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LLOYD TH~ April 10, 1959 

WE ARE MET TO PAY OUR LAST TRIBUTE OF RESPECT TO ONE FROM OUR M:treT WHO HAS 

NOW PASSED BEYOND OUR SIGHT. AS ALWAYS AT SUCH AN HOUR WE STAND GRIEF-LAJEN 

BEFORE THE CURTAIN OF IEATH. WE CANNOT DRAW THAT CURTAIN ASIDE. WHAT AWAITS 

BEYOND IS FC'REVER HIDDEN FROM 0UR VIEW. 

IN TIME EACH OF us WILL PASS ACROOS THIS nIVIDE. WHEN WE no, NONE OF us 

WILL KNOW WHAT AWAITS US THERE. lET WE WILL CROSS OVER IN FAITH -- IN THE FAITH 

THAT A KIND GOD AND FATHER, WHO HASGIVEN US LIFE, WILL NOT FORSAKE US IN DEATH. 

AS HE WELCOMED US INTO THIS LIFE AND PROTECTED US HrnE, SO WILL HE SHELTER AND 

SUSTAIN US UNTO ETERNITY. THAT HE WILL BE NEAR TO US WE CAN BE SURE. TO FACE 

DEATH IS TO BE REMINDED OF LIFE'S SWIFT PASSAGE. OUR YOUTH SEEMS ONLY IESTmDAY, 

OUR DAYS SO FLEETING AND SO FEW. TO FACE DEATH IS TO BE REMINDED OF THE USES TO 

WHICH WE MUST lEDICATE OUR LIFE. IF WE 00 NOT KNOW WHAT LIES BEYOND, EACH OF US 

KNOWS THAT SERVICE OF LOVE AND KINDNESS, OF GENTLENESS AND COURAGE WHICH WE MUST 

TEN!ER HERE AND NOW. AND SINCE WE DO NCYI' KNOW WHEN OUR LIFE MAY END, IS IT NOT 

FOLLY FCR ANY OF US 'T'O PUT OFF GENEROUS INSTINCTS AND NOBLE IMPULSES, FEELING 

THAT TRIBE MAY YET BE TIME? THERE MAY NEVER BE T™E. WE ARE NOT THE MASTERS OF 

OUR IESTINY. WE DO NOT IETERMINE WHEN WE ARE TO DIE. IF OUR DAYS ARE NOT TO 

REMAIN FOREVER INCOMPLETE WE MUST FILL THEM WITH SERVICE TO MAN. TO LIVE OUR 

DAYS, HOWEVER LONG THEY BE, ABLY AND WELL IS THE BURDEN ANn THE CHALLENGE OF LIFE. 

WE ARE MET TO PAY OUR LAST RESPECTS TO LLOYD THORMAN, A KIND-HEARTED, 
~~,I 

&iii&-€ MAN, A· BE?'ffl !BB Jlffi!!Alffl mu, tOfflfet ec1' Mfn-Blt04'IIER. IT WAS NOT MY PRIVILEGE 

TO BE INTIMATE WITH MR. THORMAN, YET ALL WHO WERE CIDSEST TO HIM TESTIFY TO THE 
,,. 

FRIENDLINESS OF HIS PERSON, TO THE AGILITY AND QUICKNESS OF HIS INTELIECT, TO THE 

HONESTY OF HIS FRIENDSHIP, ANn TO THE BREAffl'H OF HIS SENSE OF FELLOW-FEELING. 

MR. THORMAN WAS DESCENDED FRCM OUR OLTEST CLEVELAND JEWISH FAMILY. HE WAS 

INTENSELY PROUD OF THIS CITY AND OF HIS COUNTRY. HIS WAS A IEEP AND ABIDING 
I 



FAITH IN THE !EMOCRATIC WAY OF LIFE AND IN THE OPPORTUNITIES AND FREEOOMS WHICH 

AMERICA EMBRACES. MR. THORMAN WAS A GOOD CITIZEN ANn A GOOD NEIGHBOR. EASY TO 

MEET AND QUICK TO BE HELPFUL, THE CIRCLE OF HIS A~UAINT ANCES WAS LARGE AND HE 

WAS ALWAYS ASSURED OF A READY ~LCOME. BIESSED BY GOD 1,ITTH A FULL MEASURE OF 

NATURAL CHARM, A LIVELY CONVERSATIONALIST, MR. THORMAN SPENT HIS LIFE WITH PEOPLE, 

BRIGHTENING THEIR LIVES IN A THOUSAND LITTLE WAYS AND NEVER IMPOSING HIS PROBLEMS 

ON OTHERS. IN BUSINESS AND IN PRIVATE LIFE HIS FRIENOO WERE LEGION, AND HE NEVER 

ABUSED THE TRUST PEOPLE PLACED IN HIM. A MAN OF INTEGRITY, MR. THORMAN NEVER 

TRAlED . ON HIS CHARM NOR IMPOSED UPON HIS FRIENilS -- A RARE QUALITY INIEED. 

MR. THORMAN LOVED HIS CITY, HIS COUNTRY, HIS FRIENilS -- IN SHCRT, HE LOVED 

LIFE. HE SAW LIFE IN ITS FULL-COLCRED RICHNESS. HE WAS AGER ftJJ.-lAYS TO EXPERIENCE 

EACH DAY AS FULLY AS HE MIDHT. HE FOUND THE ADVENTURE OF LIFE EXCITING AND HE WAS 

ABLE TO TRANSMIT THIS EXCITEMENT TO OTHERS. PERHAPS THAT IS THE SECRET OF THE 

REFRESHING NATURE OF HIS COMPANY. MR. THCRMAN LOVED LIFE, AND ABOVE ALL HE InVED 

HIS FAMILY AND HIS WIFE. HE CAME TO MARRIAGE IN MIDDLE AGE, BUT HE BROUGHT TO 

' 
HIS MARRIAGE A YEPI'H OF DEVCYI'ION AND OVERFLo-ITNG LOVE WHICH MADE HIS YEARS WITH 

HIS BELOVED MARY YEARS OF HAPPINESS FOR BCYI'H. 

NO ONE CAN KNC1N WHAT MR. THORMAN WOULD WISH TO BE SAin AT THIS HOUR. I 

SUSPECT HOWEVER THAT - - - - - -, , 



Samuel B. Tilles 

It will seem strange this Sunday not to see Sam at his 

appointed place. For nearly 75 years The Temple family has 

taken it for granted that Sam will be there to greet them 

with his usual smile and courtesy. I am sure that Sam's 

record of service has never been and, I suspect, will never 

be, surpassed. 

I do know know how, as a young confirmant, Sam came to 

take up the responsibility of an usher. I do know that he 

served faithfully and with good grace. Our Cleveland weather 

is at best unpredictable, and Sam did not always have ready 

transport, but he was always there. 

A gift of self of this kind is not undertaken or sustained 

lightly. Sam, as you know, was a most private person and 

though I often tried to learn something of his motivation and 

satisfaction, he was not one to engage in reminiscenses or to 

reveal his private feelings. Yet, I believe that The Temple 

represented to him those values which were most deeply implanted 

in his soul: continuity, family, faith in the orderliness 

of God's world, citizenship, learning and self-reliance. Sam 

valued the deed over the word. Sam accepted fully responsibility 

for his own decisions and his weekly return to The Temple seemed 

to confirm his way and encourage him to stay with it. 

From childhood to his death this weekly visit became a part 

of the careful routine which provided Sam the balance and sense 

of order which were so important to him. 
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All this is, of course, conjecture. All who knew Sam 

know that he was not one to talk of the past or to reveal his 

deepest feelings. I have rarely met anyone more self-possessed 

or self-contained - yet for all that Sam was not one of the 

self-proud breed who make you feel that they are always look

ing down at you - that they alone know what is right and proper. 

Sam was simply a child of a generation which was trained to 

keep its feelings to itself and to go its own way. Today 

many believe that there is some real virtue in revealing them

selves to others as fully as possible. Sam was of another mind 

entirely. He kept his own counsel. To let others in was to 

complicate life and give them some control over you. Sam knew 

his mind and had strong convictions about politics, economics 

and the future of this country, but he never tried to impose 

his convictions on others. He worked conscientiously, but with 

a smile. He went his way gently. 

I have a feeling that Sam believed that rationality and 

the mind could ultimately control the passions and confusions 

of life. Certainly he used his fine intellect to carefully 

shape his way. He lived a simple, spare, almost Spartan 

existence. He was not one to indulge himself in expensive or 

conspicuous pleasures. His recreation was an occasional game 

of cards with his familiars or an evening at the theater. 

He was not one to clutter up his life with possessions. Unlike 
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so many, Sam did not feel that business successes had to be 

translated into visible proofs of affluence. 

Trained in the law, Sam possessed a well-honed mind which 

he applied with skill and success to the family business and to 

his own undertakings. He asked help from no one. He knew his 

mind. He kept abreast of the events of the day. I was always 

impressed with his strength of will. Many simply stop grappling 

with life at some stage or other. I find it remarkable that a 

man who had been born considerably before the turn of the century 

never faltered in his understanding of a rapidly and radically 

changing market place. 

Sam, of course, never married, but he showed no signs of 

loneliness. He had a few good and trusted friends with whom 

he enjoyed an occasional evening. He had his own active and 

well furnished mind which kept him good company. Then too he 

had his family; his sister, whose home was always open to him, 

and his nephew, who was as close to him as a son. Danny's 

family, in every sense, became his own. 

When I heard of Sam's death, I was grateful that God took 

Sam at his work without any loss of dignity or capacity. There 

he was in his office a man of 90, full of years and yet fully 

able to manage his own affairs, living the life he had always 

led - a reminder to all of us not to let up until we absolutely 

have to. 
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Let me close this simple service - simple in respect of 

a man who abhored excess or show - with a thought spoken by 

one of the great leaders of our time; Winston Chruchill: 

The only guide to a man is his conscience; 

the only shield to his memory is the rectitude and 

sincerety of his actions. It is very imprudent to 

walk through life without this shield, because 

we are often mocked by the failure of our hopes 

and the upsetting of our calculations; but with 

this shield, however the fates may play, we march 

always in the ranks of honour. 

Sam's shield shown brightly - al l h is life his actions were 

sincere, well conceived and well ordered. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 



• St:>s--tr "- Wk-~,"' 
MEMORIAL TRIBUTE TO DR. -AUS'f'Ifi 11lBlS:6;i;:R:CE{t 

June 23, 1970 - The Temple 

My dear friends: 

Sudden tragedy has brought us together for this moment of tribute 

to one with whom it is incredibly difficult to associate the thought of death . . 
5',~ ""t"' '°~~~ ~ "1,6d'l. 

Dr . .A:r1t:z Jf[c;sverser died in the fullness of his strength, busy with the n~vil" 1!-ne 

~~"'-,,.;t:- <.bJcq'"" 
and the haaUa eattses which were dear and significant to him. ftJ as hin was such a 

vital person, such an ardent spirit, so quick-minded, so responsive, so alive to 

,c:6~.Jo .. Lt~ ~F k SC-4.\l'N , ~ '"' J> .. .c 1 .,.../l}... "'~ ~ ~ ~ ,,.., ~,.::t~ 
the changing <iitt aaii.&R• of • ai:otorf, &Q <Jotas:1 tined to btFitd cf bette1 ,e:nd ffiore 

toAJ.-.T fh,:l ~~ L.~ ,,.~t::J. ~ 11-1'\ee s,4·, ~ yc.?'IN. ""'/> te.N✓ VG? 
j.CletQS!hhiaftity that many of us. came to think of him as elemental and failed to 

A 

associate with him the inevitable limitations of mortality. Somehow he was always 

. ~-~ ,u c. u r ltAII.> 
at hand when he was needed, encouraging, advising, supportive. 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. 

What consolation can be ours? In ou r J ewish tradition when a life is 

taken from us we light a candle of remembrance. At first glance this symbol might 

seem inappropriate. A life has been snlffed out. Should we not extinguish the candle? 

Not so! The ritual of kindling reminds us that decency and wisdom and love and 

wise counsel and noble example are not snuffed out by death - these qualities live on 

creatively in other lives. The vital presence of a man who lived for others, who 

sacrificed his leisure and the opportunity for personal wealth to serve his fellow man, 

who brought us closer to the control and cure of a deadly disease; such a life is not 

erased by death any more than a beautiful song is obliterated when the last note is sung. 

No song is stilled whose echo remains in the hearts of men. 

"Aen I fl11t beard of Aulttn'I death a llne of the~ierpal cfewiah poetry 

surfaced in m mind. II his soul; generosity in his heart and his 

ve r faithful. " 
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@:.t--was a straight-forward, straight-backed, upright man. Guile 

and deceit were foreign to his nature. His lips were sealed to pettiness or self-pity. 

His innate, inner grace made it always a pleasant experience to be in his company. 
~$~ '-~~ "'""" il , _ _.,,.,..., 0 ~~ • 
"._rstin did what he felt needed to be done and never asked 1"Wh~t•, i I it i'er 1ne?' 

1'., .. .1-~ f2o,"\_ ~ t?[' FA.-i-:'r I ""'"' .£~""'6..... ~ mcr-~ ~ ~ cs-W" "~ "V"~ A..t.UX- m,,,J 
He practiced his medicine, medicine of the highest order, because that was l Al~;~ Ji 

,...,.,.p~ 
the only medicine he could practice. His primary thought was for his patient, ~~'\, tc. 

the person whom he was treating, and he always treated the whole person - body 

and spirit. 

~"' 11\l ' 4,.:, """~~~ k:?~ - ~ t;;.-U,.{~~ ~t·,.,~ 
Aasttn was raised dn1i:1 ~ U11 aape) aaya ~f the D@pFeeei.9ll, yet he was 

$~1..,t;'~ 
not hardened by these early years of deprivation. His soul had no room for selfish-

" ness. His was always an instinctive response to another's urgency and he lobked 
AJ6>1 Al " ~l~J) ~ l't'M? ~ l>~~A) • ~ ~ ,4. ~ .iekA.. - Ntdl'~ 

on medicine aJzreys as a responsibility11S"Ua eRUiFe eo1Rm.-vnity. l.do not know whether 
>1'4tuP,~ "'""-n.... ~> c.v~ ~~~.J ~, J...c- '-~~- f1..cl.....,t~I 

~nLknew the quotation which reads: "Keep your fears to yourself and share your 

courage with others. " I do not know that its wisdom was instinctive to him. He 

never showed fear. His step never faltered. He looked upon medicine not as a 

personal opportunity but as a profession, not as a body of received knowledge but 

as the obligation to extend the physician's reach. He labored and studied long hours 

without complaint, with love, excited always in his work. He had nojtime but he 

made time. No question was dismissed out of hand, no call on his services was 

ruled out as inconvenient. 

~ h h • • H k h d' • ed d L&BlLn was more t an a p ystcLan. e new t at me Lctne ne e to 

be taught - patiently taught, so he was mentor, counselor, advisor to many -

willingly. He understood that medicine required both men and institutions. When 

k'F~ f!-c-~ ~A AJ~ fa.tr~~~- ~)-~ • • . .1>1a laosp•. s I wakrlcL!:ia .. ha so 1•1::ftce •• aal:nch :fat lead@t &htp and adhthastfLICttvn he 

~ vuc.,11 ""'Al A-f'l~<
unde rtoo-,;a-_ really unwanted tasks for he was determined that Wtc hospital _ 

~lou~peretc, f~@ gpgd of the entire communil;Y and with tHEimppore Of the community, 
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.., -

ngt s_iroply £or i.ts 0111ft eon"enience. :Austin was a medtcal statesman. He was 

-cqncerned with risiAg ace.1th costs and wtth better and more community-oriented 

-fo'Hlls of medical edncatioB. Ile was deLetntined that fits hospLtal should dispense 

not oo]y tbe best of medicine but that such medicine was available without 

cafas t rophie financial consequence to families . .., 

As much as ~~ was admired as a physician so he was respected 

and admired as a person. For all of his accomplishments he was a humble and 

unpretentious man. Though his mind was occupied with medicine it was never 

preoccupied to the point of distraction. Others with similar burdens might have 

J"S~ l'-Nw-w ~ \'u 11....-.: L~ 
been wrapped up in themselves. He was well read, ale rt to the problems of the 

,,._ . -~~ t'er--~ -
day, genuinely interested in the thoughts and activities of others, sensitive to the 

~ /t 
t...U~~~t., 

feelings of others. A good listener, warm and recepttve, Ans tin had the unique 

ability of grasping a situation in its totality and responding to it effectively. There 

was always a comfortable happiness playing around his eyes. 
J~~ 

Above all else--\l1110ti"l was a human being, a man who knew something of 

the meaning of life, a husband and father, a son and brother who knew how to 

fMi ~lo~~~~ 
share love and how to accept love; a good, s-!eady, full-bodied pereon, a tender, 

A 
loyal affectionate helpmate. It would not be fitting to intrude on the intimacy of 

J L') c,/t-, '-
family memories, but surely the ties of family were to Pre11 ai.n the most precious 

of human ties, and surely he would want those closest to him, whom he encouraged 

always, to draw now upon the strength he encouraged in them so that they might find 

the will to turn from death to life, from this darkness towards the sunshine and 

warmth which he sought for them in life. Their happiness was his. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 



SJ 1 P?ACEt 

"Naked came I from my mother's womb and naked shall I return there." Our 

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

world with a cry and leaves it with a cry. He comes into it weeping and leaves accom

panied by weeping. On entering the world his hands are clenched as if to say "the 

whole world is mine, I shall inherit it." When he departs his hands are spread as if 

to say, "I have inherited nothing from the world." It is to the credit of our wis-

dom that it insists we accept life on its own terms, the bitter without blinking, the 

end without fear. 

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

are so discolored by childish peeve and petulance that life is pictured as a worthless 

thing. 

at base -

tionalize what s 

Burdened by the fear of death and puzzled by death's unpredic.t-

able timing, many a philosophy sours on life and advises man not to expect either joy 

or peace of mind. ·rbe Greek trasadi aa 6epkaalee wll&te, "Nat ta b 

say.J,ng_.be~t, but wbeo a man has sen the li.s_ht this is next best ll~ar- . ...-. 

all speed he sheuld ~e ~hithEI whence he Tia§ c me." If the suit is not cut to our 

taste we declare it unsuitable and either cultivate a sardonic disdain or else dream 

of some golden land beyond the grave which no one has ever seen and which, in fact, 

may not be. 

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

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

considered with those who go down into the pit. I am become as one that has no help, 

set apart from men like the slain that lie in the grave." Yet, we find another, and 

more dominant, note in the Psalms; indeed, in the whole Bible, an eagerness for life 

and a simple pleasure in being alive. Our way may be brief, but the view is often 

breathtaking. "I shall not die but live and declare the works of the Lord." --Jl\A' peep}e 

of 

i~s and tba of torment and exile. Was it not an impertinence for 

them to declare that life can be joyoU8 and pleasing? How could 
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c{::.:>t Death was not to be feared for God ordains both life and death. The seed permits 

the harvest and the leaves fall from the tree for the new buds to have a place to grow. , 
Within our bodies there is a constant process of death and renewal, decay and growth. 

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

into their proper place and responsibility. 
~ lt c. w~ •. 

Jgdaliffii'~ affirmation of life was born of faith and of the many mem&"ries of 

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

those whom we have loved and lost: a father's patient strength, a teacher's sheltering 

wisdom, a husband's gentle encouragement and silent understanding, a child's eagerness 

and innocence, a friend's fine achievement. As we pass these memories before our mind 

we recognize that death held no fear for such as these. Here were strong and proud 

people. Here were vigorous and generous human beings. Here was love and sometimes 

ecstasy. There was accomplishment and sometimes a true nobility. There was goodness 

in their lives, peace in their homes and confidence in their hearts; and there were 

the dark hours, the struggle to make one's way, the heartache when loved ones had to 

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

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

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

of despair. Man can conquer the darkness. There is the thundering sky and there is 

the bright sunshine. Our memories give us a courage, a faith to reach out, to explore, 

to dare, to adventure, to climb, to love, to share, to laugh. 

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

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

return there." His children, his health had been taken from him; his world had sud

denly opened under him. Yet, in truth, he was not naked when he came into his world. 

He was born into a physician's skillful arms and into his mother's love, into civili

zation and into a family. Nor do we die naked. We die unto God's arms, and when we 

die not all is erased. There are the memories that we leave behind and, more than 
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memory, there is the accomplishment, the home we have maintained in love, the work we 

have honorably discharged, the books we have written, the counsel we have given, the 

opportunity ·we have lent. The rabbis speak of those who leave life to the living. Are , 
we not our parent's teaching? In marriage did we not grow into another's vision? Did 

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

and schools, of museums and welfare centers, of law and justice, of synagogues, of heal

ing institutions. How came all these? Civilization is the creation and t~e gift to 

us of our dead. Civilization is the triumph of life over death. 

- • r)~~-~r;; R lP, arswasu · uhjo~ ~e.1.1. !ri"-:w~•!!'e~-i{~-~~;;=i.;'.: 

He built his life around 

lived a long and useful life - he had passed the fabled four score 

fer our eurogy of re-
f!\ ~ 

them. ;;t,~ter 
M f\'wf 

years by ten - and 
~ 

throughout those years he fulfilled honorably and energetically the responsibilities 

of business and family, and devoted strength and substance, his fine capacities of mind 
' ~ 

and spirit, 
h L 1\, 

to the support o'f our eet11n roil!,:' s 
& 1- I) "' " \,...Q .,_ rr r ...., a.G--C. 

institutions of sw e• parti-
~ 

I\ ' 
t (. ,.. " 

cu.I&Ily tho~ w~e-.baa and 3\lr·,....,., red t o ~~ ., from =e-i.sease, 

l knew Mr. Flesheim in the years of his prominence when his name was honored 

throughout our city and his industry -as a man of commerce admired equally for his vigor, 

vision and his honor and-- s a citizen whose name was synonymous with meaningful and sig-

nificant service. From his 

Possessed of a first-rate mind and 

judgment and to accept the responsibility 

small group of men whose 

foundation of our city. 

Flesheim had walked way. 

trust his own 

became one of that 

the solid financial .. 

When I first Sylvester's death I thanked God for ing given this man 

of dignity the of a sweet death - a quick death - in the fullness of years - in 

his mind - close in the love of his family. A verse from the book 

of Psalms came to mind: ''Mark the man of integrity. Behold the upright man for there is 
I 

posterity to the man of peace." The pattern of Sylvester's life was clear, unmistakable, 



Julius Vidor 

I don't know who said it, but the phrase has particular meaning to me and 

to this moment: "God sometimes puts us on our back so that we may look upward. 11 

Ours has been a frightening and convulsed century and Julius Vidor lived 

through its starkest and ugliest moments and triumphed over them. Julius came to 

us at The Temple in his last years and we found his warm smile and obvious pleasure 

in our faith's encouragement - his calm and decency - a stinging reminder of the 

ren,arkable capacity which people possess but do not always use to overcome adversity 

with grace - to retain their humanity and sensitivity despite the buffetings of life. I 

sensed ahvays that Julius found in our faith and in our synagogue a reflex of the image 

of life ' s po s s i b il it i e s which Jul i us car r i e d in h is soul - an image the outs id e w o r ld 

sofr'etimes belied, but which he never abandoned. 

Julius was born in central Europe just before the turn of the century. It 

was a time of rising nationalism and growing industrialization, a time of change. 

The sense of being rooted in one place or one tradition was no longer natural. Julius's 

family came to America, but found that they were not fully at home here and they 

returned to a ~·orld whose language and cultural values were understood, but whose 

passions of prejudice and national anger they did not fully appreciate. Julius's pic-

tures as a young man show him to have been tall and handsome and even 

then he had about him that quiet strength which so many of us found so appealing. 

There were good years in ~·hich Julius and Rose began their marriage and difficult 

years as the Nazi power grew closer and finally overwhelmed their world. There 

were the long years of separation, of Julius's incarceration. No one can guess the 

thoughts that ~,ent through his mind during those frightening times. One can only 

marvel that his spirit was not hardened or coarsened by them. What is it the poet 

said? 



Out of the earth, the rose, 

Out of the night, the dawn; 

Out of my heart, with all its woes, 

High courage to press on. 

War left Julius weakened and threw him up in our land where new adjustments were de

manded and new challenges placed. He met these challenges with courage, good will, 

generosity of spirit and calmness - all the virtues which were instinctive to him. He 

and Rose built a new life, a life remarkably unruffled by what had been before. It 

is not for us to intrude upon the quality of their relationship except to say hovv much 

their presence and closeness meant to us. Their closeness was an inspiration. 

What more can ~,e say? We have lost one who provided us an encouraging 

example of the indom itability of the human spirit. What can we say except to offer to 

Rose our love and respect. She is a wise woman and strong and she will not lose that 

strength now. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

March 1, 1978 



ffection and respect to San-

t heart and broad sympathies. 

each of these demands charac-

ithout self-pity. Through hard 

he made his way in the business 

world. His customers were peo nown and not simply potential 

. 
profit items. Sanford was blessed with a sense of line, proportion and color and 

because of his instictive awareness of what was fit and his humanness those who 

came, came again and again. They trusted his eye and his word. 

Sanford was the first to offer and the first to do. No request went unanswered. 

No gift was ever broadcast. In his soul concern for others ran deep. He read wide

ly and sought in his reading and in experience to disco_ver solutions to the problems 

of injustice and violence which disturb our world. I am not sure that our society 

or any society will ever become what Sanford hoped, but I ain sure that Sanford 

longed for a time when every man could sit under his vine and under his fig tree 

and that in his political and private life he devoted his energies to those causes 

which sought to remove injustice and add hope for all men. 

With friends and family the deed always replaced the word. Sanford was 

there to help. No promise was ever empty of intent, no demand ever unanswered. 

Within the circle of his family his was the way of love and quiet example. He 

witnessed to hi• convictions and never sought to impose his will by sheer force. 

He and R.o•• eatabllahed a home whlch waa aecure ln love and ln which their 



Sanford Weinberg 

) 
We are met to pay our last public tribute of affection and respect to San

.ford Weinberg, a quiet and loving man, a man of great heart and broad sympathies. 

Sanford was always the first to offer and the first to do. 

Life imposes many demands. Sanford met each of these demands charac

teristically, with a good will, energy, ability and without self-pity. Through hard 

work, dedication, sacrifice of self and competence he made his way in the business 

world. His customers were people to be met and known and not simply potential 

profit items. Sanford was blessed with a sense of line, proportion and color and 

because of his instictive awareness of what was fit and his humanness those who 

came, came again and again. They trusted his eye and his word. 

Sanford was the first to offer and the first to do. No request went unanswered. 

No gift was ever broadcast. In his soul concern for others ran deep. He read wide

ly and sought in his reading and in experience to discover solutions to the problems 

of injustice and violence which disturb our world. I am not sure that our society 

or any society will ever become what Sanford hoped, but Iain sure that Sanford 

longed for a time when every man could sit under his vine and under his fig tree 

and that in his political and private life he devoted his energies to those causes 

which sought to remove injustice and add hope for all men. 

With friends and family the deed always replaced the word. Sanford was 

there to help. No promise was ever empty of intent, no demand ever unanswered. 

Within the circle of his family his was the way of love and quiet example. He 

witnessed to his convictions and never aought to impoae hi■ will by aheer force. 

He and Ro•• eatabllahed a home whlch wa• secure ln love and in which thelr 



daughters and sons grew to a competent and free adulthood. To his sister, his 

wife and children and his precious grandchild Sanford was security and love~ 

• everything good in life. 

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

.. . 

• 



Adolph Weinberger 

"Success will come to the individual who seeks it and is willing to do more 

than is necessary. " I do not know who said it, but this statement is appropriate to 

this hour of public tribute to a man of incredible energy and vitality who, by dint of 

hard work and exceptional ability, established one of the enterprises whose economic 

strength has allowed our community to prosper. Adolph Weinberger's life was one 

with the Horatio Alger myth. An immigrant boy of humble beginnings, armed only 

with unflagging energy and a keen and able mind, Adolph built a -corporate enterprise 

of size, and he did so with honor and integrity. 

• 

From first to last, Adolph's values never varied. Some who pull themselves 

up by their boot straps end up disdaining those who are just beginning this climb. 

Adolph was never pretentious·. He displayed neither snobbery nor sham. He judged 

others by standards of quality and achievement - the standards by which he asked others 
'°" • • I .. • 

I.· :' ,· 
to judge him - and not by the trivia of race or so cial s ta tus. Adolph worked until his 

• 
body gave out. His life was one with the Biblical admonition, "Eat not the bread of 

idleness. " But work by itself was not enough. Work had to be honest. Adolph never 

cut corners. Work had to be purposeful. He was fiercely proud of his company's tra

dition of honest service and of its tradition of innovation and change. He was proud 

of its success and fiercely proud of its good name. 

Adolph keenly valued the opportunity and freedom which this country unique-

ly provides. His citizenship was predicated on his awareness of America's openness, 

its justice, the development here of a sense of a true community of peoples. When 

he was honored by his industry for his many acts of corporate statesmanship, Adolph 

ended his remarks with a simple, heartfelt comment: "I'm glad I didn't miss the 

boat. 11 



• 

Adolph was a good and loyal employer who respected those who worked with 

him. He knew them as people. His door was open to their needs. Generally, he was 

out on the floor with them. Those who were welcomed into his circle of friends knew 

him to be an agreeable and optimistic man who was full of life, who saw the possibility 

of each day, who enjoyed a good tale, who was joyous without ever being coarse. They 

knew him also as a man of strong convictions who would argue strongly, but who never 

allowed his opinions to shadow a friendship. 

Adolph was a good and loyal Jew. He was supportive of all the institutions 

and causes which thrive in our community. He understood the importance of Israel for 

the security of Jewish life. Perhaps his last major accomplishment was the develop

ment of a School of Hiarmacy at the Hebrew University in Jerusalem. Adolph was a 

loyal member of The Temple. During each of the last four decades he served as a 

valued member of our Board. Adolph came often to our services, not only to join with 

his people in the worship of God, but to learn. His youth had not given him the leisure 

for systematic schooling, but he possessed an eager mind and always provided him

self with the opportunity of learning. 

Some achieve great success at the expense of their family. They are so 

wedded to their work that they have little energy or time for home, marriage and chil

dren. Adolph was a man with a great capacity for love. He was a family man. His 

large family plea~ed him. He was twice blessed in marriage and most blessed with 

the achievements of his children and grandchildren. Nothing delighted him more than 

to be surrounded by the hustle and bustle of a family gathering which he had helped 

to provide. 

Cervantes someplace commented: "Whom God loves his house is sweet to 

him. 11 Adolph's home was sweet to him. He is now with the God whom he loved. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

December 18, 1977 



LOUIS WEITZ 

The meaning of death is beyond our grasp. A moment such as this is a time 

for a simple expression of Job's faith: "The Lord has given, the Lord has taken 

away, blessed be the name of the Lord." This is a time to put philosophy behind 

us and to accept as patiently as we can the mysteries of God's plan. 

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

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

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

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

their pride but travail and vanity. It is speedily gone and we fly away. So 

teach us, O Lord, to number our days, that they may get us a heart of wisdom." Bur

dened by our daily routines we often forget that our days are not limitless. Today 

may be the only opprotunity we will have to offer ourselves in service or to 

speak words of love and encouragement. 

The mystery of death is beyond our comprehension. The message of death 

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

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

to 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 are grateful that the agony of progressive disability is over. Death is 

not pain but the cessation of pain. At the same time we begrudge the loss of 

those who are precious to us. Actually, any number of conflicting feelings move 

in our souls. No relationship is without stress. We lie to ourselves if we pic

ture any friendship and family relationships as always satisfying. Inevitably, 

there are moment of ilenc and di tance. Each of us has his or her 5~~~et of 
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emotional capacities and sensitivities. We go · at life differently. We see life 

differently. We judge everything and everyone from our private biases. Everyone 

seeks fulfillment and satisfaction but not all of us can express our feelings 
,-.. 

""l\.C) \flt> t>--0..J d \.J..~ \ <. consistently or successfully or weave • meaning into our life which is 1nz use 1 ly -c r ) 
Some love easily and steadjJ~~ 

t' ( ,..,. . t ,# 

Others keep their feelings bottled~ 

~~\, ~ 1r~t c~eo+-
( L ~ AQ.."2-f l ~ ' I /1,, i't 

ili,bazsalues fre■ p~:i:uaLJ ccnserns. 
' ' • J 

Louis Weitz was a gentle person for he is truly gentle who does the gentle 

deed. ~t-'- o n i t- c,.1/[' Lou was a caring and sensitive man who w..s l!l ■ neiu.i! nauer to impose himself 

on another in work or in deed. ••• ■■,those who were closest sometimes had 

difficulty understanding his silences, yet I suspect it was only that he felt 

that any expression of need might be seen as an imposition. 

Louis had a quick mind and a good mind. He was well read. He loved language 

and ideas. He loved this country and its system of justice. He cared about this 

community and its instititions. He served his clients sensitively and thoughtfully. 

Life is rarely a smooth ride. Lou's way was a bumpy one. He was not destined 

to enjoy many of the satisfactions which come easily to some in our society. I 

always found it remarkable that whenever we met there was a smile on his face and 
l t.,,C,- I ' 1 I 

words of genuine concern about my family on his lips. 
~ \ 1"14,. , ,. 

The courtesies were instinctive. 

. L ~1 How shall we measure life? Many who are deemed successful have . trampl~on 

the feelings and lives of others. Louis could 
.-( 

had never t~:i:od lie elbow anyone aside, that he 

.,,., 
look anyone straight on and say he 

" had lived quietly, helped -his friends, 

played with their children and been close with his own. He bound his daughter and 1 ~ 
1v ,,,,, t ,,_,C:C-,,.( 11.-e-s- [A cl-.,"- re.;\,) <Jr 

ptat and ~czl 5 I of pride in their 

L'i (tc- VA,JC-4f'-tlu-.'t~ kt "' 

nc;- a F t,..~ ,-" ~t~ n ,.~ 
son to him by _,.gentleness and of 7 

"' maturity and achievements. 

Louis did not take any pleasure in public display, so perhaps this poem, which 

is a favorite of mine, he would have felt appropriate: 



LOUIS WEITZ 

I do not want the gaping crowd 

To come with lamentation loud 

When life has fled 

,n'12 

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 where 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. 

J I • I 
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Eulogy fur Sidney Weitz 
' 

:aarch 2~ 1912 

It is a sad duty to speak this eulogy in memory of 

Born into a gene ration which prized determination, 

hard work and the humane values of citizenship and service Sidney made the 

best of these virtues central to his being and wove these traditions into a 

life-long dedication to God and man. 

At age 18 he was al ready a volunteer at the Council Education 

Alliance and hard at work at his chosen profession of the law. Gidney was a 

good lawyer, a fine technician and advocate, much honored by the bar - his 

professional colleagues. He never looked upon the law as a means of personal 

advancement. Rather it offered him an effective chance to serve his fellow 

man in the larger urgent cause of justice. 

Small of stature, Sidney was great of heart; a great fighter 

for the values and the people he held dear. He did not say so, but I suspect 

that part of the attraction of the law was its intellectual challenge. Sidney 

had little interest in small talk or small thoughts. The law, politics, the 

institutions of the world and its affairs, books, ideas, the infinite variety of 

human commitments commanded his ale rt attention. He was informed. His 

mind ranged eagerly and was never vague or careless, nor was Sidney 

merely an observer. Whether it was the r~cNt"[ at the end of the Second 

World War for the rights of minorities in central Europe or the need to take 

firm action against the rising menace of Hitler in the 30's, ollthe economic 

challenge of the depression, Sidney was informed and an activist who acted 
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on his beliefs. Today we often measure people by their offices in existing 

institutions. Sidney was President of the Jewish Childrens Bureau, an of-

fice r of the National Conference of Christians and Jews, Jewish Community 

Federation and the Community Chest. But I find it hard to think of Sidney as 

an institutional man. He was too much of a realist to accept the proposition 

that the proper management of institutions was all that our society requires. 

Whether it was the organization of an anti-Nazi boycott or forcing the reluc-

tant to understand the urgency of Israel Sidney was a doer, a fighter. 

Sidney was President of The Temple during the ten most dan

gerous years of Jewish history, the years of the Second World War and the 

fight and struggle to create Israel. It must have required inordinate energy 

to pull the institution through those difficult times. Sidney and Dad made a 

good team. Though they must often have been preoccupied with the immense 

political issues, The Temple was not allowed to cut back on needed services. 

Nor did they allow the institutiorlsconcerns to detract them from their larger 

goals; and The Temple emerged from that decade stronger than ever before. 

•e~, a._•"" ~"te.,tJ&A ( 
I remember Sidney presiding proudly at the If I Ua celebration. The mortgage ~-' 

" l,e~ INfJle f'\,J.f 
wie-s burned, plans b:1 j ~•a• set for post war future. 

Sidney was a believing Jew. He once wrote that "My commit

ment to The Temple from the very beginning was based on my belief in the 
, 

doctrine that all that exist~ .W:. spiritual. I looked upon The Temple as 

the center of Jewish community life. " His way into Temple life was that of a 
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believer. He was a regular at services, a pattern he never broke. First, 

he was a teacher in the school, then a member and chairman of the Religious 

School Committee. How he prized these moments in the classroom and the 

school and the success of those who had been his pupils. 

Sidney was a good friend and had many friends. His mind was 

rich and fascinating, his interests broad, his friendships loyal. He was 

blessed by a large and close family. He was especially blessed in his mar

riage. He and Sylvia built a home, steady in love, full of the good things in 

which they raised their son and daughter and enjoyed their grandchildren. 

God blessed their marriage over the many years. It was only with Sylvia's 

death two years ago that Sidney's step began to falter. God blessed this 

vigorous man nearly to the 17 ; end. His life had turned full cycle and each 

season had been great and full. 

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



It is a sad duty to speak this eulogy in memory of Sidney Weitz. 

Sidney was not only a lifelong friend of my family, but one 4 whom I was proud 

to call guide and mentor. Born into a generation which prized determination, 

hard work and the humane values of citizenship and service, Sidney c:tf the 

best of these virtues central to his being and wove these traditions into a life-

long dedication to God and man. lllll.-z-.. , •-■-■E••••it1111!9,-.a■z•zd•1111a•z-•••·•k)~v. 

At age 18 he was already a volunteer at the Council Education 

Alliance and hard at work at his chosen profession of the law. Sidney was a 

good lawyer, a fine technician and advocate, much honored by the bar - his 

professional colleagues. He never looked upon the law as a means of personal 

advancement. Rather it offered him an effective chance to serve his fellow 

man in the larger urgent cause of justice. 

Small of stature, Sidney was great of heart; a great fighter 

for the values and the people he held dear. He did not say so, but I suspect 

that part of the attraction of the law was its intellectual challenge. Sidney 

had little interest in ta- small talk or small thoughts. 1• • ·~ The law, po 1t1cs, 1n--. 

stitutions of the world and its affairs, books, ideas, the infinite variety of 

human commitments commanded his ale rt attention. He was informed. His 

mind ranged eagerly and was never vague or careless nor was Sidne~ ob-
, I\ 

server,~ether it was the moment at the end of the Second World War for 

the rights of minorities in central Europe or the need to take firm action 

against the rising menace of Hitler in the 30 's, of the economic challenge of 

the depression, Sidney was informed and an activist. Ifs 0&1 • pslLL" 1 Jj •• 

who acted on hie belief~e ofteJl# ilsy measure people by their offices in 

"" 
exlsting Ln■titution ■• Sldney was President of the Jewish Children& Bureau, 
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an officer of the National Conference of Christians and Jews, Jewish Community 

Fede ration and the Community Chest. But I find it hard to think of Sidney as 

an institutional man. He was too much of a realist to accept the proposition 

that the proper management of institutions was all that our society requires. 

Whether it was the organization of an anti-Nazi boycott or forcing the reluctant 

to understand the urgency of Israel Sidney was a doer, a fighter. 

Sidney was President of The Temple during the ten most dan

gerous years of Jewish history, the years of the Second World War and the 

fight and struggle to create Israel. It must have required inordinate energy 

to pull the institution through those difficult times. Sidney and Dad made a 

good team. 
''-'~AE 

Though they must often have been preoccupied with the i1 •&£ ■ aJiate 

GuT bA<S ,,., 
Political issues The Temple was not allowed to fl ; a it1 needed services. I ~ 

Nor did they allow the institution concerns to detract them from their larger 

goals; and The Temple emerged from that decade stronger than ever before. 

I remember Sidney presiding proudly at the 100th celebration. The mortgage 

"-'! ~ 
was burned, plans wa 1e set for post war future. 

Sidney was a believing Jew. He once wrote that "my commitment 

to The Temple from the very beginning was based on my belief in the doctrine 

that all thatexisted was spiritual. I looked upon 'lhe Temple as the center 

of Jewish community life. 11 His way into Temple life was that of a believer. 

He was a regular at services, a pattern he never broke. First, he was a 

teacher in the school, then a member and chai nnan of the Religious School 

Committee. How he prized these moments in the classroom and the school 

and the success of those who had been his pupils. 



Sidney was a good friend and had many friends. His mind 

was rich and fascinating. His interests broad, his friendships 

loyal. He was blessed by a large and close family. He was es

pecially blessed in his marriage. He and Sylvia built a home, 

steady in love, full of the good things, in which they raised 

their son and daughter and enjoyed their grandchildren. God 

blessed their marriage over the many years. It was only with 

Sylvia's death two years ago that Sidney's step began to falter. 

God blessed this vigorous man nearly to the very end. His life 

had turned full cycle and each season had been great and full. 

What more can be said? What more need be said? 
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When death coats to a loved. one, a light ia extinguished and 

another light is kindled. Thia light ot me110ry shines inextinguishably 

in the shadowed world of our loneliness. How bleaaed therefore the lite 

which leaves behind 1 t a gloving memory. Such a eo17 brings 

unceasing cOllfort to thoae vho vould otherwise be utter}¥ bereft. 

At such an hour as this it is a beautiful cuatoa &110ng our people 

to light a 11e110rial lamp. Through this symbol ve signify that our dear 

one has not vanished. His days' work. aay be over but his lite ia not. 

Tbe flame continues to burn even in the night of' death, much as a rare 

song can be heard in our heart long atter the silence has enveloped it. 

For thoae who knew true loft and true coapanionship there remains the 

legacy ot pledged live■ and preciou■ re•lllbrance. Theirs is a living 

legacy and a bright one. 

Oar lives are all too briet. The night comes all too soon, yet 

we are co ttJt\ed to 11 ve tor thing• which are eternal - tor death and 

Juatice and love - to reach beyond our trail llllitations to a go41y and 

gooclly way ot lite. At death thoae lives which partook of aeltleaaneas 

and. lo-.e and service, thoae lifta dedicated to the illlp8riahable Taluea 

ot lite, eDter ui,on a apiritual exiatence where they continue with thoae 

who lmew the■ and loft4 tbna. They haft becoae a swet benecliction. It 

1• u ou.r teachers taught, •tmre 1• no d.eath tor the righteou". 

Ve haft c ... to pay al.Mt tribute of reapect to a Tigorou and 

able MD wbea W hold 1D high ••te••· Ben Rub' a •11017 will long be 

cbariahH tor he wrote throlllb bi• ueu a Jlauing biograp~ ot 

ach1etac1at u4 Nl'Yice. 

· -



Fred WiJdau 

The sudden death of a dear friend has shaken us all. Death came to Fred "as 

an arrow which flies by day and as destruction which wastes at noonday." Fred 

was so full of the zest and color and eagerness of life - he was such an ardent 

spirit - that most of us had failed to recognize that he had passed the "three 

score years and ten" limit which the psalmist suggests as the "days of our 

years." 

Fred walked straight. He stood tall. His spirit was a questing which reached 

out for new experiences and fresh contacts. Despite his years he had not cut 

back on his activities, his sports or his many community interests, so the blow 

of his death is as stunning as it was swift and none of us has yet sufficiently 

come alive from the unexpected blow so as to be able to speak words of comfort 

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

own inner strength can sustain them. Only the knowledge that in death, as in life, 

he whom they now mourn is completely worthy of their sorrow as 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 affirm, as Fred did, the possibility 

which is life and make the most of this blessing so that it can be said of us 

as we now say of Fred, this life 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 memory. We cry 

today for ourselves. The loss and the pain are ours. Fred is at peace. He died 

as he wished, in the fullness of his strength, without any loss of capacity or 

protracted pain. He is with God. His peace is timeless. 

that is a daily burden. 

It is our loneliness 
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We have come here to this sanctuary because we share and need to express a 

deep sense of loss at the death of a fine citizen and a good friend who lived by 

a code of service which was remarkably forthcoming, selfless and humane. Fred's 

death has jolted us and forced us to recognize how frail our hold on life really 

is, but our being together helps a bit to soften the bitterness of this hour. 

There is no point in denying the bitterness and hurt which are now so much a 

part of our grief. A precious life has been snatched from us, but we know 

that Fred lived with a rare grace, so much so that even at this moment we recog

nize that his spirit will remain alive to us. 

Memory tends to present us a series of snapshots of moments shared. One of 

my earliest recollections of Fred comes from a Temple affair nearly thirty years 

ago. He and Hans entertained at the piano. I remember sensing the lightness 

and joy of their sharing. Their music was obviously a sustaining satisfaction 

and it was music which had about it a thoughtfulness and an understanding which 

suggested the cultivated spirit. Music was essent i al to Fred's life. Music 

allowed Fred to share the sense of the beauty of life which filled his soul. 

Some people fear the world outside and look on outsiders with anxiety. Fred re

joiced in the world~ He delighted to make new friends. He loved to travel. His 

life, like a well-wrought symphony, was a constant unfolding. 

Given the unsettling experiences of his youth, Fred might well have become a 

suspicious dark-souled person. The Germany of his youth was a place of a proud, 

but deeply disturbed, culture, plunging into the violence of national Socialism. 

Fred experienced at first hand the viciousness and the hate of which human beings 

are capable. He and his family were forced to flee their home and their city, 

but somehow he managed to hold on to the sense of life's possibilities and he 

never lost respect for the culture which had surrounded him in his youth, though 

it had not been able to restrain the satanic forces which brought so much misery 

to the human race. Judicious always, Fred never forgot the sensitivity and kind

ness of which human beings are capable. Despite it all, the sunshine never left 

h£s soul. 
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Fred never ceased to rejoice in the freedom, justice and open-mindedness of 

this country. He served it gladly in the war and he continued to serve commu-

nity and country in peace. 

markable grace of spirit. 

I have often wondered about the source of Fred's re-

In some ways it must have been innate. He seems always 

to have been the same within as without,-of a piece. But this upward thrusting 

of the spirit was also, I believe, a product of Fred's deep and abiding faith in 

God and of his lifelong commitment to the values of our religious tradition. Ours 

is not a particularly pious age, but Fred was faithful in worship. Long before 

he joined our choir he adopted the discipline of regular worship. He was always 

ready to speak to God his gratitude for life and for the blessing which surrounded 

his days. 

Fred respected the values of many faiths. His spirit was broad. He welcomed 

into his home young people from many lands and many races, and was eager to ap

preciate their attitudes and their traditions; but he knew a special and deep 

commitment to our people and our tradition. In 1967 when many in this community 

were rather complacent about the dangers the State of Israel faced, some of us 

began to meet to do what needed to be done in the face of another crisis. Fred 

was at that first meeting, and to the end of his life he remained an active and 

valued member of the Israel Task Force. 

Our sages wrote, ''Happy indeed is the man who departs this world with a good 

name." Fred's name is respected in our community, not only for business acumen 

but for integrity and honor. He worked hard to succeed, but in the pursuit of 

his ambition he never sacrificed principles, never exploited, never trampled 

on the rights of others. His word was his bond. He was generous of heart and his 

generosity was not limited to any class or creed. 

As a friend, Fred was dependable and ever ready to help. Some ask, what can 

I do. Fred simply did. No service was ever a bother or took him out of his way. 

There was always a welcoming smile in his eyes and a kind and thoughtful word on 

his lips. Quiet, good-humored, hospitable, courteous, well-informed, i~ was a 
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privilege to be called a friend. 

Fortunately, .this man of good character and deep compassion was blessed with 

family love. He was close to his parents, to his brother and sister, and he 

was blessed with a wonderful family of his own. In so many ways his life was 

fulfilled by the happy and sustaining intimacy of a good marriage. He and Ruth 

shared not only a steady and unbroken love but a rare capacity to keep ever fresh 

the deepest stirrings of love. Theirs was a constant courtship as well as a 

sharing of interests and goals. Together they built the happy and love-filled 

home in which their daughter grew to maturity and together they rejoiced in her 

achievements and in the new family which she brought into their lives. Fred 

and Ruth reached out in love to many and drew them close - and knew their lives 

to be enriched in the giving. 

This man of wise and loving wisdom would want me, I am sure, to add a word 

about his hopes for those who were most precious to him. He lived to give you 

more of the life he loved - life abundant. He would, I am sure, want you somehow 

to find the strength ultimate~y to transcend grief and to reach out again for 

love, joy, experience and the intimacies of friendship. The whole purpose of his 

life had been, to use a phrase beloved to our tradition - to leave life to the 

living - and he would not want his death to negate his efforts. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

March 4, 1984 



R" ":l ....,, .-, 11,,._. ~'--
ft:», ep, u te ~ 

Eulogy - Hazstd !t. 8chwartz 

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

death?" The wise tutor replied: "While we do riot know about life, how can we 

know abqu t death? " 

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

fathom the enigma of exist'ence, or comprehend the ways of the creator who or-. 

dained the law of growth and d~cay, bii:~h. an~ ~he time of singing, death and the 

time of tears. 

Since death is the common lot of all men, our s_ages have counselled 

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

the wisdom of living. 

Death inevitably stirs within us deep and somber reflections. We•are · 

made sharply aware of the 11,ncert11.inty 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 boundaries 

of our human condition. "All fiesh shall perlah toget~er, and man shall turn 

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

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

brink of an early grave. 
• 

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

as the poet put it, "plucks my eara and says, Llve - 1 am coming, " we shall 

acquire in the very hou■e of m~rnlng ■alutary ln•t~ctlon ln the difficult art 

-
and diecipline of living. And we •ball acquire lt .. 

- - · -
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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 wit,h despair in the presence of death but with hurnil- . 

ity. We shall learn how carefully to number our days, one b_y one, how to husband 

and treasure them, and how to fill each day with at least a grain of what ia eter- .~· 

nal. We shall gain perspective on all our enterprises 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 fun

eral of a beloved dis.ciple who had died young. He took ·as his text a verse from 

the book of Ecclesiastes: "Sweet is the sleep of the laborin·g man, whether he 

: , 

eat little or much. " He interpreted this verse ~o mean: "Sweet shall be tne sleep-· 

of the man in death who has, labored faithfully and honorably in llfe, whether he 

lived few years or many. " The value of a man's life is not determined ~y the 

number of years that he has lived, but by the manner i~ which h~ 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 fu

tility until they are lost unnoticed into the unheeding sands of oblivion. "People 

ask, " wrdte the famous author Tolatoi, "Why do ao~e people die so young, when · 

they have lived so little?" "How do you know that they have lived ao little? 

This crude measure of yours la time, . but life · l.a not measured ln time. " Thla 

le just the same ae to eay: Why le thl1 eaylng, thla poem, thla· picture, thla 

piece of·muslc eo abort, . why haa lt broken · off and n~t be~n drawn out _to the size 

of the longeet apeech or the lar1e•t picture? A• the m•~•are of len1th l ■ lnappll-

cable to the greatne11 ~f productJon1 of ~l1dom or poetz-y, 10 - even more 
. 

' • '\ . 

... 

--· -- -. ' 

' . 
' 
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evidently - is it inapplicable to life. How do you know what in soul 

accomplished in its short span, and what influence it had 

ll.v \c."\ r'~~. / I - ~ ~ (( 
.. l:1Jt.111liilllll._. __ 16iMz has been taken from us at fg_t n a e - there , 

~ • • • ·+ ,.,_ ue • ifl'/.b =;= J ' r J Ria , 'J. w ;t: 71 AW " " ~ ecy!: ~ a,~ &~c! ,_ "Cl- l.• ti 

I was so much more that he could have accomplished wiJb +be graciousness of his 
1 m f ~,,,, "~' 
spi..rlt, the openness of his heart and the decency of his mip.d, but Ile.Pold had 

,-..)~ 

written such a sweet biography of accomplishment that even now gratitude is 
1 • a.,-~ .. Ii. .:cc,. f4l 1 ....,._.;c--. i c., - ( """' 

mingled with~ grief. Our memories are full as we recognize how full his life 

~ ,, I\ 
was oKov 1: mi}f riendship. There is a line in the Psalms to the effect that l.,11,J,-

e ._,fi .. ~ , 
''gladness of heart is the life of a man" and this insight goes to the root of i11£ Ltd's 

quality. ~l!!i· 's EM wa11 w&ole ai:id optn. The re was always a smile on his face 

and a gracious and kind word on his n;F.liM'y:,:'w~r:::t~\~tii::;;a~~fltan;D;!; ~'":' 
vioYs interest in your person. 

~d was a happy man. Wherever he w ent , he brought a light, a lift, 

an abundance of good spirits - all this without a touch of coarseness or banality. 
,. ,..., 

There was neither grossness nor exaggeration in his being. Many have friends. 

~ 
t!& -eld deserved friends. 14: t only tl sf lje was loyal and cons ide rat7 •r I h I 

~~D ~:Cb4-0 • .St<!4', 
~the decencies were second nature,~ha• 111:1afi! • 1• f ·•refreshing · 

pleasure in being with and among. Z!S~d gladness in life, gladness in his 

friends and gladness in his work. tiS!=-t•:;~:ked hard to succeed, but in the pur-

suit of his ambition he never sacrificed principle, nor did he ever exploit or 

trample on the rights of other men. 

w 

..... I 

I llke to believe th t 1!19rd'a decency grew out o 

He was generous 

' 
of heart ~ene rous of self ' ._ f \ 

1, ~ 

. ~\ \At~~ \II~ 

devotion to ~ ~ 
" -

./ 

I 
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and faith. He 

flaunted these loyalties ,,'yet they we re of the deep convictions of his life. An in-
A . 

stinctively pious man~ Jct took onto himself the range and reach of the moral 

teachings of 6ur faith and he.,... the very stuff of his bei~Such a man 

could not help to be loyal in love, tender in marriage, devoted to his family, and 

l 
them 

He found his greatest pleasure in his home, surrounded by 

the love of his wife ; d ~ildren and grandchildren. There was a d~v~f:gi;i in his ,, 
.PSS 2t■g@ J II ctoacns ■ s tn "hi8atiMnHy which delighted all who knew. He and 

~ 
• .:Ji} a rnice shared happy years of responsibility. They raised their children in 

-

Le.. 
sdl I Ska, understanding and in dignity. They gave them hey gave them 

their freedom and they kept close the ties of family. can be said? 

What more need be said? We have lost a che r i shed a nd admired companion. 

Yet, how much the poorer our lives would have bee had God not vouchsafed 

Daniel Jerei Silver 

tJ 



Dr. I, car••• Sten er 
.).. , I ff 

We are met to pay a public tribute of respect to Dr. Lee•n rd Si?e!:S,l", a 

lifelong neighbor and friend, one of the truly beloved -physicians in our community. 

~ 

'-►"(Lf was 156PH IHCb & ra:ail; 1hm t•d LG kl: lea en.d throughout his long 

... :z. .... ..;.,, ___ - - '1\.- '-· ~t-; -
and useful life h maintained ~r,e ftRd standards of profession h.nd humane concern_. 

I I/ I • 
• I' ' ~ 

Healing was a privilege and not simply a livelihood. Medicine was an 
I 

ultimate fulfillment - a sacred ministry, nots imply a way of making a living. 
~•~1L, 
Leonard's 

medicine was skillful and responsible. No demand on his time was begrudged. His con

" cern was personal and from the heart. I....eona.rd never ceased to read and learn about 

his demanding art. He was always on top of the best research, but he knew that medi-

~ t, 
cine was more than an intellectual challenge and a mental discipline. L_e_onard never 

saw patients as numbers or a chart. At any time of the day or night he would put aside 

rest or leisure to answer someone's call for help. I know of few men in our community 

who were so adored and respected. His patients knew that they were his friends, not 

as interesting clinical problems or diseases. 

More than two thousand years ago our sacred literature paid this tribute 

to the physician: 

Honor the physician with the respect due him, for the use which 
you may have of him. The Lord has created him. Healing comes 
from God. The healer shall receive honor and the king. The 
skill of the physician shall lift up his head and in the sight of great 
men he will have respect and honor. So give place to the physician. 
The Lord has created him. Let him not go from you for you have 
need of him. 
,.qe-,{ 

!Jconard was a man of utmost rectitude. The pattern of his life was clear. 

and unbroken. His word was his bond. No promise was made idly. To some medi-
~ J 

cine is a commercial undertaking. 1Ct££Z•rd 'a medicine "'-'as of the heart. Financial 

questions were never uppermoat. .... 



e , 
~ 

Le.on.aro was a quiet ·man, but he had a large circle of good and loyal friends 

who rejoiced in knowing him, who respected the quality of his mind, who enjoyed his 

I ~ · _,_ 
special sense of humor, who knew he could be trusted in all things. \ 

Such are the demands of medicine that sometimes a physician sacrifices 

I lf\J,J '( 

mily to his service. Di&8Wlli'd had time for friends, family and his ~f. 
I 

"' ' ,· 

He and ~ff built togeth a good and solid home and a happy and fulfilling marriage 

which sustained both. For half a entury their ap r ment was warm and . 
l ~11~ 

and full of good thoughts and good values. They were not 
,. 

circle of intimate friends. 

ese last years ~e this man of dignity. It is never easy to 

back from a world • hich one has been totally involved and emine 

Ih .many ways it~as a measure of the man when he could not keep on. As always, he 

-
was truly professional. -

( 
a 's tastes were simple. He disliked ostentation. He would not have 

moment, but, surely this must be said - we have lost a good and 

ished friend. Our community has lost a devoted and competent physician. We 

are rateful to God for having allowed us to share our lives with the man of quality. 

We a e grateful to God also that Leonard will not suffer further incapacity and 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

December 22, 1977 

-



We are met again in the presence of death. It is told that a student 

once asked his teacher, "I venture to ask about death," and the master 

replied, ''While you do not know life, how can you know about death?" I.d.fe 

is a mystery and death is an even greater one. Who can fathom the processes 

of growth and decay? Who can rationalize the twin mysteries of birth and 

death? Birth and death confront us not only with the inevitable but also w1 th 

• the irrevocable. 'Dleirs is a remorseless power against which ve have no 

recourse, no power and no wisdom, against which we stand in humble awe. When 

the hand of death is laid upon one who is part of our world, there is vn r 
i~f 

li ttl.e that we can do but sit alone and puzzle .;tee awesome JQ"Stery Qf M:te 

aad dsr1h and all the strange bafflements of our human destiny. As we sit 

alone there stirs within us deep and somber thoughts. Death makes us aware of 

the fugl.tive character of our lives. We are made to realize the hard, 

unbending facts of our human condition, the things which we cannot mold to 

our will nor master nor circumvent. Death compells us unwillingly to adrn1 t the 

limits of our power. "All flesh shall perish together and man shall return 

aga:J n to the dust. " 

As we sit alone in the presence of death we recognize that there is 

never time enough. No man passes out of th:l.a world w1 th half his l:lllallfB 

ambitions realized. Our sages, therefore, instructed us to number our days 

and to &quire a heart of wisdom. Death should not fill us vi th despair, 

rather 1 t whould teach us wisdom. Bo one can defeat death, but in dying one 

can leave behind memories and influences which insure a measure of immortality 

aao111 the living. We are gathered here, my friends, to pay a tribute of 
, .. el.~~-,~ 

loving respect to a triend anlr ll1i1sla91r ~izen, whose life established a 

luting and noble INIPOri8'. Dr, M X M&1ria VII a leocl DEW § • I pntle pa .. 
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I am reminded at this hour of a testament left by a wise ma~, one who had 

lived well beyond the traditional three-score years and ten: 

"Were I to live my life over aRain, I should live it ;ust as I have lived it; 

I neither comnlain of the past nor do I fear the future; and if I am not much 

deceived, I am the same within that I am without. 'Tis one main obligatlon I have 

to my fortune, that the succession of my bodily estate has been carried on according 

to the natural seasons; I have seen the grass, the blossom, and the fruit; and 

now I see the withering because naturally." 

I suspect had~ so ordered he thoughts, would have 

fully agreed. fbe had seen the grass, the blossom, the fruit, and the natural 

withering. Each season had run its course. µ. In each ~he had found achievement 
l,~ 

and brought happiness. ~life had turned full cycle and hers had been a rich 

reward indeed -- a family closely knit by t ti .i;)£ love which en-
U <! u, ocN c.1 r1 o- a. 1 ,H-.e '" 

c~ra ~d; children and grandchildren, enobled by her example, eei@ZIINtlng 

t..\ve& 'll+ E CL ltlr'-7Tl 6~ "'~ -- Oe:·uo"1'"t6C1 
I n•• •• thci• awrdlal~les; a name which will lisger long as symbol of ht•,tF1ty 

!:;' ,2 i :::- ~Jf!, ge!';:.';~T';;t: .,, , er aad gentleness of spirit, always, 

r days that their harvest was one of real ac

complishaatit. Of "ffl!'r it could be said, as it was said of Job: 

As 

so 

in h 

"Thou has come to thv ~rave in ripe aP,e, like as a 
shock of corn cometh in its season." 

been hanrested, 

1 

service to their communities, 

drops quickly to the 

Long af••r, ita ripple• cont nue 
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DR. STANLEY SUIT 

We have met to pay our community's tribute of respect and 

admiration to Dr. Stanley Suit, a man of learning and high in

tellect, a skilled professional, a brilliant teacher and a life

long citizen who brought great credit to our community. 

Dr. Suit was completely devoted to his chosen field. He 

looked on dentistry as a true professional should, not primarily as 

a way of earning a livelihood but as a challenging commitment, 

the responsibility to serve as capably as one's science permitted. 

He served his patients not only with a skill which gained wide 

respect but with a warmth, interest and patience which told his 

patients that he thought of them as friends, that they were never 

simply a chart or an X-ray but people, individuals, whose feelings 

were as important to him as their medical needs. He won their un-

dying respect for his meticulous attention to detail and for the 

quality of the services which he rendered. 

For nearly forty years Dr. Suit taught those who were pre

paring themselves at Case Western Reserve University's Dental 

School. The best teachers are those who never stop learning. From 

the beginning of his career to the end he was constantly researching 

new techniques or learning from the research of others. In a class 

situation he always had the time to answer a student's questions 

and he spoke directly and clearly, transmitting not only his skill 

but his fine sense of the professional ministry in which they 

would share. He won the respect of his colleagues and there was 

hardly an honor that his profession did not deservedly accord him. 

A man with his gifts and commitment was not a man who would 

retire. Long beyond the stipulated time of retirement, his skills 

commended his being retained and he continued to teach and to 

practice despite age and physical disabilities which would• re 4_ 
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encouraged another to be more indulgent with themselves and their 

time. 

I knew Dr. Suit as a loyal Jew, a quiet, disciplined man who 

accepted the inevitable and varied responsibilities of family and 

marriage willingly and loyally. His friends and family speak of 

his strength of will and unshakable sense of honor. They describe 

him as a realist who was determined to invest himself to his ut-

most in all that was worth the doing, a responsible family man who 

accepted those burdens without thought to their cost, a dependable 

and loving person whose feelings could be depended on but were not 

easily spoken. Dr. Suit expected much more of himself than he de

manded of others, but in the office he was the bott not out of a 

need to impose his will but out of a sense of obligation to his 

patients that they receive the best possible treatment. 

His sons remember the security he b r ought to their lives 

and the high standards that he imposed. They speak of a principled 

man who had a mischievous sense of humor and took great delight in 

those happy moments which are a release from the cares of the world. 

A loyal son and nephew, a devoted husband, a careful and caring 

father and grandfather, Dr. Suit was pleased that his sons had 

settled nearby and that one chose to work with him. 

Dr. Suit came to death, busy with the affairs of his pro-

fession, determined to press on, coming home from a seminar. I am 

sure that this realistic man had no illusions about his immortality 

and that he would not have tolerated the half life of prolonged 

illness and infirmity. I believe he would say to those who sur-

vive, 'press on,' 'be of good courage,' 'life must have a beginning 

and an end.' 'Remember that I lived as I wished to live and by 

appropriate standards, mine. Remember me for what I was.' 
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Dr. Suit has left behind a good name. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

May 27, 1986 



MEMORIAL TRIBUTE TO IN 

Tuesday, June 30, 1970 

Life, my dear friends, 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 we re strengthened and ennobled by his influence and example. In this world 

we establish our own immortality. There are those who die and their passing is 

scarcely noted. They have made hardly any impress ion on the roll of life. Others, 

in their death leave behind an imperishable legacy and a sorry void which is long 

l4 u, ..s (<' w 
and deeply felt. In the death of Mnton Eekstetn, his family and those nearest to 

him have sustained a deep personal loss. Our Temple has lost a close and honored 

member and all of us will long miss a loyal and cherished friend. 

"° " L. C. ( 
When I first learned of ~on's death, I thanked God for having gLven 

~ -f 
this man of dignity the dignity of a sweet death. From his youth l.(ilton had walked a 

strong and steady way. He had assumed, without complaint, the responsibilities of 

I 

family, of ta1 •aw, of service to his fellow man. Others depended on him. He asked 

only to help. A verse from the Book of Psalms comes to mind: ''Mark the man of 

integrity and behold the upright man for there is posterity for the man of peace. 11 

This phrase describes ~...,.to , he was a wholesome human being, a man of integrity,. 

possessed of an unfailing sense of duty. The pattern of his life was clear, unmistakable 

and unbroken. His life was firmly set in the moral certainties. He never abused or 

used another human being. He was a wise and peaceful man, warmhearted, courteous, 

friendly, and eager for another's happiness; loyal in friendship, steadfast in responsibility. 
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For such a man there is posterity. His life does not end with death for his influence 

and example are treasured by all who moved within his sphere, his memory abides 

as a sweet benediction. 

Our tradition has recognized the inadequacy of words in such a moment. 

The familiar prayer of memorial is the Kaddish. Strangely this prayer contains 

not a word of comfort nor any attempt to justify God's way. Indeed, it makes no 

mention of death. It simply affirms our abiding trust in God and accepts the 

justice of his decisions as they effect our lives. It is not tra.t we try to deny 

the fact of death but rather that we recognize that the only answer to death is life,. 

to see to it that days are well spent in meaningful pursuit. We need a strong faith 

when we stand in the presence of death. We need faith that we may accept life's 

impermanence and its limitations and still not lose our awareness of its potential 

and its opportunity. To face death wisely is to face life courageously. 

~ ~'J knew a great deal about the faith w h ich one must have in God, 

in life, in man. His faith gave him the strength of his convictions, his sensitive 

awareness of the needs of others, his concern with justice and human rights, his 

willingness to sacrifice time and self for tho
1

se in need
1, to face s:uarely the 

challenge which life presented. He worked tirelessly to meet his responsbilities, 

self indulgence was entirely foreigh to him, as was greed. He lived for otners . 

....... ~ ~onesty, intellect, sympathy, justice, freedom, concern 

for the wellbeing of others were the basic laws of his life. He strove to live up to 

that standard of unselfishness and kindness mixed with moral determination and moral 

courage which was taught by our prophets and by our sages. He ura ■ a oah1:ea anti cherised 
µ ~ 

mem le a participant member, a great and good friend. I am sure 
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that his faith encouraged him over life's inevitable obstacles and frustrations and 

I am sure_. b@ :i~~ n Enese teaehings. 
t_. .) V (.} r:-... tl 0 

As a person Milton was a,: 111&11 sl 9'&i • ahanP?, warm, agreeable. V-,;-ft.., 

A smile always played in his eyes, sensitive, loyal always. Many were delighted 

to call him friend. His friendship was not lightly given but highly prized. When 

you met with him and worked with him you knew you were working with an honest, 

gentle and good man. There was deep love in his makeup, love for mankind, love 

and tender husband, a devoted helpmate. • ••••IAt established a home 

' • 

patient in teaching, wise in counsel in which the basic human values were exemplified. 

It would be inappropriate to invade the intimacy of these memories but surely this 

l 
can be said to those who were nearest and dearest, ,¥;j1ton worked only for your 

happiness and he would now have you find the courage to turn from the darkness 

to the light to find again the happiness which he sought for you. 
r 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 



"Seek not to explain God's ways to man, for they are beyond 

your understanding." This sage advice, spoken by our teachers mil-

lennia ago, remains valid. We cannot explain death's intrustion 

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

upon the primal emptiness. None among us has a superior wisdom to 

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

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

remind ourselves that death is not unrelieved loss but the trans-

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

Death is not oblivion but a translation. As the children of 

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

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

days grow near to die." 

of words. Do days die? 

Commentators were intrigued by the choice 

Surely not. What was implied was the truth 

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

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

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

ourselves of the precious qualities of our dead. In doing so there 

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

Shortly before his death, Albert Einstein met a discouraged 

Princeton University undergraduate and, sensing his distress, 

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

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

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

gets more out of life than he puts in. A man of value will give 
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HHEN I PA.SS OUT AND IT TI1 I S P NT, 

I HOPE FO NO LOFTY AONCJVENT. 

NO S PL END ID PROCESS I ON MARCHING S LO i, 

ALONG THE L.~ST LONG ROAD I GOJ 

NO POMP AND GLORY I CARE FOR THEN, 

mEN I D PART FROi THE r ORI.D OF MEN• 

BUT I'D LIE'8 TO THINK IHEN MY R-\CE IS THROUGH 

THAT THERE ~ITLL BE IN THE WORI.D A FEW 

VHO'LL SAY, 'WELL, THERE IS A GOOD M.A..N GONE.' 

A Ml N I.I AS GREAT . THE DREA.16 HE DREAM:3 , 

A GREAT A. THE LOVE HE BEAIS 

AS GREAT AS THE VALUES HE DEEM:3 , 

A!IDf'HE HAPPINE3S HE SHARES. 

A MA.N I AS GREAT AS THE THOUGHTS HE THINRS, 

AS THE ,ORTH HE HA.S ATTAINED, 

AS THE FOUNT INS AT WHICH HIS PIRIT DRINKS, 

AND THE INSIGHT HE HA.S GAINED. 

A MAN IS AS GREAT AS THE TRUTH HE PEARS, 

AS GREAT AS THE HELP HE GIVF.S, 

AS GREAT AS THE DE TINY HE EEKS, 

}$ GREAT AS THE LIFE HE LIVES. 




