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In the Name of our Survivors 
Rabbi Shira Wallach and Rabbi Adam Roffman 

Yom Kippur, 5783/2022 
 
Shira: As our patriarch Jacob, the man for whom we are named as 
children of Israel, lay dying, he summoned his son Joseph to his 
bedside. “Do me this favor,” he told his son. “Pledge to me that 
you will not allow me to be buried in Egypt. When I lie down with 
my fathers, take me from this place to the land promised to them, 
and bury me by their side.” (Gen 47:29-30) 
 
Implicit within his dying wish was Jacob’s sense that, though his 
time on earth was about to come to an end, his story was yet 
incomplete. The tale of Jacob’s life is not an easy one. He endured 
pain and suffering, loss and heartbreak, and did not live to see 
God’s promise-- that his descendants would one day inherit the 
land of Israel—come to be. 
 
But despite all this, Jacob was a fighter and a survivor. His reward 
for enduring so many challenging decades was the knowledge that 
his children and his children’s children would not just survive him, 
they would thrive because of him. Still, Jacob believed that if he 
was buried in Egypt, his story would end there as well. 
 
Over the past number of years, and in particular this year, we have 
also buried many survivors. Though Jacob was ultimately reunited 
with his son Joseph, these precious souls had children and parents, 
spouses and siblings torn away from them, never to return. 
 
Adam: Alongside many of you, I’ve shared the sacred and solemn 
honor of laying survivors of the holocaust from our community to 
their final rest. And though saying goodbye to any of our beloved 
congregants is always a painful task, there is something 
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particularly heartbreaking and heavy about burying someone who 
lived through and endured the horrors of the shoah. As the sound 
of the earth hits the casket, you are simultaneously ripped apart 
by grief and seized with the tremendous sense of obligation to 
preserve and transmit a story that must never be forgotten.   
 
Part of the horror of the ghettos, concentration camps, and death 
marches was the undignified and inhumane treatment of those 
who perished. I imagine, for those who faced extermination at the 
hands of the Nazis, the prospect of such an end was much like it 
was for Jacob, who feared being buried in Egypt, in a land which 
would be the place of our oppression and persecution for 
hundreds of years. 
 
Thank God, this was not the fate of our survivors, who were 
brought to their eternal home in the embrace of their beloved 
family and community. And yet, one by one, as these bright lights 
dim in this world, and rekindle in the next, and as our community 
of survivors diminishes, we must ask ourselves: what more can we 
do, what must we do to ensure that their stories are not buried 
with their bones, that their memories will live on in our hearts 
forever. 
 
Shira: I know many of us, this morning, are thinking of one 
remarkable story, in particular--the story of our beloved Max 
Glauben. It is hard not to feel as if he should still be sitting up here 
with us, grinning broadly from ear to ear, as he did for many years 
as a gabbai of this service.  
 
A child of the Warsaw Ghetto and later the concentration camps 
Majdanek, Budzyn, Mielecz, Wieliczka, and Flossenberg, Max was 
always small, but fiercely determined. Whether it was squeezing 
through the bars of the ghetto walls to smuggle in food or using 
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his incredible mind and memory to barter and bribe, Max willed 
himself to endure through the next moment and the moment after 
that, no matter what it required of him. He dared the Nazis not to 
kill him by making himself useful, be it sweeping the floor or 
building their airplanes. 
 
But it wasn’t just Max’s will and skill that saw him through the war, 
it was also his powerful neshamah, his depth of spirit and 
appreciation for what made life beautiful, even amidst the swirl of 
ugliness around him. In the packed boxcar on the way to Budzyn, 
as people were dying around him, Max kept his mind occupied by 
humming along his favorite Yiddish songs from childhood, 
punctuated by the rhythmic clang of the wheel against the track.  
 
When he came to Dallas, he was equally determined to build a 
new life for himself. Once, he went to a Sears Roebuck looking for 
employment, but he was quickly turned away. “That’s ok,” Max 
said, “I’ll stay here until the employment manager comes out,” 
which he did hours and hours later. Max got the job. He danced 
his way into the heart of his beloved Freida with his humor and his 
boyish charm and lived a long, full life with his children and 
grandchildren, a life chronicled beautifully by his biographer, Jori 
Epstein, in her book, The Upstander. 
 
Adam: In April, as Max gathered the family he brought into this 
world around his bedside to shower them with love and blessing 
as he began his journey to the world to come, his great-
granddaughter, Millie, was sleeping peacefully in her bed at home. 
Millie, in her first three or so years of life, has already developed 
quite a personality that is at once, entirely her own and yet, 
strangely familiar.  
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It’s rare when you look at her small frame, that you don’t see 
Max’s mischievous little twinkle in her eye. Her mother, Max’s 
granddaughter Sarah, told me that Millie is at her most dangerous 
when it’s quiet. A year and a half ago, she went missing in the 
house. Sarah and Brett opened up the pantry and found Millie 
standing proudly with a box of cereal, the entirety of which, she 
had dumped on the floor. 
 
Millie is always on the go. She can frequently be seen making 
herself useful at imaginary tasks, like banging away at a computer 
keyboard, demanding that others take her and her work seriously. 
She is fiercely independent and never asks for help, at least not 
until she’s gotten herself into a bit of trouble. 
 
And she loves music. One day, Millie was playing with her sister 
Natalie at her Zayde’s house, when she discovered a guitar in the 
closet. She brought it out to Max, asking him, “whose is this?” To 
everyone’s astonishment, Max began to play and sing, something 
no one in his family knew he could do. Millie, who is herself 
convinced that she is an excellent guitar player, no matter how 
discordant the strumming, beamed. 
 
Millie’s parents, Sarah and Brett, considered the name of their 
second child for some time. And though it’s not the custom in our 
community to name after the living, the image of Max, cradling his 
infant great granddaughter in his arms as a piece of his soul was 
transferred into hers was too powerful for her parents to pass up.  
“Millie,” her mother told her that day, “Your daddy and I hope that 
you will commit to all that you do with your whole heart, 
something we have already seen glimpses of, as you begin to 
practice your newfound voice. Just like your Zayde has committed 
his life to something bigger than himself, we hope that you will 
seek opportunities to do the same.” 
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Shira: Many of us also recall fondly, our good friend Mike Jacobs. 
Mike and his wife Ginger, of blessed memory, were also members 
of this community for many years and their grandchildren 
continue to call Shearith Israel home. 
 
Mike was 14 years old when the Nazis marched into his 
synagogue on Rosh Hashanah in the city of Konan, Poland. He 
writes in his memoir: “I remember it like it was yesterday. Two of 
my brothers and I sang together in the choir. I loved singing in the 
choir on the High Holy Days. I still remember which prayer we 
were singing that morning. It was the part about whether God 
writes your name in the book of life for the coming year. I had no 
idea how true that prayer would become.” 
 
One day, after witnessing the Nazis murder two men in cold blood 
in the town square, Mike’s mother sat him down and told him that 
one day they were going to be parted. She asked him: “If someone 
comes up to you and says I have nothing to eat and I’m going to 
die, what should you do?” 
 
“What can I do?” he replied.  
 
“Don’t say to yourself, ‘I can’t give away my last penny, for I will 
have no bread.’ Save a life today, don’t worry about tomorrow,” 
she told him.  
 
As a wily Max snuck contraband through the walls of the Warsaw 
Ghetto, a street-smart Mike “organized” food to feed his family 
and money to fuel the resistance against the Nazis on the streets 
of Ostrowiec and while interred at Auschwitz.  
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Mike was also fearless. Once, he challenged his Nazi master to 
explain how he could, in good conscience, shoot women and 
children, when he had a wife and kids of his own at home. He 
survived because of three things: He never gave up hope, he 
never gave up his beliefs, and he was always positive.  
 
In addition to the Dallas Holocaust Museum, which was also a 
product of his tenacity and vision, Mike built a beautiful life for his 
family here in Dallas, winning the heart of his wife Ginger, who 
met him when he was teaching gym class at the JCC and 
smothered his children and grandchildren with love, gathering 
them for shabbat and holiday meals, and introducing them to his 
love of Broadway musicals.  
 
Adam: Mike’s granddaughter Aviva never imagined that her Zayde 
would not be there to dance with her at her wedding. But when 
her son was born, she decided to name him Leo Maxwell, after 
Mike, knowing that, one day, she would indeed dance with him, as 
she looked into the eyes of her son.  
 
And what expressive eyes they are. Just like his Zayde, his 
eyebrows tell stories with every furrow and bend and break up a 
room into laughter with just one glance. When Leo was 16 months 
old and began to walk, Aviva was startled one day to see him with 
his arms behind his back as he paced the room, with the exact 
same posture as his namesake. And just like Mike, and Max and 
Millie, Leo loves music. He steals his father Gabe’s guitar and 
treasures the little piano he loves to play with. 
 
And he is the funniest little dancer you will ever see. 
 
At his naming, Leo’s mother Aviva told him: “What greater honor 
could I give you but to name you after someone who loved so 
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deeply, gave with all his heart, and was someone I could always 
count on.” 
 
Shira: And today, and every time I ascend this bima, I remember 
my Zayde, Rabbi Rudolph Adler.  
 
Rudy was born in Kassel, Germany and became Bar Mitzvah the 
year Hitler came to power in 1933. Like Max, he was small and 
mighty. Before the Nazi thugs were armed with guns, he and his 
friends would confront them in the streets. But his parents knew 
that their son would have no future in Nazi Germany, so they put 
him on a train and sent him to Liverpool, England, where he 
earned his ordination as a rabbi and Talmud scholar. He never saw 
his parents again.   
 
As the Nazi invasion of Europe approached England, the British 
rounded up all the German nationals, Jews and Nazis alike, and 
sent them across their Empire.  My Zayde ended up on a boat 
bound for eastern Canada. While everyone else on the boat was 
vomiting their guts out, a famished Rudy spent his time in the 
galleys, choking down as much smoked kipper as he could, 
knowing what lay ahead for him: an internment camp for 
Germans. He spent two years there, knowing he could never really 
sleep—either because a Nazi would slit his throat or the fire that 
was keeping them warm and alive would burn down their tent.  
 
Despite his gruff and determined exterior, Zayde was soft and 
sweet and uproariously funny. He and my Bubbie danced through 
life, singing to each other made up songs with their pet names 
inserted as lyrics—Rosie Ro, I love you so. And though Rabbis of 
his generation had to maintain a particular air on the bimah, 
people came from all over for my Zayde’s annual Jewish humor 
sermon.  
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At our wedding, after all four of our parents spoke for way too 
long, my Zayde got the last laugh. He shuffled up to the 
microphone and said, “I wrote a very long speech, but I forgot it at 
home.  I only remember the last line, Baruch atah Adonai, eloheinu 
Melech ha’olam, hamotzi lechem min ha’aretz.” 
 
Adam: Soon after her Zayde passed away, Shira’s mother dropped 
a hint to us on the phone one day, “His Hebrew name was Rav 
Yosef, get to work.” So, it was no surprise to anyone that our 
daughter Rebecca was named in his honor.   
 
I frequently tell people that after Hannah was born, I felt as if I had 
learned a new definition for the word stubborn. But boy, I didn’t 
know the half of it. Our younger daughter’s favorite word is no.  
But it’s not just that’s she’s being obstinate. Because when she 
says it, she is simultaneously trying to defy us and entertain us at 
the same time.   
 
But it’s very hard to get frustrated with Rebecca because she is 
just so damn funny. She is the laugh track to our days and the 
soundtrack to our nights.  She is constantly singing and asking for 
us to play her favorite Broadway cast recording. Just the other 
day, Shira asked her what song she wanted from a particular 
album. “All of them,” she said, “because I have all of them in my 
head. That’s why my head is so big.” 
 
At her naming, we told Rebecca “I pray you’ll take after Zayde in 
his humor and lightheartedness and that you are inspired by his 
deep commitment to faith and to optimism. He always believed 
that blessings would come to him.” 
 
 



 9 

Shira: Max and Millie 
 
Adam: Mike and Leo Maxwell 
 
Shira: Rudy and Rebecca, souls bound together by their names—
each determined to make their own way in life, but always with a 
mischievous sense of humor and always carrying a song in their 
hearts.  
 
Though books have been written, testimonials have been 
recorded, and monuments have been erected to the memory of 
these three righteous and courageous men, the greatest and most 
powerful container of their memory are these three children, who 
bear their names. 
 
When children are born, they are like warm lumps of clay in your 
hands, with only the smallest hint of who they might become. But 
as parents, we are charged with the privilege and the opportunity 
to bestow upon them the blessing of a name and all the 
expectations that come with it. 
 
You might think, for anyone, that that is quite a heavy burden to 
lay on a child.  And yet, as Sarah and Brett and Aviva and Gabe 
and Adam and I will tell you, our children are uncanny echoes of 
their great grandfathers not because we, their parents, shaped 
them that way, because the blessing of these names was infused 
into their souls, giving them identity and purpose.  
 
Adam: When we lose anyone, and survivors in particular, it’s 
natural to succumb to despair, wondering if we will ever see their 
like again. But to look into the eyes of the children who are named 
for them, to watch them laugh and hear them sing, and at your 
peril, try to stand in their way, is to understand, truly, that their 
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story did not go down to the grave with them. It lives on—some in 
ways we’ve already discovered and some in ways we couldn’t yet 
possibly imagine. 
 
After all, could Max, and Mike and Rudy, even with their fierce 
optimism and hope for tomorrow, ever dream that their 
grandchildren would stand together under a chuppah as Shira and 
I did with Aviva and Gabe. Or that these men who witnessed 
humanity at its worst, would one day look down from above see it 
at its best, their great granddaughters, best friends, and 
classmates, who enter their Jewish day school each morning and 
ask, first thing, “Where is Rebecca? Where is Millie?” 
 
And that too is the power of naming. These are not stories that 
live on in isolation, but rather in community, in our community, 
right in front of our eyes--the souls of three men from Warsaw, 
Konan, and Kassel have found each other, right here in Dallas, 
Texas: 
 
Millie and Leo and Rebecca. 
 
Shira: The song of our ancestors lives on through each of us who 
bears a name, given to us by our parents. A name that carries with 
it history, and personality, and obligation. This morning, let us 
recommit ourselves to finding the soul that was planted within us 
the moment our parents blessed us with the name of someone 
who blessed them. They have been singing to us our entire lives, 
charting our path, teaching us who to be. In this moment, as we 
recall their memories, it is our turn to sing back to them.  
 
Before he breathed his last, Jacob stretched out his arm to the 
grandchildren he claimed as his own and blessed them with these 
words (Genesis 48:16): 
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Shira: Hamalach ha go’el oti.  
 
Adam: The angel who redeemed me 
 
Shira: Hamalach ha go’el oti mi kol rah 
 
Adam: Who redeemed me from a great evil 
 
Shira: Yeverach et ha n’arim 
 
Adam: Bless these children 
 
Shira: V’yikaraeh bahem shmi, 
 
Adam: And call them by name and by my father’s names 
 
Shira and Adam: B’shem A’votai, Be’shem Avotai, Avraham, 
veYitzhak 
 
Veyidgu la rov, veyidgu larov b’kerev haretz 
 
Shira: And may the memories they carry with them fill the earth 
with song. 
 
Adam: Amen. 
 
 
 
With gratitude and love to Sarah and Brett Golman, Aviva and 
Gabe Austein, and Jori Epstein. 


