
1 
 

Rabbi Michael Beals                                                                      April 14, 2019 

  

Esther Rochlin Green 

Esther bat Misha v’Sonya 

March 3, 1928  – April 11, 2019 

  

            Esther Green passed away in the week when Jews all around the world 

were reading from Parshat Metzorah, from the Book of Leviticus.  This portion is 

typically dreaded by rabbis, because of its focus on the disease of leprosy – not 

the most uplifting of subjects.  In fact, in our synagogue’s Humash, the opening 

commentary dealing with the sacrificial remedy for this illness, states: “the 

offering included cedar wood, from the tallest and strongest of all plants, and the 

hyssop, a kind of grass, the smallest and most vulnerable of all growing 

things.  This was to symbolize the leveling power of illness, which afflicts the 

powerful and the powerless alike, to teach us all about vulnerability.”   

            I worry that those of us, who knew Esther well, might be tempted to focus 

on her long ten-year illness, fighting the most obvious expressions of her 

Alzheimer’s Disease – she probably suffered for many years earlier. Her decline 

began just before a foot injury six years ago when she was back in Wilmington, 

Delaware, celebrating her granddaughter, Ariella’s bat mitzvah.   

It wasn’t long after that when she was relegated to a wheelchair.   We are so 

blessed that during this gradual downward slide, she was cared for physically, 

emotionally, and even spiritually by Rose Marie Lucier – officially the only angel 

we have ever met.  I would say to you that it is unfair to Esther, just as it would be 

unfair to any of you gathered here today, to focus on her illness and death.  

 



2 
 

Esther spent far more of her 91 years on earth loving life, teaching others, 

molding young lives, surrounding herself with beauty, shopping, and expressing 

her love for others through her generosity. This is how she should be properly 

remembered.   

            Therefore, I would like to focus on the less obvious but far more important 

part of this past week’s Torah portion.  That is, I would like to focus on the role of 

the cohen, the priest, the strong leader, who could look a person up and down, 

tell them what was wrong with them, not pull any punches, no sugar coating, and 

offer advice.  That seems to fit my mother-in-law very well.  Remember after all, 

she was named Esther, for a Queen, and I never failed to be impressed by her 

Queenly presence – perhaps more of an Empress than a Queen.  

            Esther’s story begins with a tale of romance.  It’s a story about how her 

parents, Misha and Sonia met.  They were each traveling separately on a boat, 

fleeing the pogroms and poverty of Russia, shortly after the turn of the century, 

on their way to America, and a new beginning.  And they met and fell in love on 

that boat.  The Rochlin’s eventually made their home on West Pratt Street, in 

South West Baltimore.  The great love they had for each other was reflected in 

the birth of their first child, Esther, on March 3, 1928.  I am indebted to Cousin 

Carol Fineblum for the earliest memories of Esther’s life. Carol told me that Esther 

was a beloved younger cousin to her and Sol.  Together, they would take the B & 

O Railway to the Watergate Concerts and visits to the National Gallery in 

Washington, DC.  This early love of music and art would be reflected in her adult 

years, transmitted to both children and grandchildren.  Carol told me that Esther 

was a very social, likeable girl, and that her childhood was a truly happy one. 

            As much as she enjoyed her outings with Carol and Sol, her happiest times 

were spent with her Cousin Rita Fineblum.  It was half hour by car to travel down 

Pratt Street, cross Broadway, through Little Italy, and get to Cousin Rita, on Goth 

Street, in South East Baltimore.  
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How much nicer it would be when, as an adult, Esther could stay on Camden Drive 

and simply cross Olympic Blvd. to get to Rita’s place.  

In her youth, Esther was joined by many cousins who all gravitated to the 

Fineblum’s home, known for its warmth and hospitality. 

            Esther graduated from West High School on June 25, 1945, at eight o’clock 

in the evening, at the Baltimore Polytechnic Institute Auditorium.  You ask, how 

do I know this? I know this because Esther preserved the announcement, 

program, and every graduation card she received from the Simcha, in a brown 

leather scrapbook embossed with the golden letters, “E. Rochlin.”  I was 

particularly intrigued by Dorothy and Jerry’s card. They wrote: “We hope that 

everything turns out the way you want it. Grab that man !!!”  We all wondered if 

Dorothy and Jerry had a SPECIFIC man in mind, or was this general advice.  There 

is a black and white photo at the end of this graduation section, with lots of 

family, with this inscription from Esther: “The picture was taken at Johnson Mesa 

on Monday, June 25, 1945.  After graduation we all had a party there.  The people 

there were Mollie Rochlin, Rita Fineblum, Lou Oppel, Bertha Oppel, Misha, Me, 

Mother, Uncle Morris, Aunt Rose, Lou Rabovsky, Dora Rabovsky, Al Rochlin, 

Miriam, Tanaya Kobin, Nathen Kobin, Minnie Rochlin, Dan Rochlin, Dottie 

Fineblum.  We all had dinner than talked and such until 1:20 am.  A lovely time 

was had by all.“ (By the way, Jerry Fineblum wasn’t there because he was 

overseas fighting the Nazi’s, as was his brother Sol). 

            Esther was a pathbreaker in many ways.  Long before it was common for 

girls to attend university, Esther went – starting at LA City College and ending up 

at UCLA where, in 1950 she earned her BA and teaching degree.  She was also a 

pathbreaker because she led her family’s western exodus, with her mother, 

father, and younger sister by 10 years, Miriam, aka “Diane,” following in Esther’s 

wake.   
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The next set of photos in the E.Rochlin scrapbook show a young Esther 

Rochlin surrounded by lots of little children’s faces, from Grade 4, 1950, from 

South School, in Redondo Beach.  I asked Steven and Elissa why she was teaching 

all the way down in Redondo, when she lived in Los Angeles.  They told me, back 

then, there was terrible anti-Semitism in the LA Unified School District, and a 

Jewish person couldn’t get a job teaching there. It seems we take so much for 

granted. 

            No one in the family can tell me exactly when Esther Rochlin first met 

Nebraska-born Avrom Green.  But I can tell you the circumstances.  Both young 

people were on a double-blind date.  Av was supposed to be matched up with 

Phyllis and Esther was supposed to be matched up with Buddy.  But it turned out 

in the opposite direction with Phyllis going with Buddy Wittenberg and Esther 

fancying Av.  Cousin Carol Finebum adds that just as Esther own father, Misha, 

adored Esther, so too did Av adore Esther.  And Esther liked to be adored.  We are 

in Ron Betton’s debt to know how Av proposed to Esther.  It seems Phyllis, Buddy, 

Esther and Av were camping together in Ojai. By “camping” we DO mean cabins. 

Esther said frequently that her idea of camping was a hotel without room 

service!  During the camp out, Av proposed to Esther.   

            Esther and Av were married on November 21, 1956, at Temple Emanuel in 

Beverly Hills, with Cantor Krawl officiating. Esther’s baby sister, Diane Rochlin, 

served as Maid of Honor, and Av’s brother, Norman Green, served as Best Man.  I 

was curious why the couple were married at a Reform Temple when they raised 

their children at Temple Beth Am, in the more observant Conservative 

Movement.  Steven and Elissa explained to me that when it came to Judaism, it 

was never about religiosity, rather it was ALL about family.  Charlie and Rita 

Brucker belonged to Beth Am, Aunt Rose belonged to Beth Am, Uncle Danny 

belong to Beth Am, Misha and Sonya belonged to Beth Am – so OF COURSE Av 

and Esther would belong there, too. 
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            Esther never was offered the opportunity to learn Hebrew, so everything 

she learned about Judaism was through her family.  She loved attending High Holy 

Day services, and when Av died, as long as she had the health, she never missed a 

daily minyan to recite the Mourner’s Kaddish on his annual yahrzeit.  Esther took 

her turn in the annual cycle of hosting Jewish holy day meal celebrations along 

with her other cousins.  And Esther, along with Av, assured that Steven and Elissa 

had an excellent Hebrew School education.  In fact, Elissa had such an excellent 

Jewish education that for her bat mitzvah, she took the second rabbi, Harry 

Silverstein, and a Torah scroll, and led the entire Shabbat service up in Highland 

Springs Resort, because her synagogue at the time, wouldn’t let girls chant from 

the Torah.  And, of course in time, she became an amazing rabbi’s wife and chants 

Torah every Yom Kippur for one thousand. And it’s ALL because of Esther. 

Esther was a wonderful educator.  She was honored by the L.A. Unified 

School District, they finally let the nice Jewish girl teach for them, with a 30-year 

merit award, to mark her retirement back in 1983.  And she continued to be an 

excellent educator to her two children and two grandchildren. 

            The first of those wonderful children, Steven, was born in 1961.  He learned 

from his mother the importance of giving tsedaka. Esther’s generosity was a 

constant observation, be it in a condolence phone call from cousin Josh Fineblum 

in Minneapolis or a condolence IM from cousin Brad Hurvitz in San Diego.  Cousin 

Dorothy in Baltimore shared with me that Esther’s generous hospitality always 

made her and Jerry feel so welcome during their visits to California to visit 

family. Cousins Steven and Barbara also shared how comfortable they felt at 

Esther’s home. Every nice dress shirt, polo, and tie I own is because of my mother-

in-law’s generosity.  Esther’s generosity including her life membership in the 

National Council of Jewish Women, Jewish Women International, and Hadassah – 

where she made Elissa, Ariella and Shira lifetime members as well.   
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She also gave locally and generously to all the major cultural venues, from the LA 

County Museum of Art to the California Science Center, and even the Aquarium 

down in Long Beach.  She especially loved attending opening exhibitions, the VIP 

treatment, and seeing things before anyone else saw them.  She also gave 

globally, be it National Geographic or the Smithsonian.  CONCERN was also an 

important charity to her. 

When thinking about his childhood, Steven remembers that his favorite 

family trip was to England, Spain and Portugal, where he and Elissa had to be 

placed on an elevated platform to stop from being trampled during an impromptu 

riot.  And as an adult, his favorite trip with his mom was climbing the Great Wall 

of China together.  Steven also loved attending the New Orleans Jazz Festival with 

his mom every other year. Of all the things Steven will miss about his mom, most 

of all will be her enthusiasm for travel.  Closer to home, for the past 30 years, 

following his father’s death, Steven became his mother’s number-one dining 

companion. They would go out to dinner as much as three times per week 

together.  Their favorite haunts were Piccolo’s and Fu Palace, and more recently, 

Bodie Thai and Factor’s Deli.  His favorite dish that Esther prepared during his 

childhood was pineapple apricot upside-down cake. 

            Just ten-and-one-half months after Steven, Elissa was born in 1962.  She 

was dismayed that Steven chose the pineapple, apricot upside-down cake as his 

favorite dish, because it was her choice too.  She thought he would’ve chosen the 

corn beef and cabbage, which their mother made every year in honor of Steven’s 

St. Patrick’s Day birthday. Elissa said what made the cake so amazing were the 

apricots grown in the backyard of their first Kramerwood Place house.  Esther was 

also a devoted Den Mother for Steven’s cub scout troop, as well as a leader for 

both Elissa’s brownies and girl scout troops.   
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            Of all the trips Elissa has ever taken, her favorite was the African Safari she 

went on with her mother.  It was a gift for having successfully completed her 

veterinarian program at UC Davis followed by her internship in Ft. Collins.  The 

trip took them to Kenya and Tanzania, where Esther particularly enjoyed watching 

the giraffes.  The highlight was a balloon trip culminating in a pre-dawn 

champagne breakfast.  Just the idea that Esther was up before dawn was 

remarkable all by itself. 

            Esther imparted in Elissa a love of education, family, art and cultures, and 

the importance of shopping for things on sale. Speaking of sales, nothing gave 

Esther more pleasure than shopping.  Of course there was the annual trips to the 

Gift Show, and of course there was outlet shopping, her Month End shopping at 

the major department stores.  And we must include her regular luncheons with 

Avram’s cousin Pauline at the May Co. after a hard day looking for bargains! 

            I remember my first encounter with Esther. It was almost exactly 26 years 

ago. We were meeting at the tea room of the Huntington Library and Gardens Tea 

Room, with Linda Brucker in attendance for moral support.  I was a rabbinical 

student at the time, and as it was Passover, I would not eat or drink anything 

because it wasn’t served on Pesachdik plates or cups.  In retrospect I wish I had 

ordered the tea. I completely freaked out my future mother-in-law who thought I 

was an over-the-top frummy.  Yet, to my future mother-in-law’s credit, she 

immediately went out and bought Elissa a set of glass dishes so I could eat in her 

Marina del Rey apartment.   

            Several Passover’s later, when I was applying for my very first position of 

rabbi, as B’nai Tikvah Congregation, of blessed memory, I stayed with Esther 

during Passover.  And she actually koshered a section of her kitchen for Passover 

so I would be comfortable staying with her.   
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When dear Stan Abrams, from the synagogue’s rabbinic search committee 

brought me over to Esther’s, he innocently asked her if there was anything he 

could, and she said yes, and started handing him pots, pans, and dishes to move 

around her kitchen.  I would be lying if I didn’t tell you that my mother-in-law 

could be rather intimidating at times.  Asking for her daughter’s hand in marriage 

was an especially intimidating moment – although Esther laughed at the old 

fashioned gesture of respect. When I was late coming to Esther’s home after my 

bachelor party, my groom’s men had the fear of God put in them by my mother-

in-law as they ushered me over to 451 S. Camden.  “Shut the door, you’re letting 

the air conditioning out!,” she yelled.  Almost twenty-five years later, my 

groomsmen are still shaking. We have all come to the conclusion that my mother-

in-law was like the proverbial sabra, prickly on the outside, but ever-so-sweet on 

the inside. My own parents, Rita and Alan, loved sharing the joys of being 

grandparents with Esther,  and are so sorry for her passing. 

            But speaking of grandparents, Esther saved her most delicious, sweet side 

for her two granddaughters, the apples of her eye. The first was Ariella, born in 

2001. She remembers learning how to read under the covers with her “Graham 

Cracker,” that’s how she and Shira called her, because Esther called them 

“Cookie.”  Esther attended a weekly Mommy-and-Me reading program at Beverly 

Hills with Ariella, as well as a weekly dance class and recitals at the Westside 

Pavilion followed by a meal at the squishy food place, and the Kindermusic 

recitals in Westchester. Ariella loved cuddling with Graham Cracker in her bed, 

watching the Wiggles, and yelling Wake Up Steven at the Wiggle in the purple 

shirt, pretending it was Ariella’s Uncle Steven they were trying to wake 

up.  Ariella’s favorite trip with Graham Cracker was to the California Science 

Center, watching Tess the Giant Dolly come to life, explaining basic human 

anatomy.  Above all, Ariella loved visiting her Grandma’s home, which was like, 

according to Ariella, visiting the entire world based on all the eclectic art her 

grandmother collected from all corners of the world.  
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            Shira was born in 2004.  Like Ariella, Shira had a beautiful Simchat Bat to 

celebrate her birth, and Esther was one of the stars of the service.  Esther also 

managed to attend both Granddaughter’s first birthdays – and that was quite an 

effort for Shira’s after we moved to Wilmington, Delaware.  Esther traveled back 

and forth to Delaware for many happy occasions: birthdays, dance recitals, school 

plays, Nutcracker performances at the Hotel Dupont, trips to the Fairy Garden at 

Winterthur, for as long as she was able.  And Esther made sure she attended both 

her granddaughter’s bat mitzvah’s at Congregation Beth Shalom. 

            It may have been after the King Tut exhibition she took them to, but Shira 

has a special name for Esther – “Grammsies the Great.”   Shira loved ordering the 

most expensive kosher beef ribs at Shiloh’s Steak House – only with Grammsies 

the Great.  Shira says she’s indebted to her grandmother for teaching her how to, 

in Shira’s words “cuss like a sailor.”  Shira says her Grandma also taught her how 

to be a prima donaand how to get what she wanted – which I can attest, Shira 

does very well. 

            Shira’s greatest joy has been shopping with her Grandma, because Shira 

ended up with outfits which made her look great at school, giving her an extra 

sense of confidence when she needed it.   And of all the trips she has taken with 

Grandma, her favorite was her most recent trip to Las Vegas – and seeing the 

Cirque du Soleil shows. A close second favorite trip with Grandma, would be every 

visit to the Enchanted Tikki Room at Disneyland, where Graham Cracker would 

love the beautiful birds, flowers and music, and Shira would love the animatronics 

behind the show. 

            Finally, I need to leave you with Shira’s favorite grandma expressions:  

1. “I’m full and could never eat again!”  And then less than an hour later, she 

would say she was hungry. 

2. “Absolutely.” 
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3.   “BULL SHIT!!” 

 There have been so many angels in Esther’s life: The Brucker sibs: Barry, 

Sue, Michelle, Linda, Marla –all radiated their parents, Rita and Charlie’s love.  

Julie has been both a wonderful cousin and the very best of friends with her 

kindness, love, and great sense of humor. 

 We are grateful to all of Esther’s loving care givers, including Lina. 

But my last words are reserved for Rose Marie Lucier, who has served as 

Esther’s dedicated caregiver and companion for the past six years, following the 

more definitive expressions of Esther’s Alzheimer’s Disease.  Of Esther, she wrote 

to me, “She was a very generous person.  She really loved her granddaughters 

and every time we went shopping she would always think about buying 

something for Ariella and Shira. My own kids loved her so much. She was so nice 

to them, especially Princess, Don and Angela.  During the time I worked with 

Esther, she made sure that I ate.  She kept asking me, Rosemarie did you eat?  She 

was a very loving and kind person to me.” 

            On behalf of this entire family, Rose, YOU were a very loving and kind 

person to Esther, and we could never thank you enough for the quality of life you 

blessed Esther with these past six years.  Like Thelma and Louise, your road trips 

were legendary: Solvang, Carlsbad, Las Vegas, San Francisco, Las Vegas, 

Monterey, Las Vegas, and of course twice to our beloved Wilmington, 

Delaware.   Your duties meant you saw both the very best and the very worse of 

Esther, and through it all you gave Esther such love and care.  We love you and we 

thank you. 
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            I began this eulogy by quoting this week’s Torah portion, and after briefly 

mentioning the disease of leprosy which dominates this section of Leviticus, I 

begged that we not let our last thoughts of Esther be her illness – and during 

these past few months that’s a big ask, because she truly suffered with her 

multiple visits to the ER at Kaiser. Rather, I suggested that we focus on the cohen, 

the no-nonsense star of the Torah reading, who diagnosed the illness, never sugar 

coating anything, and gave orders to bring health back to the community.  Esther, 

my mother-in-law, your mother, grandmother, cousin, employer, friend --- had all 

the commanding power and strength of personality of that Biblical cohen.  She 

was a force to be reckoned with.  They simply don’t make women like Esther 

Green anymore –  Zikaron l’baruch –may her memory be for a blessing, and let us 

say, amen. 

  

 


