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Rabbi Michael Beals       June 1, 2018 

Congregation Beth Shalom     Wilmington, Delaware 

Susan (Maron) Spitzer 

Shoshana bat Geza v’Chanah 

November 14, 1923 – May 29, 2018 

 

 The week that Susan Spitzer, known affectionately as Zsuzsi, passed away, 

Jews all throughout the world were reading from the third parasha in the Book of 

Numbers, B’ha’alotecha.  The Torah portion opens with Aaron and his sons 

commanded to daily light the menorah in the mishkan, the Tabernacle, which 

over the ages would become the Ner Tamid, or Eternal Light, found in every 

synagogue the world over to this very day.  I found these verses so appropriate 

for Zsuzsi, who throughout her life was constantly shining her light into places 

that needed light.  She understood instinctively, that unlike other precious 

resources, one does not diminish light by sharing it – on the contrary – light 

begets lights – and throughout her 94 years, Szuzi Spitzer made sure her light 
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shine brightly among her fellow congregants, her friends, and first and foremost, 

among her beloved family – who she treasured more than anything else in the 

world! 

 Szuszi was born on November 14, 1923, in the town of Szekesfehervar (Say-

kesh-feh-HAIR-var), about 65 kilometers from Budapest, in the newly 

independent country of Hungary – one of the outcomes of the Great War.  Her 

parents were Anna (nee Sugar) and Geza Maron. Geza owned his own moving 

company – this was 1923 so get the whole Mayflower or Van Lines moving vans 

out of your head – think more like a few mules and a wagon.  

Szuszi was blessed with a younger sister by three-and-a-half years, Maca 

(Mutzah).  These sisters were as close as sisters could be.  As children, they used 

to sew together.  Szuszi would feed the material into the sewing machine while 

Maca would work the pedals.  They couldn’t have look more different, with Szuszi 

very diminutive and Maca more sturdy and strong.  But they shared a similar, 

wonderful belly laugh despite their size difference.   

In 1963, Maca made a memorable two-week voyage by boat from Israel to 

visit her big sister in Wilmington.  And the American branch of Szuszi’s family 

would receive with eager anticipation, their Aunt Maca’s annual parcel of 
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sheloach manot, consisting of a long roll of rugelach, which was always reduced to 

crumbs – but still delicious, by the time it completed its long journey from the 

State of Israel to the First State of Delaware.  

 Maca is now 92, and she, along with husband Eliezer, and children Varda 

and Gidon, are with us all the way from Rehovoth, Israel – where they are 

watching via Facebook Live.  

Both Szuszi and Maca attended the Jewish day school in their community, 

not because they were so observant, but rather because even before the Shoah, 

anti-Semitism was prevalent in anti-Semitic  Hungary, and Jews were segregated 

from the rest of the population. Starting in June 1941, fascist Hungary joined Nazi 

Germany in its war against the Soviet Union.  After the German defeat at 

Stalingrad, the Hungarian government attempted to pull out of their alliance with 

the Nazi’s. As a result, during March 1944, German troops entered Hungary, and 

Szuszi’s home life was destroyed forever.  Her father perished right away, while 

Szuszi, her sister, and her mother were deported to the death camp of Auschwitz.  

Sisters Szuszi and Maca were sent to the right, while their mother, Anna, was sent 

to the left – and that was the last the Maron sisters ever saw of their sainted 

mother ever again.  A total of 1.1 million Jews perished in Auschwitz during the 
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Holocaust.  It is a shunda that according to recent studies, a full two-third of 

millennials have never heard of Auschwitz and could not identify it as a killing 

center.  

With the passing of survivors like Szuszi, there are fewer and fewer eye-witnesses 

left to help sustain the memory of fascist barbarity as a bulwark against Western 

civilization repeating such horrors again. 

Szuszi survived Auschwitz as a slave laborer in one of the ammunition 

factories in the death camp.  Recently, her doctor said it was the minute gun 

power she inhaled in this horrible environment which, in later life, compromised 

her lungs with the COPD which eventually took her life.  But her survival, and that 

of her sister, is nothing short of a miracle.  What is also a miracle is that the 

experience did not leave Szuszi bitter.  On the contrary, among her many 

wonderful traits was her positivity and kindness. 

Szuszi vividily  remembers her liberation at the hands of the United States 

Army.  The date was April 13, 1945.  She had never seen a black man in her life, 

but here was a handsome, young African American man, high above her on a 

tank, showering her and the other survivors with chocolates, mezzuzahs, and 

cigarettes.  What an odd combination.  When Szuszi was eventually interviewed 
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by the Shoah foundation, she formally thanked the African American service man 

who freed her.  And she kept that precious mezuzah with her all her life. 

April 13th  was Szuszi’s liberation date.  April 15th  was her future husband, 

Zoltan (Zoli) Spitzer’s liberation date.  They were introduced, after the war, by 

Szuszi’s distant cousin and Zoli’s friend.  The moment they met, Zoli knew he 

wanted to marry her – Szuszi was beautiful.  And when she heard the great 

warmth in which Zoli spoke about his family, Szuszi wanted to marry him as well. 

And the priceless pair of nylon stockings Zoli presented to Szuszi didn’t hurt 

either. They met in April 1946 and they were married a mere six weeks later, on 

June 15, 1946. Zoli borrowed a suit from a gypsy – properly called a Roma, and 

someone brought two chickens for the marriage feast following the chuppah.  

After the war, two chickens was a VERY big deal indeed.  

Zoli had lost so much during the Shoah – including a first wife and a two-

year old little daughter named Marika. So close were Zoli and Szuszi, that she 

came to see the loss of this daughter as her loss as well.  With their separation of 

ten years, young Szuszi gave Zoli new life after the Shoah. With Maca leaving with 

her Eliezer for pre-State Israel in early 1948, Zoli was now Szuszi’s entire family. 
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Of their 59-year marriage, Cousin Julie Simon shared the following:  

Sometime in the 90's...I was visiting from California and 

probably staying at the house on Athens.  I imagine we had one 

of those breakfasts at the kitchen table with your father, and the 

phone ringing constantly, and generally a lot of good feeling. 

Afterwards Zsuzsi and I were going somewhere in the car--she 

was driving--and I asked her what the secret was to a happy 

marriage. She said, and you have to tell this story in her accent, 

"Vell, Julika, you know...if Zoli says something is green, it's 

green."  (In her accent, green has two syllables.) But the thing is 

that no one really thought Zoli was calling the shots.  They had 

figured out this amazing way of each getting what they wanted 

without conflict.  Your mother was very feminine and your father 

dignified, but really she was so strong and in charge.   

They made their home in Papa, Hungary.  Together, under oppressive 

Communist rule, they ran a corner grocery store, with Szuszi cleverly creating 
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displays with the merchandise.  She was honing skills, even back then, that would 

eventually make her a successful business owner in Wilmington.    

In 1947, Szuszi blessed Zoli with their first child, a girl.  And in loving 

memory of the daughter lost in the Shoah, they named her Marika.  Marika 

shared with me that just this past Mother’s Day, written in her own hand, Szuszi 

addressed a card to Marika, with the inscription:  

“to my first love,” because she was the first-born daughter. Of all her mother’s 

wonderful qualities, what Marika has treasured most of all is her mother’s 

selflessness. Marika’s mother-in-law told her that Szuszi was the classiest person 

she had ever met.  Marika said that her parents gave each other life – especially 

after the Shoah.  Although Marika did not particularly love her own hair, her 

mother adored it because she said it reminded her so much of her own mother’s 

hair.  Above all, Szuszi inspired in Marika a great love of family. Even though 

Marika and her family were in far-off New York, she was constantly bringing her 

family down to Delaware to visit. 

Together with Al, Marika blessed her parents with two lovely boys, Jack, 

and Adam, of blessed memory.  Jack was at his grandmother’s bedside, when I 

said the Viddui Confessional prayers earlier in the week. And Jack joined his mom, 
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his aunts, and most impressively, Szuszi HERSELF, as all of us said the Shema 

together.   

Jack was the first grandson born to Szuszi, which made him her golden boy. 

He loved his grandmother’s fried chicken cutlets, but he especially loved all 

the sugary junk good Marika would not allow in her own home.   

And chief among the junk food was the cereal Apple Jacks, which Szuszi had 

convinced Jack the company had named just for him. Among Jack’s most 

precious memories were the early hours of the morning, when he would 

leave his own bed to cuddle in between his sleeping grandparents in the 

hour before they each awoke for work.  

Jack would later marry Kim and go on to bless Szuszi with not one, 

not two, but THREE GREAT-grandchildren: Aidan, Devon and Cami. You will 

be hearing from both Marika and Jack in just a moment. 

Eva was the second of Szuszi and Zoli’s children to be born in Papa, 

Hungary.  She was born on December 24, 1949, Christmas Eve – which is 

how she came to be called “Eva.”  Her favorite of her mother’s many 

delicious meals was Rackotkrumplee, a dish made with layered spinach and 

potatoes and meat, with an egg on the top. Growing up, Eva remembered 
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her mom emphasizing that one needed to do the proper thing and wear the 

proper thing. And that even meant that Eva had to have the expensive $25 

dress for the dance, with the promise that she would wear it to five more 

events to justify the expense – didn’t happen.   

But more likely, her mother would put needle thread and make beautiful 

dresses for her, like the one with the flower applique around the neck line, 

which she wore to the PS Dupont High School Prom with Howard Weissman 

– the man she would marry.  That must have been SOME dress. 

Together with Howard, Eva would bless her mother with two lovely 

grandchildren, Alan and Andrea.  Alan remembers that his grandmother’s 

hospitality was legendary. It was expressed in the most unexpected ways, 

like unevenly toasted bagels because there were more people in the 

kitchen than space in the toaster. Alan will be addressing us in just a 

moment. 

Andrea told me that after her grandmother moved to Maris Grove, 

back in August 2010, she would often call in the evening and have to leave 

the following message on her grandmother’s answering machine: 

“Grandma, it’s 9:30. You must be out with friends. I’ve got to go to bed 
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now, so I’ll call you in the morning.” Rather than Szuszi’s life ending on July 

4, 2005 with the death of her beloved Zoli, Szuszi continued to embrace 

and live life fully for almost 13 more years. 

Andrea, would go on to marry Neshama, a marriage I was delighted 

to officiate. And together Andrea and Neshama would bless Szuszi  with 

TWO great-grandchildren, Henry and Zoli – who together have mastered 

the word “cute.”  They light up Congregation Beth Shalom at High Holy 

Days, and with Szuszi  present too –  we had FOUR generations of the 

Spitzer-Weissman family present in the same sanctuary – talk about a 

posthumous victory over Hitler!!  You will be hearing from Alan in just a 

moment. 

The date was November 14, 1956 – Szuszi’s 33rd birthday. Revolution 

was in the air.  Anti-Semitism was ALSO in the air and Zoli was DAMNED if 

he was going to let the fascists take his family away from him again. Zoli’s 

employee offered to take him, his wife, and two daughters and put them 

into hiding.  But Zoli refused.  In less than 24 hours, the Spitzer family used 

an Underground Railroad of decent, humane Hungarians, to move from 

hiding place to hiding place, until they reached the Austrian border. From 
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the border, they made their way to Vienna. With the help of HIAS and 

Jewish Federation, Zoli, Szuszi, Marika and Eva boarded a flight to America 

and freedom.  

They needed a sponsor.  Szuszi had cousins from the Sugar side of 

her family.  Madga Simon and her family agreed to be the sponsoring family 

which is how the Spitzer’s of Poppa, found their way to far-away 

Wilmington, Delaware. 

Madga ran a dress manufacturing business, and she took Szuszi in as 

a partner.  Cousin Dvora Simon writes: 

From my earliest memories, going to Zsuzsi Neni and Zoli Bacsi's house was 

simply another extension of family, of home.  I never had to question if I was 

welcome.  I was always embraced, fussed over, fed -- with delicious food-- and 

loved. 

I remember mom -- Magda -- and Zsuzsi starting their store.   European 

style custom couture for Wilmington.   They were a hit.  Creativity, fun, style -- 

always.    When the Simons left Wilmington, Zsuzsi turned that small store into a 

uniform business that survives today -- over 50 years later. 
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But I think Zsuzsi's greatest legacy is her family.   Her daughters, her 

grandchildren, and her great grandchildren.  My sister and myself -- her cousin's 

children -- also family.   Always remembering our birthdays.   Teaching us all how 

to enjoy life, with humor, graciousness, style, and love.   

Her legacy is remarkable in light of where she came from, and what she went 

through.  Like my mother, Zsuzsi lost so much, lived through so much, but it didn't 

make her dark or bitter.   I believe, looking at Zsuzsi's life, that happiness was her 

superpower.  To be happy, to make this beautiful, loving family, and to do it 

looking so good (in Spitzer pink), is amazing.    

The family she created is strong. Diverse, brilliant, creative, loving, 

beautiful.   I can think of no greater tribute, than the love Szuszi's family has for 

each other, and always will. 

 The Spitzer family made their first home on 12th and Market Street.  But 

they were not allowed to stay there long because it turned out that Szuszi was 

pregnant again – oops! And the renter of the apartment felt that a new baby 

would use of too much water, with all the diapers that would need to be washed. 

 In 1960, Karolin rounded out Szuszi’s family.  When I first met Karolin, 

certain members of the rabbinic search committee referred to Karolin as “a 

Hungarian boat baby.”  Through my research for today, I found out that I was 
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misinformed.  Karolin was the Spitzer claim to the American dream.  The family 

moved from a rental on 18th Street to their first home on 22nd Street, right around 

the corner from Congregation Beth Shalom’s Hungarian-born Cantor Andy and 

Margaret Saltzer. 

They would usher the Spitzer’s into the Congregation Beth Shalom family, and a 

rich world of Yiddishkeit, including Pesach seders.  The Spitzer’s, Lipman’s and 

Weissman’s began an ongoing love affair with the Saltzer’s which survives to this 

very day – I saw it myself when we laid dear Margaret to rest. 

 HIAS and the Jewish Federation helped the Spitzer’s escape a life-

threatening situation to begin life over again as immigrants in Wilmington.  And 

recently, it has been so moving to watch Karolin and her family lead efforts, once 

again involving HIAS and our Jewish Family Services of Delaware, along with 

Congregation Beth Shalom, Westminster Presbyterian and Hanover Churches, to 

settle the Mohammadi family of Afghanistan.  After a year, the Mohammadi’s are 

well on their way to achieving the same success the Spitzer’s achieved a 

generation before.  It is THIS story, a story of kindness and empathy, of 

established immigrants helping new immigrants that TRULY makes America 

GREAT!! 
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 Karolin along with Mark blessed Szuszi with two lovely granddaughters: 

Danielle and Jillian. Danielle was the first grandchild to be born after the tragic 

death of Adam, zikron l’baruch, and was such a comfort to Szuszi.   

And when Zoli died after a long 59-year marriage, Danielle moved in with her 

grandmother to bring her comfort.  I believe that Danielle’s teaching English as a 

second language, must have also brought her grandmother comfort too.  It was 

after all, Szuszi’s life-long friend, Ruth Goodman, who was Zoli and Szuszi’s 

original ESL teacher.  So Danielle’s becoming an ESL teacher was another example 

of paying it forward. 

 Jillian’s path-breaking  work with the Zachor Foundation, helping collect 

stories of survivors of different atrocities from all over the world, and its 

development of educational materials, is the ultimate triumph of Szuszi’s own 

survivor’s story.  Not only that, but the fact that Jillian has pursued higher 

university education in Hungary, Hungary – a country where Jillian’s great-

grandfather drove a wagon pulled by mules; Hungary -- a country that actively 

participated in the genocide of that same great-grandfather and great-

grandmother; Hungary -- a country which her grandparents and aunties needed 
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to flee back in 1956 – Jillian’s story is, in many ways, Szuszi’s  ultimate triumph. 

Jillian will be addressing us in just a moment. 

 

 Just as Jillian, through her work with the Zachor Foundation, is putting light 

in dark places, Suszi has been doing the same thing for more than 94 years.  To 

think it all started 3200 years ago, when the Aaron Cohen Ha Gadol, Aaron the 

High Priest, and his sons, first lit that menorah in the mishkan.  That light was 

never extinguished.  It lived in them.  It lived in Szuszi.  And it’s up to each of us 

gathered here today to keep that light alive in each of our own lives, and to 

spread that light to others, beginning with our own families.  Then, and only then, 

can we truly say of Szuszi, zichrona l’bracha, may her memory truly be for a 

blessing, and we can all respond with a rousing, amen. 

 

 

 

 

 


