Sliea -~~ ,not been drawn out tf he size of the longest speech 

or the largest pictur A• the measure of length is inapplicable to the 

greatness of production■ of wiadom or poetry, so--even more evidently--is it I 
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inapplicable to life. How do you know what inner growth this 

in its short span and what influence it had on others. 

.. May God 
SO\. 

Life, rpy dear friends, that quickens us all, gives us our hour of sun 

and ecstasy, and then wears us down through sa chess, sickness and defeat 

into the dust. 

Blessed, indeed, is the man whose life does not end in the dust, but 

continues creatively in other lives, and abides in the grateful remembrance 

of those who •ere strengthened and ennobled by his influence and example. 

This is his sure link with immortality. 

ass awa 
(._ t" b N-t,-~ 1 f4-fii ~ 

and their p1ace:: is scarcely missed, while others 

W-e. are iitbered bete to pay a11• reopeobo ~s """ rrokem H'@ a]l held in 
s 

affect~&R• &R& eete@'ft1;~ and 7 w1ffl§@ ffleffld!'Y we «"{ff loft~ cft@Ptst7 !seen :htitaish1 

Our s·ages ciaid: "It has been taught that all men must die, and death 

all. " Happy, then, is that man who departs thi with a 
~w~ 

good name. ~ffPijllllllll~· ~·!IC.k has departed this world A good 

name, we are more 

(.::; There are three crowns,acaor 

royalty, of priesthood, and 

them all. The crown of 

man of wide 

name belonged to 

The scope of 

the most precious oil. 

of a good name excells 

was never 

narrow His compassion went out to all men were 

, regardless o~heir race or creed. Jewish philantir~ic 
--

cies, both 

local and national, and worthy causes, here and abroad, received his generous 

and constant support. 
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compassionate man who worked and lived so faithfully among us. May God 

comfort his dear ones and all the members of his beloved family whose 

personal bereavement is greater than ours. May they find in the oncoming 

years great consolation. They will be encouraged, I know, by a host of 

significant memories which Louis Bing bequeathed unto them. "They never 

die who live in the hearts of those who love them.'' 

All deaths are not alike, even as= all lives are not of the same pattern. 

When death comes to a man whose gifts were broadly shared, whose quality 

was widely known, such a death can no longer be looked upon as stark 

tragedy. When that life has been graced with two wonderful loves, with 

family and with the high regard of a community, such a life, even in death, 

brings with it a measure of solace. 

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 g~eat as the life he lives. 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 
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their tribute of respec~ 

Louis Bing belonged to the fainily of men of good will. His faith was 

to live responsibly, to do justly, to love mercy. He was a man of fairness 

and integrity. His word was his bond. His way always solid, carefully 

determined, his efforts always unstinting. His active career unfolded itself 

ltftlrough the Depression and the war, in times that were confused and filled 

with menace. It was an age sick with all of the maladies of the spirit, class 

struggle and racial madness stalked the earth. Throughout these years Louis 

Bing held fast to the cherished values of civilization. He worked to bring 

a larger humanity to our city - he brought with him always a balanced judgment 

as well as a stout heart. Louis Bing was a realist who believed in the reality 

of an America which would fulfill its promise as a truly open and just society. 

He labored for the good of all. He knew men for what they were and had only 

contempt for those who saw the divisions of class, color, or race, rather than 

the ilnity oft he human race. Words of prejudice never entered his mind, and, 

of course, did not cross his lips. 

A responsible member of our Jewish communith he lived proudly as a 

Jew and without mistrust of the world without. He was friend of all who deserved 

friendship. Louis Bing was a man of his own mind and his mind was eager, 

retentive, alive to the variety and complexity of life. He preferred deeds to 

words though he used words judiciously and well. His was tha, way of quiet 

friendship rather than hale-fellow boisterousness. Those who knew him as 

friend rejoiced ii1 hl• klndne■■, his concern and his obvious int ere st in their 

welfare. · 

1rea ly mia ■ed but hla memory will linger among us 

ald that memory of a righteous man is 

ver 



E. Dennis Lustig 

Henry Thorea.u said it: "However mean your life is, meet it and live it; 

do not shun it or call it ha.rd names." 

We would have understood ha.d Dennis called life any number of harsh and 

bitter na.mes, but that was not his way. Dennis wa.s born a little man in a big 

world, but he made up his mind not to give in to self-pity or to retreat from 

active pa.rticipation, and through the years he proved that he had the courage, 

the will and the a.bility to make a place and a name for himself. A wise man once 

observed: "Living is never to let your actions be influenced by your fears." 

I do not know - no one can know - what fears and tensions Dennis carried in his 

soul, but we all know that these did not affect his a.ctions. His deeds were 

those of a man of indefatigable will who had taken his situation in ha.nd and 

fa.ced life head on. 

I find it difficult to ima.gine the strength a.nd resolve which each da.y 

required. Those who are fortunate in their health and physical frame tend to 

take good fortune for granted. We have our problems but they are not constantly 

with us. Dennis's limita.tions were inescapable. He was born into them. He 

could not lea.ve them behind or get away from them by taking a vacation. I can 

only marvel tha.t he did not fall heir to what is perhaps the least becoming weak­

ness of our age, the tendency to blame our failures on our upbringing, our parents 

or the circumstances of our lives. Dennis did not blame the world or curse his 

fate - at least not publicly. He simply kept going. He would not give in to 

self-pity. He was determined to make the most of what he had. 

Long before he could understand his fate, Dennis had to accept the fact 

that he was different. At a time when most children begin to explore all facets of 

life, Dennis had to recognize that many areas and activities were closed to him. 

He could not participate in sports and many forms of physical and emotional con­

tact were denied him. Some treated him with a kindness which bordered on false 

solicitude. Others pulled aside. Others were true friends, but Dennis must 

have been aware that there would always be some tension in his relationships. 
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We would have understood if he had withdrawn into bitter silence, many do, or 

if he had taken out his anger in bitter aggression. Many do. Somehow Dennis 

kept himself in hand and shaped his life so that he would be part of the big 

man's world. Indeed, he chose a field in which big men compete - sports. Long 

before most children master the multiplication tables, Dennis had mastered the 

principles of most sports and such details as the batting and fielding averages 

of those who played in the major leagues. Not able to participate, he became a 

participant observer. He would be present at events in which big men compete 

and he would write about them. He would be in the arenas where big men display 

their courage and skill, share in their activities. He would face their courage 

with his. It took courage just to be there. He would match their skill with his. 

He would carefully and effectively describe what had taken place. No athlete he 

wrote about showed more courage on the arena floor than Dennis showed by climbing 

into the press box and carrying on as he did for twenty years in a big man's trade. 

Some small people who are determined to make their way in life find that 

they can do so only if they build high walls against the intended and unintended 

hurt which a cruel world inflicts. Dennis knew pain, the intended pain of the 

boor, the unintended pain of false solicitude, and he remained open to life. 

It was a matter of will and of his good fortune in being blessed with a good 

sense of humor. Despite his anxieties and pain, Dennis had a warm and full sense 

of humor. He was a ready and easy companion who enjoyed the give and take of 

camaraderie, late hours and tall beers. Your presence here in such numbers 

testifies to the reach 6f his friendship and its quality. 

No man is an island unto himself. Dennis could not have grown up as he 

did without the steady support of his parents, particularly the constant love, 

encouragement and good sense of his mother. Her love sustained him in good times 

and bad times. There are many good people in this world and many reached out to 

help Dennis by opening doors of opportunity for him and helping him over one 

hurdle and another. Joyce has asked me to particularly mention three - Hal 
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Liebc1wltz, Bud Rand and John Woods. There were many others. Blessed are those 

who help. Blessed also a.re those who can be helped. All of us know those so 

angry at their fate that they reject the support which might make life more 

bearable. Dennis accepted the support and encouragement which was offered to 

him and made the most of it. He did not ask for special favors. He worked hard. 

He had his frustrations, but he also had moments of triumph. He took justifiable 

pride in the fact that he was signaled out last year by the Associated Press for 

an award for having written the best news sports story of 1983. 

Life takes its toll on everyone. Everything was more than twice as hard 

for Dennis. What most of us do without thought, getting in a car, walking through 

snow, required hard effort. I suspect that the effort he invested in his forty 

years corresponds in terms of physical cost to the effort most of us expend in 

the four score years which the Psalmist described as the measure of life. At 

forty Dennis's heart finally gave out. He is now at peace, but he must know that 

his life touched many. How can we whine or complain with his example before us? 

When our tradition seeks to praise someone they speak of him as having left life 

to the living. Dennis left life to us - a vision of courage for which he will 

always be blessed. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

November 27, 1984 
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r, Harry Lyons 
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 lest 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. 
Nhy 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 lo e, and that to draw close 
is to kno e 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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Let us speak of death straightforwar/Y. 

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 t~e shadows. 
~ 

The heartache of confusion c as 
close to the quick flesh as the knife 

of grief. ~e try though 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 hae been had 

we spoken of death and of the burdens 

which will remain. 

Recall what the poet divine, John 

Donne, wrote: 
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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 resurrectic. 
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 1 i f e , '' the r ab b i s s a i d , 
''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. 

Ne may have outlived our tamily, 
but they are alive in us. Ne transcend 
death not only in the gentic inheritance 
ot our children, but in intluence, 
through the indelible imprint ot 
personality, through our ident1ticat1cn 
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 mggical 
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 the hour which highlights virtue 
and quality. We see the holiness of 
another 1 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. 
~e 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 death of a good friend, Dr. 
Harry Lyons, has saddened us all even 
though we know that it came when his 
strengt~ faile~in the fullness of years. 

h,, ~,,._ 



1 

-~By profession a dentist, a respected , 

_,,,._ 

elder in his chosen field, Dr. Lyons 
offered hi ~ ~~~~ ..... care with great 
skill and discipline. He was meticulous 
in his work. Dentistry was a commitment, 
not simply an occupation. Those who 
could not pay would pay some day. 
His patients received state-of-the-art 

I 

treatment and were looked after by a 
gifted man. 

or/Lyons had a special kind of 
youth. He was raised in an intensely 
Jewish home and when he was 5 or 6 
his father decided to move the family 
..-to Palestine where he spent much of 
his childhood. He attended heder and 
several yeshivot and all his life was 
a knowledgeable and practicing Jew. 
His father returned to the States when 
he was 12. H never lost his love for 
Zion and his int rest in its welfare. 
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His daughter Marilyn wrote this 
about him. 

''My dad was a very humble, sensitive 
loving and caring person. He was 
inseparable from my mother during their 
50 years of marriage. I think his only 
time away from her was when he would 
go to his office. 

His sensitivity showed in his love 
for his family and his work. He also 
had a great feeling tor Judaism. He was 
religious in his own way. Each Sunday 
when we were young, elementary age, he 
would drive us to The Temple and would 
engulf himself in the library. He 
loved to read and then he would attend 
Sunday morning services there. And 
afterwards we knew he would be there, 
waiting in Mahler Hall at 12:00 for us. 
He imbued within the family a love for 
Judaism. Ev ry Friday night he would 
say kiddu ~~-d e would have a feeling 
of t ...... ,._ t ·•x .... 
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My dad always wanted to return to 
Israel and talked about it for years. 
As a youngster, his family lived in 
Kfar Saba. I prompted him to take out a 
passport so he and mom could join Herbie, 
me and the children to Israel. He just 
couldn't do it. 

My dad took great pride in his 
~1, 

artistic abiliJy. As a younger man 
he took art classes in the evening and 
produced some lovely pastel and charcoal 
drawings. He shared his enthusiasm 
with me by teaching me how to dra-w____H__e __ 
spent ho~rs showing me how to blend and 
shade and, above all, create. He loved 
to draw portraits. 

My dad loved his dentistry. He 
was so proud of his denture work because 
he produced it himself in his own lab. 
He was so happy to be repairing people's 
dentures that many times he never charged 
his patients fr his sere.ices. 
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diddhter "f ctt111111y. 

Material values ne er counted in 
his life. He never s~"Pd fame or 
fortune, even with his inborn talent. 
He was content with his portion in life. 

He exemplified the teachings of 
Micah: 

"It hath been told thee Oman 
what is good and what the Lord doth 
require of thee, only to do justly, love 
mercy, and walk humbly with thy God.'' 
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Harry was a good, steady, decent, 
hard-working man. He did not have an 
ounce of pretense in his makeup. A 
humble man and somewhat shy, he made 
his own way. He loved all that we call 
culture. He learned early to face life 
with courage and not to be deterred. 

d 
~ ' 

He had ban-do attitude of the self-made 
man who believes, because of his own 
expefjence, that if you put your mind 
to~ every challenge can be met 

( 

and every obstacle overcome. 

A self-contained man, Dr. Lyons 
had no need for what passes for social 
status or public honor. He knew that 
he had the respect of his colleagues 
and the grateful admiration of his ~· patients and that was enough. ~ slap 
on the back hail fellow well met 
pretentiousness which in our age passes 

C for friendship as utterly foreign 
to his spirit. 

I 
I 
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He rejoiced in the quiet of his 
home or a walk in the open air. He had 
little need for the idle diversions 
which suburban social life sometimes 
provides. He was an infinitely 
compassionate human being who 

A"' shared in another's hurt, set out to 
help~ before being asked to do so. 

Dr. Lyons had no love of display. 
He would have wished this service to 

( be as simple and as spare as it could 
be. Yet, dne further thought should 

C 

be added. This hard-working and responsible 
man had a rare capacity for love. He 
was a dutiful son, a compassionate 
and thoughtful brother. He and Dorothy 
shared a rare intimacy that did not 
pale with the years. They shared the 
pleasures of building a life and a 
family together, not only intimacy 
but friendship. 
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The home that they established was 
~ l--lwM filled with good~ values )111 wt,-i,,eh 

they raised their daughters with wisdom 
and care and encouraged each to develop 

t,p:a4 

her own talents, taught them to see the 
possibilities of life. 

r 

I believe that if Harry could ask 
for a memorial it would be no more than 
this, that those he loved so dearly 

C keep fresh his memory, not in grief 
but in life. He would address that 
thought particularly to his grandchildren 
and great grandchildren whose many 
skills representef·•~•future for 
the family and for themselves. 

What more can be said? What 
more need be said? 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 
March 18, 1988 
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E. Robert Marcus - Melvin S. Krasnow 

The day is gray. The hour is bitter. Two precious lives have been taken 

from us suddenly, incredibly; and the wound is so fresh and cruel that we have 

hardly come to accept the tragic facts, much less be able to speak words of con­

solation to those to whom this loss is so overwhelming. There is no wisdom which 

can explain why the accidental so often intrudes so cruelly on our lives. The 

more experienced I become, the more I appreciate the wisdom implicit in the 

words, "Be strong and of good courage;" with which so many of the Biblical figures 

approach those in mourning. Once I found the phrase cold and off-putting. Now 

it seems to me to say all that can be said. At a time like this we need strength. 

There are no answers and no explanations. It is strength, the courage to face 

the day, that we seek here. 

There is strengthening in meeting as we do. We are here as a community of 

sadness and draw some renewal of strength from being together. Coming together 

as we have, because of the respect and love we share for two fine human beings, 

reminds us of the many ties which remain and of the high quality which human 

beings can attain. We are not alone, utterly bereft. 

Death is final, but here we begin to learn again that death cannot deprive 

us of the moments we have shared, of all that another has meant to us. Our 

memories are all about us. Death is not oblivion but a translation of love into 

a new intimacy of remembrance. 

When death intrudes into our world, the mind tends to toss up not only 

memories but often an unexpected line or two from what we have read. When Patti 

called me yesterday with the incredible news, a paragraph in the Bible, spoken 

several thousand years ago and under entirely different conditions, came unbidden 

to my mind. "Where thou goest, I will go/W~ere thou lodgest, I will lodge/Thy 

people shall be my people/and thy God my God/Where thou diest, will I die/and 

there will I be buri d/The Lord do so to me, and more, also, if ought but death 

part thee and me." 
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Mel and Bob were together in business, together in family, together as 

responsible citizens of our community, and now, tragically, they are together in 

death. For many of us their relationship was our definition of friendship. 

Each day they provided chapter and verse to that familiar outline of friendship: 

"A true friend speaks freely, advises justly, assists readily, adventures boldly, 

takes all patiently, defends courageously, and continues a friend unchangeable." 

Bob and Mel were bound together not simply by the practical necessities of 

business but by a complete trust, a trust rare in our world of ambition and 

competition, a trust founded solidly on that basic integrity which each had 

instantly recognized in the other. These two hard-working and honorable men 

achieved success through their own efforts - they were not born to privilege -

and their success was the more satisfying because it was truly deserved and 

honorably earned. 

Ever since they came to Cleveland nearly 30 years ago we thought of them as 

two who were one, and yesterday's accident has forever sealed that impression. 

They were one, but each was his own distinctive person and their special interests 

and individuality reminds us that the intimacy of a true friendship or a good 

marriage does not require that the partners be alike in all things; indeed, con­

trasting aptitudes and separate interests often deepen and strengthen the re­

lationship. 

Mel was a man who delighted in people and personal contact. When needed he 

never thought twice about giving of his time or his substance. He was a warm­

hearted man of comfortable humor who rejoiced in his work and sought out and 

found the best in everyone. Business was a happy challenge. He was utterly 

without side and had no need to ever put on airs. Though a man of firm opinions, 

you sensed always that he could laugh at life's confusions and at himself, and 

you knew that whenever there was need he would be there. Mel was unpretentious, 

the soul of kindness, a man who possessed a first-rate mind, yet, who delighted 

to work with his hands. 
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Bob was a quiet, straight-forward, straight-backed, upright man. His standards 

were high, but he always asked far more of himself than of any other. He was 

reserved but not closed in. His every action revealed a deep sense of fellow 

feeling and compassion. The soul of courtesy, he was an interesting and inter­

ested friend, a man who never left a task half done. Bob possessed a questing 

mind. He was eager to understand his world. He read widely. He never stopped 

attending lectures. He was eager to master the machines and computers of our 

technological age. He spoke with assurance but without dogmatism. Guile and 

deceit were foreign to his nature. 

I last saw the two together at The Temple just six days ago. They had come 

to give blood. This was the kind of simple and instinctive act of generosity we 

expected of them. Nor was it unusual that this gift of self be given through 

the congregation. Both were active and generous citizens of our Jewish commu­

nity. Both had a deep faith in God and were committed to the survival of our 

people. Our holidays were part of the fabric which bound their families together. 

Bob visited Israel a few years ago, a visit which had not only fulfilled a life­

long ambition, but unlocked within him some of the deepest loyalties of his 

spirit. He returned to study hebrew and he planned to return to help in the 

upbuilding of the land. 

As friends, we mourn two good friends for the special person each was. As 

families, their loved ones grieve for both; yet, each grieves for those special 

ties of love and intimacy which they alone shared. Over the years Mel and Bob 

were wise enough to create that distance which would allow their families to 

develop their own way and so preserve the feeling of being one. They created 

space so there would be no distance. 

None of us would intrude on this private world, but Mildred and Betty have 

both spoken of the special quality of their marriages, the years of joys, the 

sharing of a steady and unbroken love, challenges faced and overcome, their 

husbands' ability to keep ever fresh the deepest stirrings of love, their wisdom, 
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the special quality of the homes that they fashioned together where they welcomed 

family and friends and raised their children. Each spoke to me of the fierce 

pride and deep joy their husband took in their children, the special satisfaction 

they knew as they watched them grow into fine human beings and competent adult­

hood, of the pleasure they took in their marriages, and for Mel the special 

pleasure of being grandfather - and each spoke of how the uncles accepted and 

loved her neices and nephews as his own children. 

The poet wrote, "Out of the earth, the rose, Out of the night, the dawn, 

Out of my heart, with all its woes, the courage to press on." Knowing the 

quality of Bob's and Mel's spirit, I feel certain that it is precisely this theme 

of encouragement that they would want spoken here. Each had discharged faith­

fully the obligations and responsibilities of life. They had lived courageously. 

They had lived to provide those they loved not simply material things but the 

opportunity to live the life abundant, and they would, I am sure, want you some­

how to find the strength to persevere, to transcend grief, and to reach out again 

for the love, joy and opportunities which lie beyond today's shadows. They 

would have you live with the same courage they had shown every day of their 

lives, the courage to press on. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

May 9, 1984 



Eulogy - Israel Margolin 

• 
We are met to pay our memorial tribute of affection and respect 

to a strong and determined man, a dear friend and a good neighbor, Israel 

Margolin. 

Israel lived a full, energetic and useful life. Life was never 

easy. As a young man he came to these shores and to this city by hard work, 

built for himself a fine business and established for himself a reputation of 

honesty and trust. Hi s \\Ord was his bond. His work was honest. He gave full 

value. He was proud to be a builder and to be part of the growth of this city. 

Through his business not only did he support his family, but contributed to the 

well being and support of many. Life inevitably has its dark moments, but 

he met therm- without self-pity, carrying on with the same steady strength 

which was his hall mark. Israel was a good Jew, a friend to many and a good 

neighbor to all. For over half a century he was a loyal and participating member 

of The Temple. His daughters were raised in our school and he took pride in 

their achievement. Israel felt close to God and he understood the hard sturdy 

mes sage of the prophets. He had need of this faith and though he and his 

wonderful helpmate, Rose, built a home steady in love and secure in purpose 

they had to face in these last years the terrible pain - the loss of two of their 

children. Here I saw Israel's true metal. Yes, he cried, but he went on and 

he gave an example to those who survived, courage, rare courage. 

These last years were not easy years or good years for Israel. 

He deserved a kinder age for he had worked hard and honorably. He had loved 
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fully and loyally. He had done his share and more, but it is not in our power 

to control the best needs of men and all we can do is to live with honor and 

dignity even as Israel managed to do. 

What more can be said? What more need be said? 



MEMORIAL TRIBUTE TO 

SUNDAY, JULY 19, 1970 

THE TEMPLE 

''Naked came I from my mother'• womb and naked ■hall I return there." 

Our faith take• a realiatic and unromantic view of birth and death. Man enter• the 

world with a cry and leave• it with a cry. He come• into it weeping and leave• 

accompanied by weeping. On entering the world bl• band• are clenched a• if to aay 

"the whole world ia mine, I ■ball inherit it;" when be depart• bl• hand• are apread 

•• U to ••Y "I have inherited notbin1 from the world. " It la to the credit of our 

wiadom that it ln•i•t• we accept lUe on ita own term■, the bitter without blinking, 

the end without fear. 

LUe ta brdllng. Life i• brief. All pbilo■opble• agree on tbi1, but ■ome are 

ao dlacolored by cbildlab peeve and petulance that life i• pictured a■ a worthle•• 

thing. If we can not have thing■ our way - beavmcm earth - we rational12-e what 

i• at baae, •elf-pity. Burdened by the fear of death and puzzled by death • 

unpredictable timin1 many a pblloeopby ■our• on life and advl1e1 man not to expect 

either Joy or peace of mind. The Greek tragedian Sophocle■ wrote, "Not to be born 

i■ paat all aayin1 beat, but, when a man ha• ■een the light tbl■ i• next beat by far­

that with all ■peed be abould 10 thither whence he ha• come. " If the ■ult ia not 

cut 1o our taate we declare lt unauitable and either cultivate a aardonic d1adaln or 

el•• dream of aome 1olden land beyond the 1rave which no one ha• ever aeen 

and which, in fact, may not be. 

The Paalmiat bad a flrat-band knowled1e of pat~ and ,rlef "out of the depth• 
. 

I call ... My aoul la eatecl wltb trouble•, my li1ht draw• nl1II unto tbe 1rave, 

I am counted wltb tbo•• wbo 10 cloWD Into the plt. I am become •• one tbat baa no 

laelp, ••t apan ,_.... •• like die alala _dlat lie lD tbe 1ra••• " Yet we flnd another 

' 
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and more dominant note in the Paalm•, indeed in the whole Bible, an eagern••• for 

l~f• and a aimple pleaau;re in being alive. Our way may be brief, but the view l• 

often breath-taking. "I •ball not die but live and declare the worlt1 of the Lord. " 

~r people walked a bitt~r hlatory. They felt the •harp edge of the aword, the 

racking pain of illne•• •~d the ,earing an1uiah of torment and exile. Wa• lt not an 

impertinence for them to delcare that life can be Joyoua and plea•lng? How could 

they? Their appreclatio~ and ea1erne•• grew out of their fat~, their aubtle and 

wiae underatanding of G9d. Death wa• not to be feared for God ordain• both life and 
.: 0 

death. The aeed permit'- the harveat and the leave• fall from the tree for the new 
-I ., .. 

bud• to have a place to grow. Within our bodie• there la a conatant proce•• of 

death and renewal, decay and growth. Each 1eneratlon give• birth to lt• aucce••or 

and muat give way for the young to come into their proper place and reaponaibility. 

Judaiam'• affirmation of life wa• born of fattb and of the many memorle• of 

tho•• who remained faithful to their apirit. Recall the tenderne•• and decency of 

tho•e whom we have loved and loat: a father'• patient •trengt h, a teacher'• 

•heltering wladom, a huaband'• gentle encourag~me~t and eilent underatanding, 

a child'• ea1erne•• and innocence, a friend'• fine achievement. A• we pa•• the•• 

memorie• before our mind we reco1nlse that death held no fear for auch a• the••• 

Here were •tron1 and proud people. Here were vlgorou• and 1enerou• human 

beln1•• Here wa• love and aometlme• ecataay. • There wa• accompllahment and . 

•ometlme• a true nobility, there waa 1oodne•• ln tbelr llv••• peace ln their 

home• and· confidence in their bearta; and there were the dark houra, the atru11l• 
. . 

to make on•'• way, tb• heartache wben loved one• bad to be left behind, illne••• 
I 

baflrmlty, death. ·0u- tlead wel'e aettber lanocent nor abeltered yet they lived 
. . 

wttboat wlalmpel'lq 01' complalat. Tbey Nld wltb He■eklab "tile llvm1, the 

li~, pale• n... u I .. Ilda day. " Ou- memon•• 11•• dae Ile to all po•tur•• 
0 I 



EULOOY A.R. MARG 

We are met to pay a last public tribute of friendship, respect and love 

for a good and great-hearted man whom God has taken back unto himself. I 

did not have the privilege of knowing A. R. Marg, and I regret that fact for 

his ~lose and loving family describe to me a man of good spirits and great 

calm and of fine values -- a steady and loyal friend --.a hard-working and 

honorable man. Mr. Marg was born in Riga; and, as a youngster, he made the 

long and frightening trip by himself to these shores -- he was a man of 

courage -- one who did what needed to be done. I do not know if A. R. knew 

the psalm which begins, "Gladness of heart is the life of a man," but some­

how its spirit was instinctive to him. His heart was full, open, generous 

and indomitable. 

He was a quiet man and a private person, yet full of love and 

fellow feeling. He found the quiet and .intimacy of a small town more 

congenial than the bustle of a big city, and he was esentially the happiest 

with good neighbors close to the earth, close to the open air, living at a 

pace which seemed manageable. He worked hard but he wasn't driven as some 

men are to succeed, to gain great riches. He worked responsibly and gained 

the respect· of his neighbors. Hil trade was that of jeweler, and he was 

not only clever with his hands and skillful, but he found fulfillment in his 

work. 

A.R. was fortunate to find a good wife and together they built a 

happy home in which they raised their three sons with encouragement and 

understanding to appreciat the basic values of life and to find in life the 

Joy that is poa ibl • 1n ev ry day. It was a close-knit family. These ties 

were precioua and tult1111ng to him -- and aua.taining 1n these last days. 

When our trad1t1 •au to praiae a man, he often uses the phrase the 

Bible u to d oab, illple Jll&ll and straight." Simplicity 

1 not too11 1 , ---- -ltJ ot b ing the au without aa within • 

.-.-.. 11 1 la 11D1Ntt111ie t ncy. A. R. ••• a good man, a simple 
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manman, satisfied with simple pleasures, satisfied by the basic relationships 
of life. He was not the kind of man who would desire a fulsome eulogy, full 
of high flown phrases. He judged others simply and directly by their actions. 

I came across a poem once whose spirit I suspect A. R. would have 
approved: 

I do not want the gaping crowd 

To come with lamentation loud 

When life has fled 

I do not want my words and ways 

Rehearsed, perhaps with tardy praise 

When I am dead. 

I do not want strange curious eyes 

To scan my face when pale it lies 

In silence dread 

Nor would I have them, if they would, 

Declare my deeds were bad or good 

When I am dead. 

I only want the steadfast few 

Who stood through good and evil too 

Through friendships test 

Ju st those who tried to find the good 

And then as only true friends could 

Forget thereat. 



. -

Bernard Martin 

I rise with heavy heart to speak the eulogy of a frieoo with whan I shared 

sclolarly interests as well as friendship during our entire adult lives. We sat in 

class together in a saninary. We traveled together to bi-weekly pulpits which were 
' 

scarcely thirty miles apart, aIXl shared the struggles earn.irg our doctoral degr~ 

while hard at \\Ork in cxngregational life. \'Je spoke in each other's oongregatioos. 

When the Clair of Jewish Studies, naned in my dcrl' s ITS!Ory, was established at Case 

Western Reserve University, I was delighted to be part of the cx:rnnittee which ronin­

ated Bernie to its first occupant. He became a · nenber of my oongregation aIXl I be­

cane a neTber of his department. We plblishErl l:x:x:>ks together. In turn we edited 

the Journal of Refomt Judaism. I i::ut up with his stories am he i::ut up with iey 

tales of the vicissitudes of cxngregaticmal. life. 

As I look back, my role in the decision to bring Bernie to Clevelarrl was 

arrong my nost successful activities. As a rali)i, Bernie brought the chair abiding 

respect, the insights and cx:tC1nitnents of the Jewish tradition. ·As a sclx:>lar he 

brought a well-furnishoo mirrl, a finely honed critical spirit, a renarkable sensi­

tivity to the ccnplexities of human thought ard action, a meticulous attention to 

detail, a clear and precise s.tyle, and an integrity which was unshakable. He was 

theologian and philoscpher. His mastery of the ancient arx1 roodern languages 

allOY.ed him to roam freely through the highways ard byways of western thought. 

Bernie was anyt:hi.BJ rut a parochial scmlar. His doctoral thesis had been on 

Paul Tillach. He al.nost single-haooedl.y resurrected the seninal existential work 

of Franro-Russian existentialist thinker, Iar Shestov. His sclx>larly ou~t was 

prediC80US, the many-volaned translaticn and updating of Zynberg' s massive history 

of Jewish literature, a book oo Jewish prayer, volumes oo libaral Ja-rl.sh theology 

oo R:>senzwei.g, a1ber am Shestov. He even produced a fascinatiIJJ and carefully 

xeaearched novel CX1 Shalilatai ZVi. 
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Bernie was a careful teacher woo sought to teach the sane love of learning, 
' ' in his students that rurned in his ·satl.. In an era of great inflation Bernie main­

tained rather old-fashicned standards and was respected for them by his students. 
' 

Generally, when I came into his office one or another was sittin3" ~ front of l;lis 

crowded destk, talkirXJ over sane personal or academic problem. It was in his 

office that the teacher and the rabbi merged. He was a helpful scmlar, a gcxxl 

frierxi to the students in his classes and the Department of Religion which he 

chaired with distirx:tioo throogh the years. 

' Bernie had eamed the respect of his acadanic peers. He was elected Fellow 

of the American AcadE!l1Y of Jewish Research. He was a f oonding member of the As­

sociaticn of Jewish Philosophy. He had been asked to becane the editor ~f the pub­

licatioos of the Associaticn For Jewish Studies. He was frequently invited to ad­

dress the American Academy of Religion and the .conferences of the Central Confer­

ence of American Rabbis. Bernie was respected for his learning and for his 

living. He translated his carmitment to truth into active social. ccncerns. Ber­

nie was cnnni.tted to all those forces in our society which ~ca.irage social justice 

and human freed.an, and deeply devoted to all ~t sustains Jewish life. He was 

concerned that Jewish survival should be meaningful and that the ccmrunity of which 

he was a part reflect in its actions the highest and finest levels of insight im­

plicit in their traditions. 

Let me speak of the man. Bernie rarely gossiped. When it was a matter 

of principle he did not bend easily. He sensed prejudice. He confronted the source 

directly. He was not given to oo sinulatioo oor was he one to limit his friend­

ships to those of similar attainnents. He kept up a large am oontinuing oorres­

pondence with many who had been close to h:im in his congregational posts. His 

ties with the ral:ilinate in and out of Cleveland EE! the frierxlliest. It says 

sanethirKJ of Bernie's strong sense of privacy am pride that he kept the physical 

problans \thl.ch plagued rum these last years largely to himself. , 
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-Bernie was an intensely private perscn. He kept his private and professior;ial 

' ' lives separate, and any problems he faced he did on his own with great strength and 
will. l\bat he meant to th::>se nearest and closest they know best. 'lb his parents, 

I 

brothers . and sisters we can only offer oor love, shared respect for one \>ban t}ley 

loved, and the sense that we share in sane degree your sorrcM. To Nancy, Rachel and 

Joey we w:>uld speak of the love and respect that v.ie share for your husband and 

father, and of our knowledge of the love he lx>re for you. None of us know why 

Bernie was struck down so early, rut we do know he had saneh:>w mupleted rrore than 
' many do who are allowed much longer lifetimes, and that his \\Ork was of the highest 

quality and greatest significance. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 
.. 

January 17, 1982 

\ 



Jay J. Marx 

We are met to pay a last public tribute of affection and respect to a good 

and kindly human being, a vital and warm person, a lifelong friend and true gentleman, 

Jay Marx. 

There are those who seize each day's opportunity to use life wisely, and 

there are those who let life slip by. This is the reason that all deaths are not alike 

even as every life is different. Some live on the surface. They are afraid to involve 

themselves in the tight relationships of love and family. They fail to discipline their 

talents and when they die it is almost as if they had never been. When they die they 

are scarcely missed. 

There are others, like Jay, who, to use an old rabbinic phrase, "leave 

life to the living. " These are the people who seize every opportunity to care and to 

love and to reach out - to do. Their feelings encourage others even as their presence 

enobles others. When they die there is a great void because they have become central 

to many lives. 

Your presence he re today in such numbers testifies to such a void and 

such a man. A man who lives beyond the fabled eighty usually has outlived his friends. 

His funeral is small. You are here in great numbers because Jay was alive and vital 

and his life touched many generations. 

This week has been devoted to the history of our country. To think of 

Jay's life is somehow to participate in this historical cast of mind. Jay and his father 

before him were lifelong citizens of our community. His family touches the early 

days of settlement here, and he had about him much of the openness and friendliness, 

the love of the outdoors. and the open spaces, the unflagging optimism and the in­

stinctive respect for the freedom and opportunities of our nation which we associate . 

with an earlier, more •elf-confident generation. 

e 
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A hard worker, self-reliant, proudly erect, Jay looked taller than he, 

in fact, was. He faced each and every responsibility straight on. He worked hard and 

traveled far. Though he was often in another town he was never outside the circle 

of friends. Wherever he went his good mind and open personality and his obvious 

interest in others turned customers and casual acquaintances into friends. 

There is a stereotype which describes the salesman as a hail-fellow-well­

met, a slap on the back and a smile that disappears as soon as the sale is made. This 

was not Jay Marx's way. Friendly, yes, but never calculatingly so. Energetic, cer­

tainly, but never boisterous or loud. There was a smile on his face but it came from 

deep within and was never put on. I do not know whether Jay knew the line from 

the Psalms which reads "gladness is the heart of the man, " but, surely, that philo­

sophy was instinctive to him. Deep within there was joy and good feeling. 

Jay was a lifelong member of The Temple, a good Jew, and as you would 

expect, his membership was one of service and of interest in others. He was a long­

time member of our Usher's corps and an eager organizer of the Euclid Beach Temple 

picnic. There he would often tell me that the young do not play baseball as well as 

those of his generation. So be it. 

Most of all, Jay was a man of family. He was a bit of a romantic, really 

more than a bit; and I suspect that deep down he believed that a good marriage, his 

marriage, had been made in heaven. He and his beloved Bessie enjoyed over six 

decades of the closest intimacy and constant love. They raised their daughters 

with encouragement, wisdom and love and took unceasing pride in their accomplish­

ments and thoae of their grandchildren and of the great grandchildren who came be­

hind. It waa a cloae relationship, tended carefully. 

• 

e 
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I do not know what Jay would have us say in this hour. I am sure he did 

not begrudge the onset of death. Life had been good to him. He had known the spring 

of anticipation, of long summer accomplishment, a quiet autumn of work and respect. 

I suspect he would have us say simply this: your happiness was ever the source of 

mLne. I pray that you will not remember the sinl>le fact of my death but the long years 

of joy that we shared and that you will turn back to the ways of life, cherishing my 

memory, happy memories, and continuing to find together happiness and fulfillment. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

July 11, 1976 
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MEMORIAL TRIBUTE TO ED MEISEL 

May 11, 19 70 Rabbi Daniel Jeremy Silver 

This is a memorial hour when we bring to mind the essential goodness 

of him whom we mourn. There is a beautiful custom among our people which 

has us light ch an hour a candle of remembrance. As a symbol, his 

I presence of someone dear and near? wisdom, our sages sought to 

remind us that death is not an end, b a translation, a step up, a closer 

us bare, but leaves us 1th warm memories, recollections which continue to . 

burn brightly. these we are never deprived. In a very real sense, those 

During this 1.!1!1_~_-li_fll _11 _a; _llitalliahaoottt:1:i:,2. BA!!!E~p~a~Q;s:ee;:t:Eo"o=isilkt1e~EElc:lhnoifldlfita'htiertbl'IKt18Ml~e~o"aatltlliiit!1ft~e, 

the i,is;her meaa•ag lay w&•e& i:d Meisel lived 011t b,i.r11fe(' do not know if 

Ed knew the line in our Bible which reads, "gladness of heart is the life of a 

man, " yet the Psalmislfs philosophy seemed instinctive with him. He dearly 
- ~ "4- ~'-4r l..cv~A fao,(€ - ftJVU - ~ ~ '"' f-#(r,'-,.,(:1; 7 

loved life's adventure and its c!'hallenge. He richly appreciated its richness 
') Qf ( ~J) ~' ~ - CL ~ ~~-=- • "'~-~ ,_ ,-.,(:, 

and color and variety. He had an eager, ori1inal turn to hie ff1!nd, •bi.ob aaw 
4'.:l) l\QU~'t( -- I,.~) L ~()A-J l - ~ ~"'" r w-, t-

t_ ,_ th~e challenge of each day aad ,he oppeP,11ni.tv implicit i:11 e&Ch expe,.rience. He 

lived broadly and without timidity. He lived fully but never grossly. By his 

friendilness and his good spirits, _his instinctive generosity of self he made 

others appreciate the laughter and the happiness which can be found LT& life, 
~. ·~ 

and he lightened their burden. All who knew him rejoiced in hlm. ---~ ,... C -7 fC---c.? 

£&• 0 1 e « ' ~ 
Ed ~ a man of great energy and high vision. By temperament he ----

... a pioneer, a ballder. Ral1ed l~ the ~_2§;~;;~.-rcif_:.~ld-Amerlca he not --------· ---__ . ....---, . 
only loved thl• lt1 people• and tradltlon, bat he became one wlth lt1 ' 

,. 



-2-

spirit of enterprise, its, sense of movement - cars, speed, progress, its 

open spirit. Ed was ever outspoken, straight in speech, without duplicity. 

n hard work and the 
~ I 

highest of standards. 
,./ . 

_.,,...__ ...... is ~ His promise a ceriain -· ,,.,,. ,,,.~ ,.,,,. 
guarantee. Ed was interest~ all that conce d the well-being of his 

neighbors and our c~ly:· He secured life and livelihood for many in his family ,,,,.,,. .. 

and out. ~oked on all men for what they were and asked not whence they came 

or of whom they came or were born. 

We were proud that;:;ef: 1::t::::.;;;11 ~ .:::.,~ember of 

The Temple. He carried out in life the highest ethical commands of our 
,~,~~ 

tradition. His honor was true. His spirit was umlaggi:ng. His spirit was 
.... , J.t , .J . _ _ r .J) r l < · -- ,._ A.A- . Co'~ ,,11 u,.....:, ~ - ~~ 1r \I,>, ,--.,~ c -L~ 62.i .~d:Z-• 

humble. }1ie intereata were broad. Hia iiiOcto waa ''hazak hazak v'emat~•--
1-. • t< -.s.r~ 

be ~~~t-U.L--K.. IJL.... ~- . ~ ~,· ,, .. - - -,L -J:i. ~ -~ A.) • ... Ir~ ~ -

"A man ie as great as t eam he dream■, 
As great as the love he bears 

As great as the values he re 
And the happiness he sha 

A man is as great as the oughts he thinks, 
As the worth he has a ained, 

As the fountains at w • ch his spirit drinks, 
And t insight has gained. 

A man is a s~:.fMl.t as the trugh he speaks, 
As great he help he gives, 

As great as the destiny he seeks, 
As great as the life he lives. 11 

Eaaentlally, ~wa■ a man ot fami.ly, He found his greatest happiness 

in the intimacy of hla home, and the happy warmth of a joyous marriage, in the 
1-,..,;-~ (,-o so 

' 
. -

plea■ure of ~ll••en and 1randchildren. Even aa he bleaaed others/he was blessed -
here for he wa■ able to find a traly worthy llfe companion, one whose indomitable 

r 
■plrlt and conatant love matched hl■ own. ~getlbeir they e■ tabll■hed a 1raclo11■ 

barn• and ralHd tbelr e:11.ii:::-a Jtrlctly, 1ently and wlHly, They wei-e prlvlle1ed 
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to watch with pride their children each in their turn take thel'r place in our 

community and as parents raise their families in wholesomeness and decency. 

kness came into Ed's life. His beloved Srane was tak~rt suddenly 

hist lips ' sealed to 

self pity. ,. ~ 
~;a« - ~.J -t b., t- ~ i--1;4; t .,"t" f Much more could be said, b(it need it be said? 

\ 

Ed was not a man given to maldy words. He judged men by their 

deeds and to Iii 

poem came to mind. 

memoriam. 

When I heard of his death a well loved 

lieve Ed might find it appropriate for hls 

' • .. 

. "I. do not want the gaping crowd 
To come with lamentations loud, 

When life has fled. 
I do not want my words and way; 
Rehearsed, perhaps with tar praise, 

When I am dead. 
I do not want strange c ious eyes 
To scan my face whe pale it lies 
In silence dread. 
Nor would I hav them if they would, 
Declare my eds were bad or good, 

When I a dead. 
I only w t the steadfast few 
Who s od through good and evll, too, 

T rough friendship'• teat, 
t those who tried to find the good, 

~nd then, aa only true frlend■ could, 
For1et the reat. " 

· • • I 

Amen 

' 

, . , 



Eugene Meister 

The life which quickens us all provides us our hour of sun and ecstasy and 

then wears us down with sadness, sickness and defeat into the dust. Blessed, therefore, 

is the man whose life does not end in the dust, but continues creatively in other lives 

and abides in the grateful remembrance of a community which has been strengthened and 

ennobled by his infiuence and example. We establish our own immortality. Some men 

pass away and their death is hardly noted, their place hardly is missed, while others 

leave behind them a void which is deeply felt and long deplored. 

We are gathered to pay our respects to one whose memory we will long cherish, 

whom we hold in respect and esteem, Eugene Meister. The death of a loved one always 

brings with it a full measure of grief and sorrow. Death means loss and loneliness, 

the breaking of family ties. However, when death comes after a long and useful life 

our sorrow is somewhat mitigated and death is robbed of its cruelest sting. 

Our tradition often speaks the 90th psalm at a time such as this: 

The days of our years are three-score years and ten, 
Or even by reason of strength four-score years 
Yet is their pride but travail and vanity; 
For it is speedily gone, and we fly away 
So teach us O Lord to number our days so that 

we may get us a heart of wisdom. 

The foolish fritter away the opportunity that is life. The wise seize the opportunity of 

each day and fill it with a fine measure of achievement. Eugene was not a man to st.and 

aside and watch life flow by. From the moment when, as a youth, responsibility was 

thrust upon him
1
through a long and productive life! Eugene used each day to its fullest. 

He was a man of vigor and of physical energy. Eugene was determined to meet every 

duty and to complete every task, and he did so. He left his life as he had lived it -

in order. 

... 



Eugene worked hard and honorably. He won not only personal success, but the 

respect of -colleagues and community. He was not only an irrepressible salesman, but 

a trusted companion and a good and pleasant friend. For all of his drive, Eugene never 

seemed restless. He had a special capacity for friendship, a warm smile, the art of 

speaking a kind word, a readiness to help in small things as in large, loyal. Eugene 

combined drive and gentleness, determination and warmth. He managed to see the best 

in everyone. He was without side, a man who had no need for posturing and no desire 

to strut on the public stage. 

Eugene was a devoted son, husband and father. There was great love in this 

family and he knew no greater happiness than to care for the mother for whom he had 

deep respect, to share life and responsibility with his brother and sister, to share life 

with the wife he adored and to relish the accomplishment of his daughter and her family. 

I still find it difficult to associate the fact of death with Eugene. I saw him but 

last week Friday. He was in pain and he sensed the ebbing of his strength, but a smile 

came on his face and, as always, a ready word of welcome came to his lips. We talked 

of many things, some serious, some simply routine. His eye was alert and so was 

his mind. I grieve that God has taken this man, but I am grateful that illness and pain 

did not break his spirit before his death - his was a spirit we shall long cherish. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

March 13, 1977 
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Whenever death coaes it coaes unexpectedly. Even if' the one we 

loved had been l>l,essed with a full span of' years we do not escape the , 

open wound nor the aching eaptineaa ot our grief'. How vise, theref'ore, 

the ancient adJ101U.tion, "Seek not to explain God's ways to man, tor they 

are beyond your understanding.• No JIIUl can explain death's intrusion, 

be it tardy or premature. 

"Seek not to explain God's ways to JIUl·." I have no superior wisdom 

to share with you. I cannot aolve f'or you the aatheaatica ot lite. I 

cannot rationalize f'or you God'• decisions, though I af'fira His Justice 

and His viadoa. All that I or &n7one can share, dear f'riends, is the 

collllUllity of' sadness and the consolation of' f'aith. ot thia I aa certain, 

that you and I have lost a friend whoa we adwf nd and took pleasure in and 

that the cruelty ot this hour is ours, not his. Death is not pain but the 

cessation ot pain. · Death is not weariness but rest, Dot oblivion but a 

translation ot the spirit into a new inti•cy vi th God. 

What consolation can be oura? What will support ua ill the shadowed 

loDeliaeaa? A tev lines tro■ the aaceatral vied.oil run throqa ay Jl:l.nd. 

"'?h~ ripteoua though he die ear~ will 'be at rest." "Old age is aot 

ho•orecl tor its length nor •aaured 'by years." •t1ncterstaN11111 is the gray 

hair of .... • All u:,atentiq lite 1 s the trae ark of as•• .,, 1 eta l J 

~'-•c let Ill•""•" .... a ~ser•, ~. ooul.4 aner tlliu ot-r 'but u .... ot 

'broad. •1111&- ut..., lllP s• u4ent.■ti .. , • 1ut~-, p-aoe:tul 111 

k1a4U ••, .... 

... falllq. 

N nraT -nae oatort tlaat •• no valu4 lit•'• 

a. .... ;a.a111 -■r,, a llenta,e ot ION 
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deed.a troa which those who survive can draw strength and encouragement. 

The righteous are called living even when they are dead. How true. 

Nobility i11p0ses obligaticn. Memory imposes responsibility. Virtue 

COPD&Dda respect. When j;he Rabbis wished to speak words of high praise 

they eulogized by speaking of such a one as ''having left life to the 
F ,,. '-Y , " wud' ~ ~ Ac! "1 ~ living." How .well 1iaia imxaac awn, life ,.~~n •••11er. How many 

friends seated here today were by him encouraged in their despair, soothed 

in their anger, quieted in their fears, cOllforted in their grief. There 

~ A ,w was no dewand of friendship which :ird~TNT did not iastinctively a a 

~~R eagerly meet. A good neighbor, a fine citizen, a loyal and abiding 

friend, .he brought into countless lives a dimension of warmth and 

encourageMnt which lowered life's obstacles and gave to life a greater 

varath. Bia were the services that no money can purchase -- the gift of 
A 

one•• self to gs Sia coapanion,. The ainistry of service is a rare 

dedication, eapecially' in this age where aen are prone to buy their good 
. r~ 

deeds with a check or a contribu~ioa. JMt ulti•tely it is the helping 
~ 

hand which ve extend to a telloV1181l, the •YJIIP&thetic ear, encouraging amil e 
lM.-..s -. .. l,"'• 1. 

which buoy up and auata:l.n. ,:. la vu consecrated to this lld.111.atry of 
• ~. Win" ft!,. L.c..s '•P , ~ 

aerrtce. He aerYecl hi• "C11DN•:St7. Be aerve4 hiB congrep.tioa. Wtk lt..s 
,,. 11ttJ1 ..,. -.~ - Q ""A _!ll"lt' Ml ~ 11 .)If"'• ui,11 w- !l <,... , o.-,..,"., ".t,. o r",, , " 'r? 
tud..1.1', h&a ,.., !!!•'illllllllr'• ... I "···· •••• ,., sslr1 y p, T ple 

a 

11:r. 

, ha,i,y to aen-e 1• the 

lli ■ vllele lite 

-IU.~• A ... ot lloaor, a loJ&]. ao• 
,~"''"' '., , a U'llq ueat la1nsa Ni .. --. 
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Now, the aeaaure of our years is not their length. Soae live far 

beyond the fabled three score years and ten. 'lbeir da7fl are empty days, 

'ibz~ frittered away in empty pursuits. Others, like r, succeed in 

compressing and compacting into a far shorter time tar greater accom.pllsh­

•ent. As a small meadow pool can soaetimes reflect the tull radiance of 

the sky, so such lives retlect the tull range of opportunity and experience 

open to aan. Depth of conviction,. depth ot cOllld tment and deep, abiding 
l I I -s....-.-..( .. bfh ,Q )-.~ " i; ' love -- these were the fundamentals of :rta!a 1ft a•• lite, We 1750 61• ;... so"' .. .....-,-=-• w4 1 

~=~~=-~~~~;~;;~ ~~ :,J.I ..,• ,.~ R:111
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~ wi, .. ""ccooi■iiJpe~l:illing;- but of a nature which knew 
sacrifice. 

hour, but I suspect 

tind again that happine d to -.lte theirs 

and 



MILTON MEYER 

I RECENTLY CAME ACROSS AN OBSERVATION 

WHICH COMES CLOSE TO CAPTURING THE GRACE 

OF MILTON MEYER"S LIFE. ''NOTHING IS SO 

STRONG AS GENTLENESS/NOTHING SO GENTLE 

AS REAL STRENGTH." 

MILTON WAS A GENTLE MAN, A MAN OF 

INNATE COURTESY AND INFINITE PATIENCE, 
., 

& AN INSTINCT I VE SENS IT IV-HY To·- HUMAN 
- - - - - - --- -- -- -- - - ..... ------- - - - . 

' 

NEED. · HE IS TRULY GENTLE WHO DOES THE 

GENTLE 'DEED. 

HE w·As ALSO A STRONG, -. HARD WORKING ~~AN. 

MI.LTON HAD NO PRETENSI-ONS OF PLACE OR 

POSIT I ON & HE ·ACCEPTED THE ORD I· NARY BURDENS 

OF ·WORK & RESPONSIBILITY WITH GOOD WILL 
. . 

& GREAT DIGNITY. A MODEST MAN OF MODEST 
,:_ 

NEEDS, HE WAS PLEASED TO BE ABLE TO SHARE 

WHATEVER GOOD FORTUNE CAME HIS WAY. 
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WHEN OUR TRADITION WISHES TO SPEAK 
. , . 

OF A MAN LIKE MILTON, WE USE THE PHRASE 

!~tl_IAM_Y~YA§tliB, A SIMPLE MAN & STRAIGHT. 
SIMPLICITY IS N·oT • I NNO-CENCE BUT . ·1 NT.EGR I TY-; 

BEING THE SAME WITHIN AS WITHOUT. · IT IS 

BEING WITHOUT PRETENS~ OR DEVIOUSNESS, A 
. . 

PERSON OF UNQUESTIONED PRQBITY. A MAN 

wH·o 1s ·s1MPLE & STRONG IS AN ESSENTIALLY 
. . . 

. . . 

H{JMANE .. PERS·ON -, ONE WHO NOT ONLY·_. IS .INVOLVED 
.. . ... , . . ... • . . 

• • • • • £ • • : • .. • • • : • • • • • 

· IN .. ·H··1s ·.-.owN- ·L·IF.E BUT WHO HAS Tl .ME FOR .OTHERS. 
. . . . •• ·_ . . • . •• • . ' ' • ·,: . • • . . . . . . : • • . • . ; . : •• ·. • 

f • • • • • • 

. HE _. Is· >A •• M·A,N -W 1-THOUT EN VY, GRATEFUL ·FOR 
- .. .. -· . • - - ~ .. .. . . 

WHAT HE HAS, NEVER TOO· .~USY TQ OFFER A 

CHEERFUL GREETING OR -A WARM SMILE. 
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MILTON WAS NOT ONE WHO NEEDED TO 

STRUT THE PUBLIC STAGE. HE FOUND DEEP 

SATISFACTION IN FRIENDSHIP. HIS 

FRIENDSHIPS WERE WARM & OPEN. HE 

REJOICED IN THE COMPANY OF LIFELONG 

FRIENDS TO WHOM HE WAS ALWAYS WILLING TO 

LEND A HELPING HAND & A LISTENING EAR. 

HE WAS NOT ONLY A GOOD FRIEND 9UT GOOD 

COMPANY. HIS HUMOR WAS WARM & NEVER ACID. 

HE PREFERRED TO LISTEN RATHER THAN TO 

IMPOSE HIS VIEWS ON OTHERS. THERE IS 

A LINE IN A SONG HE MAY HAVE KNOWN . 

.,HE CAME TO US WITH NAUGHT SAVE LOVE." 

THIS THOUGHT CAPTURES THE ESSENCE OF 

HIS BEING. 
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MILT HAD A GOOD EYE WHICH HE DEVOTED 

TO THE NEEDS OF HIS BUSINESS & TO THE 

PLEASURE OF CR EAT I ON. IN ANOTHER WORLD 

HE MIGHT HAVE BEEN AN ARTIST. IN OUR 

WORLD HE WAS A CAPABLE DESIGNER WHO 

FULFILLED HIMSELF IN LINE & COLOR. 

AS YOU CAN IMAGINE, THESE QUALITIES 

MARKED HIS LIFE. MILT WAS A GOOD SON & 
BROTHER. HE & DOROTHY FASHIONED TOGETHER 

A LIFE FULL OF THE MUSIC OF LOVE, THE 

MUSIC OF FAMILY, THE MUSIC OF SINCERE 

ACCOMPLISHMENT. SINCE THE TIME THEY 

WERE MARRIED BY MY FATHER 54 YEARS AGO, 

THERE WAS NO MOMENT IN WHICH THEY DID NOT 

HOLD HANDS, SHARE FULLY, LIVE TOGETHER 

IN THE HAPPIEST OF HARMONY. 
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DOROTHY & MILT BUILT A HAPPY HOME, A 
WELCOMING PLACE IN WHICH THEIR GOOD FRIENDS 
WERE WELCOMED, & THEIR SON & DAUGHTER 
GIVEN THE OPPORTUNITY & FREEDOM TO 8ECOME 
THEMSELVES. HERE WAS GOOD ADVICE 9UT 
MOSTLY KINDLY LOVE & FREEDOM. 

MILT & DOROTHY WERE GOOD PARENTS WHO 
TAUGHT THEIR VALUES TO THEIR CHILDREN, 

& THE WARMEST OF GRANDPARENTS TO THEIR 5 
GRANDCHILDREN. IN HIS QUIET WAY MILT 
WAS THE CENTER OF HIS FAM.ILY. HIS VALUES 
WERE BASIC TO IT, HIS SILENCE PREGNANT 
WITH MEANING, HIS EXAMPLE COMPELLING. 
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DOROTHY & MILT KNEW THAT HAPPY 8ALANCE 
OF CULTURE & OF SPIRIT WHICH MARKS A TRULY 
HAPPY PERSON. THEY HAD NO NEED FOR PU8LIC 
DISPLAY OR PUBLIC APPROVAL. THEY WENT 
THEIR OWN WAY, A GOOD WAY. THEY ACCEPTED 
ALL THE RESPONSIBILITIES OF LIFE & DID SO 
WILLINGLY AND QUIETLY. THEY REJOICED IN 
EACH OTHER FOR WELL OVER HALF A CENTURY 
& WE REJOICED WITH THEM, AS THE PSALMIST 
SAID, GLADNESS OF HEART IS THE LIFE OF A 
MAN. MILT WAS A QUIET MAN WHO POSSESSED 
A SENSITIVE & FEELING HEART. 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

MAY 12, 1989 
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a er , Irwi Milner. 
Use whatever you like: 

was. 

He was good,( unbelieveably so) sensitive, quiet, peaceful, humble. philosophical, 
intelligent and independent. 

He was not sophisticated, well-traveled, worldly, or formally well-educated. 

He had an excellent sense of humor - on the wry side - which did not leave him, even 
though he was very ill. 

He used to say "Be good to people while they are alive so you don't have to go to 
cemetaries with guilt feelings afterwards. • 

Work, his Dental Laboratory, and his family were the main things in his life. He worked 
hard, and took pride in his business ar.d the fact that it was run honorably. He also took 
pride in his personal work; that which he did with his hands. He was an excellent technician. 

He was a loving and dev*d husband, father, grandfather and brother. He truly cared about 
his family and his home. He always had time to sit down and work out our problems with 
us as they arose; he was aware of our needs and tried to help . For many yea~s he bought 
antique silver pieces (vases candelabra, platters, etc.) for our home and :_for his own 
personal enjoyment; not to i~press others, for he truly loved their beauty and workmanship. 
He liked classical music and played the cello aMl ~leyed with the late Dr. Jerome Gross 
in an orchestra in his earlier years. 

He loved nature and even after he became ill, made sure that there was seed in the bird 
feeder during the winter. He loved to sit by the window and enjoyed watching t he birds 
eat, which he would do by the hour. Simple things like children and birds brought him 
contentment and happiness. 

He was not a religious man in the ritual sense of the word because he did not fas t, etc. 
Howeyer, he was a good Jew in the true sense of the word. He never cheated or over­
charged the dentists for whom he did work. He waited willingly if they were unable to 
pay their bills. He lent money to many people when they needed help. He did it willingly 
and never pu~d them to repay it. There were several times when it was not returned and 
he never ask£ for it. He was glad that he could give rather than receive. I am sure 
there were many times he helped others without mentioning it to his family. He was very 
good to the people who worked for him. He understood th.,took a personal interest in 
them and their problems, always tried to be fair, and was ready when they needed help. 
He studied the Talmud as a child in Lithuania and one of his favorite sayings was, 
"The Talmud sa7s1 Know 'lbyself" - and he did. He never held a grudge or knowingly hurt 
anyone. 

He liked peopl, B was not one for speech making but he enjoyed sitting and talking 
quietly in a 11 croup or to an individual. 
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He became ill about five years ago at which time he sold his business and retired. h~ had eye surgery several times which speeded up a vascular desease causing his mind ta deteriorate. During the last months of his life he became almost totally dependent upon others for his care. My parents have always been very devoted to each other and my mother did everything humanly possible to help him; even to the point of risking her own health. Despite his illness he never became coarse or crude; demanding or bitter. He never lost his dignity. Whoever helped to care for him said he was a fine man. 

The passage from the Bible which best describes my dad goes something like this - I did not take the time to quote it correctly: "What Doth The Lord require? Only to do justice, to seek mercy, and to walk humbly with thy neighbor". 
We loved him very much and we will all miss him. 

Sincerely. 
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MEMORIAL TRIBUTE TO LEON MITNICK 

A dl•clple once aaked bl• maater: "I ve11ture to aak my ma•ter about death. " 

Tbe wl•e tutor repllecl: ' 'Wb.lle we do aot know about life, bow cu we know about 

death?" 

Life la a myetery, aacl cleatb l• an even 1reater one. Wbo can fathom the 

enl1ma of eaiatence, or comprehend the way• of the creator wbo ordained &be law . 

of 1rowth and decay, birth ancl tbe time of •"8UW, cleatb and UM time of teara. 

Since death i• the con.mOA lot, our •a1•• bave cowaeellecl u• to lay tbla 

fact cloae to our baarta, and in the very bouee of n~our11i111 to learn the wiaclom of 

llvln1. 

Death inevitably •tire within u• deep and aomber reflection•. W• are made 

abarply aware of the UDcertaiAty aacl &he fqitive character of our liv••• of die ..Ut . 

pa••aae of our clay•• of the tbin1• wbicb we cannot bend to our wW. nor ma•ter, nor 

circunvent - tile bard, ineluctable fact• of our de•tuay. We are brouabt W1willta1ly 

to face the limitation• of our power, die abarp boundal'ie• of our human condition. 

"All fl••h •hall periah toaetber, aacl man •ball turn a1am wato •••t.." We come 

eu ... nly to fear that tbe cberi•becl dream• wblcb •••taia 11•, our hope• ud plu• 

aad ambitloaa, n,ay come to aa abnpt elld at t1w brlDk of an early 1rave. 

1f we lay tbeN thina• to haart. lf we come to v.aderetaad that "claath," •• 

tb• poet put it, "pluck• my ear• and eaye, Live - 1 am comta1, " we •ball ac.11ire 

ID die very _bou•• of mourn.ma D:1utary ia•truction in the dWlC\llt art aacl clieclplla• 

of llvma. ADcl we •hall ac4111lre it. 

Before tbe ellver cord i• aaapped •••under 
Aad &M GoW.a Bowl l• allattered 
ADCI tb• pitcher t• broken at &be well 
Aacl Ule wlailel fall• eiattered lato the pit, 
Ancl die cl11at return• to tbe earlll •• it •••• 

I 

, . 
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Our beart• will aot be filled wlth ... apalr but wldl lalllllillty. We elaall lean llow 

carefully to aunber ou.r flay•, oae by oae. bow to maaband aad treaaure them, aad 

bow to fill each day with at leaat • 1raln of what la eternal. We ahall 1ala perapectlve 

on all CNr ea.terprl••• ud ambltlo11•, ancl a .truer lll•t1ht illto value aacl meaaba1 and t 

pu~•·· 

A famou• rabbl wa• called upon to •peak word• of eoaaolatloa at dw funeral 

of a beloved cltaclple wbo had cited yoUDI• H• took •• bl• text a verae from the book 

of Eccle•la•te•: "Sweet l• ibe aleep of the laborlna man, whether be eat little or 

much. " He latez,preted thl• ver•• to meaa: "Sweet •hall be the aleep of the man ln 

cleatb wbo aa• labored faithfully aacl bonorably ln life, whether be lived few year• or 

muy." Tbe value of a man'• life l• not cletermllled by th• number of year• that he 

ha• llvecl, ·but by die manner in which be baa lived them. It ia aot bow lon1, INt bow? 

Some men, clecland our rabbi• 1ata bnmortallty bl one brief bour, wllll• otber• dra1 

&10111 tbro,aab year• of barrem•• and futility uatil they are loat unnoticed la the 

unbeedlll1 aancla of obllvloa. "P~ 1111 aak, " wrote the famou.• author Tolatot, "Why 

clo aome people die ao PUIII• wllen they have lived ao little?" "How do yoa know that 

they bave lived ao lttde ? Till• crv.de meaaure of you• l• time, but life la not m•••ured 

la time. Tbi• la Ja•t tbe •m• a■ to My: Why l• thl• aayta1, tlal• poem, tbta picture, 

tbl• plece of muatc eo abort? Wby baa lt not beea drawa oQt to the •l•• of the lon1e•t 

•~•cla or the lar1e•t piclU.re? A• &be mea■ure of lea111a. la laappltcable to t,he 1nat­

ae•• of procllac~lola• of wladom or poetry, ao- e••• more evidently- la it lDappllcabl• 

to life. How do yo• bow wllal faaer 1rowtb &Ille ■olll accompllalaed iD lt• abort •pan 

Life, my dear fnea••, lbat •mcku• •• all, 1tvea 11• wr bo11r of na uul 

ec•ta•J• Ulcl &Ilea weal'• •• ••• Uarouab eadne••• •lckae•• aad •feat lato die 

BleaHd, IIMle••• l• the ma• wboae lU• cloe• aot ••• In the 



cnatl•ely ID other ll•••• aa• abide• la tile 1rateful •membrane• of tho•• wbo wen 

atna1t11eaed aad eanobled by Ill• lmluence aDCI ••mple. Tbl• la bi• ••r• lbak with 

Immortality. 

. 
Our ••••• aa14: "It baa been tau1bt tut all mea muat die, aacl death mu•t 

come ton.all." Happy, tun, I• that man who depart• tbl• wo•lcl wltll a 1oocl aame. 
I 

Leon Mltali:k ha• a.parted dal• world with a 100d aame. A aood name, •• an told 

ID Holy writ, l• more valuable than the moat pncloua oil. Tb.en are three crown• 

accordlD1 to our teacher• of old - · tu crown of royalty, of prle•tlaood, and of leanala1. 

But tu crown of a 10CM1 name excell• them all. Th• crown of a 1ood aam• belon1•• 

to Leoa Mitalc:k. He wa• a maa of wide bl&man •ympatlll••• Tb• acope of lal• 1•••r• 

o•ltt ••• never narrow or pal'ocblal. Hl• compa•aloa weat .out to all mea wbo 

•.aencl or were iii a.eed, re1arille•• of tbelr race or creed. J•wl•b pbtlanthroplc 

••••cl••• both local uul aatloaal, allfl worthy ca••••• ta.re alUI abroad, •ecelvecl 

Ill• 1•11er and con•tant eapport. The word• of Job come to mind at till• tlme: 

I •liver" die poor that crled, 
The fatberl••• alao, that bad none to help him. 
Tbe bl••••• of t.lm tbat ••• re .. y to perl•h came apon me; 
And I cau••d the widow'• heart to •lDa for joy. 
I wae eye■ to die bllad, aac1 feet ••• I to die lame. 
I wa• a father to the needy. aad tba cauH of blm tbat 
I lmew aot, I ••arcbed out. 

Man'• flae■t •ualltte• ••• aot alway• vletble. Tuy••• ••ply •••brlaed 

la tlae latddea rec••••• of &be llama■ bean. AIMI lt ie tbe bean wbtcla God ••nc••• 

... 1mow •• ...... , ... . 

IAoa ....... lcate• cltl••· prou• of Ill• beloft• city ... COUIIU'y uul ...... 

to eel'ft diem la all ••Y•• ID t.l• IN•lu•• ca ... .-, IMt wa• a ma■ of late1rity. Wllat• 

evea- M aclaleftd ••• die re■lllt of llaN wol'k UMI pea-••venace, aad la die face of 

oltetacl•• aad battlal dlacouaa•me•t•• Hl• lU.-■tor, 11 



. . 
1••ntlOII fjf a,ea WM, tty tllelaa labol', •te,priae UMI Hlf~nllaace, llel,.d. to 

. ' 

Lecia wa• a loyal memla• of dia' llouaelloW of lerael, fatddial to bl• GCMI &DAI . ~ . , ~ 
' . . 

• • t9 bl ~... Wb&t • · meant to 1'la aeanat aAd dear~at. • • Ilia belOYecl wUe , . 

LW, • __.... ~loll of .... Mia ea••• ud to Id• clt.Uuea aad 1ruuld&Udr•, . . , 0 t ~ ... 
I 

• . . , . 
tlley w •; and lil daat w • . wUl find, la die ODcom~.daye, a •u•-

'. 

. . 

"la tu way of· •lalltilOla■u•• l• lU.. • 
A.a la ta.. ..,111 .. ., ta..11eof tllen la ao dntla. " .. ' , ' ,. t ... .. .f • 
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