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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?" 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. " 

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." 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 

were 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 

A pr i l 2 5, 19 7 8 

J.l,;~ .J,.lt --- • 
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We are n1ct to pay a public tribute of love and respect to an open -hearted -
"~~u ... ~ .~f1r1'N-t7t" l(a..~. t~~ ~~. ~~•t49lcn' 

and gr:• ►x I Led lady, fi:llte R :g,efjs ll'EHtc 1 tJorccd at lrfc> She was good hearted 

and warm hearted. She took pleasure in her home, in her friends, in \vhatever opporluni-

Fvl<:(J? 2cJT fc,-" 4,E- - ~ ~ ~1 ~V) n-rr(..'1 
ties life provided. The book of Psalms contains a line whose \,v1sdo1n was instinctive to 

he r : "g la dn c s s of he a rt is the life of a hum an be in g. 11 

/r-p,r-GN-of 
w 1 a e w a s a l i v e w i th a j o y of l if e , f u 11 of v i ta l en e r g y, eager to p itch 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;, ith someone 

refused to be beaten down by life. 

There was beauty in her life. 

,,.i \ """""U> ~~,.. 't"XL u.­
place of warm th and of grace. She d res s e 

She took pride in her home and made i.t a 

v,1.C o,.,6' v~, ..:. -
with prid , but not v·it . She was con-

"-scious of her person, but not one to flaunt her looks. Her dress and her sense of self 

/}-'1~ 

reflected the power of her will not to be pulled down by life. TiJJ::.re 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 

ft-.l'l"-61\~ ~'7\c..-l.QJ b:t ~°'-- ~ 
might have withdrawn from life, '¥i::PPie eale.1gc8 tftc e.1ea Q-Y het vohffttcc ... • service. Wictaow-

hood ~an be a lonely tiQ:l@, Tilli@ &all' to it tbat hers was a useful time, one full of possL-

bi l iJ:.¥ and A1e e:n ing. 

~~., ,u~~J ~ r~ rc---~rul"t'"~t ', LttJ-0 ~ Kc,.." ~ 
r- Every ife has its dar moments. 'iailH'e faced each day bouyantly. ~ 

(~a - 1.\ '- D~<n oF' ~ IJt,:,J~u'°JL-~....,,, o "'~d.rr) - e-P ~ 0'\<..,,1Ue,-.J . l t! 1 
s ~y pushed out of her m in-cfnie unwanted worry and the inevitable aches and pains . 

.( ,-. c,, ~ "-~ ;.o CJ"" - 4-tft.-c..:r::z:> b(..., r , ~ fl"~ ,. 7 'E . ...!J;;..,.... rcJ. t c.., ....J c; r &--ma,., &: l"' rri 
I do not knov.· if she kne'\\· a little poem which is a favorite of mine, but sott1@ho tt , Tillie 

l.., 40A,.., fi..c., (. F ,...._ ,IA, "- V 

CO me s th r Ou gh in e Very line. 1ft '18 8 d • be r 8 r a D Cfjj:;::+;1.~j~ld;;r::e:a~i;R:i~t~j~n-;c:-;t~i~v-;;e~u~yr?c:'?!ar11H-l ... c...-8.:.-hj,. er 

sun~ 
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A laugh is just like sunshine, 
It freshens all the day 
It tips the peak of life with light, 
And drives the clouds away; 
The soul grows 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 me lady is heard, 
The ills of life de pa rt; 
And happy thoughts come crowding 
Its joyful notes to greet; 
A laugh is just like music 
For ma k ing living sweet. 

(Author Unknown) 

(\/'\"(:,~ -Fvll~Fr~ -~'tf'\-(i"'j - L,-..,, rerr,-J ti~, 
Death came to TW.lie sv-1iftly a11d "" 0 '1faf)ected 1ywbat we can byrat:!pl that 

v- ,-.c... ~ v.s -c-~ . " (.c.9- t\.~ ~ GY-C:-t \. t P '-4.-. F ~ .,'i l - ~ ~, ~ 
• • • bil it - "t'fiat nQ!iaduw- ila rkenea the 

~ fr--(-11.-J .o .. a f-<> _ nci .... - .I~ 
s,unshi'1'le. Tillie died iij the fplJoess of lj~dgtb, Hex ,wonderful spirit 11rhole and 

unbroken, happy in tbe circ 1e of her ai<\mily aad aer f1::ieuds. rn§#<I tn the accempH:::s,,.hments . 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

October 11, 1977 



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 asMiUfi§ljp] of family joy. Some never can 

be satisfied by the sinfle pleasures~ .-if~ 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 
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and 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, 
Oec_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 



I J I r,'l.1-••J-r"'•~ l> ;.C.... ,, • L • ~ 

I I m L ORAT!ON 1958 muw·=BI~·CH e:~....i.:.... 

IN T S, 'I'fIE HOUR OF OUR IEF, NY QUEST IO S CONCERNING LIFE Arm DFATH CO!LE 

TO IND. WE HAVE BEEN MA E TO REAIIZE AGAIN HO,', EP. TO US VE TH ALWAYS IS - HO 

UNCER'rAIN WE REALLY ARE THAT THERE WILL B A 'l'OYORROV • 

TO OUR QUESTIONb DEATH OFFERS NO A SW'ER . ABOUT THOSE HO HA VE CROSS D BEYOND 

THE BORNE OF TI , DEATH DRA S A CURTAIN OF SILENCE. NONE WHO DEATH HAS BECKONED 

HAS BEEN ALLOWED TO RETURN. E HAVE NO FIRST- HAND ACCOUNT OF OUR ETERNAL FUTURE . 

·E HAVE ONLY '£HE CERTAJt.l'TY OF FAITH THAT THE GOOD AND KIND GOD WHO GAVE US LIFE 

WITH ALL OF I'l'S BEAUTY AND OPPOaTUNITY ITLL Nar FORSAKE us IN DEATH. FAITH ALONE 

CAN BRIDGE THIS O.RLD AND THE NEXT FOR IN THE END, ALL THAT WE CAN TRUTHFUILY SAY 

AS REFLEC'l'ED BY JOB, • NY CENTURIES AGO - 0 THE LO D HAS GIVEN, THE 10:lD HAS TAKEN 

A AY, BLESSED B THE NA OF THE LORD" . 
I)~ r .~ .• .i:_ 

DEATH CAME TO L ·H IN THE FULLNESS OF YEARS . I su r POSE SUCH A DEATH I 
IS THE MOST UNDERSTANDABLE . TfERE HAS BEEN SUFFTCIEN OPPORTUNITY T OUR F 

LIFE ' S RICHNESS AND RELISH fTS EVERY B :AUTY. THI[dE HAS BEEN YOUTH , S'fRENGI'H AND 

THE DIGNITY OF AGE -- A FOLL MEASURE OF L!FE 1S 

T THEIR DAYS ONLY TH 

PI'INESS. THE MEASURE OF OUR LIFE IS NO'l' ITS LENGTH BUT ns MEANING - THE 

DEGREE OF FULFILWE NI' , OF ACCO PLISIB1ENT, OF WVE 'HI R ] ~ COMPACT TO CTJR DAYS . 

FORTUNATELY, LIND BLOCH 1AS DOUBLY Dm.1ERED. NCYr ONI,Y 'AS SH BLESSED Y.iITH LONG 

UFE, BUT SHE PU1' THAT LIFE TO THE BE~T OF USE AND TILLED EACH DA IITH THOSE AC'l'S 

, 

-4.,..,. """--a,.G•c •- ~➔ .._.__. ·1ac k ---~ 
OF GOODNESS, KINDLINESt.>, AND SERVICE WHICH ENDFJiliES A fERSON TO NEIGHBORS A?ID FULFILLS 

A ROIE AS A SERVANT OF GOD . 
~ 

MRS . =~IS-LIFE IS ROCYrED IN THE SOIL OF OUR STATE. HER. FA __, ~ 

A 

OF THE EARIIEST s 'TLERS ONO !HE JEriISH co mN/.omo. H v1ATCHED 

THE DEVELOP ENT OF OUR CO!MUNITY AND ?ARTICI JfED IN THE EARLY rao· TH OF MARY OF 

OUR MOST IMPORTAN'f CO iUNAL JNSTI'.rUT JONS . E ARE HWUD 'THAT FOR OVER THREE QUAR'I'ERS 

OF A CENTURY, MRS . BLOCH, FIRST l'IH HER HUSBAND, AND T ALONE, AS ENROLLED AS 
~ 

A ER OF WR TE -'LE . IN oua T ,. 1~ 5HE DUCATED HER SON. IN HER LIFE SHE 

EX , FLIFIED THE TEACHINGS OF WR FAl'l'H. 
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G~ 
IT ~s NOT y PRIVILEOI TO B Im'! Tl nTH URS. !UIH. I Rr. CIRET THAT I LACKED 

THAT OPPORTUNITY. HER FAMILY AND HER FRIENDS TESTIFY, NOT ONLY TO THE GiHEROOit' I 

OF HER SPIRIT ANTI THE SWEE'TNF,SS OF HER PERSON, BUT T THE VITALITY OF HE~ MIND AND 

OF THE SPARILI ro SENSE OF HU OR OOCH SHE BROOGHT I TO EVIBY SITUATION. I A TOLD 

THAT HEREVER SHE ENTERED, '!'HERE WARlll'H AND HAPPINESS AND A SMILE CAJE TOGETHER. 
. r q, ➔ ,...., ....... ~ _____, ~ ,· ... 

'-'· ---. 
NEVER ONE TO IMPOSE HER FEARS ON OTHERS, MRS. 81J80H Nrr.,,EvM'9ER!W"I I POSED HER LONLINESS ~ ~ 

N ·BY cr-llB:m • 11J Tfffi ~ TRADITION 
I 

---
SHE I.RELU.NT AN HARDY. 

--s--a..1.1~~~~ • BLOCH NEVER BECJRUOOED HER FATE LIFE, SHE OOLD NOT NOW 

ASKS HER FAMILY AND FRIENDS TO J.Atl OFF EXCESSIVE C'filEF Al D .RETURN TO THE ENJ'.J 

---UNHAPP!'. 
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Mrs. Eugene Geismer 

"Naked came I Crom my mother'• womb and naked shall I return there. " 

Our faith takes a realistic and unromantic view.or birth and death. Man enters 

' 
the world with a cry and leaves it with a cry. He comes into it weeping and leave• 

• 

accompanied by weeping. On ~ntering the world hia hands are clenched aa ll to 
\ . . 

aay "the w1?:ole world is mine, I shall inherit it;" when he depar~• hla hands are 
• . .. . 

spread aa if to aay "I have inherited nothing from the world . . '·' It la to the credit . 
. ' 

' . .. ' 

of our wisdom that it lnaiata we accept llCe on lta own ·terma, the bltter without 

blinklng, the end without rear. 

Life is bruising. Life is brier. All phlloaophies agree on thia, but aome 

are ao diacolored by chi.ldi.ah peeve and petulance that lite i.a pictured aa a worth-
• 

leas thing. IC we ca~not have things our wa~ - heaven on earth - we rationalize 

what la at baae, aell-pity. Burdened by the fear of death and puzzled by death'• 

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

expect either joy or peace of mind. The Greek tragedian, Sophocle1, wrote, 

"Not to be born i• paat all aaying beat, _but when a man baa aeen the light thia 

ia next beat by far - that with all apeed be abould go thither whence be baa come. " 
• 

. 
• If the suit la not cut to our taate we declare it un•uitable and either caltlvate • 

a aardonic diadain or else dre.am or some golden la;11d beyond the 1rave whlch 
• 

no one ha• ever seen and which, ln fact, may not be. 

The P•almi.at had a flrat-hand knowledge or pain and grlef, "Oat or the 

depth• l calL , . My aoul la •ated • with trouble•, my llgbt· draw• nlgb unto the • 

. ' 

1rave, 1 am couted wltb t~•• wbo 10 do-. lnto ·th• plt. . I am become •• on• 
• 

. . 

.. 

1· • • • 

. . 
. . 

•' 

• 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 joyous 

and pleasing? How could they? Their appreciation .and eagerness grew out ol 

_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 t~ere is a constant process of death and renewal, decay and growth. 

Each generation gives birth to its successor a n d m uet 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 memories 

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~engtb, a teacher'• . 

she~tering wisdom, a husband's gentle encouragement and silent understanding, 

a child's eagerness · and innocence, a friend's fine achievement. As we pass 

these memories before our mind we recognize that death held no fear for such . 

as these. Here were strong and proud people .. Here were vlgorou ■ and gen­

erous human beings. Here waa love and sometime• eceta■y. There waa ac­

complishment and aometime• a true nobility, there waa goodne■• ln the~r llve ■, 

... 

... 
' 
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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. 11 Our memories give the lie to 

all posture·s pf despair. Mai;i can conquer the darkness. There is the thundering 

sl<y and the re is the bright s~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 ( out of my mother's womb, 

naked shall I return the re. 11 His children, his health had been taken from him; 

his world had suddenly opened under him. Yet, i.n 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-

ories that w~ leave behind and more 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. A re 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 justicep or 

synagogues, of healing institutions. How came all these? Civilization ia 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 e ■Mua ti t t~ 
-¢ C-.l 
sa•v8 ■ £1 r a; such a symbol. She was always here - always the lady - always 

gracious - always herself - living proof that stability and permanence are still 

in its plac.e 

and t about to run out under my, feet. 

~, l 
Of course, l' d a 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. 

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. 

and without faltering. 

Neitber hrQke her ,sp; sit ar t'lEDad t what she was - a woman 

of rare inner beauty and of a deep confident faith in God, in man, and in the pos­
;.. 

sibilities of life. The old-fashioned word, "gentle lady," fits ~1&1JI 



Her emotions were true, her values basic, her spirit gentle, her charm a reflex 

of her spirit. 

through. She was utterly without side. 

1 
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 ie was very much alive and open. Manners and courtesy are old-

spirit was remarkably fresh. She would 

really listen to fresh and strange ideas, especially if they were presented to her 

J,. 
by her grandchildren and such ideas were never dismissed out of hand. SAe -lietened 

Her mind was richly stocked. 

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-

portunitie s. 
~ l ' 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 

as everyone in her family reached out to their community and shared in its needs. 

Friendship was not carelessly bestowed. y had no need 

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. 'I'& 

e Lnfer·est ~ and proud of the 

''wtJftilaR -of ale . ' 

N ~~ ~ , ( t 
When✓myJat.WU-..apok.....Eug•Re -Oeien1-e-r1s ;·em-og- room 

• I 
..-....._... ea~ QiQ __ ,be _used the _bibli.siJ.._--2hrase 1 "t4~r~ wa_s peace in his tent. " 

clo~_e ties w 1ch bin the ~era.tions. here is here .a. remarkable record 

4 "'~ ~ . : - it • . f ( 
compet ee-rvic.e-an it began here in this place. The re was peace 

' . 
TalmUld rightly o belto-zu ishto "His house - that 

of bloom and music, a .orld in which the good lessons were taught by example. 

man-and they ans . c u e 

~ "' .. _..._. ........ ,...,_w~ ~~~~here~ •~.,.~..-
,...., " 

ay Aunt Mol-iie b od, love, 

g 

. 
o Le just a week ago. When I came into her 

~oom she took :t;ny a d and broqaht i.t to her lipe and kissed it. She -smiled at me 

as if to say 'plea , no false encouragement. ' She told me that this was her first 

stay ever in a ho!,P.ltal. -~omehow with that kiss ~-nd those words she gave me 



I 
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• a U • 

7 

the strength not to s 
J. 

~~~IJM;wi...i.ta~•~~H'ftt~~~+e-~~~t-fl!tH'""r~IM~Wii•been he rs. For 9il' years 

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 
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DOROTHY GLUECK 

DEATH IS AN INEVITABLE COMPLEMENT OF LIFE, DEATH IS OF 
LIFE'S MOST ELEMENTAL NATURE, Dusr 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 /ND 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 . I n death our I i ·1 e mere l v takes on 
-~vr~«· 

another form. T~ received under 

God's sheltering protection that abides 

there, 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 d i g n i t y and q u i et strength·- ,1h o rn 

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 dauahter 
-~,; 

and sister she was ever close and ever 

h e 1 p f u 1: •. ~~-.~ •• .. A s a w i f e t o I r v i n s h e YJ 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 

o f f e r s o f h o u s i n g . H e r g r e at e s t ·- j o y 

was the joy of seeing her sons and 

her daughter YF)>" into- competent 
Jh~~ ~•:ftr;\•JyJ1 

adulthood. ~uas privileged to know 
/ ,,,~ 

that they in ·turn raised their children 

to her standards and values. 

There was music in her heart and ,JR 

t::. J 1.JLIL- b~ t<· iA- 1 I -v ... J ~~ A. ~ "
8 

~ ~ It~ lo /CO t / ,~ ~c - f rf'\Jt,t,,-tl'rv~ 7 ,, .... 

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 resµonsibilities 

with strength and determination. 
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She walked her own way with dignity 
~ 1A4r 

and,. with courage f'l'-i ~~J( 

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 

i s par f "Q f -, our 1 i v es . 
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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:+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 . Q 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 

•,, . 



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 
/:" ... \!l'-. 

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;1 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 
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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 AWAKENING 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 

MOHE 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 ~OHDS 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, 

-----------------r-~ 
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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: "SEEK NOT TO EXPLAIN GOD'S 
hAYS TO MAN, THESt AK£ BEYOND YOUR UNDERSTANDING," 

LIFE IS A GIFT NOT OF OUR CHOOSING. DEATH IS A FACT 
NOT OF OU~ WILLING. WE DO NOT SCHtDULE 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, 

---------------- - ----- - -~----.c .. - -~-·\.-...c__ 
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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-MINUED 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 
MODERN 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. 

, pLiaeru: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 NO DAY 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 TU 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 Il~TELLECTUAL 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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as we did a vignette fran Jewish literature came to mind. '!he birds, it seems, 

roticed that when the wirrl blew the branches of ordinary trees sighed in the wirrl, 

but th:>se of fruit-bearing trees were silent. Curiosity led than to ask the 

fruit trees why they did not make any noise, and the trees replBd, 'our fruits 

are sufficient advertisement for us.' 

'J)i)f&"t~,m~ lived a long and useful life, quietly, graciously, with great 

dignity and without the least need to advertise herself. Her life, her marriage, 
~"~ ~~f so~ · . her hare, the accxxrplishlrents of her • R!? arrl grandrutl±eren - these spoke for her 

~-t:f~l~ 
and of her. I believe that r:reresa would have understood and appreciated a little 

poan which is a favorite of mine. 

I do not want the gaping cro.-.d 
'lb cx:xne with lamentations loud, 

When life has fled. 

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

When I am oead. 

I do not want strange curious eyes 
'lb scan my f~ce when pale it lies 

In silence dread. 

lt>r would I have them, if they would, 
Declare my deed.s 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 good, 
Arrl then, as only true friends (X)Uld, 

Forget the rest. 

Yet, true frierxis of a lifeti.ne arrl her family need to have the fine qualities of 
I 

her person at least alluded to at this service. Facing our dead, we want to 
~ 

remem:>er their lives, not their dying - that's the virtue of a eulogy .. ➔ ~ J' a'. 
1 

' ( 

5 l<..._ cft c ~ • ed ' thin th 1 ' 1 f f ' l --.-::J f ' --.-::J • th d. wanan of valor who liv wi e c ose ci.rc e o anu. y cuLl r1t:1LlS wi ig-
~ r? N_ , , z . , 
nity and strength, c:aupetently, loyal in gocx1 tines and in ba, careful of her 

responsibilities, pddeful only of the a,:;c:nuplisbnents of h& 'S;,h:;za of theit; 
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• ---
(bt) ~ou -~ r, NP l ,. , '--'r-J\ • If 

a. gaod ~are ~ sce:rnj nca. ear~ .. Her hcrce am her garden 
• 

;- . . 
reileebee1 AC!"~ ans ~ m1s1.c... st,; dressed 

' . ,. , 
w1. _can., wti witrhol ilit .... 11er 

(., 

'l'et:eWa was a private person. ·she kept her own mind arrl her own counsel/ , ; 
, I , _: I I ~'-If 

In our era pf baj 1 fel ]at1 1,ntl mot, aipa11iiaaai cl!tttiaISH1~ , tl:.ter.t!twere 

~ ~r.fifW.:~d;wi&ilA-lllliilllll=tl•'tXl'lllli-lliilia deep am lifelong. i . 1-. 
I 

~ a:J of 
1 

,ai cl tbe,,Jlori!.. ' 
Those wlX> kne,, her~st describe a \\Ollail wtx:> was without guile or side, 

the same within as without, at the same time a~ of prodigious will and · 

I 

--te Jool, Jaack. ·she met her res~nsibilit:i:S'-' Js wife arrl rrother with love. Her 
A 

marriage arrl hcrce was the focus and center of -her being - and_when she was wid()(,\fed 

she faced being alone wi~ courage - ticree:mined to rermt1 ~ - ne~ to 

te a,aarwen. She never was. She met each day mnfidently. She managed her affairs 

with erergy arrl skill. If she was ever anxious or lonely she kept her worries 

( ' 
to herself. 'l!eresa was not one to irrlµlge ~n self-pity, aca~ven in these last 

nonths of illness arrl ~nfinni.ty she squared her sooulders arrl _a.es-

~~t her eaith ' l.!!J Q __ ..,,_ s and a sh- • 
I 

<1ilenee•·.ef ietieee tlrre SA&- l0V80 alJQ ~ed for. To~ h~r r;;,.s to· be reminded of 
I 

' : the rx,e~•s \\Ords: Qlt .of the earth, the rose/CAit of the night, the dai,n:/Out -of , _,. ":1 \ . 
I 

my heart, ,;.,1ith all °its woes/High courage, press on. To ~e very end .:a.~sa had 
r 

I 

the courage to press an~ She died in the fullness of years - at a time when to 

live lon:Jer ~01ld have been an irdignity. She left to those who knew and lovoo 
1 

l 

her one last gift of her love, a legacy of wonderful net0ries, neteries which 

will rontinue to wann their lives and en~>Urage them in the years ahead. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

.. Augiwt .:.a, 1982 

-



Dorothy Greenbaum 

These things are beautiful beyond belief 
The pleasant wealmess that comes after pain 
The radiant greenness that comes after rain 
The deepened faith that fo l lows 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 , mysteri ous 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 agai n to feeling , and even 

joy . 

Music expresses , i t does not explain . I have no explanation . Life 

is fragile. At times like thi s we need not words , but a sense that others link hands 

with us as we walk life ' s stormy way . We share in a corrmunity 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. Dotsie was a good woman, a warm 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 heme 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 corrmunity 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 rema.ins 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 
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!iHda Reich 

We are met to pay a meIT'orial tribute to a gracious and good woman, · a 

• ~-,..-r- t.A- 0 ~ l.t:f ... ' \ ~ 11 
,.... tr•;a I y re Pant J±a • 1 ee ing, IIilda Ile l'ch., llttt1a always put me in mind of a thought 

which George Bernard Shaw phrased sortie 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, !Nida was master of her fate and captain of 

her soul. \V-heuc,c1 I saw her, undaunted by ffie wne~t chatt, eA.akes'2~a:re's-1ine, 

"sweet a1,e the tises ofra-dverstty, 11 can•e t!e n:in:a, IIilaa 5@presen.ted !or me all that 

H.iJ.da took life for what it was and made 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 cal"" 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 alvvays 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~~-LqVE, . 

PA I N , EM PA THY FOR AN A NG U I SH ED SOUL , l,fi f fi Ftm A 6 8 B Bz FR I_ 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 THE NIGHT, THERE IS ALWAYS ANOTHER QAWN. , 
TODAY A SENSE OF FINALITY WEIGHS URJ4 US, BUT IF WE PERSEVERE 
& KEEP GOING, WE WILL AWAKEN AGAIN TO FEELING, AND EVEN JOY. 

-
• -
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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 

SllUATION 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 SECURITY. 

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." 



-4-
-· 

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. 

( 01 5 

MAIY ELLEN WANTED DESPERATELY TO FINO 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. SHE 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 
... f"W' 

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'/li Ail- l7' 

NEVER ASSUME~ THE RESPONSIBILITIES OF A MEANINGFUL LIFE. 
&l+iJ»TftlEB !H'f tl1H lfM SHCC:£E9 -IN MANAGINtf NOST OF HER 
REtAt fliNSH H'S. 

- 1 • ► • 



5 

WE ARE NOW UNITED IN GRIEF; 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 Bfrnt ('s~E"(rAs"A~,OAAN VERY MUCH 

~--
I' 

IN SEARCH OF HERSELF Afffi..~R MOST OF HE-ft ADUtT HFE 2> 

UNABI E TQ ACCEPT HER MAWLTY,.t.- 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 SAW lj COURAGE WHICH LAY WITHIN 
HER s Ou L ; f../ e. II L {' j "' " < 5' £, /I ' • ( 

1- , .r -U-~ 1 



-5-

WE ARE NOW UNITED IN GRIEF. WE 6RI V-E NOT ONLY FOR 

A LIFE TAKEN FROM US UT FOR A THAT WAS NEVER FULLY 
/J\ flt,._ ( L:. 2,..IJ /i / • 

EXPLORED OR LIVED. Y AS A SENSE OF ~ POTENTIAL 

THESE LAST HS OF ILLNESS WHIG VE US A SENSE OF THE 

WHICH LAY WITHl'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 
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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 Thy purposes.. Thou sendest . 

the noonday brightness; Thou also 

causest the clouds to cast their 

darkness upon us. Thou art the 

Author of 1 i fe .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 

an d fr a i 1 . N o t y et f u 11 y a 1 i v e , ...., . ~a "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 
FL ,&lu A- • r,r ;.. /. J 
~ ~aby still with them that love 

which they could not give to the 

departed. 
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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 iife 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, guT 

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, 9UT WE 
CAN BE ASSURED THAT GOD, OUR LOVING 

FATHER, DOES NOT FORSAKE US. WE ARE 

RECEIVED UNDER GOD'S SHELTERING 

PROTECTION & PROTECTED THERE 8Y HIS 

LOVE. 
NAME OF DECEASED: ROSE GUREN 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 GUREN, SON, 3925 LANDER RD. CHAGRIN FALLS,OH 
464-1990 

SHELDON GUREN, 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 FILL THEIR DAYS HELPFULLY LEAVE 

BEHIND AN l~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 

• 
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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 RIGH T. 

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--FAMl'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 LIVES, 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 W1TH ACTS OF 

LOVE & INTIMACY. SHE WAS WELL READ, AN 

EXCELLENT CONVERSATIONALIST, A RACONTEUR 

OF UNUSUAL CAPAC I TY. IN ANOTHER ·, . ·- I 

GENERATION .SHE MIGHT HAVE 9EEN A CAREER 

WOMAN, 9UT SHE WAS A CHILD OF HER 

ENVIRONMENT. SHE HAD ~EEN 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 HUSBAND 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 MO~ENTS, 

BUT THERE WAS A DETERMINATION & STRENGTH 

IN ROSE WHICH, UNT1L THE LAST 10 MONTHS 

OR SO, CARRIED HER ALONG IN HEALTH & IN 

GOOD SPIRITS EVEN li'rHLTHE 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 TRIBUTJ OF RESPI:CT T0 O. E OF ()UR MinsT WH() HAS 

PASSE FR011 OUR SIGHT. Ac ALWAY ... AT SUCH AN HOUR WE ST A:. GRIEF-LADEN BEFORE THE 

CUP.TAI_ 0F T1EATH. WE CANNOT nRA 1 THAT CURT AJN ASITE. WHAT AWAI.TS BEYONn IS 

FOREVER HIDDEN FROi OUR VIEW. 

IN TrJTE EACH nF us WIU, PASS B Y0ND THIS DIVIDE. 1..JIEN WE DO, -JE WILL Nor 

KN0W WHAT AWATIS US THERE. YET 'WE WILL CROSS OVER IN FAITH -- IN THE FAITH THAT A 

KIND GOD AND FATHER, WHO HAS GIVEN US LIFE, WILL Nor FORSAKE US IN DEATH. AS HE 

'WELCOMED US INTO 'IRIS LIFE .AND PROTECrrS US HERE, SO WILL HE SHELTER US AND SUSTAIN 

US UNTO ETF.R.NITY. THAT HE WILL BE NEAR US WE WILL BE SURE. WE N ;JED NOT FEAR FOR 

HEAVEN WILL SUPPORT US. 

TO FACF DEATH rs 'T'O BE REMINDED ()F LIFE'S SWIFT PASSAGE. (')UP YOUTH SEEMS 

ONLY YESTERDAY, OUR. DAYS SO FE1tl. TO FACE nEATH IS TO BE RF. ~I \JTE OF "PHE USES TO 

WHICH WE ~UST PU'T' OUR LIFE . WE no NOT Know WHAT LIES BEYOND . WE no KNOW THE 

JATURE OF THAT SERVICE OF L VE AN KI DI\TESS, OF GENTLENESS A JD C0URAGE, ·JHICH WE 

UST ~NDER HERE ANT) } ~,J, N~ SJ CE WE D() N T KNOW 1 EN ()tJP. HOUR MAY COME, rs IT 

NOT FOLLY FOR ANY OF US TO PUT OFFOUR GE JEROUS INSTINCTS AN 0TJR HONEST IMPULSES, 

FEELING THAT THERE MAY YET BE T~lE? THERE MAY NEVER BE TIME. WE ARE NOT MASTER 

OF OUR nESTINY • WE n N T nETERMIME WHEN 1 ARE TO nIE • T LIVE UR DAYS, HOiJ11EVER 

LONG THEY BE, ABLY A n 'WELL IS THE BURDE J AND THE CHALLENGE OF LIFE. 

WE LARE METr !£'0 PAY OUR LAST RESPECTS 'TY) JULIA GUTHOFF, A MOTHER ANn GRANnMOTHER 

IN ISRAEL, A G t '!'LE p. n KINnLY ()MAN !HOSE GREAT ARMTH OF PRRSONALITY ~rn ABOUNDING 

L()VE MADE HER BEWVEn TO ALL. rr AS NOT MY PPJVILEGE 'rO BE INTIMA"PE WITH MRS. 

GUmHOFF. SF LIVEn MOST OF HER LIFE IN ANO'rHER CITY,AMONG OTHER FRIENDS. BUT IN 

HER FEW SH nRT MONTHS HERE IN CLEVELftNn THE VIVACrrY OF HER PEP SON ANn 'PHE FRIEN~ 

LINESS OF HER BEING ENDEARED THEMSELVES TO /i.U. SOME MEN .ANT' 10MEN LIVE OTIT THEIR 

LIVES IN THE PUBLIC EYE. SOME OF THESE .ACCOMPLISH GREAT THINGS, OTHERS NOT. THE 

M.ARK OF SUCCESS IN LIFE IS NOT THE ME.Ac--URE OF OUR FAME BUT 'T'H~ MEASURE OF OUR NE DS. 

l 
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SURELY A N<"'BL:F LA ny w·r.:o FILLED THE TTEART... OF HER PAPE,ITS WITH LOVE, !HO FILI.En THE 

HOME (')F HER HUSB /I N11 Wirr1H DEVOTI ON, WHO WALKED LIFE I LONELY 1,J Y PP0U LY A n ~lITHOUT 

SELF-PITY, WHO RAISEn HER CHILT1REN TO -., KNOvl THE VALUE OF HIGH STANT°'ART;S ANn rrHE 

MEA JING OF ABOUN I JG LOVE' WHO BRnUGHT ~rAFMTH 'T'() THE HOMES OF HER GRANDCHILnREN AND 

MADE THEM SEE THE BEAUTY ANn THE MANY RICH COLCRS OF LIFE -- SURELY SUCH A HOMAN 

HAS ACHIEVEn MAG JIFICENTLY. SURELY THE MEMORY OF SUCH A WOMAN WILL ALWAYS BE FOR 

BLESS I~ G. 

IT IS NOT OUR RIGHT TO INTRUnE AT THIS H0UR UPON THE INTIMATE MEMOR.IES OF THOSE 

CLOSE TO MRS . GUTHOFF. YET I THI TK THIS MUCH OUGHT TO BE SAID -- AS MRS. GUTHOFF 

LIVED FOR THE HAPPIJESS OF THOSE CLOSEST TO HER, A SHE SOUGHT ~o PR TEC~ THEM An 

TO EN COUP AGE TIE 1 A rn TO FILL THEIR DAYS WITH JOY AND WELLBEING, S SHE rJOULn Nc,t-, 

HA vr THDT TURN FRO THIS THEIR HnUP.. OF GRIEF BACK TO 'rH ~ WAYS OF LIFE. SHE WOULD 

HA VE THEM REMEMBER N0T S MUCH TH AT SHE DIED AS TL.PT SH-S LIVED) AN HAT SHE LIVED 

FOR THEIR H/1.PPT JESS, A TD THAT crIE -.,TnULD HA VE TH J01 , WARMED BY HER MEMORY, FIND 

A FULL MEftSUPE OF HAP INESS I J 'rHE AYS A , YEARS TH T 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 eni• lsi:mac_· 

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<1(\,,-~ 
eager to know man and mankind. ~ 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 

If V":j I J ~t,-,JI ;. t, It "ftJ 

disconcerted, for Lt ~ ssai i:t. a gentle spirit and a kindly humor. 

But all men must die and death comes even t o t h e most adventurous and 

,,, 

in life. But when death comes to such a man - one who has lived f¢y and well 

/ 
it is something far less than stark tragedy. For 

he has made full use of his opportunities. There 1s a line in the Book of Psalms 

that comes to mind: "Gladness of heart is the life of a man. " The anxious 

sap life of its beauty. The joyous find a daily 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. 

f I\ .. ~~t·e ~ • I 

v ,I 
, ,/r r. ~, t "'~ 
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To Julius Arnoff death came as an arrow that flies by day and like 

destruc i that wastes at noonday. Julius ' life was reached 

the fullness it was not, therefore, In the years 

onestly and built solidly the that were given to him n 

reputation for care and ser of friendship and family. 

I 

' 

Julius was a hard-working He had to undertake quite 

early the obligation 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. He did not ask special gratitude nor expect special favor. 

H (.J M 
dWHds was not a man to cut corners. His honor was rock-ribbed. His 

word was his bond. By nature he was straight, 1hotllD rable and trustworthy. A 

ANO 
He used 

his strength to shield and protect those whom he loved -,.. aot te i:nzps ■ a lei ■ 00ar 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 

'. '-6.J 1\..4 7 14\i 
and he enjoyed the quiet of his home which he filled with melody, tat9pltmsJ and 

. 
music. 

lived in and for his family. Their happiness was his. 

'to Aa- In lj 11e _, 

'11• 
dt&ghtc •• s:a pat.i eras alt 

in possibilities. 

I 19' D (C --' /... t "-I .- •'-r, "I 

,,,,, 
a fine exampl 

•• ia ,ae?sth and 
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deep sense of 

its 
I , 4..-' ~ /.-, 

r4•..tl8il~r 

pride 
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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 
I 

benediction. I pray that these precious memories whi'! ,i~~~ethed • 

~,~~Mfuw i6&!Ptbnjr diH[!bters iv bi& fJ;Umds eml te Aiu r iil!lty 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 

anq capable wcman, a lady, Maxine Haberman. Maxine's whole life was bourrl to 

Cleveland. A graduate of Hathaway Brown and Lake Erie College, she would later 

return to Lake Erie as Director of Alumni Relations, but in the in-between years 

she lived her life by a cx:rle of service which is rare in any day. During the 

Depression she served as a ca.inty relief case worker and held any number of offices 

with the Metropolitan Ha.lsing Authority. In all of these her ooncerns were broad 

and humane. She was totally mcutltted to justice and to the possibilities of 

arr free society and as free of side or pretense as anyone I have ever known. 

Sane in her generation woo workerl as Maxine did were tough-minded waren 

wh::> had no interest save to make their mark. Maxine's way was oourteous, oon­

vincing without bein1 danarrlirg, sensitive to the feelings as well as to the 

needs of others. She was a well-rounded person. Her life, which might have 

been lonely, remained a happy and open one because so many relished her friend­

ship and enjoyed her cn:npany. Her quick mim 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 spoke to Maxine just a week ago. She had been open with me about her 

illness for quite sane time, but, typically, we spoke not of her pain but of the 

future, goin1 back to work, her interest in library of books in the field of 

public oousirg which was beirg established at Case Western Reserve. 

Maxine was a lifelorg member of '!he Tenple arrl I would like to believe 

that she found in our activities and teachirgs a reflex of her own quality. She 

had been nost helpful to us in these last years as a merber of our Music can­

mittee. She was involved, as she had been all her life, in our choice of per­

sonnel. Her judgment was sourrl always and spoken quietly but to the point. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

Noverber 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 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 

COMPLETION, 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 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 0~ 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 LENGTHi 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; THESEi 

THOUGH THEY DIE YOUNG, DIE FULFILLEDi THEY HAVE COMPRESSED 
INTO A FEW YEARS MANY LIFETIMES OF ACCOMPLISHMENT; 

I AFFIRM THIS TOOi 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 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 DAY 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 MOTHERi 
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 Willi SHE 
CONTINUED TO CARE FOR THAT SPECIAL BEAUTY WITH WHICH Gan 
HAD ENDOWED HER AND SHE NEVER LET HERSELF GOi 

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 BUREAUi IT WAS 
HER BABY; 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 
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 

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 PARTi 

SANDRA WAS AN INTERESTING PERSON, A GOOD AND WELCOME 

COMPANION, A LOYAL AND CARING FRIENDi 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 

ALONE, 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 SHARED, 

SANDRA AND l TALKED ONCE ABOUT LIFE AND DEATH; 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 ON; SHE WILL BE YOUR EXAMPLEi 

Gan HAS RECLAIMED ONE OF His OWN; THIS WILL HELP YOU; 

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 Gan's 
WAYS TO MAN FOR THESE ARE BEYOND YOUR UNDERSTANDING; 11 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; 11 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 BEHIND; THEIR LONELINESS WILL BE 
A DAILY BURDENi SHE IS AT PEACEi THE PAIN IS OVER; WE 
ARE BEREFTi SHE IS WITH GODi WE ARE ALONE; 

SANDRA STRUGGLED FOR MANY MONTHS AGAINST CANCERi HER 
DISEASE ULTIMATELY PASSED BEYOND CONTROL, BUT IN MANY WAYS 
SANDRA WAS THE VICTORi 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 Willi SHE 
CONTINUED TO CARE FOR THAT SPECIAL BEAUTY WITH WHICH Gon 
HAD ENDOWED HER AND SHE NEVER LET HERSELF GOi 

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 BUREAUi IT WAS 
HER BABY; 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 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 DID; SHE WAS PRESIDENT OF _THE SHAKER SQUARE 
ASSOCIATION AND HEAD OF THE VOLUNTEER BUREAU OF MENORAH 
PARK; 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 EVES 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 GoD'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 
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 PARTi 

SANDRA WAS AN INTERESTING PERSON, A GOOD AND WELCOME 
COMPANION, A LOYAL AND CARING FRIENDi 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 DEATHi 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 O~i SHE WILL BE YOUR EXAMPLE; 

GOD HAS RECLAIMED ONE OF His OWN; THIS WILL HELP YOUi 

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-NEVITA9LE CO~PLE~-~ENT 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 08LIVION. 

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 

FORSAKE US. IN DEATH OUR LIFE MERELY 
fr 

TAKES ON ANOTHER. FORM. 1·T WWS RECEIVED 

UNDER GOD'S SHELTERING PROTECTION AND 

ABIDES, PROTECTED 8Y HIS LOVE. 
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MEMORY, TOO, OUTLIVES DEATH. 

PHYSICALLY OUR LOVED ONES ARE NO LONGER WITH 

US, BUT AN ABIDING REMEM8RANCE 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 

IMPERISHA8LE LEGACY. SUCH IS THE MEMORY 

OF A GOOD FRIEND, A VITAL PERSON AND A 

RESPECTED NEIGHBOR, MARTHA JAC08S0N. 
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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 1·N NEW 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 JUDGED 

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 6~0D 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. SHE HAD NO 

USE FOR CONSPICUOUS DISPLAY. THOSE WHO 

KNEW HER INTIMATELY KNEW NOT ONLY OF HER 

EXCEPTIONAL MENTAL QUALITIES BUT THAT SHE 

WAS UTTERLY DEPENDABLE. 

MARTHA WAS A CHILD OF HER ENVIRONMENT 
{.,_,) i--~ 

WHO ~THOUGHT THE HOME WAS THE WOMAN'S 

BAILIWICK. SHE LOOKED WELL TO ·THE WAYS OF 

HER HOUSEHOLD, ALWAYS READY TO .TRAVEL WITH 

HARR Y AN D T O S H AR E H I S • PR OB L EMS AN D H I S 

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 WEg OF 

LOVE CLOSELY AROUND THEM AND 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 .:tME GREATEST REWARD 

EXCEPT PERHAPS FOR THE~~tiltl~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 1·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 

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. 

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 8E MISSED. 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

JULY 12, 1989 



• 
2 

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 

were 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· smile. 

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 5~ vears 

they shared the good times and the bad, 

always knowing how to turn a challenge 

into a triumph. There was always a 

smile on her face, . &- warmth in her voice. 

She made you feel welcome whenever you 

came into her presence. Her home was 

a beautifully appointed place, a reflex 

of the beauty of her spirit. 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 good 

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 jov. 
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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, 

~!~Qb and §bl~, which form the word 

"aish" fire. A man and a woman 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, YQQ 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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were blessed with 56 years of shared 

happiness and service. They found 

love. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

December 7, 1988 
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•~ 0 Atrength and the courage to 

Death is a wound. 11.0 .U.Q.••-- _ _ ~ 

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 ls 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 w· 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 and that come after you, for such is the sentence of the Lord 
over all flesh. There is no inquisition in the grave whether you have lived ten 
or a hundred or a thousand years." As God prot~cts us in birth and in life, 
so does He shelter and protect us in death and beyond. Our friends, our 
loved on~s have gone a common way. They do not walk alone. They walk 
a way which God has charted and designed for them. 
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• life - for the maturity, the strength and the courage to 

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. 

we lean 

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,4r 
vaunted science and of our modern w: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, 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 God prot~cts us in birth and in life, 
so does He shelter and protect us in death and beyond. Our friends, our 
loved on~s have gone a common way. They do not walk alone. They walk 
a way which God has charted and designed 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 V'{hich highlights virtue ~d quality. 
We see the holiness of another's life, ~'I worth:, M,tdignity, 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 Wf~~enjoyed. ~e shall 
not be unworthy of the sacrifice made for our benefif.1..... Rrs work, his love, 

v.,- 'bts aspiration,: ~ hope shall be completed in us. )Jis dreams are ours. 

: ltic..-~ ' 
The an licien death of ~1&1 • as left us all saddened and beref!,' 

"Qiough I con esa first heard of Loui I death thanked God for 

vins given this n1an of dignity,the dignity o a sweet death . .. 

pass out of life and thei lace is scarcely missed. There aze others who, 
/ 

because of certain qualities character and certain capacities of heart 

/ 

so endear themselves to lheircom ity and to a ~ rge circle of friends that 

their passing creates a deeply-sensed d de~-mourned void, :::~.-al~ 

s~ / 
'BiAg was such a~l!l.l • He built a cheris e emorial for himself through 

~,c... 
IRs years of devoted and effective a ce 

e breath of 

hie aympath when 

quie y yet with obv.ioue 

ictency and competency • 

• 



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 gr.ief, 
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 to prize, 
And use 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." "The righteous," so they said, "are living even when 
they are dead." The life of an individual ends, but not the good things 

which a man has built, nor the high cau•e• which he ha• served, nor his 
mem~ry, nor his 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 GoD's SHELTERING PROTECTION 

AND ABIDES, PROTECTED BY Hrs 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: 

l LOVE YOU 

NOT ONLY FOR WHAT YOU ARE, 

BUT FOR WHAT 1 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, 

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'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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HELENE KAUFMAN 

DEATH IS AN INEVITABLE COMPLEMENT OF LIFE. DEATH IS OF LIFE'S 

MOST ELEMENTAL NATURE. Dusr 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 Gan WHO GAVE IT, WE DO NOT KNOW 

WHAT LIES BEYOND THE BOURNE OF TIME, BUT WE CAN BE ASSURED THAT 

Goo, 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 
dF 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 a u f ma n 

Death is an inevitable comnlement 

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~ ztifsMi 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 
1/,~ 

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 le~i&g 

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 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 
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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 oart of 

me that you bring out; 

I love you for putti·ng 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 liqht 

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 :tl,1ess a-r,a i o health she reroa~ ned, 

h.e-r:-&elf. Helene will be missed. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

December 29, 1988 
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neath is the ineTitable COlll)lement or lite. It 1a ot llte•s most elemental 

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

uniwraal. It doea not however consign us to oblivion. The dust retUI·ns unto 

the earth it vaa, the spirit returns to God who gave it. Though we know not 

vhat lies beyond the bourne of tille• w can be usured that God, our 10,r.1.ng 

rather, does not forsake us. In death our lile •re~ takes on another form. 

Our s~irit is received under God'• sheltering protection. It abides there in 

peaoa d-1.lu lave. 

11emory, too, outliws death. Our beloved are no langer with us, but the 

deep and abiding remembrance or those who gave so much loft and inspiration to 

us continues lon after thoix~ ~eati-i. '_ht.; li ·'b on in thu inapiration which they 

aet for uu. ~hay llv~ on in the gcod i.a!ld ';Cntlo e of conduct which we 

learn to respect and, adm:iring, emulate. ~ho'ie who !1 ve filled their days with 

gentleness, with ldndlineEs and i,.11.th !1t:lpi'ulnos 

legacy. They vill not :loon bo 1orgotta.1/ ... uch 

mnt~P Sii:d :j;iai:.tlhtU•I! j.Q Iprao·i, A wa ~1an of 'PalNI lignity and quiot strength, 

Mrs. ~n will long be re1Dembered by ua 'With loving reapect. In doa+h all 

that waa kind and gracioua 1n hm- nature has taken on a new dimension of Lign."t.i-

canoe. It vu her privilege to liw the al.lotted three aoore years and ton, oven 
'1':, ,o._,vt. (, .J l 

to exoeed the meuun ot tour aaar• years, and she liwd thlN years proudly. 
.. -- ~ ~ ,-~ jt}-J J,. 

She tilled her daya with ■ervioe to her tamiq, to her huaband, t-=h .... ,._. r 
,~~""' Her 

lite vu cent Nd on bff tM11y and she took great j0.7 in their happiness. She 
,l t ~ r:- •l, ,. 

rioh in low, hll of pe- and aeaurit7 and oantentment. tfo 

oblilation vu too d1■1nMn1, no reque t too tiM aODOllld.n1. 
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There are smte who liw out their daye in the public flT•• There are othar• 

vho achieve u great~ but t.- frca the publio'• game.. It i■ not a little ■attar 

to hff8 brought joy to om•a parent•, to haft ~rought happine•• to one's brother• 

and eisters, to ha'Ve br,,ught lon to one' e huabaoo and children, to have brought 

dignity to one' lite and to haw brought devotion to one's Ood. Mrs. Goldstein 

fulfilled all of these artandarda. We are proud and ·honored to haw had her aa a 

vbich tradition nroclaiid. 




