
I hit a big birthday again this year. Thank God!  It set off a mood that resulted in a 
trip to the friendly funeral director to do some preplanning for my last hurrah.  
Now I chose Chicago Jewish Funerals, because 17 years ago,  I heard about David 
Jabcobson who was just starting the only independent Jewish funeral home in the 
Chicago area and breaking away from the corporate takeover of the other local 
funeral homes. I invited him to JRC and he has been administering our synagogue 
funeral plan ever since.  I’ve been promoting David and his business and it was 
time to literally put my money where my mouth and all my other body parts will 
be. 

So my husband and I entered the quite serenity of the funeral home.  We settled in 
to discuss our plans.  Given that there is already a JRC package, not much was 
needed to choose and go over.  But, we talked of obituaries, death certificates, 
limousines.  I almost placed an order with Kauffman’s for a fish tray, but hopefully 
it would be fossilized by the time it was needed.  We settled on an installment plan 
to pay for a 20 year life insurance policy.  If it’s needed before it’s all paid up, you 
stop paying.  I looked at my husband, who’s 4.5 years older than me and thought 
this could be a really good deal.   

We were asked if we liked to see the actual items in the JRC plan and went into the 
casket room.   It was not quite a car dealership showroom, but there were many 
choices.  JRC’s choice is just right.  But there was one casket that caught my 
attention.  It’s for the environmentally concerned person, a basket/casket made out 
of hemp.  Talk about going to hell in a hand basket, this was it.  Bring your lunch 
along with you and you’ve got a BBQ.   

There were 3 types of shrouds, the muslin one was already part of the JRC 
package.  I was later telling a friend about this and she said, “They bury Muslims 
there?”  

“Not Muslims, muslin!” 

 

 



Moving along with our financial arrangements, we actually saved a little bit by 
going to the Buffalo Grove office, the sales tax is less than Skokie.  Who would 
have known that, now you all know. 

The mantra throughout this process was, we’re doing it for the kids, we’re doing it 
for the kids. They will have little to decide and all they need to do is make a phone 
call.  Having made so many arrangements for our parents and other relatives, we 
thought we’d take some of that decision making off the kids. Will they thank us, 
we’ll never know. 

The meeting was over and the pre planner asked us how we were feeling.  
Hmmm……the reality hit and I choked up a bit and said, “It’s emotional”.  Our 
flippiness  and gallows humor was over. This was a done,  sealed deal. 

Composed and back to our normal selves, we were assured that our papers would 
be sent to us in the mail and all was complete. We left Chicago Jewish Funerals 
with a deep need to satisfy our desire for lox and bagels. 

May we all continue to be together for many years to come.  

 L’shana tov 

Charlene Gelber  
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