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Eulogy delivered by Joy’s husband, Jerry Balsam, on May 21,
2004 at Fifth Avenue Synagogue, New York City

As we gather on this literally dreadful day — a day we have dreaded — I lack the
theological deftness to justify the unbearable. I am shattered with grief. Joy, with an up-

per-case “j” and a lower-case “j,” came into my life unexpectedly, and all too soon she is
gone.

I want to reminisce about the Joy we love and focus, insofar as I can, on the good
times. We will do plenty of weeping today, and I’d like us to smile a bit, too.

The first time I called Joy’s phone, in October 2002, she screened the call and didn’t
pick up. Afterward, I later learned, she called her friend Leah Schlager and said: / just got
a call from this weird guy. Do I have to go out with him? Somehow, Leah talked her into
it. My diary shows that we went out for the first time on October 23, 2002, for dinner at
one of her favorite restaurants, Estihana. By November 17, we were having dinner at
Haikara, together with Leah and Herbie Schlager. Joy was ready to have her friends
check me out. When I had to prepare these remarks, I enjoyed looking back at the diary I
kept, a history of how Joy and I fell in love. I can remember the elation I felt as I realized
that I had found my soulmate. Joy and I became engaged on our 25™ date, on December
19, the birthday of her father. On March 13, 2003, a bit less than five months after we
met, we were married in Jerusalem. One of the small consolations available on a day like
this is the memory of our love, as it grew and matured. The physical presence of my be-
loved can be taken away; the love itself endures forever, in me, and in the people who
knew Joy and me. Feeling and expressing that love made me a better person, and for that
I am grateful.

We were as happy as could be during the early period of our marriage. We traveled to
Israel, Maui, Newport, Cape Cod, and the San Francisco Bay Area. As we got to know
each other better, our love only deepened. Just before Sukkot in the fall of 2003, when we
had been married for not quite seven months, we found out that Joy was suffering from a
highly fatal form of cancer, metastatic melanoma. Notwithstanding the terrible news, we
continued to have good times, especially after Joy initially had such a good response to
treatment — a response that surprised her doctors but not Joy. We celebrated the upswing
by returning to Hawaii, this time the island of Kauai, and then to Israel for our anniver-
sary. Shortly after those two trips, on Pesach of 2004, the news turned bleak again. We
learned that the cancer had returned in an even more ominous form. Even after that, Joy
seized as much life as she could during the time that was left to her. Until the last week,
when the disease tightened its grip and overcame even Joy’s indomitable will, her refrain
was I’'m not going anywhere or You'’ll see, we’ll have a baby together.

That she would seize life was typical of the woman I loved, who relished all the
blessings around her. Joy was a great friend to so many people all around the world. She
never went far without her cell phone, and her friends were always calling or sending an
e-mail. Perhaps the most important component of marriage is friendship, and Joy made
an ideal friend and companion.



She had an oversized capacity for love, of which I was the primary beneficiary. From
the day we were married, her main priority was to make me happy, and in that she suc-
ceeded in spades. We could talk for hours. We laughed together all the time. Joy loved
the silly moments we shared. For example, in an update of the game “Punch Buggy,”
whenever she spotted a PT Cruiser on the road before I did, she was allowed to punch
me. Those of you who have seen the digital photos we took on various vacations and
other occasions will remember her impish smile and the poses she took for the camera.
Though Joy put in a full day at work, and then some, she felt obligated to cook dinner for
me night after night. She worried about me constantly. When we first learned she was ill,
she begged our friends Lauren and Ezra Merkin, who stood by us in exemplary fashion
throughout the ordeal, to take care of me if she were not to survive. It was and is heart-
breaking — and, yet, utterly characteristic — that she worried more about me than her-
self.

Joy was highly intelligent, not only as measured in secular academic achievement but
in her curiosity about many topics, her enjoyment of a good novel, and especially her de-
votion to the study and teaching of Torah. She stayed in touch with her students at Mid-
reshet Moriah and savored their successes.

She was dedicated to the betterment of the world. Her devotion spread from those
closest to home, as evidenced by her great concern for me, to her parents and siblings and
their families, to the Jewish community at large. She certainly made me a better person.
Joy developed an extraordinarily loving relationship with my parents and sisters, thereby
bringing me closer to my own family. She was very close to her own parents and her five
brothers and sisters and their families. In Joy’s world, you would drop whatever you were
doing to help family, and she did so all the time. I need not tell you at length how much
Joy did for the Jewish community of Poland, or how dedicated she was to the State of
Israel — where she lived for 12 years and to which we had planned to return — and its
people. Her relationship with the State of Israel can be captured in one fact: wherever she
was, she kept her watch set to Israel time.

Joy was a tiny girl, barely 5 feet tall, and fanatical about keeping her weight down.
But her spirit was anything but small. You could never lose Joy in the shuffle, because
her presence was always known. She was a bundle of energy, certainly before she took ill
and even afterward. She loved to go for long power walks and tried to drag me along; she
loved to swim. We did share one athletic passion, which was tennis. Joy would wear a
blue skirt that covered her knees, handed down by her friend Zehava Witkin, a T-shirt,
and a backward baseball cap. She’d stand at the baseline and swing away, hitting every-
thing hard and flat, with only one hand on the backhand. We spent many a happy hour
swatting tennis balls at each other.

When you heard Joy’s voice, there was no mistaking who was talking. I can hear
some of her favorite expressions now. When she didn’t like something, it was horrible —
horri-BULL. When she found something frustrating, she had her sing-song oy oy oy. For
something amazing, she would exclaim Ok . . . my . . . gosh. She loved to tease me affec-
tionately, saying: You re such a nerd. Of course, she was right. How many times did I
hear her say I’'m not worried or It’s not a problem? So many, and not enough. And the
best thing I ever heard from Joy, and was fortunate enough to hear repeatedly, was a sin-
cere [ love you.



It is customary, not to say trite, to note of those who succumb to cancer that they bat-
tled the disease courageously. And still I must say this of Joy, who fought with every-
thing she had, with the caring assistance of her compassionate doctors and nurses. They,
like everyone she met, became her friends, and they rooted for her as we all did. Joy
nearly defied the odds and escaped with her life, till the disease returned and had the final
say. Still, she did not fall into self-pity. Her focus was on doing everything she could to
live and to avoid letting me down, if you can believe that.

Joy would not have been the person she was without the love, guidance, and support
of her family: her parents and her siblings, Cheryl and Yechiel, Michelle and Laurence,
Geoff and Mimi, Cindy and Yehoshua, and Jonathan and Mandy. The Rochwargers are
an extraordinarily close family, and they accepted me into their midst graciously and
happily. They also stood by us during Joy’s illness with a level of concern and self-sacri-
fice that no one should ever have to display. Whenever I thanked them for their super-
human efforts, they didn’t even understand what they had done that was so special. As a
natural outgrowth of her relationship with her siblings, Joy was a superb aunt. She loved
her many nieces and nephews, and they loved her. That she was so good with them was
an indication of how well suited she would have been to care for children of her own,
which she so wanted to do.

I said at the outset that I was not equipped, either by professional training or disposi-
tion, to deal with the theological implications of this awful day. On the Shabbat after Joy
and I found out that the cancer had returned and spread to her brain, we read the Torah
portion concerning the deaths of Nadav and Avihu. Faced with the tragedy of his sons
dying all too young, Aharon was silent. Silence may be all we have. I can say this much,
however. If the divine decree, for reasons that we will never understand, was to take Joy
from us so soon, then it was my privilege — a bitter privilege, but a privilege all the same
— to provide her with aid and comfort in her final days. If I brought happiness into her
life before and after her diagnosis, I find this, too, is a consolation, small though it may
be in the face of such tragedy.

Joy, if I ever failed to measure up to the standard of the husband you deserved, if I
ever hurt or insulted you, I ask your forgiveness now. Go in peace, my sweet angel.



Eulogy delivered by Joy’s sister Michelle Berkowitz on the
evening of May 23, 2004 at Eretz Hachaim Cemetery, Beit
Shemesh

Strong and smart, deeply sensitive and playful what a powerful combination. These
are the qualities I loved most about her. From the earliest times in our lives I remember
us always running. In the beginning, most of the time we spent running away from each
other. And when we figured it out, that together, we made a much stronger team, we ran
towards each other. There we stayed arm in arm, head to head, spirit and soul.

When we were young in school most of the students admired her and kept at a safe
distance from her. Even most of her teachers were afraid of her. When they figured out
that she was smarter than them, they would suspend her from school from sheer embar-
rassment that she could run logical arguments around them.

We were the first two girls on the YIQV baseball team. She quickly was accepted as
pitcher and a “sure hitter” and quietly explained to me that 88 was not an acceptable
number to put on my uniform. Later my father took much pride in teaching her other
sports and with his help she quickly mastered. Riding her bike head first in the one way
alley in the back of our Queens house, a starting point guard on the Central basket ball
team, and an award winning tennis player which later in life she learned was another
hobby she and Jerry shared.

Joy and I often remarked that you, mommy and daddy, had done something right to
have 6 kids who don’t drink, do drugs, or have left the fold. You laid the foundation for
Joy to accomplish all she did and Joy would want you to look around and take some com-
fort in the fact of how many people love and respect her.

She was orderly and clean, read books quicker than a wink, and spent many hours
alone in our room. She liked to go to sleep early and I liked to go to sleep late. She liked
to read herself to sleep and I liked to chat with my friends. She liked total darkness and I
wanted the hall light on. She liked to hang her clothes up neatly in the closet and I liked
to throw my stuff on the floor. We would fight all the time and my mother would try to
quiet us down as my mother shook her head and said, “One day you will look back on
this and laugh because you will be the best of friends.”

Things quickly changed between us as she went off to Israel and something new and
beautiful began to grow inside her. She learned to direct all of her energy and spirit into
her observing Judaism and began her search of self that lasted until her very last minutes.
She searched for the truth in her family, in her friends, in her teachers, in her studies, and
most of all in God. She befriended giants in Torah like Nechama Lebowitz, Rabbi Aber-
man, Dr. Leiman, Aviva Zornberg, Dr. David Applebaum and Dr. Bryna Levy who were
quick to catch on to her fire and became close confidants with them as well as sharing
with them a Chaveirah-talmidah relationship. In the list of heebie geebies that Joy and I
collected, stands her relationship with David T”zal who have been connected at the hip
both in life and death. She requested from him to be Jerry’s and her mesader kedushin
because of their closeness and his unique understanding of herself. Joy also firmly be-



lieved that David was her Maleatz Yosher, and if he had any say in her short termed suf-
fering than we owe him even more.

While many students can boast of their sharing Nechama Leibowitz’s learning table
and files few can also tell the stories of spending every Friday morning with her for years
discussing much mundane things like, what it is like to eat this triangle food everyone
calls pizza and Nechama Leibowitz asked Joy to accompany her to the pizza store to taste
it for the first time. “Nechama”, as Joy fondly referred to her, would beg Joy to take her
to her to corner Lotto tachana to see if she would get lucky, before returning home from
their pre-Shabbat shopping spree.

Joy had a way of attracting people. It was not a mystery on how she did it. Her giggle
and inviting smile lit you up and warmed you into a safe place for you to enjoy and share
with her. She treated my children as though they were her children and she had a way of
making them and all of her nieces and nephews feel special. Amitai would come in
laughing and excited to be swept up into Joy’s great big bear hug. She always knew how
to talk to Ariella and believed that Ariella looked and behaved just like her. Ayelet was
someone to tease and laugh with and Joy enjoyed hearing her 4 year old logic and ques-
tions. Yair will miss having such a strong personality in his life. They already miss her
and with God’s help Laurence and I will be strong enough to help them through this loss.

She took her teaching very seriously. She always said she had enough experience to
know what not to do. This also, by the way, was the basis for her material she used when
she stared as Mrs. Hannigin in the camp, end of the year play. She regarded each student
as her child and cared for them and spoke with them in a way most of them had not expe-
rienced before her. She decorated her office reflecting her style — A collection of Sifrei
Kodesh and books, some of them being The Rambam and the Ramban, Rav Hirsh, and
her latest passion the Pachad Yitzchak, books and novels of interest and self-help materi-
als. She read them all and referred to them accordingly. At a closer look, one could see
the delight she took in caring for her tropical fish, her gadgets and toys of all shapes, col-
ors, and sizes and lent them to my kids for a time. I wonder if her students ever figured
out that they were around for her enjoyment as well as theirs? Her lesson plans were al-
ways built in a way to entice the student to think about the thoughtful material that was
placed before them. She was interested in what they had to say and she was pleased when
someone came up with a novel idea or an honest critic. She was abut being “real.” That is
the way she lived her life and expected from others to relate to her in the same way. She
played hard and studied Torah seriously, and at a very young age it became apparent that
she was a talmidah chachama in her own right. She figured every minute of every day
was precious and wouldn’t waste her time with shtuyot. It was at this time when she
taught at Midreshet Moriah that she made some of her closest and dearest friends like
Ruthie, Achie, and the Gershinsky clan and Vicki and Rabbi Burglass. Joy constantly
spent time with you and needed you in her life even after she moved to N.Y. You con-
stantly gave her support and the chance to fight for her life. We consider you as part of
our family and words can not express how much we know Joy loved you and you loved
her.

As Joy and I grew up, we learned to laugh at our serious attitudes and about how we
saw life and the people in it. We would analyze our relationships and our Judaism till
there was nothing left to say and then come back to it an hour later with a new thought or



an old one that needed to be said again. For example, Joy would be leaning into my ear
right now and giggly tell me that 75% of the men here, she dated. Then, she would look
warmly at Jerry and smile and say, “You know Michelle, I thank God I found him.
Where would I be today with out him?”

She was a woman with optimism, hope, and great dreams in her heart. When she was
single, she would get quickly annoyed at a comment made to her or about her about her
being too choosy and too pickey. She knew she was waiting for the “right one” and when
she realized that Jerry was the one, she quickly got used to the idea and planned her life
accordingly. Jerry, you were able to bring her Joy in a way that all of her family, friends,
and life couldn’t. She admired you and your work, and your need for independence be-
cause she shared these values as well. She loved you the way you came to her and felt
peaceful that you did not want to change her. She knew you admired her and respected
her dedication to Avi Chai, Arthur, Mem, Ezra and Laura and her relationship with the
people in the Poland community. She especially loved that you did not like her wearing
make-up because you only wanted to see the real her. Honestly Jerry, in the beginning I
was jealous of the loved you shared and learned to move over and fill my place. I have
grown to accept and admire the way she loved you and watch you give her your love and
take care of her before and during her illness. Even now you continue to ensure respect
and devotion towards her.

During her illness she only wanted you to be with her and felt she could handle any-
thing, even the challenge to live, when you were by her side. She believed that she would
live and look back at this period as one of the many challenges she faced in her short but
full lifetime. Her death, no matter how shocking to all of us, was, probably the most
shocking to her and what I would pay to be the fly on the cloud listening to her argue
with God on why He thought that this was her time. She had everyone believing that she
would beat it. Even some of her doctors.

Joy and I would talk about food, what to eat and what not to eat and how much to
walk if we ate too much. We ate tasty delight till we would throw up, sushi and cold cut
wraps. We ate fat free muffins and slipped in some chocolate when no one looked. We
walked to Aroma and back and even when she was sick we walked to her office together.
She wanted to walk because she was in the business of living life to its fullest and enjoy-
ing being out there with the people. She had a taste for fine wine, classical music, cloth-
ing, China, furniture and literature. Her biggest passion, besides loving Jerry was her de-
sire to live in Israel. She was the first of the Rochwarger clan to make the move at an
early age and set the path for the rest of us. She was known around Yerushalayim as “the
walker” and enjoyed seeing the city and its inhabitants evolve and change over the 12
years she lived here. When she moved to New York, she only did so by first making sure
that we all understood it was for a brief moment in time because her heart was here and
for the Jews who were brave enough to live here. When she walked through Central Park
she noticed the leaves turning colors and the cherry blossoms blossoming. She made it a
point to tell me these little things and I loved her for it.

Many people know Joy from the “big” things she did. Her building up the Jewish
community leftover after the war in Poland when most people would like to believe that
there were no Jews left. Many students remember her fondly for her teaching in Shevach,
Midreshet Moriah, and Matan. For working in NCSY and JOLT, summer camps and the



like where she affected and infected those around her with her zest and zeal. But the big-
gest things she accomplished were her most private and devoted work she did on herself
and on her relationships with her family members and God. And even though we learned
many things together both formally and informally this is the greatest lesson of all she
taught me. Live life like it counts. Don’t say things that you don’t mean but if you do go
back and say you’re sorry. Say something different and try not to look back and say that
you regret.... She was my sister, a mentor, my friend, my confidant, my biggest and most
loyal supporter. I was her sister, her friend, her student, and her biggest admirer.

And even though I do not know how I will get through the years ahead without her, I
try to believe that she will be right beside me, somehow, guiding me like she always did
gently and firmly at the same time. Yehi Zichra Baruch.



Eulogy delivered by Joy’s nephew Eli Corn on the evening of
May 23, 2004 at Eretz Hachaim Cemetery, Beit Shemesh

I would like to tell you a little bit about my Aunt Joy.

For as long as I can remember, from the time I was a young child, I was very lucky to
have an aunt as special as my Aunt Joy. .

Joy was always so busy — for many years she was a teacher of girls who came to study
in Israel for a year. I was very proud that she was helping so many people to learn
Torah and to love Eretz Yisrael. She also was in charge of a program teaching Jews
in Poland abou y and was always flying to Poland to be with them. But even
though she was so busy, she always made time for her nieces and nephews. She
would often come to visit us for a Shabbit and would always give special attention to
each of us, talking to us about things that we were doing, bringing us special and '
creative presents. We knew Joy was very important in her school because our phone
would start ringing on Friday afternoons with people looking for Joy even before she
would arrive for Shabbat. Even when Joy was too busy to come and spend Shabbat
with us, she would find time during the week to travel and visit us in Beit Shemesh
even just for a few hours.

When Joy temporarily moved back to New York, we were so sad to see her go. Even

so, she came to visit us many times each year. And bepuggn visits, Joy and:I used to
chat together all the time on the computer, JHlEINES -

We were so happy when she told us that she met a nice man named Jerry who she
loved and wanted to marry. The next time Joy came, we had a new uncle to get to
know and love. And we were also excited because she told us that in a few years, she
and Jerry would move back to Israel. T

Though I.willl miss her very much, I will always remember the gdod times we had
together, and because she will be here in Beit Shemesh, I will be able to visit her

whenever 1 want.
.



Eulogy delivered by Joy’s father, Irwin Rochwarger, on the
evening of May 23, 2004 at Eretz Hachaim Cemetery, Beit
Shemesh

Joy, with her keen intelligence and quick wit could explain the most difficult thing in
simple terms, and so in trying to remember some of these things, I thought I would
start with something that was simply put, but right to the point. We read in 21 nwx — I
only picked out four 2°p125 — which relate directly to her personality

IR OYY powm awIa? 2Tm Ny — strength and majesty are her raiment, she joyfully
awaits the very last day.

MWD %Y 701 NN Rona annd 7°9 — she opens her mouth with wisdom, and a lesson of
kindness is on her tongue.

Cheryl, Michelle — I tried to put together some of the highlights of the past, and I did
this without your consultation, so please forgive me if [ may have mixed up one or
two of the facts. At nine and ten years of age she was considered a tomboy, she only
wanted to play ball with boys. She went to great strides, as one of her big dreams at
that time was to play for the Young Israel Queen’s Valley Boys’ Baseball team, with-
out the Rabbi knowing. Of course, all the boys wanted her on their side, because she
always won. Senior year at Central she went to Michlala, where her love for Israel,
and more important, a love for learning in Eretz Yisrael, flourished.

During her early age, at about this time she said, “Daddy take me out to the tennis
court.” At that time I was a mediocre player, and we started to volley. We never
played a full game, we volleyed for hours. And I remember yelling, “Higher Joy
higher Joy. Harder Joy, hit harder Joy, you’re never going to win a game if you don’t
hit hard.” And she hit hard, I could not return them after a short time.

At Barnard she was accepted in the early admissions program, where her private
learning intensified and soon she developed into what we call a ‘woman’s libber’. But
what must be remembered, she stressed women’s rights in Jewish orthodoxy, she
never wavered from halacha. She worked on the Barnard’s facility’s office, until she
secured a whole floor in the Barnard dorm for kosher girls, for Jewish girls. She
pushed for strict kashrus in Barnard’s cafeteria, and on many occasions she invited me
to have lunch with her and she pointed out the various things that she did.

In Barnard, matching with her studies, she entered the tennis intramurals and she was
a very good player. And it came the final intramural games, she insisted on wearing
her skirt. They said, “We don’t know. All girls wear shorts.” Joy said, “If I'm to play
I’ll wear a skirt.” She came in number two. In Barnard, and only maybe in the last
fifteen, twenty years I realized that Joy tried to do things to make her father happy. So
she started out as an engineering student. At the end of six months she came to her
father and she said, “Dad, there’s too much work going on here, it’s not so meaning-
ful.” T said, “Okay, Joy, what would you like to pick?” She said, “Math.” I said,
“Okay, math is a difficult subject.” She said, “No matter.” I remember when she took
a course in linear set algebra. This is a theory that is very conceptual. You don’t see
many numerals in it. It’s all a,b,c,x,y,z. And Joy mastered that equally. She came to
me numerous times, I wouldn’t even know where to begin. At the end of that year she
said, math is not for me. She kept sticking to science subjects. And she said, “I think
I’1l try computer science, and maybe that’s where she got her foundation, because in
her last years she was easily sending out a hundred emails a day, streams and streams



of emails all over the world. After computer science she said, “Dad, it’s not for me.”
And she calmly told me she was interested in 711’17 and she wanted to learn.

But the best that Columbia, Barnard could offer, she took a comparative religion
course and of course she mastered that as well. But 711°1 was her love and she came to
me at the start of her third year and said she would like to go back to Michlala to in-
crease her knowledge in Hebrew subject matter. And so she went back to Michlala
and spent her third year in Michala. When she returned to Barnard they did not con-
sider Michlala an accepted thing, which is not true today, and they only gave her
credit for half a year which meant she had to go for another six months to Columbia
and Barnard. At the end of her college career she organised groups fighting for Soviet
Jewry. She and her sisters, Michelle and Cheryl, spent many months in the Soviet
Union, travelling all over Russia. The girls managed to arrange it, whenever they were
there at the same time, to be in the same city for naw, so they could be together.

People have already talked about her devotion to Polish Jewry, and how she felt for
those mws1 in Poland, who had no identity, and wanted to know if somehow they may
have had a slight Jewish identity. And even those that never knew that they had one,
they came to her and she put them on the right path. During that time I believe she
led, I think it was the OU movement, in the March of the Living. She ran several of
those over several years. It got to a point where she was so devoted to Polish Jews that
she organised a ‘one man’ in quotation foundation. She named it Atara, after one of
Geoffrey’s daughters. Alternatives for Torah Renaissance Abroad. She went out and
collected funds. She collected scholars and 2°127 in ?Xw° 77X and America, and she
convinced them to spend a Shabbaton in Poland, teaching. She affected the lives in
Poland of psychologists, of artists, doctors, mathematicians, from all walks of life.
The shabbaton was filled to capacity. She won the Jerusalem Scholar’s Fellowship,
and enjoyed that for two years. Most of that time she taught at Midreshet, and it was
during this period that she would bloom as a Torah scholar. It was a funny thing. I
would come home at around eight o’clock in the evening. I’d eat dinner, by 9:30 I
would maybe open up a gemorah for a half hour or forty-five minutes, until my eyes
would close. And Joy would walk around and see me and say, “Daddy what are you
looking at?” I would tell her what 720 I was reading, and she came back “look at it
this way Daddy”. I said, “but Joy how do you know these things?” Joy went to great
pains to never let her father know that she studied Talmud, because she thought her
father thought that was not the right thing for girls. In 770, in 771, in w17, [ knew she
was good, but all of a sudden I saw that there was nothing she did not know. Let me
put an end and say this is what I call her resume.

But what about her, what about Joy’s personality. Joy had the most beautiful warm
Yiddishe nnw1 that I have ever seen. She cared for everybody, especially Jews. She
went out of her way to make them comfortable, to explain things to them. Where she
found the time I do not know. She loved children, especially her nephews and nieces.
She would visit her siblings to see them, but more importantly to play with each and
every one. Sitting next to Joy for the last two days she was in a comatose state and yet
she lay there in a regal manner. She was stately. Her face was never distorted in any
manner. In fact she had a gleam in her face, in her cheeks. The doctors told me it may
have been the Decadron that they were giving her for clotting blood. But this was an
inner brilliance that shone. She lay there for two days, always straight, always very
stately. And all those who saw her could not believe what they had seen. It was a nnw1
filled with 7m0 and nn¥n. She believed that whatever she learnt she put into action
immediately. There was nothing that kept her down.



When she returned to New York she found Jerry. And after her meal with the Schla-
gers, Joy brought her mother and father to another restaurant. And when Jerry left the
room to go to the men’s room, Joy said, “See, how did I do, how did I do?” She did
excellently. She had such great love and happiness with Jerry, her luminescence
showed even greater than before.

991NN RO 7 DR AWK 91 Ham i pw — Grace is false and beauty is vain, a G-d-
fearing woman she should be praised.

TWYN 2Ywa mYRT 17 2191 177 10 — give her but the fruits of her own hand and let
her be praised in the gates by her very own deeds.

Joy, your mother and I request 712°mn for all the times we did not comprehend what
you were trying to tell us.



Hebrew version of eulogy delivered by Joy’s nephew Eli
Corn on the evening of May 23, 2004 at Eretz Hachaim
Cemetery, Beit Shemesh

IR 5B 7RO

Y3 Y V9w NNINR 25NR nAwh 78I NN

PR DR 2IRDY TN 7DD 2OWIAR 772057 70 B 77TV ROTW ST TRR N7 ORI POINA
759 I TR INAW N2 DR TN N OV QO 72T TN IR0V 00T TN YA
SV 12 T2 92 TR ATIT 00 NI 91T7A D1 90 1T ONwANT TN
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Eulogy delivered by Rabbi Reuven Aberman on the even-
ing of May 23, 2004 at Eretz Hachaim Cemetery, Beit
Shemesh
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In the 07w 12°0 Y7 79 T 172w, 72017 173 701 27 says as follows:

MXID MR DR D02 1T ¥ — one of the greatest challenges that stands before an
individual is to make a proper 7507. The 73%7 requires that one weighs every word
which he says in his 7907. My relationship with Joy is perhaps best expressed by
something which we read in this week’s w9, The 77N tells us : NIAR °12 MAY 798
WM PR MIN 79X — and the Gemarah tells us in 2 7Y ©* 97 PI7710 —

AR DY RIPI 9097 TR0 Wi 71 T1AKR T2 MIRD NOAR 212 DI 7RY 79 701 W PR
MT2I0 798 RIY 1727 19°RI 1PHY 7291 7790 1720 12 DR TA90 9D

No, I cannot compete with her husband, her beloved husband Jerry, the beautiful tri-
angle of 7”2p17 and mother and father, but still 9’117 see the teacher as a kind of a par-
ent, and this is the way the relationship went until I had the specific pleasure of hav-
ing my student become my colleague together with me at Midreshet Moriah.

We heard some very, very beautiful 2°7907, and I have to sum all of this up. How is
one to sum up what we want to say.

We are surrounded by counting. Joy passed away on w71? TR "wowi wIN2 - 110 17,
We begin to count a 2°XIn NP2 between six days or seven days to 770 jnn. This
week’s w1 is entirely one of counting because of the 07w w 1127’s love for the
Jewish People, and Joy passed away in the last week of counting, the counting of
W N790. And there is an 2771728 which he probably received from his teacher, be-
cause it is also found in the w7 o*W7 Y3, and, together with my close friend Rabbi
Konnofoller, we found that this was actually a statement made by the P11 *9, the
great grandson of >”7, who said that the reason that we count 77°50 is as follows. We
are harvesting the essence of life, we are harvesting the wheat. Everybody is in the
field. Even Boaz, the top man, he himself is out in the field. We know when naw is
because we can count to seven. But there is a mx» which stands before us, and that is
the mxn of 2377 7%y, We are to go to 221 and, say these great 2°1WwiA, that we
count the 71790 in order to know when we have to leave the field in order to go to
w17, Yes we also counted, we counted and we hoped. Yes, Joy is going to 09w
— the 7%yn Sw 5w, Not to the w7pna n°2 which has not been built yet, but to the
7ovn Sw WPkt N1 in heaven, where Joy will be together with X177 92 XRwTp N1ow.

If I were to say in a couple of words who is Joy, I would say that there is a 71wn in
70 which best expresses her life. The one world is w7 — I will explain. All of the
nmn Map were from wheat, the finest kind of flour. The 17110 31299 of an unfaithful
woman, was from barley which is considered an animal food. However, the 71wn has



a problem. The mwn says the i nnn, this preparation that begins with 1105 to go to
my1w — it is also from barley seeds. Says the miwn —

WA IR N0 RO DONVW 1A R ROW 0D DY AR MW nnan

What did we do with this animal food? We refined it thirteen times. Thirteen activities
of making it pure, until we took the animal food and we made fine flour.

This in essence is what we heard from all of the speakers. This is the life of Yo-
cheved. Yocheved’s life was dedicated. In Torah we heard about her relationship with
Professor Leibowitz. We heard of her relationship in teaching. We heard of her rela-
tionship in Atid. We heard of her relationship in Poland. In all of these things the
common denominator is w73 refining and refining and refining. This is the secret of
her life. And with the short life that she had, this is what she comes to 7’257 with. 01
‘1 G-d gave a great diamond to the world, np% ‘7 — we do not comprehend the ways
of 71”2p77 - He has taken. And then of course we come to the 770977 that says that one
has to accept the way of 772p17 and we say 02w 731 anyn 7M2an 7 ow . 1 can only
hope that Jerry, her parents, her sisters and her brothers, find the strength necessary to
continue in all of the kind of activities that Joy engaged in. And they are all found in
that one word wa.
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You have returned to PXW” yIX.
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Eulogy delivered by Joy’s friend Zev Gershinsky on the eve-
ning of May 23, 2004 at Eretz Hachaim Cemetery, Beit
Shemesh

Birshut Jerry, birshut Joy’s parents, brothers, sisters and the whole family, birshut
Midreshet Moriah family, Kahal Kadosh.

Joy entered our family about 11 years ago as a guest, but as time past she became a
Bat Bayit. So many times people would ask: “who is she?” and we would all answer:
“she’s the older sister we never had.” Five boys, with one adopted older sister, a sister
anyone would wish for himself.

When I tried to understand what was Joy for all of us, and I assume for anybody who
knew her, I looked in the Sfarim Joy exposed me to. I remember our first discussion about
Torah, when she sat and explained to me Shmonah Prakim. Her knowledge and love of
Torah was so obvious when one got to sit and learn with her. Mostly, she opened for me a
window to the Pachad Yitzchaq, which she took upon herself the task of translating Rav
Hutner’s special language of Torah into English, so more and more people all over the
world could enjoy and learn it. That was the way Joy did everything. Never keep it to
yourself. Always share your Torah with other people. The other Sefer she loved was the
Netivot Shalom of the R’ Mislonim. That was our wedding gift from her. Looking through
the Perush of the Netivot Shalom to Pirkey Avot I came across the Mishna in Perek Sheni:
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The Netivot Shalom explains each answer of R’ Yochanan’s talmidim in a way that
reflects some of Joy’s qualities that we all saw in her. Ain Tova is the ability to be satis-
fied with Hashem’s way of leading us without envying other people. Joy’s life was not
always easy, but we never heard her say: “I wish I’d had...” always Smecha B’chelka.
Always full of Emunah in Hashem that she was blessed with what she had at the time.

Chaver Tov. This was Joy’s best character. She was a Chaver Tov to everyone. He ex-
plains that every person has to deal in life with different temptations. The way to deal with
them is by having a good friend who you could talk to whenever you feel you need to.
Whose good advice and wisdom of life you could trust. Someone like Joy.

Shachen Tov. There were times when we were Zoche and Joy was a Shachen Tov, and
other times Joy was a Shachen Tov for others, but always close to us, through phone or E-
mail. She always gave us a feeling as if she’s just around the corner so whenever we
need...

Haro’eh Et Hanolad is someone whose actions are carried out after deep thought of
their consequences on the closeness to Hashem. I remember different conversations when
Joy asked herself “Will this make me closer to Hashem?” It could be different topics such
as taking this job or that one, about living here or in the States etc.

The last Tchuna is Lev Tov, which is Taharat HaMidot. Yes, Joy had the wisdom and
the skills, but above all she had Taharat HaMidot. Never arrogant, always gentle. There
are many more things we have to mention about Joy’s qualities, such as her love for Eretz
Yisrael, and especially the love for Yerushalaim, the love for her family and her Gadlut



Batorah, but I feel that any attempt to put Joy’s character into words and letters will lessen
who she really was.

I want to tell you Jerry that you had the Zchut of marrying Joy. You had the Zchut of
having her true love and of making her the happiest person in the world. Joy always said:
“I don’t want to compromise” and she didn’t. She felt she got the best. The way she
fought the last 7 months is due to you.

Since the last deterioration on Wednesday, when the Gershinsky family kept on up-
dating each other with any new piece of information I felt one thing. I felt proud to have
the Zchut of being Joy’s second family. Joy, I have to ask Mechila from you if any of us
ever showed disrespect to you or offended you in any way. Please go up there to your 2
rebbies, Nechama and David, and urge them to go up to Kisei HaKavod, to ask that we
have no more sorrow. May you be a Melitz Yosher for your loving husband, your parents
and your entire family, Ima and all of our family, and all Klal Yisrael.





