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I want to commend Beth Shalom’s minyan, the filet minyan, although not a kosher cut of beef, 

for the way you comfort friends on the loss of their loved ones.  as a way to comfort yourself on the loss 

of your close loved one. You have given us a gift from the shul, a dedicated, actual live in the sanctuary, 

place and time to honor our parents, spouses and children.  Even grandparents and Uncles and Aunts 

are honored weekly by you, my fellow congregants.  It’s a comfort to have people at your side during 

such a tragic year.  

 

The Rabbis have long taught that a person is obligated to honor parents in death as well as in 

life. Last  18th of Kislev, on Friday, December 4, 2020 Dr. Elliott Perlin, my Dad, lost his long battle with 

dementia.  It was devastating to watch for over a decade how a great father and grandfather, a doctor, 

and a poet had an infantile affect. My mother Carole Sue Perlin, Kayla Bat Zisha v’Raisal, bat Levi passed 

away in January 2018, the 2nd of Sivan from a long battle with Alzheimer’s disease. My parents were 

Washingtonians, they grew up and loved DC.  Their final years were spent at the Hebrew Home in 

Rockville Maryland. It’s been a strange ten months without parents, it felt horrible when my mother 

died but losing now my father has felt like a punch in the gut, not ready to not have any parents. 

 

My father Eliyau ben Yitzchak David - zichrono livracha, grew up in Scranton, Pennsylvania and 

was a graduate with honors of Calvin Coolidge High School, The George Washington University, and 

Thomas Jefferson Medical College. He held boards in Internal Medicine, Hematology, Oncology, 

Gerontology, and Pharmacology. A US Naval Officer, he served with distinction during the Vietnam War 

and was Chief of Hematology and Oncology at Bethesda Naval Hospital. Upon retirement from the 

Armed Services he directed the Sickle Cell Anemia Center at Howard University Hospital, and then 



practiced at George Washington University Hospital. A life-long learner, he was a renowned researcher 

on a constant quest for understanding, publishing over 100 papers.  

A main reason that Sharon and I fell in love with Seattle was because of the Judaism that we 

found here in 1998.  We had never experienced the ruach and contentment with such a strong 

egalitarian and shomer Shabbat shul.  On my first week at the Shul, fellow congregant Joel Migdal asked 

me to lead the Wednesday morning minyan. I called my mother one night and told her about all the 

women that came to the service and were counted in the minyan. My parents loved Beth Shalom and 

when they came to visit those few times in the early 2000’s, they saw that the Jewish life of Beth Shalom 

was a building block in our success here.  

The kaddish being an adoration of God and it must be prayed in public, it has created Jewish 

communities all over the world, it has brought together siblings and neighbors together. 

Because of this need for a quorum in order to honor my parents after they have died, the Kaddish is a 

vigorous way for me to continue to declare my faith in God. It is one of the most beautiful, deeply 

significant, and spiritually moving prayers. As many of you know it is not in Hebrew but in Aramaic. It is a 

poem, the words are music to my ears with the strong rhythms, stirring sounds and alternating 

responses of the minyan colleagues. Through the practice of daily repetition, I am immediately 

hypnotized. As Maurice Lamm writes in the Jewish way in Death and Mourning, The Kaddish is a call to 

God from the depths of catastrophe, praising God, exalting his name despite the realization that he has 

just wrenched a loved human being from life. It is a response from the sub vaults of the soul - a 

primitive, mesmerizing response to the sacred demand to sanctify the almighty, a vigorous expression of 

strength, surprising for a time of deep sorrow.  

The minyan at Beth Shalom has provided me the healing and power to adjust. Years ago, I asked 

Joel Migdal at minyan, what he would think about as he said the kaddish.  I saw him stand with prayer 

book and eyes closed as he recited the kaddish for his and Marcy’s parents. He said that he took that 



time to remind himself of a positive memory that he had of his parents.  He let that fleeting memory 

cross his mind as the words of the kaddish flowed effortlessly from his lips. I stand in those same 

footprints in the Beit midrash, as do the other minyanairs that are too many to mention.  

The Kaddish is a spiritual handclasp between the generations, I envision myself standing as a 

connection between the generation of my parents and my own children. What better consolation is 

there for a mourner than the knowledge that the ideas and hopes and concerns of my parents continue 

on in the life of my own family. I celebrate their life daily at Beth Shalom on zoom and here in our 

sanctuary, when we recite the kaddish.  

 


