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AD.EL I NE KANE 
. . 

Adeline was a gracious and qraceful 

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 
. -
an· d -o u· r ·re_ n,r.J l e . • 

...... . 

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 

i 11 o f a n y o n e , s h e ma n a g e d a . h o me w h i -c h 

was an open house to. her fr i"ends and to 

their children, a welcoming .and 
. . 

warm place. She had many friends and 

deserved them. 



Freda Kline 

I have always thought of Ralph Waldo Fmerson as a rather forbidding figure: as 

a typical self-reserved, disciplined, dour New Englander; but recently I've been read

ing a good bit of Emerson and I've care across a sensitive and enpathetic side to his 

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

a perfume you cannot pour on others without getting a few drops on yourself." I 

thought of Emerson's observation when I heard of Freda's untimely death, for she had 

brought happiness to ma.rzy with the good feelings that were instinctive to her, and 

the sweet grace of her deeds was returned to her in the secure int:unacy of her life 

with Hayden. Life is never easy. Freda had faced ma.rzy responsibilities and challenges. 

She had met each with quiet courage, and whenever we talked I sensed in her gratitude 

that it had all turned out well. 

The Psalmist wrote: "Gladness of heart is the life of~ 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 arourrl 

herself a world that was hanoonious, a reflex of her sense of beauty. She dressed 

with care but without ostentation. She walked lightly and carried her fragile beauty . 

with conslll118.te grace. Her manner was gentle and understated. '!here was nothing of 

the hail-fellow well-rret 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 ideas, 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 CCJ11Tl€!00rated our history. 
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Her faith was broad arrl rested on the basic decency of the htnnan soul. Her re-

ligion was that of kindness and good deeds. She made the transition fran her family's 

world to the world of her husband without loosening her ties to the one or feeling 

ill 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 welcane companion, 

a woman of quality. 

It is not our right or our intention to intrude on the close ties of family and 

love, but surely this can be said and should be said. Freda's love was a full can-

mi tment of herself. She was a devoted mother and wife. Her way was the way of giving 

and caring, and in large measure her happiness was derived fran the happiness of those 

she loved. She and Hayden shared nearly thirty years of rare int1ma.cy . 
. 

Death came swiftly and unexpectedly. There was no t1me for preparation. There 

are no explanations. Words never justify. What we share today is a camruni ty of 

feeling and of sadness. One who is part of our world, a close and good friend, is 

dead. If there is 8I'fJ consolation it is in the fact that Freda did not suffer, that 

her grace was not damaged. She died as she lived, quietly, unobtrusively, proud in 

the accomplishments of her daughter and grandson, secure in the love of her family 

and her husband. The rabbis spoke of such a death as the kiss of God. It is hard 

to accept it 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 Jererey Silver 

January 20, 1981 



Dear Rabbi1 

413 ST. CLAIR AVENUE, N.W. 

CLEVELAND, CHIC 44113 

216/621-1793 

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 

y 



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 ASSEMBLE. THIS 

IS SIMPLY A COMMITAL SERVICE IN WHICH WE 

PLACE THE BODY IN ITS GRAVE, ACCOMPANIED 

WITH t'1>RAYER. 
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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 T.w.EY WERE WISE, THAT TH.Y WOULD 

CONSIDER TMl'CR LATTER END! FOR WHEN 

MAN DIETH, HE SHALL CARRY NOTHING AWAY; 

HIS GLORY SHALL NOT DESCEND AFTER HIM. 

MARK THE PERFECT MAN, AND BEHOLD THE 

UPRIGHT; FOR THE END OF THAT MAN IS PEACE. 
I 

THE LORD REDEEMe1-H THE SOULS OF HIS 

SERVANTS; AND NONE OF THEM THAT TRUST IN 

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 IS HIS MERCY TOWARD THEM THAT 

FEAR HIM. 

AS FAR AS THE EAST IS FROM THE WEST, 

SO FAR HATH HE REMOVED OUR TRANSGRESSIONS 

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 C0VEN ANT, 

AND TO ·THOSE THAI REMEMBER ~ HIS PRECEPTS 

TO DO THEM. 
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ALL FLESH IS GRASS, & THE GOODLINESS 

THEREOF AS THE FLOWER OF THE FIELD. 

GRASS WIETHERETH, THE FLOWER FADETH. 

THE 

THE 

DUST BODY DIETH & IS LAID IN THE EARTH. 

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 IS 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 

SANCTIFrnl ~~Y -MEMORY & GLORIFIED 8Y HOPE. 



Mother come from o lorge ond cohesive f omily. She, obviously. wos the the 

1 ast survivor of her generation at 97 years o 1 d. 

In many ways she was the product of the great migration from Europe at 

the end of the 19th century. Her parents went to Oil City, Pa first where 

other members of her f other's f omily lived ond then they moved to 

Youngstown, OH. Allen and Tillie spent the first decade of their marriage 

in \'oungstown ond moved to Cl eve 1 and in 1922. First the f omi 1 y 1 i ved in 

Clevelond Heights, where Howord, Norman, ond Notalie 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 ref erred to 

as "The House" . 

While Allen and Tillie had only high school education, it was expected that 

a 11 the chi 1 dren would go to universities. And that was i tm 

When World Wor 11 broke out, it wos o 1 so expected thot Howord ond 

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

Forces. They did. Allen tried to serve but wos rejected due to his oge, 

much to his chagrin. 

For mony yeors, the Klivons home wos 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 it was 

now for everyone. 

Typica11y, Mother was first of 011 o Mother ond Wife. She port icipoted 

with only those groups where there wos o 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 Brai 11 e. She enjoyed going to the Thursday ni te Symphony concerts at 

Severance Ha 11 and Opero week was important to her. She wos not a 

"joiner" of groups or orgonizotions where she would be uncomfortable ond 

could not be of help. 

She o 1 ways hod a good fee 11 ng ond off ect ion for The Temp 1 e ond both Rabbi 

Abbo Silver and Rabbi Daniel Silver. And, oltho she was raised in o more 

trodi ti ona 1 home, there was no question or doubts ob out 1 i vi ng in the more 

seculor and liberal reformed environment. 

(If more comes to mind, 1 ·11 shore it with you 1 ater on.) 

Don't know just how much Mel Hams will contribute to service. Music 

probebly before and efter the service but unlikely during. Howerd and 

Norman would each like to say a few words about Mother. 



TILLIE KLIVANS 

WE HAVE COffi TO PAY A PUBLIC TRIBUTE OF RESPECT TO A TRULY GRACIOUS 

LADY, GREAT-HEARTED & 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 RUNNING WITH THE CRO-ID. FROM OIL CITY TO 

YOUNGS'l'O-lN TO CLEVELAND, TILLIE LED AN UNSELF-coNSCIOUS AND MF...ANINGFUL 

LIFE. SHF. KNEW HER MIND. SHE KNEW HO\f 'ID BUII.D FRIENDSHIPS AND WHO 

WAS IDRTH JOINING IN FRIENDSHIP. SHE DRESSED WEIL, YEr WITHOUT OSTENTATION. 

SHE LIVED WITHOUT PRErENSE OR POSTURING. SHE HAD MANY FRIENDS WHO 

RECa;NIZED HER INNATE IDRTH, THE GRACIOUSNESS OF HER HOOE AND OF HER 

HEART. 

LIFE WAS GCX)D TO TILLIE. IT A.T..liMED HER TO MEET A MAN CUT OUT OF 

HER OVN CIDTH. SHE AND ALLEN SPENT THE FIRST DECADE OF THEIR MARRIED LIFE 

IN YOUNGSTO-m, AND THEN IN 1922 fvOVED TO CLEVELAND. HER HOME WAS A BIG 

RAMBLING HOUSE IN SHAKER HEIGHTS WHICH AI.JilAYS SEEMED FULL: FULL OF IDVE, 

FULL OF GCX)D ADVICE, FULL OF HAPPY PEOPLE. SHE AND ALLEN MADE THE 

HAPPIEST OF MARRIAGES AND HAD THE GREAT JOY OF SHARING TCX;ETHER A SE"r OF 

VALUES AND THE IDVE AND ATTENTION OF THEIR THREE CHII.DREN, Ha-JARD, 

t-K)RMAN AND NATALIE. 

THERE IS AN OI.D SAYING THAT THE APPLE OOESN'T FAIL FAR FROM THE 

TREE. IN THE CASE OF THESE FINE PEOPLE, THIS PROVED TO BE TRUE. THEY 

WENT THEIR ClvN WAY, SE"r VALUES WHICH WERE APPROPRIATE TO THEM, AND 

RETAINED THE VALUES OF HOOE AND HEARTH. 

THIS IS A CIDSE FAMILY, A GCX)D FAMILY. EACH CHIID MARRIED A IDRTHY 

SPOUSE AND IN THEIR TURN RAISED FAMILIES WHICH GAVE MUCH JOY TO AT.J,EN 

AS I..CN; AS HE LIVED, AND TO NATALIE UNTIL A FEW WEEKS AOO. 

TILLE WA..S A GCX)I) JFli, A FIRST-RATE WIFE, KYl'HER AND GRANIMJl'lIER. 

SHE PARTICIPATED IN A VARIETY OF CIVIC INTERESTS It-CLUDING THE TEMPLE 

~•s ASSOCIATIOO, THE SOCIETY FOR THE BLIND WHERE SHE COPIED BCX)KS 
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INTO BRAILLE, BETTER GARDENS CLUBS WHICH WAS A REFLEX OF HER I.OVE OF 

NATURE, OF FI&ERS, AND THE THURSDAY NIGHT SYMPHONY CONCERTS AT SEVERANCE 

HALL AND OPERA WEEK. THE THINGS OF CIVILIZATION WERE IMPORTANT TO HER. 

TILLIE LIVED A I.ONG AND GCX)D LIFE WHICH CAME TO AN End IN THE 

FULL..~SS OF TIME AND IN AN ENVIRONMENT WHICH SHE HAD KNOON AND GRACF..D 

ALL HER LIFE. 

WHAT MORE CA..~ BE SAID? 

WHAT MORE NEED BE SAID? 

DANIE[ .. JEREMY SILVER 

MAY 14, 1989 



MARIAN A . KRAMER 

MARIAN KRAMER ' S FAMILY AND FRIENDS KNEW HER AS AN ABLE AND 

STRONG - MINDED , VITAL WOMAN WHO WAS CLEAR OF PURPOSE AND CERTAIN OF 

HER VALUES . THERE WAS ABOUT HER AN AURA OF ENERGY AND INTELLIGENCE 

WHICH MADE A SPECIAL IMPRESSION ON ALL THOSE WITH WHOM SHE MADE 

CONTACT . MARIAN DEMANDED THE BEST OF HERSELF , BUT SHE WAS NOT 

SEVERE IN JUDGEMENTS OF OTHERS . ~SHE KNEW OF THE POSSIBILITIES OF 

GROWTH AND CHANGE FOR SHE HAD SEEN THEM IN HERSEI,F . MARIAN WAS 

BORN INTO A STABLE HOME WHICH WAS FILLED WITH LOVE AND GOOD EXAMPLE . 

AS A YOUNG WOMAN SHE WAS A PLEASURE TO LOOK AT AND A RESPONSIBLE 

?1.-~ ,~ ..... ~ 
AND RESPONSIVE PERSON , NOT ONE WHO MADE FRIENDS EASILY OR WHO 

"- p. -L 
THOUGHT OF HERSELF AS HAVING ~19l1A,,t)c BUT A PRIVATE CAREER . SHE WAS 

FORTUNATE IN BEING ABLE TO LINK HER LIFE WITH ELMER WHOSE OUTWARD 

GRACE , GREAT ENERGY AND ~ T SKILL CARRIED THE FAMILY ALONG . 

TOGETHER THEY BUILT A HAPPY AND 5O1,ID HOME IN WHICH THEY RAISED 

THEIR SON AND THEIR DAUGHTERS INTO COMPETENT ADULTHOOD AND TO 

APPRECIATE THE BASIC VALUES AND VIRTUES OF LIFE . IT WAS A GOOD AND 

SOLID MARRIAGE . MARIAN ' S LIFE WAS FULL OF HAPPY MOMENTS . SHE HAD 

T H E T I ME \. ~ RS E r, F I N T H E L I VE S OF H E R C H l L D fh:; ~ TO C ARE 

~ 
ABOUT THE UNDERDOG , TO RESPOND TO ANYONE WITH A PROBLEM , AND TO 

TAKE THE TIME TO BE WITH A CIRCLE OF LIFELONG FRIENDS WHOSE INTERESTS 

I N HER WERE P ROVE N BY A LI FE TI ME OF LOVING CONCERN ~~~HE REC I P ROCA TED ,. 
FULLY AND WELL . 

SHE LOOKS WELL TO THE WAYS OF HER HOUSEHOLD . HER CHILDREN 

RISE UP AND CALL HER BLESSED. 

WHETHER IT WAS A SCHOOL E~T OR A SPORTING EVENT , AS LONG 

AS HER 
JL.,... .~ .... ""'' ,....,__ !\~. 

CHII,DREN WERE PARTICIPATING SHE WAS TH~RE . SHE TOOK A 
< 

DELIGHT IN THEIR GROWTH , IN THEIR FUTURE , IN HER GRANDCHILDREN WHO 

WERE COMING BEHIND AND FILLING OUT HER DAYS . WHEN ELMER DIED WELL 

OVER TWENTY YEARS AGO , MARIAN ' S SOUL COULD llltlVE SHRIVELED UP AND 
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DIED WITHIN, BUT SHE WAS MADE OF STERNER STUFF. WITHIN A FEW 

MONTHS SHE WAS OUT IN THE WORLD, WORKING AND VISITING FRIENDS, 

LISTENING TO THE ADULT PROBLEMS OF HER CHILDREN, LEADING A FULL 

AND ACTIVE LIFE. THIS WAS NO SHOW BUT LIFE ITSELF. SHE POURED 

HERSELF INTO THE RESPONSIBILITIES OF FAMILY, MARRIAGE, MOTHERHOOD 

AND GRANDMOTHERHOOD, RAISING OF HER SON AND DAUGHTERS, THEIR CHILDREN 

AND MOST RECENTLY THEIR GRANDCHILDREN WHERE SHE FOUND HER GREATEST 

~-J.LfA ~ 
JOY. THEIR WELL-BEING WAS THE GREATEST CARE, THEIR SUCCESS A 

A 

MATTER OF MOMENT AND PRIDE, THEIR HAPPINESS A FREQUENT PRAYER. 

MARIAN WAS DETERMINED NOT TO BE ALONE OR TO WITHDRAW FROM LIFE. 

HER LIPS WERE SEALED TO SELF-PITY. SHE WAS ALWAYS AN OPTIMIST 

WHO BELIEVED THAT IF YOU LOOKED YOU COULD FIND THE SUNSHINE IN 

EACH DAY. 

MARIAN DISCHARGED THESE DUTIES OF LIFE WITH GRACE AND SKILI, 

r~~ 
FOR MANY YEARS. INDEED, IT WAS NOT UNTIL THIS YEAR THAT AG~ CA~GHT 

UP WITH HER AND DEALT HER A CRUEL BLOW. THE BODY BEGAN TO DIS-
t1µ.. 

INTEGRATE, BUT T'tt-E MIND REMAINED PROUD AND SELF-CONFIDENT. SHE 

WAS NOT AFRAID OF DEATH. SHE MADE ALL THE NECESSARY PLANS FOR THE 

FUTURE. I AM CONFIDENT THAT IF MARIAN ORGANIZED HER THOUGHTS NOW 

SHE WOULD SPEAK TO US OF LOVE AND AFFECTION AND ASK THOSE WHO KNEW 

HER BEST TO REMEMBER SEVENTY-EIGHT YEARS OF HER LIFE RATHER THAN 

THE ONE YEAR OF HER DEATH. 

DANIEL JEREMY SILVER 

SEPTEMBER 9, 1987 
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responsive chords in her soul. she love&, this cong regatioo Sb.e 

w~s happ7 to "fl& paPt of tbe cangregatico, aot only eesauae you were her fam.i!y and 
) 

~had deep roots, but because- the cong regati:on was part of the ungeiRS comi;nunity 

of I~rae.l wbose ruture was precious to ber, 

pa roe hi al, 
r 

Her {aitb was ba&i.~ and broad - never 
I 

There ts 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-

1:c. A ~--'°~ t_ ~ e"t r 
tween :btc:r>n and HCW(Rt.nse, but love is only the beginning and the passion. For a 

.> 

marriage to be good and lasting the re must be a sense of holy purpose. The 

words "man"and "woman" include two other letters, rod and he, which, taken 

together, form the name of God. When God enters the home and holiness con-

sec rates a marriage then it is truly binding and joyous. These two wonderful 
(,6J, u v~ .ro "rli'-r-

people who served God all their lives were blessed by that setvice. God was 

in their hearts and in their homeE1rand their lives 

19 - "' ,,, l.iutt i;. 

ft. ...:CiJtJ . '-~ ~~.,~ 
had quality and w4The1r ~ 
peace, health and happiness. ~ home was a place of warmth and encouragement, 

Whatever the demands placed upon them by their busy lives, here were their 

roots, 

raised 

here was their refreshment of spirit and their strength and here they 

J,. , ... 0(. ~ ~ cP.t.tr""f n.., 
their son into fine maaaeod and rejoiced in hh 'maturity aosl kis .family. 

( -n ,,,,,,,,,,,,-

11.U,at aezc can be said? What Mbfs need he aatd'? 

and determination to bear on be:r life il-te brought happiness and joy wherever -
she entered and the wisdom of good sense. ~se knew that she was not 

~ 

1 _, · ~ ~_. ~ a-- .,.-a\ 1'., of,.:- ..,Q M t~ tLJ P, ~ 11'1, 
immortal. She bore he:5 l2:f*; 1neaa with a ourage that we somehow in-

J.G__ --- 't~ 
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stinctively expected of her -~d that wisdo~ 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 fall! 

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 

quality . 

An old man told me once that people can be divided into two 

classes: lifters and leaners. The leaners are takers. They demand 

and are quarrelsome. 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 or her feeling~ 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 

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 I 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 ~t 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 ~ass this way 

again." Berdie did not let pass by any opportunity to lend a helping 

......... 
hand or a listening 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, respec1;., 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 valoi in the Bible, looked 

well to the ways of her household, 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 i..r- sensitive courtesy, in 

her open relationships with others, 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 horn~ 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 out 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 th·e problems of 

protracted dying which are one of the hallmarks of our age, we must 

be grateful that she endured only a few months of illness and loss 

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 

September 18, 1985 
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Edith Labowitch 

We use words skillfully. We use them to define elM' goals, to express ~ 

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: 

The re 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. Blessed 

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 thos~! whom we love. 

In silence we gaze into the precipice but we also find steadiness - the will 

to carry on. We say to ourselves: ''I am bruised but I will find a way across. I, 

too, am part of God's reality. Life has its place for me. I 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 

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 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. She 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, demanding)and 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 life was a test of 

character. The texture of life was to surround one's self with that which was beauti

ful. Her eyes perceived beauty 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 happiest 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 I s lovely, 

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



NELLIE LAMPL 

When Jack spoke to me Tuesday night and told me that his 

mother was dying, my mind picked up a thought George Bernard Shaw 

spoke some years 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 

her control. Nellie was a fully shaped person who had no need to 

seek 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, Carolyn and her two beloved grandsons. 

Their happiness and well-being assured hers. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 
July 3, 1986 
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is kindled. 

When death comes to a loved one a light is extinguished am another light 

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 

so 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 our heart· long after 

the silence has enveloped it, true love am 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 imperishable values of -civilization, enter upon a spiritual existence 

and continue to sustain those who knew them and loved them. They have become a sweet 

benediction. It is as our teachers taught, "there is no death for the righteous~m 

The night canes all too scon,our lives are all too brief, yet we are corrrnanded to live 

for things which are eternal - for justice ani beauty and love. We are silll1Tl0ned to 

reach beyond our limitations to a godly and goodly way of life, and when we do we es

tablish our inmortality. 

life. She rejoiced in t e opportunity of service. She rejoiced in her home, her 

friends and her family. 

When I thought o ta a line from the book of PsaJms often came to 

mind for its wisdom was instinctive to her, "Gladness of heart is the light of the 
'--1 

human being." ta was alive to the joy of life, full of vital energy, willing and 

eager to pitch in and do, competent in all she undertook. Some think of the day as 

each day presented a fresh opportunity. She found the possibility 

in every occasion an:i relationship, and she possessed a special capacity to conmuni-
-

cate her sense of possibility and purpose. ThePe i~ hMdly M Q;pgonjzation in our -L..__ 
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c~~-wlrl:th Wcis ~frei-igtherled by 'her' ·~ a:ntiieo e.Cllirt::L.an.~ by her gif't of 

t:iN Bfitt eor1cern. Jllu8tta cared and she encouraged others to work along with her. Her 

enthusiasm was contagious. Spe made you feel that the good was indeed possible and 
• _.,... ----

that you wanted to in t fuise th ~ - ~...- Many are here today who 

first 

that 

of the joys of service because Ruetta set an example which made them feel 

work worth the doing. 
~'44. 
~tta was a W0ff)arl of deep faith. She was e1ose to her God. We were proud 

that The Temple dese her lifelong loyalty~ as you would expect, she shared 

willingly and eff~ctively in our work. Ruetta 0@:t ved as fIEs:h~en-15 ef! ema-Wemen's As

~ "fteHgi~ ~ -. - Her service was her return to God for 

; e gift;'of life and of love and she serveCJ._grac~ously and sensitively. . ~ ? t 
~ was a atH,:s,-tve woman but her unflagging energy and her prodigious 

• 1,...,... ~ r . 
capacity for work made you forget her size. What I was always COrJ.iC1PHB Qf was her 

,~ 
□Ha 11 ty. p 

A woman of dignity, she was utterly without arrogance. Master ~f. h~r own 
fU1.UJ ,h .~ct.-o .. 

mind she never imposed her will. ,,.. She worked with effect am with grace. Her friend-

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

terly without side. Her home was as open as her heart. You wertf made welcome in its 

atmosphere of warmth and goad feeling.,.. ---- .,. 

' Ruetta leitr~1Ed ea:~ily at ffie incongfu!'fie~ ~r l:tfe. • She lJ8.S. Joyous with

being flighty; happy without' being giddy. There was always a sparkle in her eye. 

was the center of her world without ever being demanding nor was she one to 

intrude her own needs and anxieties. 

Like the woman of valor who is blessed in our Bible, -~~ looked well 
Ii<" WJ.1,.-.r ,. .... 

to the ways of her household. She an1 aiee- established a true and fulfilling partnership, 
/\ ~ 

a?.ta OS- ue~ly :s:1x :de~des their marriage .was a s.Qw;ce ,.of inspiPat-ion to" us. Her 
- - - • - -

·--
family was the center of he~. Together they established an encouraging home in 

~~~ 
which their SOJJS grew into their capaci 

example the requiremenu~-1:T.L --
where-they_ learned fran their parents ' 

~ 
living. Her &ons were her pr1"de. Their 

fam:1.lie were her joy. Her grandchildren were her fulfillment. A wanan who remained 

l 
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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 their hopes and 

plans. 

Death came in the fullness of years and in time. A woman of dignity, she 
'{k.'-, ,,. , 

never wanted to be a burden. Somehow, even in the~fi a22a n ntths of diminished strength 

and understanding, her dignity and her essential sweetness remained. She was then, as 

always, the same within as without. 

Most of ~a' s • ifelong frie ds predeceased her, but your presence here 

testifies on succeeding g erations. Of Ruetta's 

life we Here was no ility /ma grace; here was 
t 

quality and fine acco .. ,_,,_.~ 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

November 10, 1980 



The death of a good friend has shaken and saddened us all. Stanley's. 

life was in its full tide when he was struck two years ago with illness. Disability 

came to h:1Jll "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 \A.'8.S unbreakable and he remained 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 cane alive from the stunning blow so as to be able to 

speak words of canfort to those to whom this loss is the closest. Only God can com

fort them. Only their inner strength will sustain them and the knowledge that in 

death he whom they now mourn 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 i.;ays to man for they are beyond your understanding." Life is a gift 

not of our choosing; death is a fact not of our willing. We do not schedule our birth. 

We cannot delay death. All that \•Je have is but lent to us. It is not ours to explain 

the far reystery but to affinn 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 ba.rTen 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 life has run its full course, die fulfilled. Their 

life has yielded an abundant harvest. 

This, too, I affirm: death is not pain but the absenc~ of pain. Death is 

not oblivion but the translation of love into a new intimacy of memory. We cry today 

for ourselves. The loss and the pain are ours. He is at peace. He is with God. 

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

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

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

l 
I 
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hurt. A precious oriife has been taken fran u$. A good friend was cut down in his prime 

and we all sense that he deserved more - god:iness deserves life. But even as we say 

these words we recognize that there are no Juarantees and that ~sed each day 

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

instinctively. I knew him as one who kept own counsel and faced his own problems 

~ 
~ who waa=~me~,f£H:r~-ee~per'llT"~!ffl:!-r.~Fefiffl~ee==iiiiil~~i.DC4~W~W:lib than in 

tMf± i1dlh of ueea. There are private peo le who build walls against the world. 

tt~ 
,r i1 an was affable, friendly, happy in conve ation and in companionship, eager to 

W v-n1 C"""LJ W'\..,rc ";YT · ~ ~ ~ ',.1'7t(; 

please and to be pleasing, a hard worker w o lmew how to relax and how to make pis 
A 

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

warm and anpathetic, willing to put himsel out, courteous in a careful, almost old-

' His heart was full of lovr and no service fo~ a child or the aged was 

Lf*- -~ -- f . 

too much to ask of him. lie l ■ : ai h:i:s work. He loved his play. He loved his friends. '-
A 

He made us appreciate the PsaJmist's perception that gladness of heart is the life of 

a man and .a man of joyous heart lightens every life fortunate enough to cross his. 

l ~ '' He had a talent for friendship. Ma.rzy were delighted to call him rriend 
tJ) I'\. . ) ' (i 

;\ I 

but it was in the intimate world of his family that he found his greatest satisfaction. 

'Iheir happiness was his. With~y1: shared 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 hscn, happy hane founded on mutual understand-

4/t~ ~.-1 ~ 
ing. Here they raised their sona, to know the good values and possibilities - to know 

J...... r ~u 

they were respected and loved for themselves and into this hane they welcaned their 

~~l£f-\ -
daughters-1D-Ja~ as da11ghters and &Ri1P ~adcb1JdreR who were the apple=~f their 

.J;YPS; in wh:::Jrlin
1

\ook such pleasure. -~ the heart and spirit 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 lmew that he was loved and rejoiced in 

that love, and in these last months, I am sure, was sustained by it. To those whan 

he loved best I can say only this. 

' I 



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 memory. 

brings unceasing comfort to those who would otherwi-se be utterly bereft. 

/ 
it is a beautiful custom among our ~ le to light a memorial 

lamp. Through this symbol we s ify that the dead has t vanished. Their day's work 

may be over but their life is not. 

much as a rare song can be heard· in our h 

For those who knew true love and true c 

lives and precious remembrance. 

s to burn even in the night of death, 

silence has enveloped it. 

panionship there a ins the legacy of pledged 

is a living legacy and a bri 

Our lives are all too The night comes all too soon, yet, we are commanded 

to live for things which ar. eternal - for justice and beauty and love - to reach beyond 

our frail limitations a godly and goodly way of life. At death those lives which partook 

of selflessness d serv~ce, tho~e lives dedicated to the imperishable values of life, 

/ 
enter upon a spiritual existence through which they remain vital for those who knew them 

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

"there is no death for the righteous. ~"~-----~_....--..---==_.,,.-~~--"'--~--~----,.,_,,.........., 

In ~e wf;eg ~Stt.t"'i:;'; faroib aad all whe ltnew"h~r1iave ustained 

a deep aod per1oral leas. Th@ iffioc"Tc orFier eat.Fi 1s s'f1tt· so ·aeep £6.at we are Hwue=and 
c-

know only that we have 1 iend. Anne was an open-

hearted and good-natured person. She rejoiced in life. She rej~iced 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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-
ie:. Silence breeds fear and silence breeds ra·1th. W 1 k e oo straight on 

at life and we see mo re deeply into its meaning. We sense God arid 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 un returning t rave le r. 

We are met as a community of friends to pay our last public tribute 

was a liberated woman long before Would that today's 

working women followed her was ed and able - and 

successful; but she retained graciousness and femininity. 

always and ever a la It took an act of will to remember that Edith had been in 

and politics, secretary to a mayor, active in the vortex 

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

pride. 
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\Ve use words skillfully. We use them to define oo-r goals, to express OlW"' 

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 at ruth 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 goo d 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 Lo rd. 11 

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 those whom we love. 

In silence we gaze into the precipice but we also find steadiness - the will 

to carry on. We say to ourselves: ''I am bruised but I will find a way across. I, 

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

duty - those whom I love - my hope. 11 
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Eulogy for & _ Jiza - Rabbi Daniel Jeremy Silver - May 10, 1967 

day but none of us have eyes for its beaut 

\ t NI ti 
_iP frszur eiJerse b ~ . - ---- -

The tragedy which has befallen this 

deaffi - lias s en us all to our very d 

t 
Our hearts go o to h..,_dear we know that words can never adequately 

express our feelings do not know what to say. 

some explanation, wondering why! There 

is no explanation othing that we or did not do could have averted this 

tragedy. oughout the generations the g • f stricken have exhausted them

"✓ There is no explanation ea•-'1 to us. Godts ways are not 

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. 

I can only remind myself,even as l ·--%elillnd you, that the measure of our grief is 



.!I l .. t 

• 
t w 

l 

0 



2 

I do not know what is it aht allows some people like e to live in such an 

uncomplicated and great-hearted way - it is a trait which can only be a gift of a kind 

<:::s -·-God - but I do know that Anae 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 eyes. Yet, even in 

these last months of heartache, she did not allow the words of self-pity to cross her lips. 

She wanted to help as always, and not to be a burde( ~nne had a special talent for friend

ship and for family. She saw the best in others. No demand in friendship went unanswered. 

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.J,Every life has its dark moments -
. , t (IJ. 

~~~M~~.JJ.~~W~mi=orc:o"urser,-"ffi~e151riiira:Ttliie~s-;;e~la;;stt~m~o;n s - but she faced 

-

each day· w1tli courage. or e m push 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 

~ .J 
wasted with fretting and complaining .. lltlit@'s friendships were many, steady and care-

fully tended. She was joyous without being flighty. She dressed with care without a taste 

of arrogance. She was the center of her world without ever being demanding. --1tnne 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 e in which they were given encouragement and love. qer husband 

was her joy; her sons were her pride, their accomplishments her joy. "'ft::' Je e girls they 

;),-... ~-►L , 

----·-terl 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 
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situation which would corrode that spirit or narrow it. I am glad service 

could be held on a brilliant, sun-filled fall day, a reflex of the sunshine that was in 

her soul. 

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

Oc to be r 17, 19 7 8 



Fan :wntz 

I suspect that each of us has someone who represents to us the full dig-

nity and pranise of a human being, sareone whose life seans to be what God interrled 

when He created us. Fan Luntz was to rre, and to many, that person. She was always 

the lady - always gracious - always great-hearted - always a person of quality and 

quiet dignity - always herself. Fan managed to walk life's way without ever seeming 

to break stride. There was always purp:>se in her actions, conviction in her words, 

and generosity in her spirit. 

Of course, Fan was rot a symbol but a vital, sensitive, channing and intelli

gent person. Hers was an inner as well as outer beauty. She was always reserved. 

Recently sane have begun to make a virtue of fOuring out everything that they feel. 

'lllat 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 voice was soft but her opinions were firm. 

The old-fashioned term, gentle lady, fit her. Her values were basic; her 

spirit was willing; her heart was o:pen; her way was straight; her heart was full of 

love. 'lbe warmth and good hurror of her spirit were wedded to an abiding faith in 

the fOSsibilities of life. She saw the best in others and brought out the best 

in everyone. Until these last unfortunate years of illness and disability, Fan 

walked with a beccming grace. She dressed with care, but without ostentation. 

Her words were finn but always SfOken with tact. God had endowed her with musical 

sensitivity, her heart overflowed with song, arrl I always felt that she knew life 

as a grarrl symphony which was carefully shaped and full of well-developed thanes. 

Fan enjoyed and urrlerstood the architecture of music arrl its careful shapes re

flected the clarity and harnony of her mind. She t(X)k delight in art arrl all 

things of beauty. She read widely arrl wisely, and valued learning. 

The phrase, gentle lady, is an old-fashioned tenn, but it describes Fan's 

manner arrl 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 arrl interesting ideas, especially if these were presented by her 

children and grarrlchildren. 

Fan was utterly without side. She judged each person by their acromplish

ments and not by the labels of race or religion that they bore. She was at ease 

with people f ran all levels of life. In her youth she had \\Orkerl in a settlement 

house in the Lo.ver East Side of Nev1 York where she learned to value those who cane 

fran less fortunate circumstances than her ONn and to appreciate the imp::>rtance of 

citizenship arrl service - mr1nitroents which she maintained throughout her life. 

There is hardly a \\Orthwhile institution in Canton or Cleveland which has not 

benefited fran her interest and concern. Deeply ccmnitted to all that is essen

tially human, Fan raised her children to serve arrl took great pride as they and, 

in turn, their children reached out to serve their cornnunities. 

Fan enjoyErl many privileges in her life, but she neverlJeCarre self-centered 

or demanding. An unassuming woman, she was always grateful for what she had and 

rrore than willing to share. Though active in innumerable civic \\Orks, Fan never 

allowed her outside interests to disturb the inner spaces of her life or diminish 

her central role as wife and rrother. Her first priority was her home, her marriage 

and her children. Fan's hare was a place of quiet beauty, a welcx::ming place full 

of wannth, gocrl cheer and good feeling. Fan hcrl a large circle of friends. Many 

delighted in her person arrl her conversation and Fan never treaterl frierrlship off

handedly. She was careful arrl caring in all that she did. You always felt that 

she took a real interest in your \\Ork arrl your interests and her kindnesses were 

always appropriate and thoughtful. 

I have s{X)ken of Fan as a woman in her own right because that is hCM I 

knew her. She was also quintessentially Abe's wife and helpnate. '!heir marriage 

was the central fact of their being, a love match which never exx>led. Together 

always, they faced life's challenges. Together always, they served their 
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cxmnunities and raised their large family. There was always a generous peace in 

their hare. Here fine values were taught by example arrl the close ties of love 

were carefully nurtured. Here was the table which expanded miraculously as the 

family grew arrl grew but never outgrew the love arrl encouragement with which Fan 

and Abe reserved for their family. 

Abe was full of energy and drive, and Fan fully shared his many a:mnitments, 

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 supl,X)rted each other's ac

tivities. Abe arrl Fan shared my parents' a:mnibnent to the values of an open an:1 

just society, to decency arrl character and honor, to Judaism, The Tenple, arrl 

Jewish pe::>ple. It was a privilege to be close to Fan's world. 'lb know her was 

to love her and to realize hCM closely she fit the rncrlel of the woman of valor 

in the Bible. "The wanan who looks well to the ways of her household, who opens 

her rrouth with wisdan, the law of kindness is on her lips whose strength and 

beauty are her clothifl3. She stretches out her hand to the :[XX>r. Her children 

rise up and call her blessed." ,/ 

We were all blessed that God allowed us to share life with a wanan of 

Fan's quality. 

Amen. 

Daniel Jerany Silver 

October 17, 1982 
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C,LA\~. ~~>\ll. 

L. {-P .,.. c- ,.-r- t,/ {J'l--

E ~ og y - Hortens? Feuer 

This is a leaden and difficult hour. We have been brought close to death, 

J >ctciy~~1J-
an~(ven as we review and praise tb..e grace and quality g_t: ene JJul s as beloved 

a i~••tiiL•s•a~s we protest the intrusion of death 'Whe.R-a lovsa coe di.ee -ift the 

fullness of years tbe AQrt is ray, &Ra PPa] It is doubJy i'Q whe?'l the B'MoNd di.es 
c------------

b~e the full-.&p&a gf years. l:ne'"d.taely, we seek s9t"fte explanatit>n, not ortty 

o~•s m.tfliemahcs~ ?!"J.if~ ~s jna~ce-. 

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

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

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

Lord has 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 wis dom. Life is agift not of 

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

5{;:;; 
arrival. We cannot schedule our departure. All that we can do is affirm the 

,'\ 

opportunity which is life and to make the most of its blessing. An hour can be 

rich in 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 

live so sweetly that their every action brings blessing and happiness. these, 

though they die young, die fulfilled. They have al ready passed along an over -

flowing measure of kindness and love] 

I affirm this al ■ o, that death is not pain but the absence of pain. 

is not oblivion but a tran 1 tion of the soul into a new dimension of memory. 

We cry now not for tho■e who h ve passed on but for those who have been left 

behind. The loss and loneline a is ours. Her pain is over. She is at peace. 

le 
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We are bereft. She is with God. We are alone. Her peace is timeless - our 

loneliness, a daily burden. 

What consolation can be ours? We cannot console ourselves with reason, 

but we do share a community of sadness and the consolation of faith. Our tra-
( l rl\.f 

dition insists that the righteous are living, even though dead. -A.()-f5h::1fse. was a 

~• "Y 
woman of exceptional quality who graced her years with a rare sweetness and 

{ -. . 
fineness. She governed her relations with others by a law of tender concern. 

Her soul was responsive to euem; gscai ••· 1 '• every human need. She 

graced her relationships with sensitive tact and instinctive 

~ (t)ft.- __\c J~c. \.F- ~ c,f(k-.:L' ' vJa ~<v "-'-~ k~ , ) \, .t ,_, ,,,rJ 
Qr.lliR ae1sotir«Jtfft"!ffl8'in ,__ll)!ltty. • She thott~ki: lt@Sm 

~~ 

_[ I-. U\ 

sympathy. ..._ 

~ y/\ ,~Ct'\f ~-7 P'I r~;x
lt ■h• aotalikahttler 

'~~· were always generous. Hee t i .. apd er heart was open. She 

returned to her family a deep and abiding love and a warm and abiding devotion. 
~__...,... _! LIi •r 

Moses ibn Ezra, the medieval poet, described an.gth.er gf e;11:aeptiLonot quality 

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

we re ever faithful. ' This 
,.,...,- .. - -

waa.J;R:dy11.se, goodness, modesty, ju gemen, vt'gor, 

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 good, aignificant life, is never snuffed out. Significance is 

7 

Is 
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immortal. V~alva11, the 111any wondc tfttl f'Pi@Pd& gf He rtcnec wlu, are 

w-"1 ~~~--,~~~ - ::;Jif(~~p~ 
hee~~o will ~-ert\..recall ge~erosity of self, h~ i:D.,.UigMtce, 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 across life and death. 

"'~\ff; 

The righteous are called living even when dead. Ha,.j,ense was one of those 

fine human beings who not only has many friends, but deserves many friends. 

,,.__ ~ 
She was loyal, open, responsive,~sensitive ~ne naect nrap,ipn~ive. $:Je wft:s of 

the1:::_&alt ef~e earth, without pret~se or pos.!.B{e. 
~ - ~.s,,__c~~- ~-,."- n." 
Ihe J;le&hniet ,vPete ..!.'that . 

( 
Gas '1c• ·~ o ( \ t4P" ~ 
g~oes s of heart i~ 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 

J ~.q 
opportunity. Wbere some drag thoffl:eolr.ves te.10ags life ~tense walked with a . ' 

,,/ firm step, fully alive. Sk,b..ea-_::;:::~,~~~;fi~££fy~"'0~~~=~r~s.;~:~:~o:;:.:~;~~~~~:~ij~~~ln:•~e~i~~~r:y~;~;;::m~e~n~t'7f-~~~ 

,..;(1.J i.~-;Jlre ~"~yone. Her friends were not only companions and neighbors, but 

family. ~.?Aj s &ometiroes speak pf "the Temp)e Fa.1nil.,, 11 Aepiftg to &Pee.to a,p. 
. .._ 

org~ relationship between...9isparate group& ey the pewoP ef w9rds aloiM. ~or-

~se did not prate, but practiced. Peop)e a£ every age, the old sd;t).e:r-and the 

la~st arrival. riea and poor, were 11re)comed-e1[""sily and bu1nanly and made ,to 

~e,1 at home. She was ng,t only present at congregatigoa1 fsane~ions, busy wJ,th 

phns and ere• heJpfuJ, bnt filRe was there, open, approachable, not simply the 1abbi's 

Jk- Q~_..t \ -~ -r~.L~ #a- ◄\.. ,4 _ ... .,,..~ ,., • ...,., ~-~ Meil(" ~ 

wife, a genuioe hnmao being. She loved people. Sae toveafie f peoph~ aaa those 

oJ" gnali,y and eha1aCtet a1nong aM g1oups1 Her spirit was without snobbery or 

prejudice. She loved her God. J.J1~aism's teachings and worship struck deep 
. ; 

I 



Paulette Meyers 

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

~I/\-( 
has been taken from us well before the expected three score years and ten. 'llk ■ •e is 

a sense of incompleteness as well as sharp pain that this gracious and sensitive worrian 

should have had to face d..:siz&@f baa ; sea e 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 

rerri inded 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 b 

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 rrianage 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 "'--otl"'an who was careful of her surroundings, eager to 

provide an environment of beauty for her family. Pat had a special sense of line and 

forrri. Her eye saw and rejoiced in beauty. Her ear heard the melodies of each day 

. ~~rsff and her hands could make the piano sing. Pat had a special sense of color and . 

In her younger days she had used these as the basis for a sucGessful 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 

was 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 ll music.,hts (AO 

~ 
t.'111 ,r, all its lights and sounds. Light of spirit, full of energy, Pat was a good and 

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

homef/d.Pat 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 
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was a calm and encouraging place. The companionship, the love which they shared, 

filled their hotr'e 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. 

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 

to 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. She 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? 



---
'lhese things are beautiful beyond belief 

'!he pleasant weakness that cxmes after pain 

The radiant greenness that cores after rain 

'!he deepened faith that follows after grief 

And the awakening to love again. 

Were I a mJSician I would try to weave this transcendant thane into a 

fugue and to play it nav. Music YtOuld speak rrore adequately than words what is in 

our heart - love, pain, grief for a good friend, a sharp sense of personal loss. 

'!here are feelings ~ich do not yield to language, mysterious elem:mts which touch 

the limits of frustration and the heights of love. 'lhe thane of such a fugue: that 

tine heals and that we will awaken fran our grief and love again is ooth true and 

awropriate. lb\t.ever 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 I'X)t explain. I have oo 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 stoney way. We share in a cx:mrunity of love and of grief 

and are encouraged. Music expresses rather than explains, and I have no S\ll)erior 

wisdan to share with you. I canoot explain why saneone who's loving and ~~d 
dies in the prime of life. I canrx>t resolve the euations of God's mathanatics 

nor justify Qxl's decisions, though I affinn their justice: "'!he Lord has given, 

the I.Drd has taken away, blessed be the nane of the IDrd." 'lhis is the sub;tance 

of faith and to this our ancestral wisa::m adds: "Seek not to explain God's ways 

to man, these are beyond your understanding.'' 

Life is a gift oot of our choosing. Death is a fact I'X)t of our willing. 

We do oot schedule our birth. We cannot schedule our death. All that we can do is 

make the nost, dij 'f iiti iiitl, of the oi:p:>rtunity which is life aoo fl.rd in each 

day love and fulfillment. An hour can be rich in achievetent or hollow arrl devoid 

of p.np:>se. '!here are sane woo live so sweetly that their every actioo brings 

blessing and hawiness. 'lhese, tlx>ugh they die soort of three score years am ten, 

die fulfille:l because they have made the fullest use of the tine given them. 

I affinn this also, that death is oot pain rut the absence of pain. 

Death is not cblivion, the translation of the soul into the dimension of neiocy. 

~~ • efZ~irdi • OUr tear8 are rx:,w not for:~ She is at peace. She has been spar gru.ty 

!Clllfav•,. We cry for those who have oeem left behind. '!here is the loss 

aoo the loneliness. She is with God. We are alone. Her peace is timeless. "1t 
• t 

,r 
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Dorothy was a gracious and warm-hearted woman. She walked with dignity. 

Her spirit was always youthful. She dressed with care and without any need for 

conscious display. She loved beautiful things because they gave her pleasure, not 

because they were costly. She delighted in friendship and in the years of her 

strength and maturity she had a wide circle of good friends with whom she shared 

the inevitable joys and sorrows of life, good conversation, and her love for golf 

and cards - companionship. In the vernacular of our age Dorothy was a people 

person. She was a pleasant companion, an essentially kind human being who was 

sensitive to the needs and concerns of others. I don't know if Dorothy knew the 

line from the Book of Psalms which reads, 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-
• . .J.~ 

k • f • 1 • d h 1 • 1 ' h ~ I .:(:Al '111 ,:J b h 
nit ami y unit an as t e on y gir I m sure s e was ,.gaO ..; 5)~._ y er 

A.- ~o-i 1/V -

parents and her brother. She might easily have become tfjit2 1•7 self-involved,,,....., 

but she remained open and interested in others, eager for life's many experiences. 

Early on she was blessed with a good man and together she and Ed built a happy 

marriage. Their home was a welcoming place, their life together a source of mu

tual joy and true intimacy, their one sorrow the absence of children, but they 

looked on their neices and 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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C::.. lived in and for her family. She lcx,ked for the chance of sharing 

happy ~sions with than 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. 

;__.;;;~~~th,e 11 &tlflt!5; ~ J j fe Jari tb aem!!!tfo Mitt @Issi CJlJ"ci Cti j on. She brought hap
piness and joy to a wide circle of friends and offered love, deep, abiding and 

enrouraging love, to her family. 

I suspect that she wruld begrudge her death only if it shadowed the 

lives of those whan she loved, whose happiness was rrore precious to her than 

life itself. 

May 12, 1982 

"And friends, dear friends, when it shall be 

'!hat this low breath is gone fran me, 

And round my bier ye ccrce to weep, 

Let One, most loving of you all, 

Say ''Not a tear nust o'er her fall! 

He giveth his beloved sleep." 

Daniel Jerany Silver 
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We are here in tribute and respect to a loved one whose presence will 

be loy,ingly missed. Our 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 

underscores the value of life, the privilege of life, the imperative, 'use your 

lives wisely. 1 "Teach us, 0 Lord, to number our days, that we may get us a 

heart of wisdom. 11 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. T_he wise compress and compact into their days many lifetimes of accom-

plishment. What is accomplishment? Fulfillment of our talents, repaym.ent · of 

the debt of love that we owe to our family and friends, enlistment i_n the service 

of God. Accomplishment is not measured 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, y~t it is they who sustain our 

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

kindliness . 

• .. 



Silver 

s, 1960 

left us all 

s~-ll-e ... d~ a:-::::n~ar-;:bere f t . 

The~e are men who pass out of life and their place is 

scarcely missed. There are oth~~s who, because of certain qualities 

of character an~ certain endowments of heArt, so endear themselves 

to many memrers of their conmunity and to a large circle of friends, 

that their passing creates a keenly-sensed and deeply mourned void« 
. ,, ams•@ am. It is as if a dear friend has suddenly departed, never 

to return -- a lovely pattern of associ a tion hd been permanently 

disrupted and a sweet harmony had b en sharply broken. 

~- '1~wJ. c,.. 
Hae:,;)£ Ike ·mao belonged to t hose who wi 11 not soon be 

forgotten, for a cherished memorial for =self in the 

affection of those who knew hi rn , who felt the warm~h of ~ personality, 
f..'N "- c.1 /"N--t tAJ4J · / ti I! - • I · -

and who admired lw.e integrity anel tats inherent human kindness and 
• ~1,11111""~-

fai thfulness. Grace was in W.s soul and generosity was in his 

heart. 

t-le need not · erect memorials for the righteous -- say our 

sages--; their. lives and their deeds perpetuate their memory. 

Jewish 

descendant of the first 

Simson Thorman. He was born, reared 

usiness career was spent here. 

bu. iness relationships he was always a man of fairness, 

Li, 
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tlo t-
Marguerffi iifiilllM•M1111t~1t1•-..~he 11 ft4 each day to the full -

coaplete],y, but nHer ~],y~
4
,.;; "kn.,, 1he •11ning of work, h "'rd work . 

., She enJo,e4 her vork, ahe found 1\111'111.llent in it. She v,ia good nt it. 

I doubt th~t aha eNr egrwlged tors JIOPS'1t the tar leaa 4tnlftn41ng . . 

routine• enJ-,.cl CII ahe a■■ociated. M-..•"''• • ••• ot 

p1~_,. ......... -it~IFlllli ... -¥11W .... ~~ ......... ..c..--a.&1;a.JMlfalw~L..JJ:li..GlllE.J:Q:......_ 

ne■■ and ■teacline■■ ot the frontier 

vu alvap re~ to pitch in, v1lling to ■hare, optilliatic 

of the f\lture, pleued by the 1ucce■■ of othen, ■kil.l.tul in her 

Tbe J07 of lite vu ~ in her ■oul and hanine•• newr tar fro.a her 

abe neither 

soul 

■et out to 

·She •••••4 to bear Oo4 Bclaoni■h 

I•~••l "Be atrong and of good cCNrap•. 

~ 
Margarite'• triencl■hipa wre ■0114. People 4eligbtecl to be vith 

la., "'Li\,. ~ l(Z_A-N,i ~ tw'"fe .,... 
her. 'l'be7 mev they cou14 cleJen4 on her, upend on her word, count on 

• her pntlan•••, cont14entq •x,ect her to be of gaocl cheer. Ber triend■hii,e 

wn not Uldte4 to the 4H]I and luting tie■ of flllli],y .aw! he: ■oci 1 

CCI m:ltT. NeQ' of JOI& vbo are hen tolq von.ecl vith N .... 111~.-lliMa.. 

A A • le"--
DIP •• tor rca he • ......,.. her vol't, ber prote■■ion l 

You anev that •• tboagbt of JOU not ~• ._._.MA, 
,__.. ....... ,. 

illlliill;:ii.All~;t..,,,- bQt ... JeNOD. '!'bough • ....... N ......... . 
t1....4. ~ ....... OJ A - .GoJ It--- ...... '~ - ,,_,, 

,,_ aD4 N -1a14 a f, . -- -----. o tl .. ' WN vi &1..r· ...... 

~~ ~--- . 
---------n • 

-0- -'-~ 
~ "' t9' Illa N lD tlllll' ba,__.., ~ kDff that~ oCNl.4 tvn to her 
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In the Bible in the Boolf ot Prowrba, there ia a beautiful poem in 

praiae ot the woman ot lor. The particul r YOlll8n vh011 the poet eulogised 

ahe va■ in all thinga a VOlll8n ot velor. She walked been 

ely way but vaa never alone or by her greciouanea■ ■he till her life 

with deep and .inti te trien4■h1pl ana with tlie lasting tie■ ot t mil,t nd 

/ 
love, and ttu:ougb her work eat tillehed tor heraelt good noae. l'ftla .... valked 

a disciplined way, a way ot valor. 

J ~ 110ntha ago on the ftftieth annivaraar., other Confirmation 

at 'l'be Teaple, 

.Aa a child, young lady and vaun, Marguerite wa• a loyal and loved 

''"""Tl..;~~t..- io:~"th~tlii~~.t.iAJ~-~---:nly and intuitiveq .■he 

11 ftd by the value■ to do Juatly, 

walk humbly, to ■erft , to be atrong in adftr■ity. We loYe4 her 

even u ahe loftd her God. More can be ■aid but need 1 ~ be ■aid. 

.. 
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Jennie Neuman 

Death is the inevitable complement of life. Death is of life's most ele-

mental nature. "Dust we are and dust we return. 11 Death is universal. Death is our 

destiny, but 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 

11ft 
words they spoke m love are ~r forgotten. They live on in the good and gentle acts 

which we learned to respect ~etth-1 rT18, ~ enttiiate. Those who fill their days with 

kin~iness aJl,fl helpful~e-ss l~'ave behind an imperishable legacy. 

f,, ,. A:. -:. l , ~ \, ....f j' ..._' (t li,., 
Such is the memory of JeQ,n;e Nenro~n, a woman of great dignity and 

quiet strength whom God has taken back on to Himself. 
r.~ 

J..-mie 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 

.)l'WA~ 
J~ie was ever close and ever helpful. As wife she was full of love and encouragement, 

a woman of valor. 

and determination. 

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

Her lips were sealed to self-pity. ha_;~~ she wa ■ open and 
p....,,< 

l<2.._ving and ever ~ose. -..As a grandmother she was friend and a joy to be with. 

Th• l& a alase-kni..t fatiitly, beta liy consri.et~a• an~tance. It 

( 1 /'. ..} fr Vr:A,,, 
m11l!4 be hard even now to lose a moth~ and grangplother even though our minds tell 

-. I :::; ..., ➔- , .. ,., 

as that having come to the fullness of age, life no longer had any life. JeD11le was a 

woman of great dignity and she had enjoyed an.bitoken goQd,llealth most of her long life. 



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 this to remind ourselves 

that the measure of our grief is a measure of our love and that the measure of our love 

is a measure of gratitude to God for allowing us to share our existence with a person of 

,; ~P) 
quality. God gave kn-wi~an physical strength and a calm spirit. He blessed her 

with a good mind and determination, and a good bit of instinctive human wisdom. JJ!ie 

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 outward 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 prese~ce. 

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

Daniel Jeremy Silver 

May 31, 1978 



Stella Newworth 

This memorial service is dedicated to a vital and Ji,£ Z 1u1 we=- for ~lil~J 

a hundred year:/ 

~~ " ~ 
I Ib ! J j }{@d • b!Pd!'3ii!t9' dfld gt@Jt t!&!Uage 1lfh6ng "us. 

~ ~1 ~ each of life's inevitable challenges and responsibilities willingly and 

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

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

achievements of others. Throughout her }ife she found her greatest pleasure in 

human contact and friendship. 

Stella was a lif~long citizen of Cleveland, a fact which suggests continuity 

Oul\ d,. .. -11,::...,.• --1 

and steadiness. When we remind ourselves of how 111. world i~ the world 

A ,iu c..'r. r- ·c;L..,,.,. t . t\J -

1.,1 • l. she knew in her youth, we recognize the measure of the adjustments which she 

fac:9, ~ I can 

~~ ~ flw 

to her changeful 

, L 
r . ~ 

' only marvel spirit ~enn~d-.g~l-■s•••~ with -~~~ -~ , r 
world. Stella was born into a world ch had not yet invented 

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

degree of resilience and le-deep-seated confidenc e in her values and convictions. 

' ~r, 
but ach of us was the loser 

' i\c., , 
who was not raised in the kind of Each 

I ' { ~ I 

pe_Esee dae t~ l ami J..: oesli s ,cw,, I 

·I 
Clll■ EiA relationship has its 

limitations and drawbacks, but t~1:-afiial~~&i..•~i11Mi~•rwa•i••~•~a~.•~·ea.ss.n~i~'.jl~liillllllillliQliiifMM~ learned 

' 

I 
hey 1 

~~~!!'4!1o..,.Q,.,respect uthers and themselves. 

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

-, I ,t l-1 f; 
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 

'11 , 
make her own way in the business world, she met her responsibilities energetically 

f " "4- I-C., ,.. ' , 

and competently ... built with her sisters a strong, close-knit home Mlii provided 
, 

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

life might have been narrow and limited but she 

,, 



t ,,. 
saw to it that it was erssd and full .w__.he had no fear of facing each day aJMi...... 

( 
, ~ 

SL. ~(( h._. , 
discovering its possibility. 

With the exception of Edith and her children, those who were nearest and 

has outlived her 

own funeral. She modern way, a woman 

A 
of independent spirit and great determination whod 'tJ looked well to the ways 

of her household and_. 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. Our 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 one 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 ••r $.be 

fo gt tug ■n&_Ji"O.t 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. 

I sometimes wish we were more honest with our 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,._, ~ ttPf-:1, ll7 ~ <-1 

to the edge. There is more ~ ro life than we allow ourselves to admit. Let us 

J~ J N ~ A 

- like 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. 

Danie l Jeremy Silver 
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Aline Kilmer: After Grieving 

W 1en I was young I was so sad! 
I ,..,·as so sad! I did not know 

Why ~ny living thing was glad . 
\\Then 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 
I 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. 

103 



Frederick Lucian 1/osmer: My Dead 

I c.t 1not think of them as dead 
\Vho walk with me no more; 

Al ng the path of life I tread 
They have-but gon" before. 

T ! Father', hnuc is mansioned fair 
Beyond n,~ \ 1s10n dim; • 

All ouls are llis, and here or there 
,.Are living unto Him. 

Ancl . till their ·ilent ministry 
\Vithin my heart hath place, 

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

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

Hath left hence£ orth its ~cal 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. 

102 



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 to 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 dea th. 

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 I think she 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 - shal l 

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 magnitude bold 
A shrine that's devised to insure His grace 
Through souls who will care and who will 

co1.nfort the living. 

. . 
- gtvtng, 
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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 
Its mind now stronger than you and I. 

My soul, we weep to lose control. 
We fashioned dreams for now and though 
Our hopes, our plans are not to be 
Our stead fa st purpose to no avail. 

My soul and I, companions now, 
Will take those lifelong gossamer 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 I s stopped 
A mother's love no more spoken. 

I'd 1 ike to think each tiny drop 
Of rain that falls on earth 
Is a cry of remembrance each who stay 
Sends out to those who leave. 



Ruth Rosenbaum Perskin 

We have come to add a last public tribute of love and affection for a 

vital and genuine person, a spirited lady, Ruth Rosenbaum Perskin. In our world 

so full of pretense and posturing Ruth lived in honest simplicity. She accepted 

life for what it was. She was of the earth, essential, basic, person-centered, sen

sitive to other's needs. She was of the earth and she loved the earth - and knew 

how to make it bloom. Ruth came of a large family and she learned to adjust to 

many natures and personalities. Her father died when she was young and Ruth 

early learned to accept the shadows as well as the sunshine. She took great pleasure 

in doing well the basic things, the human things. An old man told me once that 

there are two kinds of people - there are lifters and there are leaners. Ruth was 

a "lifter. 11 Deep in her soul there was a remarkable source of joyous energy which 

never ceased to bubble up. Hers was the quiet word, not the heavy word. Some 

plod their ways through life. Ruth danced. Some fumble, Ruth's fingers skill

fully embroidered beauty and made objects that were pleasing to the eye. Ruth 

had hands and a spirit which could make flowers blossom. 

Ruth was a private person in the sense that she did not seek fame or not

oriety. She was private, but not reclusive. She delighted in friendship. She en

joyed being out in the world, savoring its music, its theater, all of its sights and 

sounds. Light of spirit, full of energy, Ruth was a good and loyal friend who 

joined others in quiet service to our community and our Temple; but, most of all, 

Ruth was daughter, sister, wife and mother. She took great pride in her home and 

great pride in her person, her dress and her bearing, but she took greatest pride 

in the happiness and health of her family. She worked for them, sacrificed for 



..., 

them, counseled them, badgered them a bit, prayed for their well-being and re

joiced in their happiness and their closeness. She 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 I 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 
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Miriam Pollack - Euology 

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. ilJ@ was 

eJtt eq_a 1 §ica theatrj cal• sta::6£ and I found her to be bright, forthcoming, 

~R3!-f'5;~~~ raj fun person who was not only extremely ""IJ!i?JJly talented, 

tiit.fl\Ne\1~ 
but, infinitely patient with the youngsters. They responded\ t<('her 

"'' 1)~ warmth and to her person and she bel•ed pj produc~ number of bright and .. 
attractive programs which were enjoyable in the viewing and the doing. 

le= A> f ~ j V' ..S.J'-( ~ 
It was only latter that I came to know that Miriam,~o not only Ma the 

~ 
1\ Lu, &-,wti,J ~ rr, ' ~ ._. .4.. II•• \' ._,, 
insfjf!ft R?iG.M1e compassion to :r.eJate to children, but the calm patience 

... ,..,.~,.,:,. - /\"1.A ., .... 
required to work with the elderly./) Is ye• ltnow ~e came from a large family, 

~~ .I. ~A ,e "-~~,~~J ~ 1'J6~t~ 
and me must have been a comfortable and loving place b$eavcs "CT personality 

A 

t;\~• ~flee~ .. !OAe~eoa.di~' and &pixdt ltha:n91177Jy the 

.,,, C. # ,,~ 

and a good home can ~~e•uale in the human heart. 

love and warmth of the parents 

Throughout here life Miriam 

, "'" 
was what another generation would call a good woman. Considerate, full of 

good spirit, always able to see the good in ~thers She made friends 
/ 

easily 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. 

sometimes that music is ~.-,uTl,~!a -;,1 ::'"'!'i;:L!,~ .ti'e"~s±c ••- tQ,_J-,e ~·- ~ _,._,, """ "" .. , \ '- '-"~ muted. Miriam's soul was full O medody . .A. I ans g )SU.!alU e. see 

" de) ·,z tad bs dancalto that tune. Indeed I'm told her home was filled with 

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

basic response to the melody of life began in the .,:;l seul of her heart. 
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As you would expect this great hearted and generosity 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 EB~DliBHX 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. 

Never once who had any desire to appear on the public stage, Miriam life 

was more on the quiet 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. 



I' .... ~ 
lail¥=13;Ha ~trcperJ 

We come here with heavy hearts to pay our last tribute of affection and 

respect tc, a good friend , a ~f'-i'Q:c~jn , Barl}~"'&~r~~! N~ 

~,. ♦ 
Death is always a blow , but experience and a tendency toward the philo-

#"\ ~ , ... rrv"'u u~ 
sophic on11~os !JS toil cl g _e when we face the death of those who have reached a 

full age . Their lives had a certain symmetry and there is a sense of completion . 

;3"11~ ~J.cL,\ 
But when someone is taken from us who has barolJ ii l1¢isred the second half of the 

t II lo,:);'\°' 
fabled four score years which the Psalmists ~ as the measure 0f a full life , 

we protest angrily the intrusion of a death which seems so unfair . 

Can any understanding be ours? Our tradition wisely counsels , " Seek not 

to explain God ' s ways to man for they are beyond your understanding .'' There is 

no benefit in vainly trying to resolve the equation of life . Life is a gift not 

of our chc,osing . Death is a fact we cannot bend t0 our will . We do not schedule 

our birth . We do not determine the length of o ur life . All that we can do is to 

affirm the oppc,rtunity wh i ch is life and make the most of its blessings . This 

hour calls not for explanation but for faith : '"I'he Lord has given .. 

-rc..t.-."~ 
i'!". 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 . There are some who live long , hollow lives and there are 

some who cram into each day a full measure and more of experience and achievement . 

These , even though they die young , die fulfilled . They have compressed into 

their 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. We 

klu...e 
cry now not for B~ a , her long trial is ended . She is at peace . We cry for 

those who have been left behind . Their l0neliness is a daily burden . Her pain 

is over , she is at peace . We are bereft . She is with God . We are alone . Her 

peace is timeless . 

/er disease 

mo ,;n._s 
+-F.l ; r s against an implacable cancer . 

A 11 ~ 
beyc,nd control , but in many ways it was Ba J i ira 
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who was the victor. She faced each day with courage and determined will • ~ 

t-t..blll;r;:O!!!!~:giial~gi::s:tlliliil!llil!!ll-'1'f'9'3 «!!:l!~~f➔F~i!!- !!I ~B:f\'ltfii-.aa.111•.tt y ~he continued not on 1 y to f u 1 f i 11 

her responsibilities as a woman and as a mother but to reach out eagerly for 

life ' s experiences . She was never defeated because she never allowed herself 

to feel defeated . After a talk 

"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 ." 

~CJ.+• 
When we spoke of her illness , of death and dying , Bili 11 u a never c0mplained 04(._ 

&'at.,.., 1'\o•"'-.,'\ Gl~ "'°" J ~" f\.o..,il1,5 "'-'~ ~of'\. t11'rl,-.~ 
' why me . ' TJ:!s're ?£:0 s0111e who e11dur-e ::,_del'lt.11 , _ I a1 iiiipOk'i of R'31! f@@li11~.::; . 

W~J;;-~r&~t-m~~ii-b...l.e.--l.lil.a.::W~~-e~~~!!t-~._,_...i,..,;t..-1;;~~.....i;iw;....t..1;;,,i~-liloN-_,..,{-o1·..rit . She was 

grateful t 

"' ,l\-. ,. 1.._:' 4.. 
l:u l!f! j ta 1 

r.._ -r -n....,.,... ~L., (..~. ,c. ",~ ~ 
those who nursed and cared . SAe ffh3ee fr iel'lcJ5 in e, 11nry senri G'i of the 

henever she erJL h si~-~fl••--fleii~, she took up eagerly the many 

threads of er life . It would h a ve bee n u ndersta ndable had she withdrawn , but 
kil I Al .,'t ~ 

nurse her h rt behind closed doors . She reffliilil'l@~ a 7'irt tq the feelings c1f ot~ers 

which had al ays been instinctive to her and she continued to care for the special 

.:c;. o l a 1i:i ' , , n, f'\,v tAa..T .r -> 
beauty with ich God had endowed her . I fcwne helf in-cre-asillgly around 'Pit~. IJ:'emple , 

and faith I don ' t know where 

together aa~--.,~1--1•·~a!7, but I do know 

M~of us tend to deny the unwanted or the unpleasant. Barbara tried 

to understa~l nat she could about her illness . She became medically in -

formed , and th0ugh this knowledge p~c~ably ~0bbed her of the encouragement of 

false hopes , it allowed he..r t, retain her sense of her own dignity and control. 

Barbara was de:c~c, be master of her situation . She was not one to sur 
,_,-

r~ life ' s decisic,ns to another . 

~ lt"{~t:: ,,.,. ,r~ ► ,.._,.r.e •. 
As we talked a pRrasc wllicb I can no !Origer prc:perly ascribe c,ftcn e~me 

tr;;, rni rd . "What lies behind us and what lies befc,re us are tiny matters compared 
~ J.,._t..e.,.4,1 .. •, jl)v( C,Cl~ IA.f) 

to what lies within us ." A great kn0t of courage and strength la5 • tb j n 
A. 
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r ;;;:'.1'-i:;! cs Ml< &d an unquentionable zest for lie. She had a questing spirit 

which reached out to experience and to understand. s~ l:Gjoi 1J .'~,; a111,i1 i,111 

na..ture 
, '· - LA,~ ,-J It'"' -c.L o-..T ~-ts- ,...,CS' -:> 

lier garden w,s AQr aolil!Jh• aRa the l!Uil.~o 11bj cb she la.vish~d on it was a -
r~t leu saf the ee t e ... :he br c ugbt: : ;.. J a ~ry=-task . 

.w...-~~•s strength seemed to derive from a strong se 

J:,, 1\ T1,G )1)o .. 
been honed during the years when she had fac~d • • 

, self which had 

" " ..,.. 
youth ~d 

- ~ • tAJ ,, . n _ am a f t .7> r , , .. 
@z the eaL!519C WC:£ le lat ~elj ''" titer ~ WP,, ?PQ i.R the !:Oily 9E2U g when 

SM.a...1.1..-- ............. __.liiii,l,I.,........,--"•. Folk wisdom ~k~):fjf).4s 

man to himself," and 
(A.-.~ ... 

certainly B••••a was both a 

that "adversity introduces 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. 

' wf. l-,..l I \It-.,,. ~tA, ..,._,_.,, .. ~C.0-, -4 NI ~ • 
I do not mean to suggest these quailtf'es at al . I,GPeak: AG,Re iawer gtace, a 

S~ ._~ ~~~ ~~~z'a~2°:!t:r:-JL~~b~!l)~j:~:~-tic~,ta;u:-.:it;!i:i to 

~ A t.a.J... ,._,,-..J.JJ....--LL ~t It-~£ ~41'1\ ~ t"('6M '-""" ', ~f ff .t•~f, 
~ under~~s much ~~~b~ ~rasped of this confusing world o whic we are all 

A ,~~ ...,~ ,SJ w~* ltt''2 tn..4..1~ ~ ._, ~ . ~ ,._. 
a part, rs ndin that one must shoulder r • ~ a 

r=-t 't~~te~ b~~t9out of oae '• v-w.i &fie 1 t xasps•t. 
; * 

Always active and enterprising, ~~~as a good and welcome companion, 

£~ ....... _.. '1b (\,1r T'tnl-t'c.. ~C..i11..&. ft... ~ '.a et\,~ 
a loyal and caring friend. Yc,ur presence here in such numbers testifies to the 

touched.•~~ 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 ,,. 
their growthl 

she held these sacred. ~ildren were her joy. She rejoiced in ,,,. 
She prayed for their happiness. She looked forward expectantly 

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

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

t'i t~ $OP 
~nd I talked often of lite and death/ I came to understand how 

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

of the implicit loss c,f dignity, and I thank God that death came while she was 
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still herself. 
"•-'C ~ 

If she had any regret it was that she would nnt share the 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.•~

ra brought courage and determinatic>n to bear on her life. She brought 

ness and joy to a wide circle of friends and she set an example · of and 

good sense which moved us all. She bore her illness with a courage somehow 
~ ... _,,~,,. 

instinctively expected of her. I know that she would want Leon, :,nily, Reuben 

r, A•"._..._ •• 
and 

t ·JP§t j n to remember her life rather than her death. I susp t Blltbara would 

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

happiness was more precious to her than life itself. 

October 1 'il,. 1964"' 
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