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With the passing of Beverly Simon this past Monday, we have lost a bit of

Wilmington history. After all, Beverly’s grandparents, Isaac and Rachel Goldstein

were one of the first couples to have a Jewish wedding in Wilmington, back in the

1880's, at the old Adas Kodesch building at 6th and French Streets, and then went on

to become founding members of Congregation Beth Shalom. Beverly was the third

generation of her family to be born in this city.

Her father George Braunstein, although born in White Russia, came to

Wilmington in his third month of life, and her mother, Anna, was born right here in

Wilmington. Beverly’s older brother, Burt, was born in Wilmington in 1917, and

Beverly followed four years later, on the fourth of July, 1921. All throughout her

life, Beverly was close to her brother, Bert, and later his wife, Hannah. In her

childhood, the family made their home on McCabe Avenue, between Washington

and what was then called simply, “the Boulevard”, Baynard Boulevard that is, very

close to Congregation Beth Shalom.

At the age of four, tragedy struck Beverly’s life. Her father, a clothier, died

due to a heart attack. He was only 44. Now a widow, Anna took her young

children, Bert and Beverly, and went to live with her parents, the Goldstein’s, at 13th



and Market, in the heart of the old Jewish neighborhood of Wilmington. She went

on to graduate PS Dupont High School in 1939, and them pursued business classes

at Temple University.

Then World War Two struck and everything stopped. In her home Beverly

still has her framed Air Raid Warden certificate signed by Delaware Governor

Broom. Her contribution to the war effort was walking around the neighborhood.

In addition, she worked at Keil’s, which sold cars, appliances and some of the

country’s first television sets. She handled the books.

Barbara used to say that when Max, her future husband, was just 14, he told

her that he was going to marry her. Could be. The truth is that Max lived only three

blocks from Beverly, on the East side of Washington Boulevard. This meant that

they went to the same elementary school, the same high school, and never knew a

time when they weren’t friends.

Max recounts that their first official date was in 1939. On New Year’s Eve

they went to see a musical movie at the old Aldine Theatre on Market near 8th. It

has since been torn down and replaced by the Baby Grand. He also remembers

taking her to Del Rey Park to watch the horses.

As World War Two interrupted Beverly’s life, I am afraid the same was true

for Max. He was drafted in October 1941 put his budding romance with Beverly on

hold. He was shipped off to Iran in early 1942, working in the 7-11 railway
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battalion and providing supplies to our allies, the Russians. He would not return

stateside until November 1945.

When Max did return home, he began seeing Beverly again. Soon thereafter,

Max’s sister, Fay, took over. He told Max: “get on with it.” Then she totally took

matters into her own hands in a way that could never happen today. Basically Fay

got Max and Beverly into the same room, and Fay proposed to Beverly on behalf of

Max. Beverly answered: “sure!” Max, startled, answered, “do you really mean it?”

And that was how Max proposed to Beverly. Albeit not the most romantic of

proposal stories, but it got the job done. They were married on the pulpit of

Congregation Beth Shalom on March 31, 1946, and were married for 59 years.

As a newlywed coupled they moved into the downstairs section of a duplex

shared with Beverly’s mom, Anna, at 2805 West Street. Now you may think that

having your mother-in-law hovering right above you would not be a good thing for

Max, but that was in fact not the case. You see, when Beverly entered this

marriage, she did not know how to cook. Not good for Max. So from her position

upstairs, Anna was able to take all her cooking prowess and recipes, and provide a

Home Economics 101 course for her daughter. According to Beverly’s family, she

was an apt student. While Max worked for the Pennsylvania Railroad as a clerk,

Beverly created a wonderful home for their three children.
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The first of the children was George, the only one of the children who has

decidedly given up his Wilmington accent for a Carolinian drawl owing to his move

south of the Mason-Dixon line. He was born in April 1947. Speaking for his

siblings, a role which comes naturally for this first-born son, he said of his mother:

“B.S. were not just her initials, there was absolutely no B.S. in here!”....clearly

something a rabbi could not say, but a son from North Carolina could say. “Mom,”

says George, “saw things the way they should be, knew she was right, and wasn’t

afraid to tell ya. She would say things not only to us, but to our children, that we

could NEVER say. Truth is”, said George, “She was a real motivator for all of us,

children and grandchildren alike.” George said she was more of a talker than a

listener, could get serious really fast, and nothing gave him more pleasure than

pushing her buttons, especially when it came to issues of politics, with Beverly

being a devout, liberal Democrat. George would go on to marry Jane, and together

they blessed Beverly with three beautiful grandchildren, Chris, Laura and Peter.

Ruth, the middle child and the only girl, came along five years later, in

January 1952. She, along with her husband Raymond, blessed Beverly with two

extraordinary grandchildren, Kimberly and Steven. Just as Beverly’s mother, Anna,

passed down all of her recipes and cooking secrets to Beverly, Beverly, in turn,

passed down all her recipes and cooking prowess to Ruth. As a result, if there was
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something that Max and his children liked in Beverly’s kitchen, they all know that

Ruth can re-create it. A favorite of the entire family was Beverly’s reliable brisket

with potatoes and carrots, although Max’s personal favorite was her steak, potatoes

and vegetables, and her beef stew.

Rob, the quietest of the threesome, came along five years later, in October

1957. Together with Lisa, they blessed Beverly with one very special

granddaughter, Natalie. Both Rob, and his big brother, George, were given a proper

Jewish education at Congregation Beth Shalom, and celebrated their respective bar

mitzvahs on the same pulpit where their parents had been married....well maybe not

exactly the same pulpit owing to the fact that Beth Shalom moved a whopping two

blocks away from their original location to their current location at 18th and

Baynard, owing to the daring vision of the synagogue leadership sometime back in

the middle of the last century. Had bat mitzvah been in vogue back in the mid-

1960's, the Ruth would have had one. However, Ruth, as well as her two brothers,

did celebrate their respective Confirmation ceremonies on the pulpit of Beth

Shalom. Through a solid Jewish education, Beverly and Max did what they could to

instill a positive Jewish identity in their children, with the hope that would inspire

the continuity of Judaism in the Simon family. I am sure they were very proud when

George, their eldest, told them that he had become President of his local
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Conservative congregation, and was even responsible for hiring the visiting rabbi to

conduct his community’s High Holy Day services. In keeping with Beverly’s

vision, as the new rabbi of Congregation Beth Shalom, I stand ready to help support

her children, and now her six grandchildren in their exploration of Judaism in the

years ahead.

When Rob, Beverly’s youngest, could clearly fend for himself, Beverly

rejoined the workforce. Applying her skills gained before the war at Temple

University, Beverly was employed by Brandywine Lock and Safe, where she ran

their office. She worked loyally for them for more than 20 years. So highly valued

was she, that when she retired in 1980's, as a gift the company sent her and Max to

Hawaii, which is the farthest the couple had ever traveled on a vacation. Max

remembers this as a very happy time, particularly when they joined up with

Beverly’s brother Bert and his wife Hannah, in California, and then together went to

Las Vegas, before returning to the safety and security of Wilmington. Max also

fondly recalls their other big adventures, a visit to Quebec and Montreal as well as a

visit to Saratoga to catch the horse racing, combined with a vacation at beautiful

Lake George in New York.

Max says that Beverly would say to him: “marrying me was the very best

thing that every happened to you.” Max told me nothing could me more true.
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Beverly took wonderfully good care of Max. Thank G-d Beverly and Max raised

wonderful children and grandchildren who will make sure that Beverly’s good work

will not become undone through neglect. Max is also grateful for his employment at

Keller Truck Parts, where for the past 16 years he has served as their driver, to keep

him forever young.

During her long years of life, Beverly was not only a wonderful wife, mother,

and grand mother, she was also a wonderful friend, and she kept her friends for life,

as many of you can attest who have gathered here today. Her two passions were the

Academy for Life Long Learning, where she enjoyed her role not only as a curious

student, but also as an organizer, serving on several committees. Her other passion

was reading. Max says she could take a book into the bedroom and sometimes not

be seen for hours at a time, so engrossed was she. Her interests were wonderfully

varied, everything seemed to interest her.

Beverly never expected to live so long. She reached her 84 th year on the

fourth of July. Shortly before that, in June, a persistent cough brought her into the

hospital, which began a six-week downward slide which ended in her passing this

past Monday. During her illness, she received excellent care. In fact in the ICU at

Christiana Care in Newark, where I visited her, I was pleased to learn that both her

nurse and her doctor were fellow members of Congregation Beth Shalom, where



8

Beverly had celebrated so many important life cycle moments in her own life. In

retrospect, this seems so important as Beverly has now passed from this life to the

next. I hope she found some comfort that the Jewish community she called home

was with her to the last.

In the last full week of her life, Jews around the world were reading from the

fourth book of the Bible, Numbers, parshat Hukkat, which deals with the deaths of

both Miriam and Aaron, two of the three leaders of the Jewish people during their

long forty years in the wilderness. Just as our Jewish dessert-dwelling ancestors

must have felt bereft by the passing of these two great leaders, so, we too, feel

bereft at the passing of Beverly. But like Miriam and Aaron whose impact was so

great that we talk about them some 3,500 years after their passing, so, too, may

Beverly’s memory come to inspire her children, her children’s children, and their

children in the years ahead, and let us say, amen.


