נכתב ביום השלושים / שרה טייכנר
     For the second time we have gathered to say goodbye to Steve.  To speak of him, to praise him – but saying goodbye is difficult.

     I don't know why Steve died, but I do know how he lived.  He was a man of warmth and light, a man of laughter.  He was a man of faith and a man of love.

     Steve was an odd man – perhaps it was his strong faith that set him apart.  It set him apart – yet it drew us to him.  In the never ending search that life becomes, Steve was a bastion of comfort.  When the search seemed fruitless, we could turn to Steve.  He never told us what the meaning was, but he taught us that we could, and would find it for ourselves.  He gave us faith on days when faith seemed farther away than the stars.

     Perhaps it was his warmth that drew us to him.  The gentle touch, the simple "Hello, darling" – in the dining room.  The hug when all was not well, or even when everything was okay – just for the hell of it.  A man who can touch us is rare.  Steve had the gift of touch.

     Perhaps it was the laughter that drew us to him – laughter is God's greatest gift, and how Steve could make us laugh.

     Probably, it was the great love that Steve held for this world that drew us to him.  Steve did love this world.  He loved the plants, he loved the animals, he loved to work. He loved to play.  Mostly though, he loved us, his friends and his beautiful lady.  It was never difficult o speak of love to Steve – never awkward, never pushed.  He was a friend to whom you could say "I love you" as naturally as "Good morning".

     I don't know where Steve is now.  I haven't his strong faith and without him I search in even darker night.  I do know, however, that his spirit is about us – continuing the journey, traveling the path, moving towards light.

     Steve never made his three score and ten.  Yet if we each take a page from his book and add to our own lives – to add a bit of warmth, to bring some light to the sorry human race, to make a friend laugh.  To tell someone "I love you".  Then, somehow, we give him back his lost years, his lost decades, his lost children, his lost starry evenings.  And thus, we don't yet have to say goodbye.
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