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'lbe sudden death of a dear friend has shaken and saddened us all. 

was at its full tide. Death came for him "as an ~h flies by day and 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 them. Only 

the lmowledge that in death he whcm· they now IOC>urn is canpletely 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." Ll.fe 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 expla1 n 

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 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 baITen 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 

ha~ yielded~ abundant harvest. 

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

oblivion but the translation of . love into a new intimacy of merrory. We ccy today far 

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

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

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

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

A precious life has been taken from us. . IJ (r rJIM eu~ a v, , =~i.: , ~=· ~3 lJ. , • r·~c, _..,.,.,. deserved 

more. Goodness deserves life. There is no explanation but at least we can say that 
• I 7. ( 

he used each day granted him fully and well. In the years that were his ~"'established 
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a reputation 1n the 1-r not only for canpetence but for. lnbcgzaity, not only for Slilt--
I 

LaI"'._a=:ai~QQCL.c.;J.l.lZC,,r-e-~•man• a 

c,im:,,t-f~!MfJ,,ftlliiial!!lt=!~KHS-man ~wnua,.~N11tmd close the -ties '( family. 

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

at an age 100st of us are thinking only of establishing our career and our future. It 

is a ~enarkable tribute to his courage and strergth of will that he did not succomb to 

desporxiency or self-pity. Most would have becane embittered and turn d aga1mt life. 

Iarry kept his good humor and his basic gentleness . He fought the shadows and despair. 

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

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

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

his soul. 

t • 

Do not go g~ndc i~to that good night, '- • 
Old age should bu~ and rayc at close of day;. 
Rage, rage against the dying of th~ light. .. 

Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 
Because their words had forked no lightning they 
Dri 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 :.:ncn, near death, who sec with 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 pny. 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 

. Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

•· 

• 
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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 warm htnn0r, 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 canmanded admiration. Somehow, he always 

surmoned the strength to pull himself back into life and into his profession and good 

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

out of the man hIDlself and out of his faith, for Larry was a deeply pious Jew. He 

crune to Temple on crutches and a wheelchair, somehow he caine. 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 lmew 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 any 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 lmew him as a kind and loyal 

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

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

grunes people play. His spirit was open, rarely judgJ'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 warm 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 lmow 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 minjmize your loss but in many 
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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 J erany 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 ~t 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 .. 
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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 



TI1c meaning of death is beyond our grasp. A moment such as this is a 
re o 

tin1.e for a sirn.ple expression of Job's faith: "The Lord has given, the Lord has I 

taken a,vay, blessed be the name of the Lord. 11 This is a time to put philosophy be-

. . hind us and to accept as patiently as we can the 1 &ides Qf Ge&'e 1. 

Dea th 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: 11 111.e days of our years are three score years 

and ten or even by reason of strength son1e four score years. Yet is their pride but 

travail and ,·anity. It is spe e dily gone and \Ve fly away. So teach us, O I.Jord, to 

~ )ti.I ~ q' )rl 
number our days, that they may get us a heart of wisdom, " Jila1 .Jeoei1 9" our daily 

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

portunity ,ve '\vill have to offer ourselves in service or to speak words of love and 

enco uragen1.cn t. 

'I11e 111. ys tery of death LS beyond our co1nprehens ion. The mes sage 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. 

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

hand we 
, ~"rYJ ~J "J (r are grateful that the agony o disability anal lll 2516 is n,e, ..._.,. 

A 
Death is 

O~ e not pain but the cessation of pain. At the same time we begrud~e the loss of tJ se 

w rJ. I rvf. ~ 0~~ e N lO c.) (..., 
who have bea11 seolra,) ts eean 1; u.es. Actually, any number of conflicting feelings 

move in our souls. No relationship is without stress. We lie to ourselves if we pic-
,A,(),,. r=;; ('" • t t (\.: r t-t ~ C.. \(! N l.,

1 .(J p~ ture any friendship as always satLsfying. Inevitably, there are moments of distance - ~ ~ l-r,U,, .P I ·j. '1 u lv ft' 9 fl A L. 
0:r ;;r fs/Ji•g. Each of us has his or her own set of emotional capacities and sensiti

,r.i 

vities. \Ve go at life differently. We see life differently. We judge everything and 
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everyone frorn our private biases. Everyone seeks fulfillment and satisfaction i.Q, 

' 

l~ but not all of us can express our feelings consistently or • 
J '-

V{@e.ve 

~,. ~ '-" ,_. • I f' r • • • • • 
aJncaning into our life which 1s gSGrei:aJ!y e:ppto◊ed. bo1a0 iuve-ee.~H, n.na e~e.ui3ily:. 

\ ... .. ~ 

, . . , . Lo.1 "'~A I 

~rs keep th eir fgelin2s bott]est.uii 'c.:@ rtnd tt difftccrlt to dlscrttangfe ~hent~ cl ve s 

f1.1eP'ft piFiHate ass gos. 

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

himself. IIe was not easy on others. He \vas a deter1nined and creative businessman. 

He was not one to shirk responsibility. Those who knew him as co1npanion and neigh-

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

bo re him self with dignity and \Va s a hv a y s f u 11 of optimism ab on t the future. vVh ate ve r 

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 who1n he was \vholly devoted - whom he cared for in health and in 

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

daughters, each of whom became a wornan 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 height~ 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, bu t if we persevere and keep 

going we will awaken again to feeling, a n d 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 

0nes, 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 his 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: 

to laugh is a day wasted." 

"A day when you can't cause a person 

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 



Dr. David Kallman 

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

Kallman. 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-

sent ial 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. " 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 we re his joy, his grand children his fulfillment. 

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

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

March 3, 1977 



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

forever hidden from our view. 

In time each or 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 lmow 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 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 days, however long they be, ably and well, is the burden and the challenge of 

life. 

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

to know 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 of the garden. Some men burst into radiant bloom early in the springtime 

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

their budding also adds beauty 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 many interests, his ideas matured with his years, and 

as friend, husband, and parent he learned the fulfillment that c001es 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 wch 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. 
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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 thouiht 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 .. hi,!ll. 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 ' e mL .... ...-.. i.ng of hard work but h .~ vcr complained of the load. Though 

a big man:, L ~ . lightly for he was ·ol4oyed up by an inner vision which 

lightened his 'wflv ... -.. : , ... :g. ::--~~ saw beauty ar ... • ~~C... \ ,·are talent which can 
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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 

,va_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 simply 

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 way -- 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 - - . 

Vvith 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 r· 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 tr':le friends could, 

Forget the rest. Amen. 

What more can be said? What more need be said? To his 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 de scribes 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 con'les - 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 
a s shadows belong to substance -

As the fallen leaf to the tr~e, 
Death be longs 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 OrJR LAST TRIBUTE OF RESPECT TO ONE OF OUR MrDST WHO 

HAS PASSED FROM OUR SIGHT. AS ALWAYS AT SUCH AN HOUR WE STAND GRIEF-LADEN BEFORE 

THE CURTAIN OF lEATH. WE CANNCYI' IRAW THAT CURTAIN ASIDE. WHAT AWAITS BEYOND IS 

FOREVER HIDIEN FROM OUR VIEW. 

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

NCYI' KNOW WHAT AWAITS US THERE. IET 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 ANTI 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'S SWIFT PASSAGE. OUR YOTJrH 

SEEMS ONLY YESTERDAY, OUR DAYS SO FEW. TO FACE DEATH IS TO BE REMilIDED 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 TENDER HERE ANn NOW, AND SINCE WE DO NOT KNOil WHEN OUR HOUR MAY COME, IS 

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

PUIBES, FEELING THAT THERE MAY YET BE TIME? THERE MAY NEVER BE TIME. WE ARE NOT 

MASTERS OF OUR DESTINY. WE no 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. 
d~__. ,, ,..;. V e, 

WE ARE MET TO PAY OUR LAST RESPECTS TO MCE L. ROI'~, A FATHER AND 

IEVOTED HUSBAND, A GENTLE, FINE iiltE0N. MRtF;PATWUI WAi !. MAM ~i-'GREAT WARMTH 

J'r--t-J 'l> 
OF PERSON, 'WffeSE GOOD SPIRITS AND •108E KINDLY NATURE MADE HIM BELOVED TO ALL. 

SOME MEN AND WCJ-1EN LIVE OUT THEIR LIVES rn THE PUBLIC EYE. SOME OF THESE ACCOM

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

OF THEIR FAMILY AND FRIENre. SOME ACCQM!'LISH MUCH, SOME DO NOT. MR. RCYIHMAN 

~"'"-- -~ 
LIVED HIS DAYS COURAGEOUSLY AND OAU[hi I !SIX IN THE BOSOM OF HIS FAMILY ANn IN THE 
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~~ INTD-!ATE CIRCLE OF HIS FRIENDS. HE FILLED HIS DA!S WITH MEt!fflf8FIB, ACTIVITY. 

. 4 

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

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

SPlllIT ANTI A FRIENDLINESS ABOUT MR. ROTHMAN 'WHiffi WAS CONTAGIOUS. 
1 

?:~ WHO KNEW 
-~~ ~ 

HIM'" BEST REJOICED IN HIS COMPANIONSHIP AND EAGERLY SOUGHT OCC.45IQH8 ?l' Be Wi4'H HIM.~ 

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

OF HIGH STANDARDS. HE NEVER COMPROMISED WITH 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 HUNm.ED QUIET WAYS, FOR THOUSANDS OF QUIET nAYS, MR. ROTHMAN ENCOURAGED AND 

SUPPCRTED 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 BBOTHERS. HIS MARRIAGE TO HIS BELOVED 
{&,-._ 
Mtll1\li WAS TRULY A'·MARRIAGR MADE IN HEAVEN. FOR WELL OVER F0UR IECAlES THEIR 

LOVE AND UNFLAGGING 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 

PURPOSE OF LIFE. 

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

MUST BE RESPECTED. HE HAS I.EFT THEM ALSO THE RESPONSIBILITY OF SUSTAillING THE 

CIDSENESS OF THOSE FAMILY TIES WHICH WERE TO HlM SO IMPORTANT. I 00 NOT KNC1tl WHAT 

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

WOULD ASK HIS LOVED ONES TO BE STRONG IN THEIR GRJEF AND REMEMBER THAT HIS EVERY 

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

BUT HE WOULD NOT HAVE THEM DISTCRT THEIR LIVES BECAUSE OF HIS InSS -- RATHER HE 

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

MUST WALK LIFE 1S WAY FOREVER AU)NE, WALK IT WITH THE EYES THROUGH lfiICH HE TAUGHT 

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

\ 



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 1n 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 ceme 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 
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The sudden death of a dear friend has shaken and saddened us all. 

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.comfort to those to whan this loss is the closest. 

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

the knowledge that in death he whom 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 po

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 

ts timeless. It is our loneliness that is a daily burden. 

We meet here as friends 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. Wa lie was cut down in his prime. He deserved 

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

~ used each cla,y granted him fully and well. In the years that were his he ma.de a 
6N>-~"~ hl~kJ ~ ,~ e, ~~,r., v-t,. &. ,~ ,r-w e.J, host of friends, gained a reputation for probity and bouno close the t f family..!/ 

I"\ 
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he loved his family. Their happiness was his. With'1l0r1 &'j,'. r; ) Ot shared joy and sor- · 
~ . lb 

row, intimacy, fulfillment. Her family became his: I1miT< 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 
"~!Ir.\ ... ~ 

laughter were never far f'rom the surface. Together they raised their d'!tlliliran to 

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

loved for theIT5elves. 

What nDre can be said? WhM l.LS i 'L I Q aid? 

• e~ this. You are together still./Memories do not die. A beautiful, hap

py, humane and honorable life does not end with the death of the body any nDre 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 manories which 'JJii:dc bequeathed 

to13e4ii , to their .. a ■R • 1.<i daughters - to all of us - will encourage and sustain us 

in the hard days that lie ahead. 
~~ 

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 ~, 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 

That sobbing to rey body's grave you'd go 
My spirit could not rest. 

Daniel Jeremy 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. ..b.c was a realistic man icf ~~fep°\;ed 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 knew 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 made us ap

preciate the psalnrl.st 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 . 
it.. 

t!amt was never manipulative or devious. He lmew where he stood. '!he rules 
~ 

he lived by were clear. -t''ilk dwana■a a g: eat :1101 ef htrn,olf ma :be looked for and 
t,.. \ ~ t-0 -8 Q _,. 

found the best in othei\s. ~ took remarkably little interest in the status games 
• €""' 

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

self out, courteous., 1H a emeftl!., &EIZSO Sld Sr Ill i; rra1r, 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 sometimes use a phrase, ish tam 

v'yashar, "a simple man and just." I of'ten thought of# 1 in this context. Simpli

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

plications. Simplicity is the lmowledge that much is demanded and that you had better 

leave off puzzling why arxi be up and doing. Simplicity is an instinct for the right 

and an openness of spirit, an unflagging optimism, being utterly without side, the 

same within as without. 
~ 

. WMc-'s spirit was open, rarely ju~ntal. He saw the best in others and 

brought out the best in them. His good hurror was warm, never acid or a putdown. 

Above all,~ had love 1n his heart, love of life, love of people, and that special 
~~ 

love which gives all and shares fully. jprie PSJ@J:a tly II: had a talent for friend-

ship. He brought smiles and good f eellngs whenever he caine. He delighted to help 

and 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 a,go, after Yorn Kippur,✓ received a letter from Allen. 
He had been mov,ed by my Memorial ~.w{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 balanced life. / 

A en faced his dea with the same unblinking awareness and keen 
judgm nt with which managed his life. H~ was kind enough to s 
that h~ agreed with- the thoughts I had e.>q>l"es sed and asked that 1nco rpo rate 
them into these remarks. ,,, 

Let me rehearse then s0?1'ie of 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 \. '- ,../ \l J ~-wt 
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 Si rah 
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 grief, far more certain of the next step, of how to 
regain the ladder which. leads up from the valley of the shadows. The 
heartache of confusion cuts as close to the quick flesh as the knife of 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 1of 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 pre cacher was far more confident than we of a final resurrection. 
Yet we share his reassurance that "those whom thou thinkest thou dost over
throw, poor death, die not. " Death does not cancel quality nor vision, the 
truths we have set on paper, the truths that we have spoken quietly to our 
children, the love which we have whispered, our example of patient fore
bearance and of quiet strength. 

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' s page . 

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

0 Father, in w 
The boundle 

Teach us th 

ty hand 
nd ages lie, . prize, 

And use moments 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, 11 the Rabbis said, "hath but few days, but a good name 
endureth forever. 11 "The righteous, 11 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~!¼Jltation for the safety of our dead. ~ has it advantag -\$ 
for us if we do not mo re than open the gioodgates 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 ~:~all 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 two 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 uncommon occurence; 

but what was uncommon 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 grandchildren. He knew no greater joy than to share in the joys 

and accomplishments 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 from 

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 comes 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 

----- ., - ..... .,,,. ~......,- --
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Jalie Kravitz 

The sense of sadden tragedy sits heavy on as and stills the tongae. No life 

escapes the an.expected and an.wanted intrasion of accident or illness. Most of as 

become inarred and fatalistic aboat sach sudden reversals; but we are unprepared 

for the saffering caased by 1he vicious craelty of some who call themselves men, and 

have no ready philosophic defenses. 

These last days I found myself reflecting on a line in Scriptare whose truth 

I have consistently tried to deny: "The devisings of a man 1s heart are evil from his 

yoath. " When we come face to face with the dark side of 1he human soul it is hard 

to sastain 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 soal, I found I owed Jalie yet ano1her debt of affection. His memory sustains 

.. 

my· ~ith _in man. 
, ' 

I remember once expressing to him surprise at some particularly flagrant 

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

"Don't 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 wi1hout accumulating daily evidence of man's 

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

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

be, himself, was the proof 1hat man was capable of decency and goodness - that the 

human animal can transform itself into a human being. Jalie 1s life is the proof we 

need, especially today, of the reach of 1he human soul: 1he love of which it is capable; 

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

angels. " 

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

firm our faith in the Possibilities of human nature. Julie was such a man. My last 

- -- ·- ··-- avv--A LUU~U 
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contact with him was typical. He had called fr'lm Fl'lrida. S'lmehow, 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 t0 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 without pretension, He never exchanged old friends 

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

rupti0ns of wealth. Few set less store in social status or supposed pedigree. Julie 

never left behind a good friend or judged another's W"lrth by his net worth. 

I ha 1e known few men who C"luld match Julie's energy. He was a fierce com

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

still. He to-,k as much joy in winning a hard-f,,ught tennis game as in business suc

cess, bat he played by the rates of the game. His W'lrd was his brJnd. He never cut 

corner• Hie hon'>r was rock-ribbed 
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The game metaphor is n,,t quite apt, Business was not a game played for 

pers'lnal gain ,,r 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,, 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 th.rough his gifts, ,nly the well-being of 

a c0mmunity which had been good to him and the health and well-being 0f his neighbors 

and friends . 

I - we - have lost a go'Jd 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, you . He loved to talk about the challenge of his business, but he never bragged. 

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

acquiescence. 

Julie was our friend and more than a friend, He was a leader of our people, 

a leader ,,f rare ability and rare humanity, There is no Jewish institution in ')Ur 

town that was not strengthened by his mind and his substance, He n,t only gave but 

he gave joyously. He n"Jt only gave but he got others to give, He n,t only gave but 

he gave ,.,at of a clear perception of the needs of the Jewish pe0ple as we straggle to 

survive in difficnlt and demanding times, Early on he nnderstood the importance of 

Zi,nism and the meaning of Israel to the sarvival of the Jewish pe,,ple. Jnlie 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 Jnlie. 

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, fa1h.er 

and grandfather, but best friend and ready counselor and the proudest of fathers 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 us 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. Onr tradition tells us "the way of the righteous is life and in the 

pathway thereof there is no death. " Julie was so much a part of our life and of 

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



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. Jerusalem helped. Its walls and 

monuments 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. 

not vain. 

person. 

of life. 

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

He was courteous in manner out of instinctive respect for another's 

He was full of warm good humor for he was able to see the incongruities 

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

or bitter. His was the way of kindness and encouragement. 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 good. 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 delightfully 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 himself 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 eigrit years and during those years 

he had t:ime for everyone. He kept caJm in the face of crisis and brought to each 

decision good jud@Tlent and that of basic wisdcm and instinctive common 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 iITelevant judgJnents as birth, class or social position. 

'Ihere are those around whom strong winds always seen to be swirling. 

Their egos are demanding. They seek to ccmpel 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, g;ave him pleasure. 
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Seeing Bert for the first time you could not help but notice his calm 

and his good spirits. One who did not know Piim might have concluded that Bert was 

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

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

ness 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 h:lmself: 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 love.arod 

tender intimacy of a good wana.n. These last years Connie and Bert 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 corrmW?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. Ievenson 

We have mte to this chapel and this b.rl.ldinJ which Bill loved so well 

to pay a tril:ute of respect, affection arx1 admiration to a good frierxl, a wann 

aoo sensitive human being, a man of learning woo brought light and enlightenrcent 

to the children of our city. 

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

than I care to admit, he was my teacher in . '!he ·Temple High School_. '!he oourse he 

taught so canpetently dealt with a subject ~ch was always of central interest 

to hlm. It was a CX>UrSe in ethics. As an educator, Bill was concerned not only 

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

ooncept of the role of the_-teacher.was the traditional Jewish visioo of the rabbi -

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

value and meaning - on • the wtnle human. being. Bil:l agreed with the rabbinic prov

erb that "he whose learning exceeds the quality of his living, his learning will 

not be established." But why· slx>uld I speak for a man always perfectly capable to 

speak his m:im and frame his thought . . Sale years ago at a grij.duation at case West

ern Reserve University, Bill had this to say. 

"~re than ·tw:> thousand years ago Heraclitus observed, "There is oothing 

pennanent except change." We in this century can add one footnote, not along is 
, 

there change, but change at an increasing latlfX). 

"'!he Stone Age lasted for rountless millenia; the Iron lv:]e, th:>usarxls of 

years; steam and electricity,hundreds; atani.c per.er, decades. · No \\Om.er . Nti.tehead 

exclainei, . . 'Events might ootrun man and leave him a panting anachronism.' 

"lbw can man keep up? 'lb be sure good health, faith aoo good fortune are 

ilrportant, bit I wool.d speak of the aCXIW-sitioo of knowledge. Krx:Jwledge is curru

lative. Like a snowball down an ernless hill, it gains mass am 11ate11tum to the 

point where oo man can contain it. '1he universal man of the Renaissance, a da

Vinci, is gone forever. 'lhe fact that man oow nust know JOOre and nore about less 

. . ··----... __ ... ... -· . ... .. . ... . -
•- - ---• _, • ,.. •• • • • a 
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ard less is trite, rut true . 
.. ~ 

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

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

the tedmical language he uses .daily, mnplete understanding \\Ollld be difficult. 

'''l'here are other paradoxes. \'Je have achieved remarkable advances in the 

control of nature and yet, rarely before have men been so resigned before the forces 

of society. There is a sense of detachnent f ran the sources of pc,,Jer, defeatism in 

the face .of nuclear mlocaust. 
~ • 

ArX>ther paradox: Never before have we had such miracles of cxr.mmication 

at our disp:,sal and yet, the ignorance of the average man roncerning the issues 

of the day remains abysmal. 

,~ You recall the familiar quotation £ran Keats - "P.eauty is truth." All 

this is too true, rut I would speak of a seoond kim of knowledge ~hlch is oot 

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

experience, in this realm there is only s~culation, even faith and hope. 

'iThe ~int is that in spite of the march of science \t.i.th the resultant 

mass of data, men everywhere are still askirJ], what is life, what is death, what 

is truth. 

"'Ihese are the primacy questions., It's easy enough to tei1 yoong people 

that life is real and life is earnest, rut all about them, as their elders preach 

the virtue of industry, there is the universal a~al to shorter lnlrs, leisure 

am ease. A society whose credo is labor-savin:3, whose epitate is the ~-b.ltton, 

whose status synix>ls are recreatiooal.·, - at the sane tine dE!!lal'lds of its yoong people 

a standard of intellectual preparatioo never before equalled. The ambivalence is 

ironic, if not inevitable. 

'"Ihe search for answers nust be cxnh1cted anew by each generation. Fran 

tine i1111ecorial, man has asked, ''Nlat is hawiness?" 'lb the :imnature, reganlless 

of age, it is the avoidance of respoosibility, freabtt to do not:runJ - negative 
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quality. But a wise Englishnan, Sir .R:>rert Goold, reminds us, "Real am abiding 

haR?iness does not spring fran ease and idleness. Happiness cc11es fran strain, 

tensioo, struggle, fran grappling with the difficult and sucoeedinJ. Music cates 

£ran taut strings, oot slack ones." 

" By the year 2000 the scientific products of CUl!lllative krx:wledge will have 

transform:d the \\Orld and, yet, the t:lx>ught processes of many citizens will have 

altered rut little. There will still be grown men and \\Onen thinking in childlike 

patterns. As we get older the countless choices we need to r.lake in life becane 

nore difficult. ·Black and white begin to fade. Larger areas of ·uncertainty, of 

gray, begin to a~. Justice is not absolute and instantly rea::xJill.zable. !bre 

often it is as the great jurist, learned Ham, p.it it, "The tolerable accx:nDdation 

of the ronflicting interests of society." 

"'rn life we pass through several stages: first, ignorance, perhaps blissfulj 

'then partial infonnation, often frustrating; later, sophistication; frequently 

shallow; .and then for a blessed few, the mel l~ness of wisdan born of experience 

and ability cniplerl with a rich errlowrnent_of character. 

'"Ihe world ~d ·be truly a warlrous place .if all of us oould achieve that 

last step. But in spite of all our educative forces, in sclx>ol and out, the sad 
\ 

truth is that many will retain children, em:>tionally if not intellectually. They 
I 

will grasp for the assurance of certainty am aboor the anguish of doubt. 

\To the realm of I=blitics, many will be nore concerned with the right ;\\Ord 

than with the just cause, substitute E!!Dtion for thought, and pay h::rnage to slogans. 

Childlike in th:>1Y:Jht and feelirg, still dreaming of a \\Orld of fantasy, of heroes 

and villains, they will mi.stake prejudice for truth, invective for docunentaticn, 

and passim for reason. 

·~t is in undeveloped minds such as these that hysteria will · still breed. 

'1he l«Carthys of histocy have a way of reaR)earing. A hysterical fear of propa

gaooa gives way to an unreasonf:d cl.anor far censorship. A oorror of one ism is 

transmitted into a naive acceptance of another. A panic as regards subversives 
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into a plague of reckless character defamation. 

'''!he p:>et, Jalm Ciardi, wrote not lon.3 ago, "It is ec.sy enough to praise 

men for the a:>urage of their ronvictions. I wish I oould teach the sad Y0UB'J 

of this nealy· generatiai the oourage of their oonfusions. Sha-1 re a man w}x, is oot 
. . . 

oonfused and I \tlill • show you a man woo has not been thinking_. He will be a r-an who 

has not asked enough questions." P.e adds later, "Cbnviction 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 getting the facts, 

for avoidin:J t:erptllgly easy ~s, ru~ we nust also avoid the counsel which may 

unduly deter action. We have seen catastrophe result when intellectuals engaged in 

dialectics while the less cx:nfused devils acted. '!he nightmare of pre;.-ar Gennany 

made it clear that faults of ani.ssian by many are as repllsive as acts of_ CXJtr

rni.ssion by a relative few. Fi!mund Burke wisely cautioned, "'!be surest way for evil 

to succeed is for good -men to do noth:inJ." Krx:1wledge carries with it responsi

bility, an obligaticn ·to act, to participate in the light on one's best and oon

sidered judgnent. 'Ihe search for truth does oot nean the avoidance of cxnviction. 

The intellectual nust be nore than·a bland and detached observer of the social 

sqene. In a \vOrld of change we need the poise of Jonwledge, the serenity of faith, 

the enthusiasm of PJrpose and the rewards of participation." 
• I •• -· 

Bill was a man of kn::,wledge, sincere in faith, enthusiastic in purpose, 

an activist. Bill loved to be in the classroan. He was always eager to carry 

his cxmvictions into practice. Bill possessed a fine mind arxl a fair mind. He 

was well-read and he had read carefully. His was a broad love of all that -crm

prises culture arx1 a flexible mind, ever ready to seize new opp:,rtunities arx1 to 

break out of conventional nodes. Bill quickly saw the possibilities of the new 

electronic media. He established the first radio station designed to support the 

instructional program of a major schx>l systen. ·When the time came to nove fran 

the classroan into the role of supervision, Bill recognized the possibilities of 
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his new role am did oot look back. His skill, cx::ul)etence and character allowed 

him to rise quickly tmtil he became Superintendent of Sclxx:>ls, but he lever forgot 

that teachiB;;J was a face-to-face enterprise which cnild not be reduced to charts 

and structure. Bill IX)ssessed 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 rum., 
He possessed a fine sense of his own person and of the dignity of others. He 

listened quietly aoo spoke only after a matter had been fully oonsidered. He 

spoke what he felt to be the· trµth and not sinply to please an audience . 
.... 

Perhaps it is not surprising that this infinitely humane rnan was the last 

superintendent of· education in our city to be truly concerned with the quality of 

educaticn offered the imividual child. Bill believed in an open society rut he 

was rot willing to allow the passions of the narent to force him ~ set aside the 

irrp:>rtance of excellence in instniction. Af.ter his years with the schJol systan, 

Bill became a university professor. He delighted in the opportunity to sensitize 

another generation of teachers to his values aoo visicn, but he was always ready 

to get out into the field and deal with practical issues. 

I have alway~ thought of Bill as a sinple man. Sinplicity is not innocence 

but the absence of guile. Bill was the sane within as with:>ut. His oourtesy was 

never calculated. He was oot in that sense a political beast. '!he Bible de

scribes Noah as "a sinple man but straight." Sinplicity is the reoognition that 

there is only one way to go - the moorable, open aoo carudtted way. Bill had in 

his heart a dream of an lmlerica as an open arx:1 free society, secure in the hands 

of an educated, infonned. electorate, able to \\Ork out its destiny dem:x:ratically 

because ~f the quality of its citizens. He saw his role as the developrent of 

that citizeru:y. • 

A man of passicn, erpathy and love, Bill was blessed with love, the love 

of a large family, the fulfillinJ intimacy of marriage. He and Buth were true 
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soul mates and helpnates. 'lbgether they l::uilt a lone in which there was enoourage

nent, respect and joy. Here their daughters \\ere given the ORX)rtunity to develop 

an appreciatiai for all that is good and valuable in civilization, to rea,gnize 

their own capacities and to fulfill these in their own way. 

If there is any oonsolation 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 himself or his smile arrl it woold have been a tragedy had this been 

so. Bill will be deeply missed. 

Daniel Jer~ 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 ifwe 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 v1ay 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 tho ugh ts th.at 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 s.!.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 



I 

I 

-

-2-

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 quality, 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 

courtes,y, helpful, reliable, a calming influence. .A disciplined 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 community. 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 

l. 
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HAROLD A. LIPTON April 3, 1959 

WE ARE MET rro PAY OUP LAST TRIBUTE 0F PF.SPECT TO ONE FRf'M OUR Min5T WHO HAS 

NOW PASSED BEYOND OUR SIGI-TT. AS AL1~TAYS AT SUCH AN HOUR WE STANT".l GRIEF-L.AnEN BEFORE 

THE QL.lR'rAIN OF DEATH. WE CANNOT mAW THAT CURTAIN ASIDE. WHAT AWAITS BEYOND IS 

FOREVER HirmEN FROM OUR VIEW. 

IN TIME EACH OF us WILL PASS ACROSS THIS TIIVITIE. WHEN WE no, NONE nF us WILL 

KNOW WH/IT 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 

RE ~INDEn OF LIFE' S SWIFT PASSAGE. OUR YC1UTH SF,EMS ONLY YESTERDAY, OUR DAYS SO 

FLEETING AND SO FEW. TO FACE lEATH IS TO BF. REMIN!ED F THE USES TO WHICH WE MUST 

DEnICATE OUR LIFE. IF WE ro NOT KNOW WHAT LIES BEYOND, EACH OF us KNOWS THAT SERVICE 

OF LnVE ANn KINDNEf'S, f"F 8ENTLENESS AND COURAGE ffiICH WE MUST TENDER HERE ANn NOW. 

ANT1 INCE WE T10 NOT KNOW WHr N OUR LIFE MAY END, IS IT NOT FOLLY FOR ANY OF US TO PUT 

OFF GENERnus INSTINCTS AND NOBLE IMPml>ES, FEELING THAT THERE MAY YET BE TIME? THERE 

MAY NEVER BE TIME. WE ARE NnT THE MASTERS OF OUR DESTINY. WE DO NOT DETERMINE WHEN 

WE ARF, TO nIE • IF OUR DAYS ARE NOT TO REMAIN FOREVER INCCMPLETE 1"1E ~UST FILL THEM 

WITH SERVICE TO MAN. TO LIVE OUR nAYS, HOWEVER LONG THEY BF:, ABLY ANn WELL IS THE 

BURDEN ANn THE CHALLENGE OF LIFE. 

WE ARE MET TO PAY OUR LAST RESPECTS TO HAROLD A. LIPTON, A FORTHRIGHT BUT 

GENTLE MAN, A YEVOTET) HIBBAND AND LOVING FATHER ANT1 GRANDFATHER. IT WAS NOT MY 

PRIVIIEGE TO BE INTIMATE WITH MR. LIPI'ON, YET ALL WHO llftNIIIIIII WERE ci;,c,5$§1._TO '1IM 
bl --- • ~'-'..i.. ... ~c:, 

TESTIFY TO THE INTEGRITY OF HIS CHARACTER, 'l'Hii IDITFPSTANDING OF JtrS M.J)m, 1'111 •&nt 

OF HIS SENSE OF FELIDtl~FEELINO AmfTHE HONESTY OF HIS FRIENOOHIB ANT) HIS LOVE. MR. 

LIPrON WAS A MAN OF ABIMNO LOYALTIES. HE WAS LOYAL TO THIS COUNTRY, WHOSE PROMISE 

OF FREEDOM AND OPPCJITUNITY HE SO RESPECTED. HE WAS LffAL BOTH IN WJRn AND IN !IED, 

IN SENTIMENT AND IN MILITARY SERVICE. MR. LIPl'ON WAS LOYAL TO HIS STANDARffl. HIS 

WERE HIGH STANDARI6 OF JUSTICE AND PROBITY. RI WAS A MAN OF BarH CONVICTION AND 
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PRI!E, ANn HE EID1PLIFIED THESE VALUES IN HIS BUSINESS AS IN HIS PRIVATE LIFE. MR. 

LIPrON WAS LOYAL IN FRIENffiHIP. FRIENTISHIP WAS WITH H]}1 A MATTF'.R OF MtrrUAL 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 INCAPSULATEn WISOOM, THOSE WHO HAT) 

THE PRI'".lILEGE OF ENJOYING HIS COMPANIONSHIP CHERISHED THAT PRIVILEGE MOST HIGHLY. 

ABOVE ALL ELSE, }ffi. LIPI'ON WAS LOYAL TO HIS FR-!ILY. HIS MARRIAGE WAS BUILT nN THE 

SflUNn FOUNDATIONS OF PROFOUN'1 LOVE AND MUTUAL RESPECT. HE WAS AL'WAY'S WILLING TO 

PUT HIMSELF OUT FOR THE SAKE OF HIS BELOVEn 1,ITFE AND THEIR CHILm.EN • TREIB HAPPINESS 

TOnK PRECEnENCE OVER HIS EASE OR REST. HE GUITIEn HIS CHILmEN WITH LOVING FIRMNESS 

ANn . TOOK GREAT ffiITIE IN THEIR GROWTH INTO MATURITY. THE BONffi OF FAMILY 'tJEP~ 

I~PORTJ.NT Tn MR. LIPTON, ft.NT) HE TRfiNSMITTED THIS TO THOSE CI.CSEST TO HIM. 

I WOULn NOT - -




