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Dear Friends, we come together today to give final honor to Juliette Radinsky, Yaffa Bat Eliezer V’Emma, beloved wife, mother, sister, grandmother, great-grandmother, aunt, friend, and for so many of us here today, Rebbetzin, devoted, compassionate, sincere, and kind.  For 34 years she devoted herself to our community.  Our rabbis teach us in the Pirkei Avos; Rabbi Gamliel, the son of Rabbi Yehuda Hanasi, taught that all who preoccupy themselves with the community, who work on behalf of the community selflessly for the sake of heaven, are praiseworthy.  In this teaching, Rabban Gamliel discusses the correct motivation for community involvement.  Many are motivated to strive on account of self-interest.  Rabbi Gamliel rejects these motives as unworthy.  Involvement with the community should be disinterested and completely altruistic.

My dear friends, this Mishna speaks about the life of Juliette Radinsky.  In her capacity as Rebbetzin, Juliette was a community leader, and she served our community in many ways, as a social worker, informal social worker, entertainer, (as someone mentioned on the way in that she would participate in the plays here at UOS together with Millie Dean) religious role model, and cook, amongst many of the roles that she took on in our community.  Is it possible to be certain of a person’s motivations when it comes to their involvement in the community?  It is impossible to understand why people accept responsibility.  It’s impossible to know for sure why people are willing to be part of the lives of others.  It is only through the degree of self-sacrifice and self-denial, which these roles demand, that we can perhaps understand one’s sincerity.  When it comes to Juliette, there could be no doubt.  There could be no doubt as to her self-sacrifice.  There could be no doubt as to her self-denial.  By these standards alone, Juliette must be presumed to have offered a lifetime of service and leadership, strictly as the Mishna taught us, for the sake of heaven.  The demands of her position were costly, rather than materially rewarding.  There are many aspect of Juliette Radinsky’s life that we are going to hear about over the next few minutes, but as Rebbetzin, she rose above them all, in terms of her willingness to give of herself, of her time, of her family time, to help us be more whole, to help us heal, to help us celebrate.  

Many of us are familiar with the beautiful rabbinic teaching that says perhaps the day of death is better than the day of one’s birth.  The rabbis in the Mishna compare this to two ships laden with merchandise sailing on the ocean, one coming in and the other going out.  The people were praising the one coming in, and some people stood there and wondered, why are you praising this one and not the one heading out?  They replied to them they are praising the ship that came in because we know that she went out in peace and has returned in peace, and, as to the one now going out, we do not know what her fate will be.  Thus, when a person is born, we do not know what the nature of that person’s deeds will be, but when one departs from this world, we already know the nature of her deeds.

RABBI MARK URKOWITZ – SON-IN-LAW

When Devora and I were married a couple of months, she asked me what we should have for dinner tonight.  “Let’s have chicken.”  “You can’t have chicken.”  “Why not?”  It’s Tuesday.”  “Where does it say you can’t have chicken on Tuesdays?  I must have missed something in my I-don’t-know-how-many years of yeshiva.”  “No, chicken is a Shabbos food.  You can’t have chicken during the week.  You can have left-overs on Sunday, but no other chicken.”  I did assume my prerogative as the man of the house.  Anyway, I think it was the next time we came down to Houston to visit, it was Friday night, and we had meat.  “Why are we having meat?” I asked Devora. “I told my mother that you eat meat on Shabbos, and so she made meat for you.”  “Okay.”


The Talmud tells us that in the period of the Mishna, there were people who were paid to cry at funerals, but it was cut out because there were people who could not afford to pay criers.  Everybody should be equal.  This coming week we will be commemorating the destruction of both temples in Jerusalem.  It is a time of communal mourning.  I remember Tisha B’Av of 1977.  Menachem Begin has just been elected prime minister of Israel, and he was on one of the interview shows Sunday morning.  The first question was, whatever, and Mr. Begin’s response was, “I have something to say first.  Today is Tisha B’Av.  It is the national day of mourning for the Jewish people.”  We will be observing shiva for my mother-in-law, I did call her Juliette once, and I was told (and I would venture it was the only time she spoke to me sternly), “I have waited all these years to be called Mom.  You will call me Mom.”  We will be observing her shiva during our national time of mourning.

There is a Medrashic work called which speaks about G-d’s relationship to the destruction of the Temple and the destruction of many Jews. G-d called his angels and said, I don’t have the strength to mourn for them.  Call the professional mourners and let them do the mourning.  They will be the criers.  This is probably based upon the sentence in Jeremiah where the prophet says, quoting G-d, “Take up a wailing for them.”  And what was the wailing?  The prophet goes on that “our eyes may run down” with tears.  The professional mourners were saying “our” eyes.  They were not speaking of the eyes of the mourners, for they were all in mourning.  The prophet went on, “And our eyelids rush out with water.”  Again, the professional mourners were saying they, too, were mourning.  They were “our” eyelids, not just those who were actually mourning.

This afternoon, we have a family which is in mourning, but, in truth, we are all mourning with them.  Halacha may determine which blood relatives are required to mourn, but we are all crying with them.  And why?  Why are we all crying with them?  It’s because of who she was.  She never bragged, but believe me, she was strong.  Many a time I would say something to Devora, and she would say to me, “I’ll tell my mother, and she’ll take care of it.”  And it was taken care of.  Would anybody know about that?  She never boasted of her achievements.  She was very strong.  I cannot recall, in the 27 years that I have been a member of the family, her ever teaching a class, a formal class, but we all learned from her.  She set a standard.  She set a way for all of us to follow.  She held no position of authority.  It was her beloved husband who was the Mora D’asra, but she wielded great influence.  She wasn’t demonstrative.  She wasn’t loud, but she always did things the right way.  To say that she was short in stature needs no explanation, but she was a giant of a person.  Devora loved to keep a picture by the front door of our home of her parents holding her when she was an infant, and you would see her father towering and her little mother right next to him.  She was short, but she was a giant in stature.  She was like G-d’s messengers, those that got appointed to be the professional criers in the Book of Jeremiah.  When she smiled, it wasn’t so somebody else should feel good.  When she smiled, it was because she felt good.  It was coming from her heart.  She truly smiled with us.  She did not show hurt and pain because it was not the appropriate response for the person with whom she was. She did not want that person to feel bad.  She felt our pain.  She served as a messenger of the Almighty.  She was there for us. 

 I know the pain that she felt when her daughter Devora died about 15 months ago.  Many a time I would sit with her.  We didn’t say a word, but we both felt each other’s pain.  It was a pain she carried within her to the end.  May her way of life, her way of teaching, her love of mankind carry on through all of us so that when we say, “May her soul be bound up in the bond of eternal life,” we should remember her way of life and incorporate it into our lives. Amen.

RONA LIPSKY & ATARA URKOWITZ – GRANDDAUGHTERS

Our Nona was a real character.  From her birthday “cha cha chas” to her loving, caring ways, that was our Nona.  Despite her small physique, she was very strong, and you would know this from the way she was able to yell at her husband, “JOOOEEEYYY,” and get his attention.

There is a saying, the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach.  Our family is no different.  Nona showed us her love with her never-ending delicious food and always-stocked pantry.  The more she loved you, the more steaks she would buy you.  Clearly, she loved her family very, very much.  In fact, this past Friday on my way to see her, I was telling my mother how much I wanted to eat her Shabbos chicken.  To my dismay, when I got there, it was not ready.  I left her house with an empty stomach and a craving for her Shabbos chicken.  I came back a few hours later, and Nona looked at me and said, “Oh, Rona, you’re back.”  I replied, “Yes, Nona.  I’ve come for your chicken.”  She was beaming.  She was so happy.  As she watched me devour that piece of chicken, she happily handed me a napkin.  She was smiling from ear to ear.  That was my Nona.

In most households, Shabbat is family time.  For me, it was Nona and Poppy time.  Every Shabbat since I was 4 years old, I would sleep over at their house and eat Nona’s chicken soup.  It was the best.  And have her listen to my countless stories about school and my activities.  My special time was when I would sleep with her in bed.  I would cuddle with my Nona, who always reminded me to say my Shma.  But the best part of Shabbos, was when Poppy would go to shul, and I would play with her cane.  She would always say, in her high-pitched voice, “Brava, encore.”  She was always so happy and loving.  Lastly, I would prepare myself for the weekly news at the Sholosh Seudos table of my Nona.  That is my Nona.

For the past 3 years I have been away at school in Florida, and every Friday afternoon I would call Nona, and every Sunday afternoon she would call me, without fail.  This was always the highlight of my week.  She was the best listener and always cheered me up.  When I would come home from the airport and I would first go to her house, she would be waiting for me in her wheelchair with a kiss and a hug, and boy, did she give the best hugs!  We were very, very close.  I really loved her a lot, and I really miss her.  I will always remember our good times and special conversations.

Every day after school, when my Mommy was still living at home, she would drink tea with her Mommy and they would discuss their day.  Over the past years, and especially this last one, that became my tea with Nona.  Like Rona said, she was the very best listener, and, better yet, she never judged you or your actions.  Nona, with her perfectly done nails and beautifully made-up face, will always be a part of me.

Nona, we will love you forever.

ELIEZER RADINSKY – SON

In a few minutes, we will be saying the Hebrew sentences that say,  “Hashem is the foundation of everything, perfect in every action, who can tell G-d what to do?  G-d, who rules above and below, who causes death and restores life, who lowers down to the grave and raises up.”

My mother, Juliette Mizrahi Radinsky, Yaffa Bat Eliezer V’Emma, was an exceptional woman.  She was aptly named Yaffa, which in Hebrew means “beautiful.” All of her deeds were truly beautiful.  She was born into an affluent family in Cairo, Egypt in 1934.  Later, I believe as a teenager, they moved to Maadi.  She attended and graduated from the American School for Girls, and later the American University in Cairo with a degree in social anthropology.  After the Israeli War for Independence, things got progressively more difficult for Jews in Egypt.  Things further deteriorated after the 1956 conflict.  Their families had to get out.  In a harrowing tale, my mother and her father barely escaped with their lives the day the Islamic Brotherhood burned down Cairo.  My mother was a rare exception in her generation, a highly educated, university-degreed woman living in Egypt.  She received several full scholarships to attend graduate school in the United States.  She left her family, a close-knit clan, father, mother, brother, aunts, uncles, cousins, numbering well over 100, not knowing if she will ever see any of them again.  Yet, she ventured on.  Shouldering the responsibility, she hoped that maybe her escape out of Egypt would lead to their salvation as well.  All of this at the age of 22.  She was truly an exceptional person.  My mother had a defiant personality in her younger days.  I don’t think anyone would have called her docile or meek.  She had to have had a strong, independent personality in order for her to succeed in the environment that she was in.  My mother also had tremendous faith.  She was not the type that went after the chumra of the week, or the type that analyzes the minutia relating to an observance, but rather she had true faith.  The kind that believes that everything flows from Hashem and has a purpose, whether or not we can understand it at the time.

My mother arrived in Seattle to attend graduate school at the University of Washington on Erev Rosh Hashonna.  Upon disembarking from the airplane and being met by a contingent of representatives from the organization funding her scholarship, she asked them for the location of a synagogue, as Rosh Hashonna was rapidly approaching.  The representative answered her by saying, “You mean a mosque, don’t you?”  My mother remarked that she fully knew the difference between a synagogue and a mosque, and she meant a synagogue, at which the representative made known her feelings that they thought that they were going to get, as my Mom would say when she repeated the story, “a regular Arab as a scholar.”  Although this conversation may seem somewhat innocuous to us today, my Mom felt that there was a greater than 50% chance that she was going to be put back on the next flight to Egypt.  This would not only dash her personal dreams, hopes, and ambitions, but may place the fate of her parents and relatives in peril as well.  As an epilogue, two days later she met my father.  Six months hence, she was married without having a single family member in attendance.  She believed in God’s Providence.

Although she integrated into American society, she retained the Egyptian and  Sephardic culture of demonstrating love through food, as early remarks demonstrate.  My mother was a most gracious hostess.  Hachnosas orcheem were the hallmarks of her home.  Her house was open to all.  Some of my earliest memories was of her making loaves, literally loaves of sandwiches for poor homeless people in the kitchen.  We called these people “our customers” because the business that she and my father ran, being Rabbi and Rebbetzin, was to help those in need.  We always had guests at our table, and she would cook, not just for us, but for the entire community.  Growing up in Indiana, there were no caterers.  Every event, bar mitzvah, wedding, bris, even a regular kiddish, was done by the local women, either in the shul proper or in our kitchen.  Anyone’s simcha became everyone’s simcha because everyone participated by the day before, setting up the kiddush room, etc.  Purim was an especially big Chag for us because my mom used to make hundreds and hundreds of hamantashen, enough for everybody in the community.  My mother cooked for countless numbers of people who were in need, people who nobody knows of even to this day.  She did this discreetly without seeking any adulation.  That was her way.  My mother did not lead by pontificating.  Her leadership style was one of action, and you had better be quick if you wanted to catch up with her.  My mother headed or was involved in countless organizations, too many to be enumerated here.  At that time, it was customary for organizations to honor one of its members who had passed on.  Early on, my mother convinced many organizations to change this practice and honor those senior members who had made an indelible mark on the organization.  She thought it senseless to tell someone how much they meant to you after they had gone when one could say it to them while they are right there in front of their eyes.  Although this practice may be widespread today, it was not back then, and she was one of the leaders of this change.

Although growing up in a house of means, my mother was not attached to material possessions.  Almost abnormally so, since she was detached from them, if something was destroyed, stolen, or damaged, she viewed it as a kapara, or as they would say in Arabic, “Inshallah – it’s G-d’s desire.”  She was very forgiving in this regard.  Her way was one of giving, not of taking.  She would literally give the shirt off her back to help someone in need.

As she experienced her own going out of Egypt, Pesach was a special personal Chag for her.  She began cooking Rosh Chodesh Nisan for Pesach.  We always had innumerable guests at our seder.  In Indiana, we always had between 40 and 45 per seder and virtually everything was made from scratch.  She would give away dozens and dozens of boxes of Shmurah Matzah and pounds of her delicious charosis.

She had a special relationship with my father, working hand in hand in building the community.  One year a local priest asked if he could come to our seder to experience how it is performed today.  Following the seder he told my parents of his feelings for a certain nun, and because he saw the beautiful relationship that my parents enjoyed, he was leaving the priesthood and was going to marry her, and so he did.  The following year, another priest asked if he could come.  Although my parents acquiesced, his bishop interceded and would not give him permission to come. That was the power of my parents’ relationship.

Honoring one’s parents was not discussed in my house, but it was practiced in our house.  My grandmother, Nona, became ill in New York.  I believe my mom spent 12 out of 15 or 12 out of 18 months taking care of her.  Until the day that she was called back to New York and was going to be missing my eldest sister’s birthday, my father and she called up and said that my Nona should come and live with us. Nona spent the rest of her life with us, and after my grandfather retired, Nono, he spent the rest of his life with us as well.  Nona was not well for many of those years, and my mother unrelentingly helped her, going well beyond what any person would normally do.

My mother had a special generosity of spirit, not by only giving of things, but by giving of herself.  The countless hours spent counseling, listening, and talking to people, just being there for those in need, or even those not in need, just being a friend, a good friend.

The Mishna gives us a blueprint of what we should be doing.  These include honoring parents, doing acts of kindness, offering hospitality to strangers, visiting the sick, helping the needy bride, attending to the dead, praying sincerely, and bringing peace betweeen others and promoting Jewish learning.  We say this every morning in our prayers.  My mother excelled in all of them. 

Before concluding, I know my mother would want me to express our thanks to all of you in attendance today for your support, generosity, and friendship in our time of need.  Words cannot describe how appreciative we are.  I know my mom would have wanted me to express this to each and every one of you individually, and we mean it as well.

HEBREW

“Righteous are You, Hashem, who causes death and who restores life, for in Your hand are deposited souls of all for safekeeping.  Far be it from You to erase our memory.  May your eyes look toward us with mercy and pardon.

May our memories of my mother, the Rebbetzin, never cease, and may they inspire us to emulate her ways.

RABBI DAVID RADINSKY – BROTHER-IN-LAW

I first met Juliette Mizrahi shortly after she came to Seattle right after Rosh Hashonna in 1957.  A few months later, she married my brother, Joseph Ruben Radinsky, and I participated in her wedding (I was one of the groomsmen), and she became my sister-in-law. She truly was a sister more than a sister-in-law.  When I went away to Yeshiva University in September 1958, when my brother and sister-in-law moved to Boston when my brother was studying at Harvard to receive his M.A. degree, and I would go up every holiday from New York to Boston to be with them.  They were very, very hospitable, and would welcome me with open arms, and my sister-in-law, who I felt was really like a sister, was extremely gracious and hospitable, even when, one time I dropped some eggs which smashed in front of the front door.  She was very gracious and forgave me, even though at another time she asked me how I enjoyed the meal, and I said, “Not bad,” which for her culture was a very great criticism, and she never really forgave me about that.  But the very admirable trait of Juliette was that she was able to adapt from the lifestyle in which she was born and raised in Egypt. She came from a very affluent family.  Her father was the major distributor of Michelin tires of all Egypt.  She had servants doing everything for her for her entire life until she left Egypt.  And then she came to America, and from this very affluent lifestyle with its own particular Sephardic culture, she came to Seattle, married my brother, and for a while entered into the lifestyle of a graduate student, poverty.  She made this adjustment.  It was an economic adjustment, it was a cultural adjustment, and to a certain extent, it was a religious adjustment.  She knew Sephardic customs and now she came into an Ashkenazic family, and that was a tremendous thing the way she adjusted.  In Egypt she did not cook.  She had servants cooking.  She might have learned the recipes but she did not cook.  In America, she cooked, and, as you have heard, how wonderfully she cooked, how great a hostess she was, how she had such a great personality to sit and talk to people.  But the greatest achievement of her life, I think was with regard to my brother and their life together, when she agreed with my brother to leave Seattle and take a rabbinic position in Lafayette, Indiana, which was not a well paid position, and I believe that she, at that time, fulfilled the prophetic statement, “Zacharti lach chesed n’uraich lech teyech acharai l’eretz lo zarua,” that I remember the kindness of your youth where you followed me into the desert, into the wilderness.  I am not saying Indiana is a wilderness, but in many ways it was.  When they came to Lafayette, Indiana, there was this shul that I believe was built in 1885, and my brother was everything, the kol bo, he was the rabbi, the chazzan, the teacher, the head of kashrus, the head of the Chevra Kadisha. He even put out the bulletin.  He did everything in that shul, and the shul actually was a big challenge because most of the members were academics from Purdue University, and they were very highly intelligent, and this was a challenge for my brother as well as for my sister-in-law.  They were beloved in that town.  They were there for 13 years, and even to this day, people who knew them in Lafayette remember the great efforts, the great sacrifice, the great love that they showered on that community.  He and she both completely turned around that community.

When I got married, after 1964, we used to go to Lafayette all the time.  My wife and I would drive there, and then my brother and his wife would drive to see us.  When we moved to Charleston, they would come a couple of times a year.  In fact, every year we had the tradition of taking a picture, when they came and when they left.  Juliette did not like to take pictures.  She did not want to have her picture taken, but we forced her, and we have slides of those trips.  The impact that she had on people’s lives was really extraordinary. She came from an affluent Sephardic family, who were steeped in Egyptian culture, and yet she understood American women, and they all came to her to discuss her problems. She was an Eishes Chayil. Knowing where she came from and what she had to do and the way that she lived her life, she was really an Ezer K’negdo, she was really a helpmate to my brother in every single way.  She had a very optimistic view.  We were just here in May for our granddaughter’s graduation.  I asked Juliette how she was feeling, and she said, “Baruch Hashem, Baruch Hashem.”  She never complained.  When she started to complain, then we really knew something was very serious, but she never complained.  “Al tiftach peh l’satan.”  Don’t open your mouth to the Satan.  You accept what you should accept.  And this was Juliette’s character.  A woman of great talent, a woman of great religiosity, a woman who affected the lives of many, many people, a woman who will be remembered by everyone who knew her.  This was Juliette Radinsky, Yaffa Bat Eliezer V’Emma, a woman who had good values, raised wonderful children, all who are very great members of the Jewish community with children of their own going in the ways of Torah and Mitzvahs.  She was very proud of them, very proud.  

We know that her soul will be bound up in the bond of eternal life, and we know that G-d will be at her right hand, and we know that she will have eternal bliss.  May her memory be a blessing.

RABBI JOSEPH RADINSKY – HUSBAND

  First all, I want to thank you all for coming.  I know it’s a workday, and you’ve taken time to come here to be with me in my hour of grief.  My brother explained many things to you about how Juliette came to America. To continue where my brother left off. After my wife insisted on going to a synagogue these very good but disappointed women took my wife to the Hillel at the University of Washington. My cousin was the president of Hillel at the time. The rabbi knew her family well. My uncle and aunt lived in a home that had been erected by a member of the Carnation family. They always had 40 to 50 people at home for Shabbos and holidays. One person more or less wouldn’t make a difference so my cousin brought Juliette to her home. It was my grandfather’s custom to spend the first night of Rosh Hashanah at my aunt’s house and the first day of Rosh Hashanah at my parents’ house. At Rosh Hashanah lunch, my grandfather told me, “Joey, there’s a pretty girl with pretty eyes at your aunt’s house. You’d better go meet her.” I had to listen to my grandfather. I fell in love with her immediately, like Yaakov did with Rachel, but I didn’t kiss her like Yaakov did. It took me three dates to convince her to marry me. We officially got engaged on Thanksgiving and we were married on March 23, 1958. By the way, I have a postscript also on the story my son told about the priest at our Seder. As my son said, when the priest was leaving, he told my wife and myself, “I have a nun I am going out with and now that I see the beauty of family, I  have decided to  ask her to marry me.”  My wife looked at him and said, “Remember, marriage isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.”  She was a very outspoken woman, as you know.  She had to be, otherwise she could never have faced down the secret police in Egypt; I really don’t know what they did to her, but in 1980 when Sadat signed the peace treaty with Israel, and I organized a group to visit Egypt and Israel, she refused to go.  It was a free trip!  She was not going back to Egypt.  I remember, my son doesn’t remember, he wasn’t born yet, we were married just a little over a week, when I came home from work early. (At that time, I was still finishing up my fellowship at the University of Washington.  I was grading papers and I had to do other stuff for the university.) I had to get more papers to correct.  So I came home.  It was in April, I think, right after Pesach, and my wife was on the floor crying out.  I have never seen my wife cry out like that.  She was not crying tears, she was crying, “Massah, Massah, Massah.”  I said, “What’s the matter with you?”  She said, “I’m crying for my servant in Egypt.  I never washed a floor before.”

The Gemorah said a man should never marry up because he will have trouble, and what they meant by this was, not many women could make the big adjustment that she had to make?  I was a rebbi teaching in the Seattle Hebrew Academy, and, unfortunately, I got very ill right before Dena was born, and I thought I had to quit and not teach that year, but my sister helped me.  She took half my classes for half the school year.  She was a very good teacher, but they didn’t call her rebbi, though.  After the year was up and my health had somewhat returned, I was in a lot of debt, and I was also a little bit crazy because my grandfather had always offered to help me if I needed it, but I decided I couldn’t ask him for anything because he had done so much for me.  Actually, he arranged for me to buy the house I was in.  I had to make the payments, but he put down the down payment.  So I decided to go to Boeing for two years and work.  I rose through the ranks very rapidly, and I was making $10,000 a year in 1963, but I wasn’t happy.  I had to use all my vacations for Shabbos and Yom Tovim, and my wife was not happy.  She had three little kids at home and she had to take care of them all by herself.  Thank G-d, my sister Sarah, before they went to Formosa and later Japan where my brother-in-law got a Ph.D. in Chinese History, was there to help.  (You know, the only people who get Ph.D.s in Chinese History are either Jews or Chinese or Japanese.)  I wasn’t happy at all because I didn’t want to stay at Boeing.  I wanted to be a rabbi.  I was out of my field.  My family thought I was crazy.  I was going to go to law school and teaching before I got sick, but I wanted to be a rabbi, so I got a job as a rabbi in Lafayette, Indiana, for $6,000 a year.  My wife with enthusiasm agreed to come, and we formed a perfect team. We were very happy there even though we didn’t have a lot of money. I didn’t even have money to send my kids to summer camp.  My kids, what did they have?  Four dresses a year, or three dresses a year?  But we were very happy there.  (Elie speaks, “I had four dresses.)  I know that Elie has a great sense of humor.  He got three or four outfits a year. Anyway, my wife and I had a wonderful relationship there. We were partners spreading Yiddishkeit.  To tell you the G-d’s honest truth, I would never have left Lafayette, Indiana.  The professors there were very challenging. They taught me how to get along with people, so I had no problems when I came to Houston. Once when I didn’t have time to prepare a new speech, I gave a speech that I had given 10 years before. After Shul I went down, to what they call the vestry, anyway, it’s like a recreation room. It’s like our hall, but you can’t build one in Houston, otherwise you’d drown.  So what happened was one of the professors came up to me and said, “Rabbi, you’re slipping.”  “What do you mean I’m slipping”?  “You gave that speech ten years ago,” This was a challenging community, and we had to be on our toes all the time. Some one asked me when I first came to Houston, “Aren’t you glad that you came to a big city with more intellectuals?” In Lafayette one of my members was a Nobel Prize winner, Herbert Brown, in Chemistry, and we had another member there who should have won the Nobel Prize because he really found the DNA for Crick, but he was eliminated from consideration because the Crick team thought he was too Jewish.  There are other stories I could tell you about Lafayette place, but the important thing was that my wife was with me all along we were the perfect team, and as has been pointed out, she was also a very religious woman. She never wore her religion on her sleeve. She never looked down on people who were not religious or not even Jewish. She followed the Sefardic tradition of not flaunting your religious observances.

 
Remember what the rabbis taught when they asked the question “why do we say the first paragraph of the Shma v’ohafto before we say the second paragraph the v’hoyo eem tishmoah? Because the rabbis answer “its more important that you take upon yourselves the yoke of heaven which means the believe in G-d before you take upon yourselves the mitzvahs.” One of the big problems today is that people are interested in the mitzvahs, but not interested in G-d.  They are not interested in hashgocho pratis, G-d’s providence, the belief that G-d is interested in our lives and can help us if he wishes. They are not interested in knowing how they should to lead decent, moral lives.  That was not my wife.  My wife was a firm believer she believed you should trust in G-d and not respond to people’s insults.  In fact, it once happened that I was severely insulted and decided to do something, which was borderline from the Jewish perspective.  It wasn’t illegal.  It wasn’t really immoral, but my wife said, “A believing Jewish man doesn’t do these things.”  I didn’t do it. There is a very important sentence that we learn in the Gemorah, which mentions how a husband and wife should get along. And I want to tell you that in our case, everyone will agree, that it is the way that it should be.  Because, how does this one sentence read?  This one sentence reads, imree inchee itatach gutza gachin v’tilchosh lah, which in Aramic means when your wife is short, bend down and listen to her.  And in many times, I have to admit my wife and I would have disagreements.  As I said earlier the original man was both male and female androgynous or hermaphrodite when G-d created Eve he divided the original man in half therefore man and woman have different ways in looking at life, which means inevitably there is going to be disagreements. Women have much greater intuitive powers than man. I remember sometimes when we had arguments (discussions) I would ask her, “Give me one logical reason why you are right,” and she would say, “I can’t, but I am right any way,” and she was right.

After we were in Lafayette for 11 years, actually, when I wanted to leave Lafayette, because I knew we would not have enough money to put the kids through yeshiva and college, and she said, no we have to stay longer. At one point, she got up and she said, “Now it’s time.  We’re going.”  So I said, “Okay, we’re going.” I then applied for several rabbinic jobs outside of Lafayette and I fortunate to be chosen by this congregation to be their rabbi. She didn’t know where we were going to since she didn’t accompany me to the interview, but she was very happy that we came to Houston. She had so many wonderful friends here as she had in Lafayette. People came and talked to her.  Everybody knew that she was a woman of common sense, not just an intellectual, not just a person who understood religious things and was very learned secularly, but she also was warm, caring individual.  Everybody could come and talk to her.  My wife was not a snob. She came to America from a very stratified class system the rich were the rich and the poor were the poor the servants were the servants and the rich never thought much of them. My wife never believed in that even in Egypt. In spite of the fact that my father-in-law, when he used to come to bring his car to the garage, he just honked his horn and four or five servants would open the door.  That was his garage door opener.  My wife would even treat these servants like people. 

Our home was opened to everyone, no matter what color, no matter what nationality no matter even what religion they were.  She loved to have potential converts and converts over to our house, everybody come to our house. In earlier years, she had many people stay in our house. In fact, when my son moved to the Passaic, New Jersey people would tell him how many times they had stayed in our house. She was completely open she loved people. Everyone was impressed by her warmth. Even after she had broken her hip and was largely confined to a wheel chair she loved to have people come over. Her weekly shaala shaudos was the highlight of her week.  

Devora’s death hurt her very much. People thought she was depressed.  I can tell you she was not depressed.  She accepted it, and if that was G-d’s will then that was G-d’s will.  She missed her terribly, but she still laughed.  She still sang.  She however did one thing that I thought was a little too strict.  She decided she would mourn for Devorah a whole year, not just for the 30 days as Jewish law demands. This means she wouldn’t go out to any event (wedding, party, community dinners, ect.) for a whole year, but after the year she was willing to go.  Unfortunately, after the year, which was March 17th, she was willing to go, but her own health deteriorated, she couldn’t go to many events that she wanted to go. The rabbis teach us that who ever has a child who is engaged in the study of torah is considered as if that person had never died. Our son, Eliezer, was the youngest person to ever get smicha from Beis Medrash Letorah in Chicago and our grandson Tzvi is schedule to get his smicha next June. We have five grandsons who will be studying in Yeshiva this fall and six granddaughters who will be studying in Jewish institutes this fall. She was so proud of this fact. She loved all her grandchildren very much, but I want to tell you Tzvi and Michelle, she really loved Ezra. The one time you brought her down after he was born she just beamed and wanted to hold him all the time. 

Her motto was always to do acts of lovely kindness (chessed) and do the best she could to help her children and grandchildren to become mentchen. She did so much chessed much of which nobody knew about and she hundred percent believed that when the children became mentchen the parents and grandparents are honored. She would do anything to help her children become mmentchen. 

We were married 52 plus years. We had a good life together. She was truly and ezer kenegdo which in generally interpreted as a helpmate. It can also mean an opponent. What does it mean that your wife should be an opponent? It means that the rabbis are teaching us that the best wife is not a docile obedient creature but is a wife who will tell you the truth.  In a successful marriage both the husband and the wife must believe that they are much better being married to each other, than if they were to be alone. My wife always told me the truth even though sometimes it hurt and most of the time  when she told me the truth as she saw it she was right. When she said to me Joey, I knew that she was going to tell me the truth because she loved me. And when I said to her Jojo she knew that what I had to say to her was because I loved her. I have only one regret. We had 52 plus years together, but I wish G-d would have granted me a few more years or at least a few more months. I can’t complain because G-d gave her to me many more years that other couples get. I will miss her terribly. May her memory always be a blessing, may her soul be bound up in the bound of eternal life and may the many blessings of her life always remain in the hearts and minds of her husband, children, grandchildren, great- grandchildren, and friends. Amen.  

