
When I think of Uncle Leonard, several things come to mind.  He was 

a son, a brother, a spouse, a nephew, and a grandfather. He was an 

accountant who started his own business. He was a founding member and 

past president of Temple Samuel Or Olam. He was a tech-user who used 

e-mail (Remember Prodigy?!??!) long before most people knew what a 

modem was. He loved to travel – visiting more ports of call than I can 

count. He was a dog lover who rescued greyhounds and cared for smaller 



dogs like Winnie, Poochie, and Daisy. My Uncle Leonard was also a food 

connoisseur. He knew how to cook and enjoyed eating well.  

Despite growing up over a thousand miles away from my uncle, I have 

strong memories of special times we celebrated together. As a tribute to 

him, I will focus on a few food-related memories to help me put Leonard’s 

life into context for you today. 

Challah: Challah is the bread of the Jewish people. I thought of Uncle 

Leonard as the official Motzi deliverer. He presided over the Motzi at my 



Bat Mitzvah and again at my wedding. These moments are captured 

through still photographs and videos. Each time, he recited the Motzi with 

speed and precision, which helped move the festivities along while giving 

thanks to G-d for the food we were about to eat. 

Bagels, Cream Cheese, and Lox: If there’s an official weekend food 

of Jews, then it’s bagels and lox. I remember visiting the Miami Shubitzes 

every December when I was growing up. Every time we visited, Uncle 

Leonard would go to Broadway Bagels in Miami to pick up Sunday morning 



breakfast. I recall a Saturday night when I thought aloud, wistfully, and 

said, “I love the taste and texture of whipped cream cheese.” The following 

morning, when I arrived at the breakfast table, I found a new container 

of Temptee cream cheese amongst the spread. Uncle Leonard looked at 

me matter-of-factly and said, “That’s for you.” While it was just a 

container of Temptee to him, having it show up after casually mentioning 

whipped cream cheese the night before shows how Uncle Leonard would 

do little things to show others he cared about them.  



Deli: Perhaps the biggest fresser moment came after my beloved Aunt 

Toni avoided open heart surgery in 1996, Leonard wanted to celebrate 

her release from the hospital with lunch out at a restaurant. Once a day 

went by and Toni was resting comfortably at home, my parents and I 

went over to the house in Kendall where Leonard had a spread that 

looked like it was for a group of 20 people, rather than the small group 

of seven that we were. This “Feeding Frenzy” included large quantities of 

corned beef, salami, pastrami, tongue, and possibly turkey (for my health-



conscious mother). There were multiple varieties of mustard, as well as 

seeded rye bread, potato salad, and sour pickles. It was a ridiculous amount 

of food for us to consume at one meal, but looking back I think that 

Leonard wanted to make sure everyone had enough to eat. (We did.) 

Uncle Leonard wasn’t the kind of guy to dole out hugs and kisses, but he 

showed you that he loved you by making sure we were well-fed whenever 

we visited.  



Chocolate Chip Cookies: Despite his Diabetes, Uncle Leonard went 

through a chocolate chip cookie baking stage in the early 2000’s. I 

remember sitting around the kitchen table with him as he handed me 

samples of his latest batch of cookies. They were tasty. Crispier than I 

would personally bake, but good. He remarked how his friends and 

neighbors loved his cookies. He joked about quitting his job as an 

accountant to bake cookies full-time. However, I knew he’d never leave his 

job to become a cookie baker. After all, this was a guy who dreamed of 



becoming an accountant since he was a little boy. Nothing – not even a 

cookie business – was going to tear him away from his beloved career.  

Uncle Leonard was many things to many people. One of the ways I’ll 

remember him is by the way he embraced life and doted on people through food. 

Like a good Jewish grandmother, he, too, made sure the people he loved were 

well-fed. And perhaps that’s the irony of the way his life ended. In the end, 

cancer affected his ability to swallow food. I hope that when his soul reaches 

heaven there is a big feast awaiting him. I want that feast to be filled with all of 

the things he loved, starting with challah, then bagels and lox, followed by deli 



meat, and ending with crisp chocolate chip cookies for dessert. I hope he enjoys 

the feast surrounded by those he loved who he hasn’t seen in awhile, like his 

grandparents, parents, Aunt Paula, and most of all his beloved Toni. After nearly 

18 years apart, I am at peace knowing he is reunited with Toni today.  

May Leonard’s memory always be a blessing and bring a smile to each of 

our faces when we think of him. 


