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Aba, the philosopher, the mathematician, the logician. It was no wonder that you
were always fascinated by computers, and the world that they offered of numbers and
symbols, promising organization and offering clear meanings. You were always a man of
thought and rumination, not a man of the spoken word, but a man of silence and
contemplation. Your books of logic and philosophy did not take up much space at home
Just as you preferred us to go ask mom if we could sleep over at a friend’s house or buy a
new Barbie doll.

Aba, you were more then just the intellectual man, you were also the playful and
happy one. When friends came over you would become lively and talkative, showing off
that humor of yours, and we would joke with you that you had no sense of humor, which
we told after you had told us one of several repeated stories you found funny. Would you
mind that if T tell people that your favorite movie was Notting Hill? Or that once I said “1
was just thinking about something,” and you replied, “I thought I smelt something
burning.”

Aba, you taught me religion. Not theology, but the art of loving people, of being
human. “Was I a good person?” you kept asking when the end was near, “did I ever hurt
you?” No Aba, you didn’t. You had your silences, when you were angry, and the
impenetrable wall you put up around you so that you wouldn’t have to confront your
feelings, or love was a word not uttered much by you when we were young. But Aba,
some things can be said without words. Whenever [ wanted to do anything you
encouraged me, never hindered me or said that T wouldn’t succeed. Your love for Ema,
your wife, was unmistakable, and your love for us was unconditional. You taught me that
honesty is the most important thing in a relationship between people, and that all people
deserve to be treated with respect. You let me think for myself and find my own way in
the world, even when it meant leaving you and Ema and going back to the country from
where you came. All that distance between us didn’t matter because I atways knew that
you would be there for me,

Aba, | hope that you are resting now, that the pain is gone and that you are sitting
by the side of your parents. I hope that you can see now that you were and arc a good
person; that is something that will never die because it lives on in me and in Avi and in
Peri.

Aba, we know that you love us and we will always love you.
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STEVE

We met the Fink family 23 years ago when we came to live on Kfar
Hanassi. When we arrived on the Kibbutz, Pam and Steve had already
been on the kibbutz for a good many years and they opened their home
to us with so much warmth, and helped guide us through our first few
difficult years on the kibbutz.

Steve always had a positive attitude towards the kibbutz and life in
general. He was educated, well read and open to discuss any subject.
When Steve felt that the kibbutz was starting to change, he decided to go
and study to be an electrician, something he was interested in and he
knew that he would always find a job.

I remember bumping into him in the parking lot on cold miserable
evenings, waiting for a lift to Tel Chai, never prepared to miss a lecture.
He was such an inspiration, already not so young, had a full time job,
three children, and was determined to further his studies. He achieved
his goal and qualified as an electrician and went to work in the factory
where he excelled himself.

Three years ago Pam and Steve joined us to celebrate our son Ari's
wedding.

Steve arrived wearing a colorful hat, which we thought nothing of at the
time. A week later he told us that they had discovered cancer in his
head and he had had a small operation. He didn't want to tell us before
the wedding and spoil our simcha.

We really believed that he would get though it as both he and Pam were
so positive and determined to beat it.

He underwent endless operations, hoping each time that they managed
to stop the tumors from spreading.

Unfortunately that was not the case. Three years of hope, determination,
despair and finally acceptance.

Both Pam and Steve never complained, and never felt sorry for
themselves. Pam always being there for Steve, and Steve appreciating
her and all their friends who helped them through these difficult years.

Steve, may you rest in peace.
You were a very special person, and a very special friend to us.
We will always look after Pam, and we will also miss you terribly

Helene and Ed Talberg and family




Steve

One of the last things Steve said to me was "Stay out of trouble.” In many ways, this
summed up my youth. | was usually in some sort of trouble, and Steve usually tried to get
me ont of it

There are numerous family stories about this. One was when | was in college. Since | began
my education while my family was in England, | wound up graduating a year younger than
most others. | had decided to go to University of New Mexico in Albuquerque. This was
really my first time away from home. Sometime during my first semester, | realized that my
grades were going to be terrible and so | wanted to feave school. | decided to join the
military. Since | wasn't 18 yet, | had to have a signature from a parent or guardian. | decided
that Steve could, for this once, be considered my guardian. He was an officer in the U.S.
Army and stationed in Washington, D.C. | called him about Il o'clock —itwas 1 am. in
Washington. | told him | was quitting school and was going to join the military — | didn’t care
which branch — army, navy, air force, or marines. | was going to leave school and that was
that. The next day | would mail him the papers that had to be signed. | wasn't going to tell
my parents until it was all done.

For the next two hours, we talked. Needless to say, | had called coilect. He rationally and
reasonably pointed out all the reasons why 1 should NOT join any military branch. These
included the fact that | was terrified of guns and would probably shoot myself in the foot, that
| wouldn't listen or take orders from anyone, especially if | couldn’t see a good reason for it,
and my favorite phrase, “It's not fair,” would definitely get me info more trouble than
anything else | could do or say.

After about an hour, | had stopped crying and began to wonder what my parents would think
when they got my grades. Therefore, Steve, being Steve, worked that out also. He wrote a
letter to my parents reminding them that this first semester was a major change for me
because | didn’t have family around. He also pointed out that | had NOT bounced any
checks or gotten kicked out of school or the dormitory. I'm sure he added a few other
reasons where he had to stretch the truth just a bit.

After 2 hours on the phone, we were both tired, and | had a history exam in the morning.
Had | studied yet — of course not! So he spent the next 30 minutes asking me history
questions, then told me to go to bed. | was worried | would oversleep — which was one
reason | hadn’t made it to my early classes. He promised to call and wake me. it was now 3
a.m. in Washington. Just as | knew the sun would come up the next day [in New Mexico it
usually shines at least for part of the day), | knew Steve would get me up and out the door in
time. | made a B on that test.

Most of our lives, Steve was the calm one, steady and direct, while | was the one who
bounced off walls and got into trouble. Steve was the one with the “plan” while | was the one
who did things on impulse. He often would sit back and watch, knowing what | was going to
do and what the ramifications would be. | think he knew when it was a time to intervene or

just let me take the consequence=
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