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Ruth Honey
Rachel bat Avram v'Carrie

June 17, 1919 - November 22, 2005

Ruth Honey was among many things, a devotee of Congregation Beth Shalom's
Morning Minyan. With pride, she would accept her special honor every Monday and
Thursday morning of dressing the Torah scroll after it had been read in synagogue. Had
she had the health, this past week she would have heard the Biblical story of our
matriarch, Rebecca, who was chosen to assume her role as one of the Jewish people's
matriarchs because of her extradordinary kindness to both man and beast, as well as her
ability to work hard. These qualities describe both the Biblical Rebecca as well as the
Wilmingtonian Ruth.

Ruth was one of four daughters born to Abraham and Carrie Warowitz. Abraham
started out life as a tailor in Poland, came to this country, met Carrie in New York City,
and in time came to own his own grocery store, where he worked as a butcher of better-
cut meats. Helen was the first born daughter, followed by Ruth, Mildred and finally
Gloria. Gloria is the last of that generation and her presence here is a blessing.

Ruth was born on June 17, 1919 in Chester, PA. She grew up in a religious
household. If a dairy spoon accidentally found its way into a meat pot, it was sure to be
buried in the soil of the back graden in order to restore it to being kosher. Before 1929,
the Warowitz family had been comfortable, but Abraham lost it all in the Depression. In
a desperate attempt to start fresh, Abraham moved his family to Wilmington, where he
opened a grocery store on Second and Harrison. Unfortunately, cancer cut off Abraham's
attempt to pull the family out of poverty.

Had things been different, the family is sure that Ruth would have achieved
academic distinction at the university level. She started her high school years at Chester
High and completed her formal education at Wilmington High. Along the way she
picked up several prizes for her scholarly pursuits. She was especially fond of math and
science.

Ruth's education was cut short with the death of her father. She would struggle,
along side of her mother, to keep the grocery store open. Then Ruth would go work in a
variety of locales, from dry goods to drug stores, finally landing up at the Edgemore
Plant, testing paints for Dupont in 1941.

Although 11 years her senior, Gloria looked up to Ruth as her "best friend."
Gloria remembers one particular birthday, when she really wanted a Shirley Temple doll,
and it was her sister, Ruth, who used some of her hard-earned money to make sure she
had the doll.

Gloria wasn't the only person to think that Ruth was a really good person. Milt
Honey already thought the world of Ruth back in 1936. They were high school sweet
hearts. He was short, good looking, had a great sense of humor and a love for life, all
which Ruth found attractive. Ruth was a short, good-looking brunette, with hazel eyes, a



beautiful smile with a beautiful personality to match, all of which Milt found equally
attractive. They spent much of their dating years at the YMHA on French Street,
attending the dances and other get-togethers.

In October 1941, two months prior to the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor, Milt
enlisted in the US Army. Milt and Ruth began what must have been a romantic
correspondence. By the end of the war, Ruth left Wilmington to join Milt. The year was
1945. In Brownsville, Texas where Milt was stationed, they could not find a rabbi. So
they traveled up to San Antonio, where the Rabbi made both Milt and Ruth get papers
from Wilmington, to prove they were both Jewish. Milt always had a sense of humor.
After the wedding, Milt had to prove to a hotel owner that they were married, in order for
them to spend the night together in the same room. So Milt whipped out his freshly
signed Ketuba, all in Hebrew. It was good enough.

After the army, the Honey's moved back to Wilmington. Dupont took Ruth back,
employing her in their Experimental Station at the edge of the Alapocas Woods, testing
fabrics. In July 1946, the Honey's were blessed with the birth of the first of three
children, Rhona. Rhona remembers her mother spoiling her with a gift every Friday,
ranging from a bow and arrow, to a toy lawn mower. It had been a difficult labor and
birth for both Ruth and Rhona. Ruth, as a result, was very attentive to Rhona, but
motherhood had to be balanced with work. As a result, Rhona remembers being
pampered at her grandmother's house. She also remembered baking with her mom,
especially cookies: sour cream dough with chocolate wafers inside, or sprinkle cookies
with ice dough, rolled out, and cut into Rhona's favorite shapes. Even with work, Ruth
made sure that Rhona had a good Jewish education. The Honey's were charter members
of Congregation Beth Shalom, where Rabbi Jacob Kraft himself saw to Rhona's Jewish
education, culminating in her Confirmation. Ruth also made sure that Rhona enjoyed the
Jewish day camp experience at the Wilmington Jewish Community Center.

Rhona remembers her pampering coming to an end with the birth of the Honey's
second child, David, in 1954. Ruth promptly quit work and never returned. As a result,
David remembers his mother being a first class volunteer, deeply involved in all aspects
of his life, from serving as a Den Mother in Boy Scouts, to fundraising at the Swap Shop
for his elementary school, to service projects for the B'nai Brith and for the Beth Shalom
Sisterhood. David remembers every Sunday being like Thanksgiving dinner, as it was the
only day Milt had off, so the only time that they could sit down as a united family at the
dinner table. There was Thanksgiving-size portions of food, from turkey to blue fish and
salmon, all of which his mother cooked wonderfully. On the table was always a bottle of
German white wine, typically a Reisling, which the children were allowed to enjoy with
their parents. Fondly, David remembers all the efforts his mother put into his Bar
Mitzvah party, where she organized the neighbors into cooking brigades, from black and
white pinwheel cookies to corn beef from the 4th Street butcher, in the weeks leading up
to the event. There were so many people, that they had to be invited into two shifts back
at their home afterwards. Rhona fondly remembers being able to invite anyone she
wanted to her brother's bar mitzvah, which included her whole lab at Wilmington
Hospital. She also remembers her mother going to similar efforts for her own
Confirmation celebration.



Like the biblical Rebecca in this past week's Torah portion, Ruth was gracious,
hospitable and hardworking, opening her home up and gladly willing to take care of
others, and always very giving.

Lori was the third child to be born to Ruth, back in 1957. Just as Ruth had been
active in David's life, so too, was Ruth active in Lori's life, but this time it was as a Girl
Scouts leader, which included chaperoning the girls on at least one weekend. Ruth
assured Lori's Jewish education by sending her to Camp Galil. With the Jewish friends
she met there, came invitations to bat mitzvah celebrations all over the greater
Philadelphia area. Ruth made sure that Lori was able to attend all these celebrations,
shlepping her from event to event.

In 1969, after looking at as many as 1,000 homes, the Honey's gave up their
downtown apartment on Madison Street for a lovely home in Wycliffe, off of Carr
Avenue. Milt wanted a big backyard for gardening, Ruth wanted a big kitchen for baking,
both wanted a better school district for their children's educations. Milton and Ruth knew
many happy years in that home with their kids. In 1998, after 53 years of marriage, Milt
passed away. He had been devoted to Ruth. He never left the house without kissing her
goodbye. He took her to baseball games, Baltimore Colts games, watched Eagles
foodball games on the television with her -- and Milt did not like sports, but the important
thing was, Ruth DID.

The year of Milt's death, 1998, marked the year Ruth started coming regularly to
the Beth Shalom Morning Minyan. Before that time she was a twice a year Jew, then
after Milt's retirement, she was an every Friday night Jew. But with Milt's passing, she
funneled her love for him and her grief for his loss into regular Morning Minyan
attendnace. She got a sense of cartharsis from her attendance, as well as the best grief
counseling in town. As David said, "For this very active woman, it was the right activity
at the right time." Ruth also used the Morning Minyan as a vehicle for furthering her
Jewish education. When she began attending the Minyan, she could not read Hebrew. In
her day, there was no thought to give girls a Jewish education. She was irked that her
kids could read Hebrew but she could not. So Mrs. Kraft gave her lessons and her
attendance at Minyan reinforced her Hebrew.

She often followed her Morning Minyan participation with a trip to the JCC,
where she did water aerobics, and even had her own personal trainer. She also loved the
trips to shows organized by the JCC.

Ruth was proud of the fact that at age 85 she was healthy -- no meds, no hospital
visits, fiercely independent. Perhaps this explains why in the last year when she became
ill with a spinal infection that she began to withdraw from the community. After never
being sick a day in her life, she did not want people to see her like this. During small
respites in her illness she took cruises, one to Alaska, another to Bermuda, and one final
trip to Florida to say goodbye, because she knew the end was near. But she kept many of
her Wilmington friends at arms length and I am sorry to say that I did not get to know her
very well as my arrival in this community coincided with her illness.

But through her daughter, Rhona, her son, David, and through David's wife,
Cynthia, and their children, Daniel, Jonathan and Matthew, I did get a glimpse of how
wonderfully active and energetic Ruth was.



From Cynthia I learned about Ruth's love of shopping, and what a wonderful
mother-in-law Ruth was. In fact Cynthia proudly wears her "super daughter" necklace
that Ruth bought her, claiming that Ruth was closer to her than her own biological
mother. From Ruth, Cynthia said she learned the joys of adding bright colors to her
wardrobe, from bright reds to deep purples. Best of all, she learned the joys of buying
socks. When she first married David, Ruth thanked her for first of all, being Jewish, and
second, for rescuing her son from bachelorhood. Then Ruth sent Cynthia a card with a
clock on it, saying "tick, tock, tick tock, when am I going to get grandchildren."

Well she did not have to wait too long. Daniel, Jonathan and Matthew said they
all looked forward to visits from Virgina up to their grandmother's house, and they had to
reassure Ruth that it wasn't just to watch her cable television -- although it was fun to
watch her watch sports. She was an enthusiastic fan. Daniel thought she was a "wise old
hen." The boys loved to hear their grandmother's stories, especially about their dad in his
youth -- perhaps they used it for blackmail, I don't know. They also all loved her
homebaked cookies. At least two of the boys loved her sweet potatos with marshmellos
on top. Matthew was especially pleased that his grandmother was able to attend his bar
mitzvah this past July, when he chanted the Haftarah for parashat Balak. They all loved
spending the Jewish holidays in her presense.

I know that Lori's husband, Jim, and their children Sara, Lindsay and Dan have
stories of their own to share and I know they will miss Ruth very much too. I hope and
pray that God will comfort all the children, children-in-law, and grandchildren, in their
grief.

In the end, though, beyond the grief, I hope they will remember Ruth as an
energetic, kind, giving woman, who loved life and knew how to live it fully. Her passing,
when in synagogue we read about Rebecca the matriarch and how she extended
hospitality to both Eliezer and his ten camels, running to the well and back to fetch water
for the camels, brings to mind a thoughtful Ruth who, I am sure, could have outrun
Rebecca to the well and back. May her memory be for a blessing.


