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Philip Pollack
Shraga Feivish ben Asher Zelick v’Yetta

May 18, 1916 - November 17, 2006

Yesterday, during Shabbat services at Congregation Beth Shalom, we celebrated a bat
mitzvah. The young lady focused her sermon on comparing the death of the patriarch, Abraham,
in the Torah reading with the death of King David in the Haftarah reading. Abraham’s death, the
young lady concluded, was a good death because he remained vital and vigorous until the very
end, while King David’s death was a sad death, because in his last years he was impotent and
disconnected from those around him.

Hazzan Horwitz and I visited with Philip this past Thursday. Together, we helped him
make his final transition from this world to the next through the Jewish ceremony of “Viddui.”
Although Philip has spent the last seven years of his life making this transition, I can tell you that
the majority of Philip’s 90 years on this earth have been filled with life, humor and joy -- fully
engaged with his loved ones. Except for this protracted closing chapter, I would say that Phil’s
life more resembled that of the patriarch Abraham than that of King David.

There was something very special about Phil Pollack. Our tradition holds that only the
most righteous of people die on the holy Sabbath, and so the fact that Phil passed away on Friday
night says something deep about what type of man he was.

Phil was one of five children born to Polish-born Alex and Yetta Pollack. Phil’s two older
brothers, Irv and Abe, as well as his two younger sisters, Rose (called Raisel) and Ada, who is still
alive, were all born in the Williamsburg neighborhood of Brooklyn. There was a strong love of
Yiddishkeit in the Pollack home. Nobody had more fun than the Pollack boys at Passover. They
would open up their tenement window during the seder and the Phil, along with brothers Irv and
Abe would belt out all the holiday melodies to the delight of their neighbors. Phil himself
attended Williamsburg’s Talmud Torah seven days a week. This advanced Jewish training would
serve him well in times to come.

At Eastern District High School, Phil Pollack was among the most popular of boys. He
was elected head of the student government and was a wonderful member of the debate team,
winning several medals. He graduated in 1933 and went on to City College of New York,
Bernard Baruch School of Business, where he earned a BA in Business Administration in 1937.

Hazel was a lowly sophomore when Phil became President of the High School. She knew
who Phil Pollack was. Everyone knew who Phil Pollack was. He was the gorgeous, blonde-
haired, blue-eyed boy, with ALL the girl friends.

Hazel and Phil officially met at a Friday Night Social back in 1936. Of that first date,
Hazel said: “he was just gorgeous, he was something else!” They dated for four years. Phil
would not marry Hazel until she had finished high school, gone on to college, and completed her
own four year program in history which she did on February 1, 1940. They were married n
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February 17, 1940. From the get-go, Hazel found Phil to be very caring, very giving, ready to
help everyone. He was also very funny. He had an act he did with his friend, Carl, called Pollack
and Schultz, which they actually performed on the local radio’s Amateur Hour, and walked away
with a silver loving cup, which has since been lost to posterity.

Upon graduating from college, he passed a test and was hired by the Department of
Welfare in 1937.

Suanne was born in February of 1943. Phil did not get to spend much time with her
because he was shipped off to Italy by the US Army in August of that same year. But he made
sure that a four-foot Ragedy Anne doll was delivered to her in time for her first birthday. She
never separated from it.

During this same time, Phil lost his mother, Yetta, and he would say Kaddish for her twice
a day. As army brass saw Phil’s competence with this Jewish prayer service, he found himself
assigned to the post of Chaplain’s Assistance - a post he would hold how the way to December
1945. Just prior to his return to civilian life, the chaplains and chaplains assistants were brought
to pre-1948 Palestine for an inspirational visit. Phil wrote pages upon pages of letters to Hazel,
reflecting his feelings of love for the land and the people of Israel. He lived on a kibbutz and used
the Biblical Hebrew he had mastered in high school as his language of communication.

Judaism was always very important to Phil. When the family came to Wilmington in 1950,
they joined Congregation Beth Shalom right away. Phil would revitalize and become President of
the Beth Shalom Men’s Club, and then serve a very long stint on the shul’s Board of Directors.
He would lead services every summer when Rabbi Kraft took off for Martha’s Vineyard. Phil and
Rabbi Kraft worked hand-in-hand to build up a Beth Shalom contingent who sent to Camp Ramah
in the Poconos every summer. In later years, he became one of Rabbi David Geffen’s strongest
allies. Although he loved his Judaism and knew his stuff, Phil did not take the religion to
seriously. For example, Phil’s version of the prayer over bread is ha motzi lechem minnie
horowitz.”

Suanne was very close to Phil. She only remembers being disciplined by her dad once in
her life. She was supposed to be going the Play House but she has spoken improperly to her
mother, Hazel. Phil witnessed the transgression and gave her a swat on the behind and would not
let her go the theatre, so reprehensible in Phil’s eyes was being disrespectful to one’s mother. As
I said, this only happened once. Suanne was a very good girl. She pursued university training in
education. She would follow in her father, Phil’s, footsteps, by donating her time to the Hebrew
School at Beth Shalom as a teacher. She especially enjoyed the early education programs.

In time she would marry and bless Phil with five grand children: Eric, Andrew, Joe, Jim
and Amy. As a tribute to Phil’s relationship, all but Joe who is away in Singapore, are present
today to wish their grandfather bon voyage. These five grandchildren have, in turn, blessed Phil
with ten great-grandchildren: Sarah, Adam, Elizabeth, Jonah, Jacob, Jordan, Cara, Max, Sydnee
and Ashley.

David, Phil’s only son, was born in 1947. He made his dad very proud by becoming a
lawyer. He married Roslyn Gould and together, blessed Phil with two grandchildren, Michael and
Richard.

Phil has always been a hard worker, and recognized for his talents. From the New York
City Welfare Department, Phil moved up to the Department of Division of the Blind. From there
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he went on to work for the American Red Cross and became comptroller of the Queens chapter.
After the war he returned to his position. He later managed Deutsch Greeting Cared Company.
In 1950, his position as Contoller for Bayshore Industriesin Elkton, MD got the family to resettle
in Wilmington. He later worked for Weinberg’s Department Sotre in Chester, PA as a controller
and then for Billy Penn, a building material manufacturing company, where he served first as
controller and later as president, until his retirement in 1989.

In 1997, after some wonderful years of travel, the Pollacks moved into Forward Manor.
After a breakdown in his health, Phil spent the year 2000 at the Kutz Home, before he returned to
Forward Manor to spend the last seven years of his life. During these past seven years, Phil has
not really been Phil. It is to Hazel’s great credit, that she has been a loyal care giver and
companion during these past seven years. It must have been difficult for Hazel, after having such
a vivacious, funny soul mate for so long. In the Jewish biblical calendar, the seventh year is called
the shemita year. It is the year where all debts are released, slaves go free, land is left to rest. It
has been seven years since Phil began to depart this world for the next. Hazel has been with Phil
every step of the way. Even as we say a loving farewell to Phil, we also assert that it is time for
Hazel to re-embrace life in all its fullness. In Hazel’s loving care and loyalty to Phil over these
past seven years, we understand how wonderful Phil must have been as a husbabnd. May Phil’s
memory be for a blessing, zichrona l’vracha.


