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Memorial Tribute ·to ;.;wsaacl Nlifgblis 
By Rabbi Daniel Jeremy Silver 

March 28, 1972 

A disciple once asked his master: "I venture to ask my master 

about death. " The wise tutor replied: "While we do not know about lifa, how can 

we know about death? " 

Life is a mystery and death is an even greater one. Who can 

fathom the enigma of existence or comprehend the ways of the creator who or-

dained the law of growth and decay, birth and the time of singing, death and the 

time of tea rs. 

Since death is the common lot, our sages have counselled us to 

lay this fact close to our hearts, and in the very house of mourning to learn the 

wisdom of living. 

Death inevitably stirs within us deep and somber reflections. 

We are made sharply aware of the uncertainty and the fugitive character of our 

lives, of the swift passage of our days, of the things which we cannot bend to our 

will, nor master, nor circumvent - the hard, ineluctable facts of our destiny. 

We are brought unwillingly to face the limitations of our power, the sharp bound

aries of our human condition. "All flesh shall perish together, and man shall 

turn again unto dust." We come suddenly to fear that the cherished dreams which 

sustain us, our hopes and plans and ambitions, may come to an abrupt end at the 

brink of an early grave. 

If we lay these things to heart, if we come to understand that 

"death, " as the poet put it, "plucks my ears and say, Live - - I am coming, " 

we shall acquire in the very house of mourning salutary instruction in the difficult 

art and discipline of living. And we shall acquire it. 
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Before the silver cord is snapped assunder 
And the Golden Bowl is shattered 
And the pitcher is broken at the well 
And the wheel falls shattered into the pit, 
And the dust returns to the earth as it was, 

Our hearts will not be filled with despair, but with humility. We shall learn how 

carefully to number our days, one by one, how to husband and treasure them, 

and how to fill each day with at least a grain of what is eternal. We shall gain per

spective on all our enterprise and ambitions, and a truer insight into value and 

meaning and purpose. 

A famous rabbi was called upon to speak words of consolation 

at the funeral of a beloved disciple who had died young. He took as his text a 

verse from the book of Ecclesiastes: "Sweet is the sleep of the laboring man, 

whether he eat little or much. " He interpreted this verse to mean: "Sweet shall 

be the sleep of the man in death who has labored faithfully and honorably in life, 

whether he lived few years or many." The value of a man's life is not determined 

by the number of years that he has lived, but by the manner in which he has lived 

them. It is not how long, but how? Some men, declared our rabbis, gain im

mortality in one brief hour, while others drag along through years of barrenness 

and futility until they are lost unnoticed in the unheeding sands of oblivion. 

"People ask, " wrote the famous author Tolstoi, "Why do some people die so 

young, when they have lived so little?" "How do you know that they have lived so 

little? This crude measure of yours is time, but life is not measured in time. 

This is just the same as to say: Why is this saying, this poem, this picture, 

this piece of music so short? Why has it not been drawn out to the size of the 

longest speech or the largest picture? As the measure of length is inapplicable 
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to the greatness of productions of wisdom or poetry, so--even more evidently-

is it inapplicable to life. How do you know what inner growth this soul accomp

lished in its short span and what influence it had on others. 

Life, my dear friends, that quickens us all, gives us our hour 

of sun and ecstasy, and then wears us down through sadness, sickness and defeat 

into the dust. 

Blessed, indeed, is the man whose life does not end in the dust, 

but continues creatively in other lives, and abides in the grateful remembrance 

of those who were strengthened and ennobled by his influence and example. This 

is his sure link with immortality. 

Some men pass away and their place is scarcely missed. Others 

in their passing ve behind them a void which is deeply felt and long deplored. 

this world with a good name." Eman Margolis has left behind just such a G.oDo 

name. He was a man of wide human sympatli The scope of his generosity 

was broad. No one in need was ever turned aside. anuel had known what 

it was to be uprooted from his home and forced to of comparative ease 

~-~ 
and begin it again. He came to these shores as a 

-<.. (W'r-.Ac... r;-~A- ~..,_, ~:r ~ 
with his hands until he kzs a~e opportunity tow rk with his head and • hands. 

Emanuel accepted the burdens of life proudly and 

him with a strong frame and great 

ergetically. God blessed 

er stinted of his energies. 

c;.v~ ~"'~TV~,., o.,,.. ~~tt
~"'~~~1 

'-Ort'~,....,_,,J.~ "'~ kt JI~---
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August 9, 1968 

A disciple once asked his mlter: "I venture to ask my master about 

death. " The w1se tutor replied: "While we do not know about life, how 

can we know about death? " 

Life fl:beatf is a mystery, and death is an even greater one. Who can 

fathom the enigma of existence, or comprehen.d the ways of the creator who 

ordained the law of growth and decay, birth and the time of singing, death 

and the time of tears. 

Since death is the common lot oj Jf I lb. our ages have counselled us to 
/ 

lay this fact close to our hearts, and 1n the very house of mourning to learn 

the wisdom of living. 

Death inevitably stirs within us deep and comber reflections. We are 

made sharply aware of the uncertainty and the fugitive character of our lives, 

of the swift passage of our days, of the things which we can not bend to our 

will, nor master, nor circumvent - the hard, ineluctable facts of our destiny. 

We are brought unwillingly to face~he limitations of our power, the sharp 

boundaries of our human condition. "All flesh shall perish together, and man 

shall turn again unto dust. 11 We come suddenly to fear that the cherished 

dreams which sustain us, our hopes and plans and ambitions, may come to 

an abrupt and at the brink; of an early grave. 

If we lay these things to heart, if we come to understand that "death, " 

as the poet put it, "plucks my ears and say, Live - - I am coming, 11 we 

shall acquire in the very house of mourning salutary instruction in the difficult 

art and discipline of living. And we shall acquire itJ 
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~Before the silver cord is snapped assunder 
/ ~nd the Golden Bowl is shattered 

And the pitcher is broken at the well 
And the wheel falls shattered into the pit, 
And the dust returns to the earth as it was, Nr-- ~ 

Our hearts will not be filled with despair in the pll&Cl!ES SI I ath but with 

humility. We shall learn how carefully to number our days, one by one, 

how to husband and treasure them, and how to fill each day with at least 

a grain of what is eternal. We shall gain perspective on all our enterpriese 

and ambitions, and a truer insight into value and meaning and purpose. 

A famous rabbi was called upon to speak words of consolation at the 

funeral of a beloved disciple who had died young. He took as his text a 

verse from the book of Ecclesiastes: "Sweet is the sleep of the laboring man, 

whether he eat little or much. " He interpreted this verse to mean: "Sweet 

shall be the sleep of the man in death who has labored faithfully and honorably 

in life, whether he lived few years or many. " The value of a man's life 

is not determined by the number of years that he has lived, but by the manner 

in which he has lived them. It is not how long,,. but how? Some men, 

declared our rabbis : gain immortality in one brief hour, while others drag 

along through years ~of barrenness and futility until they are lost unnoticed 

irli, the unheeding sands of oblivion. "People ask, II wrote the famous author 

Tolstoi, "Why do some people die so young, when they have liped so little? " 

"How do you know that they have li ed so little? This crude measure of yours 

is time, but life is not measured in time. This is just the same as to say: 

Why is this saying, this poem, this picture, this piece of music so short? 

Why h•• iA b!Sliaw .Ji ••~ not been drawn out 

or the largest pictur As the measure of 

t1the size of the longest speech 

length is inapplicable to the 

greatness of productions of wisdom or poetry, so--even more evidently--is it 
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inapplicable to life. J , May God 
How ao you know what inner growth this S0'-4 

in its short span and what influence it had on others. 

Life, my dear friends, that quickens us all, gives us our hour of sun 

and ecstasy, and then wears us down through sachess, sickness and defeat 

into the dust. 

Blessed, indeed, is the man whose life does not end in the dust, but 

continues creatively in other lives, and abides in the grateful remembrance 

of those who ~ere strengthened and ennobled by his influence and example. 

This is his sure link with immortality. 

ass awa and their p1ace : is 
L-rv Nt,--'<..1 f~~ 

scarcely missed, while others 

in theix I ~a.ssing "leave oeliin 

We:. are iatbered bere to pay ,u1• roopoobo lei eRe wner 1112 a)l held in 

a~ &nd eeteetn, 
• 

Our sages csaid: "It has been taught that all men must die, and death 

Happy, then, is that man who departs this w with a ., 
'-1 ,___ 

good name. ~'l"ff',~~~-!Ck has departed this world with A good 

name, we are more valuabj.e than the most precious oil. 

(.-. There are three crowns,a ccor 

royalty, of priesthood, and 

them all. The crown of 

man of wide 

name belonged to 

The scope of 

of a good name excells 

He was a 

was never 

narrow His compassion went out to all men were 

, regardless o.ftheir race or creed. Jewish philantu-o'r,ic 
--

cies, both 

local and national, and worthy causes, here and abroad, received his generous 

and constant support. 

-no--
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compassionate man who worked and lived so faithfully among us. May God 

comfort his dear ones and all the members of his beloved family whose 

personal bereavement is greater than ours. May they find in the oncoming 

years great consolation. They will be encouraged, I know, by a host of 

significant memories which Louis Bing bequeathed unto them. "They never 

die who live in the hearts of those who love them. 11 

All deaths are not alike, even as= all lives are not of the same pattern. 

When death comes to a man whose gifts were broadly shared, whose quality 

was widely known, such a death can no longer be looked upon as stark 

tragedy. When that life has been graced with two wonderful loves, with 

family and with the high regard of a community, such a life, even in death, 

brings with it a measure of solace. 

A man is as great as the dreams he dreams 
As great as the love he bears 
As great as the values he redeems 
And the happiness he shares. 
A man is as great as the thoughts he thinks, 
As the worth he has attained, 
As the fountains at which his spirit drinks 
And the insight he has gained. 
A man is as great as the truth he speaks 
As great as the help he gives, 
As great as the destiny he seeks, 
As g~eat as the life he lives. 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 
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their tribute of respect. 

Louis Bing belonged to the family of men of good will. His faith was 

to live responsibly, to do justly, to love mercy. He was a man of fairness 

and integrity. His word was his bond. His way always solid, carefully 

determined, his efforts always unstinting. His active career unfolded itself 

ltmrough the Depression and the war, in times that were confused and filled 

with menace. It was an age sick with all of the maladies of the spirit, class 

struggle and racial madness stalked the earth. Throughout these years Louis 

Bing held fast to the cherished values of civilization. He worked to bring 

a larger humanity to our city - he brought with him always a balanced judgment 

as well as a stout heart. Louis Bing was a realist who believed in the reality 

of an America which would fulfill its promise as a truly open and just society. 

He labored for the good of all. He knew men for what they were and had only 

contempt for those who saw the divisions of class, color, or race, rather than 

the unity oft he human race. Words of prejudice never entered his mind, and, 

of course, did not cross his lips. 

A responsible member of our Jewish communith he lived proudly as a 

Jew and without mistrust of the world without. He was friend of all who deserved 

friendship. Louis Bing was a man of his own mind and his mind was eager, 

retentive, alive to the variety and complexity of life. He preferred deeds to 

words though he used words judiciously and well. His was the, way of quiet 

friendship rather than hale-fellow boisterousness. Those who knew him as 

friend rejoiced in hia kindness, his concern and his obvious interest in their 

welfare. 

Loul Blng will be grea ly missed but his memory will linger among us 

like a awe t benediction. Our sages said th t a memory of a righteous man is 

ever bl 0 h 11 be bl ed when ver we racall this just, concerned and 



E. Dennis Lustig 

Henry Thoreau said it: "However mean your life is, meet it and live it; 

do not shun it or call it hard names." 

We would have understood had Dennis called life any number of harsh and 

bitter names, but that was not his way. Dennis was born a little man in a big 

world, but he made up his mind not to give in to self-pity or to retreat from 

active participation, and through the years he proved that he had the courage, 

the will and the ability to make a place and a name for himself. A wise man once 

observed: "Living is never to let your actions be influenced by your fears." 

I do not know - no one can know - what fears and tensions Dennis carried in his 

soul, but we all know that these did not affect his actions. His deeds were 

those of a man of indefatigable will who had taken his situation in hand and 

faced life head on. 

I find it difficult to imagine the strength and resolve which each day 

required. Those who are fortunate in their health and physical frame tend to 

take good fortune for granted. We have our prob lems but they are not constantly 

with us. Dennis's limitations were inescapable. He was born into them. He 

could not leave them behind or get away from them by taking a vacation. I can 

only marvel that he did not fall heir to what is perhaps the least becoming weak

ness of our age, the tendency to blame our failures on our upbringing, our parents 

or the circumstances of our lives. Dennis did not blame the world or curse his 

fate - at least not publicly. He simply kept going. He would not give in to 

self-pity. He was determined to make the most of what he had. 

Long before he could understand his fate, Dennis had to accept the fact 

that he was different. At a time when most children begin to explore all facets of 

life, Dennis had to recognize that many areas and activities were closed to him. 

He could not participate in sports and many forms of physical and emotional con

tact were denied him. sc,me treated him with a kindness which bordered on false 

solicitude. Others pulled aside. Others were true friends, but Dennis must 

have been aware that there would always be some tension in his relationships. 
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We would have understood if he had withdrawn into bitter silence, many do, or 

if he had taken out his anger in bitter aggression. Many do. Somehow Dennis 

kept himself in hand and shaped his life so that he would be part of the big 

man's world. Indeed, he chose a field in which big men compete - sports. Long 

before most children master the multiplication tables, Dennis had mastered the 

principles of most sports and such details as the batting and fielding averages 

of those who played in the major leagues. Not able to participate, he became a 

participant observer. He would be present at events in which big men compete 

and he would write about them. He would be in the arenas where big men display 

their courage and skill, share in their activities. He would face their courage 

with his. It took courage just to be there. He would match their skill with his. 

He would carefully and effectively describe what had taken place. No athlete he 

wrote about showed more courage on the arena floor than Dennis showed by climbing 

into the press box and carrying on as he did for twenty years in a big man's trade. 

Some small people who are determined to make their way in life find that 

they can do so only if they build high walls against the intended and unintended 

hurt which a cruel world inflicts. Dennis knew pain, the intended pain of the 

boor, the unintended pain of false solicitude, and he remained open to life. 

It was a matter of will and of his good fortune in being blessed with a good 

sense of humor. Despite his anxieties and pain, Dennis had a warm and full sense 

of humor. He was a ready and easy companion who enjoyed the give and take of 

camaraderie, late hours and tall beers. Your presence here in such numbers 

testifies to the reach of his friendship and its quality. 

No man is an island unto himself. Dennis could not have grown up as he 

did without the steady support of his parents, particularly the constant love, 

encouragement and good sense of his mother. Her love sustained him in good times 

and bad times. There are many good people in this world and many reached out to 

help Dennis by opening doors of opportunity for him and helping him over one 

nurdle and another. Joyce has asked me to particularly mention three - Hal 
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Liebc1w.i. tz, Bud Rand and John Woods. There were many others. Blessed are those 

who help. Blessed also are those who can be helped. All of us know those so 

angry at their fate that they reject the support which might make life more 

bearable. Dennis accepted the support and encouragement which was offered to 

him and made the most of it. He did not ask for special favors. He worked hard. 

He had his frustrations, but he also had moments of triumph. He took justifiable 

pride in the fact that he was signaled out last year by the Associated Press for 

an award for having written the best news sports story of 1983. 

Life takes its toll on everyone. Everything was more than twice as hard 

for Dennis. What most of us do without thought, getting in a car, walking through 

snow, required hard effort. I suspect that the effort he invested in his forty 

years corresponds in terms of physical cost to the effort most of us expend in 

the four score years which the Psalmist described as the measure of life. At 

forty Dennis's heart finally gave out. He is now at peace, but he must know that 

his life touched many. How can we whine or complain with his example before us? 

When our tradition seeks to praise someone they speak of him as having left life 

to the living. Dennis left life to us - a vision of courage for which he will 

always be blessed. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

November 27, 1984 
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• r, Harry Lyons 
Let us begin this meditation on 

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

There is no mortal power which can 
withstand death. For all of our vaunted 
science and of our modern wisdom, we 
cannot avoid illness or the grave. 

hy should we fear to say so? Why 
should we be afraid to admit that our 
frame is dust and our end dust, that to 
love is to lose, and that to draw close 
is to know the bitterness of parting. 
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Is death really such a frightening 
prospect? Is it not rather elemental 
to life, a natural thing, a deliberate 
piece in God's scheme? What was it 
that the wise man, ben Sirah said: 
''Fear not the sentence of death. 
Remember, rather, them that have been 
before you and that come after you, for 
such is the sentence of the Lord over 
all flesh. There is no inquisition in 
the grave whether you have lived ten 
or a hundred or a tlhousand years.'' 
As God protects us in birth and in life, 
so does he shelter and protect us in 
death and beyond. Our friends, our 
loved ones have gone a common way. 
They do not walk alone. They walk a 
way which God has charted and designed 
for them. 
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Let us speak of death straightforwar/Y. 

I know that if many had been less evasive 

or delicate with their loved ones, they 

would have been far less confused in 

their grief, far more certain of the next 

step, of how to regain the ladder which 

leads up from the valley of the shadows. 
, 

The heartache of confusion cu s as 
close to the quick flesh as the knife 

of grief. e try though it is too late 

to read what another had in mind, his 

hopes and his dreams. How much simpler 

and how much wiser it would hae been had 

we spoken of death and of the burdens 

which will remain. 

Recall what the poet divine, John 

Donne, wrote: 
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Death be not proud, though some 

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

The Christian preacher was far more 
confident than we of a final resurrectic. 
Yet, we share his reassurance that 
"those whom thou thinkest thou dost 
overthrow, poor death, die not.'' 
Death does not cancel quality nor vision, 
the truths we have set on paper, the 
truths that we have spoken quietly to 
our children, the love which we have 
whispered, our example of patient 
forebearance and of quiet strength. 
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• '' A good 1 i f e , '' the r ab b i s s a i d , 
''hath but few days, but a good name 
endureth forever.'' ''The righteous," 
so they said, ''are living even when 
they are dead." The life of an 
individual ends, but not the good things 
which a man has built, nor the high 
causes which he has served, nor his 
memory, nor his 1ntluence. 

we may have outlived our tamily, 
but they are alive in us. e transcend 
death not only in the gentic inheritance 
ot our children, but in intluence, 
through the indelible imprint ot 
personality, through our ident1t1cat1cn 
with the timeless things of the spirit. 
And here we touch the fundamental 
meaning of this service. It is not an 
occasion to speak some mggical 
incantation for the safety of our dead. 



6 

Nor has it advantage for us if we do 
no~ more than open the floodgates of 
tears. This is the hour of remembrance. 
It is the hour which highlights virtue 
and quality. We see the holiness of 
another 1 s life, his worth, his dignity, 
his sacrifice, and we not only recall, 
but we resolve. We shall not be 
unworthy of our heritage. We shall not 
be unworthy of the love which we enjoyed. 
We shall not be unworthy of the sacrifice 
made for our benefit. ~is work, his 
love, his aspiration, his hope shall be 
completed in us. His dreams are ours. 

The death of a good friend, Dr. 
Harry Lyons, has saddened us all even 
though we know that it came when his 

~ (fl 
strengtn failed 1in the fullness of years. 

h,., 
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-~By profession a dentist, a respected , 

_,,,._ 

elder in his chosen field, Dr. Lyons 
offered hi ~ ~~~ care with great 
skill and discipline. He was meticulous 
in his work. Dentistry was a commitment, 
not simply an occupation. Those who 
could not pay would pay some day. 
His patients received state-of-the-art 

I 

treatment and were looked after by a 
gifted man. 

or/Lyons had a special kind of 
youth. He was raised in an intensely 
Jewish home and when he was 5 or 6 
his father decided to move the family 
*to Palestine where he spent much of 
his childhood. He attended heder and 
several yeshivot and all his life was 
a knowledgeable and practicing Jew. 
His father returned to the States when 
he was 12. He never lost his love for 
Zion and his interest in its welfare. 



8 a 

His daughter Marilyn wrote this 
about him. 

''My dad was a very humble, sensitive 
loving and caring person. He was 
inseparable from my mother during their 
50 years of marriage. I think his only 
time away from her was when he would 
go to his office. 

His sensitivity showed in his love 
tor his family and his work. He also 
had a great feeling tor Judaism. tie was 
religious in his own way. Each Sunday 
when we were young, elementary age, he 
would drive us to The Temple and would 
engulf himself in the library. He 
loved to read and then he would attend 
Sunday morning services there. And 
afterwards we knew he would be there, 
waiting in Mahler Hall at 12:00 for us. 
He imbued within the family a love for 
Judaism. Every Friday night he would 
say kiddush and we would have a feeling 
of together s. 
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~Y dad always wanted to return to 
Israel and talked about it for years. 
As a youngster, his family lived in 
Kfar Saba. I prompted him to take out a 
passport so he and mom could join Herbie, 
me and the children to Israel. He just 
couldn't do it. 

~y dad took great pride in his 
artistic ability. As a younger man 
he took art classes in the evening and 
produced some lovely pastel and charcoal 
drawings. He shared his enthusiasm 
w i t h me by t e a c h i n g me h ow t o d r a-w__ _ _H_e 
spent ho~rs showing me how to blend and 
shade and, above all, create. He loved 
to draw portraits. 

My dad loved his dentistry. He 
was so proud of his denture work because 
he produced it himself in his own lab. 
He was so happy to be repairing people's 
dentures that many times he never charged 
his patients for his serw-ices. 
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diYr)hter Ta:mJ111y. 

Material values ne er counted in 
his life. He never s~"Pd fame or 
fortune, even with his inborn talent. 
He was content with his portion in life. 

He exemplified the teachings of 
i icah: 

''It hath been told thee O man 
what is good and what the Lord doth 
require of thee, only to do justly, love 
mercy, and walk humbly with thy God.'' 
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Harry was a good, steady, decent, 
hard-working man. He did not have an 
ounce of pretense in his makeup. A 
humble man and somewhat shy, he made 
his own way. He loved all that we call 
culture. He learned early to face life 
with courage and not to be deterred. 

I I 

He had ban-do attitude of the self-made 
man who believes, because of his own 
exper;ence, that if you put your mind 
to~ every challenge can be met 

( 

and every obstacle overcome. 

A self-contained man, Dr. Lyons 
had no need for what passes for social 
status or public honor. He knew that 
he had the respect of his colleagues 
and the grateful admiration of his 

~r 
patients and that was enough. ~ slap 
on the back hail fellow well met 
pretentiousness which in our age passes 
for friendship was utterly foreign 
to his spirit. 
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He rejoiced in the quiet of his 
home or a walk in the open air. He had 
little need for the idle diversions 
which suburban social life sometimes 
provides. He was an infinitely 
compassionate human being who 

A~ 
shared in another's hurt, set out to 
help~ before being asked to do so. 

Dr. Lyons had no love of display. 
He would have wished this service to 
be as simple and as spare as it could 
be. Yet, dne further thought should 
be added. This hard-working and responsible 
man had a rare capacity for love. He 
was a dutiful son, a compassionate 
and thoughtful brother. He and Dorothy 
shared a rare intimacy that did not 
pale with the years. They shared the 
pleasures of building a life and a 
family together, not only intimacy 
but friendship. 
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The home that they established was 
l·I wM filled with good .._ values )111 wt,,i,eh 

they raised their daughters with wisdom 
and care and encouraged each to develop 

..,,,.4 

her own talents, taught them to see the 
possibilities of life. 

f 

I believe that if Harry could ask 
for a memorial it would be no more than 
this, that those he loved so dearly 

C keep fresh his memory, not in grief 
but in life. He would address that 
thought particularly to his grandchildren 
and great grandchildren whose many 
skills representef·•~•future for 
the family and for themselves. 

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

Daniel Jeremy Silver 
March 18, 1988 



E. Robert Marcus - Melvin S. Krasnow 

The day is gray. The hour is bitter. Two precious lives have been taken 

from us suddenly, incredibly; and the wound is so fresh and cruel that we have 

hardly come to accept the tragic facts, much less be able to speak words of con

solation to those to whom this loss is so overwhelming. There is no wisdom which 

can explain why the accidental so often intrudes so cruelly on our lives. The 

more experienced I become, the more I appreciate the wisdom implicit in the 

words, "Be strong and of good courage ·," with which so many of the Biblical figures 

approach those in mourning. Once I found the phrase cold and off-putting. Now 

it seems to me to say all that can be said. At a time like this we need strength. 

There are no answers and no explanations. It is strength, the courage to face 

the day, that we seek here. 

There is strengthening in meeting as we do. We are here as a community of 

sadness and draw some renewal of strength from being together. Coming together 

as we have, because of the respect and love we share for two fine human beings, 

reminds us of the many ties which remain and of the high quality which human 

beings can attain. We are not alone, utterly bereft. 

Death is final, but here we begin to learn again that death cannot deprive 

us of the moments we have shared, of all that another has meant to us. Our 

memories are all about us. Death is not oblivion but a translation of love into 

a new intimacy of remembrance. 

When death intrudes into our world, the mind tends to toss up not only 

memories but often an unexpected line or two from what we have read. When Patti 

called me yesterday with the incredible news, a paragraph in the Bible, spoken 

several thousand years ago and under entirely different conditions, came unbidden 

to my mind. ''Where thou goest, I will go/W~ere thou lodgest, I will lodge/Thy 

people shall be my people/and thy God my God/Where thou diest, will I die/and 

there will I be buried/The Lord do so to me, and more, also, if ought but death 

part thee and me." 
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Mel and Bob were together in business, together in family, together as 

responsible citizens of our community, and now, tragically, they are together in 

death. For many of us their relationship was our definition of friendship. 

Each day they provided chapter and verse to that familiar outline of friendship: 

"A true friend speaks freely, advises justly, assists readily, adventures boldly, 

takes all patiently, defends courageously, and continues a friend unchangeable." 

Bob and Mel were bound together not simply by the practical necessities of 

business but by a complete trust, a trust rare in our world of ambition and 

competition, a trust founded solidly on that basic integrity which each had 

instantly recognized in the other. These two hard-working and honorable men 

achieved success through their own efforts - they were not born to privilege -

and their success was the more satisfying because it was truly deserved and 

honorably earned. 

Ever since they came to Cleveland nearly 30 years ago we thought of them as 

two who were one, and yesterday's accident has forever sealed that impression. 

They were one, but each was his own distinctive person and their special interests 

and individuality reminds us that the intimacy of a true friendship or a good 

marriage does not require that the partners be alike in all things; indeed, con

trasting aptitudes and separate interests often deepen and strengthen the re

lationship. 

Mel was a man who delighted in people and personal contact. When needed he 

never thought twice about giving of his time or his substance. He was a warm

hearted man of comfortable humor who rejoiced in his work and sought out and 

found the best in everyone. Business was a happy challenge. He was utterly 

without side and had no need to ever put on airs. Though a man of firm opinions, 

you sensed always that he could laugh at life's confusions and at himself, and 

you knew that whenever there was need he would be there. Mel was unpretentious, 

the soul of kindness, a man who possessed a first-rate mind, yet, who delighted 

to work with his hands. 
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Bob was a quiet, straight-forward, straight-backed, upright man. His standards 

were high, but he always asked far more of himself than of any other. He was 

reserved but not closed in. His every action revealed a deep sense of fellow 

feeling and compassion. The soul of courtesy, he was an interesting and inter

ested friend, a man who never left a task half done. Bob possessed a questing 

mind. He was eager to understand his world. He read widely. He never stopped 

attending lectures. He was eager to master the machines and computers of our 

technological age. He spoke with assurance but without dogmatism. Guile and 

deceit were foreign to his nature. 

I last saw the two together at The Temple just six days ago. They had come 

to give blood. This was the kind of simple and instinctive act of generosity we 

expected of them. Nor was it unusual that this gift of self be given through 

the congregation. Both were active and generous citizens of our Jewish commu

nity. Both had a deep faith in God and were committed to the survival of our 

people. Our holidays were part of the fabric which bound their families together. 

Bob visited Israel a few years ago, a visit which had not only fulfilled a life

long ambition, but unlocked within him some of the deepest loyalties of his 

spirit. He returned to study hebrew and he planned to return to help in the 

upbuilding of the land. 

As friends, we mourn two good friends for the special person each was. As 

families, their loved ones grieve for both; yet, each grieves for those special 

ties of love and intimacy which they alone shared. Over the years Mel and Bob 

were wise enough to create that distance which would allow their families to 

develop their own way and so preserve the feeling of being one. They created 

space so there would be no distance. 

None of us would intrude on this private world, but Mildred and Betty have 

both spoken of the special quality of their marriages, the years of joys, the 

sharing of a steady and unbroken love, challenges faced and overcome, their 

husbands' ability to keep ever fresh the deepest stirrings of love, their wisdom, 

----• 
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the special quality of the homes that they fashioned together where they welcomed 

family and friends and raised their children. Each spoke to me of the fierce 

pride and deep joy their husband took in their children, the special satisfaction 

they knew as they watched them grow into fine human beings and competent adult

hood, of the pleasure they took in their marriages, and for Mel the special 

pleasure of being grandfather - and each spoke of how the uncles accepted and 

loved her neices and nephews as his own children. 

The poet wrote, "Out of the earth, the rose, Out of the night, the dawn, 

Out of my heart, with all its woes, the courage to press on." Knowing the 

quality of Bob's and Mel's spirit, I feel certain that it is precisely this theme 

of encouragement that they would want spoken here. Each had discharged faith

fully the obligations and responsibilities of life. They had lived courageously. 

They had lived to provide those they loved not simply material things but the 

opportunity to live the life abundant, and they would, I am sure, want you some

how to find the strength to persevere, to transcend grief, and to reach out again 

for the love, joy and opportunities which lie beyond today's shadows. They 

would have you live with the same courage they had shown every day of their 

lives, the courage to press on. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

May 9, 1984 



Eulogy - Israel Margolin 

We are met to pay our memorial tribute of affection and respect 

to a strong and determined man, a dear friend and a good neighbor, Israel 

Margolin. 

Israel lived a full, energetic and useful life. Life was never 

easy. As a young man he came to these shores and to this city by hard work, 

built for himself a fine business and established for himself a reputation of 

honesty and trust. His \\Ord was his bond. His work was honest. He gave full 

value. He was proud to be a builder and to be part of the growth of this city. 

Through his business not only did he support his family, but contributed to the 

well being and support of many. Life inevitably has its dark moments, but 

he met therm without self-pity, carrying on with the same steady strength 

which was his hall mark. Israel was a good Jew, a friend to many and a good 

neighbor to all. For over half a century he was a loyal and participating member 

of The Temple. His daughters were raised in our school and he took pride in 

their achievement. Israel felt close to God and he understood the hard sturdy 

message of the prophets. He had need of this faith and though he and his 

wonderful helpmate, Rose, built a home steady in love and secure in purpose 

they had to face in these last years the terrible pain - the loss of two of their 

children. Here I saw Israel's true metal. Yes, he cried, but he went on and 

he gave an example to those who survived, courage, rare courage. 

These last years were not easy years or good years for Israel. 

He deserved a kinder age for he had worked hard and honorably. He had loved 
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fully and loyally. He had done his share and more, but it is not in our power 

to control the best needs of men and all we can do is to live with honor and 

dignity even as Israel managed to do. 

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



MEMORIAL TRIBUTE TO 

SUNDAY, JULY 19, 1970 

THE TEMPLE 

HN 

"Naked came I from my mother'• womb and naked •hall I return there." 

Our faith take• a reali•tic and unromantic view of birth and death. Man enter• the 

world with a cry and leave• it with a cry. He cornea into it weeping and leave• 

accompanied by weeping. On entering the world hi• hand• are clenched a• if to •ay 

"the whole world i• mine, I •ball inherit it;" when he depart• hie hand• are •pread 

a• U to aay "I have inherited nothing from the world. " It i ■ to the credit of our 

wl•dom that it ln■iat• we accept life on its own term•, the bitter without blinking, 

the end without fear. 

Life i• bnielng. Life ia brief. All philo■ophiea agree on thi■, but aome are 

•o diacolored by chlldl■h peeve and petulance that life i• pictured a• a worthle•• 

thing. If we can not have thing• our way - heavmcm earth - we rationa.t.12.e what 

i• at baae, aelf-pity. Burdened by the fear of death and puzzled by death a 

unpredictable timing many a philoaophy aoura on life and adviae• man not to expect 

either Joy or peace of mind. The Greek tragedian Sophocles wrote, "Not to be born 

i• pa•t all •aying beat, but, when a man ha• ■een the light thi• i• next be•t by far

that with all •peed he •bould go thither whence be ha• come. " If the auit i ■ not 

cut ·to our ta•te we declare it un•ultable and either cultivate a •ardonic d1adaln or 

el•• dream of •ome 1olden land beyond the grave which no one ha• ever seen 

and which, u1 fact, may not be. 

The P■almi■t bad a fir■t-hand knowled1e of pain and 1rlef "out of the depth• 

I call ... My ■oul la •ated with trouble•, my light draw■ nl1li unto the grave, 

I am coUDted witb tbo•• wbo 10 clown into the pit. I am become •• one that ha• no 

help, •et apart fl'O.-. m• like the alalD _that lie ill tbe 1rave. " Yet we find another 

' 
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and more dominant note in the P■alm■, indeed in the whole Bible, an eagerne■■ for 

l~fe and a aimple plea1u,e in being alive. Our way may be brief, but the view i1 

often breath-taking. "I ■ball not die but live and declare the worlt1 of the Lord. " 

' 

Qur people walked a bitt~r bl1tory. They felt the ■harp edge of the 1word, the 

racktn1 pain of illne1 ■ •~d the ,earing angui1h of torment and exile. Wa■ it not an 

impertinence for them to delcare that life can be Joyou■ and plea•ing? How could 

they? Their appreciation and ea1erne11 grew out of their fai:~• their aubtle and 

wi■e under■tanding of G9~. Death wa■ not to be feared for God ordain• both life and 
:.·..: 

death. The 1eed permit1 the barve1t and the leave• fall from the tree for the new 
.1 . 

bud■ to have a place to grow. Within our bodie■ there i■ a conatant proce•• of 

death and renewal, decay and growth. Each 1eneration give■ birth to it■ ■ucce■■or 

and mu1t give way for the young to come into their proper place and re■pon■ibility. 

Judai■m'• affirmation of life wa■ born of fatth and of the many memorie■ of 

thole who remained faithful to their ■pirit. Recall the tendernea1 and decency of 

tho■e whom we have loved and loat: a father'• patient ■trengt h, a teacher'• 

■heltering wledom, a hu■band'• gentle encourageme~t and ellent underatandlng, 

a child'• eagerne•• and innocence, a friend'• fine achievement. A ■ we pa■■ the■e 

memorie■ before our mind we reco1nise that death held no fear for ■uch a■ the••• 

Here were ■tron1 and proud people. Here were vigorou• and 1enerou■ human 

beln1•• Here wa1 love and ■ometime1 ec■ta1y. • There wa1 accompli1bment and . 

•ometime• a true nobility, there wa1 1oodne11 in their llve1, peace in their 

bome• and· confidence in their heart•: and there were the dark houri, the 1tru11l• 

to make on•'• way, tbe heartache wben loved on•• bad to be left behind, lllne••• 
I 

infirmity, death. 011r dead were neither lnnocent nor aheltered yet they lived 

wltboat wblmperilla or complaint. Tbey aald with Heaeklab "the llvln1, the 

ll~I• pral•• 111•• •• I do tlll• day. 11 Oar memorl•• 1l•• tbe lle to all po1tur•• . 
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EULOO.Y A.R. MARG 

We are met to pay a last public tribute of friendship, respect and love 

for a good and great-hearted man whom God has taken back unto himself. I 

did not have the privilege of knowing A. R. Marg, and I regret that fact for 

his close and loving family describe to me a man of good spirits and great 

calm and of fine values -- a steady and loyal friend --.a hard-working and 

honorable man. Mr. Marg was born in Riga; and, as a youngster, he made the 

long and frightening trip by himself to these shores -- he was a man of 

courage -- one who did what needed to be done. I do not know if A. R. knew 

the psalm which begins, "Gladness of heart is the life of a man," but some

how its spirit was instinctive to him. His heart was full, open, generous 

and indomitable. 

He was a quiet man and a private person, yet full of love and 

fellow feeling. He found the quiet and .intimacy of a small town more 

congenial than the bustle of a big city, and he was esentially the happiest 

with good neighbors close to the earth, close to the open air, living at a 

pace which seemed manageable. He worked hard but he wasn't driven as some 

men are to succeed, to gain great riches. He worked responsibly and gained 

the respect of his neighbors. Hi■ trade was that of jeweler, and he was 

not only clever with his hands and skillful, but he found fulfillment in his 

work. 

A.R. was fortunate to find a good wife and together they built a 

happy home in which they raised their three sons with encouragement and 

understanding to appreciate the basic values of life and to find in life the 

joy that is possible in every day. It was a close-knit family. These ties 

were precious and tultilling to him -- and sustaining 1n these last days. 

When our tradition wants to praise a man, he often uses the phrase the 

Bible uses to describe to lfoah, "A simple man and straight." Simplicity 

is not tool1ahne , but tb quality ot being the aame without as within. 

Simplicity 1 not innoc nee but d c ncy. A. R. was a good man, a simple 
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manrnan, satisfied with simple pleasures, satisfied by the basic relationships 
of life. He was not the kind of man who would desire a fulsome eulogy, full 
of high flown phrases. He judged others simply and directly by their actions. 

I came across a poem once whose spirit I suspect A. R. would have 
approved: 

I do not want the gaping crowd 

To come with lamentation loud 

When life has fled 

I do not want my words and ways 

Rehearsed, perhaps with tardy praise 

When I am dead. 

I do not want strange curious eyes 

To scan my face when pale it lies 

In silence dread 

Nor would I have them, if they would, 

Declare my deeds were bad or good 

When I am dead. 

I only want the steadfast few 

Who stood through good and evil too 

Through friendships test 

Just those who tried to find the good 

And then as only true friends could 

Forget the rest. 



... 
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Bernard Martin 

I rise with heavy heart to speak the eulogy of a frierrl with whan I shared 

sclx>larly interests as well as friendship durirg our entire adult lives. We sat in 

class together in a sen:i.nary. We traveled together to bi-weekly pulpits which were 
. 

scarcely thirty miles apart, aIXl shared the struggles earning our doctoral degr~ 

while hard at \verk in cxngregational life . \re spoke in each other' s congregaticns . 

When the Olair of Jewish Studies, naned in my dad's ITBIDcy, was established at Case 

Western Reserve University, I was delighted to be part of the cu,utittee which nanin

ated Bernie to its first ocx:upant. He became a nerber of my rongregation aIXl I be

care a mi)er of his department. We plblished lx>oks together. In turn we elited 

the Journal of Refonn Judajsrn. I µit up with his stories arrl he put up with iey 

tales of the vicissitudes of congregational life. 

As I l(X)k back, my role in the decision to brirg Bernie to Clevelaoo was 

anong my nost successful activities. 'As a ratbi, Bernie brought the chair abidirg 

respect, the insights and cu,1nitnents of the Jewish tradition. As a scmlar he 

brought a well-furnished mim, a finely honed critical spirit, a ranarkable sensi

tivity to the ccnplexities of human th:>ught arx:1 action, a neticulous attention to 

detail, a clear and precise s_tyle, and an integrity which was unshakable. He was 

theologian and philosq>her. His mastery of the ancient and nodem languages 

allowed him to roam freely through the highways aIXl byways of western thought. 

Bernie was anyt:h.inJ tut a parochial scoolar. His doctoral thesis had been on 

Paul Tillach. He alnost single-haooedly resurrected the seminal existential work 

of Franoo-Russian existentialist thinker, rev Shestov. His sclx>larly ou~t was 

prediceoos, the many-volumed translation and updating of Zynberg's massive history 

of Jewish literature, a book on Jewish prayer, volumes on liberal Je..dsh theology 

on a:>senzweig, B 1ber and Shestov. He even prcxluced a fascinatinj and carefully 

researched oovel CXl Shal:i>atai ZVi. 

• 
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Bernie was a careful teacher woo sought to teach the sane love of lea.ming, 
' ' 

in his students that rurned in his scul. In an era of great inflation Bernie main

tained rather old-fashioned standards and was respected for them by his students. 
' 

Generally, when I came into his office one or another was sitting ~ front of l;ris 

crowded destk, talking over sane personal or acadenic problem. It was in his 

office that the teacher and the rabbi merged. He was a helpful scmlar, a goc:xl 

friend to the students in his classes and the Department of Religion which he 

chaired with distioction throogh the years. 
I 

Bernie had earned the respect of his academic peers. He was elected FellCM 

of the American AcadatW of Jewish Research. He was a foonding menber of the As

sociatic:n of Jewish Philosophy. He had been asked to becane the editor of the pub

lications of the Association For Jewish Sb.ldies. He was frequently invited to ad

dress the American Acadany of Religion and the .conferences of the Central Confer

ence of Arrerican Rabbis. Bernie was respected for his learning and for his 

living. He translated his ccmni.trcent to truth into active social ccncerns. Ber

nie was cncud.tted to all those forces in our society which encairage social justice 

and human freedan, and deeply devoted to all ~t sustains Jewish life. He was 

concerned that Jewish survival should be meaningful and that the camunity of which 

he was a part reflect in its actions the hig~st and finest levels of insight im

plicit in their traditions. 

I.et me speak of the man. Benlie rarely gossiped. When it was a matter 

of principle he did not bend easily. He sensed prejudice. He confronted the source 

directly. He was not given to cb sinulation nor was he one to limit his frierxi

ships to those of similar attaime1ts. He kept up a large am oontinuing oorres

pordence with many who had been close to him in his congregational posts. His 

ties with the ral:binate in and out of Cleveland were the frierdliest. It says 

saneth:i.nJ of Bernie's strong sense of privacy and pride that he kept the physical 

problens which plagued him these last years largely to himself. , 

• I, 
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-Bernie was an intensely private perscn. ~ kept his private and professioi;ial 

' \ lives separate, and any problems he faced he did on his o,m with great strength and 
will. \\hat he neant to th:>se nearest and closest they know best. To his parents, 

t 

brothers and sisters vJe can only offer our love, shared respect for one \ohan ~ey 

loved, and the sense that vJe share in sooe degree your sorro.v. 'lb Nancy, Rachel and 
Joey vJe w:>uld speak of the love and respect that v.1e share for your husband and 

father, and of our knowledge of the love he lx>re for you. None of us know why 

Bernie was struck do,m so early, rut v.1e do know he had sanelnw mnpleted nore than 
' many do who are allOY.al much longer lifetimes, and that his \\Ork was of the highest 

quality and greatest significance. 

Daniel Jereny Silver 
.. 

January 17, 1982 

\ 
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Jay J. Marx 

We are met to pay a last public tribute of affection and respect to a good 

and kindly human being, a vital and warm person, a lifelong friend and true gentleman, 

Jay Marx. 

There are those who seize each day's opportunity to use life wisely, and 

there are those who let life slip by. This 1s the reason that all deaths are not alike 

even as every life is different. Some live on the surface. They are afraid to involve 

themselves in the tight relationships of love and family. They fail to discipline their 

talents and when they die it is almost as if they had never been. When they die they 

are scarcely missed. 

There are others, like Jay, who, to use an old rabbinic phrase, "leave 

life to the living. " These are the people who seize every opportunity to care and to 

love and to reach out - to do. Their feelings encourage others even as their presence 

enobles others. When they die there is a great void because they have become central 

to many lives. 

Your presence he re today in such numbers testifies to such a void and 

such a man. A man who lives beyond the fabled eighty usually has outlived his friends. 

His funeral is small. You are here in great numbers because Jay was alive and vital 

and his life touched many generations. 

This week has been devoted to the history of our country. To think of 

Jay's life is somehow to participate in this historical cast of mind. Jay and his father 

before him were lifelong citizens of our community. His family touches the early 

days of settlement here, and he had about him much of the openness and friendliness, 

the love of the outdoors. and the open spaces, the unflagging optimism and the in

stinctive respect for the freedom and opportunities of our nation which we associate . 

with an earlier, more self-confident generation. 

e 
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A hard worker, self-reliant, proudly erect, Jay looked taller than he, 

in fact, was. He faced each and every responsibility straight on. He worked hard and 

traveled far. Though he was often in another town he was never outside the circle 

of friends. Wherever he went his good mind and open personality and his obvious 

interest in others turned customers and casual acquaintances into friends. 

There is a stereotype which describes the salesman as a hail-fellow-well

met, a slap on the back and a smile that disappears as soon as the sale is made. This 

was not Jay Marx's way. Friendly, yes, but never calculatingly so. Energetic, cer

tainly, but never boisterous or loud. There was a smile on his face but it came from 

deep within and was never put on. I do not know whether Jay knew the line from 

the Psalms which reads "gladness is the heart of the man," but, surely, that philo

sophy was instinctive to him. Deep within there was joy and good feeling. 

Jay was a lifelong member of The Temple, a good Jew, and as you would 

expect, his membership was one of service and of interest in others. He was a long

time member of our Usher's corps and an eager organizer of the Euclid Beach Temple 

picnic. There he would often tell me that the young do not play baseball as well as 

those of his generation. So be it. 

Most of all, Jay was a man of family. He was a bit of a romantic, really 

more than a bit; and I suspect that deep down he believed that a good marriage, his 

marriage, had been made in heaven. He and his beloved Bessie enjoyed over six 

decades of the closest intimacy and constant love. They raised their daughters 

with encouragement, wisdom and love and took unceasing pride in their accomplish

ments and those of their grandchildren and of the great grandchildren who came be

hind. It was a close relationship, tended carefully. 

e 
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I do not know what Jay would have us say in this hour. I am sure he did 

not begrudge the onset of death. Life had been good to him. He had known the spring 

of anticipation, of long summer accomplishment, a quiet autumn of work and respect. 

I suspect he would have us say simply this: your happiness was ever the source of 

mine. I pray that you will not remember the sirq)le fact of my death but the long years 

of joy that we shared and that you will turn back to the ways of life, cherishing my 

memory, happy memories, and continuing to find together happiness and fulfillment. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

July 11, 1976 



, 
r. . It 

-' 

u-tr ~ 

ib W/N 

rlt>T ~VJAl6 '-' f ( -S ~t., f"o,,Jr 

N tfVt..1"7\.. be /fl¥ 6- ~ ~ T, •ht-=' 1 w "r~ wl ~ 'I ov 'Ye t:lv.i 1s ~ 

e 

Vf f0"V\J r 

( l ~ ( e-'2> '-· ,(,, \ 

ft_;~ CV 

• ~, ll "'Ir 

~ ,,_-:C ~ s t? ~~ ~ ~ f £,LS~ 

' 
l ' [ 



• 

MEMORIAL TRIBUTE TO ED MEISEL 

May 11, 19 70 Rabbi Daniel Jeremy Silver 

Thia is a memorial hour when we bring to mind the essential goodness 

of him whom we mourn. There is a beautiful custom among our people which 

has us light candle of remembrance. As a symbol, his 

appropriate to extinguish a light? Has 1shed the bright 

remind us that death is not an end, b a translation, a step up, a closer 

us bare, but leaves us 1th warm memories, recollections which continue to 

burn brightly. these we are never deprived. In a very real sense, those 

never die. 

During this ~_t_t _· __ : l boa,. we (laQse --.f.o sketch ouf fhe b&8 te outline, 

the 1;iche r meaRiRg by wAieA i:d Meisel lived out b,ir"tife(i do not know if 

Ed knew the line in our Bible which reads, "gladness of heart is the life of a 

man," yet the Psalmislfs philosophy seemed instinctive with him. He dearly 
:;::: ~ ~ ~c....y l.ov~A foofle - fcJvU - ~ ~,"' f' " '-.r tt,.,a;-7 

loved life's adventure and its ~hallenge. He richly appreciated its richness 
'> Q1 ( 311 ~·~ - ~ ~ ~....,~ • ~(.,-~ ,_ ~ 

and color and variety. He had an eager, _orig_in_al turn to bia mind, wblell aaw 
t\Uu(.;(..."t( -- l.--~> L ~()tA..J \ - 1-\. ~"'" f w-, t ~ 

t~e challenge of each day aRa the oppeP~11nity: implic~ iii e&Ch expe""rience. He 

lived broadly and without timidity. He lived fully but never grossly. By his 

friendiLness and his good spirits, his instinctive generosity of self he made 

others appreciate the laughter and the happiness which can be found Ln life, 

'· , 

~ i C ~ 
and he lightened their burden. All who knew him rejoiced in him. -i-~-c....-~-P..- ,._.. ... u--

_A:::::: 1 e I I ----~-Ed was a man of great energy and high vision. By temperament he e-,....-

' 

~------------..- ,., __ _ 
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spirit of enterprise, its, sense of movement - cars, speed, progress, its 

open spirit. Ed was ever outspoken, straight in speech, without duplicity. 
-

n hard work and the 
,~ ' ,...,.,. ' 

highest of standards. is _bon·d. .. His promise a certain 
~· .,.,, 

guarantee. Ed was interested,trt .. ;11 that c~eQ_ the well-being of his 
~,.,. 

neighbors and our city:'.He secured life and livelihood for many in his family 
,,,..... ... 

and out. ~looked on all men for what they were and asked not whence they came .... 

or of whom they came or were born. 

for t-.A ~ &(, ~ ~~ ,-I 
We were proud that/o¥e• al enlt11y E~~cd as aa1 a member of 

The Temple. He carried out in life the highest ethical commands of our 
~~,I~ 

tradition. His honor was true. His spirit was unllaggi:ng. His spirit was 
u-....;, ~- ~~ ,/J) \7,>f' ~v le< -L~ ~ -~d2--<a:,.J 

humble. }1is intereata were b-1!-ead. H-i.a '.iii.Oeto was ''hazak hazak v'emat,s;s--
/..... • t< -J.r~ 

b - '- --...1 ~ rrr d #/L.... •• ."" . .J .......___ 1,· II .., - - -~ -.JI~ 4i- -e ll¼TODi auv- 0-----5£)0 courage. ~ .._--- '-~ ....-c.--o -

"A man ie as great as t earn he dreams, 
As great as the love he bears 

As great as the values he re 
And the happiness he sha 

A man is as great as the oughts he thinks, 
As the worth he has a ained, 

As the fountains at w • ch his spirit drinks, 
And t insight has gained. 

A man is a s ~:.ft"a,t as the trugh he speaks, 
As great the help he gives, 

As great as the destiny he seeks, 
As great as the life he lives. " 

Essentially, ~waa a man oi family. He found his greatest happiness 

in the intimacy of his home, and the happy warmth of a joyous marriage, in the 
~~ (,..., so 

pleasure of <cblltl•en and grandchildren. Even as he blessed others/he was blessed -
here for he was able to flnd a truly worthy life companion, one whose indomitable 

splrlt and conatant love matched hl■ own. 41bgetften- they eatabllahed a gracious 

S'UfV 
home and ral•ed thelr dslf:d1ua •trlctly, 1ently and wl•ely. They were prlv\leged 

, . , 
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to watch with pride their children each in their turn take thel-r place in our 

community and as parents raise their families in wholesomeness and decency. 

~kneSB came into Ed's life. His beloved Srane was taken suddenly 

--~ .J.l...r-1~ I 

from her family - but Ed's was a/love wh2.:!Jvok:the tiil:ter with the ,-weet; 

S teadi n~,S.-S------ .__ 

somewhere· he found the ------ to carry on, his1 lips • sealed to 

self pity. -- ~ 
~ ;-a, - ~~-' -l !, J ~ ~ ("",:;L(: f :::- , Much more could be said, btjt need it be said? 

Ed was not a man given to mahiy words. He judged men by their 

deeds and to lit!'" 

poem came to mi~d. 

When I heard of his death a well loved 

Ed might find it appropriate for his 

memoriam . 

. "1. do not want the gaping crowd 
To come with lamentations loud, 

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

When I am dead. 
I do not want strange c ious eyes 
To scan my face whe pale it lies 
In silence dread. 
Nor would I hav them if they would, 
Declare my eds were bad or good, 

When I a dead. 
I only w t the steadfast few 
Who s od through good and evil, too, 

T rough friendship's teat, 
J at those who tried to find the good, 
:And then, as only true frlenda could, 

Forget the reat. " 

. . 

Amen 

' 

, . , 



Eugene Meister 

The life which quickens us all provides us our hour of sun and ecstasy and 

then wears us down with sadness, sickness and defeat into the dust. Blessed, therefore, 

is the man whose life does not end in the dust, but continues creatively in other lives 

and abides in the grateful remembrance of a community which has been strengthened and 

ennobled by his influence and example. We establish our own immortality. Some men 

pass away and their death is hardly noted, their place hardly is missed, while others 

leave behind them a void which is deeply felt and long deplored. 

We are gathered to pay our respects to one whose memory we will long cherish, 

whom we hold in respect and esteem, Eugene Meister. The death of a loved one always 

brings with it a full measure of grief and sorrow. Death means loss and loneliness, 

the breaking of family ties. However, when death comes after a long and useful life 

our sorrow is somewhat mitigated and death is robbed of its cruelest sting. 

Our tradition often speaks the 90th psalm at a time such as this: 

The days of our years are three-score years and ten, 
Or even by reason of strength four-score years 
Yet is their pride but travail and vanity; 
For it is speedily gone, and we fly away 
So teach us O Lord to number our days so that 

we may get us a heart of wisdom. 

The foolish fritter away the opportunity that is life. The wise seize the opportunity of 

each day and fill it with a fine measure of achievement. Eugene was not a man to stand 

aside and watch life flow by. From the moment when, as a youth, responsibility was 

thrust upon him
1
through a long and productive life! Eugene used each day to its fullest. 

He was a man of vigor and of physical energy. Eugene was determined to meet every 

duty and to complete every task, and he did so. He left his life as he had lived it -

in order. 
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Eugene worked hard and honorably. He won not only personal success, but the 

respect of colleagues and community. He was not only an irrepressible salesman, but 

a trusted companion and a good and pleasant friend. For all of his drive, Eugene never 

seemed restless. He had a special capacity for friendship, a warm smile, the art of 

speaking a kind word, a readiness to help in small things as in large, loyal. Eugene 

combined drive and gentleness, determination and warmth. He managed to see the best 

in everyone. He was without side, a man who had no need for posturing and no desire 

to strut on the public stage. 

Eugene was a devoted son, husband and father. There was great love in this 

family and he knew no greater happiness than to care for the mother for whom he had 

deep respect, to share life and responsibility with his brother and sister, to share life 

with the wife he adored and to relish the accomplishment of his daughter and her family. 

I still find it difficult to associate the fact of death with Eugene. I saw him but 

last week Friday. He was in pain and he sensed the ebbing of his strength, but a smile 

came on his face and, as always, a ready word of welcome came to his lips. We talked 

of many things, some serious, some simply routine. His eye was alert and so was 

his mind. I grieve that God has taken this man, but I am grateful that illness and pain 

did not break his spirit before his death - his was a spirit we shall long cherish. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

March 13, 1977 
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Whenever death coaes it comes unexpectedly. Even if' the one we 

loved had been biessed with a f'ull span of years we do not escape the 

open wound nor the aching emptiness of our grief. How wise, therefore, 

the ancient admonition, "Seek not to explain God's ways to man, for they 

are beyond your understanding.• No man can explain death's intrusion, 

be it tardy or premature. 

"Seek not to explain God's ways to man." I have no superior wisdom 

to share with you. I cannot solve for you the mathematics of life. I 

cannot rationalize for you God's decisions, though I a:f':f'ira His Justice 

and His wisdoa. All that I or anyone can share, dear friends, is the 

coJIIIIIUJU.ty of sadness and the consolation of faith. Ot this I am certain, 

that you and I have lost a friend who■ we achd.red and took pleasure in and 

that the cruelty of this hour is ours, not his. Death is not pain but the 

cessation of pain. Death is not weariness but rest, not oblivion but a 

translation of the spirit into a new intimacy with God. 

What consolation can be ours? What will support us in the shadowed 

loneliness? A few lines fro• the ancestral wisdom run through rq mind. 

"The righteous though he die ear~ will 'be at rest." "Old age ia not 

honored tor its length nor measured by years." "Understanding is the gray 

hair ot MD." All upatantiag lite is the true ark ot age. 't', A nti J J 
~ I- AC le ' "'. ,, ... " 

..l@t • ipsera., ~•• coul4 auer think ot -r but aa a an of 

broad. •1.,.tay and. 4••J ll::rsn UD4eratu41q, • gent~,a,, arace:tul in 

ld.aclliHaa, paeroua la apirlt, d.eepl,T concerned with the wll~:lg~ot 

trl• tud.q. 

Vlla't • latio om N ouraT 'nae coatort that oae no val.ucl lit•'• 
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• deeds from which those who survive can draw strength and encouragement. 

The righteous are called living even when they are dead. How true. 

Nobility imposes obligaticn. Memory imposes responsi bill ty-. Virtue 

COJlllll&Dds respect. When ~he Rabbis wished to speak words of high praise 

they eulogized by speaking of such a one as ''having left life to the 
"~7 ,,. ,, ~ • -,,,~r1J • ~ r-'::c~ i...~ living." How ~cli thia phrase sum; life ~,........ r. How many 

friends seated here today were by him encouraged in their despair, soothed 

in their anger, quieted in their fears, coll:forted in their grief. There 

was no deMJld of friendship which liall,J:t-:ier did not instinctively aa w 

~wP eagerly meet. A good neighbor, a fine citizen, a loyal and abiding 

friend, .he brought into countless lives a dimension of warmth and 

encouragement which lowered life's obstacles and gave to life a greater 

varath. His were the services that no money can purchase -- the gift of 

one • s self to .. 111111.-co.-pani on•. The Jl:l.ni stry of service is a rare 

dedication, especially in this age where aen are prone to buy their good 
. y, 

deeds with a check or a contribu~ioa. JMt ultimately it is the helping ... 
hand which ve extend to a fellowman, the &YlllP&thetic ear, encouraging smile 

l.M,.-!t Al. ' ~~· \ 
which buoy up and sustain. Tt la vaa consecrated to this llliniatry of 

+ie Win\l ,e.a lc...s '•P , ~ 

service. He sen-ed hia cCIIIIUD.ity. He served bu congregation. Wtk MJ 
~ 14 ":I -v' ~~ - Cw ,t A.-it Ml Iii I 1~ Jy,v '8 it •c. 41 ~ (.,.\, , o~~-. "* ,._, o " 'f I n 17 
tlllli,l1', hL , •• ,, +UR el __.., • ., ., c,r I "···· 8 81191, pJd !I 1Zb• TfPIP1.e 

I 

vo~t Got.. , Me •~ id \JIii fzjp 'la1JJPIPEa bCSMII his wqle lite 

ot Iarul, a tat 

liteti■I --· ... ,1 • 

th. A an ot honor, a loyal aon 
"'~..._\., 'J 

~ ot GN.1 a trul.1' 4eceat Ja-:me, 'beiq~ "'.Jamta 
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Now, the measure of our years is not their length. Some live far 

beyond the fabled three score years and ten. Their days are empty days, 

'_l-1~ frittered away in empty pursuits. Others, like r, succeed in 

compressing and compacting into a far shorter time far greater accomplish

ment. As a small meadow pool can soaetimes reflect the full radiance of 

the sky, so such lives reflect the :full range of opportunity and experience 

open 

love 

to man. Depth of conviction.._ depth of comm:i. tment and deep, 
. I - S-.---.a. ~......,.) ~ k u 

-- these were the fundaaentals of ft i!a 115. a •, lite, /5•1 ~ O ~w;-
7 

) 

hour, but I suspect 

abiding 

]752 :&,• 

near and dear might, in the days ahead, 

theirs 



MILTON MEYER 

I RECENTLY CAME ACROSS AN OBSERVATION 

WHICH COMES CLOSE TO CAPTURING THE GRACE 

OF MILTON MEYER''S LIFE. ''NOTHING IS SO 

STRONG AS GENTLENESS/NOTHING SO GENTLE 

AS REAL STRENGTH." 

MILTON WAS A GENTLE MAN, A MAN OF 

INNATE COURTESY AND INFINITE PATIENCE, 
., 

& AN INSTINCTIVE SENSITIV--1--=hY TO - HUMAN 
- ------ ... --· - - --- --~ - . - . 

NEED. HE IS TRULY GENTLE WHO DOES THE 

GENTLE DEED. 

HE WAS ALSO A STRONG, -.HARD WORKING ~~AN. 

MI-LTON HAD NO PRETENSIONS OF PLACE OR 

P OS I T I ON & HE ·AC CE PT ED TH E ORD I· N AR Y B UR D ENS 

OF ·WORK & RESPONSIBILITY WITH GOOD WILL 
. . 

& GREAT DIGNITY. A MODEST MAN OF MODEST 
,: 

NEEDS, HE WAS PLEASED TO BE ABLE TO SHARE 

WHATEVER GOOD FORTUNE CAME HIS WAY. 



WHEN OUR TRADITION WISHES TO SPEAK 
. , . 

OF A MAN LIKE MILTON, WE USE THE PHRASE 

!§tl_IAM_~~YA§tliB, A SIMPLE MAN & STRAIGHT. 

SIMPLICITY IS NOT · I NNO-CENCE BUT ·1 NTEGR I TY-; 

BEING THE SAME WITHIN AS WITHOUT. IT IS 

BEING WITHOUT PRETENSE OR DEVIOUSNESS, A 

PERSON OF UNQUESTIONED PRQBITY. A MAN 
. . 

WHO 1s ·s1MPLE & STRONG IS AN ESSENTIALLY 
. . 

. 

H.UMANE PERS·ON, ONE WHO NOT ONLY ·_. IS .INVOLVED 
. . . . ·, .. - . . . . 

- IN _-H··_1s _··: OWN ·LIFE BUT. WHO HAS Tl .ME FOR _OTHERS . 
. .. . . 

• • ! • •. 

f • • • • .. • 

HE 1s··A MAN WITHOUT ENVY, GRATEFUL FOR 
.. . • - . - . 

WHAT HE HAS, NEVER TOO- .BUSY T9 OFFER A 

CHEERFUL GREETING OR -A WARM SMI.LE. 
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MILTON WAS NOT ONE WHO NEEDED TO 

STRUT THE PUBLIC STAGE. HE FOUND DEEP 

SATISFACTION IN FRIENDSHIP. HIS 

FRIENDSHIPS WERE WARM & OPEN. HE 

REJOICED IN THE COMPANY OF LIFELONG 

FRIENDS TO WHOM HE WAS ALWAYS WILLING TO 

LEND A HELPING HAND & A LISTENING EAR. 

HE WAS NOT ONLY A GOOD FRIEND 9UT GOOD 

COMPANY. HIS HUMOR WAS WARM & NEVER ACID. 

HE PREFERRED TO LISTEN RATHER THAN TO 

IMPOSE HIS VIEWS ON OTHERS. THERE IS 

A LINE IN A SONG HE MAY HAVE KNOWN. 

"HE CAME TO US WITH NAUGHT SAVE LOVE." 

THIS THOUGHT CAPTURES THE ESSENCE OF 

HIS BEING. 
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MILT HAD A GOOD EYE WHICH HE DEVOTED 

TO THE NEEDS OF HIS BUSINESS & TO THE 

PLEASURE OF CR EAT I ON. IN ANOTHER WORLD 

HE MIGHT HAVE BEEN AN ARTIST. IN OUR 

WORLD HE WAS A CAPABLE DESIGNER WHO 

FULFILLED HIMSELF IN LINE & COLOR. 

AS YOU CAN IMAGINE, THESE QUALITIES 

MARKED HIS LIFE. MILT WAS A GOOD SON & 
BROTHER. HE & DOROTHY FASHIONED TOGETHER 

A LIFE FULL OF THE MUSIC OF LOVE, THE 

MUSIC OF FAMILY, THE MUSIC OF SINCERE 

ACCOMPLISHMENT. SINCE THE TIME THEY 

WERE MARRIED BY MY FATHER 54 YEARS AGO, 

THERE WAS NO MOMENT IN WHICH THEY DID NOT 

HOLD HANDS, SHARE FULLY, LIVE TOGETHER 

IN THE HAPPIEST OF HARMONY. 

-- - --
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DOROTHY & MILT BUILT A HAPPY HOME, A 
WELCOMING PLACE IN WHICH THEIR GOOD FRIENDS 
WERE WELCOMED, & THEIR SON & DAUGHTER 
GIVEN THE OPPORTUNITY & FREEDOM TO 8ECOME 
THEMSELVES. HERE WAS GOOD ADVICE 9UT 
MOSTLY KINDLY LOVE & FREEDOM. 

MILT & DOROTHY WERE GOOD PARENTS WHO 
TAUGHT THEIR VALUES TO THEIR CHILDREN, 

& THE WARMEST OF GRANDPARENTS TO THEIR 5 
GRANDCHILDREN. IN HIS QUIET WAY MILT 

WAS THE CENTER OF HIS FAMILY. HIS VALUES 
WERE BASIC TO IT, HIS SILENCE PREGNANT 
WITH MEANING, HIS EXAMPLE COMPELLING. 
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DOROTHY & MILT KNEW THAT HAPPY 8ALANCE 
OF CULTURE & OF SPIRIT WHICH MARKS A TRULY 
HAPPY PERSON. THEY HAD NO NEED FOR PUBLIC 
DISPLAY OR PUBLIC APPROVAL. THEY WENT 
THEIR OWN WAY, A GOOD WAY. THEY ACCEPTED 
ALL THE RESPONSIBILITIES OF LIFE & DID SO 
WILLINGLY AND QUIETLY. THEY REJOICED IN 
EACH OTHER FOR WELL OVER HALF A CENTURY 
& WE REJOICED WITH THEM, AS THE PSALMIST 
SAID, GLADNESS OF HEART IS THE LIFE OF A 
MAN. MILT WAS A QUIET MAN WHO POSSESSED 
A SENSITIVE & FEELING HEART. 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

MAY 12, 1989 
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was. 

He was good,( unbelieveably so) sensitive, quiet, peaceful, humble, philosophical, 
intelligent and independent. 

He was not sophisticated, well-traveled, worldly, or formally well-educated. 

He had an excellent sense of humor - on the wry side - which did not leave him, even 
though he was very ill. 

He used to say "Be good to people while they are alive so you don't have to go to 
cemetaries with guilt feelings afterwards.• 

Work, his Dental Laboratory, and his family were the main things in his life. He worked 
hard, and took pride in his business a~d the fact that it was run honorably. He also took 
pride in his personal work; that which he did with his hands. He was an excellent technician. 

He was a loving and dev*d husband, father, grandfather and brother. He truly cared about 
his family and his home. He always had time to sit down and work out our problems with 
us as they arose; he was aware of our needs and tried to help. For many yea~s he boug1t 
antique silver pieces (vases candelabra, platters, etc.) for our home and ~-for his own 
personal enjoyment; not to i~press others, fo he truly loved their beauty and workmanship. 
He liked classical music and played the cello ans ~le~sd with the late Dr. Jerome Gross 
in an orchestra in his earlier years. 

He loved nature and even after he became ill, made sure that there was seed in the bird 
feeder during the winter. He loved to sit by the window and enjoyed watching the birds 
eat, which he would do by the hour. Simple things like children and birds brought him 
contentment and happiness. 

He was not a religious man in the ritual sense of the word because he did not fast, etc. 
Howeyer, he was a good Jew in the true sense of the word. He never cheated or over
charged the dentists for whom he did work. He waited willingly if they were unable to 
pay their bills. He lent money to many people when they needed help . He did it willingly 
and never pud'ed them to repay it. There were several times when it was not returned and 
he never asked for it. He was glad that he could give rather than receive. I am sure 
there were many times he helped others without mentioning it to his family. He was very 
good to the people who worked for him. He understood the.,, took a personal interest in 
them and their problems, always tried to be fair, and was ready when they needed help. 
He studied the Talmud as a child in Lithuania and one of his favorite sayings was, 
"The Talmud says, Know Thyself" - and he did. He never held a grudge or knowingly hurt 
anyone. 

He liked people, He was not one for speech making but he enjoyed sitting and talking 
quietly in a mall group or to an individual. 
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He became ill about five years ago at which time he sold his business and ret·re. h~ had eye surgery several times which speeded up a vascular d sease causing his m nd to deter·ora e. During the last months of is life he became almost totally dependent upon others for his ar. y parents have always been very devot d to each other and my moth r did everything humanly possible to help him; even to the point of risking her own h alth. Despite his illness he never b c e coarse or crude; demanding or bitter. He never lost h"s dignity. Whoever h lped to care for him sai h was a f·ne man. 

The passage from the Bible w ich best describes my d d oes som thing like this - I did no take t e time to quote it correctly: "What Doth The Lord require? Only to o ·ustice, to seek mercy, and to alk humbly with thy neighbor" . 
We loved him very much and w will all miss him. 

Sincerely, 



• 

MEMORIAL TRIBUTE TO LEON MITNICK 

Au1u•t 9, 1968 

A dleclple once aaked bl• n aater: "I venture to aek my maater about death. " 

Tbe wiae tutor replied: " bile we do not know about life, bow can we know about 

death?" 

Life la a myatery. and death i• an even 1reater one. bo can fathom the 

enl1ma of exiatence, or coir1prehend the waya of the creator who ordained the law 

of 1rowtb and decay, birth and lbe time of •iA&ina, cleatb and the time of tear■• 

Since death ia the con mon lot, our aa1e• bave counaelled ue to lay tbla 

fact cloae to our baarta, and in the very bou•• of n~ourain1 to learn the wiaclom of 

llvtna. 

Death inevitably atir• within u• deep and aomber reflection•. W are made 

abarply aware of t.he uncertainty and the fuaitive character of our livea, of the ..,ut 

pa•••1e of our day•• of the thin&• wblcb we cannot bend to our will, nor n~•ter, nor 

circwnvent - tile bard, ineluctable fact• of our deatlnY.• We are brouabt W1willtn1ly 

to face the limitation• of our power, tbe abarp boundariea of our human condition . 

.. All fleah aball periah to1etber, and man aball turn •&•in W1to duet." e come 

auclclenly to fear that tbe cberiabed dream• wblcb auetain ua, our bop•• aad plan• 

and ambitloDa, niay conle to an abrupt end at the brink of an early 1rave. 

lf we lay theN thin1• to heart, if we come to underatand that 'death," •• 

the poet put it, "pluck.a my ear• and ••Y•• Live - I am comia1, " we eball acquire 

lD tke very bouae of mournlna aalutary inetruction ln the dWlcult art and diacipllae 

of livln1. And we •ball acquire it. 

Before the ellver cord ia •napped •••under 
A1ul die Qol .. n Bowl l• •battered 
ADd tbe pitcher la broken at the well 
Ancl the wheel fall• alaattered lato tu pit, 
And tbe duac return• io tbe earth •• it •••• 
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Our beart• will not be filled wltb •••pair but wltll humility. • •hall learn bow 

carefully to number our day•, one by one, bow to hu•band uacl trea•ure them, and 

bow io fill each day with at lea•t • 1raln of what la eternal. We ■hall 1aln perapectlve 

on all our enterpri•e• ancl ambition•, and a . truer in•l1bt into value and meanllla and 

purpo•e. 

A famou• rabbi wa• called upon to ■peak word• of eoa■olatloa at tbe funeral 

of a beloved dl•ciple wbo bad cited youna. He took •• hi• text a ver■e from the book 

of Eccle•laatea: "Sweet la the aleep of the laborlna man, whether be eat little or 

much. '' He interpreted tbla verae to mean: "Sweet •hall be the aleep of the man in 

death wbo baa labored faithfully and honorably in life, whether be llved few year• or 

many." Tbe value of a rnan•• llfe l• not determined by the number of year• that he 

ba• lived, but by the manner in wbich he ba• ltvecl them. It ia not how lon1, but bow? 

Some men, declared our rabbi• 1ata ln1mortallty one brief hour, wbile other• drag 

along tbr0111b year• of barremut•• and futility UDtil they are loat wmotlcecl ln the 

unb.eeclin1 aanda of oblivion. "P••,t• aak, u wrote tbe famou• author Tolatot, "Why 

clo aome people die ao 1011111• wlaen they have llved eo little?" "How do you know that 

they have lived ao little ? Tbl• crv.cle meaaure of your• la time, but life la not m•••ured 

lD time. Tbta la Ju•t the .. m• aa to• eay: Why l• tbla •ayta1, tbl• poem, thta picture, 

tbl• piece ol muatc ao abort? Why baa lt not bee• clrawa out to tile else of the lonae•t 

apeecb or the lar1••t picture? Aa the mea•ure of le111tb l• inapplicable to the 1reat

•••• of proclactloD• of wlaclorn or poetry, ao- even more evidently- la it inapplicable 

to life. How do you kaow wllat umer 1rowtb till• aoul accompll•bed lD tta abort •pan 

and wbat bafl•eace lt bad on otbere. 

Llfe, my dear friend•, tbat quick••• •• all, 1tve• u• our hour of na uul 

ec•ta•J• and U.a wear••• down tbrouah aadD•••• alcka••• ud defeat lato die 

Bl•••••• lD .. ••• la tba man who•• life doe• not encl ln the ••'• bat coat 



cnatlYely ln other llv••• aad abide• la die 1rateful •membrane• of tho•• wbo were 

atreaatbened uacl ennobled by hl• lnfluence and example. Thi• la bi• aur• link with 

lmmortallty. 

Our ••••• aat4: "It ba• been tau1bt that all men mu•t die, and death mu•t 

come to ·~.all." Happy, then, i• that man wbo depart■ tbl• world with a 1ooct name. 

Leon Mitnick ha• departed dale world with a 100d n&nle. A aood name, we are told 

Iii Holy wrlt, le more valuable than the moat precloue oil. There are three crown• 

accordln1 to our teacher• of old • the crown of royalty, of prleatboocl, and of learntn1. 

But tbe crown of a 1ood name excell• them all. The crown of a aood name belon1ecl 

to Leon Mltnlck. He ••• a man of wlcle hlur1an aympathle•. The •cope of bl• 1•ner

o•lty ••• never narrow or parocblal. Hl• compaaalon went 1.out to all mea wbo 

•ulf•re.t or were in need, re1arcll••• of their race or creed. Jewlah philanthropic 

aaencl••• both local aad utlonal, uul worthy ca\l•••• here and abroacl, received 

bl• 1eur ... ancl con1tant aupport. The word• of Job come to mind at dal• time: 

l 4-llverH tbe poor tbat crlecl, 
The fatberle•• alao, that bad none to help him. 
Tbe bl•••ln1 of him tbat wa• ready to perl•b came 11pon me; 
And I cauaed the widow'• heart to •ma for joy. 
I wa• eye• to the bllad, aad feet wa• I to the lame. 
I waa a father to th• needy; aad tbe cau•e of blm tbat 
I kaew aot, I aearcbecl out. 

Man'• fbaeat qualltl•• are 11ot alway• vtalble. They are deeply ea•brlaed 

la tla• blddea rec••••• of the hamaa heart. Alld lt ia tbe bean wblcb Ood •••rcbea, 

aad Jmowe, aad de•lne. 

Leoa wa• a cledlcated cltlaea, pNNd of bl• beloved city ud cowatry uul ... er 

to ••rve tum in all ••Y•• ID hl• IN•lae•• career, he wa• a maa of late1rtty. Wllat• 

ever i.. acbleYed ••• die re•wt of laaN work UMI peraeyeraace, aad la die face of 

oltetacl•• aad baltlal dlacnr .. emeata. Hl• lU•••tory la ... wttll U.. a&ory el a whole 



1•untloa of mea wbo, by tllelr labor, e11te~rlee aacl ••lf-nllaee, helped to 

INUd tile atroq communltl•• of oar aatlon . . 
Leon ••• a loyal memller of U. bou•ehold of l•rael, faithful to hi• Ciocl ancl 

to bla people. What be meant to hla 11eareat and deare•t oaea, to hi• beloved wife . . . . . 
LW, bl• faltllftal com~loe of many year■ , and to hl• chUuen and 1ranclchildrea, 

they luaow b4t•t, ancl ill that kaowl•da• tbey wW find, ill the oncomlaa day•, a •u•-

talalD.1 ■tr ... th aad conaolatlon. 

la Ulla bour, you, tbe m~mbera of hi• family, feel keealy die blttene■• 

of ber•avement &Del lo••• There le no ~dequate word of comfort which can N 

offend to you at tbt• time !'MIi the burclea of lo•• la upon you. But time wW 

brln1 tta bealla1, aacl ln tu day• to come you will flad, 1 am ■ure, both pride 

aacl comfort iD the beaudful memorl• • wblch Leon •• left you. 

"Ill tbe way of rlabteou■ae•• la life. 
Aacl la tM ~tit.way thereof dlere i• no deatla. " 

DANIEL JEREMY Sit.VER 




