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  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.  

