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ADEL INE KANE
Adeline was a gracious and araceful
woman whose every thought reflected her
concern for others and her caring and
careful view of life. She came from
an old-line Cleveland Jewish family and

was an active member of our community

and our Temnle.

Adeline was a person who commanded
respect and friendship. She commanded
these qualities by virtue of her innate
decency and the manifest pleasures that

she took in life. Never one to speak

ill of anyone, she managed a home whichh
was an open house to her friends and to
their children, a welcoming and

warm place. She had many friends and

deserved them,

P——




Freda Kline
I have always thought of Ralph Waldo Emerson as a rather forbldding figure: as
a typical HEI.F'—I‘EBEI'\'E!!, diseiplined, dour New Englander; but recently I've been read-
ing a good bit of Emerson and I've come across a sensitive and empathetic side to his

personality. Some time ago I came across an essay in which he wrote: "Happiness is

a perfume you carmot pour on others without getting a few drops on yourself." I
thought of Emerson's cbservation when I heard of Freda's untimely death, for she had
brought happiness to many with the good feelings that were instinctive to her, and

the sweet grace of her deeds was returned to her in the secure intimacy of her life
with Hayden. Life is never easy. Freda had faced many responsibilities and challenges.
=he had met each with qulet courage, and whenever we talked I sensed in her gratitude
that it had all turmed out well,

The Psalmist wrote: "Gladness of heart 1s the life of a person", and one felt
that deep gladness in Freda's spirit. She took pleasure in each day; in the decency
of others; and in all that passes for culture. She met each of us with a smile. Her
spirit was open and generous. She was not given to the bitter word. Freda was the
soul of courtesy. Meanness was foreign to her as were side and cant. She was in-
stinctively sensitive to the needs of others.

God had blessed her with a unique eye for color and line and she developed her
talent professionally. When her work responsibilities were over she built around
herself a world that was harmonious, a reflex of her sense of beauty. She dressed
with care but without ostentation. She walked lightly and carried her fragile beauty
with consumate grace. Her marner was gentle and understated. There was nothing of
the hail-fellow well-met about her. She had no need to strut on any public stage
nor to intrude in another's life. She talked easily of books and ldeas, and went
frequently to the theater and to recitals. Freda loved culture but she was far more
than a consumer. When asked, she responded. Her gifts were available to the worth-
while institutions of our city. When The Temple celebrated our Centennial, Freda
designed the scrolls which commemorated our history.
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Her faith was broad and rested on the basic decency of the human soul. Her re-
ligion was that of kindness and good deeds. She made the transition from her family's
world to the world of her husband without loosening her tles to the one or feeling
111 at ease or diffident in the other. Her values were decency, character and honesty.

Freda will be missed by close friends who valued her as she valued them for what
she was: a courageous lady, a sensitive spirit, a feeling person, a welcome campanion,
a woaman of quality.

It 13 not our right or our intention to intrude on the close ties of famlly and
love, but surely this can be sald and should be sald. Freda's love was a full com-
mitment of herself. She was a devoted mother and wife. Her way was the way of glving
and caring, and in large measure her happiness was derived fram the happiness of those
she loved. She and Hayden shared nearly thirty years of rare intimacy.

Death came swiftly and umxpmt&dly; There was no time for preparation. There
are no explanations. Words never justify. What we share today is a comunity of
feellng and of sadness. One who 1s part of our world, a close and good friend, is
dead. If there 1s any consoclation it is in the fact that Freda did not suffer, that
her grace was not damaged. She died as she lived, quietly, unocbtrusively, proud in
the accomplishments of her daughter and grandson, secure in the love of her family
and her husband. The rabbls spoke of such a death as the kiss of God. It is hard
to accept 1t that way now, but we recognize that God has taken back one of his own
and we are grateful that he shared her with us.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

January 20, 1981
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KRLOPPER BROS., INC.

413 8T. CLAIR AVENUE, N.W. lr'
CLEVELAND, OHIOD 44113
216/621-1793

Dear Rabbi: Mar 1,1984
So soon after Mom's passing I find it difficult
to speak about her and make these written comments instead.
She was and remains in our memory and memories
a thoroughly lovely person,a good person,and a dear friend
to us all.To her children,grandchildren,and even great-
grandchildren she showed us all love,of course,but equally
important,she treated us all with respect.As her grand-
children grew up and went through the trying periods of
beards,pot smoking,ridiculous clothing,and the many other
manifestations of their "with it* life styles,their parents
went wild with diapproval.But both she and Dad never said
a word that wasn't supportive and kind.To three generations
she extended this love and respect and three generations
responded to her in kind with the same love and respect.
Everyone will carry this feeling with himself in the years
to come and will find some solace in knowing that this
love and respect we all feel today we showed her while she
was with us,
Bud
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TILLIE KLIVANS

WE HAVE COME TO LAY TO REST THE BODY
OF TILLIE KLIVANS, A GRACIOUS LADY,
GREAT-HEARTED & KIND.

THERE WILL BE A FUNERAL WHEN THE
FAMILY HAS A CHANCE TO ASSEMSLE. THIS
'S SIMPLY A COMMITAL SERVICE IN WHICH WE
PLACE THE BODY IN ITS GRAVE, ACCOMPANIED
WITH & PRAYER.
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0 LORD, WHAT IS MAN, THAT THOU TAKEST
KNOWLEDGE OF HIM: OR THE SON OF MAN, THAT
THOU MAKEST ACCOUNT OF HIM! MAN IS LIKE
UNTO A VANITY: HIS DAYS ARE AS A SHADOW
THAT PASSETH AWAY. IN THE MORNING HE
FLOURISHETH, AND GROWETH UP; IN THE
EVENING HE IS CUT DOWN AND WITHERETH.
THOU TURNEST MAN TO CONTRITION, AND
SAYEST: 'RETURN, YE CHILDREN OF MEN!'
0 THAT THEY WERE WISE, THAT TH&Y WOULD
CONS IDER THELR LATTER END! FOR WHEN
MAN DIETH, HE SHALL CARRY NOTHING AWAY;
H1S GLORY SHALL NOT DESCEND AFTER HIM.
MARK THE PERFECT MAN, AND BEHOLD THE
UPRIGHT: FOR THE END OF THAT MAN 1S PEACE.
THE LORD REDEEME®H THE SOULS OF HIS
SERVANTS: AND NONE OF THEM THAT TRUST [N

( HIM SHALL BE FORSAKEN.
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THE LORD IS FULL OF COMPASSION & GRACIOUS,
SLOW TO ANGER, & PLENTEOUS IN MERCY.

HE WILL NOT ALWAYS CONTEND;

NEITHER WILL HE KEEP HIS ANGER FOREVER.

HE HATH NOT DEALT WITH US AFTER OUR SINS,

NOR REQUITED US ACCORDING TO OUR INIQUITIES.

FOR AS THE HEAVEN IS HIGH ABOVE THE EARTH,

SO GREAT 1S HIS MERCY TOWARD THEM THAT
FEAR HIM.

AS FAR AS THE EAST IS FROM THE WEST,

SO FAR HATH HE REMOVED OUR TRANSGRESS IONS
FROM US.

LIKE AS A FATHER HATH COMPASSION UPON
HIS CHILDREN,

SO HATHTHE LORD COMPASSION UPON THEM THAT
FEAR HIM.

FOR HE KNOWETH OUR FRAME;

HE REMEMBERETH THAT WE ARE DUST.
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AS FOR MAN, HIS DAYS ARE AS GRASS;

AS A FLOWER OF THE FIELD, SO HE FLOURISHETH.
FOR THE WIND PASSETH OVER IT, & IT IS GONE;
AND THE PLACE THEREOF KNOWETH IT NO MORE.
BUT THE MERCY OF THE LORD IS FROM
EVERLASTING TO EVERLASTING UPON
THEM THAT FEAR HIM,
AND HIS RIGHTEOUSNESS UNTO CHILDREN'S
CHILDREN;
TO SUCH AS KEEP HIS COVENANT,
AND TO THOSE THAT REMEMBER HIS PRECEPTS
TO DO THEM.
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ALL FLESH IS GRASS, & THE GOODLINESS
THEREOF AS THE FLOWER OF THE FIELD. THE
GRASS WIETHERETH, THE FLOWER FADETH. THE |
BODY DIETH & IS LAID IN THE EARTH. DUST
RETURNETH TO DUST, BUT THE SPIRIT
RETURNETH UNTO GOD WHO GAVE IT. GOD GAVE
% GOD TOOK AWAY; PRAISED BE THE NAME OF
GOD!

MAY GOD SPREAD THE SHELTERING TABERNACLE
OF HIS PEACE OVER...... NOW LAID TO ETERNAL
REST. AND IN LOVE MAY HE SEND HIS HEAVENLY
COMFORT UNTO YOU WHO MOURN. MAY HIS GRACE
BE WITH YOU & BRING PEACE TO YOUR
SORROWING HEARTS. IN THE NIGHT OF YOUR
AFFLICTION, LIFT UP YOUR HEARTS UNTO HIM
WHO 1S THE SOURCE OF ALL LIGHT & ALL Joy.
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HE WOUNDS & HE HEALS; HE CAUSES DEATH &
HE GIVES LIFE. IN HIS HANDS ARE THE SOULS
OF ALL THE LIVING & THE SPIRITS OF ALL
FLESH. FIND CONSOLATION IN OUR HEAVENLY
FATHER, & PRAISE HIS NAME IN WORDS
SANCTIFIEDL BY MEMORY & GLORIFIED BY HOPE.




Mother came from o large and cohesive family. She, obviously was the the
last survivor of her generation at 97 years old.

In many ways she was the product of the great migration from Europe at
the end of the 19th century. Her parents went to 0il City, Pa first where
other members of her father's family lived and then they moved to
Youngstown, OH. Allen and Tillie spent the first decade of their marriage
in Youngstown and moved to Cleveland in 1922, First the family lived in
Cleveland Heights, where Howard, Norman, and Natalie attended public
schools at a time when public schools were very good. Then, they moved
into a big rambling house in Shaker Heights which was always referred to
as "The House

while Allen and Tillie had only high school education, it was expected that
all the children would go to universities. And thal was 1tll

when World War || broke out, it was also expected that Howard and

Norman, like other men of their generation would serve in the Armed

Forces. They did. Allen tried to serve but wes rejected due to his age,

much Lo his chagrin. 1

For many years, the Klivans home was where both the Broida and Klivans .!
families would gather on Sunday afternoons since there always was so '
much to talk about--usually remembrance of the past and how good 11 was

now for everyone.

Typically, Mother was first of all a Mother and wife. She participated

with only those groups where there was a good reason. The Temple

womens Association, The Better Gardens Club (because she enjoyed

gardening and the yard), The Society for the Blind where she copied books :
into Braille. She enjoyed going to the Thursday nite Symphony concerts at !
Severance Hall and Opera week was important to her. She was not a .
"joiner” of groups or organizations where she would be uncomfortable and

could not be of help.

She always had & good feeling and affection for The Temple and both Rabbi
Abba Silver and Rabbi Daniel Silver. And, altho she was raised in a more
traditional home, there was no question or doubts sbout living in the more
secular and liberal reformed environment.

(If more comes to mind, 'l share it with you later on.)

Don't know just how much Mel Harris will contribute to service. Music
probably before and after the service but unlikely during. Howard and

H Norman would each like to sey a few words about Mother. |
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TILLIE KLIVANS

WE HAVE OOME TO PAY A PUBLIC TRIBUTE OF RESPECT TO A TRULY GRACIOUS
LADY, GREAT-HEARTFD & KIND, TILLIE KLIVANS. TILLIE WAS OF THE SALT OF
THE EARTH. SHE KNEW HER VALUES, SHE KNEW HER MIND. SHE DID WHAT SHE
FELT WAS RIGHT AND AVOIDED RUMNING WITH THE CROWD. FROM OIL CITY TO
YOUNGSTOWN TO CLEVELAND, TILLIE LED AN UNSELF-CONSCIOUS AND MEANINGFUL
LIFE. GSHFE KNEW HER MIND. SHE KNEW HOW TO BUILD FRIENDSHIPS AND WHO
WAS WORTH JOINING IN FRIENDSHIP. SHE DRESSED WELL, YET WITHOUT OSTENTATION.
SHE LIVED WITHOUT PRETENSE OR POSTURING. SHE HAD MANY FRIENDS WHO
RECOGNIZED HER INNATE WORTH, THE GRACIOUSNESS OF HER HOME AND OF HER
HEART.

LIFE WAS GOOD TO TILLIE. IT ALLOWED HER TO MEET A MAN CUT OUT OF
HER OWN CLOTH. GHE AND ALLEN SPENT THE FIRST DECADE OF THEIR MARRIED LIFE
IN YOUNGSTOWN, AND THEN IN 1922 MOVED TO CLEVELAND. HER HOME WAS A BIG
RAMBLING HOUSE IN SHAKER HEIGHTS WHICH ALWAYS SEEMED FULL: FULL OF LOVE,
FULL OF GOOD ADWVICE, FULL OF HAPPY PFEOPLE. SHE AND ALLEN MADE THE
HAPPIEST OF MARRIAGES AND HAD THE GREAT JOY OF SHARING TOGETHER A SET OF :
VALUES AND THE LOVE AND ATTENTION OF THEIR THREE CHILDREN, HOWARD,
NORMAN AND NATALIE.

THERE IS AN OLD SAYING THAT THE APFLE DOESN'T FALL FAR FROM THE
TRFE. IN THE CASE OF THESE FINE PEOFLE, THIS PROVED TO BE TRUE. THEY
WENT THEIR OWN WAY, SET VALUES WHICH WERE APPROPRIATE TO THEM, AND

RETAINED THE VALUES OF HOME AND HEARTH.

THIS 1S A CLOSE FAMILY, A GOOD FAMILY. EACH CHILD MARRIED A WORTHY
SPOUSE AND IN THEIR TURN RAISED FAMILIES WHICH GAVE MUCH JOY TO ALLEN
AS LONG AS HE LIVED, AND TO NATALIE UNTIL A FEW WEEKS AGO.

TILLE WAS A GOOD JFW, A FIRST-RATE WIFE, MOTHER AND GRANDMOTHER.
SHE PARTICIPATED IN A VARIETY OF CIVIC INTERESTS INCLUDING THE TEMPLE
WOMEN'S ASSOCIATION, THE SOCIETY FOR THE BLIND WHERE SHE COPIED BOOKS
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INTO BRAILIF, BETTER GARDENS CLUBS WHICH WAS A REFLEX OF HER LOVE OF
NATURE, OF FLOWERS, AND THE THURSDAY NIGHT SYMPHONY CONCERTS AT SEVERANCE
HALL AND OPERA WEEK. THE THINGS OF CIVILIZATION WERE IMPORTANT TO HER.

TILLIE LIVED A LONG AND GOOD LIFE WHICH CAME TO AN End IN THE

FULINESS OF TIME AND IN AN ENVIROMMENT WHICH SHE HAD KNOWN AND GRACED
ALl HER LIFE.

WHAT MORE CAN BE SAID?

WHAT MORE NEED BE SAID?

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER

MAY 14, 1989
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There is a well known midrash which plays on the letters in the Hebrew

word for a man "ish" and for woman "ishah. " In Hebrew man and woman share
two letters, aleph and shin which form the word "aish, " fire. A man and a
woman are drawn together by the fire of love. What a great love was exalted be-
(r e L Lpar
tween Leon and an_!hnaa, but love is only the beginning and the passion. 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, yod and he, which, taken
together, form the name of God. When God enters the home and holiness con-
secrates a marriage then it is truly binding and joyous. These two wonde rful

(60 vy e g radr
people who served God all their lives were blessed by that sefvice. God was
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in their hearts and in their homesrand their lives had quality and wurthinhalr

Gla 202 p Ugptle o
home was a place of warmth and encouragement, peace, health and happiness. M
Whatever the demands placed upon them by their busy lives, here were their

roote, here was their refreshment of spirit and their strength and here they
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raised their son into fine mankeod
Life is an uncertain and demanding enterprise. se brought courage
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and determ brought happiness and joy wherever

she entered and the wisdom of good sense, nse knew that she was not
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stinctively expected of her Eﬂd that wisdom,] I suspect she would begrudge
her death only if it shadowed the lives of those whom she loved and whose hap-
piness was more precious to her than life itself, if they did not turn back to
the ways of the living and find the sunshine and the happiness - the light of
God - which lit her life.

"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 falll

He giveth his beloved sleep. "

Daniel Jeremy Silver




BERDIE KYMAN

The 17th century English poet, John Milton, could not have
known Berdie Kyman when he wrote Paradise Lost, but a great deal of
the rare quality of her spirit is captured by his line, "Grace was
in all her steps, heaven in her eye, in every gesture dignity and

™
love."

Few people I have known have been as genuinely beloved.

Berdie had a rare capacity for friendship. She had a genuine interest
in others and a rare sensitivity to their needs. God had endowed

her with physical beauty and beauty compels admiration; but it was
the warmth and openness of her spirit that was her most salient
guality.

An old man told me once that people can be divided into two
classes: lifters and leaners. The leaners afe takers. They demand
and are guarrelsome. They are filled with self-pity and quite
willing to impose their needs and feelings on others. Berdie was
a lifter. She offered before she was asked. She knew her mind,
but never imposed herself arlhar feelings on others. She was a |
dutiful daughter who rejoiced to be able to take her mother into |
her home. She was a thoughtful sister who was always there, ready

and willing to provide and to encourage or simply to be with. To

her wide circle of valued friends Berdie was an interesting, vital,

sensitive and loyal companion whose spirit was both refreshing and 1
respected. She dressed with dignity and without any need for display.

Her home was a welcoming place. Her hospitality was genuine and

warm. She was straight-backed but never unyielding, certainly

never one to intrude herself into another's space or life.

sometime ago 1 came across a paragraph, I no longer remember

who wrote it, which in its simple, uncomplicated way picked up
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Berdie's way of looking at life. "I expect to pass through this
world but once. Any good, therefore, that I can do or any kindness

that I can show,; let me do it now for I shall not pass this way
again." Berdie did not let pass by any opportunity to lend a helping
hand or a lis::ning ear. She gave of herself and her time freely to
any number of worthwhile institutions and she did so without any

need for office or rank, simply for the pleasure of service.

Berdie was raised in a traditional Jewish home and the age-
old values of our people were part and parcel of her being: the
centrality of the family respect, for learning, the obligations of
compassion and of service. She was a lifelong and active member of
The Temple, a good friend of my family, a woman who was in no way
old-fashioned but who, like the woman of valor in the Bible, looked
well to the ways of her hnugahuld, whose children rise up and call
her blessed.

Deep within her soul Berdie seemed to have a particular vision |
of the beautiful which she expressed in er sensitive courtesy, 1in [
her opéen relationships with ;thers, in the care with which she man-
aged her surroundings and, most of all, in her great love of nature.
Her garden was her delight. Here she could truly be a partner with
God in the work of creation and make visible her vision of the world
as she wanted it to be.

It was in the close circle of her ever growing family that
Berdie found her greatest satisfaction. Fortunately, God blessed
this open-hearted woman with the love of a good man. Together she
and David built a solid marriage and established a happy, love-
filled home in which they raised their daughter and their sons to

respect their values and the fine talents which God had given them,
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Berdie provided strong guidance and the freedom to become themselves
and she knew no greater joy than that of seeing them become respected
citizens of our community. Berdie rejoiced in family. She loved

to have her children and their families at her table. The holidays
were a special‘time for her. Providing for these days was a special
joy for her. She saw these moments as bonds of love and continuity.

Some children see time spent with their parents as a duty.

It is a tribute to the vibrancy and the joy of Berdie's spirit that
this family competed to be with her. Everyone in each generation
coveted her company on a trip or cut for an evening.

We live in changing times and it takes both wisdom and flexi-
bility for the older generation to accept the sometime startling
attitude of children and grandchildren. Berdie seemed to have had
that rare capacity. She might not agree, but she always gave others
her full respect for the honesty of their views and feelings. She
was to her grandchildren not only a kindly grandmother but a re- ,
markably bright and wise confidant. |

Berdie died quietly as. she lived. : Given the problems of
protracted dying which are one of the hallmarks of our age, wWé must
be grateful that she endured only a few months of illness and loOSsS
of capacity. Being the lifter that she was she never complained of
pain or voiced her worries. That was not her way. She died as she
lived, with dignity, concerned for the well-being of those closest
to her. She died as she had lived, confident that the God in whom

she completely trusted would be with her now as He had always been.

Daniel Jeremy Silver l

September 18, 1985




Edith Labowitch

We use words skillfully. We ase them to define cmr goals, to express aowr
values and to explain our existence. Death shatters these words and scatters our
sense of control to the winds, Can words reverse the flow of life or delay the tide
of death? Can words explain the why and when - the mystery of death and its timing?
A contemporary poet put it this way:

There is a mystery too deep for words;

The silence of the dead comes nearer to it,

Being wisest in the end. What word shall hold

The sorrow sitting at the heart of things,

The majesty and patience of the truth!

At such an hour as this we sense anew the inadequacy of our vocabularies.
We are born - we die, What more can be said? We can only accept., Here is a
mystery too deep for words. This is the moment when man touches a truth too vast
for his understanding. Here man comes face to face with his limitations - ultimately
we have no recourse but to accept - to put as good a face upon our mortality as we
can - to say with Job? "The Lord has given - the Lord has taken away. DBlessed
be the name of the Lord. "

At this hour silence is wiser than language. Silence probes life. Silence
opens the mind to the anxieties of the soul. In silence we become aware of the
ultimate, and the inexorable - of the power divine. In silence we enter fear and
move beyond fear to sense the awesomeness of God, who brought all this into being,
who has given us life and opportunity, feeling and love, and who in time deprives
us of life and opportunity and of thﬂl?‘ whom we love,

In silence we gaze into the precipice but we also find steadiness - the will
to carry on, We say to ourselves: 'l am bruised but I will find a way across, I,

too, am part of God's reality, Life has its place for me. [ cannot abandon mv

duty - those whom I love - my hope. " '.
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Silence breeds fear and silence breeds faith. We look straight on
at life and we see more deeply into its meaning, We sense God and the God within,
In silence we look beyond the moment. In silence we discover that death is not ob-
livion - a final and absolute end, but a translation of personality into a new dimen-
sion of meaning. In the silence, words spoken in wisdom re-echo in our hearts
and love offered in complete trust touches again our soul. Silence teaches us how
muach they have become a part of us - of that inner life which is the real life,

There is a mystery too deep for words;

The silence of the dead comes nearer to it,

Being wisest in the end,. What word shall hold

The sorrow sitting at the heart of things,

The majesty and patience of the truth!

Silence will serve; it is an older tongue;

The empty room, the moonlight on the wall,

Speak for the unreturning traveler.

We are met as a community of friends to pay our last public tribute
of love and affection to a great and gracious lady who faced illness and death with
the same consumate dignity with which she faced every challenge of life, Edith
was a liberated woman long before there was a movement., Would that today's
working women followed her example for she was not only talented and able - and
successful; but she retained her charm, graciousness and femininity. Edith was
always and ever a lady. It took an act of will to remember that Edith had been in
the vortex of business and politics, secretary to a mayor, active in the vortex

of the life of our city, 5he was unhurried, undogmatic, without arrogance or

undue pride.
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I often sat in this house and talked philosophically with Edith., This

place and the moments which brought us together suggest such discussions, I
found her always empathetic and sensible. She judged people by their quality and
not by their pretensions, and her judgements were softly spoken and sound. Edith
knew life for what it was, hard, uncertain, damandingjand felt keenly the responsi-
bility to bear her own burdens without self-pity or complaint. There was always a
smile in her greeting and happiness in the meeting. The test of li fe was a test of
character. The texture of life was to surround one's self with that which was beauti-
ful. Her eyes perceived be auty and her soul was filled with it, the beauties of
nature, music, the arts, and the human spirit. Edith had a great capacity for
friendship and love. Her friendships were carefully nurtured, life-long, satisfying,
Edith was essentially a private person, She was happiest with Leonard, quiet in
her hideaway in the cool of a summer evening. Her family was small, but cherished.
She and Leonard had the most intimate and happlest of partnerships. The measure
of your grief is a measure of your love - you have been truly blessed.

Edith and I spoke more than occasionally about funerals and eulogies.
I once read a poem which Edith heard and approved -'that's it, that's lovely,

that's for me. " Let me read it now.




NELLIE LAMPL

When Jack spoke to me Tuesday night and toeld me that his
mother was dying, my mind picked up a thought George Bernard Shaw
spoke some yYears ago: "People are always blaming circumstances
for what they are. I don't believe in circumstances. The people
who get on in this world are the people who get up and look for the
circumstances they want. If they can't find them they make them."

Until the death of Jack Sr., Nellie Lampl got on in the
world because she had a mind of her own, a strong imagination and
great determination. She was a gracious woman, a lady, but she knew
her mind and went her way undeterred by changing facts or fashions
or by the conventional attitudes of others. She kept her life under
har control. Nellie was a fully shaped person who had no need to
seak the approval of others nor did she demand that others conform

to her opinions.

God had blessed her with a good eye and sense of color. She
had a way with flowers and her home was not only a hospitable place
but beautifully presented. Nellie enjoyed the good things of life
but for their own value, not out of any desire or need for conspic=
uous display.

It is hard to think back to the early 1890's when Nellie was
born into a large family - the car and electric street lights were
still new. Some people who live long become frozen in time, but her
friends knew her as a person who took pleasure in change and pro-
gress, who lived in the present rather than in the past. Nellie's
ties to friends and family were precious to her, none more precious
than those of her son, Carclyn and her two beloved grandsons.

Their happiness and well-being assured hers.

Daniel Jeremy Silver
July 3, l98e
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When death comes to a loved one a light 1s extinguished amd another light
is kKindled. The light of memory shines in the shadowed world of our loneliness. Bles=-
sed, therefore, those who leave behind glowing memories for these bring unceasing com-
fort and keep away the darkest shadows.

It is the custom among our people to light this day a memorial lamp. In
s0 doing we signal that our dead have not disappeared. Their day's work may be over,
but their impact remains. Much as a rare song can be heard in ocur heart Ilong after
the silence has enveloped 1t, true love and real accomplishment continue to shine
brightly and we are not alone.

At death those lives which partook of selflessness and service and were
dedicated to the imperdishable values of civilization, enter upon a spiritual existence
and continue to sustain those who lnew them and loved them. They have become & sweet
benediction. It is as our teachers taught, "there 1s no death for the righteous.”

The night comes all too scon,our lives are all too brief, yet we are commanded to live '!
for things which are etermal - for justice amd beauty and love. We are sumoned to

reach beyond our limitations to a godly and goodly way of life, and when we do we es- !
tablish our Immortality. £

Boys lebs he n Adui e

In the death of -wreigeess@ecss her Mmily and ows=swidre comunlty has sus-

Al A b ans s
talned the loss of a vital and cherdshed spirit. Reghla was among

I--I..I'l..ﬁr"l -y g |

life. She rejoiced in %"u?pn?m":mty of service. She rejoiced in her home, her
friends and her i!‘-‘.@l:rrlc:ll:,.r’II.F

When I thought ul‘%aalhmﬂmtm book of Psalms often came to
mind for its wisdom was instinetive to her, "Gladness of heart 1s the light of the

-
human being." PEE:& was alive to the Joy of life, full of vital energy, willing and
eager to pltch and do, competent in all she undertoock, Some think of the day as
a burden. For each day presented a fresh opportunity. She found the possibility

in every occasion and relaticnship, and she possessed a speclal capacity to communi-

cate her sense of posslbllity and purpuae; MW our* I'
i;ﬂ-ﬂ-' ds Lo - opeiasr =— Lds _QM
willl (oosns. — &E— R I-—~ (Las | Sia .8 - z
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community-whAttTWas not strengthened by hier WISAOMamd-her—effoxts and by her gift of
time-amé—eoricern. Reeita cared and she encouraged others to work along with her. Her

enthusiasm was contaglous. She made you feel that the good was il‘ﬂEEd possible and
W’ﬂ, Many arve here today who

that ‘here was work worth the dolng.

eda
Ruatta was a

of deep falth. She was eTose to her God. We were proud
that The Temple des apd, as you would expect, she shared
willingly and efféct . Ruefiaserved-mrtrestden-of-ounWemen's As-
‘ = Her service was her return to God for

the gift'of life and of love and she served graciously and sensitively. Lol b e,

L

o 8 s o Mgy ¥ ioman bit her unfiageing enersy and her prodfil E;E

Fivtie ¢ e Y o
capacity for work made you forget her aize. What I was always consloSeat was her
N N
ﬂpal;u::.r. A woman of dignity, she was utterly without arrogance. Master pf her own
Wiges [ PEe ¢ weris n  (rofeibse - Yo “a o
mind she never imposed her will. She worked with effect and with grace. Her friend-
r

ships were marny, steady, and carefully tended. She saw the best in others and was ut-

—_— e

terly without side. Her home was as open as her heart. You were made welcome in its
atmosphere of warmth

o R T

being flighty; heppy without being glddy. There was always a sparkle in her eye.
was the centiér of her world without ever being demanding nor was she one to

STiEraats b it At Arnickekieg e ———,

[ike the woman of valor who is blessed in our Bible, &33 locked well
AC vatacls Tia cosrear, [

to the s of her househcld. She o established a true and fulfilling partnershi
=y » Fu-J‘h.-.- Lo ks

A woman who remained
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young in spirit, Ruetta was particularly close to her grandchildren who knew that they
could speak easily and openly to her and that she would understand thelr hopes and
Riss . F*""- Lo ds
Death came in the fullness of years and 1n_ht1me|. A woman of dignity, she
never wanted to be a burden. Somehow, even 1n thes:.hj-h“;:m of diminished strength
and understanding, her dignity and her essentlal sweetness remained. She was then, as
always, the same within as without.

&
Mogt of a's jlifelong friegds predeceased her, but your presence here

in such testifies her influence’on succeeding ggnerations. Of Ruetta's

1ife we all say with complete admirgtion: Here was ility énd grace; here was

quality fine ac

Danlel Jeremy Silver

{‘l. & L eat e r’I (L /J-"ﬂ—B

November 10, 1980
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The death of a good friend has shaken and saddened us all. Stanley's
1ife was in its full tide when he was struck two years ago with illness. Disability
came to him "as an arrow which flies by day and as destruction which wastes at noon-
day" and all of us took strength and encouragement in the courage and strength with
which Stan faced each day. He was unbreakable and he remalned open to the world, to
his friends. They were concerned for him but he was even more concerned for them.

None of us has yet come alive from the stuming blow so as to be able to
speak words of camfort to those to whom this loss is the closest. Only God can com-
fort them. Only their imnmer strength will sustain them and the knowledge that in
death he whom they now mowrn is completely worthy of their sorrow. As in life, he
was of their love and aberration.

At this bitter hour I am reminded of the ancient counsel: "Seek not to
explain God's ways to man for they are beyond your understanding." Life 1= a gift
not of our choosing; death is a fact not of our willing. We do not schedule our birth.
We cannot delay death. All that we have is but lent to us, It is not ours to explain
the far mystery but to arfirm the possibility which is life and make the most of this
blessing. A day can be rich in achievement or empty of meaning. The greatest of
poetry and art can be created in a few brief hours and there are those, not without
talent, who live many years - hollow and barren years. Fortunately, there are those
who live so nobly and so well that their every day brings blessing and is a Joy.
These, though they may die before 1life has run its full course, die fulfilled. Their
life has ylelded an abundant harvest.

This, too, I arfirm: death is not pain but the absence of pain. Death 1s
not oblivion but the translation of love into a new intimacy of memory. We cry today
for ocurselves. The loss and the pain are ours. He is at peace. He is with God.

His peace is timeless. It is our loneliness that 1s a daily burden.

We meet here as friends and our sense of community does help to soften a

bit the bitterness of this hour but there is no point in denying its cruelty and the

s ——— e
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hurt. Apmcimmqiffhaabwnta}:mrrm 3. A good friend was cut down in his prime

and we all sense that he deserved more - goddness deserves life. But even as we say
)
these words we recognize that there are no guarantees and that 3@@m used each day

granted him fully and well. I knew him as pne to whom courtesy and good spirits came

instinectively. I knew him as one who kept 3 own counsel and faced his own problems
#ﬂ ; A Py i." will b el T WPy Lo, .
el WhD Wao—8Tvwhs +rr—ter e T ST eaetheeand encouraging them in

{ FEEa——f—eed, There are private people who build walls against the world.

.%:? was affable, friendly, happy in convernsation and in companionshlp, eager to

bl il oo mvee 't Der b bkt € 6T
please and to be pleasing, a hard worker who lknew how to relax and how to make his
A

friends and companions feel relaxed in his |presence. He was a kind and loyal friend,

warm and empathetic, willing to put himself out, courtecus in a careful, almost old-
Three Bll€ o)== mlell — [Nl 8

His heart was full of lmrr and no service for a child or the aged was

SIS

§ | ~. w bt fla
too much to ask of him. He-hewssskbs—work, ( He loved his plaar: He loved his I':‘iem

A |
He made us appreciate the Psalmist's perception that gladness of heart is the life of '

a man and a4 man of joyous heart lightens every 1life fortunate encugh to cross his.

Y sheat |
(v o L:n:“"'"ﬁ He had a talent for friendship. Many were delighted to call him friend .

g w & ppa by i
but it was in the intimate world of his family that he found his greatest satisfaction.
1 ST I bl "L~ Uy

Their ﬂappin&ss was his. With y herﬁﬂarecl joy and sorrow, work and play, intimacy

and fulfillment. He delighted in sharing with her and caring for her and being with

her. Together they established a secure hems,.happy home founded on mutual understand-
dacitle—f s
ing. Here they raised theirkwrtn know the good values and possibilities - to know
AD
they were respected and loved for themselves and into this hame they welcomed their
& maauednhi 1 dren. who—we ] spete—nl thelr
such pleasure. Wthe heart and apiﬂt of his family. !

He had been close to his parents, brothers and sisters and his own, and though he

never asked of them to return in kind he knew that he was loved and rejoiced in
that m,ardmthmlutnmﬂu.lmum,mmmmdhyit. To those whom
he loved best I can say only this.
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Anne M. Levine \

When death comes to a loved one, a light is extinguished and another light is
kindled, This light of memory shines inextinguishably in the shadowed world of our
loneliness. How blessed, therefore, the life which leaves behind it a glowing memaory.
Such a memboey brings unceasing comfort to those who would otherwise be utterly bereft.

At such an hotre it is a beautiful custom among our peof : to light a memorial
lamp. Through this symbol we stgaify that the dead has nst vanished, Their day's work
may be over but their life is not. The flarre continges to burn even in the night of death,
much as a rare song can be heard in our hearjd lodg after the silence has enveloped it. i

For those who knew true love and true cpffipanionship there remains the legacy of pledged

lives and precious remembrance. Pheirs is a living legacy and a bright one.

=

Our lives are all too bfief, The night comes all too soon, yet, we are commanded
to live for things which age eternal - for justice and beauty and love - to reach beyond
our frail limitations 8 a godly and goodly way of life. At death those lives which partock
of selflessness ard service, those lives dedicated to the imperishable values of life,
enter upon a spiritual existence through which they remain vital for those who knew them

and lzed. them. They have become a sweet benediction. It is as our teachers taught,

'"there ia no death for the nghhauu-. = - —
" mtmmmmmmm

a de 3 c o deep and

know only that we hav iend, Anne was an open-

hearted and good-natured person. She rejoiced in life, She rejoiced in her home and her
friends and, most of all, in her family. There is a line in the book of Psalms whose

wisdom was instinctive to her, "Gladness of heart is the life of a human being. "
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‘= Silence breeds fear and silence breeds faith. We look straight on
at life and we see more deeply into its meaning. We sense God and the God within,
In silence we look beyond the moment. In silence we discover that death is not ob-
livion - a final and absolute end, but a translation of personality into a new dimen-
sion of meaning, In the silence, words spoken in wisdom re-echo in our hearts
and love offered in complete trust touches again our soul. Silence teaches us how
much they have become a part of us - of that inner life which is the real life.

There is a mystery too deep for words;

The silence of the dead comes nearer to it,
Being wisest in the end. What word shall hold
The sorrow sitting at the heart of things,

The majesty and patience of the truth!

Silence will serve; it is an older tongue;

The empty room, the moonlight on the wall,
Speak for the anreturning traveler.

We are met as a community of friends to pay our last public tribute
of love and affect™a to a great and gracious lady who faced illness angd®ath with
the same consumate dignity wit ich she faced every ch inge of life, Edith
was a liberated woman long before there was afiyement, Would that today's
working women followed her example fof she was not only t®¥egted and able - and
successful; but she retained charm, graciousness and femininity. Sdith was |

: |

always and ever a lagy”™ It took an act of will to remember that Edith had been in |

the vortex of bffsiness and politics, secretary to a mayor, active inthe vorlex

of theAflfe of our city. She was unhurried, undogmatic, without arrogance or

indue pride.
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We use words skillfully, We use themn to define g goals, to express olr
values and to explain our existence. Death shatters these words and scatters our
sense of control to the winds, Can words reverse the flow of life or delay the tide
of death? Can words explain the why and when - the mystery of death and its timing?
A contemporary poet put it this way:

There is a mystery too deep for words;

The silence of the dead comes nearer to it,
Being wisest in the end, What word shall hold
The sorrow sitting at the heart of things,

The majesty and patience of the truthl!

At such an hour as this we sense anew the inadequacy of our vocabularies,
We are born - we die. What more can be said? We can only accept. Here is a
mystery too deep for words, This is the moment when man touches a truth too vast
for his understanding. Here man comes face to face with his limitations - ultimately
we have no recourse but to accept - to put as good a face upon our mortality as we
can - to say with Job? '"The Lord has given - the Lord has taken away. Blessed
be the name of the Lord, "

At this hour silence l; wiser than language., Silence probes life. Silence
opens the mind to the anxieties of the soul. In silence we become aware of the
ultimate, and the inexorable - of the power divine. In silence we enter fear and
move beyond fear to sense the awesomeness of God, who brought all this into being,
who has given us life and opportunity, feeling and love, and who in time deprives
us of life and opportunity and of thun? whom we love.

In silence we gaze into the precipice but we also find steadiness - the will
ta carry on. We say to ourselves: 'l am bruised but I will find a way across, I,

‘I
too, am part of God's reality, Life has its place for me, I cannot abindon my

duty - those whom I love - my hope. "
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Eulogy for mﬂl - Rabbi Daniel Jeremy Silver - May 10, 1967

S ure i T rany
Itis a q-ﬁy uhul- none of us have eyes for its beauty e-siand
} LiIwNT AFlone The _n-'ﬂﬂurpf.-rn'lx-x

The world is.gray and cold, a
P % 8

- Aaddan ) |
| \lﬁﬂgpla.ct. The tragedy which has befallen this ily s= Dorothlg sudden

death—— has sHEKen us all to our very depihs atra-ie spent-end silenced.
e .]‘_Ib," i

Our hearts go out to hes=dear ones hwt we know that words can never adequately
express our feelings and we& do not know what to savy,
Our minds raee onr.seeking some explanation, wondering why! There

is no explanation, Nothing that we @8id or did not do could have averted this

tragedy, oughout the generations the grief stricken have exhausted them- ‘
B A CE L

selvepasking why. There is no explanation l to us. God's ways are not

our-ways hts. '

- -—“-—__‘

Indeed what we need so desperately is not a theoretical understanding
of the mathematics of life and death but the simple strength to face death face to
face. What we need is the courage to pick up the broken pieces of our lives —
to persevere. It is well at such a time as this to turn to our ancient faith and
to seek its encouragement and wisdom, What is death? To us death is the end, \|
a finality, Faith reminds us that death is also a beginning, the translation of the
soul into a new intimacy with God. Death seems to obliterate — to blot out. Faith
reminds us that memory lives on, that love is imperishable, that our beloved
dead are near us— alive in our hearts and in our minds.

What consolation can I speak? I can only share with you a heart burdened
by a profound sense of loss. I can only join with you in a community of sorrow.

‘ 1 ean only remind myself,even as I remind you, that the measure of our grief is

A rowdens ¢F 0 we Leve

e e R R ——
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I do not know what is it aht allows some people liktrfu- to live in such an

uncomplicated and great-hearted way - it is a trait which can only be a gift of a kind
<@,
God =~ but I do know that Aqae was vigorous of spirit, uncomplicated in her feelings, eager
to pitch in and do, able to find the opportunity which each day presented, She met you
with a smile, There was a lift in her voice and a welcome in her eyea. Yet, even in .
these last months of heartache, she did not allow the words of self-pity to cross her lips.
A3

She wanted to help as always, and not to be a burd:{ e had a special talent for friend-
ship and for family. She saw the best in others., No demand in friendship went unanswered. '.I
Her home was as open as her heart. She filled her life with friends and because of her
special quality these relationships were lifelong. She filled the days with gentle service,

with acts of kindness which gave her life meaning. # Every life has its dark moments -
(%

LeTon brd Cla mb, L
Anne had-kaounilliasidre 5 TS G FE; e PT5Y Hheac last months - but she faced
each day with courage, For Eiumm pushge* out of mind the unwanted worry.

She took life in hand and set out to make the most of it. Life was too precious to be

S ey
wasted with fretting and complaining., A #wwe®'s friendships were many, steady and care- ‘
fully tended, She was joyous withont being flighty. Shedressed with care without a taste ‘l

e
of arrogance. She was the center of her world without ever being demanding. “Anne had

a talent for friendship and'a commitment as well as a talent for family., Family was at |
the center of her being. She was fortunate in marriage and she established for her husband \
|
and her sons a g ’nn in which they were given encouragement and love. Yer husband
was her joy; her sons were her pride, their accomplishments her joy. ﬁn girls they
: Piroscl wrerithor Ag o s o g w

wm’ and her grandchildren were the center of
her world.

Death came swiftly and unexpectedly, but it was a kind death, In the years ahead

we will find some consolation in this woman of rare spirit who was not placed into a

— e —— e e s
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situation which would corrode that spirit or narrow it. [ am glad tha.;%lervica
could be held on a brilliant, sun-filled fall day, a reflex of the sunshine that was in "r

her soul.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

October 17, 1978
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Fan Luntz

I suspect that each of us has someone who represents to us the full dig-
nity and promise of a human being, sameone whose life seems to be what God intended
when He created us, Fan Luntz was to me, and to many, that person. She was always
the lady - always gracious - always great-hearted - always a person of guality and
quiet dignity - always herself. Fan managed to walk life's way without ever secming
to break stride. There was always purpose in her actions, conviction in her words,
and generosity in her spirit. _

Of course, Fan was not a symbol but a vital, sensitive, charming and intelli-
gent person. Hers was an inner as well as ocuter beauty. She was always reserved.
Recently some have bequn to make a virtue of pouring out everything that they feel.
That was not Fan's way. She was always put together. She did not burden others with
whatever pain or concern she may have felt., She was a woman of strong will and
gentle way. Her woice was soft but her opinions were firm.

The cold-fashioned term, gentle lady, fit her. Her values were basic; her
spirit was willing; her heart was open; her way was straight; her heart was full of
love. The warmth and good humor of her spirit were wedded to an abiding faith in
the possibilities of life. She saw the best in others and brought ocut the best
in everyone. Until these last unfortunate years of illness and disability, Fan
walked with a becoming grace. She dressed with care, but without ostentation.

Her words were firm but always spoken with tact. God had endowed her with musical
sensitivity, her heart overflowed with song, and I always felt that she knew life
as a grand symphony which was carefully shaped and full of well-developed themes,
Fan enjoyed and understood the architecture of music and its careful shapes re-
flected the clarity and harmony of her mind., She took delight in art and all
things of beauty. She read widely and wisely, and valued learning.

The phrase, gentle lady, is an old-fashioned term, but it describes Fan's
manner and innate courtesy. Yet, Fan was not old-fashioned. She walked a steady

way in a world full of change, but I never heard her criticize the fact that
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changes were taking place. She was too wise for that. She was always willing to
listen to fresh and interesting ideas, especially if these were presented by her
children and grandchildren,

Fan was utterly without side. She judged each person by their accomplish-
ments and not by the labels of race or religion that they bore. She was at ease
with people fram all levels of life. In her youth she had worked in a settlement
house in the Iower East Side of New York where she learned to value those who came
from less fortunate circumstances than her own and to appreciate the importance of
citizenship and service - cormitments which she maintained throughout her life.
There is hardly a worthwhile institution in Canton or Cleveland which has not
benefited from her interest and concern. Deeply comitted to all that is essen-
tially human, Fan raised her children to serve and tock great pride as they and,
in turn, their children reached ocut to serve their commnities.

Fan enjoyed many privileges in her life, but she never~became self-centered
or demanding. An unassuming woman, she was always grateful for what she had and
more than willing to share. Though active in innumerable civic works, Fan never
allowed her outside interests to disturb the inner spaces of her life or diminish
her central role as wife and mother. Her first priority was her home, her marriage
and her children. Fan's hame was a place of quiet beauty, a welcaming place full
of warmth, good cheer and good feeling. Fan had a large circle of friends. Many
delighted in her person and her conversation and Fan never treated friendship off-
handedly. She was careful and caring in all that she did. You always felt that
she took a real interest in your work and your interests and her kindnesses were
always appropriate and thoughtful.

I have spcken of Fan as a woman in her own right because that is how I
knew her. She was also quintessentially Abe's wife and helpmate. Their marriage
was the central fact of their being, a love match which never cooled., Together

always, they faced life's challenges. Together always, they served their
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comunities and raised their large family, There was always a generous peace in
their home. Here fine values were taught by example and the close ties of love
were carefully nurtured. Here was the table which expanded miraculously as the
family grew and grew but never outgrew the love and encouragement with which Fan
and Abe reserved for their family.

Abe was full of energy and drive, and Fan fully shared his many commitments,
but I always felt that it was she who kept Abe's enthusiasms in bounds and their
lives focused on those central loyalties which were precious to both of them,

Our families were close over many years and supported each other's ac-
tivities. Abe and Fan shared my parents' commitment to the values of an open and
just society, to decency and character and honor, to Judaism, The Temple, and
Jewish people. It was a privilege to be close to Fan's world. To know her was
to love her and to realize how closely she fit the model of the woman of valor
in the Bible. "The woman who locks well to the ways of her household, who opens
her mouth with wisdam, the law of kindness is on her lips whose strength and
beauty are her clothing. She stretches out her hand to the poor. Her children
rise up and call her blessed.” b

We were all blessed that God allowed us to share life with a woman of
Fan's quality.

Amen.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

Octocber 17, 1982
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SARAM LYNN February 6, 138

Gt Uy Foran

i HWE THANK THEE EGPECTALLY, O IORD, FOR THE SOUL ”"M%D'L AND
MOTHER IN ISRAEL, A SPIRITED GENTLEWOMAN WHN WAS CHERISHED AND RESPECTED BY HER
FAMILY AN FRITNDS, A CENERQUS LADY WHO COAVE FREELY 0OF HER TIME AND NF HER
TALENT WHEREVER ANT) WHENEVER IT WAS NEEDED.
IT WAS NHOT MY PFRIVIIEQE TO FE TNTIMATE WITH MRS, LYNN. THE TESTIMONY OF

FANILY AND FRIVNDS BESPEAKS A WOMAN OF STRENGTH, VIRTUE, OF,INOVE AND COMPASSION.

A LIFE WELL IED SHEDS ITS LIGHT IN MANY PLACES. MRS.-ETNN BHIOHTENED THE MANY
YEARS WHICH EHE SHARED HAPPILY WITH HER HUSBAND AS THEY WDRKED TNGETHER AND

BUILT TOGETHER A FAMILY RICH IN LOVE AND STRONG IN COMMON PURPOSE. —SARSH-WNN
NEVER SEPARATED HER WELL-BEING FROM THAT OF HER HUSDANT AND HER CHILDREM, GSHE
FULFILIED HERSELF THROUGH THEM, SHE PROUGHT LY JOY AND BAPPINESS T0 THEM,

SoHE MATE THETR HOME RICH IM LOVE AMD FULL OF PEACE.

THERE WAS A AROAD SWEEP, HOWEVER, TO MRS, LYNN'!'S (ENEROSITY. HER KINDNESSES
WERE BROAD AND BROADLY EXTENTED, SHE WORKED WITH DETERMINATION AND SKILL FOR

MANY OF THE DIMPORTANT VOLUNTEER ACENCIES IN OUR COMMUNITY. NOT ONE TO SEER OFFI1GE,
SHE SOUGHT ONLY TO SERVE. SHE SERVED LOTALLY AND WELL. MANY A FRIEND OR ACQUAIN=
TANCE HAS REASON T0 BLESS HER GENEROUS SPIRIT ANT TO THANE HER WISDOM AND GOOD
COUMSEL,

PERHAPS OF ALL THE RICHEST BIESSTNGS 00N CAN BESTOW UPNM ANY OF US, THE
BLESSTNG NF A FAMILY STRONG IN L ANT) BOUND TOGETHER IN DEVOTION STANDS
PARAMOUNT. WITH HER JNCEPH, ME%E THIS BLESSING COME TRUE.
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This is a leaden and difficult hour. We have been brought close to death,
fhhﬁ"ﬂ - - o
_ Iniﬂ'ﬂn as we review and praise the grace and quality cf-enesesemss beloved

-

“____“__-m we protest the intrusion of death/_w the

o —

fullness of ye i t is d ] les
befage t b e expla n, .
of lifets-rathemalics, BotoLlife's justiee— e !
B i
C What understanding can be ours? I have no superior wisdom to share with'
w
‘::.. you. I cannot solve for you the equations of God's mathematics nor justify to

you God's decisions, though I affirm their justice. "The Lord has given, the
Lord has taken away. Blessed be the name of the Lord. "' This is the substance
of faith, "Seek not to explain God's ways to man for they are beyond your under-
standing. " This is the key insight of ancestral wisdom. Life is agift not of

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

M%‘&JJ

arrival. We cannot schedule our departure. All that we can do is affirm the
A

opportunity which is life and to make the most of its blessing. An hour can be
rich in achievement or hollow and without purpose, Years may be barren, The

greatest of poetry and art can be created in a few house. There are some who

though they die young, die fulfilled. They have already passed along an over - IIJ
J

live so sweetly that their every action brings blessing and happiness, [rhﬂlﬂ,

flowing measure of kindness and love.
I affirm this also, that death is not pain but the absence of pain. Deat

is not oblivion but a imlﬂlun of the soul into a new dimension of memory.

l

We cry now not for those who have passed on but for those who have been left

)hlhlnd. The loss and loneliness is ours. Her pain is over. She is at peace.
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We are bereft. She is with God. We are alone. Her peace is timeless - our

loneliness, a daily burden,
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What consolation can be ours? We cannot console ourselves with reason,

but we do share a community of sadness and the consolation of faith. QOur tra-

Corr
dition insists that the righteous are living, even though dead. FIGrrelse was a

(|
woman of exceptional quality who graced her years with a rare sweetness and
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ﬁWha governed her relations with others by a law of tender concern.

sm—

; Her soul was responsive to esssrpeesd-pesmmmmuisbe. v ry human need. She
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E;aced her relationships with sensitive tact and instinctive sympathy, =-he
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deeds were always generous. Herroinshesssssssa.and ¥er heart was open. She

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

A won M ke Yeiees (Lo
Moses ibn Ezra, the medieval poet, described anciber ol-aseepbeomwsiveoe]ity l

|
with these words: "Grace was in her soul, generosity in her heart, her lips

were ever faithful T‘.‘TET'I-‘EEE nse, goodness, modesty, judgement, Vigor, \

grace of bearing, sensitivity, quiet self-control, warmth - such virtues were

instinctive to her being. They live on and will live on in the memories of shared

occasions.

I would remind you of the custom among our people which has us light
a candle of remembrance at such an hour as this. At first glance this symbol .
seems strange. Would it not be more fitting to extinguish the taper, even as a

life has been snuffed out? But it is the way of wisdom to remind ourselves that

) —- ==

a precious life, a iﬁﬂl} ii[llﬂ#lnt. life, is never snuffed out. Significance is




immortal. Views are

, hegtobelligence, iri

hnf:—.vtltio will puer ecall enerosity of self, h e, her spiritual
vigor, her energy, her wholesomeness, the pleasure we found in her friendship,
the understanding she brought to her friendships. She listened patiently to young

and old, offered herself in every relationship. These memories will echo through

the long years. They bind us together acrose life and death.

Ly
The righteous are called living even when dead. Hoxjense was one of those

fine human beings who not only has many friends, but deserves many friends,
e
= b

She was loyal, open, :enpunniwre,Laanuitlu: and-reweT TITaRIpalative. Sha—weas of
T g Came™ Wil

the c h, witho re, W'that

B E o T sk _

ql;ﬂnggg of heart is the life of a man" - and of this woman. There was a warm

steady glow deep in her soul which allowed her to rejoice in every day and every
. e

oppo rtanity. e some nee walked with a

i = o= O
/ firm step, fully alive. She- aver ment,

m‘ﬂ‘é—myqne, Her friends were not only companions and neighbors, but
[ =

family. R i £ s
urg%WWﬂMuh
d not prate, but practiced, e 8 nd the
lat iva y o
8 n resent at congregatj Y : th

ere, open, e, not sim bbi's

plans and sueshelpful but she—wa®There, open, BPPIOACHAble, not simply the-Ta
The Quemt N aarr TAnge ol g/t & g W P K Tal

wife, a genuine human being. She loved people.

af guatity-end-eheracteramrong-eilgroopm  Her spirit was without snobbery or

prejudice. She loved her God. Judaism's teachings and worship struck deep




. Paulette Meyers

Death has again intruded into the circle of our frienda. Paulette Meyers

ding
has been taken from us well before the expected three score years and ten, Thwess is

a sense of incompleteness as well as sharp pain that this gracious and sensitive woman
should have had to face dyeissseorsseess the tragic loss of a daughter and the devastation
of cancer. It seems so unfair, but what is fair? The author of the book of Job long ago
reminded us that we must take life as it is given to us. No one knows the why's and
wherefore's. There are no explanations, theological or otherwise. Life is not fashioned *
by us. All that we can do is to face each day with courage and meet our family and friends
each day with love, All that we can do is to admire those like Pat who do manage the
strength to face each day and do so without losing the sense of beauty and possibility
of each occasion.

Whenever I walked into this home I came into a place full of good feelings,
into a place lovingly tended by a woman who was careful of her surroundings, eager to
provide an environment of beauty for her family. Pathad a special sense of line and
formm. Her eye saw and rejoiced in beauty. Her ear heard the melodies of each day
and her hands could make the piano sing. Pat had a special sense of color and ﬂt"ﬂ'_

In her younger days she had used these as the basis for a successful career in design

and fashion. As you would expect, she dressed with flair and style - always tastefully,

and without pretension. Pat had a great dignity about her and a friendly spirit. She

wage charming, a good and sensitive companion, easy to be with and talk to. Pat de-

lighted in friendship. She enjoyed being out in the world, savoring & music, e G [
mﬁm:, all its lights and sounds. Light of spirit, full of energy, Pat was a good and

2 he
loyal friend and a good and loyal Jew - proud of the traditions of her upbringing and

hnmu%ﬁt lived in the larger world but her home was the center of her world. She

was essentially daughter, sister, wife and mother, She and Ernie built a home which




was a calm and encouraging place, The companionship, the love which they shared,

filled their home and provided the encouragement and the sustenance which allowed

their daughters to grow easily and happily. All could be shared - the good times and ||

the bad. I

Because of the closeness of these ties, the pain of these last years, I know

that grief rests heavy on this family and I know this too - Pat would not wish you to
stall your lives in grief. She lived for you, for your happiness. She would have loved

t5 live and share more - but she had no wish to live stripped by disease of her dignity

and pride. She would have you keep bright the memory.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

March 8, 1978




Eulogy for Eleanor Meltzer July 25, 1968 by Rabbi Daniel Jeremy Silver

Eleanor Meltzer died before her life had reached its full fruition but it
was not, therefore, an unfulfilled life. In a quiet way she had become one
whose place among us will be long and lovingly missed. There was no demand
on friendship which was not willingly made and more, Her way was not always
an easy way but she walked it graciously and without turning in on herself.

Her understanding, her warmth, her ability to accept life with all of its con-
fusions happily and willingly are cherished memories. Eleanor was a considerate
and welcome friend. She asked little, She gave much. Her interest in others
was a buoyant one, Her life was one of wholesomeness and unassuming sim-
plicity, She brought to her relationships genuine understanding, an open heart
and an uncomplaining nature and a deep reservoir of patient good will, Home
and family were closest to her and central to her being. S5he was a devoted
daughter and sister and found her fulfillment in the happiness of those to whom
she was bound, She was finally granted in her last years the great happiness

of marriage and love, In all of these relationships which were deep and intimate
she found happiness. She gave of herself happily. What more can be said?

What more need be said?
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Cegmtrraytor

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
cur heart - 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 conmnity of love and of grief
and are encouraged. Music expresses rather than explains, andIhmremmminr
wisdam to share with you. Imtw@lmmymmﬂ'slwhgmﬂﬂ
dies in the prime of life. I cannot resolve the euations 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
mkﬂthenmt,m,aftmmtywhimislifemﬂﬂrﬂina&m
day love and fulfillment. An hour can be rich in achievement or hollow and devoid
of purpose. 'There are same 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 cblivion, Hﬁtmﬂlaﬂmafﬂuamﬂintnﬂtdiuﬂmimﬂfnm

nmtanmm:mnﬂtEanEMiﬂntm ﬂnhubmapa:f&- indignity
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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 ©f 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, gladness of heart is the life of the
human being, but there was an essential joyousness to her person. She looked to
find the happy occasions.
Dorothy was a people person and a family person. She was raised in a close-
e
knit family unit and as the only girl I'm sure she was : o by her
A lospd i —

parents and her brother. She might easily have become il y self-involved @eass
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
locked on their neices and nephews 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.
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lived in and for her family. She locked for the chance of sharing
happy occasions with them but she also knew that no one can have all their wishes
fulfilled and she was the first to say, my life has been full of blessing.
w_tha _ ' . She brought hap-
piness 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 came to weep,

let One, most loving of you all,

Say "Not a tear must o'er her falll

He giveth his beloved sleep.”

Daniel Jeremy Silver

May 12, 1982
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We are here in tribute and respect to a loved one whose presence will

be lovingly missed. OQOur hearts are heavy, Our minds are close to the reality
of death. Mystery looms before us. No one knows what lies beyond the bourne
of time and space. We cannot mark the road our beloved now walks, Yet there
is no fear in our hearts, for death is both an end and a beginning, a conclusion
and a commencement, In death as in life we walk with God, As He sheltered
and protected us in life, so does He sustain and encourage us unto eternity,

To think of death is to confront mystery. Death does not demand under-
standing, rather it demands that we reacquaint ourselves with life. For death
unde rscores the value of life, the privilege of life, the imperative, 'use your
lives wisely.' "Teach us, O Lord, to number our days, that we may get us a
heart of wisdom. " For each of us there is an allotted measure of days. What
we do not accomplish within that time is forever undone, Some squander their
time. The wise compress and compact into their days many lifetimes of accom-
plishment, What is accomplishment? Fulfillment of our talents, repayment of
the debt of love that we owe to our family and friends, enlistment in the service

of God, Accomplishment i8 not measared in fame but in deeds. Many strut

—

proudly on the world stage but their lives are empty and vain, Others labor
silently in the intimate circle of their families, yet it is they who sustain our

world with love and devotion, and by their way of sacrifice and gentleness and

kindliness.
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al services on Decembar 5, 1960
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The mlden death of Hawedd—Fhormen has left us all

saddered And bereft,

There are men who pass out of 1ife and thelr place is
scarcely misged, There are otheors who, because of certain qualities
of character and certain endowments of heart, so endear themselves
to many members of thelr community and to a large circle of friends,
that their passing creates a keenlv-sensed and deeply mourned void, =
amosgeetizmen, It is as If a dear friend has suddenly depsarted, never
to return =- a lovely pattern of association had been permanently
disrupted and a sweet harmony had been sharplv broken.,

Nue Plusbens

Vegaddtharnan belonged to those who will not socon be

She
Forgotten, for<me left a cherished memorial for mglf in the
affection of those who knew him, who felt the warmth of wﬁnunﬂlt}'.
by Even by [aqi) | e T i iale (pene
and who admired hbs Integrity and=iia inherent human kindness and
; kel

falthfulness., OGrace was in bés soul and generoaity was in his o

heart.

We need not erect memoriamls for the righteous == say our

sages ~--; thelr lives and thelr deeds perpetuate thelr memory.

Harold n wasa the direct dnclnd-lnt of the first

Jewish sett eland Simson Thorman. He was born, reared
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: _ about vas alvays ready to piteh in, willing to share, optimistic
1-*"":# AT

l"':,' : nfthhtm,ph“ﬂhrthluﬁﬂllﬁfuthﬂ,mufﬂlinhlrm. —

fruck Adel asae pATlBed svite
completely, but never grossly, Bhe knew mesning of H#!:, hard work.

; Bhe enjoyed her work, she found fulfillment in it, Bhe vas good at it

H'.:ihi routines M—nr Hithﬁflhi agsocinted, Mavguewrite—same of
P! '
s

The jJoy of life was truly in her soul and happiness never far from her

eyes, came of hardy and shs vas a hardy person. BEarly in her
adult life suffered vhat might have “another ¢ soul
g
erippling 1 but she neither nor complained Bt set out to
make a and riech M fe 1f., Shs seemad to hear God sdmonish

e
Isya¢l "Be strong and of good courage”,
V. i

's friendships were solid, Feople delighted to be with

) hen. wde Cawg b e T
bar, They knev they could depend on her, depsnd on her word, count on '

har gantlsness, confidently expect her to be of good cheer, Her friendships
vere not limited to the deep and lasting ties nffldlrﬁnfhr social

waal Tobem
commnity, Many of you vho are here today worked vith Memgwertte,.scld.

I.-ﬁ,ﬂj-u te = Al m neld IIJL'FFFH, ;
A e e rem hor,  Teu voindd her verd, hev professionsd

bt
skill and taste. You knewv that she thought of you not as salesmen,

cuStons;-Al.cbject - but as a perscn Baough o Teolaste vemsn ll-fl-l-uh
. '
vas and remained .“'nﬁ'i',*"‘*‘f’ﬂ"-ﬁi‘“um fdﬂ:# {ﬂ
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alvays for encouragement.
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In the Bibls in the Book of Proverbs, there is a beautiful poem in

praise of the voman of #alor, The particulsr woman vhom the poet eulogised

vas a vife and mother, )Inm' vas not to enjoy these blessings, but

ghe was in all things a woman of wvalor. Bhe walked $Hth hu:mqhﬁ-# '“‘ s
T i ﬂH m hm nl:n;t:;;l r ngc’;mhﬂ;m rﬁf‘n;"fuii /

with deep and intimete friendships and with the lasting ties of fﬂ}f{nﬂ

love, and through her vork established for herself s good name, ih:-uﬂhd

a diseciplined way, a way of valor,

Just-four months ago on the fiftieth anniversary of her Confirmntion

i,
-

at The Temple, I asked she would distribute the Bibles on
Confirma - t vas a happy moment for her

As a child, young lady and woman, Marguerite was a loyal and loved

o

~ mamber of more than W‘hﬂuﬂh she
-~
lived by the values our ta, to do Justly, love, to

walk humbly, to serve willingly, to be strong in sdversity. We loved her
even as she loved her God, More can be said but need it be said,

MJ e "i--I--m.-{=""""""""."‘lr




Jennie Neuman

Death is the inevitable complement of life, Death is of life's most ele-
mental natare, "Dust we are and dust we return. ' Death is universal. Death is our
destiny, buot death does not consign us to oblivion. It does not return to the earth as
it was. The spirit returns to God Who gave it. Though we do not know what lies beyond
the bourne of time, we can be assured that God, our loving Father, does not forsake us.
In death our life merely takes on another form. The spirit is received under God's
sheltering protection and abides there protected by His love.

Memory, too, outlives death. Physically, our loved are no longer with
us, but an abiding remembrance of their quality continues long after their death, The

'
words they spoke in love are Lr forgotten, They live on in the good and gentle acts

which we learned to respect afrd —ademirirgr—te—emilate. Those who fill their days with

E%W helpfuljess leave behlnd an imperishable legacy.

FL__ ' . _sb-..-#.'g."
Such is the memory of ﬂqniu-ﬂﬂuman, a woman of great dignity and

4w
quiet strength whom God has taken back on to Himself, J'Ennie lived a quiet life., 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
Sy

J#mmie was ever close and ever helpful, As wife she was fall of love and encouragement,

a woman of valor. As a young widow she met a new set of responsibilities with strength

~
and determination, Her lips were sealed to self-pity. h—ﬁ.ﬁwm and

o
lowing and eves elose. ~As a8 grandmother she was friend and a joy to be with.

ﬁmMMM—M&M:m It

3 Vo
T-Il'hhﬂ hard even now to lose l%mthgt and Er’egpmﬁur even though our minds tell

Jurt
us that having come to the fullness of age, life no longer had any life. Jenaie was a

woman of great dignity and she had enjoyed unbroken good-health most of her long life.
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These last months were not pleasant to 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 central, close and dear.

It is the wisdom of our people at times such as thie to remind ourselves
that the measure of our grief is a measure of our love and that the measare of our love
is 2 measure of gratitude to God for allowing us to share our existence with a person of
quality. God gave 4 euhan physical strength and a calm apirit. He blessed her
with a good mind and determination, and a good bit of instinctive human wisdom. Jﬁ"m
was a woman of faith. Whatever happened to her she had faith in life, in tomorrow and
in God. She had a sense of the beautiful and her home was always a place of quiet beauty,
an oatward reflex of her own spirit. Until she could no longer master the strength, she
faced each day bouyantly and with courage and she made those with whom she had the

privilege of sharing life with happy with her presence,

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

Daniel Jeremy Silver

I
May 31, 1978 |




Stella Newworth

: : . _ Lpls s |
This memorial service i1s dedicated to a vital and Mﬂ for nwesty

a hundred yﬂa?wmﬁmﬂ

J
Wweeh mgt each of life's inevitable challenges and responsibilities willingly and

Fla la
with grace. Born into a large family, the youngest of her family, & was nur-

tured to respect the rights of others and to take pleasure in the interests and

achievements of others. Throughout her life she found her greatest pleasure in

human contact and friendship.

Stella was a lifelong citizen of Cleveland, a fact which suggests continuity

2 dauh. AdFel
and steadiness. When we remind ourselves of how jusle world—ieebeday from the world

Aul.hh ﬁ-'-—l-ﬂh-i.u'.u — _
yimiss she knew in her youth, we recognize the measure of the adjustments which she
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facadl__ag_*I can only marvel at th'fa'“'ﬂ?irit and=-oigppmea,. Wwith which she adapteﬂj
B | O T S v S S0 1 2 S -

(;__l:_r:r her changeful world. % Stella was born into a world which had not yet invented

most of the machines and conveniences which we take for granted, but she was able

to accept the world of speed and noise, appliances and a tomobiles, without TRl T e
_ By gr el @p Yores b
changing her values and while remaining true to herself_ sstlllaseng a remarkable

degree of resilience and %= deep-seated confidence in her values and convictions.
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who was not raised in the kind of M Each

e . [ ™ind 4N AP AL Ak AN ) e
P every hemasa relationship has its
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limitations and drawbacks, but MME lEarnEﬂ__
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dearned-4a. respect others and themselves.

Stella, I am told, was a determined woman. She knew her mind. Her convictions

A ik Anm rresicies hen aul )
;m ut she also knew the art of friendship and the importance of sup-

porting others who are near and dear. Forced by interest and circumstances to

Al 1A Dol ol
make her own way in the business world, she met her responsibilities energetically

A plery (ke o ns rh_.l
and competently spss built with her sisters a strong, close-knit home awsd provided

mher Edith the warmth and the encouragement which allows a child to grow into the

o Tl
fullness of gamir potential. :thn ltfu might have been narrow and limited but she
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Saw to it that it was e d full;ud Ahe had no fear of facing each dagﬁ a Pl

Oh Tewl dali Gl i

discovering its possibility.

With the exception of Edith and her children, those who were nearest and
dearest have gone befnrg‘. St el la-wrr-omerbubisase. th has outlived her

e — ——
AT My eV i s ameiien GOnDw e AodagMi@y A By
own funeral. wikte-taiihbihld> 4 WOoman ﬂft;::& or in a remarkably mmizrn way, a Woman

A
of independent spirit and great determination who Gk locked well to the ways

af her household and slee is remembered by all for blessing.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

December 22, 1983
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Helen Orlean

We meet in the presence of sudden tragedy. Our hearts are burdened with
the finality of an unexpected death. Qur minds busy themselves seeking some ex-
planation. There are no explanations. We do not know another's pain. Life is
not easy. There are some who are capable of bearing heavier burdens than others.
Some folk have a higher tolerance to pain. The life that cne person might find bearable
becomes to another a living hell. Some are imprisoned in their minds by their fears.
Others are trapped by emotional ill health just as others are born invalid and handi-
capped. Each of us struggles each day to face the day. In the struggle some succeed,
others do not. When one we love finds life overwhelming no one can sit in judgement.
All that we can do is to recognize the humanity that we share, to rejoice in the good
moments that were ours and to pray that they have found peace.

Each of us is here because we were bound close by the ties of friendship and
family to Helen Orlean. Each of you recalls moments of happiness shared, the
strength and clarity of her mind, her gentleness and basic decency and the courage
of her struggle with the shadows.

A person is born with a given emotional skeleton, Helen certainly wished

for more equanimity and balance, but she could only be what she was. At all times
her feelings were genuine and honest. She was neither manipulative nor cruel.

Her love was honest and unselfish, Her basic values were humane and kindly.

———— =

She prized the ties of family with her own parents, brother and sisters, and the

husband that she loved and their two fine sons, but she could not always atgethe

foagisiNpweergror manage the moment.




I do not know what Helen would have us say at this moment, but I do know that
in her own way she loved deeply and fully, that she never meant to hurt. She cer-
tainly did not mean to leave scars behind. She would not have wanted those who
were closest and dearest to bear any sense of guilt. They did in love all that could
be done even as she acted in love with whatever strength was hers. More than that

; no one can do,
' [ sometimes wish we were more honest with cur children about the real nature

of life. To live is to be bruised. To love is to lose, At times all of us walk close

A R it A7 Lopv oy
to the edge. There is more f-rr,t’g life than we allow ourselves to admit. Let as
M
| wi*

e our grief openly and deal with it courageously, We share this moment in
community of love and community of sorrow and somehow in that sense of shared

feeling we must find the comfort and consolation. May it come to us.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

|
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Aline Kilmer: After Grieving

When I was young I was so sad|
I was so sad! 1 did not know

Why uny living thing was glad |
When one must some day sorrow so.

But now that grief has come to me
My heart is like a bird set free.

I always knew that it would come;
I always felt it waiting there:
Its shadow kept my glad voice dumb

And crushed my gay soul with despair.

But now that I have lived with grief
1 feel an exquisite relief.

Runners who knew their proven strength,
Ships that have shamed the hurricane:

These are my brothers, and at length
I shall come back to joy again.
However hard my life may be
I know it shall not conquer me.
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Frederick Lucian Hosmer: My Dead

I cannot think of them as dead
Who walk with me no more;

Along the path of life I tread
They have-but gone before,

Th Father's house is mansioned fair
Beyond my vision dim;

All souls are His, and here or there
Are living unto Him.

And still their silent ministry
Within my heart hath place,

As when on earth they walked with me
And met me face to face.

Their lives are made forever mine;
What they to me have been,

Hath left henceforth its seal and sign
Engraven deep within.

Mine are they by an ownership
Nor time nor death can free;
For God hath given to Love to keep
Its own eternally.
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Ruth Paller

Not long ago a courageous woman came into this room. She knew that
she had cancer. She knew her days were numbered. She had come t o choose a
fitting place for this service. Ruth was not afraid. She spoke to me a few days later
quite openly of her impending death. If she had any fear it was of dying, not of death.
Dying can be painful. Death means an end of pain.

She looked about this room, its quiet, its majesty, not unlike the Art
Museum - a treasure house of beauty she loved so well, She saw here intimations
of many deaths and | think sahe drew strength from death's universality, the sense |
that all die and that death is a natural part of life.

My life brings me often into the presence of death and I have spoken more
times than I care to number with the dying. I have rarely known anyone with as
much strength and sense of reality as Ruth. From the early days of her life when
she had assumed the responsibilities of the eldest child in a depression family Ruth
had faced each of life's many responsibilities deliberately, openly, graciously -
no word of self-pity crossed her lips. These last months Ruth gave courage to those
w ho wanted to encourage her, even as throughout her life she had served without
asking much in return.

A few days after her visit here Ruth and I talked of life and death, and of
her life and her death, and this moment. She wanted a simple, unvarnished service.
She wanted me to speak to you, her loving, her large family, her friends, of the
intimacies that you had shared, of the joys that you had given her. She was not re-
signed to her death in the sense that she had no regrets. She did regret the fore-
shortening of the years she could spend with her sons and with all of you, other little

things; but she knew that we do not set the timetable of our lives. Others might have
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railed against the fates, Ruth went within and sought to understand herself and her
feelings.

I thought of many things that should be said, of a dutiful daughter, of a
fine mind, of talented hands, of simple hopes - of a loving, sacrificially devoted
mother - but in the end the eulogy that ought to be spoken of Ruth is her own - the
words drawn out of the wisdom of her life, carefully sculpted words, written with
the special sense of language that she possessed, speak for her. She had thought
all the thoughts that we could possibly consider and she had found a consolation which

Can encourage us.
Friends Await Me

My going will all the easier be

Having made of late a discovery.

For surely the souls which float above

Shall greet me with smiles - shall
protect with this love,

They are released from bodies of pain

Free of earthly cares they do disdain

They are free of woe, their tasks are none
They have time for love, their lives are done.

Their domain of smiles - in heavenly grace
Comfort the living in warm embrace,
Unfettered, unshackled of life's trials and cares
They are here to assist God in earthly affairs.

My discovery, thru, would seem to unfold
The larger plan - its magnitade bold
A shrine that's devised to insure His grace - giving,
Through souls who will care and who will
comfort the living,
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My Soul And I

I think it time, my soul and I

To free-this body - wasted and ill

It answers not to our cries of pain
[ts mind now stronger than you and L

My soul, we weep to lose control.

We fashioned dreams for now and though
Our hopes, our plans are not to be

Our steadfast purpose to no avail.

My soul and I, companions now,

Will take those lifelong gpossamer dreams
We will leave this hurting body here,
Give up the fight - not to be won.

My soul, we will weave both hope and joy

For those we love - to see no more

We will pray for them - we will cast a spell.

We will shelter them with our love and our care,

We are stronger now, my soul and I
Our battle, though lost, brought us closer together,
Though sad I am and not afraid - for I go not alone.

Drops of Remembrance

The rain pelts less furiously

The sewers hold the moisture
The sodden earth around my grave

Contains the tears of many,

Someone's mother, another's sister,
A husband old and weary

A child whose gay affection's stopped
A mother's love no more spoken,

I1'd like to think each tiny drop r
Of rain that falls on earth |l
Is a cry of remembrance each who stay
Sends out to those who leave.







them, counseled them, badgered them a bit, prayed for their well-being and re-
joiced in their happiness and their closeness. 5She and Sam established a home in
which there was support, encouragement, love, energy and a sense of shared pur-
pose. Loving woman that she was, when life took her soul mate, Ruth stayed open
to life and again found companionship. I do not know what Ruth would wish to have
spoken at this moment. She was not a woman to regret a death that came in the
fullness of age, with the waning of strength. She certainly had little pleasure these
last months as the person that she was disappeared under her weakness. She had
lived long. She had lived well. She had lived graciously and [ am sure she would
want her daughter and her son and their families to remember her in her strength,
to remember the fine moments they shared, to remember that she sought only

their happiness,

Daniel Jeremy Silver

January 8, 1976




Miriam Pollack - Euoclogy

Miriam was one of the first people I met thirty years ago when I came back

to Clevealnd and was responsible for organizing the Temple school. gRg.Was

d I found her to be bright, forthcoming,

Eﬂwﬁw person who was not only extremely mesige 1Y talented,
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but, infinitely patient with the youngsters. They responded ar
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warmth and to her person and M produc number of bright and
[
attractive programs which were enjoyable in the viewing and the doing.
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Cice %f Lmu.i A—SeReroabiy akd-eploil-wivbelgiaely the love and warmth of the parents
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and a good home can owesswle in the human heart. Throughout here life Miriam
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was what another generation would call a good woman. Considerate, full of
good spirit, always able to see the good in gmotherg She made friends
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eagsily and there was not demand on her time or anything went unanswered.

Someone once told me that each human soul has its own particular music.
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muted, Miriam's soul was full © Hﬁﬂy._.n._um“ |, She
A

Wd&nnitn that tune. Indeed I'm told her home was filled with

o

“Taeghssy that he had when on the dance floor. I suspect that her immediate

basic response to the melody of life began in the ml of her heart.
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As you would expect this great hearted and generogity spirited woman was a
loving daughter and devoted sister. Her life was graced with the love of two
fine men and these last years were blessed by a relationship with Morris
which was steady and happy, full of trust and travel. A truly and fully
satisfying eapamiemx companion. The end of life can be sometimes painful
and lonely. Miriam died knowing she was loved in the fullness of hers

having gained the respect of the community.

Mever once who had any desire to appear on the public stage, Miriam life

was more on the gquiet . She was a gentle woman, one of those who
was willing to do the gentle deeds. God has recalled one of his own and

we are grateful for all her life meant to us.
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she _bad-snursed har mother . Folk wisdom m that "adversity introduces a
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man to himgelf," and certainly Dewlsera was both a stronger and more self-reliant

woman from having faced some of the shadows of life early on.

Strength conjures up an image of physical size and prickly independence.
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Always active and enterprising, Saseesa was a good and welcome companion,
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a loyal and caring friend. Your presence here in such numbers testifies to the
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wide reach of the circle whose lives Bapbesa touched. met people easily

and was always eager to learn through them. With it all, she fulfilled herself

most fully in the intimate relationships of loving and caring. A loving daughter,

the importance of the ties of family were impressed upon her by the events of

childhood and she held these Eacred.%ldtan werea her joy. She rejoiced in
ey s

thair q:nwth‘ She prayed for their happiness. She looked forward expectantly

to the major events of their lives and she encouraged them always to be them-

salves and to find in life the excitement which she found there.

TV - ==z 2
nd I talked offan of life and -:Iuth; 1 came to understand how

much she valued life and that she did not fear death. She feared dying because

of the implicit loss of dignity, and I thank God that death came while she was
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still herself. If she had any regret it was that she would not Eh':fpfh* great
moments of her children's lives, but she knew that no one can have all their

wishes fulfilled and was always the first to say, 'I have had many blessings. ]

good sense which moved us all. She bore her illness with a courage
he o Tl e,

instinctively expected of her. I know that she would want
~

anﬂ*ﬂuiﬁin to remember her life rather than her death. I sus

begrudge her death only if it shadowed the lives of those om she loved, whose

happiness was more precious to her than life itself.

Daniel Jeremy
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NefiieFal

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

Our faith takes a realistic and unromantic view of birth and death. Man enters
the world with a cry alml:l leaves it with a cry. He comes into it weeping and leaves
accompanied by _wu:pl-ng, On entering the world his hands are clenched as If to
Bay "::hu whole world is mine, I shall inherit IE‘;“ when he dﬂpll‘tlrhlﬁ hands are
spread as if to say "I have lr;h?ritud nothing from the world. "' It is to the credit =

-

of nurlwildum that it insists we accept life on its own terms, the I:-H:.tﬁr without
blinking, the end without fear.

Life is bruising. Life is brief. All philosophies agree on this, but some
are so discolored by childish peeve and petulance that life is pictured as a worth-
less thing. If we cannot have things our way - heaven on earth - we rationalize
what is at base, self-pity. Burdened by the fear of death and .puzzludi by :.'Itlth'l
unpredictable timing many a philuauphfi sours on life and advises man not to
expect either joy or peace of mind. The Greek tragedian, Sophocles, wrote,
'"Not to be; born is past all saying best, but when a man has seen the light this
is next beat by far - that wi.:th all speed he nhuul:; go thither whence he has :nnl'im =

'If the ;nlt 'h.nnt cut to our taste we declare It unsuitable and either cultivate
a sardonic diadain o7 else dream of some g;}ldtn‘ln_-nd Enynn& thn. grave which -
no one has ever seen and which, in fact, may not be.

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

depths I cllli. . + My soul ls sated with troubles, my tht'duwn nigh unto tha

grave, I am counted with those who go down I.ntq the pit. I am bg:uq:u a8 Ons

-
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that has no h.nlp. sct apart from men like the slain that lie in the grave. " Yet

wln 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, buat the view is often br?ath-tnking. "I shall not die but live and declare
the works of the Lord, " Gur. 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 them to declare thﬁt liﬂt can be joyous
and pleasing? How could they? Their appreciation and eagerness grew out of
their faith, their subtle and wise understanding of God. Death waa not to be
feared for God ordains both life a;nd death. The seed permits the harvest and

the leaves fall from the tree for the new buds to have a place to grow, Within
our bodies there is a constant process of death and renewal, decay and growth.
Each gcneratiun gives birth to ite successor and must give way for the young to

come into their proper placeiand responsibility.

Judaism'e 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 whom we have loved and lost: a father's patient st rength, a teacher's

sheltering wisdom, a husband's gentle encouragement and silent understanding,

a child's ﬂlgﬁ-ﬂlﬂll and innocence, a friend's fine achievement. As we pass
these memories before our mind we rucu;;:lt-u that death held no fear for ll.l'ﬂl!- .. .
as thess. Here wers strong and proud people. Here wuﬁ vigorous and gen-
erous hum!n beings. Here was love and sometimes I'I:.ll;l'f. There was ac=

complishment and sometimes a true nobility, there was goodness in thelr lives,
; _ _ -
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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 ncither innocent nor sheltered,

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

- !

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

all p_uature‘i of despair. Man can conquer the darkness. There is the thundering
sky and there is the bright sunshine. Our memories give us a courage, a faith

to reach out, to explore, to dare, to adventure, to climb, to love, to share, to
laugh,

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

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

naked shall I return there, " His children, his health had been taken from him;

his world had suddenly opened ander him.' Yet, in truth, he was not naked when  __
he came into his world, he was born into a physician's skillful arms and into his
mother's love; into civilization and into a family. Nor do we die naked. We

die unto God's arme, and when we die not all is erased. There are the mem-
ories that we leave behind and more thl...'ﬂ memory there is the accomplishment,
the home we 'llmvu maintained in love, the profession we have honorably dis-
~charged, the books we have written, the counsel we have given, the ;ppu:mnitf
we have lent. The rabbis speak of those who leave life to the living. Are we - .
not our parent's teaching? In marriage did we not grow into another's vision?

Did not a friend's sacrifice spur our ﬂlﬁlﬂ] interesta? _Wl live in a world of

libraries and schools, of museums and welfare centers, ﬁl’ law and justice, of e,

. _ e
synagogues, of healing institutions, How came all these? Civilization is the

=
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Adrienne Ratner

We come here with heavy hearts to pay a public tribute of affection and
respect to a good friend, Adrienne Ratner.

Death is always a blow, but experience and a tendency toward the philo-
sophic supports us when we face the death of those who have reached a full age.
They had experienced each of life's seasons and there is a sense of completion.
But when someone is taken from us who has barely reached the mid-summer of her
life, we protest the intrusion of death.

Our protests, of course, cannot change the circumstance; so our tradition
wisely counsels, “Seek not to explain God's ways to man for they are beyond your
understanding." Life is a gift not of our choosing. We do not schedule our
birth. Death is a fact we cannot bend to our will. We can only accept life for
what it is. An hour such as this calls not for explanation but for faith: "The
Lord has given. . ." In the face of death, the way of wisdom is to be patient,
to accept. If death has any message it is to ;ffirn the opportunity which is
life and make the most of its blessings.

Judaism reminds us to measure life by the use we make of it, not by mere
length. An hour can be rich in achievement or hollow and empty of purpose. A
day can be well spent or wasted. Some live long, hollow lives. Others cram
into a few days a full measure and more of experience and achievement. These,
even 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 absence of pain. Death is
not oblivion but the translation of the spirit into the dimension of memory.
Adrienne is at peace. Her long trial is ended. Most of our tears today are for
those who have been left behind. Their loneliness will be a daily burden. Her

pain is over. She is at peace. We are bereft. She is with God. We are alone.
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Adrienne struggled for many months against cancer. Her disease ultimately
passed beyond control, but in many ways it was Adrienne who was the victor. She
faced each day with incredible courage and determined will. Even when she was
weak and in pain, she continued to fulfill as best she could her responsibilities
as a woman and as a mother and to reach out eagerly for life's experiences. She
was never defeated because she never allowed herself to feel defeated. ©She some-

how found the strength to carry off each day. It was a mark of her spirit and

will that she continued to care for the special beauty with which God had endowed

her. She never let herself go. Over these months I often thought 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 to press on."

We spoke often of illness, yes, and of death and dying. Adrienne rarely
gave in to self-pity. Sometimes she was a bit rueful. "Isn't this a bummer,"”
but she never slipped intn-ﬂEEpundEncy. I don't know where she found the strength
to pull herself together, but more often than not there was a smile in her eye
and humor in her speech. She was grateful to those who nursed and cared. She
met everyone who came to visit with a warmth. It would have been understandable
had she soured on life, but it was not her way to nurse hurt behind closed doors
or impose her pain on others. The poet's simple lines fit her well: "Life is
mostly froth and bubble/Two things stand like stone/Kindness in another's trouble/
Courage in your own."

A wise man wrote: "What lies behind us and what lies before us are tiny
matters compared to what lies within us."” At the root of Adrienne's soul lay

a great knot of courage and strength. Her strength of will may have been a

natural endowment, but having known Adrienne in her youth I am convinced that

her spirit was honed during the years when she had to face both the strong and

- conflicting emotions of finding herself in the adult world and the death of

her mother. It is through adversity that we are often introduced to ourselves.

— L — — — B
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Whatever their source, her will and zest for life were so much a part of her that
they could not be submerged by the stormy waters.

Strength conjures up an image of physical size and heavy musculature. I
do not mean to suggest either of these gualities. God endowed Adrienne with phy-
sical grace and beauty. She dressed well but without any need for the conspicuous
display. She carried herself lightly, her straight back a reflex of her spirit.

Strength suggests certainty of purpose. Adrienne sought certainty, but
never quite found it. She was determined to understand as much as can be grasped
of this confusing world of which we are all a part. She was eager to reach out,
experience and understand. She delighted in travel, in the give and take of

friendship, in the variety of challenge of business. She had a questing spirit.

To reach out is to open ourselves to unexpected feeling and unpredictable emo-
tions. Her search for the fullest expression of her talents and for a deeper
knowledge of herself pulléﬁ her in many dirnciinnﬂ, but she knew that not to seek
was never to find; and, despite the possibility of stumbling, she persevered.
Adrienne was an interesting person, a good and welcome companion, a loyal

and caring friend. She met people easily and was always eager to learn through
them. She was also an essentially religious person for whom Judaism was more
than a comfortable set of colorful rituals. She felt close to The Temple where
she had been raised and confirmed. Over three decades we shared, as rabbi and

student, as rabbi and friend, the good times and the bad. Judaism, I believe,

came to represent to Adrienne a vision of the full and fulfilling life and the

set of standards which made such a life possible.

She sought and found fulfillment in the intimate relationships of family.
A loving daughter, the importance of the ties of family were impressed upon her
by the events of childhood and she held these sacred. Kevin, Rachel and John

I were her joy. She rejoiced in their growth. She prayed for their happiness.

She looked forward expectantly to the major events of their lives and she



encouraged them always to be themselves and to find in life the excitement which
she found there. If she had any regret it was that she would not share more of
the great moments of her children's lives, but she knew that no one can have all
their wishes fulfilled and she was always the first to say, 'I have had many
blessings. '

No blessing meant more to her than the constant support and careful care
Chuck provided her during these last hard weeks and months. She did not have to
face her trial alone. There was someone there who would watch over her needs
and who could sustain her spirit. He was a true helpmate, always there, sensitive
to her needs, the Rock of Gibraltar. The mystics of our people taught tﬁat 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 bitter days, two fine people tasted some
of the true sweetness of life as they shared all that can be shared. When I had

-

the privilege of remarrying them, there was a palpable feeling of spiritual grace -

of the holy in that hospital chapel. |
As Adrienne and I talked of life and death, I came to understand that much |

as she valued life, ushe did not fear death. If she had to die she hoped it would

be without great pain or loss of dignity and in that, at least, she was fortunate.

1 know, too, that Adrienne would begrudge her death only if it shadowed the lives

of those whom she loved, whose happiness was more precious to her than life it-

self. Keep close her memory and find in yourselves the will and the courage to

press on - let her example be yours. God has reclaimed one of His own.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

March 4, 1985




Ellen Reitman
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The book of Job occupies a central place in Seripture.
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AARRIET ROTH

WHEN | HEARD OF HARRIET'S DEATH, A THOUGHT WHICH GEORGE
BERNARD SHAW SPOKE SOME YEARS AGO CAME TO MY MIND: “PEOPLE
ARE ALWAYS BLAMING CIRCUMSTANCES FOR WHAT THEY ARE, [ DoN'T
BELIEVE IN CIRCUMSTANCES., [HE PEOPLE WHO GET ON IN THIS
WORLD ARE THE PEOPLE WHO GET UP AND LOOK FOR THE CIRCUMSTANCES
THEY WANT. IF THEY CAN'T FIND THEM, THEY MAKE THEM.'

HARRIET WAS NOT ONE TO BLAME CIRCUMSTANCES. SHE KEPT
HER LIFE UNDER HER CONTROL, SHE WAS A GRACIOUS WOMAN, A
LADY, BUT SHE KNEW HER MIND AND WENT HER WAY UNDETERRED BY
CHANGING FADS AND FASHIONS OR BY THE ATTITUDES OF OTHERS,

HARRIET WAS A FULLY SHAPED INDIVIDUAL WHO DID NOT NEED THE
APPROVAL OF OTHERS,

A coop AND LOYAL JEw, HARRIET WAS ONE OF THE IMPORTANT
FIGURES OF OUR TEMPLE ReLiclous ScHooL WHEN | CAME BACK TO
THE TEMPLE THIRTY YEARS AGO, | FOUND HER THEN--AS | ALWAYS
FOUND HER TO BE--A NO-NONSENSE, PRACTICAL PERSON WHO KNEW
WHAT IT MEANT TO ROLL UP HER SLEEVES AND GET DOWN TO WORK--
AND WAS NOT ABOUT TO BE OVER-AWED BECAUSE A 28-YEAR OLD WHO
BORE THE TITLE RABBI MIGHT HAVE AN OPINION DIFFERENT FROM
HERS.

LATER, | wAS TO MARVEL AT HARRIET'S STRENGTH AS SHE
FACED THE INEVITABLE DARK DAYS. WHEN SAM DIED. THE HUSBAND
OF HER LOVE, SHE FACED THE LOSS AND WIDOWHOOD WITH REMARKABLE
COURAGE. | HEARD HER SPEAK OF THEIR LOVE BUT NEVER A WORD
OF SELF-PITY., WE ALL SAW HER COURAGE AGAIN THESE LAST MONTHS
AS SHE FACED ILLNESS AND THE INEVITABILITY OF DEATH,

HARRIET WAS A LADY. AN INTELLIGENT AND EFFECTIVE WOMAN:
A PRIVATE PERSON WHO KNEW HER OWN MIND: A CONCERNED CITIZEN
WHO WAS SENSITIVELY AND WHOLE-HEARTEDLY COMMITTED TO A
VISION OF A WORLD OF DECENCY. JUSTICE AND PEACE: AND A HARD
WORKER WHO WAS AN ACTIVE PARTNER IN THE WORK OF THE TEMPLE.




HER BROAD AND ENCOMPASSING FAITH IN GOD AND GOODNESS COMMITTED
HER TO THE IMPERATIVE OF DOING JUSTICE. OF LOVING MERCY. AND

OF WALKING HUMBLY WITH GOD--AND SHE WORKED IN THAT VINEYARD
ALL HER DAYS,

IN THAT CLASSIC COLLECTION OF WISDOM AND INSIGHT WE CALL
THE MIDRASH, THE STORY IS TOLD THAT AT THE BEGINNING OF CREATION
THE BIRDS NOTICED THAT THE BRANCHES OF ORDINARY TREES SIGHED
IN THE WIND, BUT THAT THE BRANCHES OF FRUIT-BEARING TREES MADE
LITTLE, IF ANY, SOUND, CURIOSITY LED TO QUESTIONS, [HE
BIRDS ASKED THE FRUIT-BEARING TREES WHY THEY WERE SILENT,
[HE TREES REPLIED: OQUR FRUITS ARE SUFFICIENT ADVERTISEMENT
FOR US.

HARRIET'S ACCOMPLISHMENTS WERE MANY AND THEY SPOKE OF HER
AND FOR HER., SHE WAS THE LAST PERSON TO SPEAK OF HER ACHIEVE-
MENTS SINCE SHE HAD NEITHER NEED NOR DESIRE TO STRUT ON THE
PUBLIC STAGE. SHE SERVED BECAUSE SHE WAS GREAT-HEARTED AND
CARING, AND SHE SERVED EFFECTIVELY., JOME ARE MOVED BY ERRATIC
IMPULSE, HARRIET PLANNED AND THOUGHT OUT AND FOLLOWED THROUGH,
To THOSE OF US WHO SAW HER EFFICIENTLY ORGANIZING HER HUSBAND'S
WORK OR SEEING TO THE SUCCESS OF A PROGRAM OR TUTORING A
CENTER CITY CHILD IT WAS SOMETIMES DIFFICULT TO RECOGNIZE THAT
SHE WAS THE PRIVATE PERSON WE KNEW WHO SEEMED MOST COMFORTABLE
WITHIN THE INTIMATE CIRCLE OF CLOSE FRIENDS AND FAMILY,

HARRIET WAS BORN INTO A CLOSE AND LOVING FAMILY WHICH
VALUED THE FREEDOMS OF THIS LAND THE TRADITION OF LEARNING OF
OUR PEOPLE, SHE LEARNED EARLY THAT LIFE MUST BE LED FOR GOALS
BEYOND THOSE OF PERSONAL BENEFIT. FROM YOUTH TO AGE. HER
LIFE WAS OF A PIECE. HARRIET WAS REMARKBLY UNTOUCHED BY THE
MATERIALISM OF OUR TIMES, SHE DRESSED CAREFULLY, WITHOUT ANY
NEED FOR CONSPICUOUS DISPLAY, HER HOME WAS A PLACE OF WELCOME
AND COMFORT. WHERE IT WAS CLEAR THAT PRIORITY WAS ON LIVING
AND SHARING RATHER THAN HAVING,




AS YOU WOULD EXPECT. THIS WOMAN OF INTELLIGENCE. WHOSE
MIND WAS WELL-FURNISHED AND WHOSE HEART WAS SENSITIVE TO HUMAN
NEEDS. WAS A WELCOME COMPANION AND FRIEND. [HERE WAS NO
LEGITIMATE DEMAND ON HER TIME THAT SHE DID NOT RESPOND TO
WILLINGLY., HER ADVICE WAS OFTEN SOUGHT. ALWAYS GIVEN, AND
ALWAYS SOUND,

HER KINDNESSES WERE LEGION, MANY HAVE COMPANIONS WITH
WHOM THEY TEMPORARILY SHARE TIME., SPACE AND INTERESTS,
HARRIET'S RELATIONSHIPS WERE CLOSER AND BASED ON TRULY SHARED
INTERESTS.

THERE ARE THOSE WHO SERVE THE LARGER COMMUNITY BUT IN
DOING SO NEGLECT THE INTIMATE TIES OF MARRIAGE AND FAMILY.
MARRIAGE AND FAMILY WERE THE HEART OF HARRIET'S WORLD, SHE
WAS BLESSED WITH A GREAT LOVE., OHE WAS A HELPMATE IN EVERY
WAY TO HER BELOVED SAM.

THEY WORKED TOGETHER AND TOGETHER THEY FOUND HAPPINESS
AND BUILT A SOLID HOME IN WHICH THEY ENCOURAGED THEIR SONS
AND DAUGHTER., WITH LOVE AND WISDOM. TO FULFILL THEIR CAPACITIES
AND UNDERSTAND THE GOOD AND ESSENTIAL VALUES TO WHICH THEY
WERE COMMITTED, NOTHING BROUGHT HARRIET GREATER PLEASURE
THAN THE ACCOMPLISHMENTS OF HER CHILDREN, EXCEPT PERHAPS
THE ACCOMPLISHMENTS OF THE GRANDCHILDREN WHOSE SPECIAL TALENTS
SHE CHERISHED AND IN WHOSE GROWTH, CAPACITY. AND MATURITY
SHE TOOK SUCH PRIDE,

| DO NOT KNOW WHAT HARRIET WOULD WANT US TO SAY AT THIS
TIME, A PRIVATE PERSON, SHE KEPT HER DEEPEST FEELINGS TO
HERSELF, BUT HER ACTIONS REVEAL SOMETHING OF HER FEELINGS,
A PROUD WOMAN ALWAYS, SHE DID NOT--1 AM CONFIDENT=-BEGRUDGE
DEATH WHICH LIBERATED FROM THE THREAT OF INCAPACITY,
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A WISE WOMAN ALWAYS, SHE WOULD--AGAIN, | AM CONFIDENT--ASK
THOSE CLOSEST AND DEAREST THAT THEY HONOR HER MEMORY THROUGH

THE QUALITY OF THEIR LIVES, BY KEEPING CLOSE THE TIES OF
FAMILY AND BY OFFERING THEMSELVES IN SERVICE.

WHEN OUR TRADITION WISHES TO HONOR ONE WHO IS TRULY WORTHY
OF HONOR., IT SPEAKS OF THAT PERSON AS HAVING LEFT LIFE TO THE
LIVING, [HOSE OF QUALITY LEAD LIVES WHICH ENABLE OTHERS TO
LIVE WITH A GREATER AMPLITUDE, HARRIET LEFT LIFE TO THE LIVING,
AND IN DOING SO SHE NOT ONLY ESTABLISHED HER OWN IMMORTALITY
BUT SERVED AS AN EXAMPLE TO ALL OF US OF THE POSSIBILITIES WITH
WHICH A GRACIOUS GOD ENDOWED US,

DanieL JEREMY SILVER

MarcH 13, 1988
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THE TEMPLE THIRTY YEARS AGO, | FOUND HER THEN--AS | ALWAYS
FOUND HER TO BE--A NO-NONSENSE. PRACTICAL PERSON WHO KNEW
WHAT IT MEANT TO ROLL UP HER SLEEVES AND GET DOWN TO WORK--
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WORKER WHO WAS AN ACTIVE PARTNER IN THE WORK OF THE TEMPLE.
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HER BROAD AND ENCOMPASSING FAITH IN GOD AND GOODNESS COMMITTED
HER TO THE IMPERATIVE OF DOING JUSTICE. OF LOVING MERCY. AND

OF WALKING HUMBLY WITH GOD--AND SHE WORKED IN THAT VINEYARD
ALL HER DAYS.

IN THAT CLASSIC COLLECTION OF WISDOM AND INSIGHT WE CALL
THE MIDRASH, THE STORY 1S TOLD THAT AT THE BEGINNING OF CREATION
THE BIRDS NOTICED THAT THE BRANCHES OF ORDINARY TREES SIGHED
IN THE WIND. BUT THAT THE BRANCHES OF FRUIT-BEARING TREES MADE
LITTLE, IF ANY, SOUND, CURIOSITY LED TO QUESTIONS, THE
BIRDS ASKED THE FRUITTBEARING TREES WHY THEY WERE SILENT.

[HE TREES REPLIED: OQUR FRUITS ARE SUFFICIENT ADVERTISEMENT
FOR US,

HARRIET'S ACCOMPLISHMENTS WERE MANY AND THEY SPOKE OF HER
AND FOR HER, SHE WAS THE LAST PERSON TO SPEAK OF HER ACHIEVE-
MENTS SINCE SHE HAD NEITHER NEED NOR DESIRE TO STRUT ON THE
PUBLIC STAGE, SHE SERVED BECAUSE SHE WAS GREAT-HEARTED AND
CARING., AND SHE SERVED EFFECTIVELY. SOME ARE MOVED BY ERRATIC
IMPULSE. HARRIET PLANNED AND THOUGHT OUT AND FOLLOWED THROUGH,
[0 THOSE OF US WHO SAW HER EFFICIENTLY ORGANIZING HER HUSBAND'S
WORK OR SEEING TO THE SUCCESS OF A PROGRAM OR TUTORING A
CENTER CITY CHILD IT WAS SOMETIMES DIFFICULT TO RECOGNIZE THAT
SHE WAS THE PRIVATE PERSON WE KNEW WHO SEEMED MOST COMFORTABLE
WITHIN THE INTIMATE CIRCLE OF CLOSE FRIENDS AND FAMILY,

HARRIET WAS BORN INTO A CLOSE AND LOVING FAMILY WHICH
VALUED THE FREEDOMS OF THIS LAND THE TRADITION OF LEARNING OF
OUR PEOPLE, SHE LEARNED EARLY THAT LIFE MUST BE LED FOR GOALS
BEYOND THOSE OF PERSONAL BENEFIT, FROM YOUTH TO AGE. HER
LIFE WAS OF A PIECE. HARRIET WAS REMARKBLY UNTOUCHED BY THE
MATERIALISM OF OUR TIMES., SHE DRESSED CAREFULLY, WITHOUT ANY
NEED FOR CONSPICUOUS DISPLAY, HER HOME WAS A PLACE OF WELCOME

AND COMFORT. WHERE IT WAS CLEAR THAT PRIORITY WAS ON LIVING
AND SHARING RATHER THAN HAVING,

E'___________J..,.ian.........-.---------------Illllllllllllllllllllllll"




[ 1 S —— — ST
el

As YOU WOULD EXPECT., THIS WOMAN OF INTELLIGENCE. WHOSE
MIND WAS WELL-FURNISHED AND WHOSE HEART WAS SENSITIVE TO HUMAN
NEEDS, WAS A WELCOME COMPANION AND FRIEND, [HERE WAS NO
LEGITIMATE DEMAND ON HER TIME THAT SHE DID NOT RESPOND TO
WILLINGLY., HER ADVICE WAS OFTEN SOUGHT. ALWAYS GIVEN, AND
ALWAYS SOUND.

HER KINDNESSES WERE LEGION, MANY HAVE COMPANIONS WITH
WHOM THEY TEMPORARILY SHARE TIME. SPACE AND INTERESTS.
HARRIET'S RELATIONSHIPS WERE CLOSER AND BASED ON TRULY SHARED
INTERESTS.

THERE ARE THOSE WHO SERVE THE LARGER COMMUNITY BUT IN
DOING SO NEGLECT THE INTIMATE TIES OF MARRIAGE AND FAMILY.
MARRIAGE AND FAMILY WERE THE HEART OF HARRIET'S WORLD., SHE
WAS BLESSED WITH A GREAT LOVE, SHE WAS A HELPMATE IN EVERY
WAY TO HER BELOVED SAM,

[HEY WORKED TOGETHER AND TOGETHER THEY FOUND HAPPINESS
AND BUILT A SOLID HOME IN WHICH THEY ENCOURAGED THEIR SONS
AND DAUGHTER, WITH LOVE AND WISDOM, TO FULFILL THEIR CAPACITIES
AND UNDERSTAND THE GOOD AND ESSENTIAL VALUES TO WHICH THEY
WERE COMMITTED, NOTHING BROUGHT HARRIET GREATER PLEASURE
THAN THE ACCOMPL ISHMENTS OF HER CHILDREN, EXCEPT PERHAPS
THE ACCOMPLISHMENTS OF THE GRANDCHILDREN WHOSE SPECIAL TALENTS
SHE CHERISHED AND IN WHOSE GROWTH. CAPACITY. AND MATURITY
SHE TOOK SUCH PRIDE,

I Do NOT KNOW WHAT HARRIET WOULD WANT US TO SAY AT THIS
TIME. A PRIVATE PERSON, SHE KEPT HER DEEPEST FEELINGS TO
HERSELF., BUT HER ACTIONS REVEAL SOMETHING OF HER FEELINGS,

A PROUD WOMAN ALWAYS., SHE DID NOT--] AM CONFIDENT==BEGRUDGE
DEATH WHICH LIBERATED FROM THE THREAT OF INCAPACITY,
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A WISE WOMAN ALWAYS, SHE WOULD--AGAIN, | AM CONFIDENT--ASK
THOSE CLOSEST AND DEAREST THAT THEY HONOR HER MEMORY THROUGH
THE QUALITY OF THEIR LIVES. BY KEEPING CLOSE THE TIES OF
FAMILY AND BY OFFERING THEMSELVES IN SERVICE.

WHEN OUR TRADITION WISHES TO HONOR ONE WHO IS TRULY WORTHY
OF HONOR. 1T SPEAKS OF THAT PERSON AS HAVING LEFT LIFE TO THE
LIVING, [HOSE OF QUALITY LEAD LIVES WHICH ENABLE OTHERS TO
LIVE WITH A GREATER AMPLITUDE, HARRIET LEFT LIFE TO THE LIVING,
AND IN DOING SO SHE NOT ONLY ESTABLISHED HER OWN IMMORTALITY
BUT SERVED AS AN EXAMPLE TO ALL OF US OF THE POSSIBILITIES WITH
WHICH A GRACIOUS GOD ENDOWED US,

DanieL JEREMY SILVER

MarcH 13, 1988
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Death is an inevitable comalement
of 1life. 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. |t does not
return us to the earth as it was.

The spirit returns to God who gave IT.
We do not know what lies beyond the
bourne of time. We can be assured that
God, our loving father, does not forsake
us. In death our life merely takes on
another form. This is received under
God'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 sovoke
in love are not forgotten.
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BEA SANDS

Bea was a gracious, generous-
spirited and most especially a gracious
woman. |In her 90 years she faced a
full share of life's reverses, but her
lips were sealed to self-pity. She
was a strong, determined, enerocetic
woman who did not have the Time To feel
sorry for herself. Bea had within her
an unusual reservoir of strenath and
of dignity. Where others might have
spent their days bemoaning their fate,
she somehow took in stride the death
of her beloved husband, her 2 sons who
were more precious to her than 1life

itself, a daughter-in-law and a arandson

and, of course, her beloved brother.
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r Yet, she seemed never to falter and l
she continued to find possibility in
life. When life turned against her she |
didn't bemoan her fate but looked ahead !
to the opportunities which remained to |
her. Emphysema took its tell, but she
was not one to be daunted. Until tThe
very end she maintained her positive

& attitude towards 1life.

A great friend to many, Bea

possessed a warm and compassionate heart,
She deserved?&ifelnng friendshins that
she made. She relished her friendships

with the younger generation. She had no

truck with those who sit back and simply
watch themselves growing old., Life was
to be lived fully and well. She lived

2 it just that way.

L —
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( In her youth she had been a tennis
player of note; in middle aocoe a spirited
citizen, an active volunteer worker at
The Temple and elsewhere, a charming
hostess, mistress of a fine home. She
loved to travel and she remained): ‘\ &
zestful and eager for life, eager to
seek out the world's secret beauties.

A good woman, a strong woman, she
set an example for all of us. A wise
woman, Bea was not one to live with
regrets. 3She cared deeply but was not
defeated by the slings and arrows of
outrageous fortune. Her way was to
return to the card table, in her younger

years to volunteer work and to travel

there to refresh herself with these

disciplines. |

‘!
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( Bea was a woman who dressed well |
but without ostentation. Her home was
a place of beauty and gentility; yet,
it was not a refuge from the world. |
Her home was open, as her heart was open, |
to people of all walks of life. Bea
was utterly without side or pretense.

She saw people as they were rather than

by the arbitrary definitions of skin
color or race.

She took pride in our city. She
worked with Chester Koch and others and
é:ﬁn to it that holidays were pronerly
nbservedfﬂthe memory of those who lost

their lives in the wars remembered,

:t------..-......-.-.........-..-IIIIIIIIIIIIIIII
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| don't know if Bea knew these |
sentences by George Bernard Shaw, but
their spirit certainly speaks of her

spirit.

People are always blamina their
circumstances for what they are. | ‘
don't believe in circumstances. The

people who get on in this world are the
people who get up and look for the
circumstances they want, and, if they

can't find them, make them."

Daniel Jeremy Silver

December 9, 1988 |
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We have again been in the presence of death. A friend, beloved and
preclous te-o, has been summoned to her eternal rest.

Whenever death comes, it comes unexpectedly. Even if our departed
has enjoyed a full measure of years, we are never prepared for the open
wound, the aching emptiness, which death leaves behind. We can never accept
that our beloved's warm vitality, so dear to us, will now and forever be
migsing,

Even when death comes at its expected season, it is difficult to
accept God's purpose. Though we acknowledre that a full and rich life is
its own reward, and that it iz a blessing t¢ be spared the half-life of
lingering, hopeless disability, it is always difficult to adjust to death.

Ohamt e 1 s wt—a

How then shall we accept the death of one taken in the prime of her
womanhood? Our grief is compounded, our confusion knows no limits.

It would be wonderful were God's plans revealed to us, We would
then understand His purpose and find consolation in His protective care for
surely, even in this tragedy, Ood acted only for our good. Unfortunately,
there is no way within the framework of our limited human experience to
explain what we have suffered. "Ood's ways are not our ways and His thoughts
are not our thoughts, Just as the heavens are higher than the earth, so are
His ways higher than our ways and His thoughts higher than our thoughts.®
Ultimately the only answer which we can make to the fact of death is to
accept it in faith, There is no alternative but to say with Job: i

The lord has given, the Lord has taken away.
Hlessed be the name of the Lord.

In death, life assumes a more sharply defined character. Pretense
disappears whide Fhe truly worthwhile gains new stature. We come to see
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Isabel Schiffer

None of us understand the mathematics of life. To live long, to have
one's capacities and dignity nearly to the end is a kind gift of a gracious God.
Isabel Schiffer was born nearly 95 years ago and God was gracious to her in
health, spirit, and in her person, Some are granted such good fortune by God
and do not know how to use their blessings wisely. Isabel was a loving woman.

I did not have the privilege of really knowing her, but those who knew her well
spoke of a warm and agreeable person, generous of spirit and heart, a loyal and
thoughtful friend, a loving and devoted daughter, sister and wife.

When David spoke to me yesterday of his mother, he spoke of a woman who
had taken him into her home and into her heart and bound him close with a thousand
acte of kindness and of thoughtfulness. She was always encouraging and supportive,
fiercely loyal. To respond to a child in need, to sense that one can overcome
that child's loneliness and heal it with love, is to do God's work. 1 can only
feel that our lives are blessed when they are touched by such a person.

Isabel has, in a real sense, ocutlived her funeral. Certainly, she has
outlived her generation. Those who knew her best can testify to her fine gqualities,
but we live on in our deeds, and in these last months and years Isabel knew that
her son and the daughter that he had brought into her life returned love for
love freely and willingly. There must have been a wonderful sense of fulfillment

even as her strength ebbed and her health began to give way.




Iscbel Dettelbach Schnabel

We have came to pay a memorial tribute of friendship and respect to
a lifelong friend and neighbor, a strong-minded and high-minded woman, Iscbel Dettel-
back Schnabel. Isobel's family roots run deep into our cormmumity. She had about her

a great deal of the energy, the spirit of enterprise and neighborliness, which marked
these early families. She walked straight and she accepted every burden of life with
the same spirit of perseverance, the same unshakable comitment to basic principles
which characterized those who, like her family, had founded the institutions which
make for the econamic strength of our community. Isobel had a warm heart. She was

always ready to help those whose lives were close and dear to her. She was a woman
of her own mind, who walked her way and shouldered her burdens and did what she
felt was right and necessary. There was nothing about her of the hail-fellow-well-
met which typifies much of cur society. She was essentially a private person who did
the right according to her likes and kept her counse. Her standards were set from
within and not for others.

An only child who came fram a background of privilege, her life might
easily have became one of indulgence. She enjoyed many advantages denied to others.
She was not spoiled by her opportunities. She rejoiced in things of beauty and never
forgot that the essential values are human values. Whenever I met Isobel I found
her immaculately put together, having cbviocusly taken pains with her dress and her
person. She was conscious of herself. She understood instinctively the old rabbinic
teaching that the body was a gift of God and should be carefully tended. There
was nothing vain about her dress. It was not done for display. It was a reflex
of the sense of her own worth. You put yourself together and tock hold of yourself
before you went out to face the world, and this sense of her own dignity stood her
well during these last months of illness. Illness sometimes diminishes a perscn.
Iscbel sealed her lips to self-pity. She pulled herself together and remained what
she had always been, a self-reliant, proud woman.




2

Today many display a rather pathetic need to be petted and encouraged by
others. They live ocuter-directed lives. Iscbel lived within her own principles
and her own sense of self. If I were to choose any adjective to describe Iscbel's
spirit it would be resolute. She was resolute in her convictions, unshakable in her
judgments, She was not one who tock pleasure in ceremonies and rituwals of our tra-
dition, but she respected the prophetic element in our tradition, its erphases on
dignity and honor and family. Tt was simply that she identified ceremony with display
and in the sense of display her soul rebelled.

I remember when she first heard the pocem that Ken has just spoken.
It was the first time she had heard it and she came up to me and asked for a copy.
It spoke to her and of her, a woman who needed to do the right and did not need the
approval of others. Her life was coherent, all of a piece. She did not court friend-
ship. She was warm, open and loyal to those whom she respected and delighted and
always willing to help. She had a vision of lifewhich had to do with order and har-
mony and beauty and she sought to build in her home and world a miniature of this
vision. She was conscious of what she wore and eager that there be beauty in her
physical surroundings. Remember the lines that Keats wrote about a Greek vase:

A thing of beauty is a joy forever;

Its loveliness increases; it will never
Pass into nothingness; but still will keep
A bower quiet for us, and a sleep

Full of sweet dreams, and health,

and quiet breathing,

I know that Iscbel often shared the pleasure of beauty that Keats wrote about.

Her home was put together with care and there was evidence of color and line and

fierce pride in providing an appropriate setting for her family.
When I heard of Isobel's death I was grateful that God had given her
a death which had not diminished her dignity. I thought, too, that Iscbel would not

begrudge death, she was a realist, and had the strength to face whatever life had
in store. MNever did she show that more than in these last months. I was grateful

ﬂmtﬁnﬂh&igimlm-clmfriuﬂamﬂngmdtm.ﬂnlmufhnfimnm,the
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pleasure of watching her sons and daughter grow into competence and enlarge their
lives to include wives and husband, grandchildren, who were close and precious. She
raised her children in the values that were central to her. She rejoiced in their
happiness and found the pleasure that only a mother and grandmother can derive fram
solid marriages and close relationships of the generation of their own and all of
the promise of the grandchildren.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

October 7, 1981
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When death comes to a loved one a light is extinguished and another
light is kindled. This light of memory shines inextinguishably in the shadowed
world of our loneliness. Blessed, therefore, the life which leaves behind it a
glowing memory. Such a memory brings unceasing comfort to those vho would otherwise
be utterly bereft.
At such an hour it is a beautiful custom among our people to light
a memorial lamp. Through this symbol we signify that the dead have not vanished.
Their day's work may be over but their life is not. The flame contimues to burn even
in the night of death, much as a rare song can be heard in our heart long after the
silence has enveloped it. For those who Jnew true love and true companionship there '
remains the legacy of pledged lives and preciocus remembrance. Theirs is a living il
legacy and a bright one. : |
Our lives are all too brief. The night comes all too soon, yet, we
are commanded to live for things which are eternal - for justice and beauty and love -
to reach beyond our frail limitations to a godly and goodly way of life. At death
those lives which partook of selflessness and service, those lives dedicated to the
imperishable values of life, enter upon a spiritual existence through which they
remain vital for those who knew them and loved them. They have become a sweet bene-
diction. It is as our teachers taught, "there is no death for the righteocus.”
mmmmﬁ%f‘MMMymmM ;
est to her have sustained a deep and personal loss; but all of us, as well, have
suffered the loss of a vigorous and cherished spirit and warm friend.

le
3 was among the most open-hearted and loving people I have

L L e Ly il A
. She w&.ls&i“?ejhﬂé“ﬂ her

o t}rm,inﬂumwaflifeluq
b
friamnand.mntnfall.inﬂﬂinﬂmqrn?fmly. There is a line in the book
"

of Psalms whose wisdom was instinctive to her, "Gladness of heart is the life of a

human being.” Mmiali.vewithﬂnjwﬂflifa, full of vital energy, eager to
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pitch in and do, possessed of an optimistic spirit which knew each day as a fresh
S

opportunity. mfmmmtﬂityhmm.ﬂumtmmtha

amile, TesesmsSaepacids tovhasspye. She wanted you to be at ease and happy and

to feel welcome., 4

She loved flowers.,  Hor-himewas wiwyd full ofnetaral-<olor.  Her-oerden. was a
deI1ght aMT her joy. She could not resist surrounding herself with beautiful things.
She dressed with care but had no need for conspicuous display. Her home was
a place of gracious beauty - a reflex of the beauty she knew in her soul. She would
have been pleased ﬂﬂsvﬁsmhg‘m’jiay. MMWHMML
mtﬂda special talent for friendship and for family. Her
friendships were many, steady and carefully tendered. She was joyous without being
flighty. She saw the best in others. She was utterly without side. No demand of
friendship went unanswered. Her home was as open as her heart and all elele who
were made welcome rejoiced in the aura of warmth and good feeling which pervaded
every space. She was the center of her world without ever being demanding. %
was loyal, sensitive and empathetic. She was there to help. She was not one to in-
trude her own needs and anxieties,
suﬁqﬂﬂlﬂd.%ymﬂkﬁjein?mﬂmﬂmtmttunﬂeﬂﬁmt
of 4E, Bha had BOlie S Seatking and corplatiding, Miee sl Al aBEtanation
in her plans and laughter in her voloe;—: ingne=s"to serve: to be eyes to the
blind, a help to the needy. She was™ ot one for regrets. MAEms-bher notes was a
well-loved, oftepseqeoted phrase, "while the heart grieves for what it has lost,
oI¥, Eu:altﬂ.fur what it has had."

egq cman of deep, instinctive faith in God and in others,

She was a lifelong member of The Temple-whio served our congregailon-erc e
mm.mmﬂwm FEYErDOOK was Orsan hﬁrjﬂ' mrmﬂ
conscious ef e beauties of our tradition, conscious of her place™3n that tradition,
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out life what she had always been, a genuine, unpretentious, strong-minded and lov-

ing human being. : ‘
Mol [ TR et (Llae
Death came to Eﬁmu ¥ know that she did ¥

idism

i
and _would haye hatodtoebteids rden., lﬁgl#hwlifehadhammmhm.smhad

hnmﬂmsprmgumafymthandﬂfmﬂm the joys of marriage and mother-

ol B A v e AR TN S ol B B

]warﬂﬂmehgmfam: a

the |

Lly. Win-

Ji‘-l-.ll . i
tarn-e?h Mlmt%ml‘mrﬂ. but against the full measure of her life they

represent but an instant. And as we expected, her lips were sealed to self-pity and
the graciousness of her spirit shone through. Jj.

% shall mias'gi"'g;-'s spirit. Her soul seemed to be made of sunlight.

How else account for the unflagging ebullience, the warmth and joyousness and gen- 4
erosity of her person. had }‘
a special place in_the life.ofuy. famlly apd of Theglemle. My every ﬂﬂ#ﬁt of E-
her is associated with largeness of spirit, happy anticipation, a deep pleasure in '
life. .
Daniel Jeremy Silver -

Movember B, 1981
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CROSSING

THE BAR 753

A hun&,hﬂ times more worth a woman's
Than this, this—bot I waste no wonds

him:

g
His wickedness is like my wrotchodness —

Beyond all 1a
1(.],{ Hln]-d.}nlu?:;—;'m sea hor there |
Aﬂf fifteen when first you came on her,

then the sweetest flower of all the
wal
Bo lovely in the promisa of her May,
Bo winsoma in her grace and gafety,
Ba loved by all the village le {era,
&0 happy in hersell and :nm OImE —
(agitated). Theer, theer! ha'
dope. [ ean’t abelir to see her.
. Erit.
Dora. A child, and all as trustful as =
ehild 1
Five years of shame and suffering broke
That u:]}:hu f and ba, the !'lth-:r
t for yon;
Thro' that dishonor which you broaght

upon us,
Has lost his bealth, his eyesight, even bis

mind.
Harold (covering iz face). Enough !
Dora. tmm*ﬂ.n' there was Jeft
A seeond ,lnlitnhu]'m:l.ml
Veiling one sin to act ancther.
Harold. Nol
You wrong me there! hear, hear me! 1
wish'd, if you— [ Pouses.
Dora. {1 —
Hareld. Could love ma, conld be bronght
to love me
As I loved you —

Dera.

Hearold.
To makes, to make —

Dara, What did you to make 7

Hareld, "T were best to make an end of

lost li '
s Dot g

Dora

Dora. What did you kope to make ?

Harold, Make, make! [ eannot flnd
the word — fargive it —

Amends,

Dera.  For what? to whom 7
Hareld, Ta him, to you |

. Falli A s
Dora. To him/ tnnptl' .nym e

No, not with all your wealth,
Your land, your life! Out in tha fercest
storm

That 'n;nr made earth tremble — be, nor

The ll:t'l;rﬂ!'jlm roof — not for one mo-

What thea 7
I wish'd, I hpd

0

ment —
I'ET:EII;I f;:ts !
ok in t i of 1
Push'd from 'EHP.E: uP;lur;Tu E

plague,
Bmitten with fever in the open field,
Laid famise-stricken st the
Death —
Kothing from you |
But she there — her last word
Forgave—and 1 forgive you. If yom

ever
Forgive yourself, you are even lower and

Than even I ean well belisve you. Geol
[He lies at her feet. Curtain falls.

—

CROSSING THE BAR

Thia poem first & red in the ' Demates *
volama of 1550, bat m placed here in accord-
ancs with Lord Ten 'n nest that it
might hﬂ:tllﬂu end af all itiona of ki
poema,

the ' Memeoir," vol. §i. p. 367,

BuxsxT and evening star,

And one clear eall for me |
And may there be no moaning of the bar,
Whean I put cat to sea,

But such = tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the boupd-
less
Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark |

And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I embark;

.
For tho' from out nurbLﬁmn!‘I‘EEI and
The flood may bear me far,

| to see my Filot face to face
I bave crost the bar.



ANNA RETER Feb, 17, 1959

WE ARE MET TO PAY OUR LAST TRIBUTE OF RESPECT TO ONE OF OUR MIDST WHO HAS PASSED '
FRM Sfmx_ﬂIGHT. AS ATMWAYS AT SUCH AN HOUR WE STAND GRIEF-LATEN BEFORE THE CURTAIN OF
TEATH. Ek MOT TRAW THRAT CURTAIN ASITE. WHAT AWAITE BEYOND IS FOREVER HIDTEN FROM
OUR VIEW.

IN TIME EACH OF WILL PASS BEYOND THIS TNIVIDE, WEEN WE DO, WE WILL NOT ENOW

WHAT AWAITS US THERE. YET W& WILL CRNSS OVERIN FAITH -- IN THE FAITH THAT A KIND GOD
AND FATHER, WHO HAS GIVEN TO US LIFE, WILL NOT EPRSAKE US IN DEATH. AS HE WELCOMED
US INTO THIS LIFE AND PROTECTS US Hm}, S0 Wrll, HE SHELTER US AND SUSTAIN US UNTO
ETERNITY, THAT HE WILL BE NEAR US WE WIEL BE.SURE. WE NEED NOT FEAR, FOR HEEAVEN
WILL SUPPMRT US, \\‘\\

T0 FACE MEATH IS T0 BE PEMZRDED OF LIFE'S WW . OUR YOUTH SEEMS ONLY

YESTERDAY, OUR DAYS SO FEW,. A0 FACE TEATH IS TO BE REMINLE THE USES TO WHICH WE

MUST PUT OUR LIFE. WE NOT KNOW WHAT LIES BEIOND, WE DO KNOW 7 NATURE OF THAT

SERVICE OF LOVE AND KE™WESS, OF GENTLENESS AND COURAGE, WHICH WE MUST
AND NOW, AND STNCE/WE DO NOT KNOW WHEN OUR HOUR MAY COME, IS IT NOT FOLLY FOR
US T0 PUT OFF A(P GENEROUS TNSTI)CTS AND OUP HONEST TMPULBES, FEELING THAT THERE MAY
YET BE TIM¥? THERE MAY NEVER BE TIME. WF ARE NOT MASTERS OF OUR MESTINY. WE DO NoT
TETERMFAE WHEN WE ARE TO TIE. TO LIVE OUR DAYS, HOWEVER LONG THEY BE, ABLY AND WELL
15, E BURDEN AND THE CHALIENGE OF LIFE.

WE ARE MET TO PAY A LAST TRIBUTE OF RESPECT T0 A GENTLE LADY AND BELOVED FRIEND.
MRS. JACOR RETER WAS A WOMAN OF ABOUNDING LOVE AND PROFOUND COURAGE. NESXXKRER
NXONENIXXEXNE SHE WAS A WOVAN OF INDEPENTENT SPIRIT ##0 CENTLE,-FEBRSFONTINO=SGSER-
MINATSON, HER LIFE WAS NOT ALWAYS EASY, YET SHE WALKED AMONG US LIGHTLY AND ITHOUT
COMPLAINT. HERS WAS AN INPEPENTENT SPIRIT, AND SHE WORKED OUT HER OWN TESTTNY. SHE
WEVER BURTENED OTHERS WITH HER PROBLEMS. MRS, RETER BROUGHT TO HER LARGE CIRCLE OF
FRIENTS A WARM, TELIGHTFUL PERSONALITY. SHE HAD KNOWN AS A CHTLD THE HURT OF LONE=
LINESS, AND SHE FILIED THE LIVES OF OTHERS WITH A THOUSAND PLEASANT SERVICES. PEOPLE

PELICHTED TO BE WITH HER, AND SHE PMELIGHTED IN PEOFLE., SHE NEVER BEGRUDGED THE TIME
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OR THE EFFORT WHICH FRIENDSHIP AND COMSITERATION EXACTEDN.

MRE. RETFR WAS A WWMAN NOF PROFOUND INTEORITY AND CHARACTER. OSHE KNEW THE MEANING
OF HARD WORK. SHE UNTERSTNOD WHAT IS BASTCALLY VALUABLE IN LIFE AND WHAT IF PURELY
SUPERFICIAL., HERS WAS A TESP AND LOYAL RELIGIOUS FAITH. SHE WAS FROUD OF HER JUDAISM.
SHE WAS ATTENTIVE TO ITS DISCIPLINES. SHE WAS UNTERSTANDING OF ITS MORAL COMMANTMENTS.
SHE WAS A MEMEER OF WHOM THE TEMPLE FOR MANY YEARS WAS M0ST FROUD.

TO HER HUSBAND MRS. REDER ERNUCHT AROUMDING LOVE, FATTHFUINESS AND DEVOTION.
THOUGH THETR MARRIAGE WAS NOT CROWNED WITH CHILTREN IT WAS BEESSED WITH THE DEEPEST
AFFECTION AND WHFN GODN CALLED HER BELOVED JACOR, MRS, REDER WALEKED THE WAY OF WIDOWHOOD
WITHOUT BURDEMIMG OTHERS WITH HER ORIEF, PROUDLY TETERMINED TO MAEE A FULL AND
SATISFYING LIFE. TO HER BROTHER SHE LEAVES THE MEMORY OF A GENTLE, LIFE-LONG FRIEND.

IT IS GIVEN TO SOME TO LEAD OUT THEIR LIVES IN THE PUBLIC EYE. OTHERS, LIKE
MRS. PEIER, LIVE MCRE PRIVATELY, YET NO LESS NOBLY, THEY BRING A FULL MEASURE OF
LIGHTNESS AND LAUGHTER, BLESSING AND BRIGHTNESS TNTO THETR WORLD. THEY BRING WITH
THEM LOVE AYD GENTLENESS, PFRSEVERANCE, CHARACTER, DIGNITY —- ALL THE QUALITIES WHICH

ARE FRECICUS TO GOD AND TO MAN.
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We have come to present our enlogy of love and respect to a gracious lady,

; : ﬂtﬁ:‘ iﬂHL A e (v -
an exceptional haman being, r. <irdio-alwajiaiasniasagd m e of the
Biblical pmatrissetefiertirantissmsesh ¢ was a womnan of fine epirit, consideration and 4

family, and at the same time a woman of independent upi.r{t. verve and high purpose.

ﬂ{-ib

Piwdibe was the same within as without, utterly without pretense or side,
Jren ~= ErteibeTiy = Kind = s)on b Tie Aven L Tl acmes § Lluig

quiet, foseainl ~dinaipkinsd—yet—pratientTerrratveite-ind opeto-enabigy s nced. Birdie
possessed a vigorous and quick mind, y ol abasaghed her-worde-and-her_judgements. N
She walked.guigtlyamong us, yet you were almays constiods of HEF Presence. A sense

of purpose emanated from her, yet you knew that her first thought was for others.

Bla Amlorad o ~ [.‘-l? U P G P P P
She was energetic, yet quite feminine. Vakdet S
he'se < e

~Bisdie was born into love, but not into wealth. She learned early to accept

i rabe bee pan @
responsibility and did so willingly. As a young woman m hag-bo-tageifice some of
- 5 il 5 o L2 — -
imbibe =il 4k U0 ANE Alad Wil ol it |7 Lert o
he rpeseenE -t rEET tormekiud Do me.and te-baeld her-la¥gefamily together; she did &

s Uy ety

so with grace and success. Many would have complained., Pivoredtwiethad to be

™
I-.‘l_.r’.,j h G 1_'_._“_-_;l_'_ R ) *_."| L A o riri‘|'.-|l

denewith-Aieapio hessi —iad ali-anlvaeisathor i gbingd W enbapt-Aio-thesvarld and

o ——
|

";|" ' LN A I-I-n £ J |f'r'! )
made thuffmp Hez time-would came.. o the meantime, it was for this that she

e ————

was placed on earth.
el
Birdie was not given to question obligations or duties. She did what was needed,

always with a willing epirit. She was not one to impose her whims or her needs on
others. It pleased her that her life was led within a close web of loving relationships.
Her reward was her family's happiness and her sense of the appropriateness of her
life, M was a woman of valor, but the image of & woman sitting at home weaving
her cloth and taking care of her table which the Bible develops as its description of

r
such a noble wnmlnfi.n not m'n portrait. Her home was well-kept and evidenced
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her sense of beauty and the calmness of her spirit; but she was not limited by the

traditional roles of wife and mother., Her home lay at the center uf her being, yet *.t

By v h.l...ndnr‘l - lr-., Lavieg [Fas
was not the whole of her world. Her j s were soand and peoplepf-g-ages

] ‘l
ol » * Ak V€ n Kb Fhn & et i
- !tu;ned to her for ad!.rl,rfe ,ﬂ-i-ﬁ:é w:la at peace with herself and with her God. She

M~ el =

knew what was right. She had faith in life, in herself and in God. She-+NPEEESIT:q

_ll

W L T T N ey [ 1 T:mpl: was proud that we commanded her life-

long loyalty.

Cull e e A 5§ 4 .h-'hl"-;-l.l-'-. Aoy
- How can | draw M'uﬁfure? Thm:.ih.m tn,.m up. wes-chance for
F

W e FR L -l a1} ﬂl-ll i - §la Lq—llfﬂ.
aduanced-forsmiittedasation, her mind was. rema
A

j i FL (e o -
v well-stocked, Buisdieo-saad, at-

T

tended, listansdssstehads-thought. dressed mw:r out of vanity.
She walked with dignity, without any trace of arrogance. Fri _n_uhi.p was a lifelong

AL e "I. o 1 8

commitment, , close; yet independent, a sharing of a:}ppﬂrtunlty rather chn thi:

huddling“together of support. Life was too full of significant challanga to be involved

] FoH = i ﬂ
l in the petty.

Life is too brief between the budding and the falling leaf

Between the seed time and the golden sheaf for hate and spite

We have no time for malice and for greed

Therefore, with love, make beautiful the deed

Fast speeds the night.

ltq hA? -

S Wuhﬂﬂ.

\.,.-ﬁ..JH-.‘, pl B el q+1

Hexgessms a great capacity for love. /She was mother to many m and

m’ Fortunately, this wéman of wisdom and love was granted a great lnw:

Sle. mpkes (lo 1
She and Hcl'-ruhlru& joy and/challenge. Through long years theyxswarked-aids E

avie Tt v te varGERYe! Tir] wanmbled ‘ru;- Tir Sepeme avl gely (LW
a-ramity s théey weare magnificentiy-en

cceasful

T .

It a home which was solid, stable and secure, where they

PellF Te muva # Ll'rﬂunh#l',
eir son to decency, -to-independeree, to respect the right,

—

raised their

L__‘. g
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Life quickens us all, gives us our hour of sun and ecstasy and then wears
us down through sadness, sickness, and defeat into the dust.
V. Blessed, indeed, is the woman whose life does not end in the dust but continues
creatively in other lives and abides in the grateful remembrance of those who
were strengthened and ennobled by her influence and example. In this world
we establish our own immortality. There are those who die and their passing
is scarcely noted. They have made little impression on the roll of life. Others,
in their death, leave behind an imperishable legacy and a void which is long
and deeply felt. 1In the death of Nora Garson, her family and those nearest
to her have sustained a deep personal loss. But our community as well has suffered
the loss of a most valued and valuable citizen and a good friend. Our Temple
has lost a close and honored member and all of us will long miss a loyal and
cherished friend.
- "%Etf'uaa an intelligent, strong-minded and principled woman. S5he was always

clear in purpose and certain of her values. She demanded the best of herself

-

but was not prone to harsh or critical judgements of others. Wees-Jl-haagd of

Nora's death I found myself surpriged. though-l-knew-she-wes—of-my ethET

TFuah [
ﬁharwd had passed the fabled four score yea

. e————lakldmnny Lo

2 if she was

8 H TV fe A
o - na clear

Eiill—iﬂ-fﬂf fullness of her strength. ra had retained that gquiet a
-~ — H

determination that there was a right way, a good way, the way that she would

her vigor and vital presence that we continu

go. She was not one to cut corners or to shade the truth. The term that comes

to mind is rectitude. MNora was certain of purpose, yet utterly deveid of self-
righteousness. She did willingly what she knew needed to be done.

Nora was a good and lifelong frie to many. Courtecus always,

/ :
welcome companion kSO (e F ~read. Friendship

hwabips i
was a gift of self. Her spirit was generous and she willingly gave of herself

A
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to her friends and in volunteer service to our community. Her home was a welcoming

(:—rhr ald
place which reflected the simple beauty and dignity of her spirit.
wﬂmrhr

“Wora personified the woman of valor who is described in the poetic tribute
which closes the Book of Proverbs: "Strength and dignity were her clothing/she
etretched out her hand to the needy/she opened her mouth with wisdom/the law of
kindness was on her tongue/she looked well to the ways of her household/she
did not eat the bread of idleness.” fron r_L-.l.Jthr-u Ny uy or wid L'-'r- ‘ﬁtf.ﬂg“
Life is never easy and because she was the woman gshe was *Seea faced the in-

evitable dark days with courage and guiet confidence. Self-pity was foreign to

her nature. Whatever happened she walked straight and stood tall. God graced

A ST M e~ AT e TY
her life with tha love «i-mterlEes . and she graced Chssssags with

o Ati
r
e~ 1#*"45n2%* é* klndnegg and love. To her dnughterr she was a tower of strength, an
~

unfailing source of love and a compelling example e R . -

b I E——ro

Daniel Jeremy S5ilver

August 4, 1983




EDITH Svmmm SH/ELDS

LIFE QUICKENS US ALL, GIVES US OUR HOUR OF SUN AND ECSTASY,
AND THEN WEARS US DOWN THROUGH SADNESS., SICKNESS., AND DEFEAT
INTO THE DUST.

BLESSED, INDEED.1S THE PERSON WHOSE LIFE DOES NOT END IN THE
DUST BUT CONTINUES CREATIVELY IN OTHER LIVES AND ABIDES IN THE
GRATEFUL REMEMBRANCE OF THOSE WHO WERE STRENGTHENED AND ENNOBLED
BY THEIR INFLUENCE AND EXAMPLE. NO ONE KNOW WHAT, IF ANYTHING.
LIES BEYOND THIS LIFE: BUT WE DO KNOW THAT HERE ON EARTH WE CAN
ESTABLISH A MEANINGFUL IMMORTALITY. SOME DIE AND THEIR PASSING 1S
SCARCELY NOTED. THEY HAVE MADE LITTLE IMPRESSION ON THEIR
COMMUNITY OR FAMILY. OTHERS LEAVE BEHIND AN IMPERISHABLE
LEGACY. THE RIPPLES OF THEIR INFLUENCE CONTINUE TO MOVE ACROSS
THE SPACE IN WHICH OTHERS LIVE. WE CONTINUE TO HEAR THE WORDS
OF LOVE WHICH THEY SPOKE, TO BE Eucnunnnsﬁév THE STRENGTH OF
THEIR EXAMPLE, AND TO FEEL THEIR SPIRIT COMMANDING US TO LIVE
BY THE VALUES AROUND WHICH THEY SHAPED THEIR DAY.
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-2- EDITH E=ww SHIELDS

SHIELPS
EDITH WAS A VITAL. STRONG-MINDED AND ABLE WOMAN

WHO WAS CLEAR OF PURPOSE AND CERTAIN IN HER VALUES. THERE
WAS ABOUT HER AN AURA OF INTELLIGENCE AND ENERGY WHICH MADE
A SPECIAL IMPRESSION ON ALL WITH WHOM SHE HAD CONTACT.

HER ROOTS RAN DEEP INTO THE SOIL OF OUR COMMUNITY. SHE CARRIED
WITH HER THROUGHOUT HER LIFE A STRONG SENSE OF FAMILY AND AN
INSTINCTIVE COURTESY WHICH WE ASSOCIATE WITH THE OLDER GENERATION.
EDITH WAS A STRAIGHT-BACKED WOMAN WHO CARRIED HERSELF WITH DIGNITY.
SHE DRESSED WITH CARE BUT WITHOUT OSTENTATION. SHE KNEW THE
WORLD AS A FASCINATING PLACE WHICH SHE WAS EAGER TO EXPLORE AND .
TO KNOW. EDITH HAD A QUICK MIND WAS WELL-READ. HER FRIENDS
KNEW HER AS A PLEASANT AND RELIABLE COMPANION AND AS A LOYAL

AND HELPFUL FRIEND. SHE LOVED TO BE OUT DOING, AND SHE DELIGHTED
TO WELCOME PEOPLE INTO HER HOME. .




SH/ELDS
=3~ EDIM

HER HARR}ﬁEE WAS A HAPPY AND FULFILLING ONE. WHEN SHE
FACED THE SHADOWS--WIDOWHOOD--EDITH DID NOT RETREAT INTO
SECLUSION. TO THE VERY END SHE REMAINED ACTIVE AND OPEN TO THE
WORLD. FRIENDSHIP WAS AN ESSENTIAL PART OF HER BEING.

| DON'T KNOW IF SHE KNEW A LINE IN THE PSALMS., BUT IT
SPEAKS OF HER: "GLADNESS OF HEART IS THE LIFE OF A HUMAN BEING."
By "GLADNESS" THE BIBLE DOES NOT MEAN GIDDINESS OR ABANDON,
BUT AN INSTINCTIVE AND ABIDING PLEASURE IN PEOPLE AND FRIENDS,
IN ONE'S TIME AND ONE'S WORLD. EDITH LOVEOCOMPANY. THE BEAUTIES
OF NATURE, THE COLORS OF LIFE. HERS WERE THE INTERESTS OF A
QUESTING SPIRIT.

'JII
muau ER, AND A LOVING HELPMATE. HER RELATIONSHIP

WITH HER SISTER, ALICE, WAS A THING OF BEAUTY. A TRUE SHARING
ALFERD
OF SELF.

D EDITH WERE A GOOD PAIR--HE WAS THE PROVIDER

AND SHE WAS THE PROVISIONER. [HEIR HOME WAS A WELCOMING

FLACE IN Hﬂ;ﬁPaTHEIR 5q5 AS GIVEN EVERY OPPORTUNITY AND

Euununnazﬁ'-.m“ma
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HIS HAPPINESS WAS, | AM SURE. HER MOST FREQUENT PRAYER. -S8ME

A cooD JEW. A LIFELONG MEMBER OF OUR CONGREGATION, EDITH FELT
CLOSE TO Gopn. BF*THERE 1S A TIME TO BE BORN AND A TIME TO DIE.
Gop wAS KIND TO EDITH. SHE HAD KNOWN LOVE AND BEEN SPARED
PRIVATION. SHE HAD ENJOYED THE PLEASURES AND EXCITEMENT OF YOUTH.
THE SOLID SATISFACTIONS OF MARRIAGE AND MOTHERHOOD, A LONG AUTUMN
IN WHICH SHE REJOICED WITH HER FRIENDS.

AND AS THE WINTER ADVANCED, EDITH MET EACH DISABILITY WITH
REMARKABLE STRENGTH. SHE WOULD NOT BE DEFEATED OR ROBBED OF HER

¢ ’
. hEH LIFE HAD '

BE‘E:IW':!TID HER DEATH WAS QUICK. | AM SURE SHE KNEW THIS

DIGNITY. DEATH QAME IN THE FULLNESS OF

WAS THE TIME TO LET 60. MOREOVER, SHE HAD FAITH IN GOD'S WISDOM

AND SHE KNEW THAT SHE HAD MET LIFE'S STANDARDS--AND THAT SHE i
Yoy ¥
WAS LEAVING A Y WHO WOULD CONTINUE TO LIVE BY THE STRAIGHT-

BACKED VALUES THAT SHE CHERISHED.
Sifuryg |

el o= l
DANIEL JEREMY SILVER |

DecemBer 19, 1988




DOROTHY SILBER

At a time like this the mind reaches back beyond the years of
illness to the warm, gracious, competent woman, the Dorothy whose
energies and achievements we so0 admired. We see inour mind's eye a
fine and gensitive lady whose warm spirit made her the center of a
large circle of friends and whose willingness to serve earned for
her the gratitude of our community.

Life is not fair. HNo one should have to endure eighteen
vears of crippling disability. particularly someone as decent and
good as Dorothy. Misfortune and illness try the soul. BSome who
suffer turn sour and become embittered. Until guite recently,
Dorothy faced each day in good spirits and did the most that she
could. She was a woman of rare courage who continued to welcome

hey friends into her life and to take an active interest in their

lives and families. From her apartment, Dorothy continued to organize

the hours of the volunteers who served at Mt. Sinai's snack bar.

She had every reason to be angry, but the disciplines of a lifetime,
the disciplines that made her the lady that she was, gave her the
strength to remain open-hearted and itnerested in all that life
cffers. I do not know where Dorothy found the capacity to remain
open to life, but I know that she did and T admire and bless her for
it .

Dorothy was gracious of manner. There was always a warm
smile on her face and kind words on her lips. She was the soul of
courtesy, I never heard her speak acidly of another. Her humor
was good-natured. BShe had a fine sense of herself but was totally
unpretentious. Cultivated and interested in many things, Dorothy
was a down-to-earth person. She lived without pretension. She

judged others for what they were, not the accidental qualities of

birth or social status.
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A woman of energy and a gquick mind, Dorothy was willing to

BEay yes to responsibility. The Temple, Mt. Sinai Hospital and

many other of the fine institutions of ocur community were strengthened
by her efforts. When Iz died she went to work and soon established
for herself a reputation for competence and capacity. She was a |
doer and a natural leader, one of the finest presidents cur Women's

Association has ever had. People enjoyed working with her. They

knew her as a good, loyal friend and a pleasant companion. Dorothy
had a rare capacity for friendship. She was a loyal friend, consider-
ate, an easy and welcome companion, someone who gave herself fully
to those she cared about. Her values were straiqght and judgement
sound. Dorothy did not seek publie acclaim. She served not for
publicnotice but because there were tasks which should be done,.

Dorothy came out of good stock, the youngest and only girl in a
large and devoted family. As a child she knew what it meant to be
loved and in later life she was able to return love in full measure.
She was proud of her family and remained clese all her life. She
rejoiced in their achievements, shared their happy moments and sad-
naegs, and was always there to lend a helping hand. Family was at kl
the center of her being.

Dorothy was blessed with a ahppy marriage to a good man.
She and Iz built together a good life and enjoyed an intimate
partnership. Dorothy was the homemaker, the mother. She made her

house into a warm and welcoming place where friends were entertained

in an atmosphere of gquiet and calm reign. She loocked well to the
ways of her household and she loocked wall to the needs of her son
and daughter. Avery and Mancy ware raised withlove, opportunity

and encouragement. A high standard was set for them and they were

encouraged to appreciate the good values which were the foundation
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of this home. Dorothy took great pride in their persons and accomp-

lishments, to know that another generation was growing into maturity
who understood the values which Dorothy cherished.

Those who are a blessing should be blessed and Dorothy was
blessed. MNancy was here to be with her and to offer her the atten-
tion and love which brightened the day. She saw to it that Dorothy
was never alone, I remember Dorothy's pride when Nancy, 1in turn,
hecame president of our association.

Dorothy was a fine human being, good Jew, an unassuming woman
whose values were sound - one of God's finest creatures. We wish
that these last few years could have been happier for her, but at
least now she is at peace and we are encouraged by the remarkable
example of courage she set for us as well as by her lifetime of

gracious and upright life., Dorothy was a small woman who walked

tall.

July 8, 1987
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Estene Silber
When I heard of Estene's death a vignette from the Jewish tradition came
too mind., The birds, it seems, noticed that when the wind blew the branches of
ordinary trees sighed in the breeze, but the branches of the fruit-bearing trees
were silent. Curiosity led the birds %o ask the fruit trees why they did not
make any noise. The trees replied, our fruits are sufficient advertisement

for us. I

Estens lived quietly pmd—ehesbess her husband W daughters and their families
F

WeET

k& her advertisement. She did not live through them so much as for them. It was
'

her love, her encouragement, her attention to their well-being which allowed them

Lo move out successfully into the larger world. Their achievements were her

pride, to a wemy large extent her doing, { In this liberated unrlEjIh is increas-

APy anr ,
ingly rare #.n COme ACTrOsS 5“-:.- whose life s closely corresponds to the woman

of valor described so beautifully in the last chapter of the book of Proverbs.

ikt baste Wlas nn‘:‘- (e L !»'II"F‘-.M:THF

“The heart of her husband doth safely trust in her and he hath no lack of gain.

She doeth him good and not evil all the days of her life,”

== - e —— - ——mmE b e e —— _l‘rj E
C For nearly 60 years Joe was supported, encouraged and sustained in his
Qlmp | !
judicial work and many activities M by Estene's

i EilChT

b Fla ,
love and care. Theirs was a close and ﬂﬂﬂlil-t.?htlmaﬂyland-lht was truly the

he lpmate. W‘Tﬁe home that she maintainedend A

place of welcome and refreshment of spirit, a haven after a hectic and demanding

o —
dmiﬂh et wal of ure You felt her
day.& Estene had a g art. She was a soul of courtesy. 3

N = | aﬂuﬁﬁ ¥
essential 3%&*::1#:53% rrra-:ms predisposed to see the good in everyone. I=yew

b @ EYD

heard a bitter or unkind word cross her lips. A generous-hearted and devoted
friend, Estene was not one who mixed aggressively in ; social situation. She
preferred her own world and a cloge circle of familiars, and to these ghe gave
hersaelf fully.

"She looked well to the ways of her household and eateth not the bread of
idleness. Her children rise up and call her blessged.” 1t must have been truly

L
a blessed exparience to be raised by someone who was not of the me generation,
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who wae=ses—mmger to be part of some imaqinnrv} exciting world out there, whose
| Sl | S Yo wm
avery interest centered on the wllﬂbeinqili—mir needs, ey
L
hopes, LtQRdde spacial gualities and talents. I have never been one that believed

the meek shall inherit the earth, but 1 do believe that those of modest spiritk

and great heart Mmmw

prAeateand give us whatever hope we have for a more secure and abundant tuture,

"She stretches out her hand to the poor, she reaches forth her hand to the

& GNErg ux MY )
needy." Estene possessed Ha.-,rmpathat:.c haar:* B e A e e SEES RIS

Ghe was always ready and prepared to give of herself. She was sensitive but not
-
unwor ldly, and she knew that it takes a great deal of time and attention and
eftort to build and sustain and secure a happy marriage, to encourage the sound

: ELTHNG
growth and development of one's children Se tookK pride that "her husband is
known in the gates where he sitteéth among the elders of the city."™ She took pride
in the growing family which was hers and in tha tender care and support with
which they returnaed love for love,

In a noisy and aggressive world Estene, by her life, reminded us of

grace and civilization.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

June 11, 1984




Mesorial Tridute to
- ——. LOTUE  Swek
Desesber 20, 1964

W are here in tridute and respest to a loved ene whose presence vill
be lovisgly missed. Our hearts are heavy. Our minds are elose to the reality
of death, Mystery looms Defore ws. No ome Imows vhat lies degond the bourme
of tine and space. We cuxmot mark the road cur baloved nov walks. Yot there
is no femr in our hearts, for desth is both sn end end & beglaning, & eonglu-
sicn and & coomemoumant. In denth a8 im life wo wlk vith Ged. As He shel-
tared and protected us in life, so does Ee matain and emecurags ws wWnto
starnd ty.

%o think of death is to eonfromt systery. Desth doss mot demand wunder-
standing, rather it desands that ve resoguaint curselves with life. For desth
underseores the valus of life, the privilage of life, the imperative, ‘use your
lives visaly.' "Teash us, 0 Lowd, to mumber ouwr days, UMt Ve miy gt W &
henrt of visdon.” For enth of ws there 15 an allotted messure of days. et
ve do not sesomplish wvithin thet time is forever unfiome. Scme spmader thelr
time. The vise conpress and compaect imto their days many lifetimes of acoown-
plishesnt. 'hat is scoomplisheset?! Falfillsest of our talsmta, repaymemt of
the debt of love that we owe t0 cur family sad friemds, enlistmsut in the ser-
vige of God. Ascomplishasnt is 2ot measured in fems but in deeds. Jamy strut
prondly on the world stage but their lives sre espiy end vein. Others labor
sllently in the imtisate eivels of thely families, yot it £s thay vho sustais
our vorld with love end devotion, and by thedr way of storifice and gantlensss
and kisdlinmese.

thﬂﬁﬂh“nh“ﬂhﬂw‘

LoTTie SRl 4 Tun
b Ufe, God granted Mismto-wwimbergtr more then the promdsed Wres soore
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We have come to pay our tribute of love and affection for a warm and
Yo lree

genuine parl:j%—'antlﬂ lady, Masie-ddmese, h*. our world so full of pretense
l"iFS"

and postarin j& lived with mmphmt}r and sympathy, nwael:lf, seeking nlm;rl

1T b ud brve frlupy g Kevary - Tkt s
to fulfill an obligation of love to her friends and family. GShe was nf the ﬂarth

. h At
essential, basic, person-centered, aware of othera needs, ¥rrie had a dignity

which was without affectation. She was whole-hearted, open, straight. She

was interested in others, eager to serve and ready to help - - loyal always,
rL"-—fﬂ.J ﬂ"ﬁ',__. bl 1 ._-.,,,..L--,.'.r ‘- d
In her quiet way she was a strong woman, No life is withoat its struggle nor
I'l'b.l'.-LHE.'.l-hr H”" —— Il,l-f-.r" E:r ‘,F#:. Hﬂ:‘h} 0y
the dark shadows, but Meerie met each trial, illness, aging, without complaint,
TM'}

e

Her spirit did not know self-pity., Hers was the way of a giving love. She

sought another's happiness, not to impose her worries and her cares.

AT L

Mazie was a whole person without side or deviousness, She was ut-

& |

terly devoted to her family. - G
b s M At P Ll

T hep=were ot olfloutmssdeaapport. She-emi—mvesbalottliiBedigjdc their home

P S R ¥ "f'.

a place of warmth, tenderness and encouragement, )ﬂmﬂurtunat& to find

her true love early. For well over half a century she and .ﬁ. enjoyed a happy

T .I“H I M, _,é‘-* *'?
and meaningful intimacy. They rejoiced in their i“;nnd watched mer with ~Bua
n"'f bALen) | al ﬂ .”-H i'-l.n.,f r':l"_l e = HLI- i.-{ [ "I-.‘I-u' ﬂu.-.nd" {L"-. T}‘-l.p-.i,p

pride as she grow-mnCSNsespemsnhood. Thafrthey tﬁgplunaura as their grand-
children in their turn grew into fine young adults, Their home was always a

MV Fralisn
place of steady purpose, full of geesisgimeer, one which reflected by example

the basic human virtues.

/ What more can be sald? What more need be sald? Life is an unde rtain
‘r.‘_r'
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Life quickens us all, gives us our hour of sun and ecstasy, and then wears
us down through sadness, sickness, and defeat into the dust,

Blessed, indeed, is the person whose life does not end in the dust but con-
tinues creatively in other lives and abides in the grateful remembrance of those
who were strengthened and ennobled by their influence and example. No one
knows what, if anything, lies beyond this life; but we do know that here on earth
we can establish a meaningful immortality. Some die and their passing is scarcely
noted. They have made little impression on their community or family. Others
leave behind an imperishable legacy. The ripples of their influence continue
to move across the space in which others live. We continue to hear the words
of love which they spoke, to be encouraged by the strength of their example, and
to feel their spirit commanding us to live by the values around which they shaped

their day.

- - &
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I MH 'an able, s?-.'mr:g-rm‘indi and pedmabpded woman, She was
L.-m_"ig

always clear in purpose and certain in her values. There was about her a sense
of energy and intelligence, and a quality of spirit which made a special im-

pression on all with whom she had contact. She demanded the best of herself but

pil TEoone : 1 : -
WwaS Pewec jisrseseeppigiea] in her judgments of others. Her mind was actlvatipd

5'7"‘““3 ‘,.LLLE_IS ' 5L|,, -n..r-;.r:'.:' el r:'._a.,, 1..*'1:?:" '_-*-Lv . e

ticE-or Lhe-goneerne—oi-gho-day.Lo.@men. She saw the world as a fascinating chal-
i l'--ti"; EE". il il -—d-: fis ..:."'-.-l. f-ﬁl.--,.- P 1
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lenge and, being

11—1’.: by rthu.,l L (wbwre A0 AR el s vrrlel O Ay ‘*ﬁaﬁﬂ%

were e lpl udedmi-Rumnant .

Fell v fle mrl Your, - . ‘.lg.#muﬂ_LFﬂih Saslh &f

With it all, she was a woman © grace and infinite courtesy. Thewgh

i e Cha Baosars Ernobill, bl bV b ENT@ L o coo-
'?I ! {Ehe carried herself with dignity.

There was always a smile in her eye. Wl-
PTA ) Ay
bedng-sdeotbers. In good times and in more difficult ones, Jeamewte was the soul
of generosity. ShecGeve—wHersver—tHETT-WEE-TECY, and Srmeperer firesusn.only
the-plessem—ft_gduing . She gave not only of her time but of herself. When a

friend or relative or a stranger needed to be heard out, when there was pain
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which needell to be assuaged, Jesmsske, in her own spec:,ﬂ!f wn]r,"':mfurtqd a ETA

encouraged. | Her lips were sealed to self-pity. Where others might have taken a
jaundiced view on life, she was always optimistic. If you leooked you could find
the sunshine in each day.

M A A
There is a line in the Psalms which Jesseste may or may not have known, but

1 - certainly describes her. "Gladness of heart is the life of the human being."

By gladness I do not mean giddiness or abandon but that special sense of abiding

in Fhendy :
pleasure in people, in one's time and one's world which fills each day with a
i
Momiyn Ll el iy =
sense of blessing. Ju-'il;: loved . eeesddgidiy] the beauties of nature
and_as : ori ' ghe was alive to life

and hers were the interests of a sensitive spirit. Thare—was=Toshing-swbger about

g aas o SN
ENAry Al ReT D BT S 9 e
Mti—h&-w born to prlv:..l!,-g-&. Her pﬂ:{M—“tlr.

F e e At S F“ [men o N werm ol ,...,..4:._~r

inc-
tive sdgse of color and beauty and these, combined with her native bugihess skills

and hard worky, brought success to the store which she and RalppOpened and which

became for years the center of her active life. Jeanetj#® had the rare capacity
to make customers feel at~hpme. The store was a flcoming place. She retained
always a gquiet and clear determindwipn. ereé was a right way, a good way, the
way that she would go. Jeanette wae not oM to cut corners or shade the truth.
The word that comes to mind & rectitude.

Jeanette was certs of her purposes, but I always fe that she was utterly
devoid of self-rjfhteousness. She did willingly what she knew Mhgeded to be done.

1 wae always” pleased that The Temple occupied a central role in Jea te's life.
Jeanet#® belonged to our community for well over half a century. She was
ive member and a good friend to my parents. The warmth of our faith and the

strong prophetic teachings touched her spirit. The pulpit's respect for learning

e — e




W0 -t~

L

b om g

her garden were carefully tended and managed, but her pride did not derive from

physital or material possessions, but from the fact that her hou not a

show place home = to be lived in. Her home w center of her being,

but she was not a stay-at- side beckoned to her and she was

always ready to share its expl ion with her family. Her world was a broad

place., Lillian loved music, the arts and books, conversation and travel.

as an instinctively generous woman. She gave willingly of her

time energy to a number of good causes - in her own way - without fanfare
.-'g.LLu.
m# was as wife and mother, in the raising of her % I

iid
Eﬁaiiﬁhgﬂ song, that she found her greatest joy. She was there when they needed

her, always full of encouragement, always ready with love and support. Their |
Herh, iimtd f'rh‘“l_:'l::'ru el rent @y ARA ':-""”1'4:

well-being was her greatest care, their happiness her most fregquent prayer.
*

Their friends were always welcome. She established an awareness of family as
a central focus of their lives by making family a satisfying reality. The

I nirehd ] . i S kel
A ek e A U P e Py i =SSP ~PTTIE dy FrO T :

She and m were a good team. He was the provider and she was the l

S e nay AbHrg s Thise o g
provisioner. His energy and drive were balanced by her patience and calm. ;1

Thi et e A
]iilihl-i-h-l-tﬂer greatest ﬁslﬁﬂﬁimmﬁn came as she watched her hagye f

L

ﬁiiﬁ fulfill their promise, shape worthy and achieving lives and bring to her

Q-4 B [ N T
th-rfL_n who became her d“a; and that her joy grew as still another

h*'.'ht-w-:'i_-'..J
generation followed on and, in turn, fulfilled its promise and 'H-"qﬂ‘-"-h—-bﬁé‘*

: T PPy e W S
MM—WM. As mt_hﬂzi grandmother |

'h'lr-‘i' i
And—geeabeeeendMIENET ~Lillian managed what few women accomplish: to be deeply

involved in the lives of her family without trying to impose her values and
without intruding on their privacy. There is love that smothers and a love that
frees and sustains. Lillian knew that the art of motherhood lies in helping

your children learn that they do not have to lean on you.
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There is a time to be born and a time to die. M's life had turned

:lu___.,,l

-—F—_—-_-'--E:-‘-#-—_-_—-*‘M
full cycle ={more than four score yeu's}aﬂ-ten. She had had a good run. God

had been kind to her. She had known love and been spared privation. She had
enjoyed the pleasures and excitement of youth and the solid, lasting satisfac-
tions of marriage and motherhood, and during a long Autumn she had been able to
rejoice in her handiwork. She surely recognized that the attention shown her by
her family was genuine and not a matter of duty. In recent months Fall had
given way to Winter. hq:jﬁ#éﬁrn its toll and I am mnfidentm did not

rasent death's visit. 5he knew that the time to let go was at hand and, as

always, she had ftaith in God's wisdom.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

October 26, 1984

NAME OF Deceasep = MARIAN SMITH '
DATE OF DEATH 3/20/85 Joingg_ /21737

0 won-mem PATE OF FUNERAL 3/24/85 |
HER RABBI OFFiCIaATING Danie AGESZ

el Jeremy
CemeTeny Mayfield ﬂhu,ﬂfﬂm Silver

A
Daughter 2889 Eatop R-:“E
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fﬂm“ AT: 2889 Eaton Road .
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There is a time to be born and a time to die. ILibhdded's life had turned
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tull cycle -{more than four score yean;ali-t&n- She had had a good run. God

had been kind to her. She had known love and been spared privation. She had
enjoyed the pleasures and excitement of youth and the solid, lasting satisfac-
tions of marriage and motherhood, and during a long Autumn she had been able to
rejoice in her handiwork. She surely recognized that the attention shown her by
her family was genuine and not a matter of duty. 1In recent months Fall had
o daoorye v prdeis
given way to Winter. Age had taken its toll and I am confident feebbeen did not
L

resent death's visit. 5She knew that the time to let go was at hand and, as

always, she had faith in God's wisdom.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

Octobar 26, 1984




was pain which needed to be assuaged, Marian gave not only of her time but of

—

Marian Smith

Life gquickens us all, gives us our hour of sun and ecstasy, and then
wears us down through sadness, sickness, and defeat into the dust.

Blessed, indeed, is the person whose life does not end in the dust but
continues creatively in other lives and abides in the grateful remembrance of
those who were strengthened and enncbled by their influence and example. HNo one
knows what, if anything, lies beyond this life; but we do know that here on earth
we can establish a meaningful immortality., Some die and their passing is scarcely
noted. They have made little impression on their community or family. Others
leave behind an imperishable legacy. The ripples of their influence continue to
move across the space in“which others live. We continue to hear the words of
love which they spoke, to be encouraged by the strength of their example, and to
feel their spirit commanding us to live by the values around which they shaped
their day.

Marian Smith's family and friends knew her as an able, strong-minded and
vital woman who was clear of purpose and certain in her values. There was about
her an aura of energy and intelligence which made a special impression on all
with whom she had contact. Marian demanded the best of herself but was not severe
in her judgemcnts of others. Her mind was active and strong-willed. She thirsted
for new experiences., The world was for her a fascinating challenge; and being
remarkably open-minded, she was able to respond affirmatively to the radical
changes of culture and values which have marked our age. Her grandchildren felt
that she was young.

Marian bore herself with grace and infinite courtesy. She dressed care-
fully but without ostentation. Small of stature, she carried herself with dignity.
There was always a smile in her eye. In good times and in more difficult ones,

she was the soul of generosity. When a friend needed to be heard out, when there
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herself. When she faced the shadows - widowhood - she did not retreat into seclu-
sion but opened herself up to the world. Travel, meeting and making new friends
were not easy for a sensitive woman alone, but Marian was determined not to be
alone or to withdraw from life. Where others might have taken a jaundiced view
on life, she was always optimistic. Her lips were sealed to self-pity. She be-
lieved that if you loocked you could find the sunshine in each day.

There is a line in the Psalms which describes her: "Gladness of heart is
the life of the human being." By gladness I do not mean giddiness or abandon
but an instinctive and abiding pleasure in people, in friends, in one's time and
one's world. Marian loved company, the beauties of nature, the colors of life; |
she was alive to life i;u hers were the interests of a sensitive spirit.

Marian was not born to privilege. Her early days were eased by the strength
of her mother and following that cherished example, she poured herself into the
responsibilities of family, marriage, motherhood and grandmotherhood. It was as
wife and mother, in the raising of her daughter and son, that she found her great-
est joy. Their well-being was her greatest care; their success a matter of moment
and pride; their happiness her most frequent prayer. Their friends were always
welcome. She established an awarconess of family as a central focus in their lives
by making family a satisfying reality.

She and Hal were a good team. He was the provider and she was the pro-

R —

visioner. His energy and drive were balanced by her patience and calm. She was
there when :he needed her, always full of encouragement, always ready with love
and support. Her greatest satisfaction came as she watched her daughter and son
fulfill their promise, shape worthy and achieving lives and bring to her the
spouses who became her children. There was no greater blessing than to enjoy

yet another generation following on and, in turn, fulfilling its promise by shap-
ing meaningful lives in an exciting world. As mother and grandmother, Marian

managed what few women accomplish: to be deeply involved in the lives of her

family without having anyone feel she imposed her values and without intruding
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on their privacy. There is love that smothers and a love that frees and sustains.
Marian knew that the art of motherhood lies in helping your children learn that
they do not have to lean on you.

There is a time to be born and a time to die. Marian's life had turned
full cycle. She had had a good run - more than four score years. God had been kind
to her. She had Known love and been spared privation. She had enjoyed the pleas-
ures and excitement of youth and the solid, lasting satisfactions of marriage
and motherhood, a long autumn during which she had been able to rejoice in her
handiwork. She surely recognized that the attention shown her by her family was
genuine and not a matter of duty. In recent months fall had given way to winter.
Age and disease had taken its toll. She knew that the time to let go was at hand
and, as always, she haad faith in God's wisdom. I am confident Miriam did not

resent death's visit.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

March 24, 1985
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GLADYS STERNHEIMER

Yesterday, as Nancy, Lee, Herb and I talked, the conversation
was full of happy memories. They spoke of a mother who did not
talk easily or often of her feelings, but whose love and encourage-
meént was manifested in every possible way. I was reminded of the
midrash which tells that the birds noticed that when the winds
blew, the branches of most trees sighed, but the branches of the
fruit-bearing trees were silent. They had questioned the fruit
trees about this strange fact and these trees answered: "We have
no need to advertise ourselves. Our fruits speak for us." Gladys
was a quiet person but a doer, and her deeds spoke volumes about
her guality.

Gladys lived her whole life in this city. The beloved after
thought, the perhaps unexpected bonus to her parents' marriage,
Gladys was raised with love, to respect the values of service and
citizenship as well as the traditional values of family. Raised as
she was by energetic and capable parents, the much younger Eister
of talented brothers, Gladys might have been overwhelmed by those
about her, but despite her size she made sure she was never over-
looked. She had the strength and the ability to shape a life of
meaningful achievemant, to be her own person. Gladys was trained to
be a social worker and in retrospect that choice seems to be a
thoroughly appropriate one. In age, as in youth, she saw service
as a privilege. Thoughtful concern for others, concern for the
well-being of those who were part of her community, came naturally
to her. |

#ever one to push herself forward or to be taken in by the

vanities of society, Gladys sustained lifelong friendships with

people whose values and gquality reflected her own, people with whom
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she could share the pleasures and challenges of life, a game of
u:rif. good conversation, th; activities of her children, her
thoughts of the state of the world. Gladys had a good mind, wide-
ranging interest in all phases of culture and an instinctively gen-
erous spirit, She always had tima for the thoughtful acts of kind-
ness on whiech friendship rests. 5She demanded the best of herself
but was not prone to be harsh or critical in her judgements of others.
She was not one to cut corners; certainly not one to pur herself

on publie display. Her sense of humor was full, never acid. She

was utterly devoid of self-importance or self-righteousness.

Gladys's life was blessed in many ways. She was born into

the opportunity and freedom of this land, into a home which could

provide for her an education and a good name. AS a young woman she

found a man whose love commanded hers, whose values were at one

with hers. Together they established a good marriage and a close
family. As wife and mother, Gladys looked well to the ways of her
household. She never mistook what was important and what was not,.
Her children remember her constant encouragement, respect for their

individual talents, patient love and smile as they remember her

/
'y
g
.

limits in the kitchen. MNothing pleased Gladys more than to watch
her children grow into their talents and capacities. She had the
rare ability as her children matured to become their friend as well
as their mother. She rejoiced when they established families of
their own and took immense pleasure and pride in the achievements
u} her grandchildren. Z

Marriage is until death do us part. Gladys faced Leonard's

death and the prospect of widowhood with the grace and courage

others expected of her and respected in her. On her dresser she
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kept a poem which speaks of her love.

We'll meet again some day., I know
beyond the distant blue...
. but until then, my dearest one,
I'11 always think of you...
3 When you departed from this life
the blow was so severe...
that deep inside my aching heart
there falls an endless tear...
For you could not bid me goodbye
before you went away...

And there weres no ardent farewells
that you or I could say...

And so I live with thoughts of you
and all you meant to me...
And lﬂl;tiIll I can feel you near
- if just in memory...
And though I may sound sad and blue
only those who lost can tell
just what it means to lose your love...

without a fond farewall.

Some who must say farewell withdraw from life and waste their days
with self-pity. '1hlt was not Gladys's way. She remained open to
life. She traveled broadly and far. She threw herself into the ser-
vice of the elderly at Montefiore. She maintained a life of interests
and activity with her friends. She was not one to give in and, for-
tunately, her anergies did not giva out.

Death came rather suddenly. I know that it must be hard
for her family to accept what has happened, but I know that in the
days ahead they will recognize how hlill:d'thiy have been and are.
They will always be inspired and encouraged by their memories;

and some day they will see that they were blessed that this woman

IL



of valor and great dignity,
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their mother, was spared the indignity

of prolonged illness and capacity.

February 28,
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Daniel Jeremy Silver
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Jennie Spitz

We are met today in a tribute of love and respect to a hard-working
and great-hearted mother in Israel, Jennie Spitz, Jennie was truly a woman of valor.
She made her way to this country and during her long and meaningful life, she took
responsibility for herself and her daughter and labored long and intensely and lovingly
for their well-being, Jennie was born in Hangary, As a child she mastered the skills
of the home, skills of needle, the kitchen, of mothering and all her life these gave
her great pleasure. She possessed an indomitable will and a great respect for learning
which is instinctive to our people. She was determined that her daughter should have
a profession and no sacrifice was too much to achieve that end. Theirs was the
closest and most precious of relationships.

Jennie was a good Jew. She loved her God and her synagogue. She came
often. She respected the virtues we tagght and the very act of teaching. Though her
own education had been interrupted, she never ceased reading. She was alert to her
world and a delight to be with because her mind was always full and her conversation
never petty. Jennie lived a long and full life. During it she met each responsibility
with determination and will., In age there was a period of quiet happiness in the slow,
not painful, slide into death.

God has taken back to Himself one of His own.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

May 19, 1978
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Life guickens us all, giués us our hour of sun and ecstasy,
and then wears us down through sadness, sickness, and defeat into
the dust.

Blessed, indeed, is the person whose life does not end in
the dust but continues creatively in other lives and abides in the
grateful remembrance of those who were strengthened and enobled by
their influence and example. HNo one knows what, 1f anything, lies
beyond this life; but we do know that here on esarth we can establish
a meaningful immortality. Some die and their passing is scarcely
noted. They have made little impression on their community or
family. Others leave behind an imperishable legacy. The ripples of”
their influence continue to move across the space in which others
live. We continue to hear the words of love which they spoke, to
be encouraged by the strength of their example, and to feel thelir
spirit commanding us to live by the values around which they shaped
their day.

B e was

EEMhmm a vital, strong-
minded and able woman who was clear of purpose and certain in her
values. There was about her an aura of energy and intelligence

which made a special impression on all with whom she had contact.
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T iy h Ber roots rfgn deep into the soil of our community, Bm.u

[+
et P sootir—ome #he carried with her throughout her life thet
A
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strong sense of family
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ladness of heart is the life of a human hainq!’ By gladness
the Bible did not mean giddiness or abandon but an instinctive and
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E)Ne
world. &wrek loved company, the beauties of nature, the colors of
life. Hers were the interesis of & guesting spirit.

3 th was born into a world where a woman was expected to 'ﬂyﬂ
ho FPdPMaedT
e s — e

through marriage and family. She was a devoted

vif v =y halerrs be—mepenle .
_,l".r;.ﬁ""r Miaughter amd —gremd=daughTer amﬁ ' - ' ptabliched A mar-
i
re-aga.ahich was strong and fulfilling. Their home waf a welcoming

-uu
place in which their dayghtssrs wpse given every oppgrtunity and en-
o

wath W

fﬁh?" couraged to lead full and active 1i‘€f T e WL =Delng was her
i % M)

;.-11"11 QTWM[ happiness, I am sure, heg most frequent
aH

¥ it

prayer. Thad : : e : et - STV - @
- 5 . - = 0 sF_Ba L] s : - 3 - - il E‘
eI . ok 5 EOugh L ko L Il — =
L e AarE: - i ey and S#rfah were a good
~ S - i i
pair. He was the provider and she was thq“provisioner l Sia=smas
wl- . a s u s " o, 1 NE Saragan P -1'

} Odbeiicho®. Some smother with their love. Hor all her determination,
' Gl
Secah prized and cultivated the independfnce of her &aTUWP™=frs.

|
d_’ﬁ’wﬁ.f” g b, Bl folp lns T,

_-..!.. —




-;I'qr.rurf =




3

e
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God hmn kind to . She had known love and been spared privation.
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She.anjnyﬂd the pleasures and excitement of youth, the solid satis-
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Ruby Simon Stein

This memorial gervice is dedicated to veeemamewsesf a gracious lady who

i ——-_——- e = m I
€ for over nine deca i.éwed i among g apd met —each of life's kmevitable challenges

— fhe

gquiet courag il n was a4 lifelong

and responsibiliti ith ﬂhqnlty

t suggests continuity and steadiness, hu&wﬂ
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meants which she faced.

Mrs. Stein was born to a world which had not yet invented most of the machines

and conveniences we take for granted. Eﬁﬂ—dﬂﬂﬂtﬂ tn'accept a new world
=

1nnce#-nnﬂ-uutﬂMuhTie;,_rqg_gs, telephones, speed, nols That she was
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Mrs. Stein was not a schooled person, but she was well schooled in fdmily..lq.rf

- -
=Mt womanly dignity, and'&. & wan tralnad to be a lady and a lady she remained,
in good times and in bad. There was within her a core of inflexible values which
served her well, which she never betrayed, but her friends and those who knew her
best knew that her standards were complemented by a generous spirit and loving

concern. She was open-hearted, always ready to lend a hand, always present in

Sbn Livs A, MMMHM%%

- ﬂ-.Lf--. - L adlay of Lo i
Qfld not h.:we the privilege of really knowing Mre Stetmw, TFhough she was a

rn
lifelong member of The Temple. She was already advanced in years when I returned,

another's need.

but again I heard often of the warmth and gracicusness of her hospitality, of her

love of music and of nature, of adi—tirtrpeshessdsigiil, of the quality of her

P g Nesrs ooy +P ha. Mrioa

friendship, and the fineness of her spirit.
il

Life is never easy. Born into a large family Mrs. Stein suswgiggte learned
early the M implicit in nn'f hﬁgﬁrm.fat?'whip ?Hﬂd;ﬁﬁ: ﬁ 1y
were aQuays central elements in her life, and when a relutlﬂnﬁhip WaS unsuccess-
ful mg the courage to reach out and to remain open,
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death of an only child. Some might have soured and become reclusive. e h!r
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early training apdessbbedssek stood her in good stand.%hﬁ tsrn,lﬂ.-lﬂi-ﬂ to face

the future. She bound close her step-daughters and their families with the same

loving concern she would have shown to her own snnfdlﬂﬂ life can be summed up in

a few sentences, and surely it's no small matter to have lived with courage,

to have accepted the duties and responsibilities of family,of marriage, parenthood,

willingly and intelligently, to have brought a warm spirit to every relationship
Wity Aanl |

and to have lived f grace. These last years could not have

been easy, but even then her lips were sealed to self-pity and she faced death

quietly and, I am sure, with faith.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

| December 7, 1983




LORETTA STEARNS

LIFE QUICKENS US ALL, GIVES US OUR HOUR OF SUN AND ECSTASY

AND THEN WEARS US DOWN THROUGH SADNESS, SICKNESS AND DEFEAT INTO

THE DUST.

BLESSED, INDEED, T5 THE WOMAN WHOSE LIFE DOES NOT END IN THE

DUST BUT CONTINUES CREATIVELY TN OTHER LIVES AND ABIDES TN THE

| GRATEFUL REMEMBRANCE OF THOSE WHO WERE STREWNGTHEWEZD AND ENNOBLED

BY HEZR INFLUENCE AND EXAMPLE. IN THIS WORLD WE ESTABLISH OUR OWN '?

IMMORTALITY. THERE ARE THOSE WHO DIE AND THEIR PASSING IS5 SCARCELY

NOTED. THEY HAVE MADE LITTLE IMPRESSION ON THE ROLL OF LIFE.

I OTHERS, TN THEIR DEATH, LEAVE BEHIND AN TMPERISHABLE LEGACY AND A
VOID WHICH IS LONG AND DEEPLY FELT. IN THE DEATH OF LORETTA
STEARNS HER FAMILY AND THOSE NEAREST TO HER HAVE SUSTAINED A DEEP
PERSONAL LOSS. BUT OUR COMMUNITY AS WELL HAS SUFFERED THE LOSS OF

A MOST VALUED AND VALUABLE CITIZEN AND A GOOD FRTIEND. OUR TEMPILE

HAS LOST A CLOSE AND HONORED MEMBER AND ALL OF US WILL LONG MISS A
LOYAL AND CHERISHED FRIEND.

LORETTA WAS AN INTELLIGENT, STRONG-MINDED AND PRINCIPLED
WOMAN WHO WAS CLEAR OF PURPOSE AND CERTAIN OF HER VALUES. SHE
DEMANDED THE BEST OF HERSELF AND WAS NOT PRONE TO HARSH JUDGEMENTS
OF OTHERS. I REALLY DID NOT HAVE THE PRIVILEGE OF KNOWING HER,
BUT HER FRIENDS TELL ME THAT THOUGH SHE PASSED THE FABLED FOUR

bvad
SCORE YEARS EHE_’RETMHEE- ABOTWENLER THAT QUIET, CLEAR DETERMINATION

THAT THERE WAS A RIGHT WAY AND-—feeigpe=itiy AND THAT WAS THE WAY SHE
WOULD GO, WHEN THERE WAS DUTY TO BE DONE SHE DID IT - AS SHE
SAW FIT. SHE WAS CERTAIN IN PURPOSE, YET, T AM TOLD SHE WAS UTTERLY
DEVOID OF SELF-RIGHTEOUSNESS. SHE DID WILLINGLY WHAT SHE KNEW
NEEDED TO BE DONE.

LORETTA WAS A GOOD AND LTFELONG FRIEND TO MANY. COURTEOUS

ALWAYS, SHE WAS A WELCOME COMPANTON AND A LOYAL AND CONSIDERATE

B
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H*ﬂ%HE MET H&RE A MAN WHO WAS DESTINED TO

2
FRIEND. SHE LOOKED ON FRIENDSHIP AS A GIFT OF SELF. HER SPIRIT
WAS INSTINCTIVELY GENEROUS. SHE GAVE WILLINGLY OF HERSELF TO HER

i
FRIENDS AND VOLUNTEER SERVICE TO OUR C‘ﬂHHUHIT!’.ﬁ_'[-IFE IS NEVER

& e
EASY AND BECAUSE SHE WAS THE WOMAN SHE WAS, FACED THE DARK DAYS
WITH COURAGE AND QUIET CONFIDENCE. SHE CAME TO THIS COUNTRY AS A
CHILD FROM HUNGARY AND BROUGHT WITH HER SOMETHING OF THE GRIM

DETERMINATION OF THE IMMIGRANT TO MAKE HER WAY AND TO SUCCEED.

BE HER HUSBAND AND HELPMATE /3al

TOGETHER THEY FORGED A GOOD AMD STRONG LIFE. SHE FACED THE CRUELTY

OF HIS DEATH WITH RARE COURAGE AND SHE TOOK ON HEREELF THE OBLIGATION

OF CARING FOR THEIR SON.

WHAT SHE MEANT TO HER SONS THEY KNOW BEST AND T KNOW THAT

HER MEMORY WILI. ENCOURAGE THEM IN THE YEARS AHEAD.

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER

AUGUST 12, 1987




Matalie Steuer
We are met to pay a tribute of admiration and respect to the spirit of an
energetic and able woman who was a lifelong and always-respected member of our
community. WNatalie's roots go back to the earliest days of the Jewish community
| and she carried with her throughout life that industrious and gquesting spirit

' which characterized those who established the solid economic underpinnings of

this city. I was aware of Mrs. Steuer in my youth, but 1 only came to know her
when I returned here nearly 30 years ago and I have met few people who were able
to face life's challenges with such unflagging optimism. Many turn away from

life when they are widowed. MNatalie pushed on. She traveled widely, participated
actively in the cultural life of the city. She was alone but she never let life I
close in on her. Indeed, we met more often than either of us would have wished |{
in the hospital and here again I found her, until just these last weeks, always |
chaerful, always ready te pick up again the threads of a full life.

Natalie grew up in a home which provided here not only love and encourage-
ment but many opportunities. She was well aducated and she never ceased to know
about the cultures of the colorful and complex world out there. She read eagerly.
She prepared herself thoroughly to make the most of her trips, regularly attended
symphony, and wvisited the great museums of the world. In time her home became L
a miniature museum, stocked with reminders of her visits.

Her outgoing personality and full of knowledge made her a welcome companion
and good friend. She knew her mind. She judged others for what they were, not by
accidental and irrelevant qualities of birth. She gracicusly welcomed her friends

into her home and made them feel welcome and wanted.

Her home and her garden were precious to her and she cared for them
tenderly, and she did so not from any need for display but because it was in
the home that she fulfilled all the loved duties of marriage and motherhood.
NMatalies was blessad with the companionship and love of a man whose mind, values

and enargy matched her own. They shared many interests and many simple pleasures -

the weekly hours of dancing being simply the best known to others. Together




they raised their sons to value the basic virtues and to share their sense of
pride in the freedom and justice of this land and their appreciation of the
values of learning - and they watched with pride as they grew into compatent
manhood and established their own families, each in its special way, but each
reflecting the values learnad at home.

Natalie wag of the generation which did not speak easily of private
matters, but on my second last visit she spoke, for the first time, a bit wist-
fully of a lack of strength and of her uncertainties about the future. I re-
minded myself then, with some surprise, that she was already well past the four
score years limit. Her vitality always belied her age, and 1 was grateful that

God had allowed this woman of spirit to retain her spirit until death came

gently.

X T TN N —

Daniel Jeremy Silver

Octobar 3, 1984
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We are met to speak a public tribute of respect and love for a competent and

vital woman, a good friend and a respected member of our community, 'Mch.
with whoma-it-ie=wett-dITTIEGIE To associate the fact of death, I did RoF KRgW Tibbie Good-
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and determined woman, a person of many talents and great drive, a__wiumm:nted
Sl
h et withoutam s ltine—fo T FEaS o re-poptia TrroweTITENT - SMie knew her own mind

and she went her own way. In an age of conformity she lived by the standards she knew
to be right. She did not depend apon the approval of others but she walked her own way
and it was a good way and a successful way.

Libbie grew up in a small town and she kept about her all her life that concern
for community which is the hallmark of such a place, She was open and direct. She had
no patience with people who put on airs and who could not tell you what wase on their
mind, You knew where she stood and what she felt. You knew that her standards
were not those of birth or wealth or race but of quality and of character, She judged
others by their actions as she asked to be judged herself, |

Libbie possessed an inquisitive and vigorous mind, She learned from experience, i
she learned from books, she had no illusions about life and yet was fascinated by it.

She was early attracted to the law. She delighted in its intellectual challenge. She
understood the importance of law in protecting the rights and freedoms of our nation,

Law was to her not only a way to earn a living but a profession, a service. It could

not have been easy to be one of the few women lawyers in town at a time when the legal

fraternity still was imprisoned by its chauvinistic prejudices, It could not have been

easy to be a Jew working in the office of one of the most flamboyant men in har
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profession in a world which satill had not set aside religious prejudice, but Libbie
made her way in that world by the force of her mind and on sheer energy and industry.
She did so without ever compromising her honor or her person.

In her generation women who fought their way into the man's world left grace
and sensitivity behind, Libbie was tough-minded but she remained herself, She walked
proudly without being arrogant, She retained her interest in worthwhile political canses
and candidates, Though she lived a public life she never became callous and thouagh ‘
cruelty was not unknown in her world it was totally foreign to her nature. With it all
in her private life she remained reserved, perhaps even a bit reclusive, Her natural
instinct was to keep her deepest thoughts and feelings to herself and her mind was
ever restless, eager to savor new contacts, new experiences and to explore its own
possibilities. Though confident of her professional capacities, she found with matarity
and marriage that she had developed new interests. She returned to school and to
writing, When many would have settled into comfortable middle age Libbie went back
to school and developed her writing talents and undertook the sweet challenge of mother-
hood. From law and politics to playwriting and the theater and painting Libbie found
many ways to explore herself and to give expression to herself, Her life was never
routine and always richly textured and I suspect that during these last years she must
have said more than once to herself that hers had been a good life and a full life,
Though she died far too early, just this side of the fabled three score years and ten,
Libbie had lived far more intensely than most and knowing that she was not a woman
to give in to self-pity, I doubt that she had any regrets.

What she meant to those closest and dearest they know best. The ties of
family were important to her. She and Sam bullt a solid marriage. They were deeply

involved in each other's lives and good for each other and devoted to their daughter.

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

Daniel Jeremy Silver

January 26, 1977




::é;:'!:n. E:z‘-ﬂ'\

These things are beautiful beyond belief

The pleasant weakness that comes after pain

The radiant greenness that comes after rain

The deepened faith that follows after grief

And the awakening to love again,
Were I a musician I would try to weave this transcendant theme into a fugue and to
play it now. Music would speak more adequately than words what is in our heart -
love, pain, empaihi.fererenguished—sowl, 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 ouar 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 ns as we

walk life's stormy way. We share in a community of love and of grief and are encouraged.

f Almost unhidden a thought comes to mind, There is so much in our conven-

tional wisdom which would have us believe that confidence and sunshine are the stuff
of life, The unigue prosperity and technology of our age has made us forget the older
experience which knew life as freighted, shadowed and uncertain, The truth is that
life is always a struggle with ourselves, with the situation in which we find ourselves

and with dark voices within. Who of us sleeps easily and without care every night?
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Another truth is that each of us is onigue. Some are taller and others shorter.

Some have a sturdy emotional frame while others are as sensitive as a spring flower,.

We must face life with what we are given and for some this is incredibly difficult, Life
is full of unexpected turne and love does not conquer all. There are times when all
the love and understanding a family can give cannot relieve the pain in another's soul,
I often wish that we would talk to our children about the gray days as well as the sun-
filled ones, about life as it is, with all of its uncertainty and confusion, about homan
need, as it is with all of its variety and complexity.

Life tests us all, Romantic innocents talk glibly of peace on earth, of joy
unbounded and real secarity; 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 al- u
ways calm and endlessly placid. At times we are pushed beyond our capacity to accept, |
At times we are driven by needs and passions we hardly understand and barely control. I
What may seem to an outsider a life of privilege may in fact be beyond our capacity
to manage, It is well to keep in mind the old rabbinic saying: '"Never judge another
until you have stood in his place. " Who knows the needs and fears which surge in
another's soul? Who knowse how another expresses his love? Oars is not to judge, only
to grieve; to grieve a beautiful and sympathetic woman, to grieve one who tried to ex-
press her love and to meet her needs but found life beyond management,

Our tradition cautions against being too hasty in judging the moment. "Beware

of desperate gteps; the darkest day lived till tomorrow has passed away. " Marcia acted

in haste, We can empathize with the love and anguish that surged in her soul. She had
sought help, She wanted desperately to find ways to express the feeling that surged
| within, her love for friend and family, her sense of the possibilities of life but she

‘ could not find the key that would unlock the door, All life is a search, a search for

T R pe.
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ourselves, For some the way is long and fraught with danger. Some of us cannot trans-
late our hopes into reality, All that can be asked is that we try, Marcia tried, She
involved herself eagerly in the concerns of the community, She sought friendship and
was always willing to extend herself for others. She possessed a deep sense of outrage
at the injustices that exist in our society and worked to rectify these, She devoted time
and attention to her home and especially to her daughters, She tried to make them
realize the capacities that were innately theirs and to find the skills that would stand
them in good stead in life.

We stand here mnited, a community of sorrow, good and lifelong friends who
cared and tried, family who supported as besat they could, her daughters, her commit=-
ment to the future, her joy and her pride, With us there are no words, only the music,
the love, the grief, which binds us close, Ihave no explanations, only concerns. I
have no words, only the confidence that every night must end - that there is always a
new dawn, ‘i

What thongh the radiance which was once so bright
Be now forever taken from my asight,

Though nothing can bring back the hour

of splendor in the grass, of glory in the flower;
We will grieve not, rather find

strength in what remains behind;

In the primal sympathy

which having been must ever be;

In the soothing thoughts that spring

out of human saffering;

In the faith that looks through death,

1 In years that bring the philosophic mind.

‘ Feb, 22, 1978 Daniel Jeremy Silver
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Bessie Verovitz

God sent His singers on earth

With songs of gladness and mirth

That they might touch the hearts of men

And bring ther back to Heaven again

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

Were I a musician I would tune my instrument and play a fugue. Mausic
could speak more adequately than words the feelings that are in our hearts. The chords
would vibrate with respect, love, grief for a good friend, the sense of the finality of
death, There are feelings which do not yield to language. Bessie Verovitz would under-
stand for there was music in her soul and she expressed many of her deepest feelings,

the chords and harmonies and melodies of her talent. The major motif of the fugue would

be one of tender recollection, a graci us and gentle lady and interwoven with these memories

would be a measage that time heals, that we will awaken from our grief. The music of
a good life is never erased but echoes and reechoes in the soul.

Music expresses, It does not explain. How true. We seldom admit to this
truth. Life has no explanation, We are, Life is a gift of God, not a result of our own de-
cision. The test of life is whether our life gives off a spirit for melody or discord and
disonance. A symphony is not a matter of chance. It must be composed and it reflects
the art of the writer, A good life is composed, It reflects the apirit and talent of the
human being. Bessie Verovitz could not only sit down at the piano and make it sing, but
her life was a lovely composition which sang of decency and graciousness, friendship and
generosity of spirit, of a concern for culture and of a love for all that was beautiful.
Bessie Verovitz lived by the rule of honest simplicity. There was music in her soul, deep
feeling, 2 sense of the infinite possibilities of life, a response to all that is civilized and

moving. She had a good and vigorous mind. She was well read. She was a private person

- -



2
but not reclusive. She delighted in friendship. Her interests were vital and varied.
She enjoyed being out in the world, savoring its muasic, discovering its sights, responding
to the people learning about various cultures and civilizations.

God had granted Mrs. Verovitz a special talent. She was careful to practice,
to study, to discipline, to develop her musical abilities and then to use these not only for
her own enjoyment but for the enjoyment of others. Some play for applanse. Mrs. Verovitz
played for the sheer joy of it. She delighted to bring others into the world which gave her
so much pleasure, She was a good and patient teacher and there are many who now can
express themselves musically because of her patient skill,

No life is without its dark moments, Mra, Verovitz's sense of the possibilities
of life overcame her anxieties. There were difficult days but she managed to find within
them possibility - a pleasing sound. A good and loyal friend to many, Mrs. Verovitz was
most of all daughter, sister, wife and mother, She was the center of a close family and
she rejoiced in these intimacies. She and her beloved husband established a home which
was a place of support and encouragement, of shared purpose and, of course, music. Here
they raised their son and their daughter to the possibilities of life and there was no greater
pleasure than to share their achievements and the growth and promise of their families.

I do not know what Bessie would wish to have spoken at this moment. Frobably she would
simply have played a minor-keyed melody which spoke of love and shared moments, of
her pride in her family and of her feeling that her life had run its course, that all the
thermes of the symphony had been drawn together.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

March 7, 1978



BEATRICE WALKER

The Book of Proverbs ends with a poem which praises those
whom the writer calls "Women of Valor" - who looks well to the
ways of their household. When I was informed of Bea Walker's
death, two lines from that evocation came to mind,

The heart of her husband doth safely trust in her
and he has no lack of gain

she does him good and not evil

all the days of her life.

For years Bea was a loving, loyal and thoughtful helpmate.
She was raised to value family and marriage and to accept the
thesis that a woman fulfilled herself through the support and
encouragement she provided her husband. When good fortune brought
Bea the love of a truly good and capable man, she threw her consid-
erable intelligence and determination into her wifely tasks. &he
shared with Herb not only the pleasure and responsibilities of
work, but intimacy and joy, and an unshakable commitment to such
values as rectitude and responsibility. There was never any
doubt that they shared life fully and were at one in their goals.
Their lives underscore the truth of an observation by the French
essayist, Michel de Montaigne:

A good marriage...is a sweet society of life,
full of constancy, of trust, and of a number of

profitable and solid coffices and mutual obligations.
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I knew Bea as an older woman, as a lady of the old school,
gracious and mannerly, who greeted you with a smile and careful
courtesy, who dressed well but without ostentation, a straight-
backed and disciplined person who carried herself with guiet
dignity and kept her private concerns to herself. In our times
it has been something of a virtue for people to pour it all ocut.
Bea kept a tight rein on self-pity. The old-fashioned word "lady"
fit her well. Her world was that of her home and the close circle
of lifelong friends who shared her values, were interested in ideas
and institutions like child care which occupied her thoughts and
her energies. The ladies of Child Care Association have taken
the time and have published this tribute in Bea's honor:

A Tribute to Bea Walker
from
The Members of Child Care Association

"' A Woman of Valor, Who can Find?
For Her Price is Far Above Rubies.'

The worth of this woman of valor, Bea Walker, cannot be measured
in terms of rubies or other material things. Surely, a person's
worth is not measured by his or her life span, but only by the
mark that is left on others on this earth. Bea was such a person.

She was an unusual woman, a born leader, and a lady in every
sense of the word. She was most compassionate, loving and caring -
and completely devoted to the philosophy and ideals of child care.
Next to her family, child care played a great rcle in Bea's life.
No task was too difficult for her, and what she accomplished was
done with kindness and graciousness.

Bea has given child care a greater stature in the community.
The several positions she held, from a five-year term as President
to Vice-President of Program, served to carry out her complete be-
lief in the function of child care - helping the sick and handicapped

child.

Those who knew Bea respected and admired her and came to love
her for all her qualities as a caring human being. Our lives have
been enriched by knowing her. She will be sorely missed."
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Her mind was active and richly stocked. She read. She

enjoyed all that is beautiful, She was very much a part of the
world even though she never allowed the world to disturb the
inner spaces of her life. Something of the spirit of this fam-
ily can be garnered by the lovely birthday tribute her grandsons
gave on the occasion of her 67th birthday.

"Today we celbrate the birthday of a wonderful lady. For
sixty-seven years she has brightened the world. Beatrice Walker
is a very special person. She is special to everyone she meets.
It is a combination of her radiant appearance, lovely personality,
and heart-warming kindness.

I am proud to say that this woman of worthiness is my grand-
mother. Together we have shared countless precious moments. If
I am depressed when I come to Grams, I am not when I leave. She
always has a way of lifting my spirits. We often have meaningful
conversations. She has always guided me in the right direction.
We have discussed everything from tips for school to ways of im-
pressing girls.

Grams is not only special, but she makes me feel special, too.
Grams makes everyone feel special, for that matter. She has an
adoring husband and grateful scns. Why, even her child care organi-
zation voted her 'Woman of the Year.'

I love Grandma immensely. She is my woman of the year every
year."

Bea was a woman who had many friends because she deserved
friendship. Her mind was sharp and clear and her advice was always

helpful and to the point. She was generous and caring in a way




that was unobtrusive and helpful. Above all, she was a lady in
every sense of the word. She was a good Jew and was helpful
around the Temple. For six years she was social secretary of the
Temple Women's Association. We were very proud to have a lady of
such fine character as a member.

But it was as a private person and in the circle of her family
that Bea came into her own. She and Herb established a sound mar-
riage, a happy marriage, and they raised their two sons to share
their values and their hopes. Their greatest joy lay in their
sons' accomplishments and in the brides that they brought to the
family and, in time the four grandchildren who show that the values

of this family have not ended but continue on in memory and in act.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

January 6, 1988




= A TRIBUTE TO BEA WALKER
FROM
THE MEMBERS OF CHILD CARE ASSOCIATION
“A.HEIH!LH OF VALOR, WHO CAN FIND?
FOR MER PRICE 1S FAR ABOVE RUBIES."™

THE WORTHM OF THIS WOMAN OF VALOR, BEA WALKER, CANNOT BE
MEASURED IN TERMS OF RUBIES OR OTMER MATERIAL THINGS. SURELY, A
PERSON'S WORTM IS NOT MEASURED BY MIS OR MER LIFE SPAN, BUT ONLY BY
THE MARK THAT IS LEFT ON OTMERS ON THIS EARTM. BEA WAS SUCH A PERSON,

SHE WAS AN UNUSUAL WOMAN, A BORN LEADER, AND A LADY IN EVERY
SENSE OF THE WORD. SME WAS MOST COMPASSIONMATE, LOVING AND CARING -
AND COMPLETELY DEVOTED TO TME PHILOSOPMY AND IDEFALS OF CHMILD CARE.
NEXT TO HER FAMILY, CHILD CARE PLAYED A GREAT ROLE IN BEA'S LIFE.
NO TASK WAS TOO DIFFICULT FOR MER, AND WHAT SME ACCOMPLISMED WAS
DONE WITH KINDNESS AND GRACIOUSMESS.

BEA MAS GIVEN CHILD CARE A GREATER STATURE IN THME COMMUNITY.
THE SEVERAL POSITIONS SME MELD, FROM A FIVESYEAR TERM AS PRESIDENT
TO VICE-PRESIDENT OF PROGRAM, SERVED TO CARRY OUT MER COMPLETE BELIEF

IN THE FUNCTIONM OF CMILD CARE - MELPING TME SICK AND MAMDICAPPED CMILD.




* THOSE WMO KNEW BEA RESPECTED AND ADMIRED MER AND CAME TO LOVE

MER FOR ALL HMER QUALITIES AS A CARING MUMAN BEING.
MAVE BEEN ENRICHMED BY KNOWING MER.

SHE WILL BE SORELY MISSED.

OUR LIVES

H'H-
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Ann Weidenthal
We have come to pay a public tribute of love and respect to the memory
of a gracious lady and grand human being, Ann Weidenthal,

A po
S was a very Bpecmi person, utterly wtthnut pratan:& possessed of a

——

v
vigorous and quick m}.nd,u:alm mln[ upl.r_fﬂ high-minded, determined, in-

dependent, a woman of many parts. Ann walked m* yvet you were always

conscious of her presence, of her effect. I am glad that the sun is shining today and

L (¥
the colors of the Fall are rich andshesstrful. Ann delighted in unture;_n.nd her garden
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and her rﬂ-ltlf-'ﬂrli her home and the lake, Her soul was alive to beauty and yet,

there was nothing vain about her. She dressed comfortably rather than stylishly, Her
i
home lay at the center of her being, it was truly a home and not a show place.

T"-r""iir-

I think [ was the last person to talk with Ann, She spoke openly &f death

and without fear. "So it's come to this, [ had a good life, a quiet life. I lived with

W
wonderful people. —I" =g, '' She was at peace with herself and at peace with

well R
her Gﬂdifnr Ann was a believing Jew and a luaumﬂw. She never ceased studying

—— , _ﬂ’g:” i by
m the literature of our tradition. - n what she knew to

hg Weh— CoewelT ot y == | gt diNG = SaLime  Lowibatr=
be the basic imperatives of her faith, tewsesdcad-to-beeggae alertand awaze-of the

bl Mo Pl NS ‘
chatenpew oI life. She hebed shoddy thinking and simplistic answers. In some ways

W besr L
it is too bad that Lﬁﬂ t!(t full range of the law was not open to her because she

§ N AR e
was a woman., She had a careful mind and a neat mind. She had no need to assert her

views, but when she spoke you I.llt:nmtﬂ'hnn 8 sense of self wae balanced with a

ﬂq_.-—ﬂ':ﬂih'
remarkable ability to be self effacing. She worked as eamidy behind the scenes as in

the public eye. She worked the long years with her beloved husband and doctor, man
T ove TImE on P T

aging the office, freeing him for his ministry of healing, ardlia worthwhile organization

evorry
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in our community basd what turned to her 8 complex and Annjwas always

T Mo (le-tores fh_ﬂ.u.-—-t--“'- G’Cb-?"h-l".l-' 2y
fﬂ%ﬂ&&lﬂdﬂdn. With it all, she was a free spirit. She nevez—sigpped

MF & =t Laddnia. p T gl 0y
golng to symphony, to |oseess, muuit&__Hehrew}iecture;.f"g;lﬂ never stopped reading

or thinking. The last thing she had me do, the last thing that was consciously on her
el
mind, was to put out her dress for the Guaneri Quartet Concert Tuesday night. Music

spoke to her soul and through her music her soul aspoke.

(e W
A lifelong neighbor, Ann was part of the life of our community, She vwalggot a
A

_hailofedizw -well -rret-persony=bwtalguiho chose her friends for their qunlitgfnd
wi.th-:h‘:g.ﬁenduhip was a lifetime commitment, gidide open, close, yet independent,

a sharing of opportunity rather than a huddling together for support. She talked of
thinge of significance rather than of the small things, and she had no patience with

the small items of gossip. Life was too full of things of interest to be interested in the

petty.
I do not know if Ann knew this short verse, but it speaks to her spirit:

Life is too brief between the budding and the falling leaf
Between the seed time and the golden sheaf for hate and spite
We have no time for malice and for greed

Therefore, with love, make beautiful the deed

Fast speeds the night.

Ann had a good life. She had known each of life's seasons, We found in her library

H"Mw

the selected sermons and addresses of my father's which were published under the
-

title A Word In Its Season, a sermon which he gave some twenty years ago on how to

face death, The book was marked by one of her patented book marks, pressed flowers,
from her garden, Perhaps the most fitting way [ could close this eulogy is to read

to you two of its paragraphs,
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Death should be faced with as much courage as life itself, Without courage
we cannot live decently, and without conrage we cannot die decently. He who faces
life counrageously will know how to face death, '"So live that when thy summons come
to join the innumerable caravan which moves to that mysterious realm, where each
shall take his chamber in the silent halls of death, Thou go not, like the quarry-slave
at night, scourged to his dungeon, but, sustained and soothed by an unfaltering trust,
approach thy grave like one who wraps the drapery of his couch about him, and lies
down to pleasant dreams, "

This is the meaning of ""Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow
of death, I will fear no evil, for Thou art with me. " Some people fear death because
they believe that they have not finished their life's work. Really no one's life work is
ever finished, But, as the rabbis said: "Thine is not the duty to complete the work,
but neither art thou free to desist from it, "' Thy duty is to do thy best and leave the
rest to God who planned the whole and will see that the whole is completed. The
famous sage Eleazar was sick unto death and his friend, Jochanan, called upon him.

He found Eleazar weeping. '"Why art thou weeping?' 'Because [ am about to die but
my work is undone. There is so much good that I must still do in the world. "' The

wise Jochanan reminded him of our forefathers in the wilderness. They gathered manna
for food, and some gathered more and some gathered less, but when the manna was
measured each had the same. And it is so with life, said Jochanan., It makes no dif-
ference how much you gather in, if only what you achieve, what you gather, is done

in the name of God., It is the intent, the motives which guided your actions which are
important, not 8o much your achievements.

Th membrance of our dead should be used for inspiration, for a strength-
ening of our lives. must learn to rise upon the rungs of pa he first man, Adam,
when he saw the first sun n, believed, not knowing-e@fy better, that eternal night
was setting upon the world - ete darkness ffernal death. He was afraid. God
told Adam to take two rocks, one called Deetfh and the other called the Shadow of Death,
and to strike them, In the smiting sa two rock, Death and the Shadow of Death,
sparks of fire were made, ATiew light was revealed unto Adam and he offered his first
prayer: '"Blessed beGod who creates light. " All men need to learn from this how
to bring forth she light of faith and trust, confidence and hope.




TDha Whitman

WHEN OEATH COMES TO A LOVED ONE,
A LIGHT IS EXTINGUISHED AND ANOTHER LIGHT
IS KINDLED. THIS LIGHT OF MEMORY SHINES
INEXTINGUISHABLY IN THE SHADOWED WORLD
OF OUR LONELINESS. HOW BLESSED, THEREFORE,
THE LIFE WHICH LEAVES BEHIND IT A GLOWING
MEMORY. SUCH A MEMORY BRINGS UNCEASING
COMFORT TO THOSE WHO WOULD OTHERWISE
BE UTTERLY BEREFT.

AT SUCH AN HOUR IT IS A BEAUTIFUL
CUSTOM AMONG OUR PEOPLE TO LIGHT A
MEMORIAL LAMP. THROUGH THIS SYMBOL WE
SIGNIFIY THAT THE DEAD HAS NOT VANISHED.
THEIR DAY'S WORK MAY BE OVER, BUT THEIR
LIFE IS NOT. THE FLAME CONTINUES TO BURN
EVEN IN THE NIGHT OF DEATH, MUCH AS A
RARE SONG CAN BE HEARD IN OUR HEART LONG
AFTER THE SILENCE HAS ENVELOPED IT. FOR
THOSE WHO KNEW TRUE LOVE AND TRUE COMPANION-
SHIP THERE REMAINS THE LEGACY OF PLEDGED
LIVES AND PREGIOUS REMEMBRANCE . iy

e —————
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lda Whitman -2-

THEIRS IS A LIVING LEGACY & A BRIGHT ONE.
OUR LIVES ARE ALL TOO BRIEF. THE
NIGHT COMES ALL TOO SOON, YET WE ARE
COMMANDED TO LIVE FOR THINGS WHICH ARE
ETERNAL--FOR JUSTICE & BEAUTY & LOVE--
AND TO REACH BEYOND OUR FRAIL LIMITATIONS
TO A GODLY & GOODLY WAY OF LIFE. AT DEATH
THOSE LIVES WHICH PARTOOK OF SELFLESSNESS
AND SERVICE, THOSE LIVES DEDICATED TO THE
IMPER ISHABLE VALUES-O#=%4FE, ENTER UPON
A SPIRITUAL EXISTENCE THROUGH WHICH THEY
REMAIN VITAL FOR THOSE WHO KNEW & LOVED
THEM. THEY HAVE BECOME A SWEET BENEDICTIQN.
IT 1S AS OUR TEACHERS TAUGHT, "THERE IS
NO DEATH FOR THE RIGHTEOUS."

IN THE DEATH OF IDA WHITMAN, HER
BELOVED FAMILY & THOSE NEAREST TO HER HAVE
SUSTAINED A DEEP & PERSONAL LOSS: BUT ALL
OF US, AS WELL, HAVE SUFFERED THE LOSS OF
A VITAL & CHERISHED SPIRIT & WARM FRIEND.




((

T4 -

lda Whitman -3-

IDA WAS AMONG THE MOST OPEN-HEARTED
AND LOVING PEBLE | HAVE KNOWN, AND AMONG
THE MOST COMMITTED. SHE REJOICED IN LIFE.
SHE REJOICED IN HER HOME, IN HER FAITH,

IN THE OPPORTUNITY OF SERVICE, IN FRIENDS,
IN FAMILY. THERE IS A LINE IN THE BOOK

OF PSALMS WHOSE #ISDOM WAS INSTINCTIVE

TO HER: "GLADNESS OF HEART 1S THE LIFE

OF A HUMAN BEING." 1DA WAS ALIVE WITH

THE JOY OF LIFE.

”ﬁis ED, MARV, JOY, AND | SPOKE ABOUT
THEIR MOTHER, A VIGNETTE FROM JEWISH
LITERATURE CAME TO MIND. THE BIRDS,

IT SEEMS, NOTICED THAT WHEN THE WIND BLEW
THROUGH THE BRANCHES OF MOST TREES, |
THEY SIGHED AND THE RUSTLE COULD BE HEARD
FOR SOME DISTANGE, BUT THAT FRUIT-BEARING
TREES MADE NO SOUND. GCURIOSITY LED THE
BIRDS TO ASK THE FRUIT TREES WHY THEY WERE
SILENT. THE TREES REPLIED: OUR FRUITS
ARE OUR ADVERTISEMENT.




lda Whitman -4-

DA LIVED A LONG AND USEFUL LIFE. ,
SHE LIVED QUIETLY, WITH BECOMING GRAGE
AND WITHOUT THE 888 NEED TO ADVERTISE
HERSELF. GOD ENDOWED HER WITH A FINE MIND
AND HER INTELLIGENCE MANIFESTED ITSELF
IN THE SENSITIVITY WITH WHICH SHE
CONDUGTED HER RELATIONSHIPS, IN THEQUALITY
OF HER JUDGMENTS AND THE WARMTH OF HER
HUMOR. SHE WAS A WISE WOMAN TO WHOM
OTHERS TURNED INSTINGTIVELY & CONFIDENTLY.

FROM HER YOUTH SHE EXUDED A RARE
STRENGTH AND A SENSE OF COMPETENCE WHIGH
DREW OTHERS TO HER AND MADE HER THE NATURAL
FOCUS OF FAMILY LIFE--A ROLE SHE RETAINED

EASILY & DISCHARGED WILLINGLY ALL HER DAYS.
WHEN | THINK BACK OVER THE CHANGES

WHICH HAVE TAKEN PLACE IN OUR SURROUNDINGS
SINCE SHE WAS BORN, | FIND IT REMARKABLE
THAT SHE WAS ABLE TO ADJUST SO EASILY. SHE
WAS NOT CUSTOM- OR HABIT-BOUND. SHE SAM
THE POSSIBILITIES OF THE NEW WAYS, FOR SHE

WAS NOT AT ALL RIGHTENED BY LIFE.
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|DA WAS BORN INTO A TRADITIONAL HOME
ANDO SHE NOT ONLY LOOKED WELL TO THE WAYS
OF HER HOUSEHOLD BUT REMAINED CLOSE ALWAYS
TO HER GOD ANO # OUR TRADITION. | AM
PLEASED TO THINK THAT SHE FOUND IN 7Rg
OER—PUP+P=AF¥D THE SPIRIT OF OUR TRADITION
A REFLEX OF HER OWN STRONG COMMITMENTS
AND VALUES, AND | KNOW THAT SHE VALUED
THE SERVICE. SHE #BFEER&s® RETURNED TO HER
COMMUNITY--TO BOTH WARRE¥& CLEVELAND--
FINE VOLUNTEER SERVICES OF ALL TYPES.

A LOVING DAUGHTER, A CARING SISTER,

A DEVOTED WIFE & HELPMATE, IDA WAS BLESSED
WITH A GOOD MARRIAGE. SHE & GUS BUILT
TOGETHER A LOVE-FILLED & SOLID MARRIAGE
AND ESTABLISHED A HOME WHICH WAS FULL OF
INTELLIGENCE, GOOD THOUGHTS--IN WHICH 5%
FRIENDS FOUND A WARM & SATISFYING WELCOME,
& TO WHICH THEY BROUGHT THE 2 SONS & THE
DAUGHTER WHO WOULD GIVE THEM SO MUCH JoY.




laa #hi tman -b6-

THEY RAISED EACH CHILD TENDERLY TO
APPRECIATE THEIR SPECIAL TALENTS & THE
FINE VALUES WHICH WERE CENTRAL TO THEIR
LIVES. HER HOME WAS A FAMILY PLACE WHERE
THE FAMILY, IN ALL ITS BRANCHES AND
GENERATIONS, WERE WELCOME. HERE |DA
ENJOYED THE ULTIMATE JOY OF WATCHING HER
CHILOREN GROW INTO COMPETENCE, MARRY
HAPPILY, AND IN TURN RAISE GRAND-CHILDREN
AND GREAT-GRAND-CHILDREN IN HER TRADITIONS
--EACH FULFILLING THEIR SPECIAL CAPACITIES
AND SHARING IN THE FEELINGS WHICH BOUND
THIS FAMILY CLOSE.

GOD WAS GOOD TO ONE OF HIS OWN. FAR
LONGER THAN MOST, |IDA ESCAPED TH#WURST
DEVASTATIONS OF AGE. WHEN IN THESE LAST
MONTHS HER CAPACITIES & STRENGTH BEGAN TO
EBB, BEING THQMISE WOMAN THAT SHE WAS, | AM
SURE THAT SHE DID NOT REGRET THE APPROACH
OF DEATH.
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SHE DIED PEACEFULLY IN THE LOVING BOSOM
OF HER FAMILY.

IDA, IN A SENSE, OUTLIVED HER OWN
FUNERAL. THOSE WHO KNEW HER IN THE
FULLNESS OF HER STRENGTH ARE NOT HERE TO
TESTIFY TO THE QUALITY OF THEIR RELATION-
SHIPS AND TO SPEAK OF THEIR RESPECT,

BUT WE ARE KNOWN FOR OURDEEDS ANQTHROUGH
THOSE WHOSE LIVES WE HELPED TO SHAPE

AND INFORM. IDA LIVES ON THROUGH THE
QUALITY OF YOUR LIVES--WHICH IS, | AM SURE,
AS SHE WOULD HAVE IT.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

February 29, 1988




IDA WHITMAN

WHEN DEATH COMES TO A LOVED ONE. A LIGHT 1S EXTINGUISHED
AND ANOTHER LIGHT IS KINDLED: THIS LIGHT OF MEMORY SHINES
INEXTINGUISHABLY IN THE SHADOWED WORLD OF OUR LONEL INESS:
HOW BLESSED, THEREFORE, THE LIFE WHICH LEAVES BEHIND IT A
GLOWING MEMORY: OUCH A MEMORY BRINGS UNCEASING COMFORT TO
THOSE WHO WOUU'D OTHERWISE BE UTTERLY BEREFT;

AT SUCH AN HOUR IT IS A BEAUTIFUL CUSTOM AMONG OUR PEOPLE
TO LIGHT A MEMORIAL LAMP; THROUGH THIS SYMBOL WE SIGNIFY THAT
THE DEAD HAS NOT VANISHED; THEIR DAY'S WORK MAY BE OVER., BUT
THEIR LIFE IS NOT: [THE FLAME CONTINUES TO BURN EVEN IN THE
NIGHT OF DEATH. MUCH AS A RARE SONG CAN BE HEARD IN OUR HEART
LONG AFTER THE SILENCE HAS ENVELOPED IT; FOR THOSE WHO KNEW
TRUE LOVE AND TRUE COMPANIONSHIP THERE REMAINS THE LEGACY OF
PLEDGED LIVES AND PRECIOUS REMEMBRANCE; THEIRS 1S A LIVING
LEGACY AND A BRIGHT ONE.:

OuR LIVES ARE ALL TOO BRIEF: [HE NIGHT COMES AlL TOO SOON,
YET., WE ARE COMMANDED TO U'IVE FOR THINGS WHICH ARE ETERNAL -
FOR JUSTICE AND BEAUTY AND U'OVE--AND TO REACH BEYOND OUR FRAIL
(' IMITATIONS TO A GODLY AND GooDl'Y WAY OF UIFE: AT DEATH THOSE
UIVES WHICH PARTOOK OF SELFLESSNESS AND SERVICE., THOSE L IVES
DEDICATED TO THE IMPERISHABLE VALUES., ENTER UPON A SPIRITUAL
EXISTENCE THROUGH WHICH THEY REMAIN VITA! 'FOR THOSE WHO KNEW
AND "OVED THEM; THEY HAVE BECOME A SWEET BENEDICTION: [T IS
AS OUR TEACHERS TAUGHT, "THERE 1S NO DEATH FOR THE RIGHTEQUS:"

IN THE DEATH oF IDA WHITMAN. HER BELOVED FAMILY AND THOSE
NEAREST TO HER HAVE SUSTAINED A DEEP AND PERSONAL LO0SS., BUT
ALL OF US., AS WELL . HAVE SUFFERED THE LO0SS OF A VITAL AND
CHERISHED SPIRIT AND WARM FRIEND;:

IDA WAS AMONG THE MOST OPEN-HEARTED AND L'OVING PEOPLE |
HAVE KNOWN. AND AMONG THE MOST COMMITTED: SHE REJOICED IN
V1FE: SHE REJOICED IN HER HOME., IN HER FAITH. IN THE OPPOR-

TUNITY OF SERVICE., IN FRIENDS., IN FAMI'Y: THMERE 1S A L INE
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IN THE Book oF PsSALMS WHOSE WISDOM WAS INSTINCTIVE TO HER:
“GLADNESS OF HEART IS THE LIFE OF A HUMAN BEING;:” IDA was
AL IVE WITH THE JOY OF L IFE;

YeET., as Ep, Marv. Joy. AND | SPOKE ABOUT THEIR MOTHER. A
VIGNETTE FROM JEWISH \'ITERATURE CAME TO MIND: I|HE BIRDS.
IT SEEMS, NOTICED THAT WHEN THE WIND BLEW THROUGH THE BRANCHES
OF MOST TREES., THEY SIGHED AND THE RUSTLE COU'D BE HEARD FOR
SOME DISTANCE. BUT THAT FRUIT-BEARING TREES MADE NO SOUND;
CURIOSITY LED THE BIRDS TO ASK THE FRUIT TREES WHY THEY WERE
SIVENT; [HE TREES REPLIED: 0OUR FRUITS ARE OUR ADVERTISEMENT:

IDA CIVED A LONG AND USEFUL LIFE: SHE LIVED QUIETLY.
WITH BECOMING GRACE AND WITHOUT THE LEAST NEED TO ADVERTISE
HERSELF: 0OD ENDOWED HER WITH A FINE MIND AND HER INTELL IGENCE
MANIFESTED ITSELF IN THE SENSITIVITY WITH WHICH SHE CONDUCTED
HER RELATIONSHIPS., IN THE QUALITY OF HER JUDGMENTS AND THE
WARMTH OF HER HUMOR: SHE WAS A WISE WOMAN TO WHOM OTHERS
TURNED INSTINCTIVELY AND CONFIDENTLY:

FROM HER YOUTH SHE EXUDED A RARE STRENGTH AND A SENSE OF
COMPETENCE WHICH DREW OTHERS TO HER AND MADE HER THE NATURAL
FOCUS OF FAMILY L IFE-~-A ROU'E SHE RETAINED EASILY AND DISCHARGED
WILLINGLY ALL HER DAYS:

WHEN | THINK BACK OVER THE CHANGES WHICH HAVE TAKEN PLACE
IN OUR SURROUNDINGS SINCE SHE WAS BORN, | FIND IT REMARKABLE
THAT SHE WAS ABUE TO ADJUST SO EASILY; ° SHE WAS NOT CUSTOM-
OR HABIT-BOUND; SHE SAW THE POSSIBIVITIES OF THE NEW WAYS.
FOR SHE WAS NOT AT AUL FRIGHTENED BY L IFE;

IDA WAS BORN INTO A TRADITIONAU HOME AND SHE NOT ONLY
LOOKED WELUL TO THE WAYS OF HER HOUSEHOLD BUT REMAINED CLOSE
ALWAYS TO HER GOD AND OUR TRADITION: | AM PUEASED TO THINK
THAT SHE FOUND IN THE SPIRIT OF OUR TRADITION A REFLEX OF
HER OWN STRONG COMMITMENTS AND VALUES:, AND | KNOW THAT SHE
VALUED THE SERVICE:; OHE RETURNED TO HER COMMUNITY==TO BOTH
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WARREN AND CUEVELAND--FINE VOLUNTEER SERVICES OF AUL TYPES:

A LOVING DAUGHTER., A CARING SISTER. A DEVOTED WIFE AND
HEL PMATE. IDA WAS BLESSED WITH A GOOD MARRIAGE; SHE AND Gus
BUIU'T TOGETHER A LOVE-FILLED AND SOLID MARRIAGE AND ESTABL ISHED
A HOME WHICH WAS FULL OF INTEUL IGENCE. GOOD THOUGHTS-=IN WHICH
FRIENDS FOUND A WARM AND SATISFYING WELCOME, AND TO WHICH THEY

BROUGHT THE TWO SONS AND THE DAUGHTER WHO WOULUD GIVE THEM SO
MUCH JOY;

THEY RAISED EACH CHILD TENDERLY TO APPRECIATE THEIR SPECIAL
TALENTS AND THE FINE VALUES WHICH WERE CENTRAL TO THEIR L IVES:
HER HOME WAS A FAMILY PLACE WHERE THE FAMILY. IN ALL ITS
BRANCHES AND GENERATIONS. WERE WELCOME: HERe IDA ENJOYED THE
UL'TIMATE JOY OF WATCHING HER CHIUDREN GROW INTO COMPETENCE.
MARRY HAPPIUY. AND IN TURN RAISE GRAND-CHILDREN AND GREAT-GRAND-
CHIU'DREN IN HER TRADITIONS=-EACH FULFILLING THEIR SPECIAL
CAPACITIES AND SHARING IN THE FEEL INGS WHICH BOUND THIS FAMILY
cl'0SE;

Gop was Goop To ONE OoF His own: FAR LONGER THAN MOST., I[DA
ESCAPED THE WORST DEVASTATIONS OF AGE: WHEN IN THESE LAST
MONTHS HER CAPACITIES AND STRENGTH BEGAN TO EBB: BEING THE
WISE WOMAN THAT SHE WAS: | AM SURE THAT SHE DID NOT REGRET THE
APPROACH OF DEATH: SHE DIED PEACEFULLY IN THE LOVING BOSOM
OF HER FAMILY:

IDA, IN A SENSE, OUTLIVED HER OWN FUNERAL; THOSE WHO
KNEW HER IN THE FULLNESS OF HER STRENGTH ARE NOT HERE TO
TESTIFY TO THE QUALITY OF THEIR REUATIONSHIPS AND TO SPEAK OF
THEIR RESPECT, BUT WE ARE KNOWN FOR OUR DEEDS AND THROUGH
THOSE WHOSE L IVES WE HELPED TO SHAPE AND INFORM; IDA U IVES
ON THROUGH THE QUALITY OF YOUR L IVES—=WHICH IS, [ AM SURE.

AS SHE WOULD HAVE IT:

Daniet JEremy SIUVER

FesruAry 29, 1988




ANNA WOIF November 3, 1959

We are met to pay our last tribute of respect to one of our midst who has
passed from our sight. As always at such an hour we stand griefeladen before the
curtain of death. We cannot draw that curtain aside. What awaits beyond is
forever hidden from our view.

In time each of us will pass beyond this divide. When we do, we will not
know what zwaits us there. Yet we will cross over in faith =< in the faith that a
kind God and Father, who has given to us life, will not farsake us in death., As
He welcomed us into this life and protects us here, so will He shelter us and
sustain us unto eternity. That He will be near us we will be sure. We need not
fear for Heaven will supnort us.

To face death is to be reminded of 1life's swift passage. Our youth seems
only yesterday, our days so few. To face death is to be reminded of the uses to
which we must put our life, We do not lmow what lies beyond. We do know the
nature of that service of love and kindness, of gentleness and courage, which we
must tender here and now, and since we do not know when our hour may come, is it
not folly for any of us to put off our generous instincts and our honest impulses,
feeling that there may yet be time? There may never be time. We are not masters
of our destiny. We do not determine when we are to die. To live our days, however
long they be, ably and well is the burden and the challenge of life,

In our grief we draw close the mantle of memory. Lovingly we recall the

strength of character, the pride of bearing, the unselfishness of person which was

'ﬁLLIr- Mlvs &

Keeveat's. Here was a woman who gave infinitely more to her world than she took
from it, who demanded but little for herself, and sought always to be of service

and to be MIPM.,CWMMMMM early a

weight 6f responsibi o the fullness of

her age she never rulégu{ﬂﬁ-tﬂi Eﬁﬂﬁtﬁ. Eh; never failed to discharge the

.

duties which it demanded. WH right, her vision, her
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as stark tragedy. When that life has been graced with rare intimacy and
much love, with affection of the families and with the high regard of the
community, such a life, even in death, brings with it a measure of solace.

A man is as great as the dreams he drea ms

As great as the love he bears

As great asthe values he redeems,

And the happiness he shares.

A man is as great as the thoughts he thinks,

As the worth he has attained,

As the fountains at which his spirit drinks

And the insight he has gained.

A man is as great as the truth he speaks,

As great as the help he gives,

As great as the destiny he seeks,

As great as the life he lives.

Sam was blessed with a keen mind and quick smile - little passed him by.

His work carried him far and he not only saw but learned, bearing with him
alwaye a basic respect for all, he was able to listen and appreciate what

another was saying.

All that he meant and will continue to mean to those who were nearest

a nd dearest - they know best and in that knowledge they will find in the years

ahead solace and renewal of strength. Sam was a loving man - responsible

and responsive within the ties of family, - His legacy ia a beautiful one and

1 arn sure that the memories that remain are the memories that will sustain.




Bulogy
Betty Woll

May 12, 1983

Ve aremet to pay public tribute and respect to the mother of a good friend,
Rabbi Jonathon Woll.

Betty Woll came to our city with her son two years ago. She came shortly

after the death of her hushand and at a time of her life when the persistent

cares and pressures and responsibilities had taken their toll of her physical

and emotional strength. We cannot say we knew her. We can say she 18 known

through her son and that his warmth and the quality of his person speak |
eloquently of her capacity as a mother and of her love.

When the sun is shining as it is today, we tend like the flowers to perk up
and forget the darkness and the shadows, but life is full of shadows and

not everyone is endowed with a strong enough constitution to plow contimally
and steadily ahead. All we can do is to face life with the strength that is
given to us, with such understanding and wisdom as we possess——to try our

best.

Betty's life was not an easy one. There were times when its demands seemed
overwhelming, but she tried her best and she was privileged to see her son

grow into a fine manhood and became a respected Rabbi and teacher in Israel.

Everyone of us has his dreams, Most of our dreams we keep private., We
rarely speak of tham to others; yet, they are the standards by which we
measure cur lives. I do not know what Betty's dreams might have been, but I
hope and pray that she knew that she had handled life as well as she could
and that she left to the living, in her son, a precious legacy, Few sons
could have been more faithful or dutiful ard caring. He has returned to her
a full measure and more of the love she invested in him. May God grant him
camfort.




Beatrice Shapero

We are met to pay a memorial tribute of love and respect to a gracious and
intelligent woman, Beatrice Shapero, Bea's whole life was spent here among us
and in her special quiet way she endeared herself to a host of neighbors and
friends for she was a gracious lady who conducted her affairs with quiet dignity
and great intelligence. Bea was a bright woman and extremely well-read, She
possessed an unusually retentive memory. There were few issues that she could not
discuss with understanding and sympathy. Her conversation was always informed.
She knew her mind but felt no need to impose her views on others, and her friends
locked forward not only to the information she brought to any discussion but to
the style with which she expressed herself.

Bea lived a quiet life but she was not reclusive. When a public issue caused
her some concern, she framed her thoughts with force and sent them off for publi-
cation as a letter to the editor. Because she expressed herself clearly, her let-
ters were invariably published. She was not afraid of signing her name and having
her opinions publically known.

Bea shared these interests with a fine group of lifelong friends who delighted
in her campany, found her attentive to their concerns, and a dependable campanion
who brought to their relationships wammth, tact, sensitivity, stimilating ideas and
an interesting turn of mind.

Bea loved all that was beautiful and all that made for culture and civiliza-
tion, and I suspect that her interests were a reflex of her soul. Bea had been
raineﬂinnfmilyﬂmtmmthamnfﬂuspiﬂtmﬂwmmf:ﬂuﬁﬂims
literature, great music, art, all the richness of our culture, Her home had been
one which stood for honor and quality and Bea stood fast by these standards all her
days.

Bea was, as I have said, a private person and though not physically strong
and prone to illness, she brought to each day a remarkable degree of zest and

energy. When she was strong enough, she traveled widely and delighted in the many




colors of our world. Her humor was as warm as her spirit., She dressed carefully,
but not for display. j

This is a close-knit family who have been bound close throughout their lives.
Her home - their hame - was the center of her universe. In youth and age they shared
cammon interests and concerns, a cammitment to the high standards with which they
were raised. Bea drew strength from these close ties and in her own special way
she murtured them carefully and helped to keep them solid and satisfying.

Death comes to all and we must be grateful that this woman of great dignity -

whose mind was so clear and so strong — did not have to spend long years suffering

loss of memory and dignity - enduring a half life on a mattress grave. We mourn
her passing but we are grateful that she died in due time and, most of all, we are

grateful that we were able to share our lives with one of such gquality. :

Daniel Jeremy Silver

April 1, 1983
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Adele Joseph Yelson

These things are beautiful beyond belief

The pleasant weakness that comes after pain

The radiant greenness that comes after rain

The deepened faith that follows after grief

And the awakening to love again.
Were I a musician, I would try to weave this transcendant theme into a fugue and to
play it now. Music would speak more adequately than words what is in our heart -

love, pain, empathy for an anguished soul, grief for a good friend, a sharp sense of

personal loss. There are feelings which do not yield to language, mysterious elements

which touch the limits of frustration and the heights of love. The theme of such a
fugue: that time heals and that we will awaken from our grief and love again is both
true and appropriate. However dark the night, there is always another dawn Today
a sense of finality weighs upon us, but if we persevere and keep going we will awaken
again to feeling, and even joy.

Music expresses, it does not explain. I have no explanation. Life is
fragile. At times like this we need not words, but a sense that others link hands with
us as we walk life's stormy way. We share in a community of love and of grief and
are encouraged.

Almost unhidden a thought comes to mind. There is 8o much in our con-
ventional wisdom which would have us believe that confidence and sunshine are the
stuff of life. The unique prosperity and technology of our age has made us forget the
older experience which knew life as freighted, shadowed and uncertain. The truth is
that life is always a struggle with ourselves, with the situation in which we find our-
selves and with dark voices within. Who of us sleeps easily and without care every

night?

S — — —
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Another trauth is that each of us i# unigue. Some are taller and others
shorter. Some have a sturdy emotional frame while others are as sensitive ag a
spring flower. We must face life with what we are given and for some this is incredibly
difficult, Life is full of unexpected turns and love does not conquer all. There are
times when all the love and understanding a family can give cannot relieve the pain in
another's soul. I often wish that we would talk to our children about the gray days as
well as the sunfilled ones, about life as it is, with all of its uncertainty and confasion,
about human need, as it is with all of its variety and complexity.

Life tests us all. Romantic innocents talk glibly of peace on earth, of
joy unbounded and real security; but all honest philosophers insist that the way is hard,
the burdens are many and nothing is certain. To live is to be bruised. No life is
always calm and endlessly placid. At times we are pushed beyond our capacity to ac-
cept. At times we are driven by needs and passiona we hardly understand and barely
control. What may seem to an outsider a life of privilege may in fact be beyond our II
capacity to manage, It is well to keep in mind the old rabbinic saying: '"Never judge |
another until you have stood in his place. " Who knows the needs and fears which surge
in another's soul? Who knows how another expresses his love? Ours is not to judge,
only to grieve; twﬁwmaﬁm. to grieve one who'rrégd |
to express her love and to meet her needs but found life beyond management. f

Our tradition cautions against being too hasty in jJudging the moment,

"Beware of desperate steps; the darkest day lived till tomorrow has passed away, "

"h."“'?,c
~—Adele acted in haste, but we can empathize with the anguish and the love which surged

in her soul. She wanted desperately to find ways to express the feelings that surged
within, her sense of the beautiful, her love for friend and family, buat she could not

find the key that would unlock that door. All life is a search, a search for ourselves.
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For some the way is long and fraught with danger. All that can be asked is that we try.
Adele tried. She needed. She cared. Perhaps in the end she felt that she would spare
others further grief.

Now we stand here united, a community of sorrow, good and lifelong
friends who cared and tried, loving parents who were devoted and ever loval, a husband
who stood fast, whose love never broke, whose care was always supportive, her
daughters her commitment to the future, her joy and her prideff With us there are no
worde, only the music, the love, the grief, which binds us close. I have no explanations,
only concerns. I have no words, only the confidence that every night must end - that
there is always a new dawn.

What though the radiance which was once so bright
Be now forever taken 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 remaina behind;

In the primal sympathy

which having been must ever be;

In the soothing thoughts that spring

out of human suffering;

In the faith that looks through death,

In years that bring the philosophic mind.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

March 9, 1977




Frieda Yoelson

Wheén John called with the news Of Frieda's death,l sp0oke a silent prayer

Snt, gracious and Signified woman

urther indignity.

b
Feaeda was a lady, an intelligent and effective woman, a private person
who knew her own mind, a concerned citizen who wag sensitively and whole-heartedly

e -, 40 whe i
committed to a vision of a world of deécency, justice and peace. Frieda was ay

)

opse friend of m WAL nd_an active partner in the work of The Templea.

Her broad and encompassing faith in God and goodness committed her to tha im-
perative of doing justice, of loving mercy, and walking humbly with God - and she
worked in that vineyard all her days.

In that classic collection of insight and wisdom we call the midrash, the
story is told that at the beginning of Creation the birds noticed that the
branches of ordinary trees sighed in the wind, but that the branches of fruit-
bearing trees made little, if any, sound. Curiosity led to guestions. The birds
asked the fruit-bearing trees why they were silent. The trees replied, our fruits
arae sufficient advertisement for us.

Fpﬂ;ﬂﬁ accomplishments were many and they spoke of her and for her,

She was the last person to speak of her achievements since she had neither need
nor desire to strut on the public stage. She served because she was great-hearted
and caring, and she served effectively. Some are moved by erratic impulse.

Erigds planned and thought out and followed through. To those of us who saw

O hogs 100 e+ et Sh gEeen T 76 sy 8pais Q,F"{
her efficiently EWWutiﬂn. oF
e
l:l‘m;ua-qlnn it was sometimes difficult

to recognize that she was the private person we knew who seemed most comfortable
within the intimate circle of close friends and family.

E:ﬁud; was born into a close and loving family which valued the freedoms
of this land and the tradition of learning of our people., She learned early that

life must be led for goals beyond those of personal benefit. From youth to age

har life was of a piece. WMH
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Frieda earned a professional degree in i work and focused those skills to
- .
the 1 Ltutio nd a ommanded her
SuppCrt .
4

Fxi4eda was remarkably untouched by the materialism of our times. She
dressed carefully, without any need for conspicuous display. Her home was a

place of welcome and comfort, where it was clear that priority was on living

and sharing rather than having. Skillful wikh—er homdsT Friedrir—mesddteavork
rwwmw—mm&rih

As you would expect, this woman of intelligence, whose mind was well-
furnished and whose heart was sensitive to human need, was a welcome companion
and friend. There was no legitimate demand on her time that she d4id not respond
to willingly. Advice was often sought and always sound. Her kindnesses were
legion. Many have companions with whom they temporarily share time, space and
interests, ng;i;'ﬁ relationships were tighter and based on truly shared
interests.

There are those who serve the larger community, but in doing so neglect
the intimate ties of marriage and family. Marriage and family were the heart

of €rieda's world. She was blessed with a great love. She was a helpmate in every
a eh.

way to her beloved ¥Yeede. It _wag her suppese-smiatrencion chec-sritesd him to
ey, Weibeor Togfen o
offer his finely honed skille.go widely and yorececuedly. Together they found

Jo s .m
happiness and built a solid home in which they encouraged their ﬂauqhter?;uith

love and wisdom, to fulfill their capacities and understand the good and essen-

-
tial values to which they were committed. HNothing brought Pet®™da greater

pleasure than the accomplishments of hufﬁ.ﬁff:xﬂapt parhaps the accomplish-
ments of the grandchildren whose special talents she cherished and in whose
growth, capacity and maturity she took such pride.

I do not know what F#n would want us to say at this time. A private

person, she kept her deepest feelings to herself, but her actions reveal some-

thing of her feelings. A proud woman always, I am confident that she did not
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begrudge death - certainly not a death which liberated her from incapacity.
A wise woman always, I am confident that she would ask those closest and dearest,
hF[_ﬁiﬁLEL*—hﬂL‘EgHﬂhj=Iﬁ*d;hH—Iin_HhH-hiiFhi#ﬁFihhlﬁ—iﬂﬂﬂf“hﬁr—gfﬂﬂﬁﬂhildr&n,
tﬂﬂt they honor her memory through the quality of their lives, by keeping close
the ties of family and by offering themselves in service.

When our tradition wished to honor one who was truly worthy of honor,
they spoke of that person as having left life to the living. Those of guality
liva lives which enable others to live with a greater amplitude. Fraeda left
life to the living, and in doing so she not only established her own immortality
but served as an example to all of us of the possibilities with which a gracious

God endowed us.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

August 9, 1984
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Sadye Zupnik
We have come to pay a public tribute of love and respect in memory of a

sweet and great-hearted lady, Sadye Zupnik. The Bible tells us that the days of our

years are three score years and ten, perhaps by reason of strength four score years,
God was gracious to Mrs. Zupnik and she was granted more than the familiar measure,
There are those who might have wasted the opportunity, but Sadye filled her years with
acte of quiet dignity and simple virtue.

There is much in our world that is full of bustle and drive. Sadye's soul was
filled with music and love of the arts, She strove always to bring calm and harmony into
her life and into the life of those with whom she was clpsest. She did not reject the
world so much as she sought to tranaform it. Her home was a place of love and of
openness. Her son and her daughter were raised to value the good things of life - music,
art, ideas, people of quality, ties of family, learning. She dressed with attention but
without flambouyance or arrogance. In all things she was devoted to the cultivation
of the mind and of the spirit. Her friendships were lifelong and intimate. She chose
her friends without thought to status or wealth, but simply to quality.

Most of all, Sadye was a woman of family. Her sisters were close and
intimate. She and her beloved Joel established a marriage in which there was great
patience, understanding and love on both sides. Together they established a home which
wag secure in all the basic virtues. Together they raised their son and their daughter
to prize and to value those decencies which were central to them.

We have always been proud that The Temple could claim Sadye as a lifelong
member, She was confirmed at our altar as were her children and grandchildren. Ju-
daism bespoke the sense of the possibilities of life, She rejoiced in the richness of its

culture and appreciated the concerns of our pulpit. She was one with our commitment
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to the fulfillment of the dreams of reborn Zion. She was in all things loyal to her God,

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

Daniel Jeremy Silver

December 26, 1978
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As n s 1 spoke ﬂbuum mother, a vignette from Jewish litera-
ture came to mind. The birds, it seems, noticed that when the wind blew through
the branches of most trees they sighed and the rustle could be heard for some
distance, but that fruit-bearing trees made no sound. Curiosity led the birds
to ask the fruit trees why they were silent. The trees replied: our fruits are
our advﬁftiﬁﬂmenti

pernemda T (pre
(v .——dibvflliugd a long and useful life. She lived guietly, with
becoming grace and without the least need to advertise herslef. God endowed her
with a fine mind and her intelligence manifested itself ioher-deaistoms, in
the sensitivity with which she conducted her relationships, in the quality of her
judgements and the warmth of her humor. She was a wise woman to whom others
turned instinctively and confidently.

From her yauthfiﬁa'exhuded a rare strength and a sense of competence
which drew others to her and made her the natural focus of family life - a role
she retained easily and discharged willingly all her days.

When I think back over the changes which have taken place in our surround-
ings since was born, I find it remarkable that she was able to adjust so easily -
she was not custom or habit-bound. She saw the possibilities of the new ways for
she was not at all frightened by life.

bﬁﬁb was born into a traditional home and she not only looked well to the

ways of her household but remained close always to her God and our tradition.
This year we-calebratad the-S0th-Anmiversary O the Main Temple—bwilding. Riv
was_a member during all those years - a walued and checishgd_ persop in our com-

it A

:gm.i.;y. I am pleased to think that she found in [g'_he cnnpnn?]uf our pulpit
and the spirit of our tradition a reflex of her own strong commitments and

A, -
values and I know that she valued the service. S5She returned to nu!’Enmnunity A—
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es. A loving daughter,

it e
a caring sistel, a devoted wife and helpmate, Ré¥ was blessed with a good
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marriage. She and Jduddus built together a love-filled and scolid marriage and p?'

established a home which was full of intelligence, good thoughts - in uhich SHF o
| £ P
friends found a warm and satisfying welcome - to which they hrmghm daugh?
\ EA e = T e B
who wasssorgiwe them so much joy. They raised her tenderly to appreciate hﬂ'['
Qe special talents and the fine values which were central to their lives.

#";ﬁ mﬁﬁm was a family place where the family, in all its branches and generations,
ks o e
were welcome. Here enjoyed the ultiamte joy of watching her £Y grow
into her competence, marry happily and, in turn, raise a grand- rjl m' and g‘ﬁﬁ

Epepd e adihe .
in her traditions - each fulfilling their special capacities and sharing

in the feelings which bound this family close.

.
God was good to one of His own. Far longer than most, R escaped the

worst devastations of age. When in these last months her strength and her ca-
pacities began to ebb, being the wise woman that she was, I am sure that

I~
not regret the approach of death. Death can betimes. Riv-wasTeEUTETr rorced to

Mﬂ-ﬂ:‘ F‘Mr""‘w'ti: I ?ﬂ‘ LG Wraey dodisn o[ han (e
| rave. r{_*d,JJ*
H'!l!r_. in a sense, outlived her own funeral. Those who knew her in the full-
ness of her strength are not here to testify to the quality of their relation-
ships and to speak of their respect, but we are known for our deeds and through

S e
those whose lives we helped to shape and inform. Riw lives on through the gquality

of your lives which is, I am sure, as she would have it.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

February 13, 1985




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

Our faith takes a realistic and unromantic view of birth and death. Man enters the
world with a cry and leaves it with I. cry. He comes into it weeping and leaves
accompanied by weeping. On entering the world his hands are clenched as if to say
"the whole world is mine, I shall inherit it;" when he departs his hands are spread
as if to say "I have inherited nothing from the world.™ It is to the credit of our
wisdom that it insists we accept life on its own terms, the bitter without blinking,
the end without fear,

Life is bruising. Life is brief. All philosophies agree on this, but some are
so discolored by childish peeve and petulance that life is pictured as a w-n-rl:hlull-
thing. If we can not have things our way - heaven-m earth - we rationalize what
is at base, self-pity. Burdened by the fear of death and puzzled by death's
:lnpr-dintlbll timing many a philosophy sours on life and advises man not to axpect '
either joy or peace of mind. The Greek tragedian Sophocles wrote, ""Not to be born
is past all saying best, but, when a man has seen the light this is next bast by far-
that with all speed he should go thither whence he has come." If the suit is not
cut to our taste we declare it unsuitable and either cultivate a sardonic disdain or
else dream of some golden land beyond the grave which no one has ever seen
and which, in fact, may not be.

The Psalmist had a first-hand knowledge of pain and grief '""out of the depths
I call...My lnul is sated with troubles, my light draws nigh unto the grave,

I am counted with those who go down into the pit. Imhmun-thuhu'u

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

— —_— —_—
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. and more dominant note in the Psalme, 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 puuplu- walked a bitter history. They felt the sharp edge of the sword, the
racking pain of ﬂlnu.ll and the searing anguish of torment and exile. Was it not an

impertinence for them to :lci.ﬂl:- that life can be joyous and pleasing? How could

they? Their appreciation and eagerness grew out of their faith, their subtle and

wise understanding of God. Death was not to be feared for God ordains both life and 'F
death. The seed permits the harvest and the leaves fall from the tree for the new

buds to have a place to grow. Within our bodies there is a constant process of

death and renewal, decay and growth. Each generation gives birth to its successor !
and must give way for the young to come into their proper place and responsibility. J_

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 whom we have loved and lost: a father's patient ltrmgt- h, a teacher's
sheltering wisdom, a husband's gentle encouragement and silent understanding,

a child's eagerness and innocence, a friend's fine achievement. As we pass these
memories before our mind we recognize that death held no fear for such as these,
Hers were strong and proud pecple. Here were vigorous and generous human
beings. Here was love and sometimes ecstasy. There was accomplishment and
sometimes a true nobility, there was goodneas in their lives, peace in their

homes and confidence in their hearts; and there were the dark hours, the Ilﬂll!li
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 Hesekiah "the living, the

living, praise Thee as I do this day.”" Our memories give the lie to all postures
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of despair. Man can conquer the darkness. There is the thundering sky and

there is the bright sunshine. Our memories give us a courage, a faith to reach P
out, to explore, to dare, to adventure, to climb, to love, to share, to laugh. a
Let us go one step further into the faith that finde meaning in life. It wae &
an overwrought Job who cried out: Naked came I out of my mother's womb, naked P
shakk I return there. " His children, his health had been taken from him:; his o
world had suddenly opened under him. Yet, in trath, he was not naked when he fe
came into his world, he was born into a physician's skillful arms and into his 8
mother's love; into civilization and into a family, Nor do we die naked. We die
unto God's arms, and when we die not all is erased, There are the memories that i
we leave behind and more than memory there is the accomplishment, the home =
we have maintained in love, the profession we have honorably discharged, the books *E
Trhe ¥ Arvple webares o7
we have written, the counsel we have given, the opportanity we have lent The of

rabbis speak of those who leave life to the living. Are we not our parent's teaching?
In marriage did we not grow into another's vision? Did not a friend's sacrifice

spur our flagging interests? Melice ioa wosld-silbibrasiesand schogla ol museums
and welfare centgls ollew-smd-jrericeofepnegoguaiaficaling institutions ~sdaw
camnmemsbisase? Civilization is the creation and the gift to us of our dead. Clvi-
lization is the triamph of live over death.

s have come tgypay our last tribute of love to a fine and capable human

<l 70K WAeU ' :
being, PesslMeassing J-Bexp in a generation in whielrit was not easy for a woman
alone to make her way Pearl made b : lh 2 a position of respect and high re-
sponsibility,. Born igte-T community in which others took Toegranted opportunities
feanl duly divwnm A hadl
of educatipmand enrichment Nestsise. could mabagees he a

Et:&:uhﬂ ben §ilnlics Auy
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I rise with a heavy heart to speak this tribute of love and respect to a

p—

woman with who the pleasure of being associated professionally for over a

and for whom 1 davelnpm!—‘gﬁ::t(z;;e_:t as well as the warmest of feelings.

Mildred was a woman of energy and determination. Long before women's

de

lib became a conventional idea, Mildred trained herself for a meaningful profession.

- e
She never wavered in her commitment to it. Teaching eminently suited her. d
was sensitive without being sentimental. She delighted in human contact, but she had
no illusions about human natare. The future was somehow tied up to the release of
each child's potential. Raised in a home which was deeply Jewish, ,Mildred had the

o : She apclhe “y iihr'
greatest respect for the mind and for the dignity of each individua

. e T ( youFpow il
wvle 5o yTu | pfg}uvm-e-k—r v
I can testify to the quality of her work and to the efficiency with which she |, ..

g Ve
L |
administered our school, but what I remember most of Mildred as teacher and as “.f'. s

supervisor was her nwaranéi'a of the needs of the special child gifted and the

handicapped. The gifted were not to be héld back e administration's need to keep

e hand-i.'E'a'pE:d were met where they were

o

"'\-.\_\_‘
and given a sense of life's ibility. We organized the firwﬂnn class for
_

a school moving along at an even pace,

retarded children ur”EE: country and for two years Mildred taught ﬂu:e.ﬂﬂ‘ofen young
people. She g;va to her work every skill that she possessed without cutting back on
other responsibilities. She was pleased that many of her students grew into friends.

: L—‘!;ELTEr‘cd'n roots were deep in our community. te of our
n-:':;-_:ig'l_.__,.l-lar friendships were lifelong and wide-ranging. Lﬁﬁ&ﬁd was considerate
and sensitive to another's feelings, courteous always. Her interests were wide-ranging.
She always brought to her friendships quick wit, good humor and t’h_& willingness to

support another in a time of need and to rejoice with another in their time of happi-

ness. The efficiency of an office never intruded on her outside relationships.
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Like most professionals, MTI8red had two worlds - the wprld of her work
and the world of her home, her friends and various outside interests. Whatever her
personal anxieties, these never intruded on the workday and whatever her administra-

tive problems these did not intrude upon family time. {:’ EMas — (omiile

v Avn Crgc

It need hardly be said Mbdred had great respect for the values of our re-
ligious tradition, for the people of Israel and the land of Israel. The traditions that
ghe found in the home in which she was nartured gave grace to her life. She was raised
within a close-knit family and these ties were quintessential. A loving daughter, a de-
voted sister, Mf;i;;éd was a supportive and encouraging wife. She and-Gacrge estab-
lished a home full of love where their son amd-daughter were encouraged to develop
their own personalities and ways and were given their freedom so that they might re-

main close.

Her tastes simple, she did not like elaborate |

el Vr——_ ~




-a-ﬂ-
Through a lifetime of sweet service Alan Littman established the meaning

of his years. Our consolation is that he has left a legacy of fine and enncbling

A

I memories. All deaths are not alike, even as all lives are not of the same pattern.
When death comes © a man whose gifts were broadly shared, whose quality was
widely known, such a death can no longer be locked upon as stark tragedy, When
that life has been graced with rTP¥ ifitimacy and love,—swith the affection of family

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

it a measure of solace,

A man is as great as the dreams he dreams
As great as the love he bears

As great as the values he redeems,

And the happiness he shares,

A man is as great as the thoughts he thinks,
As the worth he has attained,

As the fountains at which his spirit drinks
And the insight he has gained.

A man is as great as the truth he speaks,
As great as the help he gives,

As great as the destiny he seeks,

As great as the life he lives,

(aitl
It is hard to associate the rea of death with Aleesslesbbsaan, Adan had
passed the standard mark of three score years and ten but his step had not lost
its bounce and his eye was alight with an eagernéss for a.'l.'l. life had to offer.
Adan walked and thought like a young man, He was vigorous without being

boisterous; eager to taste every experience without ever'y ing intemperate,
_.q.u--.n.l.-._-n-l--u-t-l-l-ﬁ- J © e B £ -
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WHO KNOWS THE NcEDS & FEARS WHICH SURGE IN ANCTHER'S
SOUL? WHO KNOWS HOW ANOTHER EXPRESSES HIS LOVE?
oU?s IS NOT TC JUDGE, ONLY TO GRIEVE, TO GRIEVE ONE WHO
TRIED TC EXPRESS HER LOVE & TCO MEET HER NEEDS BUT FOUND
LIFE BEYCOND MANAGEMENT.

SUTRORRN . Cows
WA= tEN—eRNTLED DESPERATELY TO FIND WAYS

TO EXPRESS THE FEELINGS THAT SURGED WITHIN HER---
HER SENSC OF THE BEAUTIFUL, HER LOVE OF FAMILY===
BUT SHE COULD NOT FIND THE KEY THAT WOULD UNLOCK
THAT DOOR. SHE CAME FROM A WARM & LOVINE FAMILY,

AND FAMILY WAS THE CENTER OF HER BEING. SHE WAS A
DUTIFUL DAUGHTER AND A LOVING SISTER wWHE=SHHPEY—sELhS
NGFTOHAVE CUMPEETRELY—GREHHP,

ALL LIFE IS A SEARCH--A SEARCH FOR OURSELVES.

FOR SOME THE WAY IS LONG & FRAUGHT WITH FRUSTRATION, |
S pane Jhe Lopwad ||

M_L THAT WE CAN SA !'3 THAT H‘HFE’I:'LEH 1 E[] WHEHU
a9t pLt ‘T'i.....; o - w .:,,- zﬂ-fﬂﬂ-rf

n i "l IIUl

& mn-r ‘-Prm 7 .,,;ﬁ.-ﬂ'
SHE TRIED BUT DID NOT SUCCEED IN Mnr HER
RELASLONSHIPS,




3

As mother, orandmother and oreat-
grandmother she was a source of guiet
strenaoth and oreat love. 5She was
determined not to intrude unon the lives
of her children, ©Ohe refused all

offers of housing. Her greatest jov
was the joy of seeing her sons and

her daughter grow into competent

adulthood and was nrivileged to know

that they in turn raised their children

to her standards and values.

There was music in her heart and
in her finogers and the joy of life was

part of the core of her bheing.

As a relatively young widow she
met a new set of resnonsibilities

with strenoth and determination.
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ohe walked her own wav with dionity

and with courage.

IT is hard even now to lose such
a woman even thouogh our minds tell us
she had come to the fullness of ane
and that life no lonoer had any zest
for her. Dorothy was a woman of areat
dionity. She enjoyed unhroken ocood
health most of her life. These last
months could not have heen nleasant
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.
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It is the wisdom of our neonle
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 aratitude
to God for allowing us to share our
existence with a nerson of quality,.

God gave Dorothy nhysical strenoth,

He hlessed her with a cood 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 nlace of quiet hYeauty, an outward
reflex of her own snirit. She dressed
well, without any show of arrogoance,
She enjoyed the good things in 1life
and now that 1life was no lonoger oood

she was prepared to meet her maker. |
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What more can he said?

What more need he said?

Naniel Jeremv Silver

Aoril 7, 1988




4E ARE NOW UNITED IN GRIEF. WE GRIEVE NOT ONLY FOR
A lﬁgfﬂiggﬁl{?ﬂs BUT FOR A LIFE THAT AS NEVER FULLY
g@Eﬁeéﬁaﬂﬂﬁ LIVED? YET THERE WAS A SENSE OF HER POTENTIAL
THESE=L ASFUONTHS Ok _LLENESS HICH GAVE US A SENSE OF THE
COURAGE WHICH LAY WITHIN HER SOUL.

{ITH US THERE ARE NO WORDS, ONLY THE MUSIC, THE LOVE,

THE GRIEF, WHICH BIND US CLOSE. | HAVE NO EXPLANATIONS,
ONLY CONCERNS. | HAVE NO WORDS, ONLY THE CONF IDENCE
THAT EVERY NIGHT MUST END---THAT THERE 1S ALWAYS A NEV DAWN.




;laire Meisel - T-

THERE IS A WELL-KNOWN MIDRASH WHICH
PLAYS ON THE LETTERS iw#HE HEBREW WORD
FOR A MAN--"ISH"--AND FOR WOMAN: "ISHAH."
IN HEBREW MAN & WOMAN SHARE TWwO LETTERS,
ALEPH AND SHIN, WHICH FORM THE WORD
"AISH," FIRE. A MAN & A WOMAN ARE DRAWN
TOGETHER BY THE FIRE OF LOVE. 8 A
GREAT LOVE WAS BETWEEN ED AND
CLAIRE--BUT LOVE IS ONLY THE BEGINNING |
LR IEBPOEEFeS . FOR A MARRIAGE TO BE [
G0OD & LASTING, THERE MUST BE A SENSE OF |
- HOLY PURPOSE. THE WORDS "MAN" & "WOMAN"
INCLUDE TWO OTHERS LETTERS, YO0D & HE,
WHICH TAKEN TOGETHEP FORM THE NAME OF GOD.
WHEN GOD ENTERS THE HOME AND HOLINESS
CONSECRATES THE MARRWSE, THEN IT IS TRULY
BINDING & JOYOUS. THESE TWO WONDERFUL

g
PEOPLE WHO SERVET S ALLoMHETR LIVES WERE

BLESSED FOR OVER 50 YEARS BY THAT SERVICE.
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Claire Meise$l 4

SHE RETURNED TO HER FAMILY A DEEP
AND ABIDING LOVE AND A WARM & ABIDING
DEVOTION. MOSES IBN EZRA, THE MEDIEVAL
POET, DESCRIBED A WOMAN LIKE CLAIRE WITH
THESE WORDS: "GRACE wAS IN HER SOUL,
GENEROSITY IN HER HEART, HER LIPS WERE
EVER FAITHFUL." THIS WAS CLAIRE ™ GOODNESS,
MODESTY, JMBAMEMF- VIGOR, GRACE OF BEARING,
SENSITIVEITY, QUIET SELF-CONTROL, WARMTH
---SUCH VIRTUES WERE /e SoommeicenSeans |
INSTINCTIVE TO HER BEING. THEY LIVE ON, |
AND WILL LIVE ON,IN THE MEMORES OF |
SHARED OCCASIONS.
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IN CEDAR RAPIDS AND IN CLEVELAND THEIR
HOME WAS A PLACE OF WARMTH & ENCOURAGEMENT,
OF PEACE, HEALTH, & HAPPINESS. WHATEVER

THE DEMANDS PLACED UPON THEM BY BUSY LIVES,
HERE WERE THEIR ROOTS, APt asmeR—

i _.,_..-l"u.. -u:-- -- o 8 o — - & [ R -

AND HERE THEY RAISED THEIR DAUGHTER & SON
INTO FINE ADULTHOOD & REJOICED IN THEIR

MATURITY.
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&REAT_
CLAIRE FACED 2 OWS IN HER LIFE:

MBK THE DEATH OF HER HUSBAND AND THE
DEATH OF HER BELOVED DAUGHTER, SARANE.
CLAIRE NEVER REALLY GOT OVER SARANE’S
DEATH, YET SHE CONTINUED TO FACE EACH DAY
WITH STEADY COURAGE.

THROUGH ALL THIS UNHAPPINESS,
CLAIRE MAINTAINED HER LOVE OF FAMILY AND ¢F
HER GRANDCHILDREN. TO A DEGREE, THE
BITTERNESS OF SARANE'S aEATﬁ}ﬁﬁ%ﬁRED HER

, BUT SHE REMAINED OPEN TO

HER GRANDCHILDREN'S LOVE AND PARTICULARLY
WITH STANLEY & BOBBE'S CHILDREN HAD A
WONDERFUL RELATIONSHIP. |
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LIFE IS AN UNOERTAIN & DEMANDING

ENTERPRISE. CLAIRE BROUGHT HAPPINESS
AND JOY #HEREVER SHE ENTERED, AND THE
41SDOM OF COMMON SENSE. SHE KNEW THAT
SHE WAS NOT IMMORTAL. SHE BORE MER YEARS
WITH A COURAGE THAT WE SOMEHOW INSTINGTIVELY
EXPECTED OF HER. BUT SHE WAS READY TO
DIE AND SPDK?EF THIS DESIRE OFTEN.

| SUSPECT SHE WOULD BEGRUDGE HER DEATH
ONLY IF IT SHADOWED THE LIVES OF THOSE
WHOM SHE LOVED AND WHOSE HAPPINESS WAS
MORE PRECIOUS TO HER THAN LIFE ITSELF.




Claire Meisel-11-

CAND FRIENOS, DEAR FRIENDS,
WHEN SHALL IT 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’®

Paniel Jeremy Silver

March 14, 1988




Claire Meisel - 3a

CLAIRE LOVED TO TRAVEL AND WAS
INDEFATIGABLE IN HER INTERESTS.
| REMEMBER 2 TRIPS SHE TOOK WITH US
TO EUROPE---SHE WAS A DELIGHT ON THBSE
TRIPS, THE OLDEST AMONG US, AND YET
THERE WAS NOTHING SHE WOULDN'T DO &
DION'T DO. WE HAD WORRIED ABOUT HER AGE,
BUT NEEDN'NT. SHE WAS & WILLING TO
TRAVEL ALL DAY AND &0 TO THEATER WITH
US IN THEE EVENING---AND SHE WAS ALIVE
AND VITAL THE wHOLE TIME.

MU
MEVITADIL
% L-..-.. ..-r- ; -,.
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A 3000 & LOYAL JEW, HAZR4ET WAS ONE
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OF THE LIGIOUS
SCHQOL WHFEN | FA-R&F CAME BACK TO THE TEMPLE
THIRTY YEARS AGO— 1T~ FOUND—HER THEN--

Sha v

AS | ALWAYS—FOUNDHER O _BE--A ND-NGHSENBQJ

PRACTICAL PERSON WHO KNEW WHAT IT MEANT
TO ROLL UP HER SLEEVES & GET, DU”N TO WORK
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Mlei ﬁFFE AN OPINTON SIFFEREHI FROM HERS.
Taw™M | ATER, | WAS TO MARVEL AT HERRHET 'S
STRENGTH AS SHE FACED THE INEVITABLE DARK
DAYS. WHEN "2am DIED, THE—HUSBAND—OF HER
LOVE, SHE FAGCED THE LOSS & WIDOWHO0OD

W1 TH REMARKABLE COURAGE. | HEARD HER
SPEAK* OF THEIR LOVE BUT NEVER A WORD OF

SELF-PITY. WE_ALl SAW HER COURAGE AGAIN
THESE—LAST MONTHSAS—SHE FACED—H-LNESS

A INEVITABIL | TH.
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HARRIET WAS A LADY, AN INTELLIGENT
AND EFFECTIVE WOMAN: A PRIVATE PERSON
WHO KNEW HER OWN MIND: A CONCERNED
CITIZEN WHO WAS SENSITYVELY AND
WHOLE -HEARTEDLY COMMITTED TO A VISION
OF A WORLD OF DECENCY, JUSTICE & PEACE;
AND A HARD WORKER WHO WAS AN ACTIVE
Ceona it
PARTNER IN THE WORK OF THE TEMPEE.
HER BROAD & ENCOMPASSING FAITH IN GOD
AND GOODNESS COMMITTED HER TO THE
IMPERATIVE OF DOING JUSTIGCE,
OF LOVING MERCY, AND OF WALKING HUMBLY
WITH GOD--AND SHE WORKED IN THAT VINEYARD
ALL HER DAYS.
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IN THAT CLASSIC COLLECTION OF WlSDOM
% INSIGHT WE CALL THE MIDRASH, THE STORY
IS TOLD THAT AT THE BEGINNING OF CREATION
THE BIRDS NOTICED THAT THE BRANCHES OF
ORDINARY TREES SIGHED IN THE WIND, BUT
THAT THE BRANCHES OF FRUIT-BEARING TREES
MADE LITTLE, IF ANY, SOUND. GCURIOSITY
LED TO QUESTIONS. THE BIRDS ASKED THE
FRUIT-BEARING TREES WHY THEY WERE SILENT.
THE TREES REPLIED: OUR FRUITS ARE
SUFFICIENT ADVERTISEMENT FORUS.

HARRIET'S ACCOMPL ISHMENTS WERE MANY
AND THEY SPOKE OF HER AND FOR HER. SHE
WAS THE LAST PERSON TO SPEAK OF HER
ACHIEVEMENTS SINCE SHE HAD NEITHER NEED
NOR DESIRE TO STRUT ON THE PUBLIC STAGE.
SHE SERVED BECAUSE SHE WAS GREAT-HEARTED
% CARING, AND SHE SERVED EFFEGTIVELY.
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SARRH STALOSKY

Death is an inevitable comolement
of life. Death is of life's most
elemental nature. Dust we are;tu
dust we return. Death is universal,
Death is our destiny. Death does not

consign us to oblivion. |t does not
return us to the earth as it was.

The spirit returns to God who gave it.
We do not know what lies beyond the
bourne of time. We can be assured that
God, our loving father, does not forsake
us. |In death our life merely takes on
another form. This is received under
God'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.
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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 g::iﬁ£8+aieuky, " karre=Garaty, "
a woman of great dignity and quiet
strength whom God has taken back unto
Himself.

it

She led a quiet life in a circle
of good and lifelong friends., She hd
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 E%nse and ever
.

helpful.  As a wife to B4d1 she was full
of love :%d encouragement, a woman of

\"ﬂ.lﬂ'r.. M:&J
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As a relatively young widow she
met a new set of responsibilities with
strength and determ|nattnn She—waiked
yfars. Her
ere seaﬁ&d to self-pjfty. he
walked her ujh way with dignity and
with courage® = —

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 hal any zest
for her. s h was a woman of great
dignity. She enjoyed unbroken good
health most of her life. These last
months ?';;e nn"c““;l;sant for her.
Life and dignity were equivalent in
her mind. She must have welcomed
death, but still, there is tpgwpﬂttqu

of the loss of one who is oa-n-"c‘ﬂir-ﬂ-
¢ lose—and—dear.
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|t is the wisdom of our people

¢ at times such as this to remind ourselves _
o< the measure of our grief is the measure’

of our love. The measure of our love
is the measure of our gratitude to God =%
allowing us to share our EKIStEWﬁE with
a person of quality. God gave Serah
physical strength and _a ealmspirit.

He blessed her with a good mind and
determination, a—b+t—of instinetive
human—wi-sdenm, Séhah was a woman of
faith. She had faith in life _and in
tomorrow and God. 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
fn:ﬁ:kd-i%ty without any show of
arrogance., She en_joyed the good things
in 1life and now that 1life was no longer
good she was prepared to meet her
maker.




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

Daniel Jeremy Silver

March 13, 1988
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THIS 1S A LEAJEN & OJIFFICULT HOUR.
We HAVE BEEN BROUGHT CLOSE TO OEATH, AND

LTy
EVEN AS WE REVIEW AND PRAISE CLAYRE'S

AR J2d ppi€s Thb ATL] Moy i \ 5 bl TL par 9\

SRAGE & QUALTTY “WE PROTEST THE INTRUSION -
OF JEATH.
WHAT UNDERSTANDING CAN BE OURS?
| HAVE NO SUPERIOR WISDOM TO SHARE WITH YOU.
| CANNOT SOLVE FOR YOU THE EQUATIONS OF
GOD'S MATHEMATICS NOR JUSTIFY TO YOU
GOD'S DECISIONS, ALTHOUGH | 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.
"SEEK NOT TO EXPLAIN GOD'S WAYS TO MAN
FOQR THEY ARE BEYOND YOUR UNDERSTANDING."
THIS IS THE KEY INSIGHT OF ANCESTRAL
W1SDOM.
LIFE IS A GIFT NOT OF OUR CHOOSING.
; DEATH 1S A FACT NOT OF OUR WILLING. WE DO
NOT SCHEDULE OUR ARRIVAL. WE CANNOT

SCHEOULE OUR DEPARTURE. -




Clal el s -

3 JO0 IS AFFIRM
ﬁ_rﬂlLL THAT wE CAN S :

AS Gt®@IRE DID, THE OPPORTUNITY WHICH IS LIFE
AND TO MAKE THE MOST OF ITS BLESSING.

| AFFIRM THIS, ALSO, THAT DEATH IS
NOT PAIN BUT THE ABSENCE OF PAIN.
DEATH 1S NOT OBLIVION BUT A TRANSLATION
OF THE SOUL INTO A NEW DIMENSION OF MEMORY .

& bHEE HA

WE CRY NOW NOT FOR FSS#E WHO B PASSED ON
BUT FOR THOSE WHO HAVE BEEN LEFT BEHIND.
THE LOSS AND LONELINESS 1S OURS. HER PAIN

IS OVER. sﬁ:&ﬁ: AT PEACE. WE ARE BEREFT.

SHE IS WITH GOD. WE ARE ALONE. HER PEACE
1S TluELﬁs-smﬁp OUR LONELINES DAILY
( BURDEN. |




Claire Meisel -3

WHAT CONSOLATION CAN BE OURS?
WE CAWNOT CONSOLE OURSELVES WITH REASON,
BUT wE D0 SHARE A COMMUNITY OF SADNESS
AND THE CONSOLATION OF FAITH.
OUR TRADITION3 INSISTS THAT THE RIGHTEOUS
ARE LIVING, EVEN THOUGH DEAD.
S GLATRE WAS K WOWAN OF EXCEPTTOURAE—
QUAL I TYNWHO GRACED HER MANY YEARS wITH
A RARE SWEETNESS & FINENESS. SHE GOVERNED
HER RELATIONS WITH OTHERS BY A LAW OF
TENDER CONCERY. Wmseull-soue aialesrmrgiar
HER DEEDS WERE
ALWAYS GENEROUS.\ HER HEART WAS BVER OPEN.
SHE GRACED HER RELATIONSHIPS WITH
SENSITIVE TACT & INSTINCTIVE SYMPATHY.
SHE BORE HERSELF WITH GREAT DIGNITY.
SHE DRESSED WITH CARE WND HAD A GREAT
APPRECIATON OF BEAUTY, #8B HER HOME BESPOKE
THAT APPRECIATION.




HerrTet—Roth
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AHEN | HEARD OF HARRHETS DEATH,
A THOUGHT WHICH GEORGE BERNARD SHAW
SPOKE SOME YEARS AGO CAME TO MY MIND:

"PEOPLE ARE ALWAYS BLAMING CIRCUMSTANGES
FOR WHAT THEY ARE. | DON'T BELIEVE IN
CIRCUMSTANCES. THE PEOPLE WHO GET ON
IN THIS WORLD ARE THE PEOPLE WHO GET UP
& LOOK FOR THE CIRCUMSTANGES THEY WANT.
OF THEY CAN'T FIND THEM, THEY MAKE THEM."

HARNSET WAS NOT ONE TO BLAME
CIRCUMSTANGES. SHE KEPT HER LIFE
UNDER HER CONTROL. SHE WAS A GRACIOUS
WOMAN, A LADY, BUT SHE KNEW HER MIND AND
4ENT HER WAY UNDETERRED BY CHANGING FADS
& FASHIONS OR BY THE ATTITUDES OF OTHERS.
HARRFET WAS A FULLY SHAPED INDIVIDUAL WHO
01D NOT NEED THE APPROVAL OF OTHERS.

- i il By _;i
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SOME, ARE MOVED BY ERRATIC IMPULSE.
HARRTET PLANNED & THOUGHT OUT & FOLLOWED
THROUGH. TQ THOSE OF US WHO SAW HER
EFFICIENTLY WRGANISING AER HUSBAND'S
WORK OR SEEIN SUCCESS OF A PROGRAM,
on T RS SOME T IMBS DJFFIGULT TO REGOGNIZE
THAT SHE WAS THE\PRIVATE PERSON WE KNEwW
4HO SEEMED MOS FORTABLE WITHIN THE
INTIMATE CIRECE OF ‘CLOSE FRIENDS & FAMILY.
T WAS BORN® INTO A CLOSE AND
7 D THE_FREEDOMS
“THE TRADITION OF LEARNING
SHEBM LEARNED EARLY THAT
LIFE MUST BE LED FOR GOALS BEYOND THOSE
OF PERSONAL BENEFIT. FRDMﬁ%%EIH TO AGE,

LOVING_F

HER LIFE #AS OF A PIEGE. ET WAS
REMARKABLY UHTOUBHED BY THE MATERIALISM OF
OUR TIMES. SHE DRESSED CAREFULLY. W1 THOUT
ANY NEED FOR CONBPICUOUS DISPLAY. HER HOME
WAS A PLACE OF WELCOME & COMFORT, WHERE IT
WAS CLEAR THAT PRIORITY WAS ON LIVING &
SHARING RATHER THAN HAVING.
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AS YOU WOULD EXPECT, THIS WOMAN OF
INTELL | GENCE, WHOSE MIND WAS WELL-FURNISHED
AND WHOSE HEART WAS SENSITIVE TO HUMAN NEED,
WAS A WELCOME COMPANION & FRIEND. THERE
WAS NO LEGITIMATE DEMAND ON HER TIME THAT
SHE DIQNOT RESPOND TO WILLINGLY.

HER ADVICE WAS OFTEN SOUGHT, AND
ALWAYS SOUND.

HER KINDNESSES WERE LEGION.

MANY HAEE COMPANIONS WITH WHOM THEY
TEMPORARILY SHARE TIME, SPACE, & INTERESTS.
ARRIET'S RELATIONSHIPS WERE CLOSER AND
BASED ON TRULY SHARED INTERESTS.
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| WOULD REMIND YOU OF THE CUSTOM
AMONG OUR PEOPLE WHICH HAS US LIGHT A
CANDLE OF REMEMBRANCE AT SUCH AN HOUR
AS THIS. AT FIRST GLANGCE, THIS SYMBOL
SEEMS STRANGE. ®OULD IT NOT BE MORE
FITTING TO EXTINGUISH THE TAPER, EVEN AS
A LIFE HAS BEEN SNUFFED OUT? BUT IT IS
THE WAY OF WISDOM TO REMIND OURSELVES
THAT A PRECIOUS LIFE, A GOOD & SIGNIFICANT
LIFE, 1S NEVER SNUFFED OUT. SIGNIFICANCE IS
IMMORTAL. WE #ILL OFTEN RECALL CLAIRE'S
GENEROSITY OF SELF, HER SPIRITUAL VIGOR,
HER ENERGY, HER WHOLESOMENESS, THE
PLEASURES WE FOUND IN HER FRIENDSHIP,
THE UNDERSTMANDING SHE BROUGHT TO HER

FRIENI.TIE‘»HIF‘*&ig G A A NP AT FERER R b

HE
SUEEeeEs-) OF FERED HERSELF IN EVERY
RELATIONSHIP. * THESE MEMORIES #ILL ECHO

THROUGH THE LONG YEARS. THEY BIND US
TOGETHER ACROSS LIFE & DEATH.




;laire Meisel - 6-

THE RIGHTEOUS ARE CALLED LIVING

EVEN WHEN DEAD. CE®IRE WAS ONE OF THOSE
FINE HUMAN BEINGS WHO NOT ONLY HAS MANY
FRIENDS, BUT DESERVE® MANY FRIENDS.

SHE WAS LOYAL, OPEN, RESPONSIVE, AND
SENSITIVE. THE SPSALMIST WROTE THAT
"GLADNESS OF HEART 1S THE LIFE OF A MAN"
——-AND OF THIS WOMAN. THERE WAS A WARM,
STEADY GLOW DEEP IN HER SOUL WHIGH ALLOWED
HER TO REJOIGE IN EVERY DAY AND EVERY
OPPORTUNITY. SHE WALKED WITH A FIRM STEP,
FULLY ALIVE. ' -
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THE-Y—*&R-K-E-H—ID-GE.H:IER_A-H—B—H-GE{HER THEY

(Elsidn @R

FQ-U-H-E-—I-HP-P—I-H-E-S—S——A:H-D BUILT A SOLID HOME
T
IN WHICH THEY ENCOURAGED THEIR SON&:&

DMFGHFER, WITH LOVE & WISDOM, TO FULFILL
THEHR CAPACITIES AND UNDERSTAND THE GOOOD
& ESSENTIAL VALUES TO WHIGH THEY WERE
COMMITTED. NOTHING BROUGHT HARRHET
GREATER PLEASURE THAN THE ACCOMPLISHMENTS |
OF HER CHFEBREN, EXCEPT PERHAPS THE
ACCOMPL | SHMENTS OF THE GRANDGHILDREN
WHOSE SPECIAL TALENTS SHE CHERISHED AND
IN WHOSE GROWTH, CAPACITY, AND MATURITY

SHE TOOK SUBH PRIDE .=Thoir 3o s osim Lo
e oy .
Foeltow Rerary,
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| DO NOT KNOW WHAT HARRHET WOULD
NANT US TO SAY AT THS TIME. A PRIVATE
PERSON, SHE KEPT HER DEEPEST FEELINGS
TO HERSELF, BUT HER ACTIONS RE?EALﬂ,Fi; :
SOMETHING OF HER FEELINGS. A PROUD " ke -
NOMAN ALWAYS, SHE DID NOT--1 AM CONFIDENT--
BEGRUDGE DEATH, CERTAINLY NOT A DEATH
WHICH LIBERATED HER FRuﬁ:|NcAPABITY
A WISE WOMAN ALWAYS, SHE WOULD--wpewi AGAIN,
| AM CONFIDENT--ASK THOSE |CLOSEST AND
DEAREST THAT THEY HONOR HER MEMORY THROUGH
THE QUALITY OF THEIR LIVE$, BY KEEPING CLOSE
THE TIES OF FAMILY AND BY/OFFERING

THEMSELVES IN SERVICE.

T
»T
1 Al —=rv
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WHEN OUR TRADITION WISHES TO HONOR

ONE WHO 1S TRULY WORTHY OF HONOR, IT
SPEAKS OF THAT PERSON AS HAVING LEFT LIFE
TO THE LIVING. THOSE OF QUALITY LEAD
LIVES WHICH ENABLE OTHERS TO LIVE WITH
A GREATER AMPLITUDE. HARRTET LEFT LIFE
TO THE LIVING, AND IN DOING SO SHE NOT
ONLY ESTABLISHED HER OWN IMMORTALITY

Yeps BUT SERVED AS AN EXAMPLE TO ALL OF US
OF THE POSSIBILITIES WITH WHI@H

A GRACIOUS GOD ENDOWED US.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

MaTc 3, 1988
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The Book of Proverbs ends with a poem which praises those whom the writer
calls "women of valor™ - who looks well to the ways of her household. When I
was informed of Connie Haber's death, two lines from that evocation came to mind.

The heart of her husband doth safely trust in her

And he has no lack of gain
She does him good and not evil
All the vas of her life.
¢ En _
For @@ years Swmie was a loving, loyal and thoughtful helpmate. Raised to value

family and marriage and to accept the thesis that a woman fulfilled herself through

the support and encouragement she provided her hunbanq} wheén good fortune brought

wy
Eéinin the love of a truly good and capable man, she threw her considerable in-

H‘l'..r'l'
telligence and determination into her wifely tasks. She shared with Ph{l not only ]

Tle pamiets B P:E’J” abblyn <o T

nnd joy but &n unshakable commitment to such values as rectitude and

raapnnﬂlhilitf. There was never any doubt that they shared life fully and were
at one in their goals. I—would—have—iiked-to—have beenat—the Bervice of recon-
gecration which Mel Harris organized for their-55th wedding anniversary and to

have felt a palpable sense Of quiet satisfection as they rﬁjﬁiEﬂd easily and

openly in their memaries of the WOpés and tasks which had bound them close.
b

Their lives underscore the truth of an cbservation by the French essayist,

Michel de Montaigne:

A good marriage. . .is a sweet society of life, full of constancy,
of trust and of a number of profitable and solid offices and mutual

obligations.
B adl= .
I knew Gesflie as an older woman, one-wmiswy porents’' genecation, as a
lady of the old school, gracious and mannerly, who greeted you with a smile and
careful courtesy, who dressed well but without ostentation, a straight-backed

and disciplined pérson who carried herself with quiet dignity and kKept her private

concerns to herself. In our times it has been something of a virtue for people

to pour it all out. Connie kept a tight rein on self-pity. The old-fashioned

word "lady™ fit her well.




She was deeply) pleaged at Phil's success and the significant public roles
e e “
he filled iF r city, but she had no de®ife to share with him the public stage.

Her world was that of her home and the close circle of lifelong friends who shared
Mt Child “Any

her values, were interested in ideas and the institutions which occupied her
I

thoughts,

T wite with-—her at the capd table. Her mind was
n,“q,
active and richly stocked. Comanfe had enjoyed many privileges - a first-rate

education, tra®®l, the company of interesting people, good conversation and she
had taken full advantage of these opportunities. She read. She enjoyed all that in
beautiful. She was very much a part of the world even though she never allowed
the world to disturb the inner spaces of her life.

Connie had arrived at an age when many of her friends had gone before and

B

the physic&l tations, inevitable in age, made movement #tfficult and painful;

but being the determine son she was, she kept rself going Some, forced to

e

ax

move one difficult step at a time, iemse lves away from life. Connie con-

tinued to travel, to wvisit wi er friends for ca dinner. Our last meeting

was on a Friday night few minutes before the vesper service, in the halls of

the Temple. by a walker, Connie was making her way slowly down the long

hall he chapel I asked how she was feeling. S5he smiled and turned my guestion
aBide. She asked about my family. 'It's Phil's yahrzeit, I had to come.'

I s Pangd (b,

__H_HQL'?&; who spent so much time with hi's mother these last years, speaks
of her "indomitable will.®" Truly, hers was the courage to press on.

In. every life there are shadows. When I asked Richard what he would want
—
to be the thrust of-this service, he answered, "honesty. In a brief memoir, he

e -

prepared for me, he included a graph which began: "Her sons often disappointed

her." He spoke of her hope for grandchi n and of the inevitable differences

S

in life style and ngpirhﬂ::uu of separate generation

but hpd_;lu'iiﬁte of the closeness and understanding which h

f times of enstrangement;

developed in recent

years, of a mother who had the courage to continue to reach out, to seek to un-
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derstand and to share - and we must speak of the tenderness and care that he
offered without stint.

Connie, fortunately, was spared the indignity of prolonged incapacity.
Death came swiftly to one who met each day with courage. We must be grateful
that she was not robbed of her dignity by illness or age. It was time for her
to die and we must be grateful not only that God gave us the rich blessing of her
person but also the dignity of a relatively swift death.

Daniel Jeremy Silver

February 25, 985
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Constance M, Haber

She was, firast of all, the wife and loving helpmate of her husband
Fhilmore. She encouraged him in all his activities as a lawyer and
in Jewlsh organizations., They had the good fortune to be together

for 59 years until his death in 1977. Among the high spots were the
the celebrations of thelr 50th and 55th anniversaries, both in FPalm
Springé. On their 55th a service reconfirming thelr marriage was
conducted by their friend, Mel Harris--once a Rabbl at The Temple.
Mel was also wlith her at _aikoner the night before she died.

She survived three heart attacks and the deaths of her husband and younger son
and remained strong and alert umtil the end. It was extremely difficglt

for her to walk but she learned to live with pain=--s0 she continued

to play carde and nEh jong 3 or 4 times a week and to make her annual

visit to Falm Springs. She did not do it the easy way. If I had to sum up
Connie in a single word, the word would be "indomitable®,

Her sons often disappointed her., Nelther provided the grandchild she
dearly wanted, Nelther acohleved success as the world views success,

Her younger son, James, died more than 5 years ago after a tormented

life., Hichard was a young man of promise who never fulfilled that promise,
But he was always a devoted son, Though he lived in New York with his
friend Baoul, he spent at leasst half his time here==first to be with

his father during his long 1llness and then to be a companion and helper
to his Mother, And of course there were the annual trips to Palm Springs
with Richard and his friend Raoul.

Though her standards were exacting and her values wer e conventional, she
came in time to realize that the world was bigger than the world she had

known and that lntegrity and idealism could exist in many enviromments

and in differing lifestyles. This abilty to grow, to expand her horizens,
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As a result she and Richard were able in recent years to talk
about almost everything and they became in many ways closer

than ever before

She inspired loyalty in her friends, Many of her card partners
had been friends most of her life---samoulike Secr Szndes’ had been
her friends 2ince childhood.

She also inapired the loyalty of those who worked for her. She
was not always an easy perzon to work for--she expected a great
deal from her employees, But they stayed with her. Her cook,
Eva Dennis, had been with her for 45 years.

It was it ting that the night before she died, she gave a small
dinner party for friends., She was the same gracious hostess as
always, Noone could have suspected when she sald good-night to her
friends that she would be gone within 30 hours,

IndomitABLE might come at end.

She loved to play cards,

Her mind was sharp and quick and she kept herself up to dETE
~=fully informed about the world she lived in.






