
Judaism does not command us to believe, it commands us to remember. The

commitment of faith in the Torah is to remember --As we have said each year to 

 remember the day of departure from the land of Egypt as long as we are Jews.

Therefore I say that all of our ancestors live within us. 



    What does it mean to be remembered?

When Rabbi Liz asked me to bring my thoughts before you today, she and I had had 

some discussions helping me put together my family’s story, essentially starting the 

often talked about  family tree of  my Father’s side of the family.

For the past few years I have had this project on my desk to track back my heritage.

Of course, just getting the facts straight has been running upstream against all the

family folk lore stories.

But in doing this, the power of memories has brought to the foreground not only the

stories that have been passed on to me, but what I would pass on to my children and 

grand-children, but the why and how I have lived and what I may have passed on them.

As far back when I was a small child, I often feared my fathers’s father and his long,

 long seders. I never saw him smile, but now I know that since he escaped Russia to 

avoid conscription in the Czar’s army; his travels thru England, Argentina and finally to 

Baltimore really never gave him much to smile about. It must have been next to 

impossible to provide for my grandmother and five children.

Looking back to growing up under my Father’s roof, being the middle child of five, I 

never saw my Father smile much, for now I remember his economic struggles.

Telling me that he loved me was not told to him, so how could he use those strange 

words on me. Emotion was not an everyday experience and I can only think of a few 

times as I grew up that I felt any anger from Dad. Spanking me twice for beating up on 

my kid sister; walking behind me not saying a word, from the police station back to the 

house after I got caught playing cards for money by a policeman.

But thru all of this, there were some real lessons that he taught me without actually 

saying the words. When I got the letter saying that I was accepted into Pharmacy 

School as a 17 year old, the bill for the first year was $1000. I shared that with him and 

got the response--”I hope you can afford it”. Actually Mom had put $500 aside in war 

bonds when I was a paper delivery boy that gave the start that I needed. She also 

pointed me toward the Associated Jewish Charities for a school loan. As I sat down , the 

interviewer said “You have shoes. We give the money to those who need shoes.” His 

and Dad’s lesson was very clear--get a job and make your own money. The rest of my 

education I paid for by working in the shipyard, post office  and can factory. The lesson 

here was loud and clear--if you want something bad enough, only you can make it 

happen.                As the Nike ad says now--just do it.

The most important lesson came to light during a discussion with my son, who never 

missed a days work thru his illness. I asked him why not miss a day, and he said that 

that was a lesson that I taught him without every saying as much. I too had never

missed a days work. Dad had never missed a days work, even thru the riots, taking a 

bus to work, having never owned a car. His lesson here was, no matter what, provide 

for the family.

Of  those lessons--work for what you want and don’t miss any work days, were of 

course unspoken, but there are some unspoken family situations that I have tried to 

change. These have taken much personal work and I will admit, harder to make come 

true.

First, growing up without hearing words of love  from my parents was something that I  

now realize was how they were brought up. It seems strange that both Mom and Dad 

only said I love you directly to me, the day before each of them passed away, even 

though I knew they felt that way.

Being able to say I love you to my children and grandchildren as much as possible. 

I am able to say those words to them as I see or talk to them. 

Secondly, and this took me some time--get involved with my children and grandchildren 

and their activities.


Last, but not least, Mom’s unspoken lessons. By knitting hundreds of woolen convoy 

caps for the Navy during the war and forever taking care of foster children for the 

Associated, there were lessons to be learned. Do good things and give back to people 

and society, especially the Jewish community. 

Memories are strange. They are the remembrances of our past and hopefully of the 

future for my children and grandchildren.


Remember--the past lives within us, in our very bodies--an inheritance from past 

generations, and thus our future generations will inherit from us those memories and 

remembrances.

