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Esther Adler 

We have come to pay a memorial tribute of respect to a strong-minded and 

high-minded woman, Esther Adler. In her death her family and those nearest to her 

have sustained a deep loss, but they are encouraged by many warm and wonderful memories 

Esther's roots run deep into our country. She was born before the turn of the century 

in Kansas City and there is something about the open spaces and the pioneer spirit which 

was very much a part of her being. Her family speaks of her a~ strong-willed and inde­

fatigable, a woman who judged others by their quality and not by their name or race, a 

woman di great energy and of healthy and down-to-earth good humor . She took great pride 

in the freedom and the spirit of this land, She walked straight and she accepted each 

and every burden of life with the same spirit of determin ition and basic principles, virtues 

which we think of as the hallmark of an early America, She was content to walk her way. 

There was no need for public display. Her standards were set from within and not by 

others . 

I regret that I did not have the privilege, really, of knowing Esther, Her 

roots were in some ways not unlike my own. She was the daughter of a ra·bbi. She breathed 

in her house the strength and wisdom of our tradition and these values and the values of 

the synagogue were always close to her. Esther was blessed along the way with a useful 

life and many friends, but as age will, these have been left behind . She was fortunate to 

know a great love and to build with her husband a fine home and took great pride in the 

growth and accomplishment of their daughter and son and their grandchildren and families . 

The ties of family were close and th is brought her great joy. Esther brought strength to 

her marriage and strength to her widowhood. She kept alive to life, doing and being part 

of the energy which gives meaning to the day, She was not a woman to give in to self-pity 

until these last months when age finally wore her down, Her life was full and good, 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

November ll, 1977 



Cele Auerbach 

We have come to pay a public tribute of love and admiration to a 

vital lady, an exceptional human being, Cele Auerbach. Cele always brought to mind 

the Biblical matriarchs for like each of them she was a woman of fine spirit and 

unflagging energy, a fellow being whose first thought was for the other, a woman of 

valor who was close to God, full of love, warm-hearted and ever ready to serve. 

"Strength and beauty were her clothing and her hand was ever stretched out to give," 

to give and not to take. 

Cele was born into love, but not·unto wealth. She learned in her home 

the essential virtues, the human virtuesj and throughout her life she remained de­

voted to God, the good, the Jewish people, the goals of healing and help. She was 

the same within as without. 

I always found her to be without pretense or side, openr empathetic, 

kind, full of plans for some good cause. How can I draw Cele's picture? She was 

eager to volunteer and to accomplish a task. She took great pleasure in others and 

was always sensitive to their feelings. Cele dressed with care, but without any 

trace of vanity. Her home was a place of beauty but without any suggestion of osten­

tation. Friendship was a lifelong commitment, a sharing of serious responsibility 

rather than small talk. Life was too full of significant challenge to spend time on 

the petty, In Cele generosity of heart was wedded to an energetic spirit. When she 

accepted responsibility she did so with willing grace and seriously. She did not 

idly undertake any commitment. What she undertook she completed. There were 

no loose strings. There were no unplaced phone calls.. She never let up. You 

often found yourself saying •·yes' when you had meant to beg off. Her spirit was 

contagious. 
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There is hardly an institution of our Jewish community which has 

not been strengthened by her energy and drive. I know that there is hardly any ac­

tivity of our Temple Women's Association which was not strengthened by her in-

volvement and leadership. Cele served the Jewish people well. She was a willing 

soldier in all the activities designed to save the survivors of the Holocaust and for 

all programs designed to strengthen Israel. 

Cele often seemed to be going many ways at the same time, but she 

knew where she was going, what had to be done, and she did it. It was accomplished 

and in good spirits. She kept everyone buoyed up and she was always encouraging. 

Her spirit, her warmth, her good humor, her willingness to do. her 

genuine commitment to the concerns we share, won for her a host of friends. Your 

presence here tn such numbers offers silent testimony to her reach. When Cele 

was with you it was apparent that she cared for your feelings. She was a charming 

hostess and in her home there was beauty and good, significant talk. Cele had read 

much. She had listened carefully. She was abreast of the issues of the day. Her 

interests were many and her ·perceptions generally sound. 

There are some who work energetically in the larger community, but 

who neglect the intimate one on one relationship. Cele was mother to many, but 

quintessentially she was mother to her own, she looked well to the ways of her 

household .. 

I lov~ you, 
Not only for what you are, 
But for what I am 
When I am with you. 

I love you, 
Not only for what 
You have made of yourself, 
But for what 
You are making of me. 
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I love you 
For the part ofqie 
That you bring out; 
I love you 
For putting your hand 
Into my heaped-up heart 
And passing over 
All the foolish, weak things 
That you can't help 
Dimly seeing there, 
And for drawing out 
Into the light 
All the beautiful belongings 
That no one else had looked 
Quite far enough to find. 

I love you because you 
Are helping me to make 
Of the lumber of my life 
Not a tavern 
But a temple; 
Out of the works 
Of my every day 
Not a reproach 
But a song. 

I love you 
Because you have done 
More than any creed 
Could have done. 

Fortunately, this woman who had such a great capacity for love, found a great love. 

She and Charles shared intimacy, many challenges, _ responsibility and many joys. 

Through the long years she made their home a place of rest and encouragement, a 

happy place for both of them, a place of spiritual renewal from which Charles could 

go out to meet the challenges of his profession and to serve largely our people. To­

g e ther they built a home which was solid, stable and secure, where they raised their 

son to a strong manhood, to prize the mind and learning and to value his heritage. 

Cele took gre at pride in David's accomplishments and his marriage, but perhaps 
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her greatest joy was provided by her grandchildren .. Each was a special joy and 

there was a special closeness between them .. 

. 
Cele had a good life. She had earned the respect of her community. 

She rejoiced in the achievements of her family .. She had known love and the joy of 

children and grandchildren. Cele had a good life and a hard death. These last months 

of weakness and illness were difficult for her and all who loved her; yet, she bore 

her pain and her anxieties with the same good spirit she had shown in healthier days. 

In illness and in health she remained herself. Cele will be missed. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

March 27, 1977 



MISS CLARICE AUERBACH April 18, 1958 

uf. ""---1,, ... - ,..,,,,,"~·· 4 .. •• .0 
WE TftNK ~ Ei6P138iALLY, Qr laiilB tji~Ui SQIIT.J OF CLARICE AUERBACH, A GENTLE 

LADY, A WOMAN OF HIGH SPIRIT .AND FROFOUND INTEGRITY.\ IT WAS Nar MY PRIVILEGE TO 

IC'I\JOW MISS AUERBACH, ~ HER F~\1ILY AND FRIENDS ALL TESTIFY TO THE BEAUTY OF HER 

CHARACTER AND TO THE SWEETNESS OF HER PERSON. SHE WAS A WOMAN OF MANY INTERESTS, 

SHE SAW LIFE IN ALL OF ITS INSPIRING BEAUTY AND SHE WAS DETERMINED TO EXAMINE 

AND EXPLORE THAT BEAUTY TO THE FULL. THOUGH SHE :'TALKED MUCH OF LIFE'S WAY ALONE, 

SHE SA TO IT THAT SHE WAS NEVER LONELY. HER PARENI'S WERE DEAR AND ffiECI OUS TO 

HER Af D SHE LOVINGLY CARED FOR THEM. HER BROI'HER AND HIS FAMILY WERE DEAR AND 

PRECIOUS AND SHE REJOICED IN THEIR COMPANIONSHIP . MANY CULTIVATED HER FRIENDSHIP 

BECAUSE IT ll'AS '{ORTH THE aJLTIVATION. 'SHE WAS Nar ONLY A GOOD . EIGHBOR BUT AN 

'lf'lt" ,, 
INTERESTING, AFFABLE FRIEND. EVEN I HER LAST YEAR OF ILLNESS SHE NEVER IMPOSED 

HER NEEDS OR HER FEARS UPON arHERS. SHE BROUGHT BEAUTY %11 IN HER TRAIN. HER 

SPIRIT HELPED HER TO SEE LIFE I S ADVENTURE, HER STRENGTH HELPED HER TO FACE LIFE 

'WITHOUT FEAR. HER COURAGE ~DE HER DAYS MEANINGFUL . HER PLEASING PERSONALITY 

MADE HER DAYS FULL WITH LOVED ONES ANJ FRIENDS , SO THAT VlHERE-1THERE MIGHT HA VE 

BEEN LONELINESS THERE \VAS INSTEAD HAPPINESS AND CONI'ENl'MENI' AND A SENSE OF 

COMPLETENESS. 

MISS AUERBACH PASSED AWAY QUIETLY, GATHERED EASILY BY GOD UNTO HIS BOSOM. 

EVEN IN OUR GRIEF WE THANK IIlM FOR HIS GRACIOUS GI FI' OF HER PERSON ttkrcH ENRICHED 

• 
THE LIVES OF ALL mo KNEW HER. 



Bess Barnett 

We are met to pay our public tribute of respect and affrction for a gracious 

lady, Bess Barnett. Bess was born in a small town in Texas and she about her an aura 

of openness and of i.rv:3ependent spirit, a down-to-earth honesty and proud self-reliance 

which one associates with an earlier America. She was a woman of spirit and courage, 

who met each obligation in life head high and proudly. Bess possessed an alert and well­

stocked mind. She was interested in all that made for culture. She read broadly. Music, 

theater, poetry, ideas, interested her. She had an eye for beauty which was reflected 

both in the quality of her dress and the pride with which she decorated and maintained 

her home. Bess had no need for conspicuous display and a great need for order and har­

mony of color and line. Bess kept her own counsel and was never one to impose her 

emotional needs on others. Yet, she enjoyed lifelong friendships with a circle of men 

and women who respected her for her quality, her grace and her willingness to help out. 

She graced the occasion. 

Bess had the good fortune to be raised as a young woman in the home of one 

of the truly powerful spirits in the rabbinate at the turn of the century. Leon Harrison 

was a man of deep personal faith and of great commitment to the values of a free society 

and citizenship. Bess kept about her always the love of God and the convictions which 

she so exemplified in this home of faith which must be lived, of a faith which is proved 

by the quality of one's life - in action. 

When she was still a young student she met Charles and set out with him to 

make a life and a home. They came to Cleveland and they built here a good marriage 

and sound and solid home. Together they enjoyed the good times and faced the bad. Theirs 

was a love which could surmount the tragic death of a son. Their home was a place of 

welcome and pf gracious hospitality. Together they shouldered each and every responsibility 
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and built for themselves a fine name in our community. Theirs was a great love with 

a very special courtesy and sensitivity. Family was central ·to her. These last years 

were not easy. Widowhood is never easy nor is age, but she remained a great lady and 

she took pride in her son and her grandchildren. 

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

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

September 28, 1977 

( 



n Thy 

('m for 

. 
rescue 

. 
·edeem 

> Thy 

eked; 
1tes. 
ms, 0 

nt. 
·s and 

e from 

ithless, 

,t Thy 

pts· 
mrding 

•ord is 

linance 

e with­

awe of 

. , 
;e Thee, 
s ordi-

16~rcat peace have they that~ 
Thy law; le 

And there is no stumbling for them. 
1"1 have hoped for Thy salvation, 

0 LoRD, 
And have done Thy conunand .. 

menta. 
1117~,fl: sou! hath observed Thy tee. 

timomes· • , 
• And I love them exceedingly. 
14~1 have observed Thy precept, 

and Thy testimonies; 
For all my ways are before Thee. 

r, TAU. 

111•Let my cry come near before Thee 
0 LoRD• ' 

Give me ~nderstanding according 
to Thy word. 

170Let my supplication come before 
Thee; 

Deliver me according to Thy word. 
. 

1nLet my lips utter praise: 
Because Thou teachest me Thy 

statutes. 
172Let my tongue sing of Thy word• 

For all Thy commandments a~ 
righteousness. 

171Let Thy hand be ready to help me; 
For I have chosen Thy precept.a. 

17'1 have longed for Thy salvatio11, 
0 Loan· , . 

And Thy law 1s my delight. 
171Let my soul live, and it shall praise 

Thee; 
And let Thine ordinances help me. 

1711 have gone astray like a lost sheep; 
seek Thy servant; · 

For I have not forgotten Thy com­
mandments. 

12 Q A Song of Ascents. 

In my distress I called unto the 
LoRD, 

And He answered me. 
868 

... -----.... 

PSALl\fS 123.4 
'() LoRD, deliver my soul from lying 

lips, 
From a deceitful tongue. 

•What shall be given unto thee, and 
what shall be done more unto thee, 

Thou deceitful tongue? 
•Sharp arrows of the mighty, 
With coals of broom. 

rw oe is me, that I sojourn with 
Meshech, 

That I dwell beside the tents of 
Kedar! • 

•My soul hath full long had her 
dwelling 

With him that hatcth peace. 
71 am ·au peace; 
But when I speak, they are for war. 

121 A Song of Ascents. 

I will lift up mine eyes unto the 
mountains: 

From whence shall my help come? 
2My help cometh from the LORD, 
Who made heaven and earth. 

•He will not suffer thy foot to be 
moved; 

He that keepeth thee will not slum­
ber. 

•Behold, He that keepeth Israel 
Doth neither slumber nor sleep. 

IThe LoRD is thy keeper; 
The LoRD is thy shade upon thy 

right hand. . 
'The sun shall not smite thee by day, 
Nor the moon by night. 

7The LoRD shall keep thee from all 
evil· , 

He shall keep thy soul. 
'The LoRD shall guard thy going out 

and thy coming in, . 
From this time forth and for ever. 

12 2 A Song of Ascents; of David. 

I rejoiced when they said unlo me: 
'Let us go unto the house of the 

LORD.' 
2Our feet are standing 
,vithin thy gates, 0 Jerusalem; 

1Jerusalem, that art builded 
As a city that is compact together; 

4\Vhither the tribes went up, even 
the tribes of the LoRD, 

As a testimony unto Israel, 
To give thanks unto the name of the 

LORD. 
1For there were set thrones for 

judgment, 
The thrones of the house of David. 

• 
•Pray for the peace of Jerusalem; 
May they prosper that. love thee. 

7Peace be within thy walls, 
And prosperity within thy palaces. 

•For my brethren and companions' 
sakes, 

I will now say: 'Peace be within 
thee.' 

•For the sake of the house of the 
LoRo our God 

I will seek thy good. 

12 3 A Song of Ascents. • 

Unto Thee I lift up mine eyes, 
0 Thou that art enthroned in the 

heavens. . 
'Behold, as the eyes of servant.a 

unto the hand of their master, 
As the eyes of a maiden unto the 

hand of her mistress; 
So our eyes look unto the LoRo our 

God, 
Until He be gracious unto us. 

1Be gracious unto us, 0 LoRo, be 
gracious unto us; 

For we are full sated with contempt. 
COur soul is full sated 

869 



Sunny Baron 

Winter is settling on the lard an:i the cold is within as well as without. 

This is a leaden and difficult hour:_~~ h_~v:.. lost. ~ ~<:od friend. A lovely human being 
.. ---.. -

_has been taken fran our midst. @:'en as we review and praise Sunny~ - grace and- q~ 

1(¢ protest the intrustion of death? ·----

What understanding can be ours? I have no superior wisdom to share with 

you. I cannot solve for you the equations of God's mathematics nor justify to you 

God's decisions, though I affirm their justice. "The Lord has given, the Lord has ta­

ken away. Blessed be the name of the Lord." This is the substance of faith. "Seek 

not to explain God's ways to man for they are beyond your understanding." This is the 

w t1 "" W 11:v', e, 1 ~u~ - ,&1t1a 1.- J II l '-e. L.., 1 • Q t 
~t of ancestral ~om. Life is a gift not of our choosing. Death is a fact 

b( Jt '"i'"k J...,_A ~ 
not of our willing. We do not schedule our M1! ival. We cannot schedule our dapa1Ztz ire. 

All that we can do is affirm, as Sunny did, the opportunity which is life an:i ~ make 

A f.UQ&, ' 
the most of its blessing. An hour can be rich in achievement or hollow and4Ybll.l-111.llliltt€' 

y Q ,., r..,. l ~ "' ( ~ -,.,~FuJ-1 4/'2~ ",.,.. """~' • (_ 
purpose. YaEMIII •9 • , lasmfn The fiiiAI* I t QC~- 8E1 ii it SOE ) 2■11t1.2 in a ,.. 
f.■ r :tooars. There are some who live so sweetly that their every action brings blessing 

c:. ~,,.,,.. -' ,':) 
and happiness. These, though they diejtoung, die fulfilled. They have already passed 

J r ~ 1-.. ' "-' r ~ "- J N ~ i f "-'~ , . ~ ~ , -'f ' _,..~ I 
al<n@ MA-~ rra 11w Pfu1nwiess Jaad love. 

· •""'"'' -
I affirm this also, that death is not pain but the absence of pain. 

Death is not oblivion but a translation of the soul into a new dimension of memory. 
i ... ,,~ '! - ....w/1 u 'I . ,. • l , • • . . 

We cry now not for thos t.q,Clzbeua p1111i;t' ht for those who have been left behfnd. 

The loss and loneliness is ours. Her pain is over. She is at peace. We are bereft. 

She is with God. We are alone. Her peace is t:imeless - our loneliness a daily burden. 

Sunny struggled for a decade against cancer and the disease ult:inately 

t 1i r i t~ ff ,1 1 
t>.Wv¥ beyond control. But it seans to me that it is Sµnny who was ult1mately vie-

. In all these years of pain 

and anxiety I never heard complaint or self-pity cross her lips. I don't la1CM where 

she found the strength to pull herself together each day but she did*.._ IJien she 

-~l'\,;J ' ' Ct"/' was am:>ng us it was as if there • The familiar smile was on 

I 
I 
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rds were on her tongue. She walked with that dignity and grace \OE1t:b 

~se longer properly ascribe came to 

lies behind sand what lies before us are tiny ma.tters 

corrpared to what lies within us . " What 1 i thin Supny ' s soul was an incredible ---· 

I " : • ' ; • • 
,·<ii;F of courage, ~g 11 enchable zest for life. She would never 

be other than her best self. She would be pitied.~he would not· waste the ~ 
''-> .. ~ .. ~ • -

She would spare others anxiety and worry. 

Sunny's strength, I believ, derived in a large measure fi>om her strong 

sense of self. I speak of dignity, not of arrogance. I speak of a- becoming pride, not 

of any need to conrnand or impose her 1,~'0 08AO@PM \JQP'i a]J:Iiiijl8 f@I? ~ose 

• She knew that she could bear the 

• PfEW~d!P @iii 

gift 

Strength conjures up an image of prickly independence a.rd peysical size. 

I do not mean to suggest these qualities at all. S~ was a warm and open friend, 

l(•w ,..,,...,.. I \J'-V • 
friend to many, a lovely, intelligent, ~•122 u: • ~ .L '1 canpanion. When she aid Ben 

~ 

moved to Cleveland she bound to herself by innumerable loving acts a wide circle of 

those M'J.o delighted :In her company. ~.iile SJe@foed her' relations I,) tL Ob Olli' by a a 

of tender concern. Her soul was responsive to every human need. S~e, g 1 fl~ re-

l 
lu.111: ah:tps 1,;d*Y ~lenS!t!W" ta.et and· :1rtst.ll1ct11'e ey11~f~r deeds were always gen-

erous. Her heart was ever open. !Jae ;r;:etrrred to am fast le • asap and @h1SUJJ¥ love 

q.gd a uaca ••• atJ.l!elttg ■1: ■ t:l!M1. Moses ibn Ezra, the medieval poet, described a 

woman like Sunny with these words: "Grace was in her soul, generosity in her heart, 

her lips were ever faithful. " F.r1endshiJ.fi' l1Jlle 2 µ cc.l!Otls i ■ aer. Amorg her favorite 

lines were these: 
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"Once in a while a friend is found 
Who's a friend right from the start 
And once in a while a friendship's made 
that really wanns the heart. 
Ard once in a while a frierd is found 
who's a friend your whole life through 
It really does happen once in a while 
It happened to me an a you." -. .... ' ,,, 

Sunny was blessed with a green thumb and a, 2~ sense of beauty r 

friends took delight in the gracious hospitality of her home, the beauty of its gar­

den, the warmth of her welcomE: · . Their care was her first care. Jsunnsr-too ~ pride in 
-- - · -

• her home and in her person. She dressed with care and with flair but not ostentatiously 

She was not interested in display or appearances but in reflecting in her person and 

her surroundings that sense of dign!\y and quiet priie which was in her soul . 
• ♦ • -•· -

Sunny made time for her friends and for her carrnunity'~ ~ruw~num er o 
_. ......... ~,~~-...... 

ganizations ben~f~t:? fran her interest, -~kiil and.en~. She had been trained inj 

her bane to be sensitive of the needs of others and she never failed in that duty. 

There is a well-known midrash which plays on the letters of the Hebrew 

word for a man, ish, and for a woman, isha. In Hebrew man and woman share two letters, 

alph and shin which together form the word aish - fire. In a good marriage a man and 

woman are drawn together by the fire of love. Ben and Sunny were drawn together by 
~ the fire of love, but love :a only the beginning. For a marriage to be good and last-

ing there must be wisdom and shared purpose. The word man and woman include -other 

letters, yod and he, which taken together form the name of God. When holiness conse­

crates a marriage, then it is truly binding and joyous. There was love in this home 

• I' "'" and a shared corrrni tment to the basic values of life and family, ~ decency,--'> service. 

Sunny was raised :1n a family which made up i&..the tigptness of its bonds 

for the paucity o?'i:.urri>ers Sunny was a loving and dutiful daughter. With her sister 

' .... . she enjoyed a long int:lmacy. The home she a.rrl Ben established was EPil • 

of love and good feeling. 

opportunity and space 1n wh 

they raised their son and daught 
.._ c.c;w \."'~ • • .,_ 

to grow. Tneir happiness ers. 
~ 

Ii full 



Q • 

4 

she lived for each success, high moment. 

Sunny and I often talked of life and death. She valued life but I lmow 

that she did not fear her death. She feared dying because of the loss of dignity, 

and I thank God that death came when it was needed. If she had a.rw regret it was the 

fact that she would not see the birth of a grandchild, but she knew that no one can 

have all their wishes fulfilled, and she was the first to say, I have had so much 

blessing. junny brought courage and determination to bear on her life. She brought 

happiness and joy to the widest circle of friends a.rd set an example of courage and 

good sense which rooved us all. She bore her illness with a courage we somehow instinc­

tively expected of her. I suspect that she would begrudge her death only_ if it shadowed 

the lives of those whom she loved, whose happiness was more precious to her than life 

itself. 

December 4, 1980 

"And friends, dear friends, when it shall be 

That this low breath is gone from me, 

And rourn my bier ye core to weep, 

Let One, most loving of you all, 

Say "Not a tear must o'er her fall! 

He giveth his beloved sleep." 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 
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DEATH AND IMMORTALITY 588 

1898. SHED NOT TOO MANY TEARS 

Shed not too many tears when I shall leave; 
Be brave enough to smile. 

It will not s~orten, howsoe'er you grieve, 
Your loneliness the while. 

I would not have you sorrowful and sad 
But joyfully recall , 

The glorious companionship we've had, 
And thank God for it all. 

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

Have heart for mirth and song­
Rejoice, though for a little while I've gone, 

That I was here so long. 
For if I thought your faith would fail you so, 

And leave you so distressed, 
That sobbing to my body's grave you'd go, 

My spirit could not rest: 
Author unknown 

l,, . I 899. TURN AGAIN TO LIFE 

If I should d~e and leave you here a .while, 
Be not like others, sore undone, who keep 
Long vigil by the silent dust and weep. 
For my sake turn again to life and smile, 
Nerving thy heart and trembling hand to do 
,That which will comfort other souls than 

• thine; . 
Complete these dear unfinished tasks of mine, 
And I, perchance, may therein comfort you. 

Mary ue Hall 

. 19()0. NO FUNERAL GLOOM 

No funeral gloom, my dears, when I am gone, 
Corpsc-gazings, tears, black raiment, grave-

yard grimness. . 
Think of me as withdrawn into the dimness, 
Yours still, you ,mine. • 
Remember all the best, of our past moments 

and forget the rest, . 
And so to where I wait come gently on. 

Elim Terry, I8,n-I928 

19()1. REMEMBER 

Remember me when I am gone away, 
Gone far away into the silent land; 
When you can no more hold me by the 

hand, • . 

Nor I half turn to go, yet turning stay. 
Remember me when no more day by day 

You tell me of our future that you plann 'd: 
Only remember me; you understand' 

It will he late to counsel then or pray. 
Yet if you should forget me for a while 

And afterwards remem her, do not grieve: 
For if the darkness and corruption leave 
A vestige of the thoughts that once I had, 

Better by far you should forget and smile 
Than that you should remember and he 

sad. 
~hristina G. Rossetti, , r8.3<:>-r894 

. 1902. RESIGNATION 

There is no death! What seems so is 
transition. 

This life ·of mortal breath 
. Is but a suburb of the life elysian, 

Whose portal we call Death. 

She is not dead,-the child of our affection 
But gone unto that schooi ' 

Where she no longer needs our poor 
protection, 

. And Christ himself doth rule·.,. 

In that great cloister's stillness ahd seclusion, 
By guardian angels led, • 

Safe from temptation, safe from sin's 
pollution, • 

She lives, whom we call dead. 

Day after day we think what she is doing 
In those bright realms of air; • 

·Y c~ after year her tender steps pursuing, 
Behold her grown more fair. 

. . 

Thus do we walk with her; and keep unbroken 
The bond which nature gives, . 

Thinking that our remembrance, though 
unspoken, 

May reach her where she lives. 

Not as a child shall we again behold her; 
For when with raptures wild . 

In our embraces we again enfold her, • 
She will not he a child; . 

But a fair maiden, in her Father's mansion, 
Clothed with celestial grace; 

And beautiful with all the flQPl'a expansion 
Shall we behold her face. 

Hmry Wadsworth Long/1//0•, I8o7-r882 

,, 
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Fanny Behal 

We have come to pay a public tribute of respect and affection to a 

gracious and vital lady, a woman of fine quality and spirit, Fanny Behal. I did not 

have the privilege of knowing Mrs. Behal well. Her family has deep roots in light 

of The Temple. They ave always been close. Mrs. Behal moved west many years 

ago and our paths crossed only when some family occasion brought her back to Cle­

veland. Her friends and family speak with one voice, a woman of outgoing personali­

ty, great warmth, incredibly generous of herself and her time, sympathetic and em­

pathetic to the needs of others, one who never had bad thoughts or spoke the putdown 

word. God granted to Fanny not only the three score years and ten but four score 

years and until these last months of illness and disability she walked out happily into 

the society of her neighbors.and friends, and because of the quality of her mind was 

a most welcome companion. 

Fanny knew and discharged the basic responsibilities of a human being. 

She was a good and considered friend, always ready to help. She brought lightness 

and energy wherever she went. She was a loving and dutiful daughter. She and Sol 

established a solid marriage and a home in which they raised their son and their 

daughter with encouragement and understanding. She remained close throughout her 

life to her brothers and sisters and shared in their joys and their sorrows. 

What more can be said? What more need be said? . • • 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

April 7, 1978 

( 
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Yesterday ·Lillian and I spoke about her mother, and as we did a vignette 

from Jewish literature came to mind. The birds, it seems, noticed that when 

the wind blew the branches of ordinary trees sighed in the wind, but those of 

fruit-bearing trees were silent. Curiosity led them to ask the fruit trees 

why they did not make any noise, and the trees replied, 'our fruits are sufficient 

advertisement for us.• 

...,..-1',L. I 
\SJll .. a lived a long and useful life, quietly, graciously, with great 

f\ f'I f\ t.o "" t 
dignity and with ut the least need to advertise herself. Her life, her marriage, 

~ " , ; ,. , "" ·'- \ , r 
her home, the accomplishments of her daughter and greedson - these spoke for 

her and of her. I believe that have understood and appreciated a, 

little poem which is a favorite of mine. 

I do not want lhe gapi rq c1~ 
'lb <.nnc wi lh l~\. ... nt at ions loud, 

WhPn life has fled. 

I do not want my words and ways 
Rehearsed, perhaps with lardy praise, 

\-lien I om dead. 

I clo not W<mt strdnge curious l ... y0.s 
To scan my face when rlc,lc it l i0s 

In silence dread. -

NJr \>A>Uld r ht1vc t]lC1n, if they ~,uld, 
11' •c·l.trc 111y d, ·< ,:1s Wl•r c b,tC] or 'Jl Yrl, 

\ 1hc "\Jl I , .un de~ ad . 

I only want the steadfast few 
\~ stood through good a.rd evil, too, 

'I1lrough fricrdship's test. 

Just those who tried to find the gcx:xi, 
Ard then, as only true friends CX>Uld, 

Forget the rest. 

Yet, true frierds of a lifetime ard her family need to have tpe fine qualities of 

her person at least allooed to at this service. Facing our deed, we want to 

remember their lives, not their dying - that's the virtue of a eulogy. And 

it is easy to speak of this wou.n of valor who ~fi:~._ ~tif~ c:~~ circle ,.. 

• 
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,\\..y,-., t ~ 

a.;,,,,'/\" .. ~ 

,- I 

of family and friends with dignity and strength, competently, loyal in good 

times and in bad, demanding little for herself, careful of her responsibilities, 

prideful only of the accomplishments of her family 
~ iv C) .-- N"f"',-. r-

l~l.ai I ..s ft.o LV"' .s i"1 ' '- t,-f\" V c.J ( ~ ,..., ~ ~ l l,... ,... c.. "t7.e I" ,. 
~ was a courageous and determined woman. She met each of life's 

~ l D4)Qt ~,.... La 1~ '1 ft 
- the illness of her husoand, ~~ l&Et'.J 75£ of 

~ 
J..j_ \ ". 

Whatever the situation, she gritted ber teetb an~ 
~~ ~~J LI r-u-, ~ • ~ • ' '-' ~ . l ,P t( 

wi ~'ivat eemplalnt 01 Sri pi tJ s•ri JJh•• Reared tS2 be _diNlk!. ., 
l ~ - . d - - .._ 

~a was a private person. She kept her own mind and her own counsel, 
.. 

but her home was a welcoming place and her friendships many, deep and lifelong. 

Considerate always, her spirit was instinctively generous and she willingly 

gave of herself to all who were near and dear. 
t . I ~ t ,-.,, ,.._ ~ I • , t I', 

Those who knew her best describe a woman who was without guile or 

side, the same with i ~1 as without, at the same time a woman of prodigous will 

• ... ~.~a~d~@!l@ltc•z•2•±-•~••·~a~a- She met her responsi~ilities as daughter, sister, wife and 
/"J- f" f) .,,,, "' ~ c::, A, 

mother with lov~ Her marriage and home was the 

.... " being - and when she was widowed she ,._ 
I t 

faced being 

focus and center of her 
I 

alone with courage. 

She met each day confidently. SS~b~e~M~a~1~,ea~g~e~at..l••lllli£•£•1~~•·•••~~~e~"~~E~!l~S•a•;~,~--a~Rd 

If she was ever anxious or lonely she kept her worries to herself. 

was not one to indulge in self-pity. Ev 

arNil. infirmity, sbe £'IP 1 1 iel ShOUl:der 9 I 4 ,m b~, b~§t not 5'i 'i i Eurden 

to her daughter " (7 Td meet her was to be reminded of the 

poet's words: Out of the earth, the rose/Out of the night, the dawn/Out of my 

heart, with all its woes/High courage, press on. To the very end Celia had the 

courage to press on. She died in the fullness of years - at a time when to 

live longer would have been an indignity. She left to those who knew and loved 

her one last gift of her love, a legacy of wonderful memories, memories which 

will continue to warm their lives and encourage them in the years ahead. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

July 3, 1985 

r 



Helen Bing 

We are met as a family to pay a public tribute of love and respect to 

the memory of a great lady, Helen Bing. 

Each of us has a private need for a sense of permanence which we tend 

to satisfy by reminding ourselves of the ongoing presence of certain institutions and 

people who seem always to be there and always to be the same. I confess that Helen 

Bing, your mother and grandmother, seemed to me to be such a symbol. She was 

always there, always the lady, always gracious, always herself. Through all of her 

more than ninety years, Helen walked in dignity and beauty, calmly and without 

faltering. She took in stride good fortune and i.11111 cruel tragedy. However burdened 

her heart she was never anything but what she was, a woman of rare inner beauty 

and of a deep confident faith in God, in man, in herself, in you, in the possibilities 

of life. Helen reminded me of the Biblical matriarchs for she was not only gentle 

of spirit, considerate, courteous and sensitive, but a woman of verve, physical 

energy and high purpose. God had provided her a good quick mind and a strong 

spirit. Widowed at a frightfully early age she never let her spirits slip into the 

slough of despond; rather she squared her chin and set out with her children to 

build a new life, a life which would be as full and as ample as she could make it. 

Helen's family has deep roots in our community and she had something 

of the pioneer about her. She loved the land. She loved this land with its traditions 

of freedom and justice. She possessed an uncomplicated respect for accomplishment 

and character and an uncomplicated ability to face a problem, roll up her sleeves . 

and go to work. Helen was utterly without side and utterly without self-pity. 

What she meant to all of you in the privacy of your family you know beet. ' 

I saw something of the care and attention which you so afforded her these last 

years, and I can only believe your actions were the willing repayment of a great 
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love. You seemed to delight to be together. 

For over 70 years Helen was a member of The Temple, a loyal, helpful, 

welcome congregant. In the years of her strength she served in many ways, most 

notably as President of The Temple Women's Association. I was proud that The 

Temple merited her loyalty because Helen typified for me the woman of valor of 

whom the Bible sings, "the woman who looks well to the ways of her household," 

"who opens her mouth with wisdom and the law of kindness is on her lips. Strength 

and beauty are her clothing. She stretches out her hand to the poor and the children 

rise up and call her blessed." 

No life can escape the moment of death. Helen learned early to be strong 

in the face of grief. She did not give in and she would not have you give in. She 

wanted these services to be simple and for you to leave here and go back to your 

families and to your lives and to the joys of every day. She took great pride in your 

accomplishment. The best tribute you can offer to her is to continue living as you 

have lived, with dignity, good useful lives, lives which bind you close in love. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

September 15, 1976 
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Eulogy - Pauline Biskind 

We are met to pay a tribute of love and respect to a gracious and able 

lady, a gentle lady, Pauline Biskind. Pauline never mistook words for deeds. 

A straight and forthright person she would not have us embellish her eulogy but 

the respect of her neighbors and friends should be spoken. 

Pauline was blessed by God with a keen mind, a generous heart, a sensi­

tive eye which could grasp instinctively the beauty of a scene o~a person. Her 

way was gracious. Her spirit was broad. She was loyal, sensitive, helpful as 

a friend. She was generous, indefatigable, exceptionally capable ;- · ~ in her 

many community activities. She won easily the admiration and respect of her peers 

and inevitably was chosen a leader of any work she undertook. Pauline was a 

woman of great energy, an energy which never slackened, and allowed her these 

last years (when most women would have turned away from responsibility) to re­

hc.c. 
turn to the classroom and find great joy in the development of young people. 

h 

Pauline had an artist's eye and hand. Her work was a consecration and 

a commitment and a blessing to those who loved her. She has left behind a tan-

gible record of her vision of life - a lasting and permanent record of the sweetness 

d f'fl,.f' . . .. •· : e 
an power o ':..i,i- v1s1on .c $1LL. She won praise for her art and she was professional 

f 

about it as she was about all of her undertakings. There was nothing slipshod or 

careless in her nature. She undertook to serve and she fulfilled that service in 

full measure. Her family was one of the oldest in our community - and she re­

p,. 61\,,A16f?u I '1NO \-c.. i J 
turned to this community~ ••service for the opportunity it had given to her and 

f' lwiA.11'd' l) 
hers. 1::illi- family had deep roots in our faith. Her mother was a founder of 

Hadassah. Some of the early years of Pauline's marriage were spent in Palestine 

and she retained deep interest in the Yishev and its human needs. 
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Commitment to her people and to her God was a constant one and never 

so parochial as to blind her to the decency and the quality of other persuasions. 

Pauline was a woman without side. She judged others by what they were, not by 

who they were. 

Pauline was a woman of many parts, but the most important part was her 

family. She was a devoted daughter and sister. She and her beloved Leonard es­

tablished a home which was rich in love r- constant in devotion:1.:arning and 
,I 

where there was great respect for each other, for hard honest service and for all 

the truly human values. They raised their son to appreciate the basic values of £:w"l'z.,o:t"• 

~--,i..o IHtJO ~~J ~~ lN\b ~ c...vLt (.J/\.tr 
work1«rl of healing which WB:EP, t eirs and in the self-respect which was theirs. 

A... I- ~ 

Pauline found great happiness in the bosom of her family. Those closest to her, 

her son and daughter-in-law, really her daughter, and their children were her 

pride and happiness. 

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

Daniel Jeremy Silver 



SARAH BLON~IS October 29, 1959 

• We have again been in the presence of death. A friend, beloved and precious 

to us, has been sunnnoned to her eternal rest. 

Whenever death comes; it comes unexpectedly. Even if our departed has enjoyed 

a full measure of years, we are never prepared for the open wound, the aching 

emptiness, which death leaves behind. We can never accept that our beloved's warm 

vitality, so dear to us, will now and forever be missing. 

Even when death comes at its expected season, it is difficult to accept God's 

purpose. Though we acknowledge that a full ano rich life is its own reward, and 

that it is a blessing to be spared the half-life of lingering, hopeless disability, 

it is always difficult to adjust to death. 

It would be wonderful were God's pans revealed to us. We would then under­

stand His purpose and find consolation in His protective care, for surely, even in 

this tragedy, God acted only for cur good. Un:ortunately, there is no way within 

the framework of our limited human experience to explain what we have suffered. 

''God's ways are not our ays anrl His thoughts are not our thoughts. Just as the 

heavens are higher th n the earth, so are His ways higher than our ways and His 

thoughts higher than our thoughts." Ultimately the only answer which we can make 

to the f 2ct of death is to accept it in faith. There is no alternative but to say 

with Job: 

The Lord has given, the Lord has taken away. 
Blessed be the name of the Lo~d. 

We are met to pay our last tribute of respect ot Mrs. s~rah Blondis. It was 

not rrry privilege to be intimate with Mrs. Blondis, but family and friends bespeak of 
¥.'-~ ~-'- • - ,, "' 

a loving and devoted wife and of ~deveibed and sacrifioiag meiMler. Mrs. Blonmis was 

not a woman who sought public acclaim. Her world was her home, its citizens her 

family. She and her beloved Harry built their home of sturdy stuff and gave to 

their sons encouragement, good counsel and security. For over a half-century they 



Henrietta Bloomfield 

Henrietta had a special talent for friendship and for family. She was utterly 

without side. .No dernaod cf frieRQibiil west 110• 11259g. Her home was as open as 

her heart and all were made welcome and treated with respect and courtesy. She 
~ 

knew that to have a friend you must be a friend. When another was in need she 

tt~ ~ , c;;,-J ,.. • ' ,. /\ \ .,I ,trJ t 
was always present. (blienrietta was a woman of real strength. Born into a large 

e-1)4-fc..A 1:'cJ. .A-! 'lr . t v 
family, she knew the struggles that many required to survive and she recognized 

"' 
early the strength that life requires. 

r-------
nrietta was committed to the basic 

. 
and essential virtues of life - to the 

~;,, i\c U-' V 
moral standards qt_,our 1..l&J:1i ih tradition. 

~Ito ,. ,; "-
There was a riglt thing to do and a 

,t- ~ ,:, /J u...r t 
proper way to live. She spoke Jf these standards and, more importantly, lived by 

them each day, along the way imparting to her sons, of whom she was so proud, her 

sense of life's opportunity and the standards of character and service by which 

it should be lived. She took life in hand and made the most of it. She had no 

patience with the petty. I know of few women who are as utterly without side. 

Sblil ~Jae a , n s a of qya 1 i ty. 

Our families have been close over the years. Henrietta found in The Temple 

a reflex of the moral vision which was so important to her and a pride in the 

accomplishments of the Jewish people and for their survival. She and Joe were 

regulars at worship, a an essential part 

of our community. 

/3rf ~ 1l, 
It's not often that one can ~fa determined and, to a large degree, 

t\c. \ .. 
liberated woman .i.M. terms which the Bible uses to describe the woman of valor. 

ijegri@tta was Jjberat99 {AF IW!!Jr fi£U&Jm. Her questing mind sought to 

understand the culture and learning of our times. Her eye and hand were able to 

capture on canvass much of the beauty of our world. She was actively involved in 

concern with the freedom and justice in our nation and our world, but she was 

also the woman of valor,, the heart of her husband does safely trust for she 

doeth him good and not evil all the days of her life. She was a woman who loved 

to cook and to bake and used these as opportunities to talk with her children 



about the values which were important to her. No wonder her children rise up 

and call her blessed for truly strength and beauty are her clothing. She opens 

her mouth with wisdom. The law of kindness is on her tongue. She looks well to 

the ways of her household and eats not the bread of idleness. 

God was good to her. Death has come to a fine woman. Fortunately, it came 

in a kindly way, without any loss of dignity, safe in the bosom of her family 

who were so precious to her. 

Daniel jeremy Silver 

May 9, 1984 
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A laugh is just like music, 
It linger heart, 
And where it~ me-~ is heard, 
The ills of li.f tlepart; 
And happ o~ghts come crowding 
Its joy notes to greet; 
A !atigh is just like music 
For making living sweet. 

Author Unknown . 
. ~ ' 

w~r[ was · a woman of deep, instinctive faith - faith in God and faith in others__. She was ,.. 
' p' 

a good Jew, .... ii,11,jp._..liliii,,i,..,;oliiill;a 17 ri_a::s, conscious of the beauties of our tradition, conscious 

of her place in that tradition, glad when she .could serve, ready to give of herself. ~-

.._M!lll!'te was part of many lives , Her friendships were many, steady and 

carefully tendered. She was joyous without being flighty. She dressed with care, but with­

out a trace of arrogance. She was the center of her world without ever being demanding. 

1e was loyal, sensitive aild empathetic. She was there to help. She was not one to ( 

intrude her own needs and anxieties. 

~~ Was bo~n inte a large a:B';I clos.e family and she.remained .close ilnd 

near th-roughout he-r-eav"• ,A.amily ~as at th~ center· of her being, a source of encourage-. ' y i: 1:9 fr 
~ ,,. 't I I\ I t J-' f- f' (,, 

ment. lletti:e was fortunate in marriage at'l• she established fo·r her hwsband1he~ .. 
i t · -~ 

good home in ~,hich they were given love and encouragement. ·her pride 

atNi 1heir families her joy. 
• t ' • V 

No moment was more precious than a family~ cele-

ttie 

had the wi 

decMteiea .1 'Hattie remained throughout life what she had always been - a g·enuine, unpre­

tentious and open person, 

Death came to iii!• in the fullness of yea·rs. I know that she did not be-
' . / I 11 , 

grudge the leaving . . Life had been good to her, She had known the sprintime of youth and 

, 
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of expectation, the joys of marriage and children; a long summer of health and friendship 

in 'Which she was free and able to enjoy and share her good fortune; a long autumn of 

gentle aging, secure within the bosom of her family, rejoicing in the achievements of her 

, t 

sons and their families. 'JltR~inter came. • These last , naoJss were hard, but against the 

full measure of her life they represent but an instant. Even then her lips were sealed to 

' self-pity. Uniti:1 aaa A .. ,l , 

but are grateful that 

her pain is over, that she i~ at peace. 

She would have been ple.ae.d.. -Her ·s"'ou 
I 

es-ponded to the sptendor af nature. Indeed, her 

soul seemed to be made of sunlight. • How else account for the unflagging ebullience, the 

" warmth and joyousness of her person. ~ occupied a special place in my heart even 

as she had a special place in the life of my family and of The Temple. My every thought 

of her is associated with s ity of spirit, happy anticipation, a !:Je pleasure • 

in 1 ife. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

May l, 1977 



·• I 

.... .. . . ,. 

,,,-, 
t lu~ 6~ l--.,.._, 

Eulogy - .Je•rne ielaLUMan 

...:idtalit--..■~•.,...c"o!Jl!lhdt-,a~l!illillG,,F!"'!Jdlll-lpiii;iil&l&l!=lh•e~· llidllllt ... k•lllilh.ae1ii1ea.1r:a.11m11111•11J~IIN:t~ r. Even a a we 

review and pralae the grace and sweetness of our beloved, we protest the indignlty, 

of prolonged illness and the intruslon ol premature death. When a loved one dlea 

in the fullness of years the hurt ia raw and real; it is doubly ao when death come ■ 

early, and we seek some explanation not only of llfe'a cycle but of llfe'a juatlce. 

What understanding can be ours? I have no superior wisdom to share 

with you. I cannot solve for you the equations of God's mathematics nor justify to 

you God' a decisions, though I affirm their justice. "The Lord baa glven, the Lord 

has taken away. Blessed be the name of ·the Lord. " This is the substance of our 

faith. "Seek not to explain God's ways to man for they are beyond your underaiand-. 

ing. " Thia is the key insight of our ancestral wisdom. Llfe is a gift not of our 

choosing. Death is a fact not of our willing. We do not schedule our arrival. We 

cannot schedule our departure. All that we can do is affirm the opportunity which 

is life and to make the most of its blessing. An hour can be rich in achlevement 

or hollow and without purpose. Years may be barren. The greatest of poetry and 

art can be created in a few hours. There are some who live so sweetly that their 

every action brings blessing and happiness. These, though they die young, die ful-_ 

filled. They .have. already passed along an overfiowlng measure of kindne■ a and 

love. 

I affirm thl1 al10, that death l1 not paln but the ab1ence of pain. Death 

' 
l ■ not obllvlon but a tran■latlon of the ■0111 lnto a new lntlmacy wlth God. We cry 

now not for tho■• who have pa■■ed on bat for .tho•• who. have. been left behind . 
• 

... 
' 

- -
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The loss and loneliness is ours. She is at peace. We are bereft. She l ■ wlth God. 

We are alone. She is with God - the God in whom she had abldlng faith and for 

whom ahe had reverent love. 

What consolation can be ours? All that I or anyone can share, dear frlenda, 

l1 the community of 1adne11 an~ the con1olatlon of falth. In our tradltlon the rabbl1 

~"" insist that the righteous are living even though dead. Jenne., graced her years 

with a rare sweetness. She governed her relations wlth others by a law of tender 

gentleness. Sbe graced her friendships with sensitive tact and instinctive sympathy. 

She returned to her family a deep and abiding love and a warm and ~biding devotion. 

. ( 
"I 

---

• .S~ .._.--~~ J-c ~~ q-:.-v--'b '6 fQ.oe an._ _ L-o A.-e ■ t""f ~ ~ U► • •ee¾~ 

These qualities live on. They are indelibly imprinted on our hea~s. Goodneaa, 
A.. 

modesty. grace of bearing, compassion, quiet self-control, steady courage, 

family - such virtues were instinctive to ~••m1e's being. They live on and wlll live 

on in the memory of shared occasions. 

I would remind you of ~he custom among our people to light a candle of 

remembrance at such an hour as this. At first glance this symbol eeems paasin1 

strange - would it not be more fitting to extinguish a taper? No, it is the way of 

wisdom to remind ourselves that memory is never darkened. Significance is im-

her grace and her quality, the pleasure we took in her friendahip, the underatand-

lng she brought to her frlendshlps, the unasawnlng dlgnlty,of her peraon, the ten­

dernesa of her feelln1• for her family. Theae memorle• wlll echo tbrou1h the 

lon1 year•. _ They bind 11• to1ether aero•• life and death. 
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The rlghteous are called llvlng, even when dead;- ~e was one of tho■e 
fine human being• who not only had many friend• but deserved many friends. She 

was wlthout pretense or posture. She saw the beat Ln life and the beat Ln other,, 

and ehe brought out the beat ~n everyone. Some uae their frlenda and abuse friend­

ship. Jeanne was senaitlve to the need• of other• and perhaps overly aensltlve 

about her own role in life. She dld for others far more than for herself. 

a oet'• aoul and often when her emotions moved her her .ptm 1nioved aero■■ the 

page pour g out her feelings. Many years ago she wrote: 

The age you have doean't mean t_oo much 

itself and your feelings as such. 

To llve ch day with little adulation 

Leave ■ you o cold there isn't .. 

Never to laugh o 

Your heart has 1 

ing but a ismal walf 

D n't cry you creatures who die but have lived 

It's harder to die when youl". life had _ao little to give. 

Jeanne ,undervalued herself, her importance to her friends, to her family. 

l( (\ (-\ "' t/. 
'l'nl ■ wa he war)~ g[ people. She recognlzed that life wa1 brlef and 

bruising. She ,ought to ea1e lt• dlfficultle1 for tho1e 1he loved. It wa1 ln the 

clrcle of her famlly that she came 1upremely lnto her own. The tle• of famlly 
.., 

were lnflnltely clo•• to her. ~• 1 ■ •t decade• pf b•~ J_I(• lier mot)a1r 1'11 welcomed 

I 

.. 

... 

- - --
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rnto her be loved B lll e 1tabll1hed 

. raised their sons to respect the good, to understand the imperative of service. 

She fulfilled herself in their happiness and accomplishment and the minlstrles of 

service whlch they have chosen are in 10 many way1 bat her lmmortallty. What 

more can be said? What more need be said? We have lost a good friend, a fine 

hwnan being, a woman of quiet dignity and courage and great, great aeneltlvlty. 

We -can only be grateful' that God granted her to ua for thl1 many year•. 

., . 

.. 

• 

I 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

• I 
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I 

I 
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MEMORIAL TRIBUTE 

Wednesday, August 16, 1967 

Rabbi Daniel Jeremy Silver C w C( 

world is gray - a cold and dismal place. 'P'1e ~irsl are ra ai an a tra&.Nly 

h • Death came to this family swiftly and devastatingly 

as the destruct ion which wasteth at the noonday. ,_TA@f@ ?ES ns •11011Jn, - We 

-
h,-_w • ! p ¢ t c iifitl &lt ♦ e front repeated tm,we_ e-:!: a&- ~o -he. .able to voice 

-
~omfort them. Only Ene1r strength can sustain them . 

..___ T_ here are no explanations and no reasot . 
"""-oC ~~ 
_,~~ ... ·--

We can only offer 

each other a loving and steadying hand. What we can assert is simply 

a common citizenship in a community of sadness. Grief binds us more 

closely, and our closeness begins to thaw the cold. As we touch each 

other we draw warmth against the loneliness and the hurt. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

... 
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A . wise man once 1said, trer e are two rules: Accept life for 

what it is; seek in life all that it can offer you. This is the way of 

wisdom and the way of faith. Some mistake faith for a JeJune optimism. 

Faith is not simple nor easy but an acceptance of life with all its 

sta-ange twists - for what it is. Despite sudden death and swift change 

faith stubbornly insists that life is worth the living; there are deeply 

moving moments of tenderness and love; there is the innocent pleasure 

of childhood and the suffusing pleasure of a task well done. 

~ derive what consolation I can at this hour from an unshakable 

conviction that t.;:t'f!i'8,i aces accepted life for what it is, and sought iJJ. 
~ ~~~ 

life all that it had to offer. ~ reached out to share and' to care, to 
~\..tt_;l F~ ~ ~C.c'LL~ -l,; C.. (.IU.\IOrA.~J. ,-=cA.. 0 (.~~~" 

love, to learn, to u.adePstaaa, aud tu achievek_ Their lives were never 

easy for each dared to be to expose his feelings, 

life I s meaning. life not in years intensity and 

in growth. emptied but a 

measure filled. with that sensitive dignity 

which marks a human being as a child of God. 

I do 
"\J"- J. eJ 

that "1.ey are 

not know what lies beyond the born of time. I do know 

with God - released of all pain. The pain is ours./ 

do know that the finest memorial we can build to 
• 

of love res pons i bility 

and the 

t 
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We have again been in the presence of death. A friend, beloved and precious 

to us, has been summoned to her eternal rest. 

Whenever death canes, it canes unexpectedly. Even it our departed has _ enjoyed 

a full aeasure ot years, we are never prepared tor the open wound, the aching emptiness, 

which death leaves behind. We can never accept that our beloved•s warm vitality, so 

dear to us, will now and forever be missing. 

, Even when death comes at }ts expected season, it is difficult to accept God's 
~ 

; 

purpose. Though we acknowledge t at a .tull a1Xi rich lite is its own reward, and that 

it is a blessing to be ~pared half-life or lingering, h<>J>eleas disability, it is 

always difficult to adjust t death. ! 
How then shall we' accept the death ot ore taken in the prime ot her womanhood? 

Our grief is compounded, our confusion knows no limits. 

It would be wonderful were God's plans revealed to us. We would then umer­

stand His purpose am find consolation in His protective care far surely, even in this 

tragecv-, God acted onlT for our good. Unfortunately, there is no wiv within the frame­

work of our limited human experience to explain what we have suffered. "God's ways are 

not our ,,.a and His thoughts are not our thoughts. Just as the heavens are h:gher 

t1i.a...ri the earth, so are T-tis ways higher t han our 'trays and H1 s thoughts higher than our 

thoughts." Ultimately t he only n~i er u~:~ch ve can make to the !act of death is to 

acce!)t it in faith . There is no alternative but to sa:y ,tlth Job: 

The Lard has gi .ran , t 1e Lord h~s taken away. 
Blassed be the na~e of G1c Lord. 
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~~ ~~ 
To her daughters and family and to all of us Mrs~.Ssh»11et has left beautiful. 

memories and profound obligations. As she sought happiness for others, so we 

must labor unselfishly within the circle of our families and in our community. 

As she found beauty and adventure in life, so we must learn to thrill to life 

and transmit our zest to others. 



-

fHIS IS A L£AD£N AND DIFFICULT HOUR. WE HAVE EEN BROUGHT 
CLOSE TO DtATH, AND EVEN AS WE RtVIEW AND PRAISE ~NA'S 
GRAC£ AND QUALITY AND RECOGNIZE THAT HER LIFE HAS TURNED FULL 
CYCLE, Wt PROTEST THE INTRUSION OF HER DEATH. 

WHAT UNDERSTANDING CAN BE OURS? I HAVE NO SUPERIOR WISDOM 
TO SHARE WITH YOU. I CANNOT SOLVE FOR YOU THE EQUATIONS OF 
GOD'S MATHEMATICS NOR JUSTIFY TO YOU GOD'S DECISIONS, ALTHOUGH 
I AFFIRM THEIR Jus·r1cE, 

"TH£ LORD HAS GIVtN, THE LORD HAS TAKEN AWAY, BLESSED Bt 
TH£ NAME OF THE LORD." THIS IS THE SUBSTANCE OF FAITH. "SEEK 
NOT TO EXPLAIN GOD'S WAYS TO MAN FOR THEY ARE BEYOND YOUR 
UNDtRSTANDING," THIS IS THE KEY INSIGHT OF ANCESTRAL WISDOM. 

LIFE IS A GIFT NOT OF OUR CHOOSING. DEATH IS A FACT NOT 
OF OUR WILLING. WE DO NOT SCHEDULE OUR ARRIVAL. WE CANNOT 
SCHEDULE OUR DEPARTURE. ALL THAT WE CAN DO IS AFFIRM, AS 
RtGINA DID, THE OPPORTUNITY WHICH IS LIFE AND TO MAKE THE 
MOST OF ITS BLESSING, 

I AFFIRM THIS ALSO, THAT DtATH IS NOT PAIN BUT THE ABSENCE 
OF PAIN. DEATH IS NOT OBLIVION BUT A TRANSLATION OF THE SOUL 
INfO A NEW DIMENSION OF MEMORY. WE CRY NOW NOT FOR REGINA WHO 
HAS PASSED ON BUT FOR THOSE WHO HAVE BEEN LEFT BEHIND. THE 
LOSS AND LONtLINtSS IS OURS. HER PAIN IS OVER. SHE IS AT 
PtACt, Wt ARE BEREFT, SHE IS WITH GOD, WE ARE ALONE, HER 
PtACE IS TIMELESS - OUR LONELINESS WILL BE A DAILY BURDEN, 

. WHAT CONSOLATION CAN BE OURS? WE CANNOT CONSOLE OURSELVES 
WlfH REASON, BUT WE DO SHARE A COMMUNITY OF SADNESS AND THE 
CONSOLATION OF FAITH. OUR TRADITION INSISTS THAT THE RIGHTEOUS 
AR£ LIVING, EVEN THOUGH DEAD, 
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~A WAS A WOMAN OF EXCEP~IONAL QUALITY WHO GRACED HER 
MANY YEARS WITH A RARE SWEETNtSS AND FINENESS, SHE GOVERNED 
HER RELATIONS WITH OTHERS BY A LAW OF TENDER CONCtRN. HER 
DEEDS WERE ALWAYS GENEROUS, HER HEART WAS EVER OPtN, SHE 
GRACED HER RELATIONSHIPS WITH SENSITIVE TACT AND INSTINCTIVE 
SYMPAfHY, SHE BORE HERSELF WITH GREAT DIGNITY. SHE DRESSED 
WI rH CARE AND HAD A GREAT APPRECIATION OF BEAUTY, HER HOME ~ •f/n 1 

l ~e~ 

BtSPOKt THAT APPRECIATION, c ~ , ,
0 

,i q-- n 

WHEN I HEARD OF Rt:61-NA'S DEATH, A THOUGHT WHICH GEORGE 
BERNARD SHAW SPOKE SOM£ YEARS AGO CAME TO MY MIND: "PEOPLt 
AR£ ALWAYS BLAMING CIRCUMSTANCES FOR WHAT THEY ARE, I DON'T 
BELitVE IN CIRCUMSTANCES, THE PEOPLt WHO GET ON IN THIS WORLD 
AR£ rHt PEOPLE WHO GET UP AND LOOK FOR THE CIRCUMSTANCES THEY 
WANT. 1 F r HEY CAN'T FI ND THEM, THEY MAKE THEM. " 

J ~ 
RE'GI-NA WAS NOT ONE TO BLAME CIRCUMSTANCES. SHE KEPT HER 

LIFt UNDER HER CONTROL. SHE WAS A GRACIOUS WOMAN, A LADY, BUT 
SHE KNEW HER MIND AND WENT HER WAY UNDETERRED~Y CHANGING FADS 

.f.A/g AND FASHIONS OR BY THE ATTITUDES OF OTHERS. t:'3INA WAS A 
FULLY SHAPED INDIVIDUAL WHO DID NOT NEED THE APPROVAL OF OTHERS, 
SOME AR£ MOVED BY ERRATIC IMPULSE, RfGINA PLANNED AND THOUGHT 
our AND FOLLOWED THROUGH, • 

:> "-= 

Rf(M NA WAS BORN INTO A LARGE, CLOSE AND LOVING FAMILY. 
SHE LEARNED EARLY THAT LIFE MUST BE LED FOR GOALS BEYOND THOSt 
OF PERSONAL BENEFIT. FROM YOUTH TO AGE, HER LIFE WAS OF A 
PI ECt, RtG I NA WAS R£MARKASLY UNTOUCHEQ BY TIIE MATER I AL J-SK- OF 
OJJR TJMtS, SH£ DRESSED CAREFULLY BUT WITHOUT ANY NEED FOR 
CONSPICUOUS DISPLAY ~ HER HOME WAS A PLACt OF WELCOME AND 
COMFORT, WHERE If WAS CLEAR THAT PRIORITY WAS ON LIVING AND 
SHARI NG RATHER THAN HAVING I St-i.a "/tt1 J,, r /L t :J 

1 ' 1 
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AS YOU WOULD EXPECT, THIS WOMAN Of=::INTf~LIG£NC~, ~OSE 
MJW3 WAS WEL -FURN_ISlftD .AND WHOSE HEART WAS SENSITIVE TO HUMAN 
NtED, WAS A WELCOME COMPANION AND FRitND. THERE WAS NO LEGITIMATE 
DEMAND ON HER TIME THAT SH£ DID NOT RESPOND TO WILLINGLY. HER 
ADVICt WAS OFTEN SOUGHT, ALWAYS GIVEN, AND ALWAYS SOUND. HER 
KINDNESSES WERE LEGION, MANY HAY£ COMPANIONS ~;~~HOM THEY 
fEMPORARILY SHARE TIME, SPACE AND INTERESTS. ~ . 'S RELATION-
SHIPS WERE CLOSER AND BASED ON TRULY SHARED INTERE'STS. 

- lJ' -~ ~ 
A GOOD AND LOYAL JEW, A LIFELONG MEMBER OF THE TEMPLE, 

~£G+NA WALKtD HER OWN WAY. A NO-NONSENSE' PERSON, SHE COULD 
ROLL UP HER SLEEVES AND SET TO WORK WHEN WORK WAS REQUIRED. 
W~f N S!1L: WAS NO tONGER Ef!Wl-0¥£-D .SHE -SET- OH-l ffi-SfR\lf HER 
COmwNlf.Y, GIVING CQUNTlfSS H0HR Of SER¥- - T-0 +Hf s.1-GHT 
C~Nff R I • - ~ C , 

I 
I J 

I WOULD REMIND YOU OF THE CUSTOM AMONG OUR PEOPLE WHICH 
HAS US LIGHT A CANDLE OF REMEMBRANCt AT SUCH AN HOUR AS THIS. 
Af FIRST GLANCE, THIS SYMBOL SEEMS STRANGE. WOULD IT NOT BE 
MORE FITTING TO tXTINGUISH THE TAPER, EVEN AS A LIFE HAS BEEN • 
SNUFFtD OUT? BUT IT IS THE WAY OF WISDOM TO REMIND OURSELVES 
THAT A PRECIOUS LIFE, A GOOD AND SIGNIFICANT LIFE, IS NEVER 
SNUFFED OUT. SIGNIFICANCt IS IMMORTAL. Wt WILL OFTEN RECALL 
RtGINA'S GENEROSITY OF SELF, HER SPIRITUAL VIGOR, HER ENERGY, 
HER WHOLESOMENESS, fHE PLEASURES WE FOUND IN HER FRIENDSHIP, 
THE UNDERSTANDING SH£ BROUGHT TO HER FRIENDSHIPS. SHE OFFERED 
HERSELF IN EVERY RELATIONSHIP. THESE MEMORIES WILL ECHO THROUGH 
THE LONG YEARS. THEY BIND US TOGETHER ACROSS LIFE AND DEATH. 

t , 

THE RIGHTtOUS AR£ CALLED LIVING EVEN WHEN DEAD. -R£GINA 
WAS ONE OF THOSE FINE HUMAN BEINGS WHO NOT ONLY HAS MANY FRIENDS 
BUT DESERVE MANY FRIENDS. SH£ WAS LOYAL, OPEN, RESPONSIVE, AND 
StNSifIVE. THt PSALMIST WROTE THAT "GLADNESS OF HEART IS THE 
LIFt OF A MAN" - AND OF THIS WOMAN. THERE WAS A WARM, STEADY 
GLOW DEEP IN HER SOUL WHICH ALLOWED HER TO REJOICE IN EVtRY 

P~) ~ AND £VERY OPPORTUNITY, SH£ WALK(9 WITII "A FIRM STEP, 
FULLY ALIVE. /j'fv' ,~ / / ~,-- ;r·:•r- I N 

f, e w .,.,, 
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K ........ UMA AND St:N BUILf A SOLID HOM£ IN WHICH THEY ENCOURAGED 
THt:IR SON WITH LOVE AND WISDOM TOFULFILL HS CAPACITIES AND 
UNDERSTAND TH£ GOOD AND E~ENTIAL VALUES TO WHICH THtY WERt 
COMMITTED. NOTHING BROUG~T Rt:CINA GREATER PLEASURE THAN THE 

c ACCOMPLISHMENTS OF HERS~, EXCEPT PERHAPS THE ACCOMPLISHMENTS 
OE THE GRANDCHILDREN WHOSE SPECIAL TALENTS SHE CHERISHED AND 
IN WHOSE GROWTH, CAPACITY, AND MATURITY SHE TOOK PRIO: ~ i11DUGH 
SHit 01D ~0l SW0W M£R F££LING~ RgAOJtY, 

I DO NOT KNOW WHAT REGINA WOULD WANT US TO SAY AT THIS 
TIMt:, A PRIVATE PERSON, SHE KEPT HER DEEPEST FEELINGS TO 
HERStLF, BUT HER ACTIONS REVEAL SOMETHING OF HER FEELINGS, A 
PROUD WOMAN ALWAYS, SHE DID NOT, I AM CONFIDENT, BEGRUDGE DEATH, 
CERTAINLY NOT A DEATH WHICH LIBERATED HER FROM Tille fHRE~ OF 
INCAPACITY. A WISE WOMAN ALWAYS, SH£ WOULD, AGAIN I AM CONFIDENT, 
ASK THOSE CLOSEST AND DEAREST THAT THEY HONOR HER MEMORY THROUGH 
fHE QUALITY OF THEIR LIVES BY KEEPING CLOSE THE TIES OF FAMILY 
AND BY 0FEERING THEMSELVES IN SERVICE. ~~~~--~~~ 

WHEN OUR TRADITION WISHES TO HO OR ONE WHO IS TRULY 
WORTHY OF HONOR, IT SPEAKS OF THAT P RSON AS HAVING LEFT LIFE 
TO fHE LIVING. ·rHOSE OF QUALITY LEAD LIVES WHICH ENABLE OTHERS 
TO LIVE WITH A GREATER AMPLITUDE. - INA LEFT LIFt TO THE 
LIVING AND, IN DOING SO, SHE NOT ONLY ESTABLISHED HER OWN 
IMMORTALITY BUT SERVED AS AN EXAMPLE TO ALL OF US OF THE 
POSSIBILITIES WITH WHICH A GRACIOUS GOD ENDOWED US, 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

APRIL 22, 1988 



I JEAN COWAN 
This is a leaden and difficult hour. 

We have ~been brouqht close to death, 
, 

and even as we review and oraise Jean's 

grace and quality _ and recognize that 

her life has turned full cycle, we 

protest the intrusion of )lier death. 

What understanding can be ours? 

I have no superior wisdom to share 

with you. I cannot solve for vou 

the equations of God's mathematics 

nor justify to you God's decisions, 

although I affirm their justice. 
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"The Lord has given, the Lord 

has taken away. 9lessed be the name 

of the Lord." This is the substance 

of faith. "Seek not to explain God's 

ways to man for they are beyond your 

understanding." This is the key 

insight of ancestral wisdom. 

Life is a gift not of our 

choosing. Death is a fact not of 

our willing. We do not schedule our 

arrival. We cannot schedule our 

departure. All that we can do is 

affirm, as Jean did, the opportunity 

which is life and to make the most 

of its blessing. 
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I affirm this also, that death 

is not pain ·but the absence of pain. 

Death is not oblivion but a translation 

of the soul into a new dimension of 

memory. We cry now not for Jean who 

has passed on but for those who have 

been left behind. The loss and 

loneliness is ours. Her oain is over. 

She is at peace. We are bereft. She 

is with God. We are alone. Her 

peace is timeless - our loneliness 

will be a daily burden. 

What consolation can be ours? 

We cannot console ourselves with 

reason, but we do share a community of 

sadness and the consolation of faith. 

Our tradition insists that the 

righteous are living, even though dead. 
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Jean was a woman of fine quality 

who graced her many years with a rare 

sweetness and fineness. She governed 

her relations with others by a law of 

tender concern. Her deeds were always 

generous. Her heart was ever open. 

She graced her relationships with 

sensitive tact and instinctive sympathy. 

She bore herself with great dignity. 

She dressed with care and had a qreat -
appreciation of color and beauty. 

Her home and her dress bespoke that 

appreciation. 

When I heard of Jean's death, 

a thought with George Bernard Shaw 

spoke some years ago came to my mind: 
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''People are always blaming circumstances 

for what they are. I don't believe in 

circumstances. The people who get 

on in this world are the people who 

get up and look for the circumstances 

they want. If they can't find them 

they ·make them." 

Jean was not one to blame 

circumstances. She kept her life under 

her control. She was a gracious woman, 

a lady, but she knew her mind and went 

her way undeterred by changing fads and 

fashions or by the attitudes of others. 

J a f u 11 y shaped i n d • i du a 1 who 

did no the -- of others. 

Some are erratic impulse. 

Jean and out and 

fo lowed through. 
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Jean was born into a large, close 

and loving family. She learned early 

that life must be led for goals beyond 

those of personal benefit. From youth 

to age, her life was of a piece. She 

dressed carefully but without any need 

for conspicuous display. Her home was 

a place of welcome and comfort, where 

it was clear that priority was on 

living and sharing rather than having. 

She made friends and kept them by~6u~n~, 

acts of kindness and courtesy. 
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As you would expect, this woman 

whose heart was sensitive to human need, 

was a welcome companion and friend. 

There was no legitimate demand on ·her 

time that she did not respond to willinolv. 

Her advice was often sought, always 

given, and always sound. Her kindnesses 

were legion. Many have companions with 

whom they temporarily share time, space 

and interests. Jean's relationships 

were closer and based on truly shared 

interests. 

A good and loyal Jew, a lifelono 
A 

member of The Temple, Jean walked l!F&r 
~.) 
1.)IWfl way. A no-nonsense person, she could 

roll up her sleeves and set to work when 

work was required. Her volunteer labors 

were always done willingly and without 

any ulterior purpose. 
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I would remind you of the custom 

among our people which has us light a 

candle of remembrance at such an hour 

as this. At first glance, this symbol 

seems strange. Would it not be more 

fitting to extinguish the taper, even 

as a life has been snuffed out? But 

it is the way of wisdom to remind 

ourselves that a precious life, a good 

and significant life, is never snuffed 

out. Significance is immortal. We 

will often recall Jean's generosity 

of self, her spiritual vigor,liih:Sr 

e~~Y, her wholesomeness, the pleasures 

we found in her friendship, the 

understanding she brought to her 

friendships. She offered herself in every 

relationship. These memories will echo 

through the long years. They bind us 

together across life and death. 
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The righteous are called livino, 
.,. , 

even when dead. Jean was one of those 

fine human beings who not only has many 

friends but deserves many friends. 

She was loyal, open, responsive, and 

sensitive. The Psalmist wrote that 

"gladness of heart is the life of a 

man'' - and of this woman. 
,> IL It ,-.tJ -rt!> 

There w 

a warm, steady glow deep in her soul 

which allowed her to rejoice in every 

day and every opportunity. Until 

these last years of infirmity, she 

was fully alive. 
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Jean and Lewis . built a solid and 

happy home in which they encouraged 

their daughter and son with love and 

wisdom to fulfill their capacities and 

understand the good and essential 

values to which they were committed. 

Nothing brought Jean greater pleasure 

than the accomplishments of her 

children, except perhaps the 
htr-

a CC O mp l is h men t S of 5 grandchildren 

whose special talents she cherished and 

in whose growth, capacity, and maturity 

she took such pride. 

.. 

I 
J 
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When our traditi-on wishes to 

honor one who is truly worthy of honor, 

it speaks of that person as having left 

life to the living. Those of quality 

lead lives which enable others to 

live with a greater amplitude. Jean 

left life to the living and, in doinQ 

so, she not only established her own 

immortality but served as an example 

to all of us of the possibilities 

with which a gracious God endowed us. 
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I do not know what Jean would 

want us to say at this time. A private 

person, she kept her deepest feelings 

to herself, but her actions reveal 

something of her feelings. A proud 

woman always, she did not, I am 

confident, begrudge death, certainly 

not a death which liberated her from 

incapacity. A wise woman always, 

she would, again I am confident, ask 

those closest and dearest that they 

honor her memory through the quality 

of their lives by keeping close the 

ties of family and by offering 

themselves in service. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

August 1, 1988 
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Dr. Sarah Marcus Cowen 

We have come to pay a public tribute of respect to one of this city's 

citizens, a competent and courageous phtsician, one of the hardy breed of women 

whose energy, skill and perseverancP i':a':f;~~!t::G~h?:i::--6: the gender line, 

a victory which has made it possible for our society to take advantage of the 

skills of all. 

generation and he world focused almost exclusively on her profession and its 

demanding concerns 
t 

but, many Wlill,Ja have spoken to me (gyer the v@d?:, .,.,i th the 

greatest respect of 
,, ... ,,., -'k•'· lftJO 
er:l'l 'by as a healer" of her trained sensitivity to the 

~.,." 
Her son was kind enough to give me to read a,_}<PJ interview\,taped as 

part of an oral history project initiated by Radcliffe College, in which Dr. 

Marcus reviews her life. As I read I sensed the strong presence of a determined 

woman who kept her professional skills finely honed even as she fought the ob­

stacles put in her way by those who were prejudiced against her because of her '•-

religious background. Pioneers are sometimes indifferent to all but their cru-
~ 

• "•► -.,-.. .,.,, ,,.,, ~ "c '"'" •. ,.~ " -4 , ,. "''' ""''• .,._._,.., 
sade, but Dr. Marcus ma g l to treat each patie9t as a human being whose emo-

,_ A "'a'--.e,,,...., 1'- .. " 
tional needs were as important as their physical ease. A child of immigrant 

'"•• '-'• tft • lhl.,.. 
parents, Sarah moved around with her parents as her father sought to find a place 

where he could make a living and set down roots. It was not an easy life. There ,. ... , 
were the times of want and hunger, but it clearly produced a tough and determined 

'\•• .,,. •'-' "'"~ I=;-. .- •••.:X- r. .. ~ 1.1 "IA ,a.,:. r1t.Tce.~ ~•'-'&• 
woman~ Though the religious disciplines of her back ro re never fentral in 

..... A ft\.-. a.,O, I.. ~&, II Mt .. I.... .. ... I trc.l A#\.. ~ I JI F,rll 
her fi~e, she clearly internalized,tMe respect for the intellect and study, 4'!lfe 

., 1•• •• • ._. ' 'T£ ,,_,.," 
affirmation that each human being is created in the image of God and t..ie st 1ng . _, 
I• I II I '911.c •" Al,& 
se B 1f the possibility of improving the conditions under which human beings 

A. 
..... ,J live i,hii1h l:tas ab ells l.C&ZC Of en@ 9€Al&h b& ditigp . 

• 
We have come a long way from the time when Western Reserve Medical School 

denied Or. Mar ... a place simply because she was a woman or when fellow medical 

students turned aside the friendship of a classmate because she was a Je~but 
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these changes did not take place by chance,• •l 1· ari,at. -ace 

l••r~ tlA 1\C' ~,.,~..,_~ because of the indefatigable spirit of thssw like Dr. Marcus ~••. ■ 1sapted the a 
Jt-1..C. ne fNt•••i,•H(., c.4t'I '4r-.• cqe>,,,e, 

• do enin our societ and its pro-

fessiors fpr tbP§ft who come hebjpd, A PLy'""'" among physicians, Dr. Marcus's 

life was sharply focused on the needs of her patients, the interests of her pro-

fession and the general needs of families, particularly of women. An early 

champion of Planned Parenthood, D2.J!:reat:0~
1

y:~· c~~t"ributea"lc bAg al ~Lh 

iiJlr, the work of Woman's Hospital and was proud of the growing enlightenment of our 

society to women and patient rights. 

f\w t,, .. ~ •. T•tcJ• .. , , c-l,,~-.'1. ,r.~~ ... 
Many women pioneers did so at the cost of marriage and family. Dr.· ft-

" Marcus did not. A dutiful daughter and a caring sister, she was blessed over 
.,-...l-.,A-,,y 

the years with the love and respect of two fine men and with the love and ad­._ 
miration of a son and of the two other children who came into her marriage and 

became as her own. Nothing pleased her more than to see her son join the fra­

ternity of physicians and share with her those interests which were so central 
t.~ c-k.i.ll~'• f',-..-."4, ~-, oP Y"'\"" 

to her life, except perhaps the pleasure of another generation coming behind a.M 'V .. 
~ 

enterizg a world made healthier and more open anci Jsl:&l 
' 

ams because of her work. 

God graced Dr. Marcus with age and allowed her to spend her last years 

in the warm and welcoming surrounding of her son's home where she found the love 

and respect which she so fully deserved. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

May 14, 1985 
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SELMA OANAGEAU 

DEATH IS AN INEVITABLE COMPLEMENT OF 

LIFE. DEATH IS OF LIFE'S MOST ELEMENTAL 

NATURE. DUST WE ARE, TO DUST WE RETURN. 

DEATH IS OUR DESTINY, BUT DEATH DOES NOT 

CONSIGN US TO OBLIVION. IT DOES NOT 

SIMPLY RETURN US TO THE EARTH AS IT WAS. 

THE SPIRIT RETURNS TO GOD WHO GAVE IT. 

WE DO NOT KNOW WHAT LIES BEYOND THE BOURNE 

OF TIME, BUT WE GAN BE ASSURED THAT GOD, 

OUR LOVING FATHER, DOES NOT FORSAKE US. 

WE ARE RECEIVED UNDER GOO'S SHELTERING 

PROTECTION & PROTECTED THERE BY HIS LOVE. 

. -
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MEMORY, TOO, OUTLIVES DEATH. 

PHYSICALLY OUR LOVED ONES ARE NO LONGER 

- WITH US, BUT AN ABIDING REMEMBRANCE OF 

THEIR QUALITY CONTINUES LONG AFTER THEIR 

DEATH. THE WORDS THEY SPOKE IN LOVE, 

THE DEEDS THEY ACCOMPLISHED, ARE NOT 

QUICKLY FORGOTTEN. THEY LIVE ON IN THE 

GOOD & GENTLE ACTS WHICH WE LEARNED TO 

RESPECT. THOSE ~HO FILL THEIR DAYS 

HELPFULLY LEAVE BEHIND AN IMPERISHABLE 

LEGACY. 

- -- . ----· - .. - .. . 

I 
I 

I 

' 
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SUCH IS THE MEMORY OF A VITAL PERSON, 

A RESPECTED NEIGHBOR AND A GOOD FRIEND, 

SELMA DANAGEAU. SELMA WAS AN INTELLIGENT 

& DETERMINED WOMAN. SHE KNEW HER MIND 

& WAS QUITE READY TO REMIND OTHERS GENTLY 

OF ITS RIGHTNESS. SHE LIVED BY 

STANDARDS WHICH SHE KNEW TO BE RIGHT. 

SHE WALKED HER OWN WAY AND SAW LIFE WITH 

THE EYE OF A STORYTELLER. 

...... .. - - • -

V 

• 
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SELMA GREW UP IN A LARGE FAMILY & 

KEPT ABOUT HER ALL HER LONG LIFE, ALL 

93 YEARS, THAT CONCERN FOR PERSONS & 

INVOLVEMENT WITH FAMILY & FRIENDS WHICH 

I 

IS THE HALLMARK OF OUR CITY. SHE & SAUL, ~ 

HER BELOVED HUSBAND, WERE A RARE TEAM. 

SHE NORKEu FOR SAUL, KEPT HIM ON THE 

QUIVIVE, & SAW THAT HE WON FOR HIMSELF 

HIS RIGHTFUL PLACE IN THE COMMUNITY. 

( SHE ~AS A FAMILY PERSON WHO KNEW THAT THE 

TIES OF FAMILY & FRIENDSHIP WERE THE TRUE 

& APPROPRIATE CENTER FOR LIFE. SHE CAME 

FROM A LARGE FAMILY & SHE WAS DEVOTED TO 

ALL 11 OF HER SIBLINGS & TO THEIR 

OFFSPRING. HER HOME WAS OPEN TO FRIENDS 

& FAMILY. 

( 

- • . . 
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SELMA HAD MANY GOOD FRIENDS WHO 

VALUED HER PERSON, HER CONVERSATION, & 

HER WAY WITH WORDS. SHE WAS A POET, & 

APPARENTLY A GOOD ONE. SHE POURED INTO 

HER POETRY HER LOVE OF LIFE, HER 

AMBITIONS, HER VALUES. WELL READ, SHE 

WAS A FAITHFUL MEMBER OF THE GREAT BOOKS 

PROGRAM FOR MANY YEARS. IN ANOTHER 

GENERATION SHE MIGHT HAVE BEEN A CAREER 

WOMAN, BUT SHE WAS A CHILD OF HER · 

ENVIRONMENT NHO HAD BEEN TAUGHT THAT THE 

HOME WAS THE WOMAN'S BAILIWICK. SHE 

LOOKED WELL TO THE WAYS OF HER 

HOUSEHOLD. 

. -

' 

' 
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A METICULOUS PLANNER, SHE HAD THOUGHT 

OUT WHAT SHE WANTED TODAY TO BE LIKE. 
DAyS 

HER DAUGHTER REPORTS THAT JUST A FEW 

AGO SHE SAID TO HER: ''I HAD A GOOD LIFE, 

I DID EVERYTHING I WANTED TO DO, I HAD A 

FINE MARRIAGE, & NOW I AM READY TO RETIRE." 

HER END WAS A FITTING ONE. 93, FULL OF 

YEARS & GOOD WORKS, CLEAR-HEADED ALMOST 

TO THE END, SHE jENT TO SLEEP AND THAT 

C • WAS I T . 

- -
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NO LIFE IS WITHOUT ITS DARKER MOMENTS, 

BUT THERE WAS A DETERMINATION & STRENGTH 

I IN SELMA WHICH UNTIL THE LAST FEW WEEKS 

( 

CARRIED HER ALONG IN HEALTH & GOOD SPIRITS 

DESPITE THE INEVITABLE LOSS OF COMPANIONS , 

& LOVED ONES AS THE YEARS PASSED ON. 

SELMA LOST HER BELOVED HUSBAND & HELPMATE 

ALMOST 1/4 CENTURY AGO. SHE LOST HER 

ONLY SON 12 YEARS AGO. YET, LIFE COULD 

NOT BREAK THIS FINE WOMAN. 

I • -
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TO LIVE LONG IS A GIFT FROM GOD. 

SELMA LIVED FOR 93 YEARS, FAR BEYOND THE 

FABLED 4 SCORE. SHE & SAUL WORKED TOGETHER . 

AS A SINGLE PRESENCE & WHEN HE DIED SHE 

CONTINUED WITHOUT FALTERING TO LIVE A GOOD 

& OPEN LIFE. HER SPIRIT, HER INTELLIGENCE, 

• & HER UNIQUE CAPACITY FOR FRIENDSHIP & 

FAMILY WERE A RARE PERSONAL 

ACCOMPLISHMENT. 

WHAT MORE CAN BE SAID? WHAT MORE 

NEED BE SAID? 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

SEPTEMBER 11, 1989 

. -
, > 
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Renetta Diamond 

We have come to pay a memorial tribute of respect and love to a woman of 

many qualities, a gracious lady, Renetta Diamond. Id id not have the privilege of know-

I 

ing Mrs. Diamond well and I regret this lack, but her family and friends speak of a 

woman of skill and great energy; of good humor and a happy and hopeful outlook on life, 

one who never spoke the putdown words or thought the evil thoughts ·. 

Every life is a search, a search for one's self,: a search for security, a 

search for love. No life is ·easy. The journey separates the lifters and the leaners. 

There are some who give in to self-pity and complaint and others who take life in hand 

and meet each challenge as it comes. Mrs. Diamond was the kind of woman who faced 

reversals by rolling up her sleeves and going to work. When it was necessary she 

made her own way and made it a good way. She had a good ear and a fine eye and she 

trained herself to be skillful in the appraisal of beautiful things. Her talent and train-
""•. . • 4 • 

C. · -:' ,· 
ing was coupled to responsibility by great energy and respect. Renetta established 

in her native Peoria a fine name for competence in her special business world. 

I am told that she had a vine voice and that she was a truly musical person. 

Certainly, the sense of harmony and melody which was alive in her soul overflowed in 

her actions. 

Renetta was not a pretentious woman and not one to put on airs. She dressed 

well but without pretension. God had advantaged her with a keen mind and a good eye ,a 

and she proved herself to be an organized, alert and disciplined business person. 

The years of labor were followed by years of leisure. She and Leon found each other 

and drew tight to one another the ties of love and respect. The latter years can be 

empty and lonely, but because of their special qualities of person and spirit these last 

decades were happy years and fulfilling years for two fine people. There was friend-
,,,. 

ship and openness. There waa companionship and good cheer. 



Renetta was a realistic, sensitive woman. She could have had no illus ions 

about her failing strength. She must have been encouraged by the continuing attention 

of Leon and of love. She died loved and loving. 

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

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

I. 

November 30, 1977 

• 

ne 



• • 

-· 66ph-i---Oubin 

We meet to pay our community's tribute of love, respect and affection 

to a lifelong neighbor, a gracious and good lady, iophie 9Ylain. As you know, 

the Book of Proverbs closes with a beautiful tribute to the eshet hoyil, the 

woman of valor. Many of today's women look on these lines as anachronistic since 

they concentrate on homey and familial virtues, but they accurately describe 

Sophie's essential nature and virtue. 

Sophie 

loved. 

She looks well to the ways of her household 
The heart of her husband does safely trust in her 
and he has no lack of gain. 
She opens her mouth with wisdom 
The law of kindness is on her tongue. 
Her children rise up and call her blessed. 

was, first and always, daughter, wife and mother. 

Her every thought was centered on family. Their 

She seeks wool and flax 
and works willingly with her hands. 

She lived fc,r th0se 

happiness was hers. 

S0phie had mastered the needle arts.. Her hands could produce works of beauty 

she 

and I am sure she derived satisfaction from her crocheting, but her greatest joy 

came in knowing that what she produced would be used and enjoyed by those she 

loved. Sophie loved beautiful things, but her home was not a place of display. 

The beauty that was there was the beauty of love and intimacy, of good feelings 
' 

and good thoughts. 

She raises up while it is still night 
and gives food to her household. 

Sophie was a quintessential Jewish mother. She provided and sustained. There 

was always food on the table. This was a way of showing her care and her culinary 

skills. Her table was a delight; but, a wise woman always, Sophie knew that the 

table was for more than food. It was a place of meeting and talk, a regular 

meeting of the family, a sharing of experience and ideas. Every holiday meal, 

every Seder, was prepared with loving care and with a sense of the joy of the 

festival and of its sacredness. 

Sophie was a good Jew, a lifelong member of The Temple. We were pleased 
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that our pulpit and teaching spoke to her of the high values which she shared 

and that she chose to have her daughters and those of her grandchildren who re­

mained in town educated in our school. Sophie felt close to The Temple and to 

my parents and family, and we to her. 

She stretcheth our her hand to the poor 
She reaches forth her hands to the needy. _ 

A family person, Sophie willingly shared .the high moments of her life with others. 

She was always helpful, giving. Hers was the service of care and attention, a 

giving of self, an extending of support. She gave to family and friends and 

she invested time and intelligent concern in many of the caring institutions of 

our community. No demand on her time or supp<'rt went unanswered. 

She opens her mouth with wisdom 
the law of kindness was on her tongue. 

Friends delighted in her company. She was an interesting companion. Hers was 

the instinctive knowledge of the heart r~ther than the acquired knowledge of 

books, but it was a wisdom which understood the contradictions and needs of human 

bein~s. Hers was a wisdom which was informed by a great and grateful love for 

this country, pride in her New England place of birth with its tradition of self­

reliance, honesty and hard work. 

She looks well to the ways of her household 
She eats not the bread of idleness 
Her children rise up and call her blessed. 

Few mothers ever received from .their daughters the intense love and re­

spect So~hie d,i.d. · They looked on her not only as mother but as friend. They 

grew into their competence in the sustaining, love-filled home which Joe and 

Sophie established for them. Their parents' marriage remained a compelling ex­

ample and they watched with pride and joy as Sophie welcomed their husbands as 

. 
sons. Sophie's love was large, open, and her happiness came in watching the 

growth of the generation• that came behind. 

Grace is deceitful, beauty i• vain 
But a woman who reveres God ■hould be praised 
Give her of the fruit of her hand 
Let her work• praise her in. the v•t••• 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

September 4, 1984 

Q 
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Death is the inevitable canplement of life. It is of life's most elemental 

nature. "Dust we are and to dust we return". Such is our destiny. Death is 

universal. It does not, however, consign us to oblivion. "The dust returns unto 

the earth as it was, the spirit returns to God who gave it." Though we know not 

what lies beyond the bourne of time, we can be assured that God, our loving Father, 

does not forsake us. In death our life merely takes on another form. OUr spirit 

is received under God's sheltering protection. It abides there in peace and love. 

Memory, too, outlives death. Our beloved are no longer with us, but the deep 

and abiding remembrance of those who gave so much love and inspiration to us con­

tinues long after their death. They live on in the inspiration which they set for 

us. They live on in the good and gentle examples of conduct which we learn to 

respect and, admiring, emulate. Those who have filled their days with gentleness, 
I 

with kindliness and with helpfulness leave behind an imperishable legacy. They 

• will not soon be forgotten.~ 
--~~::ii.-~ I< a o 

Such is the memory or ~::::.& &2 a& Si tA> a gentle and ltindly woman, mother 

grandmother :l.n ••••J., possessed or"'aelic..,. ~-~d quiet 'Strength. Mrs. 

and 
1Urt:..,.I>~ 

0S-Oel9111lll 

was by nature reserved and self-contained. She never imposed her worries upon 

others. She faced life with courage and with an unshakable good humor. She avoided 

that boisterous and shallow quality which marks so much of our hail-fellow-well-met 

society, yet she was not without friends, many friends, and to her friendship she 

brought sincerity and loyalty and great charm.[There •as something substantial 
V\tWd..,.___ 

about M111 •as uss11rai1. Her values, her life, outlook, her practical philosophy was 

straight-forward and honest and humane. She loved people. She loved to be helpful 

to people. She imposed upon herself the highest standards or rectitude am conduct. 

In an age ao full of moral posing it was a pleasure to live with a fine, honest, 
(.0.., 

unassuming hWllan be~ng. ~-·· E2- u■ sman filled her days with service to her family, to her beloved 

-

,. . 

-
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"There is a m.yatery too deep for worda; 
The silence of the dead comes nearer to it, 
Being wisest in the end. What word shall hold 
The sorrow sitting at the heart of things, 
The majesty and patience of the truth! 
Silence will serve; it is an older tongue; 
The empty room, the moonlight on the wall, 
Speak for the unreturning traveller. " 

netner 
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We have come to pay our last public ttibute of love and respect to a vibal 

Fe 
lady, a woman of fine quality and spirit, AnRa Ltt.JteBeerg. 

- ~tr• 

I did not have the privilege of knowing Mrs. Lttxeulsczg well, but her 

family and friends speak with one voice; 

~~ ,t...91 t"~ .. A .. ~ f'.~ 

hnma» end patience, in.e•eJ"J Jy generous 

(:;;fa r'?f /4 k, ~"<' 14 f\t., 

a woman of d14, e and of skill, of '8£@3$ good 

of he rs elf and time, one who ·eomeae:r~v never 

Li>T t_MIP.) ~ """',v...., 
thought the bad thoughts or spoke the putdown words. As I ~k Lein reminded of the 

Biblical woman of valor: She opens her mouth with wisdom. The word of kindness is 

on her tongue. She looks well to the ways of her household. She eats not the bread 

of idleness. Her children rise up and call her blessed. Her husband also praises her. 

,.. . " 
Mrs. Lanuak erg came from good but humble stock. She did not have the 

so : alled advantages els' .ichooling and leisure, ~1Jod had advantaged her with a keen 
/ 

f.l V I\ ..,_ ~ \i I' (. 

mind and fineness of spirit. She tra:1 uj .. et self ·11 lsaai:nces ca• socs ate ry. She was 
L'H, ,r!4 ru ( \c § Sicul1 ;e a,c.cj . s" ;a f brt' l t- ( 

organized, alert, disciplined, a pleasure to work with, unafraid of work, ~f those 
• ~ ~,_. 

stories that come out of the stuff of the American dream. She and ka ■ I• Gailt together 

nea ~ ajx s1 ~£ g . i.'1 home. They worked together and planned 
, ____ ., 

together and raised togethe ...u .. ..._~ns ~-;;-;lfflffl~•~ n:..turity. 

ANh ~'---- ~"' 

There are some who are born with little drive for much, -whos-e spirits are 
/ 

somehow corrupted by that drive, ~o spe1'HI tliet.P ltle wantia1 afte'fcu erhsw selfish-

'F"'"" ,, 
ness becomes the dominant characteristic, which was not .A.aila's way. Whether 

she had little or enough she wanted to share and to give. He• hea•t are e 02,en, her 

~rse and her borne, In th ..... -its 

over re atives, near and distant, and 1aw to if t~at'~ wae a home and 

a 

a Theze ai:a ti.Mee when We tntpal1tvel9 du ~he 1•aai:0'1s act and find 

other•. 

t 
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I would like to think that this spirit came to her through our tradition. 

Her family wa 

joy of simple things and o 

couragement in her faith Her family was cl ------1t, she he d it so. 

Her sons her and bee --~ she, but her spirit 

to the basic human she cherished. 

Anna was a simple woman. There was pride in her spirit, joy in her heart 

and love in her soul. God gave her years beyond the four score and we must be grateful, 

indeed, for the gift of this life. 



Lillian Evans 

We have come to pay a memorial tribute of friendship and admiration to 

a gentle and gracious lady, Lillian Evans. Lillian's family roots run deep 

into the soil of our state and community. President Cleveland was in office the 

year she was born and Lillian was already a wife and mother when the first World 

War broke out. We can only marvel at the good sense and the resiliency of a 

woman who grew up in such a different world from today's, yet, whose spirit 

never hardened against change or the new. Lillian's approach to life was governed 

by an instinctive down-to-earth wisdom, a practical sense of the possible and 

an instinctive optimism, and so armed she managed the complicated passage of a 

long life with remarkable ease. Her way was a straight way and she followed 

it confidently into the future, certain that her commitment to family, marriage, 

honor, courtesy and self-respect would carry her through. 

Lillian was born into and nurtured by a family which was able to pro­

vide her many advantages. The home of her childhood was a place of love, dis­

cipline and strong convictions. Another might well have been submerged, but 

though a woman of quiet ways, Lillian had a mind of her own. Still waters run 

deep. When she met the man whose strength and quality appealed to her, even 

though he came from a background quite different from hers, she went her way 

and joined her strength to his. 

I knew Lillian only as a friend of the family's, as an older woman of 

my mother's generation, but even to someone much younger her instinctive cour­

tesy, sincere interest in others, and kindly spirit were immediately apparent. 

Lillian had a warm heart and a patient disposition. She was a good friend to 

many - thoughtful, hospitable, genuinely caring about their lives. There was 

nothing of the hail-fellow-well-met heartiness in her manner, but she drew to 

herself a circle of good friends who shared common interests and each other's 

crises and celebrations. Lillian dressed with care but without any need for 

display. She spoke her mind - softly. She listened - quietly. Her home and 
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and the pride of our people's past and present corresponded to feelings which she 

deeply shared. She was a good Jew - a good human being. Over these last years I 

have enjoyed with Jeanette an intermittent correspondence. Every few weeks or 

so, when she liked one of my sermons that was printed in The Temple Bulletin, 

she would drop me a line and bring me up-to-date on her life. We were sorry when 

she decided to leave Cleveland, but delighted that she could be with Hope. Their 

relationship was always very special and I would not intrude on it, but I do 

know something of the great joy that Jeanette took in Hope's accomplishments and 

the importance to her of Hope's love and interest: 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

May 17, 1984 
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MEMORIAL TRIBUTE 'ro MArouERITE FEDER 

Even as we review and praise a friend's gentle nature and grace, we 

protest the indignity of long illness as well as the intrusion of death. 
suJ... -I~ 

Marguerite had lived an unselfish and vital life 111111 we instinctively 

protest her weeks of dying. She did not protest . ..JThese last painful 

days only highlighted what we all knew of Marguerite's quality as a person. 
--- T 

There was a sJDile on her face even in her moments ot pain, She wanted to 

hear of oth,rs and their happiness and not talk other illness and 

hardships. Marguerite had courage, a deep all persuasive strength of 

character which allowed her to live with bupyancy, without leaning on 

others, with quiet dignity adding each day to the sum of her world's joy. 

When someone we love dies quietly, well up in years, the wrench is 

painful but we bow to the inevitable. When someone we love dies in the 

fullness of her strength, just when the burden of responsibility can be 

set aside, when the time seems ripe to relax into the quiet momenta end 

pleasures, the hurt is raw. We cry out for some explanation not only of 

life's meaning, but of life's mathematics. 

What understanding can be ours? I have no arcane wisdom to share with 

you. I cannot solve the equation of God's mathematics nor justify to you 

God's decision, though I have affirmed their Justice. "The Lord has given, 

the Lord has taken away, Blessed be the name or the Lord". Such is our 

faith, our way to thank God tor the blessing of lite, to till each day 

with such quality aa we poaaeaa to accept death with the same grace with 

which we accept lite -- such ia the way ot strength and such 1a the way 

ot taith. Lite 1a a girt not or our choosing, death 1a a tact not ot our 

willing. We do not schedule our arrival - we cannot schedule our departure. 

All ve can do ia to make uae ot the opportwiity, which ia lite, to make the 
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most of its blessings. An hour can be rich in achievement or empty end 

idle - barren. 

Marguerite understood this wisdom. She lived each day to the full -

completely, but never grossly. She knew the meaning of work, herd work. 

She enjoyed her work, she found fulfillment in it. She was good at it. 

I doubt that she ever begrudged tor a moment the far less demanding 
" /I J J :- • I t 

routines enjoyed by many with whom she associated Marguerite came of 

• I 

and there was something of the sturdiness and steadiness o._1.-1&1111-.i~ 

about her: She was always ready to pitch in, willing to share, optimistic 

of the future, pleased by the success of others, skillful in her trade. 
n.~ L~" y <! C"' 

The joy of life was truly in her soul and happiness never far from her 
;.. 

eyes. She came of hardy stock and she was a hardy person. Early in her 

adult life Marguerite suffered what might have been tor another a aoul­

crippling illness, but she neither whimpered nor complained but set out to 

make a full and rich life for herself. She seemed to hear God admonish 
I "j\ 

' I 1• 

Israel "Be strong and of good courage". 

Marguerite's friendships were solid. People delighted to be with 

her. They knew they could depend on her, depend on her word, count on 

her gentleness, confidently expect her to be of good cheer. Her friendships 

were not limited to the deep and lasting ties of family and of her social 

COJDlllltnity. Many ot you who are here today worked with Marguerite, sold 

things to her or bought tran her. You valued her word, her professional 

skill and taste. You knew that she thought ot you not as aalesman,o ~ 

cuatomer, an object - but aa a person. Though a business woman, Marguerite 

vu and re•ined a tamil.1' person. Her closest ties were with her tamil.1', 

her brother, and her aister, her nieces and nephews and their children. 

She rejoiced in their happineaa, they knew that they could turn to her 

alVQ"• tor encour-•nt. • 
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In the Bible in the Book of Proverbs, there is a beautiful poem in 

/ 
praise of the woman of valor. The particular woman whom the poet eulogized 

was a wife and mother. Marguerite was not to enjoy these blessings, but 

she was in all things a woman of valor. She walked what might have been a 

lonely way but was never alone/ for by her graciousness She fill her life 

with deep and intimate friendships and with the lasting ties of family and 

love, and through her work established for herself a good name. She walked 

a disciplined way, a way of valor. 

Just tour months ago on the fiftieth anniversary of her Confirmation 

at The Temple, I asked Marguerite if she would distribute the Bibles on 

Confirmation day. It was a happy moment for her and us. 

\As a child, young lady and waaan, Marguerite was a loyal and loved 

member of our Temple, more than that, instinctively and intuitively she 

lived by the values our faith represents, to do justly, to love, to 
l~ f¥--"J ·,_'( 

walk humbly, to serve willingly, to be strong in adversity. We loved her 

even as she loved her God. More can be said but need it be said. 
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SUSAN FRANKEL 

THESE THINGS ARE BEAUTIFUL BEYOND BELIEF 

THE PLEASANT WEAKNESS THAT COMES AFTER PAIN, 

THE RADIANT GREENNESS THAT COMES AFTER RAIN, 

THE DEEPENED FAITH THAT FOLLOWS AFTER GRIEF, 

AND THE AWAKENING TO LOVE AGAIN, 

WERE I A MUSICIAN, I WOULD TRY TO WEAVE THIS TRANSCENDENT THEME 

INTO A FUGUE AND TO PLAY IT NOWi Music WOULD SPEAK MORE ADE­

QUATELY THAN WORDS WHAT IS IN OUR HEARTS -- LOVE, PAIN, EMPATHY 

FOR AN ANGUISHED SOUL, GRIEF FOR A GOOD FRIEND, A SHARP SENSE 

OF PERSONAL LOSS; THERE ARE FEELINGS WHICH DO NOT YIELD TO 

LANGUAGE, MYSTERIOUS ELEMENTS WHICH TOUCH THE LIMITS OF 

FRUSTRATION AND THE HEIGHTS OF LOVE; THE THEME OF SUCH A 

FUGUE -- THAT TIME HEALS AND THAT WE WILL AWAKEN FROM OUR GRIEF 

AND LOVE AGAIN -- IS BOTH TRUE AND APPROPRIATE; HOWEVER DARK 

THE NIGHT, THERE IS ALWAYS ANOTHER DAWN; TODAY A SENSE OF 

FINALITY WEIGHS UPON US, BUT IF WE PERSEVERE AND KEEP GOING, 

WE WILL AWAKEN AGAIN TO FEELING, AND EVEN JOYi 

Music EXPRESSES, IT DOES NOT EXPLAINi I HAVE NO EXPLA­

NATIONi LIFE IS FRAGILEi AT TIMES LIKE THIS, WE NEED NOT 

WORDS BUT A SENSE THAT OTHERS LINK HANDS WITH US AS WE WALK 

LIFE'S STORMY WAYi WE SHARE IN A COMMUNITY OF LOVE AND OF 

GRIEF AND ARE ENCOURAGED; 

ALMOST UNBIDDEN A THOUGHT COMES TO MINDi THERE IS SO MUCH 

IN OUR CONVENTIONAL WISDOM WHICH WOULD HAVE US BELIEVE THAT 

CONFIDENCE AND SUNSHINE ARE THE STUFF OF LIFEi THE UNIQUE 

PROSPERITY AND TECHNOLOGY OF OUR AGE HAVE MADE US FORGET 

THE OLDER EXPERIENCE WHICH KNEW LIFE AS FREIGHTED, SHADOWED 

AND UNCERTAINi THE TRUTH IS THAT LIFE IS ALWAYS A STRUGGLE 

WITH OURSELVES, WITH THE SITUATION IN WHICH WE FIND OURSELVES 

AND WITH DARK VOICES WITHINi WHO OF US SLEEPS EASILY AND 

WITHOUT CARE EVERY NIGHT? 
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ANOTHER TRUTH IS THAT EACH OF US IS UNIQUE; SOME ARE 
TALLER AND OTHERS SHORTERi SOME HAVE A STURDY EMOTIONAL FRAME 
WHILE OTHERS ARE AS SENSITIVE AS A SPRING FLOWER; WE MUST 
FACE LIFE WITH WHAT WE ARE GIVEN, AND FOR SOME THIS IS INCREDIBLY 
DIFFICULTi LIFE IS FULL OF UNEXPECTED TURNS AND LOVE DOES NOT 
CONQUER ALL, THERE ARE TIMES WHEN ALL THE LOVE AND UNDERSTANDING 
A FAMILY CAN GIVE CANNOT RELIEVE THE PAIN IN ANOTHER'S SOUL; 
I OFTEN WISH THAT WE WOULD TALK TO OUR CHILDREN ABOUT THE GRAY 
DAYS AS WELL AS THE SUNFILLED ONES, ABOUT LIFE AS IT IS, WITH 
ALL OF ITS UNCERTAINTY AND CONFUSION, ABOUT HUMAN NEED, AS IT 
IS WITH ALL OF ITS VARIETY AND COMPLEXITYi 

LIFE TESTS US ALL; ROMANTIC INNOCENTS TALK GLIBLY OF PEACE 
ON EARTH, OF JOY UNBOUNDED AND REAL SECURITY; Bur ALL HONEST 
PHILOSOPHERS INSIST THAT THE WAY IS HARD, THE BURDENS ARE MANY, 
AND NOTHING IS CERTAIN; To LIVE IS TO BE BRUISED; No LIFE IS 
ALWAYS CALM AND ENDLESSLY ,PLACID; Ar TIMES WE ARE PUSHED BEYOND 
OUR CAPACITY TO ACCEPT; WHAT MAY SEEM TO AN OUTSIDER A LIFE OF 
PRIVILEGE MAY IN FACT BE BEYOND OUR CAPACITY TO MANAGE; 

IT IS WELL TO KEEP IN MIND THE OLD RABBINIC SAYING: "NEVER 
JUDGE ANOTHER UNTIL YOU HAVE STOOD IN HIS PLACE," WHO KNOWS 
THE NEEDS AND FEARS WHICH SURGE IN ANOTHER'S SOUL? WHO KNOWS 
HOW ANOTHER EXPRESSES HIS LOVE? OURS IS NOT TO JUDGE, ONLY 
TO GRIEVE, TO GRIEVE ONE WHO TRIED TO EXPRESS HER LOVE AND TO 
MEET HER NEEDS BUT FOUND LIFE BEYOND MANAGEMENT; 

SUSAN WANTED DESPERATELY TO FIND WAYS TO EXPRESS THE FEEL­
INGS THAT SURGED WITHIN HER -- HER SENSE OF THE . DEAUTIFUL AND 
HER LOVE OF FAMILY -- BUT SHE COULD NOT FIND THE KEY THAT WOULD 
UNLOCK THAT DOOR; SHE CAME FROM A WARM AND LOVING FAMILY, AND 
FAMILY WAS THE CENTER OF HER BEINGi SHE WAS A LOYAL DAUGHTER 
AND A LOVING SISTERi 
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ALL LIFE IS A SEARCH -- A SEARCH FOR OURSELVESi FOR SOME 

THE WAY IS LONG AND FRAUGHT WITH FRUSTRATIONi ALL WE CAN SAY 

IS THAT SUSAN TRIEDi SHE LOVED MUSIC, ART, THE THEATER, THE 

DANCEi SHE HAD A HOST OF FRIENDSi SHE CARRIED ON HER ACADEMIC 

AND ADMINISTRATIVE DUTIES WITH SKILL AND COMPETENCE; SHE 

TRIED, BUT SHE DID NOT SUCCEED IN FINDING SATISFACTION; 

WE ARE NOW UNITED IN GRIEF; WE GRIEVE NOT ONLY FOR A 

LIFE TAKEN FROM US BUT FOR A LIFE THAT WAS NEVER EASILY LIVED; 

YET, THERE WAS ALWAYS A SENSE OF SUSAN'S POTENTIAL WHICH GAVE 

US A SENSE OF THE COURAGE THAT LAY WITHIN HER SOUL; 

WITH US THERE ARE NO WORDS, ONLY THE MUSIC, THE LOVE, THE 

GRIEF WHICH BIND US CLOSE; I HAVE NO EXPLANATIONS, ONLY CON­

CERNS; I HAVE NO WORDS, ONLY THE CONFIDENCE THAT EVERY NIGHT 

MUST END -- THAT THERE IS ALWAYS A NEW DAWN; 

WHAT THOUGH THE RADIANCE WHICH WAS ONCE SO BRIGHT 

BE NOW FOREVER TAKEN FROM MY SIGHT, 

THOUGH NOTHING CAN BRING BACK THE HOUR 

OF SPLENDOR IN THE GRASS, OF GLORY IN THE FLOWER; 

WE WILL NOT GRIEVE, RATHER FIND 

STRENGTH IN WHAT REMAINS BEHIND; 

IN THE PRIMAL SYMPATHY 
WHICH HAVING BEEN MUST EVER BE; 

IN THE SOOTHING THOUGHTS THAT SPRING 

OUT OF HUMAN SUFFERING; 

IN THE FAITH THAT LOOKS THROUGH DEATH, 

IN YEARS THAT BRING THE PHILOSOPHIC MIND; 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

FEBRUARY 2, 1988 

I 

' 
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/ ~J' ~,.,. f/l/t '"~ ~ 
Ma Fj L t-1 e n ~ r o,s s 

These things ar e beautiful beyond belief: 

The pleasant weakness th at com es after pain, 

The radiant greenness that com es after rain, 

the dee pened faith that follo ,s after grief, 

A n d t h e a ·• a k e n i n g t o 1 o v e a g a i n . 

:.J ERE I A MUSICIAN, I UOULD TRY TO ·1·JEAVE THIS TRANSC END ENT 

THEME INTO A FUGUt AND TO PLAY IT NOW. MUSIC WOULD SPEAK 

MOR · ADE QUATELY TH IN ORO S ·,JHAT IS IN OUR HE AR TS2t~-LOVE, . 

PA IN, EMPA THY FOR AN ANGUISHcO SOUL, GRIEFF R A GOOD FRIEND, 

A SH RP SHNSE OF PERSONAL LOS. THE RE ARE F~EL INGS WHICH 

00 NOT YIELD TO LANGUAGE, MYSTERIOUS EL-MENTS \ HIGHT UGH 

TH E LIMITS OF FRU0TR ATION & THE HEIGHTS OF LOVE. THE THEME 

OF SUCH A FUGUE---TH AT TIM- HEALS & THAT I E \~ ILL AWAKE J FROM 

OUR GRI-F & LOVE AGAIN---1S BOTH TRUE & A PROPRIATE. 

HO. EVER DARK TH NIGHT, TH t.:RE IS AL , AYS NOTH ER DA IN. 

TOD A Y A S NS E OF F I NA L I TY E I G HS U RIJ US , BUT I F ·,J E P -RS V -RE 
& K E p G O I N G ' I' E ' I L L A l1 A K •• N A G h I N T O F I • -~ L I G ' ,. . f_ V N J O y . 
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MUSIC EXPRt~SES, IT OE0 NOT EXPLAIN. I HAVE NO 

EXPL NATION. LIFE IS FR GILE. T Tlh E LIKE THIS, 

/ E 1 ~ED NOT 1

( r OR S BUT A u EN~ E TH I T OT H c RS L I N K HANDS 

tl I T H U S A S \v E W A L K L I F E ' S S T O M Y LJ A Y . W E S H A R E I A 

C O M M U I TY O F L O V E 81 0 F G R I t F i rJ O A R -- E •• C O U R A G -0 . 

ALMOST UNBIDDEN THO HGHT COMES TO MIND. THERE IS 

SO MUCH I N OUR CONVENT I ON L \jf I SD OM ~,., H I CH 1·J O l L D H" V c U u 

/ 

BELi VE TH I T C~, Fl E CE & SUNSHIN E RE THE STUFF OF Lift. 

THE UNIQUE PROSPERIT ' & TECHNOLOGY OF OUR AGE HAVE 

MAO • us FORGET THE OLDER ·x RI ENCE '.J H I CH KN :·w LI FE I' 

AS FREIGHTtD, SHAOO, ED & UNC tRTAIN. THE TRUTH IS TH T 

LIFE IS AL~AYS A STRUGGLE WITH OURSELVES, WITH THE 

SI TU TI ON IN HI CH E FI ND OURS LVES NO ..- I TH D RK 

VOICE~ 1JITHIN. HO OF US SLEEPS EASILY & WITHOUT C RE 

EV RY NIGHT? 

ANOTHER TRUTH IS THAT EACH OF US IS UNI UE. SOME 

AR TALLER & OTHERS SHORTER. SOME HAVE A STUR Y 

EMOTIONAL FRAME WHILE OTHERS ARE ASS NSITIVE Av A 

SPRING FLO ER. E UST FACE LIF· '! ITH HAT E ARE 

GIVEN, & FOR SOM THIS IS INCREDIBLY DIFFICULI. 
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lfFE IS FULL OF UNEXPECTtD TURNS & L □ V - DOES NOT CONQU ER 

ALL. THE, : ARE TIM s '.! ME ALL T E Lov ·- & UN , -RS TA 1JDING 

A F A I LY CA ~ G I VE CA 1· NOT REL I VE TH E PA I N I N ANO TH ER ' S 

SOUL. I OFTEN HISH THAT '.'I E ·~\r □ UL TALK TO OUR CH IL .REN 

AB UT TH GRAY DAYS AS WELL AS THE SU~FILL D ON=S, 

A OU T L I F t A S I T I S , 1;·J I T d A L L OF I TS U N C ER TA I N T Y A r~ D 

C O r F U S I O N , B O U T H UM A N N l: ED , A S I T I S W I T f ~-L L O F I TS 

VARIETY & COMPLEXITY. 

L I FE TESTS US ALL . ROM A 1~ T I C I NOC ENT S T \ L K G L I BLY 

OF PEACE ON EA RTH, OF JOY UNBOUNOE AND REAL SEC l1
1 I TY. 

BUT ALL HON ST PHILOSO PHER S INSIST TH T THE ~AY IS HARD, 

THE BU RDE NS ARE MANY, IND NOTHING IS CERTAIN. 

TO LIVE IS TO BE BRUISED. NO LIFE IS AL 'A'~ CALM & 

DLESSLY PLACID. AT TIMES EAR - PUSH- □ B-YON OUR 

CAPACITY TO A,CEPT. 'i HAT MY 'c -· M TO N OUTSIDER A LIFE 

OF PRIVILEG MA IN FACT B- 8-YuND OL C· CIT ·' TOM NAGE. 

IT IS ELL TO K-EP INN IND TH OLD RABBINIC SAYING: 

"NEVER JUDGE ANOTH r: R UNTIL YOU HAVE STOOD IN HIS PL CE." 



WHO KNOWS THE NEEDS & FEARS WHICH SURGE IN 

ANOTHER'S SOUL? WHO KNOWS HOW ANOTHER 

EXPRESSES HIS LOVE? OURS rs NOT TO JUDGE, 

ONLY TO GRIEVE, TO GRIEVE ONE WHO TRIED 

TO EXPRESS HER LOVE & TO MEET HER NEEDS 

BUT FOUND L[FE BEYOND MANAGEMENT. 

1J SUSAN WANTED DESPERATELY TO 

FIND WAYS TO EXPRESS THE FEELINGS THAT 

S U R G E D W I T H I N H E R - - H E R S _E N S E O F T H E 8 E A U T I F U L 

AND HER LOVE OF FAMILY---BUT SHE COULD NOT 

FIND THE KEY THAT WOULD UNLOCK THAT DOOR. 

SHE CAME FROM A WARM & LOVING FAMILY, AND 

FAMILY WAS THE CENTER OF HER BEING. SHE 
LQ AL 

WAS A DAUGHTER & A LOVING SISTER. 

ALL LIFE IS A SEARCH---A SEARCH FOR 

OURSELVES. FOR SOME THE WAY rs LONG & 
FRAUGHT WITH FRUSTRATION. ALL WE CAN SAY 

rs THAT SUSAN TR IE D . SHE LOVED MUS I CJ 

s ) 
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A R T , T H E T H E A T E R . S H E H A D A H O S T O F F R I E N D s •. 
SHE CARRIED ON HER ACADEMIC & ADMINISTRATIVE 
DUTIES WITH SKILL & COMPETENCE. SHE TRIED~ ... 
BUT SHE DID NOT SUCCEED IN FINDING 
SATISFACTION. 

WE ARE NOW UNITED IN GRIEF. WE 
GRIEVE NOT ONLY FOR A Lif E TAKEN FROM US 
BUT FOR A LIFE THAT WAS NEVER ~L~ fl1f 

E A S I L Y L I V E D . Y E T T H E R E W f ~~• S E N S E O F 
r~~ I 

H~ POTENTIAL WHICH GAVE US A SENSE OF 
THE COURAGE THAT LAY WITHIN HER SOUL. 

WITH US THERE ARE NO WORDS, ONLY 
THE MUSIC, THE LOVE, THE GRIEF WHICH 
BIND US CLOSE. I HAVE NO EXPLANATIONS. 
ONLY CONCERNS. I HAVE NO WORDS, ONLY 
THE CONFIDENCE THAT EVERY NIGHT MUST END 
---THAT THERE IS ALWAYS A NEW DAWN. 
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WHAi THOUGH TH ... _ RAD IAr1CE WHICH d S Or CE SO BRIGHT 

B E N O l- F OR V ER TA (' E ,·J FR OM MY 0 I G H T , 

THO UG H NOTHI G CAN BRING BACK THE HOU R 

0 F S PL E.rn OR I N TH t G RA S S , 0 F G L ORY I N TH c FLO':! ER; 

WE ~ ILL NOT GRI EVE, RA THER FI ND 

STR - ', GTH IN :,/HAT REMAINS BEHIND; 

IN THE PRIMAL SY LPA THY 

~HIGH HAVI NG BEEN ~U T ·VER BEj 

IN THt ~O OTHI NG TH OUGH Tn TH T SP 0 1~G 

OUT OF HUM N ' UFF ERI Gj 

I~ TH E FAITH TH AT DOK T ROU GH DE ~TH, 

I N Y -A \ \J T H , , T B R I r~ G TH E H I L O S O PH I C M I N D . 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

claRaary 14, 1988 
FE8 Ru ffR.f ~ 
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Ruth Freedman 

~re are met to speak our memorial tribute of respect and love to a 

vital and competent woman, a respected member of our community and a good friend, 

Ruth Freedman. Ruth "Was an intelligent and determined person who brought to our world 

many of the values of the heartland of this country where she was born. Her family 

settled the towns and the farms of the Midwest . and, like these pioneers, Ruth knew her 

own mind and went her o-wn way. Her standards ~~ere basic. .She was a person of inde­

pendent judgement. She respected hard work and work well done. She judged others by 

standards of quality and character and not by the accidental fact of birth or race. Ruth 

'Was certain of her values. 

Ruth possessed an inquisitive and attentive mind. She read a good deal. 

She learned from experience. I always found her to have an interesting and well-furnished 

mind. She had few illusions about life, yet, remained fascinated by it. 

Every life is a journey, a search for happiness and fulfillment. Ruth's 

pilgrimage took her from the world of her birth to the world of work and then to the world 

of her husband. As a young woman she had to prove she could make her way. Then she 

found the man whose strengths and hopes would became her own and she remained ever· 

loyal to him. Ruth made Max's purposes hers. She accepted his goals, his concerns 

and his faith. She was in every way a helpmate. There was no looking back. Ruth was 

not a woman to have regrets. 

,11rhenever I came into her home I found it to be a place full of welcome 

and warm hospitality. Ruth had a good eye and fine color sense. She dressed with quiet 

dignity. Her home was a place where Max could refresh himself after the rigors of the 

day, where they could relax and find happiness, where their friends and associates could 

be made welcome, where their son and daughter could be offered the good things of life 

and find the quiet and support all young people need for their gro~,th. 
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Life places many demands on each of us. What may seem to another 

to be a life without care to the participant may be a life full of tension. Ruth lived most 

of her adult life within the ambit of business success and community responsibility; yet, 

each day held for her pressure and tension. She met these as resolutely as she could. 

She expressed her love to her children in her own way. They knew that 

their happiness was of great moment to her. There is an old maxim, 'through storms we 

grow', and this family grew in closeness through the challenges which they met. It is 

not our prerogative to invade the privacy of their relationships, but, surely, this much 

can be said: Ruth was a determined and committed woman, loyal in all the essential re-

lationships, a good friend to many. True to her background Ruth did not enjoy elaboration. 

She liked the simple things. I believe she must find it appropriate if we close these ser-

vices with a poem, a favorite of mine, which speaks of death straight out and of memory 

and of tomorrow. 

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

When life has fled. 

I do not want my words and ways 
Rehearsed, perhaps with tardy praise, 

When I am dead. 

I do not want strange curious eyes 
To scan my face when pale it lies 

In silence dread. 

Nor would I have them, if they would, 
Declare my deeds were bad or good, 

When I am dead. 

I only want the steadfast few 
Who stood through good and evil, too, 

Through friendship's test. 



sa:. 
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August 5, 1977 
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Just those who tried to find the good, 
And then, as only true friends could, 

Forget the rest. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 
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£ilea Daseichis 

When death canes to a loved one a light is extinguished and another 

light is kindled. This light of mEITOJ:Y shines inextinguishably in the shadowed 

world of our loneliness. Blessed, therefore, the life which leaves behind it a 

glowing menory. Such a marory brings unceasing cxmfort to those '.-.no would otherwise 

be _utterly bereft. 

At such an hour it is a beautiful custan arrong our people to light 

a narorial lamp. Through this syml:x)l we signify that the dead have not va11ished. 

'Their day's \-.Ork may be over but their life is not. ·,The flame continues to burn even 

in the night of death, much as a rare song can be heard in our he3.rt: long after the 

silence has enveloped it. For those who knew true love and b:ue ca:panionship there 

rerrains the legacy of pledged live·s and precia.is rerrembrance. 'lheirs is . a living 

legacy and a bright one .. ' 

Our lives are all too brief. The night cx:r.es all too soon, yet, we 

are (X)nrnanded to live for things which are eternal - for justice arrl beauty and love -

to reach beyond our frail limitations to a godly and gcx::rlly way of life. At death 

those lives which partook of selflessness and service, those lives d~icated to the 
. . 

imperishable values of life, enter u!X)n a spiritual existence through \.J1ich they 

remain vital for those who knew then and loved than. They have becare a Svw-eet bene­

diction. It is as our teachers taught, "there is no death for the righteous." 

With B~s~itahis' s death her family and J.d; f e&b bs Inc haYa s11sta i ned 

a. ti? & ] D@rsobl • • J • t ell &I an oJJ have suffered the loss of a ~ ,._,._~__,4 
I.IS 7f1. -- f?rll..~ 11.. 

gracious lady, a ~ad spirit and a warm friend. ,-efl:sa was~ soul of kindness. 

~ ,., r\.T 1) -nv ~-c, en. ,,.. " -,-.J ~~ 
Her er St was open ar(¼ 1J2omiag. It pleased her, I ~.nik, that her life 

I\ 
~ .l ",.Q" ~ '-'.J .t'-- &,..J "-<.t~ J. ~ n , ._. l I ► ,, /JI} .6 , ,,_ • 

.-. led within a close web of loving relationshipsA Her reward was the happiness 
_:r l'f-pt.. ~ l l"t r ;. I '"- f\. ~C.C,. I 

of her friends, the love of her family, and 1'wez 111Se of the appropriateness ,-.. 

of her life. 

E"r 1}p "'" 
How can I draw iha's picture? She dressed with care but never ~- ~t~,l~l'. 

Cl\n,u;~ ~t ,U,-: 
She '1.&lll@J with dignity. There was no trace of 

l 

6 ll w.,-'l r1-~ -, w • -
arrogance ar.Jllhere in her spirit. 

/.. 
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. a• • i•~~ llllll1111111il'i1..U.~~~ejr~ v~~iilil•iliiiia~~--liiiiiii::!Ut•r,g....1L!!i:&t~t ·vely 

gl,~. I don't know what ~°iild wish. 
~,,.._, 

to have ..-i 
' ~~:r J t .. 

that she would not-~-~s length~ly embroider pr9 ise, 

had faith and a full trust. 

l 
· l ~ 

Daniel Jere~y Silver 

• December 25, 1983 

I am convinced 

J 

- • 
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Friendship was a lifelong commitment, -t.-1:dl!SlXi ! .P sharing of common interests• 
~~tdel._ ,. ~ ~ 1" V.f> 1?S "4 . k '-1.. f\ ( "' Life was too precious to be wasted on anything tha 

,. TI .., ,:. w.t r, 

~ 

.. 

--:-Life is too brief between the budding and t 
Between th~ seed time and the golden sheaf 
We have no time for malice and for greed 
Ther~fore,· with love, make beautiful the 
Fast speeds the night. 

Her heart and her · home were open. She had a . 

was petty. 

falling leaf 
r ahte and spite 

':aw I\ ~_,..,J,' .\o" .. 4. 
nse of the beautiful. 

A '1i. ,,.__. C.,C, IW,\ ,-.., 
.,u ... 1 H •·Iii j 11l.. .Jtl12 1C:.-f.u.UI i es of -t- it.. •nc wi r sbe --had 

• 1iitiU,C@II • .M·-~MM!itic. _ _. 
.... /rr~ lt In this world, I have discovered, there are ma who a e and few wh 

S,.,.__ 1-4 L.. "L...,. 
stinctively give. iis• was a giver~ 

~ \::r,,b :.,:;r;::,} tj_ < w t nl,,@; J 
the 

gave ,.... ,, . 
fceq110&a 9SIUU oiDI: :«t bta ~n i ,:lw=-lf. A loving daughter and &r, 

•· ' • of herself fully to her husband, and for ove.r 4i years she and · ared with 
"' I joy and ,.. . ( 

as one. 

pride the intimacies and responsibilities of marriage. 
" ~ - '-,.Ptf\ r' fl'v,s~ ~/ .. -"· .~ . ,~.. ;.. 

were always 

Sh~v lway§ t e h.~!E!!!,_~te No demand on her time or strength was too 
--""'"--·- ; --~~:""':'"r-P'!"-~~t-t"'.rflL--r":~-:---

much to ask and she made few, if any, demands on other ~_...._._.IIINI •1~e 
...... 

~~---........,,,--....,...t-,,-c-,..--:-'--~-~-~ 
Sa.illilllll•••••• of the wdman of 'valor. "The heart of her husband does safely 
' 
·trus~ in her for she 

b~&1€ for .. home 

doeth him good and not evil all the days of her life." 
. . 
full ~f encouragement and quiet where he co~ld renew his 

r t ' A I strength, and -•together they provided ._ love and •aa •llhsafl.i 211 t _o their daughter• 
, ., 

) 

whom they adored and to their grandchi d~h wttb were as dear to them as life 

itself. 

---➔ (it~ I i 
We live in a time when it's no longer fashionable 

\~,...lC! ltt ,_ 
IP has much to in the life of--•• husband. 

.., submergl OM!'s self 
. Jiil,P,,.--.. 

commend it. But :eihra ..... 

~,, Ir "r... t" , 
I St was fulfilled in her role as , ' ' - a role which 

she 
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MEMORIAL TRIBJTE TO 

DR. SkH0~ ::RODWj_C) 
Friday, November 15, 1963 

When the hand of death is laid upon one 

who was part of us and part of our world, when 

someone whom we truly loved leav~s us for "that 

undiscovered country from whose bourne no 

traveler returns" -- there is really little 

that we can do but sit alone in silence and 

brood over the awesome mysteries of life and 

death and all the strange bafflements of our 

human destiny. 

Remember, friends, that not all deaths are 

alike, even as all lives are not of the same 

texture and pattern. There are deaths which 

bring with them their own measure of solace. 

When death comes to a f~ose life was useful 

COJM):l~.w.~l, it can no longer be looked 

upon as stark tragedy. And when that life was 

-3-

He was a ~true healer because he was a true 

lover of man. 

The profession of the physician was always 

highly esteemed by- our people. More than two 

thousand years ago a tribute was paid in our 

f'!'~& literature to the physician: 

"Honour the physi cian with the honour due 

him, for the uses which you. may have of him: for 

the Lord hath created him. 

"For of the most high cometh healing, and 

he shall receive honour of the king. 

"The skill of the physician shall lift up 

his head: and in the sight of great men he 

shall be in admiration. 

"Then give place to the physician, for the 

Lord hath· created him: Let him not go from 

thee, for thou hast need of him. 11 

Men had need of Dr. Robbins, and greatly 

honored him. 

' ' 

-2-

- additionally blessed with a rare companionship 

in wedded life, with the affection of family, 

and the high regard of friends, we may well find 

strength and surcease even in our sorrow. 
~ Dr. Samuel Robbins• life, when measured in 

terms of quality, value, and meaning, in terms 

of service, i,n eiesei oi' lo:r;:i:t!g khtdnese., in good 

citizenship, in aspirations and social commitments, 

"fi was a fruitful ~Ba "U!teneiYe life, rich in 

content, abundant in significance. It leaves 

behind it many inextinguishable memories which 

will bring solace and pride through the me:ny 

years to come to all those who loved him and who 

came within the sphere of his life's influence. 

Dr. Robbins was by profession a physician. 

He looked upon his calling not only as a 

profession but as a sacred ministry. To his 

medical skill he brought a kind and understanding 

heart, a sensitiveness to all suffering humanity. 

-4-

They knew him as a man of integrity, of 

solid moral 'WOrth, mRe.l), t,4e; saub, always 

seeking the good of his fellowmen, always 

interested in whatever contributed to the 

betterment of our community. 

He was a loyal member of the household of 

Israel, faithful to his God and loyal to his 

people. He was an honored member of our Temple, 

and he will be greatly missed in our religious 

fellowship. 

~£_~-
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We are met again in the presence of death. It is told that a student once 

asked his teacher, "I would ask about death. " The teacher replied: "While you 

do not know life, how can you know about death? 11 Life is a mystery, death a 

mystery wrapped in an enigma. 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 with the irrevocable. Theirs is a remorse-

less power against which we have no recourse and no power. We can only accept. 

When the hand of death is laid upon a dear one there is little that we can do. We 

find ourselves sitting alone, puzzling the strange bafflements of our despair. What 

comes to us in these lonely and sobering hours? We come awake to the fugitive 

character of our life. 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 compels us unwillingly to admit the limits of our power. "All flesh shall 

perish together, and man shall return again to the dust. " 

As we sit alone in the presence of death we recognize that there is never 

time enough. No one passes out of this world with half his ambitions realized. 

Our sages, therefore, instructed us to "number our days and to get us a heart 

of wisdom. 11 Death should not fill us with despair. Rather it should teach us wisdom. 

No one can defeat death, but in dying one can leave behind memories and influences 

which insure a measure of immortality among the living. 

Last Yorn Kippur I began my yizkor meditation with this sentence: "Life 

quickens us all, gives us our hour of sun and ecstasy and then wears us down 

through sadness, sickness and defeat into the grave. " I thought of this sentence 
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again and again when I heard of iijc rten es ]ff s i~z' s us our hour 

of youth and beauty, of sun and ecstasy and the conventional wisdom would have us 

believe sunshine and confidence are and can be the stuff of life. We forget that life 

is a struggle with ourselves, with our situation, with the dark voices within. Who 

of us sleeps easily and without care every night? I have often wished that our ex­

pectations and those of our children could be lowered a decibal or two and that we 

would talk to them of life as it is, with struggles and confusions. The real nature 

of life is a desperate search for usefulness and the sunshine. Inevitably, we 

are conflicted. 

.... -- ~&en1e tnett and wou1e11 11ee1n !& •• •••• wil• • 11a1tit11tigp :w:bJch can accept 
........... 

anxiety-anti fear-in tt&ide. Q&t1e1 a rear pKhtf'ttlly ana a'PlfiiWt.i.eall~ever~ tu,;cp gf._ .. 
outrag&QQ§ tortnce Harty 11,a& a 881l8itiw.e QA8 wae &11:fi••ea and we can only em-

\~ ~L., L~ l,~ ..... c.,. t---·~ .......... ~ \ ......... ~ L ~Q ~ 
pathize vJith ·her pain. W..S•ty was a woman of many talents. She pos ie-; sed a fine 

and active mind, an eye which was sensitive to beauty and an ear which responded 

enthusiastically to melody - g; sat intelligence. Durine; the yea re and ti~es of her 

healtb and st;tt=Ditb 8ort¥ iPY@ Jga1.qershie t~ those forces in QPI corn:nne;t~ 'JI/. ~~h 

we c9nce • She read widely 

and possessed a discriminating taste. She loved beautiful things and she dressed 

her home with as much pride and taste as she dressed herself. Wh4p !_?e could 

~was not only an interesting companion but a warm-hearted, devoted friend. 

Most of all she was a loving and loyal wife, a caring helpmate. 

L.·b,.~ 
F,,e• le•• aad e ts]§ (s sdss she and ,,i ■ln•y faced together the sunshine 

and the shadows. Their way was not an easy way. They walked it together. What 

more can be said? What more need be said? 
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Harty fought against the shadows and lived life with all the dignity that she 

could must r. We ~member her with l t her soul now ,, 

finds the 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 



l 
l 

Lillian Friedman 

-- - .. -- -

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

asked his teacher, "I would ask about death. 11 The teacher replied: "While you 

do not know life, how can you know about death? 11 Life is a mystery, death a 

mystery wrapped in an enigma. 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 with the irrevocable. Theirs is a remorse-

less power against which we ha.ve no recourse and no power. We can only accept. 

When the hand of death is laid upon a dear one there is little that we can do. We 

find ourselves sitting alone, puzzling the strange bafflements of our despair. What 

comes to us in these lonely and sobering hours? We come awake to the fugitive 

character of our life. 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 compels us unwillingly to admit the _limits of our power. "All flesh shall 

perish together, and ·man shall return again to the dust. 11 

As we sit alone in the presence of death we recognize that there is never 

time enough. No one passes out of this world with half his ambitions realized. 

Our sages, therefore, instructed us to "number our days and to get us a heart 

I 

of wisdom. 11 Death should not fill us with despair. Rather it should teach us wisdom. 

No one can defeat death, but in dying one can leave behind memories and influences 

which insure a measure of immortality among the living. 

• Last Yorn Kippur I ~egan my yizkor meditation with this sentence: "Life 

quickens us all, gives us our hour of sun and ecstasy and then wears us down 

through sadness, sickness and defeat into the grave. 11 I thought of this sentence 

------------------ - - --
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Again, when I heard of Lillian Friedman's death I had seen her but a 

few hours before death came at the end of a long and cruel illness. She was strug­

gling to breathe and to be conscious. She fought to find the words to tell me of her 

pain and fears, her awareness that she was dying, and her hope that I would pray 

for her. I did. Lillian had come to the time when death could not have been an 

unwelcome visitor. All that made her a very special person had gone . Death is not 

pain but the cessation of pain and for Lillian death brought peace. In the fullness of 

her. strength she was a woman of grace and presence, possessed of a fine mind and 

an eye which was sensitive to beauty and a spirit which was warm and intelligent. 

She possessed a discriminating taste. She loved beautiful things and she dressed her 

home with as much pride and taste as she dressed herself. Lillian was an interesting 

companion and a warm-hearted and devoted friend. She was always ready to help and 

sensitive to another's need. Some who like Lillian are fortunate to know the many 

good things of life forget the importance of service. Throughout the years she 

volunteered with the blind in the hospital, There was always time. The joys of life 

we re to be shared. 

Most of all, Lillian was a loving and caring wife and helpmate. She and 

Louis had built together a good marriage and together they faced the sunshine and 

the shadows . Each was a support and a blessing to the other. 

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

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

April 25, 1978 
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I 

,....., 
t-1\. Ltib I\ Fr- \ 

We are n1et to pay a public tribute of love and respect to an open -hearted -
-'~~LL-='~ .~"r-6~ ~~- t~~~~, ~~tt•cn' 

and grr rt!•• E led lady, f-i::llte 81g,ef.fii1 fftl!ltc zcJorcca ht lr:Fc> She was good hearted 

and warm hearted. She took pleasure in her home, in her friends, in \vhatever oppurtuni­

~{:"/r 2c:M"' fl-'\. 4e,. -k» <...-- °'-''i ~v-, n-fy(..~ 
lie s l if e pro v id ed. The book of P s a l m s con ta in s a l in e who s e v,., ts do 1n w a s ins tin c ti v e to 

he r : "g la dn e s s of he a rt is the 1 if e of a hum an be in g. " 

h'~T 
w 1a.c was alive with a joy of life, full of vital energy, eager to pitch in 

and do; each day presented fresh opportunities. She met you with a smile. There was a 

lift to her voice. She was a lifter, not a leaner. One sensed that you were v.1 ith someone 

refused to be beaten down by life. 

place 

There was beauty in her life. 

'1,.l. ~~r-u:,-1~,. ~XL u.­
of warmth and of grace. She dres se 

She took pride in her home and made i.t a 

<.,....,.c ~6J v~,...:. -
with prid , but not v.·it . She was con-

v_ 
scious of her person, but not one to flaunt her looks. Her dress and her sense of self 

~"~ 
reflected the power of her will not to be pulled down by life. 'Pa:J::ie had a special talent 

for friendship. She was thoughtful and loyal. She was not one to impose her anxieties 

or her needs. She made things happen. Her lips were sealed to complaint. When others 

~"6/\~ ~"7'0~✓ b::t 'iZ"O"-\._ ~ 
might have withdrawn from life, 'F~ie enhttgca 1:fte azea QT het ouhffttce~· service. Wir:8-0w-

hood ~atl be a lonely ti"1&, Tillie &allr to it t;bat hers was a useful time, one full of possL-

b ii ; cy a rd Q:l can ihg . 

.5,"'1., ,v~JlJ ~ r~ "°'Aru~D--1 ', Lt~ '\-,-J.. ,,,-~"" 
r- Every ife has its dar moments. 'iailtte faced each day bouyantly. 

(~a - t\~ (J~C{l of'~ D'!-l-'1LJ'1:IL ..... ~u( ,O W'4d.r-t'"") - e.P A 0'\<.1.{U@,-J i~, 
s ~y pushed out of her m in-allie unwanted worry and the inevitable aches ana pains. 

( i-. c,, /A "'~~ ,;.o CJ~ - ~ iA.o:::D b'-r , ~ fl"~ ~ 7 4-l . ..%-" rc..J. LL, ....J t: r b---MC1-' &e l .A (,I 

I do not knov.· if she knev..' a little poem which is a favorite of mine, but soJ;Aehu "'• Tillie 

l.,d~--f'1..c,' F,.._ <;~ ... v 
CO me s th r Ou gh in e Very l in e. 1ft Q e e d ' be r 8 ran lfi~,,;:.j~l:;d~r::e;:n::~iR:&;;;t j~n:-:c~tt7i~v;-;e~a~y~c~aM,llhic11o118i=-.i,-h. er 

sun~ 



A laugh is just like sunshine, 
It frc shen s all the day 
It tips the peak of life with light, 
And drives the clouds away; 
The soul gr~ws glad that hears it, 
And feels its courage strong; 
A laugh is just like sunshine 
For cheering folks along. 

A laugh is just like music 
It lingers in the heart, 
And where its melody is heard, 
The ills of life de part; 
And happy thoughts come crowding 
Its joyful notes to greet; 
A laugh is just like music 
For making 1 iv in g sweet. 

(Author Unknown) 

(\/\"l:,~ - ~~Frc"r~ - '-e <'tf\C.l - L,-...,' rCrr-t--J ,i~p 
Death came to Ti-llie ewi.Rly aasd ., •¥apected 1y.Jb\itJNe can byrat:!ul that 

~ id '!;;t :~a~vtl~~~J;i! ity :'£ ~Joof1-½t'~~l~t~ ~ 11,~~~Cld;:-k~ ~•~ 
r > 

,.. h-'--'J .o . a 1<, _ nc,- , - _I~ 
s_unihi~e. Tillie died iij the fnlloes& of Aj+&tl°e~tb, Hex :v,£onc1ertul spirit u½~le and 

unbroken. happy in tbe c;rcJc of hei: f4i=Rily aae liar friends, Pi§#() tn the aceee:1pJ:b!.hments . 

bu 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

October 11, 1977 
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1/ RUTH FRIEDMAN 

At a time like this we are reminded not only of life's 

brevity but of its fragility. Some are born into the fullness of 

health and comfortable circumstances while others must struggle 

for a measure of security and happiness. 

Ruth Friedman was born into the most modest of circumstances 

and endowed with an emotional makeup which was not as sturdy as 

some. There were, of course, compensations. God endowed her with 

beauty and with a gentle and generous spirit. She was never without 

love; she was nurtured by the sacrificial love of her mother, ten-

derly protected by the sustaining love of her husband, happy in the 

devoted love of her daughter and the joyous love of her grandchildren. 

She was eager to be helpful, always friendly. She faced each day 

with an open heart and a sensitive spirit. There was something 

infinitely sweet about her spirit and she fought as best she could 

against the pressures from which she could not escape. She had 

the rare ability never to allow her limitations to destroy her 

ability to love. 

Where others might have turned away from the world, Ruth 

remained eager for friendship and open to experience. I would not 

intrude upon the private memories of this family, but I am sure 

that you recognize that the poet was right when he remarked that 

sweet are the uses of adversity. Your love and support of Ruth 

drew you close and kept you close. Caring for her you came to care 

more deeply for each other. You also, I believe, learned to savor 

the precious moments w..w~'-:___-il&ICfia..~~-iilllii■-101111*•~ of family joy. Some never can 

be satisfied by the sin,le pleasures~ kif• because they are 

satisfied with what they have and always want something more. 

never 

Ruth 

rejoiced in each moment of her love for you and you seized the good 



'f 
~ .......... • • • i ·-· -.• -

sand made them good. 

I do not know what Ruth would wish to have said at this 

moment, but I love a poem which she would not find inappropriate. 

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

When life has fled. 

I do not want my words and ways 
Rehearsed, perhaps with tardy praise, 

When I am dead. 

I do not want strange curious eyes 
To scan my face when pale it lies 

In silence dread. 

Nor would I have them, if they would, 
Dec_lare my deeds were bad or good, 

When I am dead. 

I only want the steadfast few 
Who stood through good and evil, too, 

Through friendship's test. 

Just those who tried to find the good, 
And then, as only true friends could, 

Forget the rest. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

August 7, 1986 

-----------•-· - . 
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I I FUNERAL ORATION 

;· J J 
,-n.,.,,v...-....!._ h a::. .•.. , ... , .... , .. ~ ... _,~ 

o l'i\i, JUNE 2 1958 I.!i',Tuni_A,,,.,CH 6~'-L 

IN THIS, 'I'HE HOUR OF OUR GRIEli', MANY QUESTIONS CONCERNING LIFE Atm DEATH COUE 

TO MIND. WE HAVE BEEN MAJE TO REAJ,IZE AGAIN HO.. "EAH 'l'O US DEATH ALWAYS IS - HO 

UNCERTAIN WE REALLY ARE '1HAT THERE WILL .BE. A 'l'0'.10RRO'/. 

TO OUR QUESTIONS DEATH OFFERS NO ANSW'ER . ABOUT THOSE WHO HAVE CROSSED BEYOND 

THE BORNE OF' TIME, DEATH DRA S A CURTAIN OF SILENCE. NONE WHOM DEATH HAS BECKONED 

HAS BEEN ALLO?t'ED ·ro REI'URN. "E HAVE NO FIRST- HAND ACCOUNT OF OUR ETERNA.L FUTURE . 

WE HAVE ONLY '£HE CERTAJNTY OF FAITH THAT THE GOOD AND KIND GOD WHO GAVE US LIFE 

WITH ALL OF I'I'S BEAUTY AND OPPORTUNITY WILL NOT FORSAKE US IN DEATH. FAITH ALONE 

CAN BRIDGE THIS WOHLD AND THE NEXT FOR IN THE END, ALL THAT WE CAN TRUTHl<"UILY SAY 

WAS REFLEC'l'ED BY JOB, .MANY CENTURIES AGO - 11 THE LORD HAS GIVEN, THE LORD HAS TAKEN 

AWAY, BLESSED BE THE NA OF THE LORDn . 
I)~~ .t.. • ..c_ 

DEATH CAME TO LnttD'i=~lGH IN THE FULLNESS OF YEARS . I SJ POSE SUCH A DEATH 

I S THE MOST UNDERSTANDABLE,. THERE HAS BEEN SUFFICIID-l'T OPPORTUNITY TO SAVOUR OF 

LI.FE'S RICHNESS AND RELISH I'l'S EVERY B!.'AUTY. THErtE HAS BEEN YOUTH , S'fRENGrH AND 

THE DIGNITY OF AGE -- A FOLL MEASURE OF LIFE ' S YEARS. YET I SUSPECT THAT THERE 

ARE PEOPLE WHO ARE BLE-.SED WlTH LONG YEARS BJ'l' WHO FILL THEIR DAYS ONLY WITH 

FMPI'INESS. THE MEASURE OF OUR LIFE IS NOT ITS L1'NGTH BUT I'IS MEANING - THE 

DEGREE OF FULFILLMENT , OF ACCO~PLISFNEN'l.1 , OF LOVE WHICH WE COMPACT TO CUR DAYS . 

AS LL POOL OF ATER CAN SOMETIMES REFLECT THE WHOLE AJFSTY OF THE HEAVENS . 

FORTUNATELY, LINDA DI.OCH VAS DOUBLY DOWERED. NOT ONLY WAS SHE BLESSED WITH A LONG 

LIFE, BUT SHE PUT THAT LIFE TO THE BES!' OF USE AND FILLED EACH DAY ,ITH THOSE AC"l'S 
~--~t.ck't-t.., 

OF GOODNESS, KHIDLINESb, MD SERVICE illICH ENDEAR.ES A PERSON TO NEIGHBORS MID FGLFILLS 
A 

A ROIE AS A SERVANT OF GOD . 
~..c.... • 

MRS .~~- :rLIF'E IS ROOTED IN 'fHE SOIL OF OUR STATE. HER FAUTt~ ONE 
....._ ---- ~.._ unu 

OF THE EARIJEST SEl'TLERS AMONG THE JEVvI&H CO 'MUNITY OF HlO . JJIU~~le•H WATCHED 

.---
THE DEVELOP E?-.'T OF OUR CO !MUNITY AND PAR'I'ICI 'l'ED IN THE EARLY GRO' TH OF MAHY OF 

OUR MOST IMPORTAN'f CO lliNAL INSTITUTIONS . 'wE AfiE HWUD THAT FOR OVER THREE QUARTERS 

OF A CENTURY, MRS . ~OCH, FIRST V,1'l'H HER HUSBAND, AND THEt ALOifil,- -VAS~LLED AS 

A MFMBER OF ·()!JR TEJ PLF, . IN OUR. TE1ff1Ll~ SHE EDUC/ TED HEH. SON . II~ HER LI:FE SHE 

EXEMfLIFIED Till TEACHINGS OF OUR FAI'l'H . 



(,.I/_ . ' e • "'-
IT ns IOT ! PRIVII~ TO Bl INTIIIATI flTH MRS. ·••H. I RFCllBT THAT I LACKED 

1/ THAT OPPORTIJNITY. HER FAJCILY AND HER r&IEIIDS Tlm'Ill1 NOT ONLY TO THE aDEROOIT Y 

t OF ll!R SPIRIT AtrD THE SWEETNF.SS OF HER PERSON 1 BUT TO THE VITALITY OF HER MIMD AND 
.. 

OF THE SPARILI O SENSE OF HUMOR WH[CH SHE BRClJGHT INTO EVffiY SITUATION. I AM TOID 

THAT WHEREVm SHI ENTERED, THERE WARlll'H AND HAPPINESS AND A SMILE CAME TOGETHER. 
• /"' Q« ➔ L""" ---~ ~ - C, • ,._ '-'·.-.. 

NEVER ONE TO IMPOSE HER FEARS ON OTHF,RS, MRS• ~OOH N~EVtTWER~ IMPOSED HER LONLINESS ...:-~ 

4-Ulilii-.J!t6-a1L•B•■ft!es1tr111tzoo0Ht ON·~y ·m uam arff!Rs. nJ Tiffi! iiioNdt TRADITION 
l 

. 
Slfl__.~ _ AND-HARDY• 

OW THAT MRS. BLOCH NEVER BEGRUDGED HER FATE IN ff', SHE WClJLD NOT 101f 

---- _,., 
BEWAIL H!R FATE IN DEATH. SHE WEtcoltES- HER~T WITH HER FATlmR AND GOD. SHE 

.. ........ ·---- • _, 

ASKS Hm FAMILY AND FRIENDS TO i,llfl OFF EXCF.SSIVE ORIEF.A ND RETURN 'rO THE ENJOYUEN'l' 
------------

OF UVINO, FOR S .I'VED TO MAKE OTHERS HA PPY AND SHE WOULD NOT HAVE H!It DEATH 

---

• 
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Mrs. Eugene Geismer 

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

Our faith takes a realistic and unromantic vlew .of birth and death. Man entera 

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

• 
accompanied by weeping. On •nte ring the world hi• hand• are clenched aa lt to 

\ . . 
say "the w~ole world is mine, I ahall inherit it;" when he depar~• hla bands are 

• 

spread aa if to aay ''I have inherited notbin1 from the world . . •.~ It la to· the credit .•· · . ' . 

or our wladom that it lnaiata we accept llfe on lta own ·tenna, the bltter without 

blinking, the end wlth«:>ut fear. 

Life ia bruising. Llfe ia brief. ·All philoaophlea agree on thia, but aome 

are ao dlacolored by childieb peeve and petulance that life la pictured aa a worth• 
• 

leaa thing. If we ca~not have thing• our way - heaven on earth - we rationalise 

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

unpredictable timing many a philosophy aoura on life and adviaea man not to 

expect either joy or peace of mind. The Greek tragedian, Sophocle1, wrote, 

"Not to be born la past all liaying beat, _but when a man baa aeen the light thla 

ia next be1t by far - that with all ■peed be should go thither whence he baa come." 
• 

• 
• If the 1ult la not cut to our taate we declare lt unauitable and either caltlvate • 

a aardonic diadain or else dre_am of aome golden la;11d beyond the 1rave whlch 
• 

no one baa ever seen and which, ln £act, may not be. 

• . The Paalmlat had a _flrat-hand knowledge of pain and grlef, ''Out of the 

depth■ I calL . . My 10111 l• 1ated . wltb trouble■, my ll1bt· draw■ nl1b unto the • 

1r•••• I am couted wltb t~•• wbo-- 10 do~ ln~ ·th• ~lt. : I am b~co~• •• one 

. . 1· • . . . 

I • t 

I ,, . . . 

. ' , . 

. . 

. 
• 

· , .. 

• 

• 

• • , 
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that has no help, set apart from men like the slain that lie in the grave. " Yet 

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

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

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

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

edge of the sword, the racking pain of illness and the searing anguish -of torment , •. 

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

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

~ 

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

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

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

our bodies 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. 

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

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

of those w~om we have loved and .lost: a father's patient st~ength, a teacher'• . , 

she~tering wisdom, a husband's gentle encouragement and ailent underatanding, 

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

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

as these. Here were atrong and proud people. . Here were vlgorou• and gen­

erous human beings. Here waa love and aometlme• ecataey. There wa• ac­

complishment and eometime• a true nobility, there ••~ 1oodn••• ln the~r llv••• 

I • 

• 

.... 
' 
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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 
I 

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

all posture·s $)f despair. Mat;i can conquer the darkness. There is the thundering . 

sky and the re is the bright su,n·shine. 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 r'out of my mother's womb, 

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

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

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

mother's love; into civilization and into a family. Nqr do we die naked. We 

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

orie s that we leave behind and mo re than memory there is the accomplishment, 

the home we have maintained in love , the profession we have honorably dis­

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

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

synagogues, of healing institutions. How came all these? Civilization. is the 

"' 
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creation and the gift to us of our dead. Civilization is the triumph of life over 

death. 

Life is .brief and full of the unexpected. Each of us has a private 

need for a sense of permanence which we tend to satisfy by reminding ourselves 

of the continuing presence of certain institutions and people who seem always to 

be there and always to be the same. i"a■■i■ 11 ta~ Q ~,c, 1 

,¢ "-l 
sa•IF ■ j £1 o; such a symbol. She was always here - always the lady - always 

gracious - always herself - living proof that stability and permanence are still 

part of life. Ea£b mearaiag-.f dr~e 1P'!, 

and.aot .a.bout to run out under fflY feet. 

Of course, '}"""' err \11i ■ was not a ' \ ~ symbol, but a vital, sensitive and 

charming person. In our time it has become something of a virtue for people 

to pour it all out. ~ kept a tight rein on self-pity. Even when her heart 

was most burdened, she spoke to your feelings rather than of her hurt. She was 

a quiet unspoken reproof to the conventional wisdom that downgrades all emotional 

disciplines. All of her~ years llie walked in dignity and beauty - calmly 

and without faltering. She too tride good fortune ,......_ .......... .._Wii.tiJ.. ._ .. ,ed'tfs . ./ 

~eltber hr e ber sp; nit or tnrnedrka < tn!" lfi'L l'tt what she was - a woman 
~~ J , 

of rare inner beauty and of a deep confident faith in God, in man, and in the pos-

~ ~ j • ' 
sibilities of life. The old-fashioned word, "gentle lady, " fits ~1tlH fl iCIIU' r. 



\ 

' 
Her emotions were true, her values basic, her spirit gentle, her charm a reflex 

of her spirit.'\ ■■ttt:ine made everyone welcome, You were seen, not seen 

through. She was utterly without side. 

' something of the pioneer in her, not only their 

love of the land, the good earth, but a basic uncomplicated respect for accomplish-

ment and character. • 

The phrase gentle lady is old-fashioned, but though it fit her like a 

glove .,\tJ e was very much alive and open. Manners and courtesy are old-

' 
fashioned and ~a..•• Nrnllrltlaa~ • spirit was remarkably fresh. She would 

really listen to fresh and strange ideas, especially if they we re presented to her 

~ 
by her grandchildren and such ideas were never dismissed out of hand. s.e· ietened 

She had enjoyed many privileges, a first-rate education, travel, the company of 

interesting people, good conversation, and she had taken advantage of these op-

L.rl ' "' , ' , ' 
portunities. She read. She enjoyed and understood music. The newspaper was 

~ 

digested. She was very much a part of the world even though she never allowed 

the world to disturb the inner spaces of her life. Deeply committed to all that 

f\ 
•MY raised her children to serve and took great pride 

as everyone in her family reached out to their community and shared in its needs. 

Friendship was not carelessly bestowed. 

to be popular or desire to be a public person, but when friendship developed it 

, 
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was carefully cultivated - as carefully watched as her garden and her house. 

There was always time for a greeting and real interest in another's life. She was 

loyal in good times and in bad, to her friends and to those institutions, educational, 

cultural and communal which had been part of her life from the beginning. 1'& 

'""e!t , and proud. of Jhe 

N er~~ ~ r~ \ \,w ; ~ , l , , , 
When my fathe►.apok• i:ag•11e -Oeia11:r , - a aapie room 

,,._ r_..~,,._. • I . ,; 

µsed. ~-· .~ .,bibl"...--.........,...;...;...;~ "t!ie_re _ ~as peace in his tent. " 
.... --•-··••"''--" ... ..,,;.. . -· 

near 

' r 
"t'Yi~.-:~!.liQJ~~ e Q urage-her" a -2 ]xra1ts •• 

• ment, cJos"~ ties w u: bi.a th; ~erati.ons, here is beu .a. .reJnarkable record 

...al • ' ---- ' J.., • < - - • ' • : • • .. • f ( ' 
of o _ .. f;Qll.lpetence an ak-rvic.e-an 1t began here· in this place. Th~ re was pecl.ce 

in tta • use anc;i as thl TalinUIII rightly O serves beito-zu iaht
1
o ,;Hi.s house - that 

-,,. " L... f · 
q e~ ~nco_uri.gemen , 

world of books and culture, a world 

of-bloom and mtteic, . a ,aorld in which the good lessons were taught by example. 
~---.. .,. , .. 

Ra~liiil•&IIQ>J~:9'J~iO•~MW~~ • an- ttd ·they ··a , . '-Because 
cS,. )J, I ,,. '-

'fHlllftt.lgilt Qod, love, 

I 
Jess he·r for it. 

. he~n I ca.me· info her 

room she t09k IDY l\e»d a 

as if to say •plea , m, -falae encoa a:'gemer1t. ' She told me -that this was her first 

stay ever in a ho ·t.,l. -~o~~ho~ w~th that ki_s~ ~-~d those words she gave me 
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the strength not to 

God graced this woman with rare qualities of spirit, health, competence, wonder­

ful friends and a close family. We can be grateful that she was not robbed of her 

dignity by illness or by age. It was time for her to die and we must be grateful 

not only that God gave us the rich blessing of her presence, but also that He gave 

her the dignity of a relatively swift death. 

She walked in beauty and will be remembered with beautiful 

memories. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 



D e 

DOROTHY GLUECK 

DEATH IS AN INEVITABLE COMPLEMENT OF LIFE, DEATH IS OF 
LIFE'S MOST ELEMENTAL NATURE, DusT WE ARE, TO DUST WE RETURN, 
DEATH IS UNIVERSAL, DEATH IS OUR DESTINY, DEATH DOES NOT 
CONSIGN US TO OBLIVION, IT DOES NOT RETURN US TO THE EARTH 
AS IT WAS, fHE SPIRIT RETURNS TO Gan WHO GAVE IT, WE DO 
NOT KNOW WHAT LIES BEYOND THE BOURNE OF TIME, WE CAN BE 
ASSURED THAT Gan, OUR LOVING FATHER, DOES NOT FORSAKE US, 
IN DEATH OUR LIFE MERELY TAKES ON ANOTHER FORM, WE ARE 
RECEIVED UNDER Gan's SHELTERING PROTECTION THAT ABIDES THERE, 
PROTECTED BY HIS LOVE, 

MEMORY, TOO, OUTLIVES DEATH, PHYSICALLY OUR LOVED ONES 
ARE NO LONGER WITH US, BUT AN ABIDING REMEMBRANCE OF THEIR 
QUALITY CONTINUES LONG AFTER THEIR DEATH, THE WORDS THEY 
SPOKE IN LOVE ARE NOT FORGOTTEN, THEY LIVE ON IN THE GOOD 
AND GENTLE ACTS WHICH WE LEARN TO RESPECT, THOSE WHO FILL THEIR 
DAYS HELPFULLY LEAVE BEHIND AN IMPERISHABLE LEGACY, SucH IS 
THE MEMORY OF DOROTHY GLUECK, A WOMAN OF GREAT DIGNITY AND 
QUIET STRENGTH WHOM Gan HAS TAKEN BACK UNTO HIMSELF, 

SHE LED A LONG QUIET LIFE IN A CIRCLE OF GOOD AND LIFELONG 
FRIENDS, SHE HAD NO DESIRE TO STRUT ON THE PUBLIC STAGE, 
YET, FAR MORE THAN MANY, SHE DISCHARGED WITH SKILL THE MANY 
RESPONSIBILITIES WHICH LIFE THRUST ON HER, As DAUGHTER AND 
SISTER SHE WAS EVER CLOSE AND EVER HELPFUL, As A WIFE TO 
IRVIN SHE WAS FULL OF LOVE AND ENCOURAGEMENT, A WOMAN OF 
VALOR, 

As MOTHER, GRANDMOTHER AND GREAT-GRANDMOTHER SHE WAS 
A SOURCE OF QUIET STRENGTH AND GREAT LOVE, SHE WAS DETERMINED 
NOT TO INTRUDE UPON THE LIVES OF HER CHILDREN, SHE REFUSED 
ALL OFFERS OF HOUSING, HER GREATEST JOY WAS THE JOY OF 
SEEING HER SONS AND HER DAUGHTER GROW INTO COMPETENT ADULTHOOD, 
SHE WAS PRIVILEGED TO KNOW THAT THEY IN TURN RAISED THEIR 
CHILDREN TO HER STANDARDS AND VALUES, 
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rHERE WAS MUSIC IN HER HEART AND IN HER FINGERS, A GREAT 

LOVE OF SPORTS, PARTICULARLY BASEBALL, IN HER BEING, As A 

RELATIVELY YOUNG WIDOW SHE MET A NEW SET OF RESPONSIBILITIES 

WITH STRENGTH AND DETERMINATION, SHE WALKED HER OWN WAY WITH 

DIGNITY fND WORKED WITH GREAT COURAGE AND SKILL, 

IT IS HARD EVEN NOW TO LOSE SUCH A WOMAN EVEN THOUGH 

OUR MINDS TELL US SHE HAD COME TO THE ··FULLNESS OF AGE AND 

THAT LIFE NO LONGER HAD ANY ZEST FOR HER, DOROTHY WAS A WOMAN 

OF GREAT DIGNITY, SHE ENJOYED UNBROKEN GOOD HEALTH MOST OF 

HER LIFE, THESE LAST MONTHS COULD NOT HAVE BEEN PLEASANT FOR 

HER, LIFE AND DIGNITY WERE EQUIVALENT IN HER MIND, SHE MUST 

HAVE WELCOMED DEATH, BUT STILL, THERE IS THE HURT OF THE LOSS 

OF ONE WHO IS PART OF OUR LIVES, 

IT IS THE WISDOM OF OUR PEOPLE AT TIMES SUCH AS THIS TO 

REMIND OURSELVES THAT THE MEASURE OF OUR GRIEF IS THE MEASURE 

OF OUR LOVE, THE MEASURE OF OUR LOVE IS THE MEASURE OF OUR 

GRATITUDE TO Gan FOR ALLOWING us TO SHARE OUR EXISTENCE WITH 

A PERSON OF QUALITY, Gan GAVE DOROTHY PHYSICAL STRENGTH, 

HE BLESSED HER WITH A GOOD MIND AND DETERMINATION, DOROTHY 

WAS A WOMAN OF FAITH, SHE HAD FAITH IN LIFE, IN TOMORROW 

AND Gan, SHE HAD A SENSE OF THE BEAUTIFUL AND HER HOME WAS 

ALWAYS A PLACE OF QUIET BEAUTY, AN OUTWARD REFLEX OF HER 

OWN SPIRIT, SHE DRESSED WELL, WITHOUT ANY SHOW OF ARROGANCE, 

SHE ENJOYED THE GOOD THINGS IN LIFE AND NOW THAT LIFE WAS NO 

LONGER GOOD SHE WAS PREPARED TO MEET HER MAKER, 

WHAT MORE CAN . BE SAID? WHAT MORE NEED BE SAID? 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

APRKL 7, 1988 
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Dorothy Glueck : 
•. 

j Death is an inevitable com~lement 

of life. Death is of life's most 
. 

elemental nature. Dust we are,to 
dust we return. Death . is universal. 
Death is our destiny. Death does not 

consign us to oblivion~ It does not 

return us to the earth as it was. 

The spirit returns to _God who gave it. 

We do not know what lies beyond the 

bourne of time. We can be assured that 

God, our loving father, does not forsake 

us. In death our 1 i·fe mer el v takes on 
-~ wr ~«-

another form. T~ received under 
) 

God's sheltering protection that abides 

ther~, protected by his love. 

M~mory, too, outlives death. 
' • . •, .. 

Physically · our loved ones are no longer 

with us, but an abiding remembrance of . 

their quality continues long after 

their death. The words they sooke 

in love are not foraotten. -

.. 
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They live on in the good and gentle 

acts which we learn to respect. Those 

who fill their days helpfully leave behind 

an imperishable legacy. Such is the 

memory of Dorothy Glueck, a woman of 
, 

great dignity and qui et strength·- whom 

God has taken back unto Himself. 

She led a life in a circle 

of good and lifelong friends. She had 

.no desire to strut on the public stage. 

Yet, far more than many, she discharged 

with skill the many responsibilities 

which life thrust on her. As daughter 

and sister she was ever close and ever 

h e 1 p f u l: ·. ~~~-~-··· ... A s a w i f e t o I r v i n s h e ,, a s 

full of love and encouragement, a 

woman of valor. 
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As mother, grandmother and great­

grandmother she was a source of quiet 

strength and great love. She was 

determined not to intrude upon the lives 

of her children. She refused all 

offers of housing. Her greatest- joy 
was the joy of seeing her sons and 

her daughter yr,JfN into· competent 
51-~~ '91!Q;;\tJyJ1 

adulthood, ~tH~~es privileged to know 
. / '"~ 

that they in ·turn raised their children 

to her standards and values. 

There was music in her he_a};t__ a_~ A IJ..t7trlli 

_;.. ~~.I" lo tot:) f .?f" ,..j~ - r ,-"'ft-~~~ bM t I vu ~ 

in her fingers and the joy of life was 
I 

part of the core of her being. 

A S:. 'a •• r. e 1 a t i v e 1 y y o u n g w i d o w s h e 

met a new set of responsibilities 

with strength and determination. 
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She walked her own way with dignity 
~ 1A~r • 

an d,. w i t h c o u r a g e f'"'J s,t,,...tf ( 

It is hard even now to lose such 

a woman even though our minds tell us 

she had come to the fullness of aae ..... 

and that life no longer had any zest 

for her. Dorothy was a woman of great 

dignity. She enjoyed unbroken good 

health most of her life. These last 

months could not have been oleasant 

for her. Life and dignity were 

equivalent in her mind. She must 

have welcomed death, but still, there 

is the hurt of the loss of one who 

is part "0-f -, our 1 i ves. 

I 
' 

' 

I 
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It is the wisdom of our oeople 
. . 

at times such as this to remind ourselves 

that the measure of our grief is the 

measure of our love. The measure of 

our love i:4"the measure of our gratitude 

t o G o d f o r a 11 o w i n g u s t o sh a r e • ·o u r 

existence with a person of quality. 

God gave Dorothy physical strength. 

He blessed her with a good mind and 
. 

determination. Dorothy was a woman of 

faith. She had faith in life, in 
. 

tomorrow and God. She had a sense of 

the beautiful and her home was always 

a place of quiet beauty, an outward 

r e f 1 e x --~- o--f , __ h er ·own s p i r i t . S h e d r es s e d .. 

well, without any show of arroQance. 

She enjoyed the good things in life 

and now that life was no longer good 

she was prepared to meet her maker. 
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What more can be said? 

What more need be said? 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

April 7, 1988 

• . . 

( 



DordER; ·M'intz 

These things are beautiful beyond belief 
The pleasant weakness that comes after pain 
The radiant greenness that comes after rain 
The deepened faith that follows after grief 
And the awakening to love again. 

Were I a musician I would try to weave this transcendant theme into a fugue 

and to play it now. Music would speak more adequately than words what is in our 

hearts - love, pain, grief for a good friend, a sharp sense of personal loss. 

There are feelings which do not yield to language, mysterious elements which touch 

the limits of frustration and the heights of love. The theme of such a fugue: 

that time heals and that we will awaken from our grief and love again is both true 

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

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

awaken again to feeling, and even joy. 

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

At times like this we need not words but a sense that others link hands with us 

as we walk life's stormy way. We share in a community of love and of grief and 

are encouraged. Music expresses rather than explains, and I have no superior 

wisdom to share with you. I cannot explain why someone who's loving and kind 

dies in the prime of life. I cannot resolve the equations of God's mathematics 

nor justify God's decisions, though I affirm their justice: "The Lord has given, 

the Lord has taken away, blessed be the name of the Lord." This is the substance 

of faith and to this our ancestral wisdom adds: "Seek not to explain God's ways 

to man, these 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 schedule our death. All that we can do is 

make the most of the opportunity which is life and find in each day love and ful­

fillment. An hour can be rich in achievement or hollow and devoid of purpose. 

There are some who live so sweetly that their every action brings blessing and 

happiness. These, though they die short of three score years and ten, die ful­

filled because they have made the fullest use of the time given them. 

I affirm this also, that death is not pain but the absence of pain. Death is 

not oblivion, the translation of the soul into the dimension of memory. Our tears 

P-'i.!.f'J 
are now not for ~hy. She is at peace. Her death was swift - without prolonged 

. 
pain. She has been spared further indignity. We cry for those who have been left 

behind. There is the loss and the loneliness. She is with God. We are alone. 

Her peace is timeless. 
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Dorothy was a gracious and warm-hearted woman. She walked with dignity. 

Her spirit was always youthful. She dressed with care and without any need for 

conscious display. She loved beautiful things because they gave her pleasure, not 

because they were costly. She delighted in friendship and in the years of her 

strength and maturity she had a wide circle of good friends with whom she shared 

the inevitable joys and sorrows of life, good conversation, and her love for golf 

and cards - companionship. In the vernacular of our age Dorothy was a people 
, 

person. She was a pleasant companion, an essentially kind human being who was 

sensitive to the needs and concerns of others. I don't know if Dorothy knew the 

line from the Book of Psalms which reads,-~ladness of heart is the life of the 

human being;' but there was an essential joyousness to her person. She looked to 

find the happy occasions. 

Dorothy was a people person and a family person. She was raised in a close­

knit family unit and as the only girl I'm sure she was indulged by her parents and 

her brother. She might easily have become a closed-in, self-involved person, but 

she remained open and interested in others, eager for life's many experiences. 

Early on she was blessed with a good man and together she and Ed built a happy 

marriage. Their home was a welcoming place, their life together a source of mu­

tual joy and true intimacy, their one sorrow the absence of children, but they 

looked on their neices and hephews as their children and kept close the ties 

• 

within their own generation. When Ed died suddenly Dorothy tried as best she could 

to face her grief, but forever after a shadow lay on her spirit. Her friends, 

brothers and family provided companionship, but life was never the same. Yet, 

with it all, she persevered her vivacity and zest, her willingness to get up and 

do. She never gave off the sense of age. 

Dorothy lived in and for her family. She looked for the chance of sharing 

happy occasions with them but she also kne~ that no one can have all their wishes 

fulfilled and she was the first to say, - my life has been full of blessing. She 

brought happiness and joy to a wide circle of friends and offered love, deep, 

abiding and encouraging love to her family. 

I suspect that she would begrudge her death only if it shadowed the lives 

of those whom she loved, whose happiness was more precious to her than life itself. 

"And friends, dear friends, when it shall be 
That this low breath is gone from me, 
And round my bier ye come to weep, 
Let One, most loving of you all, 
Say "Not a tear must o'er her fall! 
He giveth his beloved sleep." 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

August 25, 1983 



ALICE GOODMAN 

THESE THINGS ARE BEAUTIFUL BEYOND BELIEF 
THE PLEASANT WEAKNESS THAT COMES AFTER PAIN 
THE RADIANT GREENNESS THAT COMES AFTER RAIN 
THE DEEPENED FAITH THAT FOLLOWS AFTER GRIEF 
AND THE AWAKtNING TO LOVE AGAIN, 

WEKE I A MUSICIAN I WOULD TRY TO WEAVE THIS TRANSCENDANT 
THEMt INTO A FUtiUE AND TO PLAY IT NOW, MUSIC WOULD SPEAK 

MORE ADEQUATELY THAN WORDS WHAT IS IN OUR HEARTS -LOVE, 

PAIN, GRIEF FOR A GOOD FRIEND, A SHARP SENSE OF PERSONAL 

LOSS, THERE ARE FEELINGS WHICH DO NOT YIELD TO LANGUAGE, 

MYSTERIOUS ELEMENTS WHICH TOUCH THE LIMITS OF FRUSTRATION . 

AND THE HEIGHTS OF LOVE, THE THEME OF SUCH A FUGUE: THAT 

TIME HEALS AND THAT WE WILL AWAKEN FROM OUR GRIEF AND LOVE 

AGAIN IS BOTH TRUE AND APPROPRIATE. HOWEVER DARK THE NIGHT, 

THERE IS ALWAYS ANOTHER DAWN, TODAY A SENSE OF FINALITY 
WEIGHS UPON US, BUT IF WE PERSEVERE AND KEEP GOING WE WILL 

AWAKEN AGAIN TO FEELING, AND EVEN JOY. 

MUSIC EXPRESSES, IT DOES NOT. EXPLAIN, . I .HAVE NO 

EXPLANATION, LIFE IS FRAGILE. AT TIMES LIKE THIS WE NEED 

NOT ~OHOS BUT A SENSE THAT OTHERS LINK HANDS WITH US AS 

WE WALK LIFE'S STORMY WAY. WE SHARE IN A COMMUNITY OF 

LOVE AND OF GRIEF AND ARE ENCOURAGED. MUSIC EXPRESSES RATHER 

THAN EXPLAINS, AND I HAVE NO SUPERIOR WISDOM TO SHARE WITH 

YOU. I CAN~OT RESOLVE THE EQUATIONS OF GOD'S MATHEMATICS 

NOK JUSTIFY GOD'S DECISIONS, THOUGH I AFFIRM THEIR JUSTICE. 
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"THt. LORD HAS GIVEN, THE LORD HAS TAKEN AWAY, BLESSED BE THE 
NAME OF THE LORD." THIS IS THE SUBSTANCE OF FAITH AND TO 
THIS OUR ANCESTRAL WISDOM ADDS: uSEEK NOT TO EXPLAIN GOD'S 
~AYS TO MAN, THESE AH£ BEYOND YOUR UNDERSTANDING," 

LIFE IS A GIFT NOT OF OUR CHOOSING. DEATH IS A FACT 
NOT OF OU~ WILLING. WE DO NOT SCHEDULE OUR BIRTH. WE CANNOT 
SCHEDULE OUR DEATH. ALL THAT WE CAN DO IS TO MAKE THE MOST OF 
THE OPPORTUNITY WHICH IS LIFE AND FIND IN EACH DAY LOVE AND 
FULFILLMENT. AN HOUR CAN BE RICH IN ACHIEVEMENT OR HOLLOW 
AND DEVOID OF PURPOSE, THERE ARE SOME WHO LIVE SO SWEETLY 
THAT THEIR EVERY ACTION .BRINGS BLESSING AND HAPPINESS. THESE, 
THOUGH THEY DIE SHORT OF THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN, DIE 
FULFILLED BECAUSE THEY HAVE MADE THE FULLEST USE OF THE 
TIME GIVEN THEM. 

I AFFIRM THIS ALSO, THAT DEATH IS NOT PAIN BUT THE 
ABSENCE OF PAIN, DEATH IS NOT OBLIVION BUT THE TRANSLATION 
OF THE SOUL INTO THE DIMtNSl)N OF MEMORY. OUR TEARS ARE 

NOW NOT FOR ALICE. SHE IS AT PEACE. HER DEATH WAS SWIFT -­
WITHOUT PROLONGED PAIN. SHE HAS BEEN SPARED FURTHER INDIGNITY, 
WE CRY FOR THOSE WHO HAVE BEEN LEFT BEHIND. THERE IS THE 
LOSS AND THE LONELINESS. SHE IS WITH GOD. WE ARE ALONE. 
HER PEACE IS TIMELESS, 

-· --~ ... -4.: 
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FRANKLY, IT IS DIFFICULT TO ASSOCIATE DEATH WITH ALICE 

GOODMAN, SMALL OF STATURE, SHE WAS SUCH A VIBRANT AND VITAL 
AND STKONG-MINDED WOMAN THAT SHE SEEMED AT TIMES TO DOMINATE 
THE LANDSCAPE. ALICE WAS CLEAR OF PURPOSE AND CERTAIN 
OF HER VALUES, DEATH COMES TO US ALL AND IT CAME TO ALICE 
AT A NOT INAPPROPRIATE TIME. HER BELOVED HUSBAND, ALBERT, 
DIED JUST OVER A YEAR AGO AND WITH HIS DEATH SOMETHING OF 

. 

ALICE'S SPIRIT LEFT HER. SHE AND AL HAD BEEN THE CLOSEST 
OF INTIMATES FOR WELL OVER HALF A CENTURY AND LIFE SEEMED 
TO HAVE LOST ITS PURPOSE FOR ALICE WITH HIS DEATH, 

ALICE WAS A REMARKABLE WOMAN WHO EMBODIED THE VIRTUES OF 
THE OLD AND THE NEW LIFE STYLES. SHE LOOKED WELL TO THE WAYS 
OF HER HOUSEHOLD. HER HUSBAND WAS THE CENTER OF HER WORLD 
AND HER CHILDREN THE FOCUS OF HER SPIRIT, HER HOME WAS HER 
CASTLE AND THE EVENTS OF THE JEWISH YEAR FIXED POINTS OF 
FAMILY MEETING AND JOY, YET, WITH IT ALL SHE WAS A VERY 
MODE~N WOMAN, SHE HAD HER OWN OPINIONS ON MOST SUBJECTS AND 
WAS WILLING TO EXPRESS THEM OPENLY AND FREELY, SHE WALKED 
HER OWN WAY AND IT WAS A GOOD WAY, A RESPECTED WAY, SO MUCH 
SO THAT SHE WAS ELECTED PRESIDENT OF HADASSAH, PRESIDENT OF 
THE WOMEN'S DIVISION OF UNITED JEWISH APPEAL, PRESIDENT OF 
THE TEMPLE WOMEN'S ASSOCIATION, A TASK WHICH I CAN TESTIFY 
SHE DISCHARGED WITH HER USUAL COMPETENCE AND EFFECTIVENESS, 
SHE WAS NOT ONLY A BORN LEADER BUT ONE WHO COULD ARTICULATE 
THE PURPOSES OF HER ORGANIZATION AND WHO KEPT HER EYE ON 
THE MAIN PURPOSES FOR WHICH THE ORGANIZATION WAS DEVOTED, 

I 
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A BORN LEADER, SHE BROUGHT TO HER RESPONSIBILITIES AN EAGER 
MIND, A QUICK GRASP OF THE POSSIBLE, A SENSITIVE CONCERN 
FOR QUALITY OF SERVICE, A PASSIONATE DESIRE TO BRING TO OTHERS 
SOMETHING OF THE SAME VISION WHICH MOVED HER SOUL, 

I DON'T KNOW IF ALICE KNEW MUCH ABOUT EXISTENTIAL 
PHILOSOPHY, YET, THAT APPROACH TO LIFE WAS INSTINCTIVE TO 
HEK, SEIZE EACH MOMENT AND REALIZE EACH MOMENT'S OPPORTUNITY, 
WASTE ~ODAY IN DREARY ROUTINE, ALICE RELISHED ALL THAT 
FED THE MIND, TRAINED TO BE A TEACHER, IT MUST HAVE BEEN 
A PLEASURE TO SIT IN HER CLASSES AND TO LISTEN TO HER 
CONVERSATION AND TO BE CHALLENGED BY HER HIGH STANDARDS, 
ALL HER LIFE BOOKS AND IDEAS, THE STUFF OF HUMAN CULTURE, 
FILLED HER MIND AND KEPT HER YOUTHFUL, ALICE ENJOYED THE 
GOOD THINGS OF LIFE, GOOD COMPANY, GOOD CONVERSATION, 
LITERATURE, BEAUTIFUL SURROUNDINGS, HER INTERESTS WERE 
VARIED AND THE RANGE OF HER INTERESTS WIDE, 

SHE WAS A WOMAN WITH A GREAT CAPACITY FOR LASTING 
FRIENDSHIP, HER FRIENDS WERE CAREFULLY CHOSEN, PEOPLE OF 
THE SAME QUALITY AND STAMP AS SHE WAS, 

• ALICE WAS A WOMAN OF FAITH, LOYAL ALWAYS TO HER GOD 
AND TO HER PEOPLE, HER TRUST IN GOD WAS DEEP AND HER 
CONCERN FOR THE JEWISH COMMUNITY AN EXTREMELY ACTIVE ONE, 
IT IS FITTING THAT THIS MEMORIAL SERVICE SHOULD BE HELD 
IN THIS ROOM WHERE SHE AND AL WERE MARRIED. IT IS A 
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SPACE KEDOLENT OF CHERISHED MEMORIES FOR THIS CLOSE-KNIT 
FAMILY, 

ANOTHER WOMAN OF GREAT ENERGY AND MANY PARTS MIGHT NOT 
HAVE FOUND TIME FOR THE MOST INTIMATE TIES OF ALL, THE TIES 
OF FAMILY, THIS WAS NOT ALICE'S WAY, SHE AND AL WOVE THEIR 
LIVES INTO A CLOSE PARTNERSHIP OF LOVE, WORKED TOGETHER IN 
COMMON PURPOSE, ESTABLISHED A GOOD AND VALUE-LADEN HOME 
IN WHICH THEIR SON AND DAUGHTER GREW INTO THE VALUES THEIR 
PARENTS LIVED BY, AND WHERE THEY WERE BLESSED WITH ALL 
MANNER OF INTELLECTUAL AND CULTURAL OPPORTUNITY, THEY, 
IN TURN, BROUGHT INTO THE FAMILY THEIR SPOUSES AND 
GRANDCHILDREN, EACH OF WHOSE ACHIEVEMENTS GAVE ALICE THE 
GREATEST OF PLEASURES, ALICE WAS NEVER HAPPIER THAN WHEN 
SHE WAS SURROUNDED BY HER CHILDREN AND HER GRANDCHILDREN, 
SHE WAS A GOOD FRIEND TO THEM FOR SHE TREATED THEM AS 
ADULTS, SHE WAS A PERSON WITH WHOM THEY COULD TALK OVER 
THEIR PLANS AND IDEAS, 

WHAT MORE CAN BE SAID? WHAT MORE NEED BE SAID? WE 
HAVE LOST A GOOD FRIEND AND A VIBRANT COMPANION, ALICE 
WILL BE LONG AND LOVINGLY MISSED, 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

DECEMBER 10, 1987 
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CE,,~ ~~~ 
(Jl&cw !Loa.an 

re;---e~~ ... i..UJ/~"6-- . • ~ 
TAie norni~e istls:afa 1t "'11 and I SfOke aha.It ~aru rroth~ and 

as we did a vignette fran Jewish literature came to mind. '!he birds, it seems, 

mticed that when the wirrl blew the branches of ordinacy trees sighed in the wirrl, 

but trose of fruit-bearing trees were silent. Curiosity led them to ask the 

fruit trees why they did not make any noise, and the trees replBd, • 'our fruits 

are sufficient advertisement for us.' 

Ctt/.A_b · 
'lJslii@liil Ncomldll lived a long and useful life, quietly, graciously, with great 

dignity and without the least need to advertise herself. Her life, her marriage, 
~~~~~~ so~ / ·, 

her hare, the accomplislments of her• RS and grandGRa:ieren - these spoke for her 
~..1£~{" 

and of her. I believe that ~resa \Jould have urrlerst.cxrl and appreciated a little 

poan which is a favorite of mine. 

I do not want the gaping crav.tl 
'lb cnme with lamentations loud, 

When life has fled. 

I do not want my words and ways 
Rehearsed, perhaps with tardy praise, 

When I am Qead. 

I do not want strange curious eyes 
'lb scan my f~ce when oale it lies 

In silence dread. 

l'br 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 arrl evil, too, 

Through frierrlship's test. 

Just those who tried to find the gcx:rl, 
Arrl then, as only true friends <X>Uld, 

Forget the rest. 

Yet, true frierds of a lifetine am her family need to have the fine qualities of , 
her person at least alluded to at this service. Facing our dead, we want to 

~ 

rEm:!'C'ber their lives, not their dying - that's the virtue of a eulogy ➔ ~ "'~ ' 1 ( . ... 

/£,~,. , 14 5~ \C:.... dt ~,~ • • • th 1 • 1 f f ·1 -~ f ·-~- ·th d" "" wanan of valor who lived within e c ose ci.rc e o anu. y cu.u r1.t:::u .. l~ wi 1.g-
~ ~N.,. ~~46 ,., l . # , I 
nity and stren]tb, canpetently, loyal in good times and in ba.Q, careful of her 

responsibilities, pddeful only of the acmupllshnents of h& ~:;,hq:w of tt:Sr 
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'Mt .!, was a pdvate person. She kept her CMJ1 mind and her CMJ1 counse11 1,'71 
, ' . j I , I I ~~ ,. 

In oor era pf ba; 1 fel lat1 1,nfl mat, aipeilliia11i!al ,&. - ',,GSl'd.J.: !1:..tell!!twere 

• rrefn1J¥ c::boli'aa • I : a :1bl deep and lifelong. ~· J; .. ,~ 
J:.QQ ~h:J of t.g_l Hv=l ir • ' ____,_ ' 

_,. ~ L 'A 
ose wtX> knew her best describe a \\al1all wtX> _was without guile or side, 

the same within as without, at the same time a \4DllaJl of prcxligious will and · 

$ -determinaticn. '9nee- a deetB1at was INl!ie. ma a WiitddtGit taken, she was oot one 
.• < Ai-- &~ f\ J Lr 

""te loolc 11ack. She met her responsibilities as wife and nether with love. Her 
• ;... . 

marriage and~ was the focus and center of -her being - and when she was widowed 

she faced being alone wi~ oourage - &reetm:tned to tare.ii, ~ - Del1'r to 

re a illrsNcn. ( She never was. She met each day confidently. She managed her affairs 

with erergy and skill. If she was ever anxious or lonely she kept her worries 

to herself. ~~ was rot one to irrlµlge ~n self-pity, aXKi~en in these ·last 

nonths of illness and infinnity she squared her sooulders and fj&t:tll.'IWLll!Mll=mirili ... "'1E~ 

· 1 ~~t h:r \ow " ---·- • ..__. 
1 

a .• sh- ' 
I 

<fleaee · ef theee: Um 8A8 louea ,ilAd ~red for. To~ _h~.i:: "':~-s to· be raninded • of . 
. ~ . 

4 I : ' 

the Ix:>et's ~rds: cut .of the earth,: the ·rose/()lt of ·the night, the a~~n:/Out -of 
I • ; , -: '1 ~ • \ • 

. ' I 

my heart, with all· 1ts woes/PJ.gh courage, press on. TG ~e ~ery em ~tesa had 
• -~\ t . 

the oourage to press oh. bbe aied in the fullness of years - at a time when to 
' • 

live lorger \'OJld have been an in:iignity. She left · to those who knew and loved 
l 

her one last gift of her love, a legacy of wo~ful mem:>ries, nett>ries which 

will oontinue to·wann their lives and enx,urage then in the years ahead. 

Daniel Jerany Silver 

, Alvwt ~6, 1982 

., 



Dorothy Greenbaum 

These things are beautiful beyond belief 
The pleasant weakness that comes after pain 
The radiant greenness that comes after rain 
The deepened faith that follows after grief 
And the awakening to love again. 

Were I a musician, I would try to weave this transcendant theme into a fugue and to play 

it now. Music would speak more adequately than words what is in our heart - love , 

pain, empathy for an anguished soul , grief for a good friend , a sharp sense of personal 

loss. There are feelings which do not yield to language, mysterious elements which touch 

the limits of frustration and the heights of love . The theme of such a fugue: that time 

heals and that we will awaken from our grief and love again is both true and appropriate. 

However dark the night, there is always another dawn . Today a sense of finality weighs 

upon us, but if we persevere and keep going we will awaken again to feeling , and even 

joy. 

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

is fragile. At times like this we need not words, but a sense that others link hands 

with us as we walk life ' s stormy way . We share in a corrmuni ty of love and of grief and 

are encouraged. 

Unbidden, another thought comes to mind . Our conventional wisdom is 

romantic and would have us believe that security and sunshine are the stuff of life. 

The unique prosperity and the power of our country have made us forget the older ex­

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

always a struggle with ourselves and our circumstances and with the dark voices within . 

Who of us can guarantee our families or our lives against the sudden intrusion of violence 

or serious illness? 

Another truth is that each of us is unique. Some are taller and others 

shorter. Some have a sturdy emotional frame while others are as sensitive as a spring 

flower. We must face life with what we are given and for some of us this is incredibly 

difficult. Life is full of unexpected turns, and love and positive thoughts do not con­

quer all. There are times when all the love and support and understanding family and 
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friends can give does not reach another's pain or relieve the burden in their soul. 

Life tests us all. Romantic innocents talk glibly of peace on earth and 

joy unbounded and real security, but all honest philosophies insist that the way is 

hard, the burdens are many and security uncertain. At times crushing burdens are put 

on us and there are no moments of relief or release. We are pushed beyond our capacity 

to accept. It is not by chance that the book of Job is in the Bible for Job refracts 

life. Job was a good man, a decent man. He deserved well of life; yet, his life be­

came such that he cursed the day of his birth. There was no reason for Job to suffer. 

There was no reason that Dotsie should have borne the burdens that she did. Job was a 

good man. Cotsie was a good woman, a wann and careful friend, a devoted wife and a 

loving, sensitive mother. She lived with a quiet dignity and gave of herself sensitively 

. and loyally to her friends. The ties of love and family were treated with reverence. 

If we were graded as school children are graded we would say that Dotsie deserved high 

marks and the rewards which go with such a record. 

There were happy times, good friends, a calm hane in which she shared 

easily the love of her husband and their pride in their children. But then, suddenly, 

as with Job, the dark days came. Violence forced its way into her quiet life and stripped 

her of one who was more precious than life itself; and soon after illness, painful, de­

bilitating, both in its onset and in its treatment. The shadows stayed. Dotsie struggled 

as best she could for health and to master her feelings and her fears; but in time 

she was crushed with all that she was asked to bear and all the love that she knew others 

had for her could not save her. 

Why? I have no answers. I suspect there are none. We are given life but 

never promised that life will be manageable or make sense. I have no higher wisdom to 

offer, only the simple truth that we stand here united in a conmunity of sorrow, good 

and lifelong friends who cared and tried, a husband who stood fast, whose love never 

broke, who willed with every fiber of his body for Dotsie to gain strength and health; 

sons, her joy and pride, whose love and attention lightened each day. With us there 
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are no words, only the music, the love, the grief, which binds us close. I have no ex­

planations, only concerns. I have no words, only the confidence that every night must 

end - that there is always a new dawn. 

August 15, 1979 

What though the radiance which was once so bright 
Be now forever taken from my sight, 
Though nothing can bring back the hour 
of splendor in the grass, of glory in the flower; 
We will grieve not, rather find 
strength in what remains behind; 
In the primal sympathy 
which haveing been must ever be; 
In the soothing thoughts that spring 
out of human suffering; 
In the faith that looks through death, 
In years that bring the philosophic mind. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 



Lahw ,~ 
I-Jitda .R:e ich 

We are met to pay a metl"orial tribute to a gracious and good woman, · a 

• 4,-u..-,..,- (.A- 0 l U.7': A (.,..: ' ~ '-ffl ,t 
__. tr•;a I y :re !i ant Jxn • a 1sc ing, •lilda ft.e t'ch., lltl\la always put me in mind of a thought 

which George Bernard Shaw phrased son,e years ago: 

People are always blaming their circumstances for what they 

are. I don't believe in circumstances. The people who get on 

in this world are the people who get up and look for the c ircum­

stances they want and if they can't find them, make them. 

Lu( 
Far more than most people I have known, IMl:c½a was master of her fate and captain of 

her soul. \\Q1t!ItC ♦ Ci f saw her, undaunted by me wneef ehatz, Sllakespep,re's..Jine, 

"sweat az e the uses c,f aidv ers i:~yrl-' an e • 1'e n, in.a, llilaa 5ep:r:eseu.ted ,.fqr._ tl?e a 11 that 

was i .t:a•igat»te m T!lm'-ntiman s p1r rt:--=-~n innate s treHgth I &8 i&tcd ~11 cash her being. 

'-°' H.iJ.da took life for what it was and n,ade of it all that it could be. She had no time for 

self-pity or complaint and an instinctive ability to see the bright side of eve~y situa­

tion and the possibility in every opportunity. Hers was a caltl" and sweet strength. 

Hilda was a liberated woman long before the word became popular. As a 

young woman she found her way to the very ·c~nter of power in our city as personal 

secretary to the Utilities ·commissioner during Newton D. Baker's administration. 

There was little about the city that she did not know. Her efficiency and capacity 

earned her the respect of people of both parties and of every walk of life; and her 

service is still remembered. 

As a young woman and throughout_her life Hilda went everywhere. She was 

eager to savor all that life had to offer - art, culture, music, learning, travel. 

She was al~•ays up, ready to go. No day was a gray day. She did not let it be. 
' 

People always were delighted to have her conie by. 



Mary Ellen Gross • 

These things are beautiful beyond belief: 

The pleasant weakness that comes after pain, 

The radiant greenness that comes after rain, 

the deepened faith that follows after grief, 

And the awakening to love again. 

WERE I A MUSICIAN~ I WOULD TRY TO WEAVE THIS TRANSCENDENT 

THEME INTO A FUGUE AND TO PLAY IT NOW. MUSIC WOULD SPEAK 

MORE ADEQUATELY THAN WORDS WHAT IS IN OUR HEARTS~4-LQVE, . 

PAIN, EMPATHY FOR AN ANGUISHED SOUL, l,fiEF FM A 688&-zFRI_END, 
. 

A SHARP SHNSE OF PERSONAL LOSS. THERE ARE FEELINGS WHICH 

DO NOT,YIELD TO LANGUAGE, MYSTERIOUS ELEMENTS WHICH TOUCH 
. . 

THE LIMITS OF FRUSTRATION & THE HEIGHTS OF. LOVE. THE THEME 

) OF SUCH A FUGUE---THAT TIME HEALS & THAT WE WILL AWAKEN FROM 
,. 

OUR GRIEF & LOVE AGAIN---1S BOTH TRUE & APPROPRIATE. 

HOWEVER DARK TffE NIGHT, THERE IS ALWAYS ANOTHER QAWN. , 
TODAY A SENSE OF F_INALITY WEIGHS URJ4 US, BUT IF WE PERSEVERE 

. . & KEEP GOING, WE WILL AWAKEN AGAIN TO FEELING, AND EVEN JOY. 
-

, 



MUS IC EXPRESSES, IT DOES NOT EXPLAIN. I HAVE NO 

EXPLANATION. LIFE IS FRAGILE. AT TIMES LIKE THIS, 

WE NEED NOT WORDS BUT A SENSE THAT OTHERS LINK HANDS 

WITH US AS WE WILK LIFE'S STORMY WAY. WE SHARE IN A 

COMMUNITY OF LOVE & OF GRIEF AND ARE ENCOURAGED. 

ALMOST UNBIDDEN A THOUGHT COMES TO MIND. THERE IS 

• SO MUCH IN OUR CONVENTIONAL WISDOM WHICH WOULD HAVE US 

BELIEVE THAT CONFIDENCE & SUNSHINE ARE THE STUFF OF LIFE. 

THE UNIQUE PROSPERITY & TECHNOLOGY OF OUR AGE HAVE · 

MADE US FORGET THE OLDER EXPERIENCE WHICH KNEW LIFE 

~S FREIGHTED, SHADOWED & UNCERTAIN. THE TRUTH IS THAT 

LIFE IS ALWAYS A STRUGGLE WITH OURSELVES, WITH THE 

Sl{UATl9N IN WHICH WE FIND OURSELVES AND WITH DARK 

VOICES WITHIN. WHO OF US SLEEPS EASILY & WITHOUT CARE 

EVERY NIGHT? 
. 

ANOTHER TRUTH IS THAT EACH OF US IS UNIQUE. SOME 

ARE TALLER & OTHERS SHORTER. SOME HAVE A STURDY 

EMOTIONAL FRAME WHILE OTHERS ARE AS SENSITIVE AS A 

SPRING FLOWER. WE MUST FACE LIFE WITH WHAT WE ARE . 

GIVEN & FOR SOME THIS IS INCREDIBLY DIFFICULT. -
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lfFE IS FULL OF UNEXPECTED TURNS & LOVE DOES NOT CONQUER 

ALL. THERE ARE TIMES WHEN ALL THE LOVE & UNDERSTANDING 

A FAMILY CAN GIVE CANNOT RELIEVE THE PAIN IN ANOTHER'S 

SOUL. I OFTEN WI SH THAT WE WOULD TALK TO OUR CH I LOREN 

ABOUT THE GRAY DAYS AS WELL AS THE SUNFILLED ONES, 

ABOUT LIFE AS IT ... IS·, WITH ALL OF ITS UNCERTAINTY AND _ 

CONFUSION, ABOUT HUMAN NEED, AS IT IS WITH ALL OF ITS 

VARIETY & COMPLEXITY. 

LIFE TESTS US ALL. ROMANTIC INNOCENTS TALK GLIBLY 

OF PEACE ON EARTH, .OF JOY UNBOUNDED AND REAL SEGUR I TY. 

BUT ALL HONEST PHILOSOPHERS INSIST THAT THE .WAY IS HARD, 

THE BURDENS ARE MANY, AND NOTHING IS CERTAIN. 

TO LIVE IS TO BE BRUISED. NO LIFE IS ALWAYS CALM & 

ENDLESSLY PLACID. · AT TIMES WE ARE PUSHED BEYOND OUR 
. 

CAPACITY TO ACCEPT. WHAT MAY SEEM TO AN OUTSIDER A LIFE 

OF PRIVILEGE MAY IN FACT BE BEYOND OUR CAPACITY TO MANAGE. 

IT IS WELL TO KEEP IN MIND THE OLD RABBINIC SAYING: 

"NEVER JUDGE ANOTHER UNTIL YOU HAVE STOOD IN HIS PLACE." 
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WHO KNOWS THE NEEDS & FEARS WHICH SURGE IN ANOTHER'S 

SOUL? WHO KNOWS HOW ANOTHER EXPRESSES HIS LOVE? 

. OURS IS NOT "TO JUDGE, ONLY TO GRIEVE, TO GRIEVE ONE WHO 

TRIED TO EXPRESS HER LOVE & TO MEET HER NEEDS BUT FOUND 

LIFE BEYOND MANAGEMENT. 

( 015 

MAIY ELLEN WANTED DESPERATELY TO FIND WAYS 

TO EXPRESS THE ;FEELINGS THAT SURGED WITHIN HER---

HER SENSE OF THE BEAUTIFUL, HER LOVE OF FAMILY---

BUT SHE COULD NOT FIND THE KEY THAT WOULD UNLOCK 

THAT DOOR. ~HE CAME FROM A WARM & LOVINB FAMILY, 

AND FAMILY WAS THE CENTER OF HER BEING. SHE WAS A 

DUTIFUL DAUGHTER AND . A LOVING SISTER WHO SIMPLY SEEMS 
' ~ 

NOT TO HAVE COMPLETELY GROWN UP. 

ALL LIFE IS A SEARCH--A SEARCH FOR OURSELVES . 
. 

FOR SOME THE WAY IS LONG & FRAUGHT WITH FRUSTRATION. 

ALL THAT WE CAN SAY IS THAT MARY ELLEN TRIED, BUT SOMEHOW 
V'll i Ail. 7" • . 

NEVER ASSUMEI THE RESPONSIBILITIES OF A MEANINGFUL LIFE. 
&l+i•TftwlEB BUT tltD IM 8UCC:£EQ ·1N MANAGINtr NOST OF HER 
R£LATltiNSHIPS. 

•• 1 • ' . 
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WE ARE NOW UNITED IN GRIEFi WE GRIEVE NOT ONLY FOR A 
LIFE TAKEN FROM US BUT FOR A LIFE THAT WAS NEVER FULLY 
EXPLORED OR LIVEDi MARY ELLEN CAME FROM A CLOSE-KNIT 
AND DEVOTED FAMILY, A FAMILY WHO REMAINED THROUGHOUT HER 
LIFE THE CENTER OF HER BfING"( f's~E"~As",t~lO~AN VERY MUCH 

/ f · 

IN SEARCH OF HERSELF Atffi. F0R f'ff38T OF HE-ft AIJUtT H FE 2!> 

UNARI E TQ ACCEPT HER MAWIJY/' INSTEAD OF TAKING LIFE 
FACE ON SHE SHIED AWAY FROM COMMITMENTS; THERE WAS A 
CERTAIN INCOMPLETENESS TO HER LIFE, BUT DURING THESE LAST -, 
FEW MONTHS OF ILLNESS WE SAw7icoURAGE WHICH LAY WITHIN 
HER SOUL; f-le. 11. Lr,J i,,,.1/f < 5' C /1 I. ( r, ,r.-U-~ 1 

l _---------------------~:,====::....___;,;__:____;___;,;;;;~~-



-5-

WE ARE NOW UNITED IN GRIEF. 

A LIFE TAKEN FROM US UT FOR A 

- NOT ONLY FOR 

THAT WAS NEVER FULLY 
JI\ /Jt1.. t L: 2-U-/./ . 

EXPLORED OR LIVED. Y WAS A SENSE OF-~ POTENTIAL 

WHICH LAY WITHI.N HER SOUL. 

, WITH US THERE ARE NO WORDS, ONLY THE MUSIC, THE LOVE, 
.. . . 

TH.E GRIEF, WHICH BIND US CLOSE. I HAVE NO EXPLANATIONS, 

ONLY CONCERNS. I HAVE NO WORDS, ONLY THE CONFIDENCE 

THAT EVERY NIGHT MUST END---THAT THERE IS ALWAYS A NEW DAWN . 

• 
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WHAi THOUGH THE RADIANCE WHICH WAS ONCE SO BRIGHT 

BE· NOW FOREVER TAKEN FROM MY SIGHT, 

THOUGH NOTHING CAN BRING BACK THE HOUR 

OF SPLENDOR IN THE GRASS, OF GLORY IN THE FLOWER; 

WE WILL NOT GRIEVE, RATHER FIND 

STRENGTH IN WHAT REMAINS BEHIND; 

IN THE PRIMAL SYMPATHY 

WHICH HAVING BEEN MUST EVER BE; 

IN THE SOOTHING THOUGHTS THAT SPRl·NG 

OUT OF HUMAN SUFFERING; 

IN THE FAITH THAT LOOKS THROUGH DEATH, 

IN YEARS THAT BRING THE PHILOSOPHIC MIND. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

January 14, 1988 



Our God and Father! To Thee 

we turn in the sorrow of our hearts. 

Where can we find comfort except 
. . 

with Thee? Dark are Thy ways, 

hidden . T_hy purposes.. Thou sendest 

the noonday brightness; Thou also 

causest the clouds to cast their 

darkness upon us. Thou art the 

Author of life .and death; and who 

can say unto Thee: What doest Thou? 

Though we walk in the valley of 

the shadow of death, we trust in 
. . 

Thee. Even in such a night as this, 

Thy light has not gone out and 

Thy mercy has not vanished. 
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The thread of life is slender 

and frail. Not yet fully alive, .,_,_i0
~

0
~~ 

life has been cut short by the hand 

of death. 

Helper of the helpless, strengthen 

the grief-stricken parents and aid 

them to rise above the anguish of 

th i s hour . I n hum i 1 i t y , may they 
. 

resign themselves to Thine all-wise 

decree. Purified in the furnace 

of affliction and drawn to each 

other into a closer bond of union, 

may they be enabled to devote unto 
rc.-&1u •. ,,, ;..i1 

tJl;9 ■ aby still with them that love 

which they could not give to the 

departed. 



• C • 

3 

May his memory live as a 

hallowing influence in the shrine 

of the father's and mother's 

unfading ·1ove .. May they bring 

kindness to those who never tasted 

its sweetness, light into homes 

which are ever wrapped in sombre 

clouds. May their faith in Thee 

never falter; and may they find 

comfort in the hope of life with 

Thee, our loving Father. Amen. 



ROSE GUREN 

DEATH IS AN INEVITA9LE COMPLE~ENT 
OF LIFE. DEATH IS OF LIFE'S ~OST 

ELEMENTAL NATURE. DUST WE ARE, TO DUST 
WE RETURN. DEATH IS OUR DESTINY, ~UT 
DEATH DOES NOT CONSIGN US TO 09LIVION. 

IT DOES NOT SIMPLY RETURN US TO THE 

EARTH AS IT WAS. THE SPIRIT RETURNS TO 

GOD WHO GAVE IT. WE DO NOT KNOW WHAT 

LIES BEYOND THE BOURNE OF TIME, 8UT WE 

CAN BE ASSURED THAT GOD, OU~ LOVING 

FATHER, DOES NOT FORSAKE US. WE ARE 

RECEIVED UNDER GOD'S SHELTERING 

PROTECTION & PROTECTED THERE 8Y HIS 
LOVE. 

NAME OF DECEASED: ROSE GOREN JOINED: 9/29 

DATE OF DEATH: 6/17/89 FUNERAL: 6/19/89 AGE: 90 

MEMBER RABBI OFFICIATING: RABBI SILVER 

CEMETERY: MAYFIELD TIME: 2 PM 

FUNERAL HOME: CLEVELAND TEMPLE MEMORIAL 

HOMER GOREN, SON, 3925 LANDER RD. CHAGRIN FALLS,OH 
464-1990 

SHELDON GOREN, SON 701 BRICKNELL AVE., #1850 

MIAMI, FLORIDA 

OVER 
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MEMORY, TOO, OUTLIVES DEATH. 

PHYSICALLY OUR LOVED ONES ARE NO LONGER 

WI TH US, BUT AN ABIDING REt.AEt~'3RANCE OF 

THEIR QUALITY CONTINUES LONG AFTER THEIR 

DEATH. THE WORDS THEY SPOKE IN LOVE, THE 

DEEDS THEY ACCOMPLISHED, ARE NOT QUICKLY 

FORGOTTEN. THEY LIVE ON IN THE GOOD AND 

GENTLE ACTS WHICH WE LEARNED TO RESPECT. 

THOSE WHO F1LL THEIR DAYS HELPFULLY LEAVE 

BEHIND AN 1~PERISHA9LE LEGACY. 

GERTRUDE MILNER, SISTER 20201 N.PARK BLVD., #105 

MYNETTE NEWMAN, SISTER 26400 GEO.ZEIGER DR. 

FAMILY AT HOME OF HOMER GUREN 

3925 LANDER RD. 

464-1990 

It 



3 

SUCH IS THE MEMORY OF A GOOD FRIEND, 

A VITAL PERSON & A RESPECTED NEIGHBOR 
' 

ROSE GUREN. ROSE WAS AN INTELLIGENT & 

DETERMINED WOMAN. SHE KNEW HER MIND & 

WAS QUITE READY TO REMIND OTHERS GENTLY 

OF ITS RIGHTNESS. SHE WALKED HER OWN 

WAY & SAW LIFE WITH THE EYE OF A STORY­

TELLER. SHE LIVED BY STANDARDS WHICH 

SHE KNEW TO BE RIGHT. 

ROSE GREW UP IN CLEVELAND & KEPT 

ABOUT HER ALL HER LONG LIFE THAT CONCERN 

FOR PERSONS, THAT OPENNESS & INVOLVE~ENT 

WITH FAMILY & FRIENDS WHICH IS A HALL~ARK 

OF OUR CITY_ 
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SHE WAS A FAMILY PERSON WHO KNEW THAT 

TIES OF FAMILY & FRIENDSHIP ARE A TRUE 

& APPROPRIATE CENTER FOR LIFE. THE 4TH 

OF 8 CHILDREN, SHE WAS DEVOTED TO ALL 

OF THEM & TO THEIR OFFSPRING. HER HOME 

WAS OPEN TO FRIENDS & FAMILY. THERE WERE 
·-

NO KEYS. SHE WAS TRUSTING. FORTUNATELY, 

SHE WAS NEVER GIVEN A GOOD REASON NOT 

TO TRUST. HER SONS COULD COME HOME FROM 

COLLEGE & FIND THAT THERE WAS NO BED 

FOR THEM--FAMI.LY OR FRIENDS WERE 

VISITING & OCCUPYING THEIR BEDROOMS. 

- --- . . 
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ROSE HAD MANY FRIENDS WHO VALUED HER 

PERSON, HER CONVERSATION & HER WAY WITH 

LANGUAGE. SHE WAS A PUBLISHED POET & 
APPARENTLY A GOOD ONE. SHE HAD A .HOST -OF 

'FRIENDS, MANY TO WHOM SHE WROTE LONG 

LETTERS ABOUT HER BELOVED NATHAN, SHELLY 
"✓ 

& HOMER, THEIR tlVES, CHILDREN & GRAND-

CHILDREN & GREAT GRANDCHILDREN. SHE HAD 

MANY FRIENDS HERE&, FOR THE LAST QUARTER 

CENTURY IN MIAMI. SHE MADE FRIENDS 

EASILY & BOUND THEM TO HER WITH ACTS OF 

LOVE & INTIMACY. SHE WAS WELL READ, AN 

EXCELLENT CONVERSATIONALIST, A RACONTEUR 
0 F U N US UAL C AP AC I T Y . I N AN OT H ER ·, • •. • -~-• , 

----

GENERATION . SHE Ml GHT HAVE . 9EEN ·A CAREER 

WOMAN, 9UT SHE WAS A CHILD OF HER 

ENVIRONMENT. SHE HAD 9EEN TAUGHT THAT THE . 

HOME WAS THE WOMAN'S BAILIWICK AND SHE 

LOOKED WELL TO THE WAYS OF HER HOUSEHOLD. 
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ROSE BELIEVED IN FAMILY & TOOK ALMOST 

AS MUCH PLEASURE IN HER SIBLINGS' CHILDREN 

AS IN HER OWN. TO HER HUS9AND OF SO 

MANY YEARS, SHE WAS A HELPMATE & A SOURCE 

OF GREAT JOY. HER 2 SONS, SHELLY & HOMER, 

KNEW HER AS A MOTHER WHO WOVE A WE9 OF 

LOVE CLOSELY AROUND THEM & THEIR FA~~ILIES 

& TAUGHT THEM THE VALUES WHICH MAKE FOR 

SUCCESS & CHARACTER. THE SUCCESS OF 

HER GRANDCHILDREN, NOW GROWN, & OF THEIR 

CHILDREN, WAS HER GREATEST REWARD. 

NO LIFE IS WITHOUT ITS DARKER MOMENTS, 
-

BUT THERE WAS A DETERMINATION & STRENGTH 

IN ROSE WHICH, UNTIL THE LAST 10 MONTHS 

OR SO, CARRIED HER ALONG IN HEALTH & IN 

GOOD SPIRITS EVEN {j_fHLTHE DEATH OF A 

GRAND-DAUGHTER. 
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TO LIVE LONG IS A GIFT FRO~ GOD. 

ROSE LIVED FOR 90 YEARS, FAR BEYOND THE 

FABLED 4 SCORE. SHE & NATHAN LIVED & 

WORKED TOGETHER AS A SINGLE PRESENCE FOR 

WELL OVER 6 DECADES. HER SPIRIT, HER 

INTELLIGENCE, & HER UNIQUE CAPACITY FOR 

FRIENDSHIP & FOR FAMILY WERE A RARE 

PERSONAL ACCOMPLISHMENT. 

WHAT MORE CAN BE SAID? WHAT MORE 

NEED BE SAID? 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

JUNE 19, 1989 



JULIA GUTHOFF January 5, 1959 

WE ARE MET TO PAY OUR LAST TRIBUTE OF RESPECT T0 ONE OF OUR MITlST WHO HAS 

PASSE FRn 1 OUR SIGHT. AS ALWAY AT SUCH AN HOUR WE ST ANn ffiIEF-LADEN BEFORE THE 

CURTAIN nF TEATH. WE CANNOT nRA1 THAT CURTAIN ASITE. WHAT AWAI.TS BEYONT) IS 

FOREVER HIDTIEN FRO OUR VIEW. 

IN Tr-IB E CH nF us WIIJ., PASS B Y0Nn THIS DIVIDE. WIEN ~ DO, "1E WILL Nar 

KNOW WHAT AWAITS US THERE. YET WE WILL CROSS OVER IN FAITH -- IN THE FAITH THAT A 

KIND GOn AND FATHER, WHO HAS GIVEN us LIFE, WILL Nar FORSAKE us IN DEATH. AS HE 

WELCOMED us INTO 'IRIS LIFE ftNn PROTEcrrs us HERE, so WILL HE SHELTER us AND SUSTAIN 

US UNTO ETERNITY. THAT HE WII.J., BE NEAR US WE WILL BE SURE. WE NSED NOT FEAR FOR 

HEAVEN WILL SUPPORT US. 

TO F ACF. DEATH IS 'T'O BE REMINTED OF LIFE I S SWIFT PASSAGE. OUR Y<1lITH SEEMS 

ONLY YESTERDAY, OUR DAYS so FEW. TO FACE nEATH IS TO BE FEMI TfEn OF rr'HE USES TO 

WHICH WE ~UST PUT OUR LIFE. WE no NOT KNOW WHAT LIES BEYOND. WE no KNOd THE 

NATURE OF THAT SERVICE OF LOVE AND KINDNESS, OF GENTLENESS A JD C URAGE, WHICH WE 

MUST ~NDER HERE AND NOW, ANn SINCE WE DO <1T KNOW WHEN ()UR H UR MAY COME, IS IT 

NOT FOLLY FOR ANY OF US TO PUT OFFOUR GENEROUS INSTINCTS ANTI OTJR HONEST JJ1PULSES, 

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

OF OUR DESTINY. WE T)() NOT nETERMINE W N 1 ARE TO nIE. TO LIVE OUR DAYS, HOWEVER 

LONG THEY BE, ABLY A n WELL IS THE BURnEN AND THE CHALIENGE OF LIFE. 

WE LARE MET0R'O PAY OUR LAST RESPECTS rrn JULIA GUTHOFF, A MOTHER ANT'I GRANDMOTHER 

IN ISRAEL, A GENTLE A n KilIDLY WOMAN THOSE GREAT WARMTH OF PRRSONALITY ANn ABOUNDING 

L()VE MADE HER BEinVEn TO ALL. I'r AS NOT MY PRIVILEGE TO BE INTIMA'rE WITH MRS. 

GUmHOFF. SHF LIVET) MOST OF HER LIFE IN ANO'rHER CITY,AMONG OTHER FRIENDS. BUT IN 

HER FEW SHORT MONTHS HERE IN CLEVELAND THE VIVACTIY OF HER PERSON ANn 'rHE FRIEN~ 

LINESS OF HER BEING ENDEARED THEMSELVES TO ft.LL. SOME MEN ANn WOMEN LIVE OUT THEIR 

LIVES IN THE PUBLIC EYE. SOME OF THESE ACCOMPLISH GREAT THINGS, OTHERS NCYr. THE 

MARK OF SUCCESS IN LIFE IS NOT THE MEAc-URE OF OUR FAME BUT TH J.i MEASURE OF OUR NEEDS. 
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SURELY A NOBLF LA TiY ~~o FILLED THE TTEARTS ()F HER PARE ITS Tl"1ITH LOVE' 1ti.1HO FILIEn THE 

HOME (')F HER HUSB~NT) Wirr1H nEVOTION, WHO WALKED LIFE •s LONELY w y PP.f'UT)LY ANn lITHOUT 

SELF-PITY, WHn RAISED HER CHILTIREN TO,,.,KNOW THE VALUE OF HIGH STAN AR11S AND rr1HE 

MEA JING OF ABOUNnING LOVE' ,mo BRnUGHT w AFMTH 'rO THE HOMES OF HER GRANDCHIL TIREN AND 

MADE THEM SEE THE BEAUTY ANn THE MANY RICH COLCRS OF LIFE -- SURELY SUCH A SOMAN 

HAS ACHIEVED MAGNIFICENTLY. SURELY THE MEMORY OF SUCH A WOMAN WILL ALWAYS BE FOR 

BLESSLJG . 

IT IS NOT OUR RIGHT TO INTRUnE AT THIS H()UR UPON THE INTIMATE MEMORIES OF THOSE 

CLOSE TO MRS . GUTHOFF. YET I THI JK THIS MUCH OUGHT TO BE SAID -- AS MRS. GUTHOFF 

LIVED FOR THE HAPPINESS OF THOSE CLOSEST TO HER, A SHE SOUGHT 'r() FROTECT THEM AND 

TO EN COUP. AGE TIEM A rn TO FILL THEIR DAYS WITH JOY AND WELI.BEING' s SHE WOULT) NCW 

HAvr THEM TURN FROM THIS THEIR H<XJP. OF GRIEF BACK TO THE WAYS OF LIFE. SHE WOULD 

HAVE THEM REMEMBER NOT SO MUCH THAT SHE DIED AS ~HAT SH-ri-: LIVED)ANn THAT SHE LIVED 

FOR THEIR HAPPINESS' A1'JD THAT SHE \fnULD HA VE THE1-1 NOW' WARMED BY HER MEMORY' FINn 

A FULL MEASURE OF HAPPINESS IN THE nAYS A J YEARS THAT REMAIN TO THEM. 



• -

We have gathered to pay a tribute of memory and affection to one 

~""' ~~ 
with whom it is difficult to associate the thought of death. I 011i1 igi:aac_· 

was such a vital personality, so energetic, so full of zest - so eager to drain 

t he cup of life of its e,very taste and nourishment. There was always about him 

an aura of quest and enterprise. His was an ardent spirit, keen to explore 

the mystery that is life, impatient to savor fresh contacts and new experiences -

M(/f---~ 
eager to know man and mankind. i:lf,tl was blessed with a prob,ng and restless 

mind, , He was never satisfied with what had been or with the shallow gentility 

which so often passes for conversation. His way was fresh, good-humored, 

and original. He broke the conventional patterns but no one was put off or 

d isconcerted, 
k-VII\J I J ~~')t.ulTt vt-i"f;.,;1 ~ ~o 

for Ls«? as ais 11 ssari it& a gentle spirit and a kindly humor. 

But all men must die and death comes even to the most adventurous 

in life. But when death comes to such a man - one who has lived 

it is something far less than stark tragedy. For 

he has made full use of his opportunities. There is a lipe in the Book of Psalms 

that comes to mind: "Gladness of heart is the lif~ ·tif a man." The anxious 

sap life of its beauty. The joyous find a ~i!:y renewal. Lou was a joyous man. 

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

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

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

have enriched our experience and deepend our understanding. 
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To Julius Arno££ death came as an arrow that flies by day and like 

destruc i that wastes at noonday. Julius ' life was reached 

reputation for care and ser of friendship and family. 

Julius was a hard-working He had to undertake quite 

early the obligation amily responsibility. of this yoke. 

He chose • 1stry of help and healing - to reach out and extend 

He labored long and uncomplainingly for thcs e to whom he was bound. 

at was his way. 

HC.,d\~ 

SWH&s was 

word was his bond. 

He did not ask special gratitude nor expect special favor. 

not a man to cut corners. His honor was rock-ribbed. His 

By nature he was straight, thormrable and trustworthy. A 

'-"'" /I /-. (,) ~ ~ 0 
man of size, 111 H ■s was s u rp r is i ngl y sse.,.a~~illalllllSMF~@l.ijJit.i.ifliirae..aaililnllllid•••iPl!ettle!ll1flll■••u• .. He used 

I(.. 

his strength to shield and protect those whom he loved -,. Rot to iaazps ■ u kiz eosr on 

ot!rars As a friend he was pleasant, warm and loyal, There was no service that 

was too much to ask and none for which he asked thanks. He e njoyed good company 

' .. '-'- fl\.,~ 7 '" 
and he enjoyed the quiet of his home which he filled with melody, tapphcc ■ J and 

music. 

lived in and for his family. Their happiness was his. 

W,._a ~ \~1 I & • • i • o .( 11.C ' t~L ~ ~ ~ ..., /.. t ~~1\1 ..,.,'-t' -, 
To .Aran, It11ine s,:srod ~•s:ta•l•s•• ~f: io~• •~..at had tlta11 •••• i ■ )i&t1ta and 

~, -41~ 1:1 ;t,. -:- , i '1<.J"~~ ~ r" ""'~ "" , ... •-~ 

"';,~ 1,'-:'b'"~·'• T!'.::ii u¾~!/t!;f :;; H~un u1.ztttmg@D at Ui@ i iffl"'ffll'lte :ccL. its 

\/ Qv I t) J N~ I ,,~ i. r- ~ 1/J'/ ~ t',1., l# ,1..111-. /..,, 
1 . Their ·•·•-... 111•••11 ll"'lllliMnf'-tllMMli•"1'ttf1es1 Iii ■ tbsi r 

' Jts11ztu 
a.. t,J. """' 

•• ; 1rs:a paticnsn, alt Use a fine exampl~ deep sense of pride 

in possibilities. 
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Such a purposeful and honorable life does not end with the death of 

the body any more than a beautiful song ends when the last note is sung. 

Much of it remains. Echoes linger on. Memories which abide like a sweet 

l~t,,~ 
benediction. I pray that these precious memories whi~~6equethed a 

1t.LJ • --,;.s;a#aw ifd §£their dausbtnre 1io bji &I2&\Pd@ erg +p bj• 2 t t•y may 

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

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 



Maxine Habennan 

We are met to pay oor tribute of friendship and respect to a strong-minded 

an¢i capable wanan, a lady, Maxine Haberman. Maxine's whole life was bourrl to 

Cleveland. A graduate of Hathaway Brown and lake Erie Coll91e, she would later 

return to lake Erie as Director of .Alunmi Relations, b.lt in the in-between years 

she lived her life by a oode of service which is rare in any day. During the 

Depression she served as a camty relief case worker and held any number of offices 

with the Metro:EX)litan lhlsing Auth:>rity. In all of these her ooncerns were broad 

and humane. She was totally CXl'.tllli. tted to justice and to the IX)Ssibili ties of 

oor free society arrl as free of side or pretense as anyone I have ever krxJwn. 

Sane in her generation wh:> worked as Maxine did were tough-mimed \COen 

wh:> had oo interest save to make their mark. Maxine's way was courteous, oon­

vincing witlnlt beirg danarrlirg, sensitive to the feelings as well as to the 

needs of others. She was a well-roonded person. Her life, which might have 

been lonely, renained a happy and open one because so many relished her frierrl­

ship arrl enjoyed her cx:rcpmy. Her quick rnirrl made her an interesting oonversa­

tionalist. She was well-read not only in social issues but in the arts. Her 

great love was music and she found in music a reflection of the hanronies of her 

own soul. 

I s:EX)ke to Maxine just a week ago. She had been open with me about her 

illness for quite sane time, b.lt, typically, we SIX)ke not of her pain but of the 

future, goirg back to work, her interest in library of books in the field of 

public oousin:J which was bei01 established at case Western Reserve. 

Maxine was a lifelong member of 'lhe Tercple ard I would like to believe 

that she fourd in our activities and teachirgs a reflex of her own quality. She 

had been m::>st helpful to us in these last years as a mem:>er of our Music can­

mittee. She was involved, as she had been all her life, in our choice of per­

sormel. Her judgment was soum always am SIX)ken quietly but to the IX)int. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

Novsrber 10, 1982 



SANDRA HERTZ 

WE HAVE COME HERE WITH HEAVY HEARTS TO PAY A PUBLIC 
TRIBUTE OF LOVE, RESPECT AND AFFECTION TO A GOOD FRIEND, 
SANDRA HERTZi 

DEATH IS ALWAYS A BLOW, BUT EXPERIENCE AND A TENDENCY 
TOWARDS THE PHILOSOPHIC SUPPORTS US WHEN WE FACE THE DEATH 

OF THOSE WHO HAVE REACHED THE FULLNESS OF AGE; THEY HAVE 
EXPERIENCED EACH OF LIFE'S SEASONS AND THERE IS A SENSE OF 
COMPLETION~ WHEN SOMEONE IS TAKEN FROM US IN THE MID­

SUMMER OF HER LIFE, WE PROTEST THE INTRUSION OF DEATHi 

OUR PROTESTS, OF COURSE, CANNOT CHANGE THE CIRCUMSTANCES 

so OUR TRADITION WISELY COUNSELS, "SEEK NOT TO EXPLAIN Gan's 
WAYS TO MAN FOR THESE ARE BEYOND YOUR UNDERSTANDING;" LIFE 

IS A GIFT NOT OF OUR CHOOSINGi WE DO NOT SCHEDULE OUR 

BIRTH; DEATH IS A FACT WE CANNOT BEND TO OUR WILL; WE 

CAN ONLY ACCEPT LIFE FOR WHAT IT IS; AN HOUR SUCH AS THIS 
CALLS NOT FOR EXPLANATION BUT FOR FAITH; "THE LORD HAS 
GIVEN;" IN THE FACE OF DEATH THE WAY OF WISDOM IS TO BE 

PATIENT, TO ACCEPT; IF DEATH HAS ANY MESSAGE IT IS TO 

AFFIRM THE OPPORTUNITY WHICH IS LIFE AND TO MAKE THE MOST 
OF THAT BLESSING; 

JUDAISM REMINDS US THAT THE MEASURE OF LIFE IS THE USE 

WE MAKE OF IT, NOT MERE LENGTH; AN HOUR CAN BE RICH IN 

ACHIEVEMENT OR HOLLOW AND EMPTY OF PURPOSE; SOME LIVE 

LONG HOLLOW LIVESi OTHERS CRAM INTO A FEW YEARS A FULL 
MEASURE AND MORE OF EXPERIENCE AND ACHIEVEMENT, THESE; 

THOUGH THEY DIE YOUNG, DIE FULFILLED; THEY HAVE COMPRESSED 
INTO A FEW YEARS MANY LIFETIMES OF ACCOMPLISHMENT, 

I AFFIRM THIS TOO; DEATH IS NOT PAIN BUT THE CESSATION 

OF PAINi DEATH IS NOT OBLIVION BUT THE TRANSLATION OF THE 
SPIRIT INTO THE DIMENSION OF MEMORY, SANDRA IS AT PEACEi 
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HER LONG TRIAL IS ENDEDi MosT OF OUR TEARS TODAY ARE FOR 
THOSE WHO HAVE BEEN LEFT BEHINDi THEIR LONELINESS WILL BE 
A DAILY BURDENi SHE IS AT PEACEi THE PAIN IS OVERi WE 
ARE BEREFTi SHE IS WITH GODi WE ARE ALONEi 

SANDRA STRUGGLED FOR MANY MONTHS AGAINST CANCERi HER 
DISEASE ULTIMATELY PASSED BEYOND CONTROL, BUT IN MANY WAYS 
SANDRA WAS THE VICTORi SHE FACED EACH DAV WITH INCREDIBLE 
COURAGE AND DETERMINED WILL; EVEN WHEN SHE WAS WEAK AND IN 
PAIN SHE CONTINUED TO FILL AS BEST SHE COULD HER RESPONSI­
BILITIES AS A COMMUNITY PERSON, AS A WOMAN, AND AS A MOTHER; 
SHE CONTINUED TO REACH OUT FOR LIFE'S OPPORTUNITIES; SHE 
WAS NEVER DEFEATED BECAUSE SHE NEVER ALLOWED HERSELF TO BE 
DEFEATED; SHE SOMEHOW FOUND THE STRENGTH TO CARRY OUT 
EACH DAYi IT WAS A MARK OF HER SPIRIT AND HER WILL; SHE 
CONTINUED TO CARE FOR THAT SPECIAL BEAUTY WITH WHICH Gan 
HAD ENDOWED HER AND SHE NEVER LET HERSELF GO; 

I HAVE ALWAYS DISCOVERED THAT IN DYING WE REPEAT THE 
PATTERNS OF OUR LIVESi SANDRA WAS A no-ER, AN ORGANIZER, 
AN IMAGINATIVE VOLUNTEER AND THEN AN EQUALLY IMAGINATIVE 
PROFESSIONALi HER CONCERNS REMAINED TO HER DEATH THE 
CONCERNS OF THE MENORAH PARK VOLUNTEER BUREAU; IT WAS 
HER BABYi IN 8 YEARS SHE HAD BUILT IT INTO A BUREAU OF 
SIZE AND CAPACITY, A HELPFUL AND SERIOUS ADJUNCT IN THE 
WORK OF THE HOMEi 

SANDRA'S BASIC PHILOSOPHY SEEMED TO BE THAT LIFE WAS 
TO BE ENJOYED - A GOOD PHILOSOPHY; IT GOES BEYOND THE 
COPING AND THE STRUGGLE TO A FEELING OF HOPE, IF NOT 
JOY; SANDRA FOUND AN OUTLET FOR THIS HOPE IN THE WORK 
THAT SHE DIDi SHE WAS PRESIDENT OF THE SHAKER SQUARE 
AssOCIATION AND HEAD OF THE VOLUNTEER BUREAU OF MENORAH 
PARKi SHE WAS DETERMINED NOT ONLY TO HELP BUT TO HELP 
THOSE WITH WHOM SHE WORKED TO BE AS HAPPY AS THEY COULD BE 
AND SHE SUCCEEDED MAGNIFICENTLY AS REPRESENTATIVES OF THE 
HOME PRESENT TODAY CAN AMPLY TESTIFYi 
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SANDRA WAS A GOOD FRIEND, AN INTERESTING AND THOUGHTFUL 

COMPANION AND A GOOD CONVERSATIONALISTi MORE OFTEN THAN NOT, 

THERE WAS A SMILE IN HER EYES AND HUMOR IN HER SPEECH AS 

WELL AS PURPOSE IN HER ACTIONSi SHE DRESSED WELL BUT WITHOUT 

OSTENTATIONi HER HOME WAS A PLACE OF BEAUTY WHERE HER FRIENDS 
WERE MADE WELCOMEi HER WORLD WAS POPULATED WITH INTERESTING 
PEOPLE WHO BECAME INTERESTING FRIENDSi 

A WISE MAN WROTE, uWHAT LIES BEHIND US, WHAT LIES BEFORE 
US, ARE TINY MATTERS COMPARED TO WHAT LIES WITHIN US;u 
THE ROOT OF SANDRA'S SOUL LAY IN A GREAT KNOT OF GENEROSITY 
AND OF COURAGE AND IN FAITH IN Gan's WILL; THE POET'S 

SIMPLE LINES FIT HER WELL: uLIFE IS MERELY FROTH AND BUBBLE/ 

Two THINGS STAND LIKE STONE/KINDNESS IN ANOTHER'S TROUBLE/ 

COURAGE IN YOUR OWN; 

SANDRA GREW OVER THE YEARS FROM A LOVING, YOUNG BRIDE 

INTO A COMPETENT, TALENTED WOMAN, AND BECAUSE OF THE BREADTH 

OF HER INTERESTS SHE WAS ABLE TO TAKE ADVANTAGE OF MANY 

OPPORTUNITIESi STRENGTH SUGGESTS CERTAINTY OF PURPOSEi 

SANDRA SOUGHT CERTAINTY AND, LIKE ALL OF US, NEVER QUITE 

FOUND ITi SHE WAS DETERMINED TO UNDERSTAND AS MUCH AS CAN 

BE GRASPED OF THIS CONFUSING WORLD OF WHICH WE ARE ALL 
A PART; 

SANDRA WAS AN INTERESTING PERSON, A GOOD AND WELCOME 

COMPANION, A LOYAL AND CARING FRIEND; SHE HAD NO USE FOR 
SMALL TALK, BUT SHE MET PEOPLE EASILY AND WAS ALWAYS EAGER 

TO LEARN THROUGH THEMi A STRONG WOMAN, SHE LOVED TO GAMBLE 
MODERATELY AND TOOK GREAT PRIDE IN HER WINNINGS, AND SHE 
USUALLY DEFIED THE ODDS; 
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ABOVE ALL, SHE SOUGHT AND FOUND FULFILLMENT IN THE IN­

TIMATE RELATIONSHIPS OF FAMILYi A LOVING DAUGHTER, SHE HELD 

SACRED THE TIES OF FAMILYi DAVID, SANFORD AND ANDREW WERE 

HER JOYi SHE REJOICED IN THEIR GROWTHi SHE PRAYED FOR THEIR 

HAPPINESSi SHE REJOICED TO BEAT THEM AT THEIR GAMESi SHE 

TAUGHT HER SONS TO RESPECT CIVIC ACTIVITY, TO FIND THE EXCITE­

MENT IN LIFEi SHE WAS PROUD EACH WENT HIS OWN WAY, A GOOD 

AND PURPOSEFUL WAY, A WAY WHICH COULD BRING THEM ENJOYMENT 

OF THE SPIRIT AS WELL AS A LIVELIHOODi 

No BLESSING MEANT MORE TO HER THAN THE CONSTANT SUPPORT 

AND CARE OF HARLAN WHO PROVIDED FOR HER AN UNFLAGGING DE-

VOTION THROUGH THE YEARSi SHE DID NOT HAVE TO FACE HER ILLNESS 

ALONEi HE WAS A TRUE HELPMATE, ALWAYS THERE, SENSITIVE TO HER 

NEEDS, THE RocK OF GIBRALTARi 

THE MYSTICS OF OUR PEOPLE TAUGHT THAT THOSE WHO HAVE NOT 

TASTED THE BITTER DO NOT KNOW THE TASTE OF THE SWEET; l 
WOULD LIKE TO THINK THAT OVER THE COURSE OF THESE LAST 

BITTER MONTHS AND DAYS TWO FINE PEOPLE TASTED SOME OF THE 

TRUE SWEETNESS OF LIFE AS THEY SHARED ALL THAT CAN BE SHAREDi 

SANDRA AND l TALKED ONCE ABOUT LIFE AND DEATHi l CAME 

TO UNDERSTAND THAT AS MUCH AS SHE VALUED LIFE, SHE DID NOT 

FEAR DEATH, l KNOW THAT SANDRA WOULD BEGRUDGE HER DEATH 

ONLY IF IT SHADOWED THE LIVES OF THOSE WHOM SHE LOVED, WHOSE 

HAPPINESS AND WELL-BEING WAS MORE PRECIOUS TO HER THAN LIFE 

ITSELFi 

KEEP CLOSE HER MEMORY AND FIND IN YOURSELVES THE WILL 

AND THE COURAGE TO PRESS ONi SHE WILL BE YOUR EXAMPLE; 

Goo HAS RECLAIMED ONE OF His OWN; THIS WILL HELP YOUi 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

JANUARY 5, 1988 



SANDRA HERTZ • 

WE HAVE COME HERE WITH HEAVY HEARTS TO PAY A PUBLIC 
TRIBUTE OF LOVE, RESPECT AND AFFECTION TO A GOOD FRIEND, 
SANDRA HERTZ; 

DEATH IS ALWAYS A BLOW, BUT EXPERIENCE AND A TENDENCY 
TOWARDS THE PHILOSOPHIC SUPPORTS US WHEN WE FACE THE DEATH 
OF THOSE WHO HAVE REACHED THE FULLNESS OF AGE; THEY HAVE 
EXPERIENCED EACH OF LIFE'S SEASONS AND THERE IS A SENSE OF 
COMPLETIONi WHEN SOMEONE IS TAKEN FROM US IN THE MID­
SUMMER OF HER LIFE, WE PROTEST THE INTRUSION OF DEATH; 

OUR PROTESTS, OF COURSE, CANNOT CHANGE THE CIRCUMSTANCES 
so OUR TRADITION WISELY COUNSELS, "SEEK NOT TO EXPLAIN GoD's 
WAYS TO MAN FOR THESE ARE BEYOND YOUR UNDERSTANDING;" LIFE 
IS A GIFT NOT OF OUR CHOOSING, WE DO NOT SCHEDULE OUR 
BIRTH; DEATH IS A FACT WE CANNOT BEND TO OUR WILL; WE 
CAN ONLY ACCEPT LIFE FOR WHAT IT IS; AN HOUR SUCH AS THIS 
CALLS NOT FOR EXPLANATION BUT FOR FAITH; "THE LORD HAS 
GIVEN;" IN THE FACE OF DEATH THE WAY OF WISDOM IS TO BE 
PATIENT, TO ACCEPT; IF DEATH HAS ANY MESSAGE IT IS TO 
AFFIRM THE OPPORTUNITY WHICH IS LIFE AND TO MAKE THE MOST 
OF THAT BLESSING; 

JUDAISM REMINDS US THAT THE MEASURE OF LIFE IS THE USE 
WE MAKE OF IT, NOT MERE LENGTH; AN HOUR CAN BE RICH IN 
ACHIEVEMENT OR HOLLOW AND EMPTY OF PURPOSE; SOME LIVE 
LONG HOLLOW LIVES; OTHERS CRAM INTO A FEW YEARS A FULL 
MEASURE AND MORE OF EXPERIENCE AND ACHIEVEMENT; THESE, 
THOUGH THEY DIE YOUNG, DIE FULFILLED; THEY HAVE COMPRESSED 
INTO A FEW YEARS MANY LIFETIMES OF ACCOMPLISHMENT; 

I AFFIRM THIS TOO; DEATH IS NOT PAIN BUT THE CESSATION 
OF PAIN; DEATH IS NOT OBLIVION BUT THE TRANSLATION OF THE 
SPIRIT INTO THE DIMENSION OF MEMORY; SANDRA IS AT PEACE; 
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HER LONG TRIAL IS ENDEDi MosT OF OUR TEARS TODAY ARE FOR 
THOSE WHO HAVE BEEN LEFT BEHINDi THEIR LONELINESS WILL BE 
A DAILY BURDEN; SHE IS AT PEACE; THE PAIN IS OVERi WE 
ARE BEREFT; SHE IS WITH GOD; WE ARE ALONEi 

SANDRA STRUGGLED FOR MANY MONTHS AGAINST CANCER; HER 
DISEASE ULTIMATELY PASSED BEYOND CONTROL, BUT IN MANY WAYS 
SANDRA WAS THE VICTOR; SHE FACED EACH DAY WITH INCREDIBLE 
COURAGE AND DETERMINED Willi EVEN WHEN SHE WAS WEAK AND IN 
PAIN SHE CONTINUED TO FILL AS BEST SHE COULD HER RESPONSI­
BILITIES AS A COMMUNITY PERSON, AS A WOMAN, AND AS A MOTHERi 
SHE CONTINUED TO REACH OUT FOR LIFE'S OPPORTUNITIESi SHE 
WAS NEVER DEFEATED BECAUSE SHE NEVER ALLOWED HERSELF TO BE 
DEFEATEDi SHE SOMEHOW FOUND THE STRENGTH TO CARRY OUT 
EACH DAY; IT WAS A MARK OF HER SPIRIT AND HER WILL; SHE 
CONTINUED TO CARE FOR THAT SPECIAL BEAUTY WITH WHICH Gon 
HAD ENDOWED HER AND SHE NEVER LET HERSELF GO; 

I HAVE ALWAYS DISCOVERED THAT IN DYING WE REPEAT THE 
PATTERNS OF OUR LIVES; SANDRA WAS A no-ER, AN ORGANIZER, 
AN IMAGINATIVE VOLUNTEER AND THEN AN EQUALLY IMAGINATIVE 
PROFESSIONALi HER CONCERNS REMAINED TO HER DEATH THE 
CONCERNS OF THE MENORAH PARK VOLUNTEER BUREAU; IT WAS 
HER BABYi IN 8 YEARS SHE HAD BUILT IT INTO A BUREAU OF 
SIZE AND CAPACITY, A HELPFUL AND SERIOUS ADJUNCT IN THE 
WORK ~OF THE HOME; 

SANDRA'S BASIC PHILOSOPHY SEEMED TO BE THAT LIFE WAS 
TO BE ENJOYED - A GOOD PHILOSOPHYi IT GOES BEYOND THE 
COPING AND THE STRUGGLE TO A FEELING OF HOPE, IF NOT 
JOYi SANDRA FOUND AN OUTLET FOR THIS HOPE IN THE WORK 
THAT SHE DIDi SHE WAS PRESIDENT OF _THE SHAKER SQUARE 
ASSOCIATION AND HEAD OF THE VOLUNTEER BUREAU OF MENORAH 
PARKi SHE WAS DETERMINED NOT ONLY TO HELP BUT TO HELP 
THOSE WITH WHOM SHE WORKED TO BE AS HAPPY AS THEY COULD BE 
AND SHE SUCCEEDED MAGNIFICENTLY AS REPRESENTATIVES OF THE 
HOME PRESENT TODAY CAN AMPLY TESTIFY; 
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SANDRA WAS A GOOD FRIEND, AN INTERESTING AND THOUGHTFUL 
COMPANION AND A GOOD CONVERSATIONALISTi MORE OFTEN THAN NOT, 
THERE WAS A SMILE IN HER EYES AND HUMOR IN HER SPEECH AS 
WELL AS PURPOSE IN HER ACTIONSi . SHE DRESSED WELL BUT WITHOUT 
OSTENTATIONi HER HOME WAS A PLACE OF BEAUTY WHERE HER FRIENDS 
WERE MADE WELCOMEi HER WORLD WAS POPULATED WITH INTERESTING 
PEOPLE WHO BECAME INTERESTING FRIENDSi 

A WISE MAN WROTE, "WHAT LIES BEHIND US, WHAT LIES BEFORE 
US, ARE TINY MATTERS COMPARED TO WHAT LIES WITHIN US;" 
THE ROOT OF SANDRA'S SOUL LAY IN A GREAT KNOT OF GENEROSITY 
AND OF COURAGE AND IN FAITH IN Gan's WILL; THE POET'S 
SIMPLE LINES FIT HER WELL: "LIFE IS MERELY FROTH AND BUBBLE/ 
Two THINGS STAND LIKE STONE/KINDNESS IN ANOTHER'S TROUBLE/ 
COURAGE IN YOUR OWNi 

SANDRA GREW OVER THE YEARS FROM A LOVING, YOUNG BRIDE 
INTO A COMPETENT, TALENTED WOMAN, AND BECAUSE OF THE BREADTH 
OF HER INTERESTS SHE WAS ABLE TO TAKE ADVANTAGE OF MANY 
OPPORTUNITIES; STRENGTH SUGGESTS CERTAINTY OF PURPOSEi 
SANDRA SOUGHT CERTAINTY AND, LIKE ALL OF US, NEVER QUITE 
FOUND ITi SHE WAS DETERMINED TO UNDERSTAND AS MUCH AS CAN 
BE GRASPED OF THIS CONFUSING WORLD OF WHICH WE ARE ALL 
A PARTi 

SANDRA WAS AN INTERESTING PERSON, A GOOD AND WELCOME 
COMPANION, A LOYAL AND CARING FRIEND; SHE HAD NO USE FOR 
SMALL TALK, BUT SHE MET PEOPLE EASILY AND WAS ALWAYS EAGER 
TO LEARN THROUGH THEMi A STRONG WOMAN, SHE LOVED TO GAMBLE 
MODERATELY AND TOOK GREAT PRIDE IN HER WINNINGS, AND SHE 
USUALLY DEFIED THE ODDS; 
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ABOVE ALL, SHE SOUGHT AND FOUND FULFILLMENT IN THE IN­
TIMATE RELATIONSHIPS OF FAMILYi A LOVING DAUGHTER, SHE HELD 
SACRED THE TIES OF FAMILY, DAVID, SANFORD AND ANDREW WERE 
HER JOY, SHE REJOICED IN THEIR GROWTH, SHE PRAYED FOR THEIR 
HAPPINESS, SHE REJOICED TO BEAT THEM AT THEIR GAMES, SHE 
TAUGHT HER SONS TO RESPECT CIVIC ACTIVITY, TO FIND THE EXCITE­
MENT IN LIFEi SHE WAS PROUD EACH WENT HIS OWN WAY, A GOOD 
AND PURPOSEFUL WAY, A WAY WHICH COULD BRING THEM ENJOYMENT 
OF THE SPIRIT AS WELL AS A LIVELIHOOD, 

No BLESSING MEANT MORE TO HER THAN THE CONSTANT SUPPORT 
AND CARE OF HARLAN WHO PROVIDED FOR HER AN UNFLAGGING DE-
VOTION THROUGH THE YEARSi SHE DID NOT HAVE TO FACE HER ILLNESS 
ALONE; HE WAS A TRUE HELPMATE, ALWAYS THERE, SENSITIVE TO HER 
NEEDS, THE ROCK OF GIBRALTAR, 

THE MYSTICS OF OUR PEOPLE TAUGHT THAT THOSE WHO HAVE NOT 
TASTED THE BITTER DO NOT KNOW THE TASTE OF THE SWEET; I 
WOULD LIKE TO THINK THAT OVER THE COURSE OF THESE LAST 
BITTER MONTHS AND DAYS TWO FINE PEOPLE TASTED SOME OF THE 
TRUE SWEETNESS OF LIFE AS THEY SHARED ALL THAT CAN BE SHARED, 

SANDRA AND I TALKED ONCE ABOUT LIFE AND DEATH, I CAME 
TO UNDERSTAND THAT AS MUCH AS SHE VALUED LIFE, SHE DID NOT 
FEAR DEATH, I KNOW THAT SANDRA WOULD BEGRUDGE HER DEATH 
ONLY IF IT SHADOWED THE LIVES OF THOSE WHOM SHE LOVED, WHOSE 
HAPPINESS AND WELL-BEING WAS MORE PRECIOUS TO HER THAN LIFE 
ITSELFi 

KEEP CLOSE HER MEMORY AND FIND IN YOURSELVES THE WILL 
AND THE COURAGE TO PRESS 0~; SHE WILL BE YOUR EXAMPLE; 
GOD HAS RECLAIMED ONE OF His OWN, THIS WILL HELP YOU; 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

JANUARY 5, 1988 
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HENRIETTA BERGMAN 

Yesterday Riv and I spoke about her mother, and as we did a vignette 

from Jewish literature came to mind. The birds, it seems, noticed that when 

the wind blew the branches of ordinary trees signed in the wind, but those of 

fruit-bearing trees were silent. Curiosity led them to ask the fruit trees 

why they did not make any noise, and the trees replied, 'our fruits are suf-

ficient advertisement for us.' 

Henrietta lived a long and useful life, quietly, graciously, with great 

dignity and courage and without the least need to advertise herself. Her life, 

her marriage, her home, the accomplishments of her son and daughters and their 

families - these spoke for her and of her. I believe that Henrietta would have 

understood and appreciated a little poem which is a favorite of mine. 

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

When life has fled. 

I do not want my words and ways 
Rehearsed, perhaps with tardy praise, 

When I am dead. 

I do not want strange curious eyes 
To scan my face when pale it lies 

In silence dread. 

Nor would I have them, if they would, 
Declare my deeds were bad or good, 

When I am dead. 

I only want the steadfast few 
Who stood through good and evi., too, 

Through friendship's test. 

Just those who tried to find the good, 
And then, as only true friends could, 

Forget the rest. 

Yet, true friends of a lifetime and her family need to have the fine qualities 

of her person at least alluded to at this service. Facing our dead, we want to 

remember their lives, not their dying - that's the virtue of a eulogy. And it 

is easy to speak of this woman of valor who spent her years within the close 

circle of family and friends with dignity and strength, competently, loyal in 
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good times and in bad, demanding little for herself, careful of her respon­

sibilities, prideful only of the accomplishments of her family. 

Henrietta was a courageous and determined woman. She was as careful in 

arranging her life as she was in the management of her home. She faced the 

inevitable problems of every day head on, the illness of her beloved husband, 

her own long years of disability. Whatever the situation, she made the best 

of it. She saw the possibility of every day. Few could have filled their years 

in Menorah Park with as much constructive activity, making as many new friends 

as she did. 

Henrietta was a private person. She knew her mind and kept her own coun­

sel, but her home was a welcoming place and her friendships many, deep and life­

long. Considerate always, her spirit was instinctively generous and she will­

ingly gave of herself to all who were near and dear. Henrietta was a good Jew, 

an active and loyal member of our congregation. I think back _to the many Tues­

days when she met me with a smile. I found her always to be open, aware, cour-

teous, thoughtful. 

Those who knew her best describe a woman who was without guile or side, . 

the same within as without, at the same time a woman of prodigous will. She met 

her responsibilities as daughter, sister, wife and mother with love and wisdom. 

Her marriage and home was the focus and center of her being; she was the power 

behind her husband ,'s success; and when she was widowed she faced being alone 

with courage. If she was ever anxious or lonely she kept her worries to herself. 

Henrietta was not one to indulge in self-pity. To meet her was to be reminded 

of the poet's words: "Out of the earth, the rose/Out of the night, the dawn/ 

Out of my heart, with all its woes/High courage, press on." to the very end 

Henrietta had the courage to press on. She died in the fullness of years - at 

a . time when to live longer would have been an indignity. 
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She left to those who knew and loved her one last gift of her love, a legacy 

of wonderful memories, memories which will continue to warm their lives and 

encourage them in the years ahead. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

July 9, 1985 



- MARTHA JACOBSON 

. . 

DEATH IS AN I-NEV I TA9LE CO~PLE~!ENT OF 
-

LIFE. DEATH IS OF LIFE'S MOST ELEMENTAL 

NAT UR E" . . . D u· s T WE' AR E , T O D US T WE R ET UR N . 

DEA.TH IS UN I VERSA-L. DEATH IS OUR DE.ST I NY, 

BUT DEATH DOES NOT · CONSIGN us· TO 08L IV I ON. 

IT. DOES NOT SIMPLY RETURN US TO THE EARTH · 

( AS IT WAS. THE SPIRIT RETURNS TO GOD WHO 

GAVE IT. WE DO NOT KNOW WHAT LIES 9EYOND 

THE BOURNE OF TIME, BUT WE CAN BE ASSURED 

THAT GOD, OUR LOVING .FATHER, DOES NOT 

FORS.AKE US. IN DEATH OUR LIFE MERELY 

TAKES ON ANOTHER FORM. IT~ RECEIVED 

UNDER GOD'S SHELTERING PROTECTION AND 

ABIDES, PROTECTED BY HIS LOVE. 
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MEMORY, TOO, OUTLIVES DEATH. 

PHYSICALLY OUR LOVED ONES ARE NO LONGER WITH 

US, BUT AN ABIDING REMEMBRANCE O·F THEIR. 

QUALITY CONTINUES LONG AFTER THEIR DEATH. 

THE WORDS THEY SPOKE IN LOVE, THE DEEDS 

THEY ACCOMPLISHED, ARE NOT QUICKLY FORGOTTEN. 

THEY LIVE ON IN THE GOOD AND GENTLE ACTS 

WHICH WE LEARNED TO RESPECT. THOSE WHO 

FILL THEIR DAYS HELPFULLY LEAVE 8EHIND AN 

IMPERISHABLE LEGACY. SUCH IS THE MEMORY 

OF A GOOD FRIEND, A VITAL PERSON AND A 

RESPECTED NEIGHBOR, MARTHA JAC08SON. 
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MARTHA WAS AN INTELLIGENT AND 

DETERMINED w·oMAN WHO LIVED 9Y STANDARDS 

SHE KNEW TO BE RIGHT. SHE WALKED HER OWN 

WAY. MARTHA GREW UP I" N N·EW JERSEY AND 
~ 

ALL HER LI FE SHE 'KEPT ABOUT HER CONCERN 

FOR PERSONS, AN OPENNESS AND INVOLVEMENT 

{ WITH FAMILY VALUES WHICH WAS THE HALLMARK 

OF HER HOME. 

MARTHA HAD NO PATIENCE WITH PEOPLE 

WHO PUT ON AIRS. SHE KNEW WHERE SHE STOOD 

AND WHAT SHE FELT. HER STANDARDS WERE 

THOSE OF QUALITY AND CHARACTER. SHE JUDGE·o 

OTHERS BY THEIR ACTIONS, AS SHE WOULD BE 

JUDGED HERSELF. 
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MARRIAGE BROUGHT HER TO CLEVELAND AND 

SHE ESTABLISHED HERE A CLOSE CIRCLE OF 

FRIENDS AND OF FAMILY. SHE DELIGHTED TO 

ENTERTAIN HER GOOD· FRIENDS IN HER HOME 

WHICH WAS A PLACE OF 8EAUTY WITHOUT ANY 

SENSE OF CONSPICUOUS DISPLAY. HER TABLE 

WAS WELL SET, A SOURCE OF DELICIOUS PLEASURE 

TO ·ALL. 

SHE DRESSED CAREFULLY 9UT WITHOUT 

OSTENTATION .. SHE WAS A QUIET PERSON WHO 

ASKED ONLY FOR A FEW LOYAL B~OD FRIENDS, 

THE LOVE OF HER HUSBAND HARRY, AND OF HER 

CHILDREN, MURRAY AND PHYLLIS. 
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SHE WAS WELL READ AND SHE POSSESSED 

AN ACTIVE AND VIGOROUS MIND. 

USE FOR CONSPICUOUS DISPLAY. 

SHE HAD NO 

THOSE WHO 

KNEW HER INTIMATELY KNEW NOT ONLY OF HER 

EXCEPTIONAL MENTAL QUALITIES BUT THAT SHE 

WAS UTTERLY DEPENDABLE. 

MARTHA WAS A CHILO OF HER ENVIRONMENT 
~~ 

WHO ~THOUGHT THE HOME WAS THE WOMAN'S 

BAILIWICK. SHE LOOKED WELL TO -THE WAYS OF 

HER HOUSEHOLD, ALWAYS READY TO .TRAVEL WITH 

HARRY AND TO SHARE HIS . PROBLEMS AND HIS 

NEEDS. A LOVING DAUGHTER AND ~SISTER, 

MARTHA BELIEVED IN FAMILY AND TOOK GREAT 

PLEASURE IN HER CHILDREN AND IN THEIR 

CHILDREN. TO HARRY SHE WAS A HELP~ATE AND 

A SOURCE OF GREAT JOY. TO PHYLLIS AND 

MURRAY SHE WAS A MOTHER WHO WOVE A WE8 OF 

LOVE CLOSELY AROUND THEM ANO TAUGHT THEM 
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TO VALUE THE GOOD THINGS OF LIFE, VALUES 

WHICH MADE FOR SUCCESS AND CHARACTER. SHE 

GAVE HER CHILDREN EVERY OPPORTUNITY AND 

THEIR LOVE FOR HER WAS tt~GREATEST REWARD 

EXCEPT PERHAPS FOR THE~::i:A.Ml~tES, GRAND­

CHILDREN CONTINUING SO WELL THE FAMILY 

TRADITIONS. 

MARTHA WAS A WOMAN WHO LOOKED WELL TO 

THE WAYS OF HER HOUSEHOLD. THE WORDS OF 

THE POET WERE l'NSTINCTIVE TO HER. 

I LOVE YOU 

NOT ONLY FOR WHAT YOU HAVE MADE 

OF YOURSELF BUT FOR WHAT YOU 

ARE MAKING OF ME. 
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I LOVE YOU FOR THAT PART OF 

ME THAT YOU BRING OUT; 

I LOVE YOU FOR PUTTING YOUR HAND 

IN MY HEAPED-UP HEART AND PASSING 

0 V ER ALL TH E F O O L ·I S H , W EA K TH I N GS Y OU 

CAN'T HELP SEEING THERE, 

AND FOR DRAWING OUT INTO THE LIGHT 

ALL THE BEAUTIFUL BELONGINGS THAT NO 

ONE ELSE LOOKED FAR ENOUGH TO FIND. 

I LOVE YOU BECAUSE 

YOU ARE HELPING ME TO MAKE OUT OF THE 

LUMBER OF MY LIFE NOT A TAVERN BUT 

A TEMPLE; 

OUT OF THE WORKS OF MY EVERY DAY 

NOT A REPROACH BUT A SONG. 
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MARTHA LIVED A GOOD LIFE, TO NEARLY 

4 SCORE YEARS. SHE REJOICED IN THE 

ACHIEVEME -NTS OF HER FAMILY. SHE -ENJOYED 

THE RESPECT OF HER FRIENDS. SHE LIVED BY 

A FINE AND RESPONSIBLE CODE. SHE HAD KNOWN 

THE LOVE AND JOY OF CHILDREN AND GRAND-

( CHILDREN. THIS GOOD LIFE IS NOW ENDED. 

MARTHA WILL BE MISSED. 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

JULY 12, 1989 
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She served in leadership roles in 

the 40's and 50's most of the Jewish 

women's organizations of Cleveland, 

including the Cleveland Jewish Federation 

Women's Committee. Her leadership talents 

w_ere many and were never imposed by force. 

People instinctively recognized her 

dependability and her many skills. She 

not only served but she led by example. 

She was an ebullient person, always 

up. She was a woman who knew how to 

dress with dignity, yet without arrooance 

or ostentation. She knew how to make 

and cultivate friendship and how to keep 

the friends that she had. Never a 

gossip, people knew instinctively that 

they could put their trust in her, 

and did. 
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She was a woman of courage. The 

last 30 years of· 1 if e, she suffered 

, invalidism, but her lips were sealed 

_to self-p ·ity and she met each day with 

a· sm i 1 e. 

Adeline returned to her family a 
. 

deep and abiding love and a deep and 

( abiding devotion. The poet, Moses ibn 

. Ezra described a woman . like Adeline in 

these words: ''Grace was in her soul, 

generosity in her heart, her lips were 

ever faithful.'.' This was Adeline's 

goodness, modesty, vigor, grace of 

bearing, sensi•tivity, _quiet self-control, 

warmth. Such virtues were instinctive 

to her being. 

.. 
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She and Irv were a good pair, 

childhood sweethearts. For 5fi years 

they shar ·ed the good times and the bad, 

always knowing how to turn a challenge 

into a triumph. There was always a 

s mi 1 e on her face, &· warmth i n her v o i c e . 

She made you feel welcome whenever you 

came into her presence. Her home was 

a b e au t i f u 11 y a p p o i n t e d p 1 a c _e , a r e f 1 e x 

of the beauty of her sp i.r it. She was 

a model for many who were younaer than 

she. 
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She and Irv were a perfect fit. 

Th.eir interests and skills complemented 

one another, their love clear for all 

to see and a joy to behold. She made 

Irv a happy match in the course of their 

life. She traveled with him on his 

many trips. Their home was a welcomina 

and hospitable place to which he could 

come after the rigors of the work day 

and in which her daughters were raised 

to the fine, good Jewish values which 

were so important to this family. 

It is not my intention to invade 

the privacy of the feelings that they 

shared, but Adeline's home was an open 

and inviting place in which many learned 

something about the beauty of a goo~ 

and solid marriage. 
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She and Irv took qreat pleasure in . .. 

their daughters, Cathy and 9onnie, who 

grew up through a happy childhood into 

competent women that she was convinced 

they would become. Adeline had the 

great pleasure of seeing another 

generation coming behind with the values 

and virtues which she always espoused. 

There was no greater joy. 
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There is a well-known midrash which 

plays on the letters in the Hebrew word 

for a man-- .. lsh ~'--and for Woman: ~'lshah.!' 
• --------

In Hebrew man and woman share two letters, 

~!~~band §bl~, which form the word 

"aish " fire. A man and a wornan are ____ , 
drawn together by the fire of love. 

A great love was shared between - Adeline 

and Irv - but love is only the beginning 

of a successful marriage. For a 

marriage to be good and lasting there 

must be a sense of holy purpose. The 

words "man" and "woman" include two other 

letters, yQg and b~, which taken together 

form the name of God. When God enters 

the home and holiness consecrates the 
I 

marriage, then it is truly binding and 

joyous. These 2 wonderful people who 

served their community all their lives, 
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we r e b 1 e s s e d w i t h 5 6 y e a. r s . o f s h a r e d 

happiness and service. They found 

love. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

December 7, 1988 



.. .. ~ .. 11trength and the courage to 
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M.E:MO.RIAL TRIBUTE; TO .r!ii~♦lss~ 
July 10, 1970 

Death is a wound. 
Its companion is loneliness. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

There is no mortal power which can withstand death. For all of o,.r 
vaunted science and of our modern wisdom, we can not avoid the grave. 
Why should we fear to say so? Why should we be afraid to admit that our 
frame is dust and our end dust, that to love is to lose, and that to draw 
close is to know the bitterness of parting. 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 ·>efore you ~d that come after you, for such is the sentence of the Lord 
over all flesh. There is no inquisition in the grave whether you have lived ten 
or a hundred or a thousand years." As Qod prot~cta ua in birth and in life, 
so does He shelter and protect ua in death and beyond. Our friends, our 
loved on~• have gone a common way. They do not walk alone. They walk 
a way which God ha• charted and designed for them. 
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eir hour of need.r-,we lean 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There is no mortal power which can withstand death. For all of o,. r 
vaunted science and of our modern wi sdom, we can not avoid the grave. 
Why should we fear to say so? Why should we be afraid to admit that our 
frame is dust and our end dust, that to love is to lose, and that to draw 
close is to know the bitterness of parting. Is death really such a 
frightening prospect? Is it not rather elemental to life, a natural thing, a 
deliberate piece in God's scheme. What was it that the wise man, hen Sirah 
said: ''Fear not the sentence of death. Remember, rather, them that have 
been ·>efore you ~d that come after you, for such is the sentence of the Lord 
over all flesh. There is no inquisition in the grave whether you have lived ten 
or a hundred or a thousand years. " As Qod prot~ct■ us in birth and in life, 
so does He shelter and protect us in death and beyond. Our friends, our 
loved on~• have gone a common way. They do not walk alone. They walk 
a way which God ha• charted and deaigned for them • 

• 



We may have outlived our family, but they are alive in us. We 
transcend death not only in the genetic inheritance of our children, but 
in influence, through the indelible imprint of personality, through our 
identification with the timeless things of the spirit. And here we touch 
the fundamental meaning of this service. It is not an occasion to speak 
some magical incantation for the safety of our dead. Nor has it advantage 
for us if we do not more than open the floodgates of tears. This is the 
hour of remembrance. It is the hour ~hich highlights virtue ~d quality. 
We see the holiness of another's life, ~', worth:, tf\l'~dignity, Ms 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 w~_U'~enjoyed. ~e shall 
not be unworthy of the sacrifice made for our benefif.1.... #Prs work, ~ love, 

\-.-V' 'bts aspirationi-; liJ8 hope shall be completed in us. )'.As dreams are ours. 

' ~~ {~'-~ • 

The annidut death of L•••.S. Biug has left us all saddened and beref!,' 
(&.,t >. ltp: .,.,~ ._... __..._._~tlw-.t&il a~~ ~ (..&jlh¥'...,..6Me 

"Qiough I COPfeaa that wlxen • 1 deatbcL,tbaokecl. God for 

Jviatf 1Ji¥en •• tlii ... man of dignity, the digntty-o l!I we.at death. 

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

pass out of life and thei lace is scarcely missed. There a,re others who, 

because of certain qualities character and certain c 

so endear themselves to lhe:it'com ity and to a 1 rge circle of friends that 

ly-mourned void. ~ , at~ 

emorial for himself through 

~,t.... 

hi9 years of devoted and effective s nw1111111.-ef th;~~ .1 tin~:!mr ~; :-.:. ;;::-~ ... 13 
welfare institutions of our com unity • .a.a served fai ully and welk aod 

or, ~ttention 

e breath of 

his aympath of us I believe, :were just a b when 

. quie 

iclency and competency. 

\ 
\ f 

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

Recall what the poet divine, John Donne, wrote: 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Teach us thy boon of life t o prize, 
And uae the moments as they fly, --

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

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

"A good life, " the Rabbis said, "hath but few days, but a good name 
endureth forever. t1 "The righteous, t1 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 
mem~ry, nor hie influence. 



HELENE KAUFMAN 

DEATH IS AN INEVITABLE COMPLEMENT OF LIFE, DEATH IS OF LIFE'S 

MOST ELEMENTAL NATURE, DusT WE ARE, TO DUST WE RETURN, DEATH IS 

UNIVERSAL, DEATH IS OUR DESTINY, BUT DEATH DOES NOT CONSIGN US 

TO OBLIVION, IT DOES NOT SIMPLY RETURN US TO THE EARTH AS IT WAS, 

THE SPIRIT RETURNS TO GoD WHO GAVE IT, WE DO NOT KNOW WHAT LIES 

BEYOND THE BOURNE OF TIME, BUT WE CAN BE ASSURED THAT GOD, OUR 

LOVING FATHER, DOES NOT FORSAKE US, IN DEATH OUR LIFE MERELY TAKES 

ON ANOTHER FORM, Ir WAS RECEIVED UNDER Gan's SHELTERING PROTECTION 

AND ABIDES, PROTECTED BY HIS LOVE, 

MEMORY, TOO, OUTLIVES DEATH, PHYSICALLY OUR LOVED ONES ARE 

NO LONGER WITH US, BUT AN ABIDING REMEMBRANCE OF THEIR QUALITY 

CONTINUES LONG AFTER THEIR DEATH, THE WORDS THEY SPOKE IN LOVE, 

THE DEEDS THEY ACCOMPLISHED, ARE NOT QUICKLY FORGOTTEN, THEY LIVE 

ON IN THE GOOD AND GENTLE ACTS WHICH WE LEARNED TO RESPECT, THOSE 

WHO FILL THEIR DAYS HELPFULLY LEAVE BEHIND AN IMPERISHABLE LEGACY, 

SucH IS THE MEMORY OF A GOOD FRIEND, A VITAL PERSON AND A RESPECTED 

NEIGHBOR, HELENE KAUFMAN, 

HELENE WAS AN INTELLIGENT AND DETERMINED WOMAN OF TALENT AND 

GREAT DRIVE, SHE KNEW HER OWN WAY AND WAS QUITE READY TO REMIND 

OTHERS OF ITS RIGHTNESS, SHE DID NOT DEPEND UPON THE APPROVAL OF 

OTHERS BUT WALKED HER OWN WAY AND IT WAS A GOOD AND SUCCESSFUL 

WAY, SHE LIVED BY STANDARDS SHE KNEW TO BE RIGHT, 

HELENE GREW UP IN THE SOUTH, SHE KEPT ABOUT HER ALL HER LIFE 

THAT CONCERN FOR PERSONS, THAT OPENNESS AND INVOLVEMENT WITH FAMILY 

VALUES, WHICH IS THE HALLMARK OF THAT PLACE, 
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SHE HAD NO PATIENCE WITH PEOPLE WHO PUT ON AIRS, SHE WAS 

SEVERE IN JUDGMENT BUT ALWAYS CAREFUL TO STATE HER REASONS AND 

CONVICTIONS, SHE KNEW WHERE SHE STOOD AND WHAT SHE FELT, HELENE'S 

STANDARDS WERE THOSE OF QUALITY AND CHARACTER, SHE JUDGED OTHERS 

BY THEIR ACTIONS AS SHE ASKED TO BE JUDGED HERSELF, 

MARRIAGE BROUGHT HER TO CLEVELAND AND SHE ESTABLISHED HERE 

A CLOSE CIRCLE OF FRIENDS AND OF FAMILY, SHE DELIGHTED TO ENTERTAIN 

IN HER HOME WHICH WAS A PLACE OF BEAUTY BUT WITHOUT ANY SENSE OF 

CONSPICUOUS DISPLAY, HER TABLE WAS WELL SET AND A SOURCE OF 

DELICIOUS PLEASURE TO ALL, SHE TOOK GREAT INTEREST IN THE LIVES 

OF HER FRIENDS, SHE DRESSED CAREFULLY BUT WITHOUT OSTENTATION, 

SHE HAD MANY FRIENDS BECAUSE SHE DESERVED FRIENDS, WELL 

READ AND POSSESSED OF AN UNUSUALLY ACTIVE AND VIGOROUS MIND, 

HELENE WAS AN EXCELLENT CONVERSATIONALIST WHO IN ANOTHER GENERATION 

MIGHT HAVE HAD A FINE CAREER IN LAW OR BUSINESS, BUT SHE WAS A 

CHILD OF HER ENVIRONMENT, SHE WAS TAUGHT THAT THE HOME WAS THE 

·woMAN 1 S BAILIWICK AND SHE LOOKED WELL TO THE WAYS OF HER HOUSEHOLD, 

YET ALWAYS READY TO TRAVEL WITH SAM OR TO SHARE HIS LIFE AND HIS 

NEEDS, - A WISE WOMAN, HELENE SPOKE HER MIND AND IT WAS A MIND · 

WORTH LISTENING TO, 

A LOVING DAUGHTER AND SISTER, HELENE BELIEVED IN FAMILY AND 

TOOK ALMOST AS MUCH PLEASURE IN HER BROTHER'S CHILDREN AS IN HER 

OWN, To HER HUSBAND SHE WAS A HELPMATE AND A SOURCE OF GREAT JOY, 

To HER FOUR CHILDREN SHE WAS A MOTHER WHO WOVE A WEB OF LOVE 

CLOSELY AROUND THEM AND WHO TAUGHT THEM TO VALUE THE GOOD THINGS 

OF LIFE, THE VALUES WHICH MAKE FOR SUCCESS AND CHARACTER, 
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HELENE COULD GET VERY ANGRY, BUT THE ANGER QUICKLY SUBSIDED 
' 

AND BITTERNESS QUICKLY DISSIPATED. SHE WAS DETERMINED TO GIVE 

HER CHILDREN EVERY OPPORTUNITY AND SHE DID, AND THEIR SUCCESS AND 

THEIR LOVE FOR HER AND FOR EACH OTHER WAS HER GREATEST REWARD 

EXCEPT PERHAPS FOR THEIR FAMILIES, THE EIGHT GRANDCHILDREN AND 

FOUR GREAT GRANDCHILDREN WHO ARE CONTINUING SO WELL IN THIS 

FAMILY'S TRADITIONS. 

HELENE WAS A WOMAN WHO LOOKED WELL TO THE WAYS OF HER HOUSE-

HOLD. THE WORDS OF THE POET WERE INSTINCTIVE TO HER: 

I LOVE YOU 

NOT ONLY FOR WHAT YOU ARE, 

BUT FOR WHAT l AM WHEN l AM 

WITH YOU. 

l LOVE YOU, 

NOT ONLY FOR WHAT YOU HAVE MADE 

OF YOURSELF BUT FOR WHAT YOU 

ARE MAKING OF ME. 

l LOVE YOU FOR THAT PART OF 

ME THAT YOU BRING OUT; 

l LOVE YOU FOR PtiTTING YOUR HAND 

IN MY HEAPED-UP HEART AND PASSING 

OVER ALL THE FOOLISH, WEAK THINGS YOU 

CAN'T HELP SEEING THERE, 

AND FOR DRAWING OUT INTO THE LIGHT 

ALL THE BEAUTIFUL BELONGINGS THAT NO 

ONE ELSE LOOKED FAR ENOUGH TO FIND, 
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I LOVE YOU BECAUSE 

YOU ARE HELPING ME TO MAKE OUT OF THE 

LUMBER OF MY LIFE NOT A TAVERN BUT 

A TEMPLE; 

OUT OF THE WORKS OF MY EVERY DAY 

NOT A REPROACH BUT A SONG, 

HELENE LIVED A GOOD LIFE, SHE REJOICED IN THE ACHIEVEMENTS OF 

HER FAMILY, SHE ENJOYED THE RESPECT OF MANY FRIENDS, SHE 

LIVED BY A FINE AND RESPONSIBLE CODE, SHE HAD KNOWN THE LOVE AND 

JOY OF CHILDREN, GRANDCHILDREN, AND GREAT GRANDCHILDREN, THIS 

GOOD LIFE IS NOW ENDED, HELENE WILL BE MISSED, 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

DECEMBER 29, 1988 

's 

IT 
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' J HELENE KAUFMAN 

DEATH IS AN INEVITABLE COMPLEMENT OF LIFE. DEATH IS OF LIFE'S 

MOST ELEMENTAL NATURE. DusT WE ARE, TO DUST WE RETURN. DEATH 
IS UNIVERSAL. DEATH IS OUR DESTINY, BUT DEATH DOES NOT CONSIGN 
US TO OBLIVION. IT DOES NOT SIMPLY RETURN US TO THE EARTH AS IT 
WAS. THE SPIRIT RETURNS TO Gon WHO GAVE IT, WE DO NOT KNOW 
WHAT LIES BEYOND THE BOURNE OF TIME, BUT WE CAN BE ASSURED THAT 
Gon, OUR LOVING FATHER, DOES NOT FORSAKE us. IN DEATH OUR LIFE 

MERELY TAKES ON ANOTHER FORM, Ir WAS RECEIVED UNDER Gan's 

SHELTERING PROTECTION AND ABIDES, PROTECTED BY HIS LOVE. 
MEMORY, TOO, OUTLIVES DEATH. PHYSICALLY OUR LOVED ONES ARE 

NO LONGER WITH US, BUT AN ABIDING REMEMBRANCE OF THEIR QUALITY 
CONTINUES LONG AFTER THEIR DEATH. THE WORDS THEY SPOKE IN LOVE, 

THE DEEDS THEY ACCOMPLISHED, ARE NOT QUICKLY FORGOTTEN, THEY 

LIVE ON IN THE GOOD AND GENTLE ACTS WHICH WE LEARNED TO RESPECT. 
THOSE WHO FILL THEIR DAYS HELPFULLY LEAVE BEHIND AN IMPERISHABLE 
LEGACY. SucH IS THE MEMORY OF A GOOD FRIEND, A VITAL PERSON AND 
A RESPECTED NEIGHBOR, HELENE KAUFMAN. 

HELENE WAS AN INTELLIGENT AND DETERMINED WOMAN OF GREAT TALENT 

AND GREAT DRIVE. SHE KNEW HER OWN WAY AND WAS QUITE READY TO 
REMIND OTHERS OF ITS RIGHTNESS. SHE DID NOT DEPEND UPON THE 
APPROVAL OF OTHERS BUT WALKED HER OWN WAY AND IT WAS A GOOD AND 

SUCCESSFUL WAY. SHE LIVED BY STANDARDS SHE KNEW TO BE RIGHT, 

HELENE GREW UP IN THE SOUTH. SHE KEPT ABOUT HER ALL HER LIFE 

THAT CONCERN FOR PERSONS, THAT OPENNESS AND INVOLVEMENT WITH 

FAMILY VALUES, WHICH IS THE HALLMARK OF THAT PLACE. 
SHE HAD NO PATIENCE WITH PEOPLE WHO PUT ON AIRS, SHE WAS 

SEVERE IN JUDGMENT BUT ALWAYS CAREFUL TO STATE HER REASONS AND 
CONVICTIONS, SHE KNEW WHERE SHE STOOD AND WHAT SHE FELT, HELENE'S 

STANDARDS WERE THOSE OF QUALITY AND CHARACTER, SHE JUDGED OTHERS 

BY THEIR ACTIONS AS SHE ASKED TO BE JUDGED HERSELF, 
MARRIAGE BROUGHT HER TO CLEVELAND AND SHE ESTABLISHED HERE A 

CLOSE CIRCLE OF FRIENDS AND OF FAMILY, SHE DELIGHTED TO ENTERTAIN 

IN HER HOME WHICH WAS A PLACE OF BEAUTY BUT WITHOUT ANY SENSE OF 
CONSPICUOUS DISPLAY, HER TABLE WAS WELL SET AND A SOURCE OF 
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DELICIOUS PLEASURE TO ALL, SHE TOOK GREAT INTEREST IN THE LIVES 
OF HER FRIENDS, SHE DRESSED CAREFULLY BUT WITHOUT OSTENTATION, 

SHE HAD MANY FRIENDS BECAUSE SHE DESERVED FRIENDS, WELL READ 
AND POSSESSED OF AN UNUSUALLY ACTIVE AND VIGOROUS MIND, HELENE WAS 
AN EXCELLENT CONVERSATIONALIST WHO IN ANOTHER GENERATION MIGHT 
HAVE HAD A FINE CAREER IN LAW OR BUSINESS, BUT SHE WAS A CHILD OF 
HER ENVIRONMENT, SHE WAS TAUGHT THAT THE HOME WAS THE WOMAN'S 
BAILIWICK AND SHE LOOKED WELL TO THE WAYS OF HER HOUSEHOLD, YET 
ALWAYS READY TO TRAVEL WITH SAM OR TO SHARE HIS LIFE AND HIS 
NEEDS, A WISE WOMAN, HELENE SPOKE HER MIND AND IT WAS A MIND WORTH 
LISTENING TO, 

A LOVING DAUGHTER AND SISTER, HELENE BELIEVED IN FAMILY AND 
TOOK ALMOST AS MUCH PLEASURE IN HER BROTHER'S CHILDREN AS IN HER 
OWN, To HER HUSBAND SHE WAS A HELPMATE AND A SOURCE OF GREAT JOY, 
To HER FOUR CHILDREN SHE WAS A MOTHER WHO WOVE A WEB OF LOVE 
CLOSELY AROUND THEM AND WHO TAUGHT THEM TO VALUE THE GOOD THINGS 
OF LIFE, THE VALUES WHICH MAKE FOR SUCCESS AND CHARACTER, 

HELENE COULD GET VERY ANGRY, BUT THE ANGER QUICKLY SUBSIDED 
AND BITTERNESS QUICKLY DISSIPATED, SHE WAS DETERMINED TO GIVE HER 
CHILDREN EVERY OPPORTUNITY AND SHE DID, AND THEIR SUCCESS AND 
THEIR LOVE FOR HER AND FOR EACH OTHER WAS HER GREATEST REWARD 
EXCEPT PERHAPS FOR THEIR FAMILIES, THE EIGHT GRANDCHILDREN AND 
FOUR GREAT GRANDCHILDREN WHO ARE CONTINUING SO WELL IN THIS 
FAMILY'S TRADITIONS, 

HELENE WAS A WOMAN WHO LOOKED WELL TO THE WAYS OF HER HOUSE-
HOLD, THE WORDS OF THE POET WERE INSTINCTIVE TO HER: 

I LOVE YOU 
NOT ONLY FOR WHAT YOU ARE, 
BUT FOR WHAT l AM WHEN l AM 
WITH YOU, 

I LOVE YOU, 
NOT ONLY FOR WHAT YOU HAVE MADE 
OF YOURSELF BUT FOR WHAT YOU 
ARE MAKING OF ME, 
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l LOVE YOU FOR THAT PART OF ME 
THAT YOU BRING OUT; 
l LOVE YOU FOR PUTTING YOUR HAND 
IN MY HEAPED-UP HEART AND PASSING 
OVER ALL THE FOOLISH, WEAK THINGS 
YOU CAN 1

T HELP SEEING THERE, 
AND FOR DRAWING OUT INTO THE LIGHT 
ALL THE BEAUTIFUL BELONGINGS THAT 
NO ONE ELSE LOOKED FAR ENOUGH TO FIND, 

l LOVE YOU BECAUSE YOU ARE 
HELPING ME TO MAKE OUT OF THE LUMBER 
OF MY LIFE NOT A TAVERN BUT A TEMPLE; 
OUT OF THE WORKS OF MY EVERY DAY 
NOT A REPROACH BUT A SONG, 

HELENE LIVED A GOOD LIFE, SHE REJOICED IN THE ACHIEVEMENTS 
OF HER FAMILY, SHE ENJOYED THE RESPECT OF MANY FRIENDS, SHE 
LIVED BY A FINE AND RESPONSIBLE CODE, SHE HAD KNOWN THE LOVE AND 
JOY OF CHILDREN, GRANDCHILDREN, AND GREAT GRANDCHILDREN, THIS 
GOOD LIFE IS NOW ENDED, HELENE WILL BE MISSED, 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

DECEMBER 29, 1988 



~- e 1 e n e K au f ma n 

Death is an inevitable comnlemP,nt 

of life. Death is of life's most 

elemental nature. Dust we are,to dust 

we return. Death is universal. Death 

is our destiny, but death does not 

consian us to oblivion. It does not ·-

simply return us to the earth as it 

was. The spirit returns to God w~o 

gave it. We do not know what lies 

beyond the bourne of time, but we can 

be assured that God, our loving Father, 

does not forsake us. In death our 

life merely takes on another form~ 

It was received under God's sheltering 

protection and abides, protected by 

His love. 

-- -- ·- ----- - -
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Memory, too, outlives death. 

Physically our loved ones are no lonqer 

with us, but an abiding remembrance . 

of their quality continues long after 

their death. The words they sooke in 

love, the deeds they accomolished, are 

not quickly forgotten. They live on 

in the good and gentle acts which we 

learned to respect. Those who fill 

their days helpfully leave behind an 

imperishable legacy. Such is the 
memory of a good friend, a vital 

person and a respected neighbor, 

Helene Kaufman. 
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Helene was an intelligent and 

determined woman of talent and great 

drive. She knew her own way and was 

quite ready to remind others of its 

rightness. She did not depend upon 

the approval of others but walked her 

own way and it was a good and 

successful way. She lived by 

standards she knew to be right. 

Helene grew up in the south. 

She kept about her all her life that 

concern for persons, that openness 

and involvement with family values, 

which is the hallmark of that place. 
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She had no patience with people 

who put on airs. She was severe in 

judgment but always careful to state 

her reasons and convictions. She knew 

where she stood and what she felt. 

Helene's standards were those of 

quality and character. She judoed 

others by their actions as she asked 

to be judged herself. 

~marriage brought her to Cleveland 

and she established here a close circle 

of friends and of family. She delighted 

to entertain in her~ utif-tAi home which 

was a place of beauty but without any 

sense of conspicuous display. Her table 

was well set and a source of delicious 

pleasure to all. She took great interest 

in the lives of her friends. She dressed 

carefully but without ostentation. 
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She had many friends because she 

deserved friends. Well read and 

possessed of an unusually active and 

vigorous mind, Helene was an excellent 

conversationalist who in another 

generation might have had a fine career 

in law or business, but she was a child 

of her environment. She was taught 

that the home was the woman's bailiwick 

and she looked well to the ways of 
~~ 

her household,•~lways ready to travel 

with Sam or to share his life and his 

needs. A wise woman, Helene spoke 

her mind and it was a mind worth 

listening to. 
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A loving daughter and sister, 

Helene believed in family and took 

almost as much pleasure in her brother's 
• 

children as}Rer own. To her husband she 

was a helpmate and a source of great joy. 

To her 4 children she was a la~it'¼Q-

mother who wove a web of love closely 

around them and who taught them to 

value the good things of life, the 

values which make for success and 

charactero 

Helene could get very ang~y, but 

the anger quickly ·subsided and bitterness 

quickly dissipated. She was determined 

to give her children every opportunity 

and she did, and their success and 

their love for her and for each other 

was her greatest reward except perhaps 
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for their families, the 8 grandchildren 

and 4 great grandchildren who are 

continuing so well in this family's 

traditions. 

Helene was a woman who looked well 

to the ways of her household. The words 

of the poet were instinctive to her: 

I love you 

not only for what you are, 

but for what I am when I am 

with you. 

I love you, 

not only for what you have made 

of yourself but for what you 

are making of me. 
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I love you for that part of 

me that you bring out; 

I love you for puttlng your hand 

in my heaped-up hert and passing 

over all the foolish, weak things 

you can't help seeing there, 

and for drawing out into the light 

all the beautiful belongings that 

no one else looked far enouah to find. 

I love you because you are 

helping me to make out of the lumber 

of my life not a tavern but a temple; 

out of the works of my every day 

not a reproach but a song. 
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Helene lived a good life. She 

rejoiced in the achievements· of her 

family. She enjoyed the · respect of 

many friends. She lived by a fine 

and responsible code~ She had known 

the love and joy of children, 

grandchildren, and great grandchildren. 

This good life is now ended. 

i :tlr,ess ar,a i o health she cerna~ Red.._ 

h.e-r-s-elf. Helene will be missed. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

December 29, 1988 



t d 
~~( 

1°'811lber 18, 19S8 

neath is the ineYitable COIIPl•ment of lite, It 1• ot lite•• most elemental 

nature. "Du.at ve are and to dust w return". Such 1• our deatin7. Death is 

uniwraal. It doe■ not howevar consign us to oblivion. The dust retur·ns unto 

the earth as it vaa, tlw spirit returns to God vbo gaw it. Though w know not 

what lies beyond the bourne of tille, we can be uaured that God, our lov:lng 

rather, doea not forsake us. In death our lile aareq takes an another farm. 

Our spirit is received under God'• sheltering protection. It abides there in 

peaod and love. 

Memory, too, outliwa death. Our beloved are no lcnpr with us, but the 

deep and abiding remembranoe of those vho gaw ao J1Uoh loft and inspiration to 

ua continues long after thuir ~eati·1e '1lwy li 1 ;'b on in too ill8Piration which they 

Nt for us. '!'hey liw on in the good ~1d ~ntlo examples of ccmduct which we 

learn to respect and, adm:lring, emulate. ':.11-ioGe vho have tilled their days with 

gentleness, with kindlineEa and ~1.th '1elpi'ulness lcavo behind an imporishabl& ,. , 
legacy. They will not aoon be fargotten./ Such is '.:.he memory of -.~•r

111
se•a-S.•)•1•slll-t~c~in, 

■nth1iP Ed iiiiillhMl@tt ,il.g learMJ, A wauan of ~": clignity and quiot strength, 

Jira. ~ will long be N11eabered b)' us with loving respect. In death all 

that vu kind and p-aciou 1n _. nature haa taken on a nn dimension of signiti­

canae. It vu her priYilep to liff ti. allatted thN• aocre years and ten, ewn 
,,., M';)IJ,J\,.~ " IJ " , 

to exceed the 11euun ot tour aoar• year■, and ehe llwd thlN yean proudly. J 

eu •r -. ~ ~-- K-J A1t v 
She tilled bar day• v.lth aernoe to her tn~q, to her buband, t .... h•• •• r 

tJ ~...,....._,~De 11&-•a n!,Y,,as~■ WT Cl. i a ............. Her 

lit• wu oen\eNd an bar t•1~ and she took great Jo., in their happiness. She 
.... cJCM t ~ r:- •l''"• 

■ade Im' hall• rioh 1n low, hll it pe and Nour1'1' and aGDtentnent. lo 

•1s1.tian vu too d1■•ndtn1, DO req •t too tiM aallllllld.q. 
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There .-. saae vbo liw out their daye in the public flT•• There _.. othllr• 

who achieve u greatly but tar fre111 the publio' • p■•.. It ia not a little aatter 

to h1mt brought jc,y to om•• parent•, to haft ~rc,ugbt happine•• to one's brotmr• 

and •iaters, to haw br"'1ght lon to one's hWlband and children, to have brought, 

dignity to one• lite and to haw broU(rht devotion to one•• God. Mrs. Ooldatein 

fulfilled all of these standarda. We are proud and ·honored to haw had her u a 

lODg tbte m•ber of our Taple, tor in life ••---1•1'7 •ow-. other ideal• 

which tradition nroolaiiwa. 




