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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.

