By BEN MAIDENBURG

Marion is a smallish town which lies
in the middle of Indiana's lushest farm
area. Its Jewish population is tiny.
Once it was much larger, but the young
people have sought out the more swing-
ing cities. Those remaining in Marion
maintain a temple of worship but there
is no full-time rabbi.

When services are held on Friday
nights or on the holy days a student
from the Hebrew Union College at Cin-
cinnati comes up — to practice. Some-
thing like the horse-back preacher of
old. ;

The young man who has been cir-
cuit-riding to Marion,for some time was

a friend to my mom, and so it was that

when she passed away, he was asked to
direct the service.

THE NIGHT before the funeral, the
young man asked my three brothers and
me to sit down with him for a few mo-
ments. He asked us to tell him what we
remembered most about mom and what
we would like for him to say, in the last
sermon mom would ‘“hear” on this

earth.

All of us fried tfo say something, All

of us remembered one thing or another
about mom. All sought to convey some- =

thing special. But it became apparent
in a few minutes that we weren’t talk-
ing about our mother alone, but about
nearly everyone’s mother.

And so if I devote today’s article to
my last “living” reminiscences of
mom, I am not speaking of her alone —
but of your mother as well. My mom
was not one who stood on a special ped-
estal — a mother among mothers — ex-
cept to me. :

To Reme

She stood on my pedestal only be-
cause for nearly six decades, no matter
that I may have been 10,000 miles
away, she was as close fo me as she

. was the moment I squawked my way

into life.

As most of vou know, I wrote often
about mom. Not because 1 needed to
publicize her or wanted to, but because
s0o many readers wrote me saying,

mber Mom

“vour mother reminds me so much of
my own.”’

MY MOM — and so many thousands
of others — represented an historic era.
At a youthful age, she fled an unbe-
lievably horrid existence in then Czarist
Russia, with my father.

Because of her religion — and that
alone — she was denied education, she
was denied the bare scrapings of hu-
man dignity. She saw Cossacks, mount-

ed on ponies and swinging swords and
waving firebrands, ride through her vil-
lage, Killing and burning.

She recalled to me often how she and
others burrowed into manure piles to
escape the vile excuses for human be-
ings who killed for no reason under-
standable to the normal mind. .

She had been brought up in a nation
which was crumbling because there was
injustice on every street corner,

See SHE ALWAYS, Page E-9










