A Drash About Legacy
By Beth Friedman

As a person of a certain age, I have been thinking. I have been questioning. I have been questioning value. Or more accurately legacy. The combination of aging, extra time on my hands and the loss of too many people over the course of the last 16 months, I have been thinking of the impact of any single life. I think and then I appreciate. 

As a young girl I was somewhat plagued with insomnia. Probably the result of being the youngest of three daughters in a small suburban house filled with activity, love, arguments music and lots and lots of talking. I mean a lot of talking. It felt like the only time it weas still enough and quiet enough for me to check in with myself was after everyone else went to bed. My would brain flicked on the minute the rest of my family went to sleep. And during those sleepless nights I contemplated my future accomplishments and what contributions would be to the world. I loved science so maybe I would cure cancer? I loved books so maybe I would write the greatest novel, that would be read in schools for generation? I care about freedom, maybe I would speak at the UN, a speech that would end war? I was planning big.   In my teenage brain this was how people made an impact. This is how people lived a full life. I did not have the maturity to recognize that impact, legacy can come without  giant headline grabbing moments. Now that I am more than a few years into adulthood, I understand more and can embrace the collection of human deeds, gestures and kindnesses. 

Chelsea’s legacy is one of laughter, kindness, humor, courage, friendship and love. A standard resume of accomplishments  cannot capture  the impact of her life in which her contributions are measured by a far different metric.  She participated in life. Her kindness, smile, humor and freckles drew people to he , and at a social activity she planned for adults with neuromuscular conditions she fell in love with her fiancé Justin. 
As her physical challenges increased and her world became more intimate, her gentle kindness never faltered. She was still Chelsea.  A quieter version but still the same kind and loving daughter, friend and fiancé. 
 She truly inspired others in the quiet times. She and Justin could sit quietly and just “be”. She left a legacy that love can be found in the gentility of companionship. 

My mom Edna was a teeny tiny woman with a huge smile and the brightest blue eyes. She lived a long life.  She left a legacy of humor, respect for all people and her keen ability to truly listen when others spoke. 
Andy’s stepbrother Donald was a man with a stellar snark and eyeroll. He was very large and could have been very intimidating, but he was keenly aware thae he wanted to be more than I big man with a sassy attitude. He and his husband Steve choose to wait to marry until same gender marriages were legal in the state of Maryland. They took a united stand with other Marylanders that just wanted to be married to the person they loved. No grand speeches or demonstration. Just living by example. After marrying 13 years and 4 days ago they lived an ordinary life. Which was extraordinary in its ordinariness. He left the legacy of sassy, snarky love.

Jeff was our dear friend. He was hilarious and he was a veterinarian. Which made him a hilarious veterinarian.  He was a gifted diagnostician. He sat on the floor with the animals he treated, recognizing that the exam table could be scary. When treating my dog Stella he would lift up her ear and whisper that he loved her and that she was his favorite patient. I think all of the dogs , cats, chickens, lizards, birds, fish and snakes were his favorite patients. The love and respect for all living creatures is a legacy that was widespread, that touched both animals and humans.
Cathy my quiet, witty, gentle and very silly sister-in-law was kind in ways that were genuine and authentic. She was the mother that loved her family, supporting them, with her involvement in their lives. She didn’t miss a thing. She also freely shared her appreciation for others. She had no issue finding fun and humor in all situations. She celebrated one of her son’s weddings by rolling down a hill at the reception. Together we took bites directly  off the sheet cake at our mother in laws 90th birthday party. She wanted to be called bubbles by her grandsons; just because. Bubbles became BoBo and Cathy became the woman whose legacy is one of appreciating the moment and loving without limitations.

So what of the big moments? Did these people make speeches at the UN or cure all the illnesses of the world. I venture to guess that their contributions of pure humanity will continue to inspire the very best in all of us, and who knows maybe a speech at the UN is in your future. If you have a moment, take the time to embrace gentle companionship, truly listen to others, be a little snarky and sassy even in the ordinary moments, care for all creatures and love without limitations 
Chelsea, Edna, Donald, Jeff and Cathy- Please let  their memories and the  memory of all the people whose legacy you embrace, be for a blessing. Shabbat Shalom 




