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Rabbi Michael Beals February 19, 2008

Congregation Beth Shalom Wilmington, DE

Max Simon

Mordecai ben Ze’ev

May 20, 1920 – February 14, 2008

When I told my congregants at Beth Shalom of the passing of life member Max Simon on
February 14th, I said may his memory always be associated with love. But upon reflecting on the memories shared
with me by Max’s three loving children, the initial associations to Valentine’s Day have been superseded by the
even greater associations to Moses, whose character dominates the Torah readings in the tail end of the Book of
Exodus, which Jews world-wide find themselves reading at this time of the year during Shabbat services. Moses
was the most reluctant of Biblical prophets. When chosen by God for the task of facing down Pharaoh and leading
the Israelites to freedom, Moses protested, saying: “I am slow of speech and slow of tongue.” It turned out that it
was of no matter, because Moses was a man of action, and it was action that the enslaved Israelites needed – not
just pretty words. Like Moses, Max, too, could have claimed to be a man “slow of speech and slow of tongue.”
But when it came to action, like Moses, Max was a man of action – working right up until the day he died at the
ripe old age of 87. In fact his co-workers thought Max would just keep on working. His death came as a shock.
One cannot picture Max not working. Both the life of Biblical Moses and our dear Max, could be summarized by
the ancient rabbinical teaching from Pirkei Avot: “Say little, DO much.”

Max Simon was the third and youngest son born to Russian immigrants William and Sarah Simon,
on May 20, 1920, right here in beautiful Wilmington, Delaware…and there is nothing more beautiful than
Wilmington in the spring time … you’ll just have to use your imaginations. He is predeceased by his sister, Fae and
his brother and best friend, Lou. But we are happy to have Lou’s children, Ricky and Kenny with us today. Max
had a good Jewish education, marking his bar mitzvah in the old Orthodox synagogue, Hesed Shel Emes, over on
4th and Orange. He was always dedicated to Jewish continuity, partially out of respect for his father, and he made
sure that his own children received good educations at Congregation Beth Shalom, culminating in B’nei Mitzvah
and Confirmations. Max was a member of the very first graduating class of P.S. Dupont High School in 1938. From
there he went on to Goldey Beacom College to study business. On the side, he worked at Leo and Jimmy’s Deli
over on Market Street.

Lou was Max’s older brother by four years. They were real buddies. A testament of that
friendship was the red convertible they purchased together when Lou was a mere 17 years old – it was the hottest
car in the neighborhood. Alas with the outbreak of war they had to sell the car, and then the unthinkable
happened. William saw both his sons sent off to war. In the movie, Private Ryan, every effort was made to return
the sole remaining brother to safety. In the case of the brothers Simon, both served in a theatre of action, with
older brother Lou serving in Europe right after the Battle of the Bulge, while Max served in Iran, in the Medical
Corps in the Persian Gulf Command. Thank God, both brothers returned home after valiantly serving their country.
This was indeed the “greatest generation.”

Max often said he fell in love with Beverly Braunstein when he first met her in the old Jewish
neighborhood of Wilmington at the age of 13. I find that very touching as I say to our young 13 year-old bar
mitzvah boys on the pulpit, as I pass the Torah to them: “please G-d may you meet your soul mate who will help
you create a Jewish home so you can pass the Torah down to another generation just as it was passed down to
you.” I say this, but frankly, at 13, I would never imagine they already had the girl lined up.
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Beverly’s family had a long and rich history with Congregation Beth Shalom. They were especially
fond of its legendary rabbi, Jacob Kraft. Ironically, it wasn’t Rabbi Kraft, but rather, Rabbi Diznoff, substituting for
Rabbi Kraft who was off serving as a Chaplain during and just after World War II, who presided over Beverly and
Max’s wedding on March 31, 1946. The happy event was held on the pulpit of the old Beth Shalom over on 18th

and Washington Streets. They were married for 59 beautiful years. Their ties to Beth Shalom remained strong, in
part through Beverly’s family. Beverly’s brother, Bert was a long-time member of the Beth Shalom Board of
Directors. Max’s children remember that Hannah, Burt’s wife, remained Max’s sister-in-law, friend, and down-the-
hall neighbor for all these many years. And Hannah and Burt’s children, George and Sandy, have always been so
supportive of both Beverly and Max. You might remember that at the funeral of Beverly, back in the summer of
2005, Sandy spoke so beautifully. Because it is so cold, we are hoping that Sandy might share a few words back at
the heated apartment following this service, when you can enjoy her words in comfort, over a bagel and lox, and a
cup of hot coffee.

George was the first of three children born to Beverly and Max, on April 15, 1947. At that time
Max was working for the Pennsylvanian Railroad in Administration. George remembers his dad being there for
him at every sporting event, especially Little League over at the park on 18 th and Broom Streets – and that’s saying
a lot if you know anything about Max’s dedication to work. George says that unlike the other dads, Max was not a
yeller, but nevertheless, George knew his dad was there, and he wanted to make him proud, and that’s all that
mattered. Because Max was not much of a talker, George dedicated himself to drawing his dad out through their
mutual love of sports. If Max knew every player on the Yankees, George made sure to master each of the player’s
batting averages. Max loved horse racing, so George made sure he was by his dad’s side at the track. George
particularly remembered how proud Max was to have his own dad, William, present on the bimah, taking an
alliyah honor, at George’s bar mitzvah at Congregation Beth Shalom . This desire to please one’s dad was
intergenerational – l’dor va dor, with George trying to please Max and Max trying to please William. It is no
surprise that every grandson of Max bears the middle name William, in loving tribute to his father. George
continued to make his father proud by being the first grandson to go off to university – at Elon College – named for
the Hebrew word meaning oak, in far-away North Carolina, the state George continues to call home. George
continued to make his dad proud by marrying Jane and providing Max with three wonderful grandchildren: Chris,
Laura and Peter, and three extraordinary great-grandchildren: Georgiana, William and Mallory.

Ruth was the second child born to Beverly and Max on January 5, 1952. She had a very special
father-daughter relationship with Max, that became even stronger after her mom’s death back in 2005. Like her
brother George, in childhood, it was talk of sports, in their case, football, which bonded them in conversation. First
her brother, and later, she too, made the 60 minute round-trip treks to bring her dad dinner at his Snack Shop on
the Kirkwood Highway, in those memorable green bowls from her mother’s kitchen. When I eulogized Beverly
three and one half years ago, I remember spending a lot of time praising her cooking – no wonder Max preferred it
to the stuff he was dishing out to the customers in his sub shops. Like her big brother, Ruth also made her father
proud by continuing her education, attending Franklin College in Indiana, and later earning her degree as a Medical
Assistant. Ruth also brought joy to her dad, by marrying Raymond, and providing Max with two wonderful
grandchildren: Kimberly and Steven. Steven had a special relationship with his grandpa Max as their birthdays are
only one day apart, so they would often go to dinner at Jimmy’s to celebrate together.

Robert, the baby of the three sibs, was born on October 28, 1957. Like his brother and sister, he
too, bonded to his dad over sports. Robert remembers with joy that it was his father who took him to his first
professional basketball game, the Sixers, and to his first professional baseball game, the Phillies. Robert
particularly remember what an honor and a privilege it was for him to attend the Yankees/Orioles game at the old
Memorial Stadium in Baltimore, just so that Max could have his son, Robert see one of Mickey Mantle’s last
baseball games. Robert knows how proud his dad was of his attending and graduating from a rather small
Midwest college: Ohio State University (well maybe not that small). Robert married Lisa, and together blessed
Max with a granddaughter, Natalie, who is herself a senior at the University of Delaware.



3 | P a g e

The three children remembered childhood family vacations with their parents – with Max at the
wheel. The most memorable was in 1970, to see Canada, particularly Niagra Falls, Montreal and Toronto, as well
as New England. There were more regular summer get-aways to Atlantic City. And later Ruth and Robert
remember visiting their big brother on road trips down to North Carolina with their parents.

But what will always stick with George, Ruth and Robert was their dad’s incredible work ethic.
From Max’s postwar work with the Pennsylvania Railroad, Max went into the Trucking Business. From there he
became sole proprietor of the Snack Shop, first on Concord Pike, then Kirkwood Highway and finally 30th and
Market, from 1957 all the way to 1975. It took a shooting (one bullet penetrated his wrist, the other his liver
where it remains to this day) and two robberies to finally get him to close the Snack Shop segment of his life. But
Max kept going, now as the manager of a liquor store, first on Orange Street near the Dupont Building and then on
Market at Orange, from 1979 through 1990. His dad, William, had a key to the place, and used to come in early to
help. In a case of the pot calling the kettle black, Max insisted that his dad take it easy, cut down his hours, come
in a little later – yeah right, there’s no stopping these Simon’s. If the Simon’s had a Family Crest, it would read
something like: Viva l’Trabajar – Live to Work! Starting in 1991, Max started working in the Truck Parts Delivery
section of Keller Truck Parts. The most difficult day of his job was when they reduced his hours. He loved working
for them, and his fellow employees and supervisors loved Max. As I said earlier, everyone there thought that Max
would work forever. So imagine how disorienting it must be for them not to have Max there anymore. It would be
like taking Rodney Square out of downtown Wilmington and still expecting it to feel like normal. It is not that Max
was the smooth conversationalist. It is more like that rabbinic adage I quoted earlier: “say little, DO much.” Max
was a doer. He never stopped. And his dedicated work ethic inspired his children, then his grandchildren, and
through stories, eventually, his great grandchildren as well.

Through Max’s example, may we come to judge people, from the politicians seeking our votes for
president, to the people we work with, to our friends and family, not so much by what they say but far more
importantly, by what they do. Like Christianity, Judaism believes in an afterlife, heck we invented the idea more
than 2,000 years ago. But unlike Christianity, which claims what you believe will get you into heaven, in Judaism,
we believe it’s not so much what you say or what you believe, but far more important, what you do that
determines your entry into heaven. So based on this Jewish notion of heaven, and based on what we know of Max
Simon, we can rest pretty sure that Max’s destiny is for heaven, where he will be blessed once again, by his wife
Beverly’s fine cooking, I’m sure. May Max’s memory be for a blessing and inspire us here on earth to be better
people because of the life he led keyn y’hi ratzon, so may it be God’s will, and let us say amen.


