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Rabbi Michael S. Beals       November 8, 2018 

Congregation Beth Shalom       Wilmington, DE 

Dorothy Krause Finger 

August 8, 1930 – November 5, 2018 

Devorah bat Natan v’ Salka 

 When our beloved Dorothy Finger passed away this past Monday, Jews all throughout 

the world were reading from Parshat Toldot, from the Book of Genesis.  The Torah portion is 

particularly appropriate for Dorothy because it focuses on the second of our four matriarchs, 

Rebecca, or Rivka, in Hebrew.  There is so much that our matriarch Rebecca and our life-long 

Beth Shalom congregant, Dorothy share in common.  First, both were known for their kindness.  

In fact, it was Rebecca’s quality of kindness that singled her out as being the appropriate spouse 

for Isaac.  Second, both Rebecca and Dorothy, as young women, were faced with leaving their 

homeland and venturing forth to a new land in order to grow.  Rebecca could have stayed in 

her native Paddan-Aram and not ventured forth to Canaan.  And Dorothy could have stayed in 

Central Europe after the war, and tried to make a life for herself.  But she ventured forth to 

America, to exotic Wilmington, to start her life anew.  And finally, both Rebecca and Dorothy 

were survivors.  Rebecca survived the near-death experience of twins warring inside of her, and 

following their birth, against prevailing tradition, ensured that the younger one, Jacob, would 

become the leader of the Jewish people.  Dorothy also survived the near-death experience of 

Hitler’s Europe, surviving the Shoah by her very wits and her inner strength. 

 Dorothy was the only child born to Nathan and Salka Kraushar, on August 9, 1930, in 

what was then Stanislawow (Stanislavov) Poland, and what is now Ukraine. While Stanislawow 

was a city, Dorothy grew up in the smaller town of  Hodorow (Hodorov).   
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I am holding Dorothy’s Holocaust Memoir, Es Brent, It is Burning.  The very cover features the 

ceiling of the synagogue of Hodorow, dating back to 1652.  And page five features a photo, 

taken upon Dorothy’s return in July 1992, of her spacious two-story, multi-window home, set 

off the main street, representing the upper-middle class existence Dorothy enjoyed in 

childhood.  Page five of Dorothy’s memoir also features a lovely engagement photo of her dear 

parents, Nathan and Salka.  They were a truly beautiful couple, and I am sure I can see 

Dorothy’s good looks reflected in her mother’s face – but these things are always subjective. 

 Although Dorothy was an only child, each of her parents were one of twelve children, so 

aunts, uncles and cousins were perpetual guests in her centrally-located home, between the 

larger cities of Lwow (Lvov) to the north and the aforementioned Stanislawow (Stanislavov) to 

the south.  Her parents ran a dry goods store.  Dorothy wrote, “I was allowed to hang around 

and play in our store and observe and know all the different merchandise.  Occasionally, I was 

even allowed to measure the perfume and pour it into a customer’s bottle.” 

 Dorothy attended the only school in town, run by the government, and a Zionist Hebrew 

school.  She would spend summers on her grandparents’ farm with her cousins Roma and 

Nusick Nagelberg, who used to come from Warsaw.  They would ride haywagons, play with the 

dogs, watch the milking and making the butter, baking and having fun.  When Dorothy was 

seven, her grandparents sold the farm and moved to the city.  And since her mother had a bad 

heart and spent every summer in a health sanitorium in Krynica, Dorothy used to spend the 

summers with her Aunt Genia or Aunt Dora and Uncle Janicio in a villa in the mountains and 

play with their children.  I mention some of these family members to you because by war’s end, 

Dorothy would lose a total of 90 of these beloved family members to the Shoah.   
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Rather than a collective number, I want you to understand that all of these 90 relations had 

names, and many had close connections to this only child who thrived on her extended family. 

 This beautiful, idyllic, carefree life came to an abrupt end on September 1, 1939, when 

Hitler attacked Poland.  And nine-year old Dorothy had to leave her summer holiday in the 

mountains near Romania, and travel by train and carriage alone to return to her parents in 

Hodorow.  The horrible details of her six years between 1939 and 1945, are graphically retold in 

her memoir, including her wandering from farms to ghettos to labor camps to forests, the tragic 

death of first her father, and later her mother, as well as Dorothy’s only miraculous survival.  By 

earlier agreement, I am going to defer to Dorothy’s son David, to share selected details of these 

dark six years.  There is but one document from this period that I must share with you.  Before 

she was killed, Dorothy’s mother sent a note to the labor camp where Dorothy hung on to life.  

The note read: 

 “My dear child: 

 I know that I am going to be killed here, but you are young and strong, and I hope you 

will survive.  Some day when you are free, you must tell the world how we Jews suffered and 

what these barbarians did to us.” 

 I wanted to share this note with you because Dorothy believes that this message from 

her mother helped her to survive. 

 On this very bimah, more than 27 years ago, Dorothy reflected on her experiences 

saying: “The Holocaust was an event that was directed at a particular people – the Jews – but it 

remains an event that has universal implications … 



4 
 

We are once again reminded how easily prejudice and bigotry can lead to genocide, when the 

dignity of the individual is taken away, and when persons are perceived as subhumans.” 

 Given the current political climate we live in today, the rhetoric used to describe 

migrants seeking a better life in America, the fear mongering which led to the murder of 11 of 

our fellow Jews in Pittsburgh’s Tree of Life Synagogue, Dorothy’s words ring both true and 

prophetic.  She was determined that the lessons of the Holocaust would have universal 

meaning.  

 I want to move forward to July 27, 1944. This was the date that a not-yet 14 year-old 

Dorothy was liberated by the Russians.  Dorothy ended up in a Displaced Person camp located 

in the American Zone, in Eschwege, Germany.  She wrote a letter to an uncle, Jacob Krause, 

who lived in Wilmington, and she asked for his help.  Jacob send an affidavit. And Jacob sent 

more.  Jacob’s son, Arthur, was a captain in the Air Force of the United States Army, stationed 

in Germany.  He scoured the DP camps with a list of names, including his cousin Dorothy’s.  

When Arthur arrived at Dorothy’s camp and he inquired after his cousin, they told him no one 

matching that name was there.  But as he left, in German, the camp managers said: “why 

should we tell him anything.”  They didn’t bank on the fact that Arthur understood German.  So 

he doubled back, and with the presentation of his firearm to make his case, he insisted on being 

given his cousin Dorothy.  She stayed with her cousin Arthur and his wife, Allyne, in Germany 

for one year, during which time they taught her English. 
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 On the 17th of November 1947, Dorothy sailed from Bremenhafen on the S.S. Ernie Pyle 

under the care of the European Committee for European Orphans.  Upon entering American 

waters, Dorothy wrote: “A very special moment in my life was when I saw the first lights of New 

York.  It was at night and the weather was very nice.  We sat out on the deck and I looked at the 

wonderful lights of the free country, full of life and happiness, which I had not had for so many 

years.  I was very happy.  I looked back to Europe and it looked to me so dark, full of tears which 

I had left behind.  Now, before me, was the country of my happy future…I think it was the 

happiest day of my life.” 

 Of course, in that uplifting diary entry, naïve Dorothy did not write that she lost what 

little money she had in a shell game she was sure she could win, soon after entering Ellis Island. 

There was so much for her to learn. 

 She began her former education while living with her Uncle Jacob and Aunt Ann Krause, 

for the next five years, at 900 West Eighth Street, attending Wilmington High School. Her 

yearbook of 1949 – the year she graduated, reports that her nickname was “Dot,” her activities 

were “Home Room Volleyball,” and her favorite saying was “Oh, it’s a shame!”   An April 26, 

1949 letter from Wilmington General Hospital, located at Chestnut and Broom Streets, included 

not only an approval of admission for “Dot”, but also a School of Nursing Scholarship and a 

stipend.  Three years after completing Wilmington High School, Dorothy proudly graduated 

from Wilmington General Hospital, in 1952, as a registered nurse.  A photo on page 47 of her 

memoir, presents a stunning, brunette, with a beautiful smile, in her nurse’s uniform.  Quite  a 

beauty.  It’s definitely time to introduce Louis Finger into the story.  Before I do, I am indebted 

to Dorothy herself for the next part of the story. 
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Because almost ten years ago to the day, back in November of 2008, Dorothy sat with me upon 

Louis’ death, and helped write this part of the story. 

I could lie, and tell you that young Dorothy and Louis met on July 27, 1944.  That was the 

day Louis’ airplane was shot down.  He parachuted to safety over Yugoslavia and was found by 

partisans.  It was on this same date that Louis’ future wife, Dorothy Kraushar, hiding in the 

forests of Poland after escaping a Nazi-run labor camp, was liberated by the advancing Russian 

Army.  Now there is a bit of Wilmington lore that imagines Dorothy discovering the young, 

dashing Lieutenant Louis Finger shot down behind enemy lines, caring for him, and nursing him 

back to health.  Now you know it IS true, that Dorothy would come to live in Wilmington after 

the war and studied nursing.  So there is something about nursing in Dorothy’s story.  But that’s 

about it.  Louis was shot down over Yugoslavia.  Dorothy was in the woods of Poland.  Although 

both were in what would become Iron Curtain countries, they were hundreds of miles apart, 

and 10 years apart in age.  So young 14-year old Dorothy could not have been nursing 24-year 

old Louis in her arms, as romantic as that does sound.  At the end of 1945, Louis returned to 

Yale, earned his law degree, and entered the family business of Richards, Layton and Finger.  It 

would take another five years before Dorothy and Louis would meet. 

 The setting of Dorothy and Louis’ first romantic encounter, back on that magic day in 

1950, is a matter of conflicting stories.  In her memoir, Dorothy claims she met Louis at a 

Congregation Beth Shalom folk dance.  But ten years ago she told me they met at the newly 

formed Wilmington Senior League.  Now we are not talking about the Early Bird Special Crowd.   
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The Senior League was Congregation Beth Shalom Rabbi Jacob Kraft’s attempt to co-opt Louis 

Finger to create a Jewish Young Professional group so Jews in their twenties and thirties could 

meet one another.  (Today it has been re-created as Young Jews that Shmooze at CBS). Well it 

seemed to work.  Dorothy, the woman with the exotic accent and starlet-like beauty, now living 

in Wilmington with her aunt and uncle, attended one of the lectures Louis organized.  She 

remembered the first time she met Louis.  He just started eye-balling her, starting from her feet 

and slowly taking her in, inch by inch, in an upward direction.  There was Louis’ deep, 

penetrating, analytical, legal mind at work, taking it all in.  Part of Dorothy wanted to slap him 

…but another part of her was really flattered.   

Their first date was an outing to Philadelphia to see Gilbert and Sullivan’s operetta, 

“Iolanthe,” aka “The Peer and the Peri.” (In time their son, David, would inherit his father’s love 

for Gilbert and Sullivan). But Dorothy never got to see the end of the operetta because she 

needed Louis to get her back to her nursing school before their curfew. Dorothy would be 

embarrassed as Louis, the organizer of these Senior League lectures, would have to excuse 

himself from his own programs, in order to drive his friend Dorothy home to the nursing school 

before the aforementioned curfew.  And the nursing school would not allow Dorothy to marry 

until she successfully completed her nursing program.  So Louis and Dorothy dated for the next 

two years, marrying on March 8, 1953, in the Finger Family Home, at 2305 N. Harrison Street, 

with both Rabbi Jacob Kraft and Cantor Andy Saltzer co-officiating.  As their own children grew, 

Louis was once asked what type of spouses would his own children marry and Louis answered: 

“I made the right choice and I’m sure my kids will too.”   
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Fifty-five years together proves that Louis did, indeed, got it right when it came to his 

marriage to Dorothy.  Louis was always supportive of his Dorothy.  After retirement in 1991, 

Louis accompanied Dorothy on her painful return to Europe, and to her family town of 

Hodorow.  In all things Louis was Dorothy’s rock.  And in those last five years of declining 

health, Dorothy became Louis’ rock. 

 After honeymooning in the Bahamas, Dorothy and Louis bought their first and only 

home at 4404 Tennyson Road, in Brandywine Hills, which had a restrictive covenant – meaning 

no Jews were allowed to live there.  Sixty-five years ago, the Finger’s broke that covenant by 

being the first – but not the last Jews – to move into that beautiful neighborhood.  And that’s 

the home where they built their family. 

 Jonathan, born in August of 1954, was the first of Louis and Dorothy’s three children. 

Jonathan was named for Dorothy’s father, of blessed memory. She said it was as if Louis and 

her son Jonathan were one person.  Dorothy appreciated that Jonathan went with her to her 

hometown of Hodorow and to the Majdanek Concentration Camp.  In her memoir she also 

wrote that she was “happy that he found someone special, Carol Kycia, who has joined and 

enriched our family, and whom we love.”  Dorothy was so proud of her son’s intellectual 

accomplishments at MIT in Boston, where he double majored in physics and math, and then 

went on to earn his PhD in Quantum Physics.  But no one in the family, not even Dorothy 

herself, could quite explain his dissertation: “Mass Generation in Chirally Invariant Quantum 

Chromodynamics.”  Like his father, of blessed memory, Jonathan is also very modest, and 

would not relish all this public praise.  



9 
 

It must have been all that good Quaker indoctrination at Friends School.  Clearly not a good 

Quaker, Brother David said he has absolutely no qualms being praised in public. 

 David, the middle Finger, was born in February 1958. While all three Finger children will 

swear by their mother’s delectable chicken soup, with matzah balls which would float right out 

of the bowl, David also had a passion for his mother’s peanut butter and jelly sandwiches.  

David claims what made his mother’s PB&J sandwiches so magical was all in the jelly – not just 

normal grape jelly but rather raspberry melba sauce.  David especially remembers the special 

care his mother gave him when he was hit by a car when he was only eight years-old.  During 

his three-month intensive convalescence, Dorothy told David he could have whatever he 

wanted. And eight-year-old David said he wanted a Playboy Magazine.  And Dorothy, well 

Dorothy got it for him because she said he could have whatever he wanted.  David learned from 

his mother, to be wary of government power.  Furthermore, David took the vow of a survivor’s 

son to keep his mother’s story alive.  It is a vow he intends to keep.  

 Susan, the much sought-after daughter, was born in 1960.  And I kid you not.  Even 

though Dorothy was advised not to undergo any further pregnancies after David’s birth, 

Dorothy was going to keep trying until she got that girl.  Susan, sometimes Sue, sometimes 

Suebee, nickname inspired by the honey, was actually named for Dorothy’s mother of blessed 

memory, Salka.  Sue said a more devoted, attentive mother, one could not hope to have.  

Dorothy saw her through her piano, guitar, oboe, flute and violin lessons.  Dorothy got her to 

her ballet lessons and her tap-dancing lessons.  I asked Sue about her mother’s cooking.  And 

aside from her mother’s carrot pudding, how could she forget the carrot pudding, in truth, it 

was Dorothy’s mother-in-law, Anna Finger, who did most of the cooking.  
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Dorothy worried about presenting her mother-in-law’s cooking and then being asked by her 

guests, if she made the dish.  Dorothy’s mother-in-law advised her to answer the question of, 

“did you cook it?,” with a question of her own: “Did you like it?”  If they answered yes, as surely 

they would, then her mother-in-law advised, then just say “thank you.”  

 Susan’s husband, Geoff, said he truly felt loved by his mother-in-law – a love which he 

returned in full. Together, Sue and Geoff blessed Dorothy with two wonderful granddaughters, 

Emma and Ariel.  Originally it was Dorothy’s wish that Emma call her “Nanna.”  That worked for 

a while.  But when Dorothy started using the affectionate name “Tootsie” for Emma, Emma like 

it so much that she started calling Dorothy “Tootsie” as well – and it stuck. Among the special 

Tootsie-Emma moments was a special trip to see The Nutcracker.  And then there were family 

trips each year to Cape May.  Dorothy was proud of Emma’s advanced studies at Hofstra 

University, where Emma is a film major, and working with a talent agency.  

Sue and Geoff blessed Dorothy with one more granddaughter: Ariel.  Ariel is a vocal 

major at my alma mater, The American University.  During a music festival in Germany, Ariel 

sang Yerushalayim Shel Zehav, her Tootsie’s favorite song.  When the German hosts learned, 

through the song, that Ariel was Jewish, they proudly showed her their refurbished synagogue.  

For Dorothy’s last big trip, she made her way down to AU in Washington, for Ariel’s final recital. 

As an encore, just for Dorothy, Ariel presented a surprise of Yerushalayim Shel Zehav. That 

made Dorothy so very happy.  And Ariel will reprise the song yet one more time as a musical 

tribute to her Tootsie. 
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In their 55 years together, Louis and Dorothy created a wonderful circle of friends 

together: there were the Glassman’s, the Stargatt’s. the Krieger’s, the Budovitch’s, the 

Gordon’s, the Siegel’s, the Schutzman’s, and the Preston’s.  Louis and Dorothy loved sailing with 

the Kreshtool’s.  Dorothy remembered fondly the time when her Louis and Jake Kreshtool 

hoisted the anchor, watched the entire line go out, only to find that they completely lost the 

anchor forcing Louis and Jake to jump overboard, and dive to retrieve it.   

Among Dorothy’s dearest friends was Halina Wind Preston.  Both of them were Polish-

born Holocaust survivors who met in Wilmington.  In May 1978, they realized a vision of 

creating an organization to educate current and future generations about the true causes and 

events of the Holocaust, with the hope that future acts of genocide might be prevented.  

Together Halina and Dorothy founded the Holocaust Education Committee with funds given in 

lieu of gifts for Dorothy and Louis’ 25th wedding anniversary.  After Halina’s death, the 

committee was renamed the Halina Wind Preston Holocaust Education Committee.  I, as a 

rabbi, have worked with the committee, to take bus loads of interfaith Delaware clergy to the 

U.S. Holocaust Museum in Washington, DC. Besides chaperoning them around the museum, I 

have played a special role on the bus.  On our southbound journey to Washington, I have tried 

to explain the 2,000 years of European, anti-Semitic history which led up to the Holocaust.  And 

on the homeward bound journey to Wilmington, I would explain to the clergy the importance 

of the State of Israel, as a refuge and hope for Jews after the trauma of the Shoah. 

  Aside from the Holocaust Committee, it was Halina’s idea to establish the Garden of 

the Righteous Gentiles, the first memorial garden of its kind in the United States, that honored 

those who helped save the Jewish people during the Shoah.  
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Shortly after Halina’s death, in 1983, in the front of our JCC, Dorothy dedicated the garden, 

saying: “I, Dorothy Krause Finger, a survivor of the Holocaust, am very grateful today to an 

unknown Righteous Gentile who helped hide my mother and me in March of 1942, During that 

month, 4,000 Jewish men, women and children were slaughtered in our city of Hodorow, in 

Poland.  It is because of people like him that those of us who survived were able to retain some 

faith in humanity.” 

 Prior to 1983, Dorothy was more than content to have Halina tell her story, and Dorothy 

was supportive.  But upon the passing of her dear friend Halina, Dorothy had to rise to the 

occasion and begin telling her story herself as a Holocaust educator.  It was at a Holocaust 

lecture that Dorothy met the other very significant friendship of her life, Ann Jaffe.  When 

Dorothy learned that Ann, too, had survived in a forest, it created an immediate bond.  

Sometimes together, sometimes apart, Ann and Dorothy have been teaching Holocaust 

education for more than 30 years – and now Ann, please God, for many, many, MANY more 

years, will need to continue to teach these lessons without Dorothy. In Dorothy’s memoir, there 

is a lovely 2007 photo of the two of them together, being honored for their support of Israel 

Bonds. 

 Dorothy was honored by so many different organizations for her crucial work in 

Holocaust Education.  One of these many honors was her recognition by the National 

Conference of Christians and Jews, back in 1988.  Among the Delaware dignitaries who honored 

Dorothy for her NCCJ recognition, was our own beloved Joe Biden, then US Senator.  Of 

Dorothy, Vice President Biden wrote: 
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 “Your compassion and your sense of community responsibility – your willingness to put 

your own shoulder to a task that needs doing and to keep it there until the job is done – has 

marked you as one of those rare individuals upon whom, in the end, our American identity 

depends. 

 You have honored our fellow citizens by your many contributions to the community, and 

you have more than earned the recognition extended to you by the National Conference of 

Christians and Jews.” 

 Perhaps the highest recognition of all, isn’t from the man who would go on to become 

our nation’s vice president, but rather from the letters of the hundreds upon hundreds of 

students who Dorothy has touched with her story over these past 40 years. 

 For example, young Linda of Caravel Academy in Bear, wrote, back in May 1999: “ I just 

want you to know what you shared with me will be told to my family, friends, and eventually 

my children.  Your story truly touched my heart and there is now a spot in there for your story.  

I will never forget it until the day I die.  You honestly made a difference in my life!  God bless 

you.” 

 And young Reid wrote, in May 2004: “It makes me shiver at the horrible things that 

happened to you, but you were able to stay strong and live through it.  So for that, I admire you 

greatly.  I can’t thank you enough that you made the time to come in and talk to us.  And I will 

remember that I met a survivor and I will inform people who denied it happened.  I will serve as 

a witness.” 
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 For all the accolades from people in high office, for all the plaques and certificates, I 

believe, and I think Dorothy would agree that it is these letters from so many students testifying 

to the impact of her presentation, and their promise to keep her story alive, which are the 

highest, most priceless tributes to her life-long work of telling the story for all those who cannot 

tell the story.  It means that all of us gathered here today have a special, sacred duty to keep 

Dorothy’s story alive, as there are so few left who can tell the story first-hand.  And as we 

learned in Pittsburgh, these horrible White Nationalists harbor a strong tendency towards 

Holocaust denial as part of their repertoire of hate. 

 Before I close, I wanted to tell you how much I personally adored Dorothy.  I have 

known her for almost 15 years – my entire rabbinate here in Wilmington.  She has always 

treated me with love, respect, kindness, and an impish sense of humor.  A few years ago, 

Dorothy invited me over for tea and she wanted to give my some books of Judaica from Louis’ 

collection, that she thought I would like.  Innocent enough, no?  But then she said, and I must 

add at this point, that we were not chaperoned, she said, would you mind coming upstairs to 

my bedroom, there is something more I would like to show you.  Now this sounded very much 

like: “come upstairs to see my etchings.”  And I know Dorothy KNEW that’s what it sounded 

like.  So, perhaps I whispered the Shema  under my breath, and ascended the stairs to her 

bedroom with the hope that this 85-year old would behave herself.  She opened her closet and 

asked me to try on two of Louis’ blazers, as well as a fine, black London fog raincoat.  I normally 

shop at Kohl’s so this was very upscale for me.  Dorothy made the three articles of clothing 

from her beloved husband as a gift to me and I treasure them to this day.  
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I have many reasons to treasure Dorothy’s memory – but this story is among my favorites 

because it illustrates her wonderful sense of humor and playfulness. 

 I opened with our Parshat Ha Shevuah, because our matriarch Rebecca, featured in this 

week’s Torah portion, was among all things, a survivor.  And so was our Dorothy.  But 

remember, Rebecca’s challenges, from her long trek from her native home to her new home 

with Isaac, as well as the near-death experience in pregnancy, did not define her.  It was her 

kindness that ultimately defined Rebecca.  And so, I believe it is for Dorothy.  She lived through 

the Holocaust, but the experience did not define her.  Like Rebecca, for Dorothy, it will forever 

be her kindness that defined her.  And in these challenging days, we would be wise to follow 

Dorothy’s example, and make our motto: Make America KIND again.  If we do this, then we can 

truly say of Dorothy, zichrona l’bracha, may her memory be for a blessing, and let us all say 

amen. 

 


