Far Far,

If my grandfather was making this speech, he would start off with one of his famous dry jokes.  So I'd like to give my cousin Sean a moment to tell one of his favorites.

If Leonard Essman was making this speech, he would also remain stoic and calm because he did not dominate a room in presence but rather in character.

On Saturday after getting the message that my grandfather died, I hung-up the phone, sat down, looked around, and closed my eyes.  I had never felt more alone in my life.

My Grandfather was a great deal of things to a great deal of people.  I have used him as an example of strength of character and loyalty to myself, my friends and colleagues, countless times.  To me he was not just my grandfather but had become my best friend, my advisor, my patron, my greatest supporter and my most avid critic.

He became all of those things through his love for life and for me. He possessed the rare talent of stepping outside of himself and outside of his beliefs, to identify and express what was best for me.  He did this as if he was capable of becoming me and understanding my unique perspective on the situation.  He never judged me, rather just challenged my mind and made me draw my own conclusions with as much information as possible.  Most importantly, he never let me give up.  Something I almost did, not so long ago.

Recently, as I sat with him in the garden, he expressed to me some thoughts about his life, our family and relationships he had made.  He was confident that he had lead a very fortunate and fulfilling life as a doctor, husband, father, grandfather, friend, advisor and confidant.

He told me how extremely proud he was of our family, each of us as individuals.  How proud of my father, Elliot, Susie, Nora, Nina and especially of you Sean.  He spoke about my grandmother's selflessness, of her "quiet wit and sharp mind" which had maintained, "Put-up with" and supported him for all those years.  Then, he turned to me, half-smiled like only an Essman can and said, "So how can I complain, eh...”.

He did not want to be remembered, yet he lived everyday of his life to make sure he would be.  So therefore he will.  As I look around this room at all of you gathered here, I realize he truly touched all of us.  

Therefore I can never be alone again.

