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Heavenly Father, I pray that You will strengthen me in our hour of travail.  I made a 

solemn promise to my Aunt Betty to speak for her when her time would come to answer 

Your call.  It was her wish that her eulogy be consonant with those she heard spoken by 

family members in her little town of Temes Remete. 

Let us pray: 

O Lord God, we cherish the memory of our beloved Aunt, Grandmother, Great 

Grandmother, and friend, who enriched our lives with love, beauty, kindness, and 

compassion.  During her ninety-five years of life she did justly, loved mercy, and walked 

humbly with her God.  As tears cloud our eyes and our hearts fill with sorrow when a 

destiny beyond our understanding takes from us those whom we cherished and loved, and 

leaves us bereft of the love and companionship that once brightened our days, shall we 

forget Thy divine bounties?  Lord, know now that we thank Thee for our years of shared 

happiness – and – though our loved ones are at eternal rest, we remember that they left us 

with poignant and wonderful memories.  What Thou givest – Thou takest not away – for 

in our memories our loved ones continue to shed their loving radiance.  And Lord, we say 

Amen.  The Gunsberg family is bowed down in grief, for Thou hast summoned our 

beloved familial matriarch, Bertha Wesley Gunsberg, to her eternal rest.  Your message 

of comfort, “Nahamu Nahamu Ami, yomar Elohehem: brings us solace and consolation.  

Our Aunt Betty was a gracious Woman of Valor, to whom family love was paramount.  

She was our first familial nonagenarian, and despite her years she had a keen sense of 

recall.  She knew that there were twenty-three cousins in the third generation of our 

family.  Just a few days ago she told me that while many of the cousins are gone – to 

remember always that with each new familial birth, we are assured that AM GUNSBERG 

CHAI – the GUNSBERG FAMILY LIVES.  From generation to generation that is the 

way of life.  And that thought will be the text of this unconventional eulogy.   

 

With the passing of Aunt Betty, the second generation of our family has come full circle.  

Therefore, it is appropriate, timely, and consonant with our theme, that we employ God’s 

great gift of resurrecting memory. 

So it is: 

With love and with reverence that we recall and remember: 

Morris and Hannah Gunsberg, our blessed familial first generation. 

With love and with reverence we recall and remember: 

Sigmund and Fanny – Samuel and Rose – Ignatz and Hermina – Louis and Selma – 

Paul and Kate – Louise and Arnold – Ethel and Ignatz – Theresa and Anton – 

Joseph and Bertha – Our beloved second generation. 

Aunt Betty has closed the book but the awesome power of resurrecting memory enables 

each of us to open it at will. 

 

Aunt Betty possessed many of the attributes of the Proverbial Asyhes Chayil, and it was 

these virtues coupled with the unwavering belief in God, that sustained her during her 

long and blessed lifetime.  



 

The long life began on the 16
th

 day of May, 1889, in Temes Remete, Romania.  Her 

beloved parents, Morris and Laura Wesseley, named their daughter Bertha.  At an 

early age her family and friends, all called her Betty.  From her parents teachings of 

Jewish traditions, rites, and rituals, came her love for Judaism.  Temes Remete, was a 

tiny hamlet with very few Jewish families.  As our Aunt grew in her teen-age years she 

often wondered from where would come the young Jewish man who would come to pay 

court.  Her father told her not to worry because God in His wisdom always provides.  

How true.  God does provide and He does move in mysterious ways.  For one bright 

Autumn day there arrived in Temesvar, a fairly large railhead city, some distance from 

Temes Remete, a young Jewish man who had been assigned by the railroad to the post of 

stationmaster.  He carried a letter written by his father, addressed to the Rabbi of 

Temesvar, asking the Rabbi to look after the welfare of the son.  That son was our 

Uncle Joe.  I am quite sure hat most of you can sense the scenario which follows.  

Shortly after becoming settled into the routine of his railroad responsibilities, Uncle Joe, 

was taken by the Rabbi to meet the Wesley family.  Uncle Joe told me that it was a 

long dusty rip by house and buggy – but – he said that it was a great trip because as 

soon as he met Aunt Betty, he knew that she would become his wife.  I have a taped 

record of the events which I now sum up in just four words: Love, Engagement, 

Wedding, and marital bliss.  From our family were present, Grandpa Gunsberg, Aunt 

Rezi (Theresa), and Uncle Louis. 

 

After the wedding, Aunt Betty and Uncle Joe, made their home in Temesvar.  Our 

Aunt had a good life in the big city and she was grateful to have the privilege of going to 

a real synagogue on the Sabbath and on the Holydays.  She told me it was a joy to listen 

to the chanting of the Cantor and hearing the sermons of the Rabbi.  The couple was 

blessed with two sons, Frank and Julius.   

 

Uncle Joe was promoted to the post of divisional superintendent of the railroad and 

he elected to remain in Temesvar.  His parents, sisters, and brothers, had emigrated 

to the United States and with the advent of the First World War all communications 

the family and Uncle Joe came to a halt.  At wars end through a chance 

conversation between Peter Vass, a family friend from Detroit, and Uncle Joe, our 

family learned that All was well with our Uncle and his family.  This was in 1921 

and our beloved Uncle Louis, our family emissary, made the trip to Temesvar to 

bring his brother and family to Detroit.  I recall with vivid clarity the happy reunion on 

a bright sunny afternoon in the month or June – over sixty-three years ago – and Aunt 

Betty told me that she remembers that I opened the door to the car – and that she said a 

prayer of thanks to the Lord – and she hoped that she and her family would have a good 

life in America.  

 

It was Aunt Betty’s expressed wish that I relate these events in her life because she 

wanted to make sure that her grandchildren, great grandchildren, family and friends, 

would know from whence she came and how she became a member of the Gunsberg 

family.  Her sons grew to manhood – Frank, married Mollie Freedman, and they were 

blessed with a son, David.  Julius married Elise Klein, and they were blessed with a 



daughter, Marion, and a son Ronald.  Our Aunt was a happy mother and doting 

grandmother.  Life was good.  Not quite a week ago as I visited with her she told me that 

in her earliest days her father taught her to be zealous for the Lord.  “And thou shalt love 

the Lord thy God, With all thy heard, and with all thy soul, and with all they might”.  

Throughout her long and blessed life she clung to her unwavering belief in her God.  That 

belief and her resilient inner-strength helped to sustain her in her days of grievous losses.  

Blesses are Thou, O Lord our God the true Judge. 

Aunt Betty called them her days of darkness.  A shutet napok. 

In 1946, the sudden and untimely death of her beloved son, Frank 

In 1964, the crushing blow of the loss of her late-mate, our Uncle Joe. 

In 1967, the painful and difficult passing of her beloved son, Julius. 

After 46 years in America, at the age of 78, Aunt Betty was the lone survivor of the 

happy family that came to us from Temesvar. 

The Loss of her sons were soul trying as only the loss of a child can be to a parent.  Her 

faith remained undiminished and her faith remained strong.  She told me that she was 

comforted by the love and concern of her Elsie and her Millie – her grandchildren and by 

her family. 

 

To everything there is a season, and a time to every purpose under the heaven: a time to 

be born and a time to die.  Seeing his days are determined, the number of his days is with 

Thee, and Thou hast appointed his bounds that he cannot pass.  Koheleth, Job, the 

Psalmist, all try to solve the mystery of life.  Aunt Betty told me that she asked the Lord 

many times, “How long will You keep trying me”?  To no avail for once again she was to 

experience the valley of anguish in 1977…The sudden and untimely passing of her 

beloved granddaughter, Marlene, was for our Aunt, a divesting blow.  When I called 

her to try to ease her pain, I let her cry out her heartbreak, “Harry, here I am full of years 

and I would be happier if the Lord had taken me instead of my sons and my 

granddaughter.  My Ronnie has lost his beautiful wife and he is bereft with two little 

children.  Two great grandchildren.    I assured her that Ronnie would mourn his great 

loss, but that he would cope with his problems.  We all learn to cope and to carry on with 

our lives.   

I asked Aunt Betty for guidance many times as to the form of the Temes Remete familial 

eulogies.  Through my voice she leaves this message to her beloved Gunsberg Family.  

“Harry, my dear nephew, if you are well and God is willing you will be speaking for me 

– my time has come.  Your eulogy for your beloved Belle, was a beautiful tribute to her 

memory.  You spoke for her – now you speak for me.  My life was not all tragedy.  God 

gave me a wonderful husband.  Two fine sons.  They were your pals.  My Elsie and my 

Mollie were like my own daughters.  My grandchildren filled my heart with pride and 

joy.  Dick Menczer and Bill Morin were always concerned for Grandma’s welfare.  

Please tell them both that I loved them very much.  God bless them.  Harry, I have eight 

beautiful great grandchildren, Mark, Jody, Julie, Brian, Jonathan, Daniel, Lisa and 

Jeffery.  May God always keep them safe and sound. 

 

Harry, please tell the Gunsberg family that I loved them all.  Hey were very dear to me.  

Let Irene, Renee, and Mill, know how much I appreciated their many kindnesses to their 

Aunt Betty.  There was a time when angels walked upon the face of the earth.  For me 



that  time has never ceased, for my beloved granddaughter, Marion, has always been my 

constant guardian angel.  She always made sure that all was well with grandma.  I know 

that I often tried her patience and caused her aggravation.  I am truly sorry and I ask my 

Marin to forgive, grandma.  Harry, every night I prayed for all of my family, my loved 

ones.  And, I always said a special prayer for my Marion. Marion, David, Ronnie, and 

great grandchildren, your grandma left you a legacy of devotion and love.  That devotion 

and love remains everlasting, immortal and truly indestructible.  Cherish it in your 

memories all the days of your lives.   

 

Harry, please convey my love and gratitude to my friends at the Federation Apartments.  

I appreciated their kindnesses and thoughtful considerations.  May God bless them all.  

To Rabbi Rosenbaum: I wish him well in his ministry at B’nai Moshe.  I regret that I 

never got to know him like I knew Rabbis Fischer and Lehrman.  To Hazzan Klein: I had 

great pleasure in listening to his beautiful changing.  His prayers brought me solace and 

comfort.  To Mr. Ralph: My thanks for being a kind and helpful human being.  And lastly 

Harry, through you I bid farewell and Shalom to my beloved family.  Your love, 

friendship and understanding enriched my long life.  May God bless all of you and our 

generations at yet unborn.  Farewell and Shalom… 

 

Beloved Aunt Betty I pray that I have spoken for you in the manner you wished.  We 

your loved ones thank God for the blessed 63 years that you were with us.  Dearest 

Matriarch, you will live on in our memories – from generation to generation. 

Beloved: 

Your sun shall descend no more. 

Neither shall your moon withdraw itself. 

For the Almighty will be an everlasting light unto you. 

And the days of your mourning shall be ended. 

 

With love, as ever, 

Your nephew, 

Harry 

Farewell, Shalom, and Amen.    


