
Good evening. For those of you who don’t know me, I’m Aliza Cohen, Jonathan was my uncle, 
and it’s my honor to share a few thoughts about him tonight.
 
One of my earliest memories of Minnesota is of a glowing green sky and the heavy stillness that 
arrives before a storm. I remember looking up at it with a sort of wonder and fear, it was so 
different that the skies with which I was, with which I am, familiar. The clouds rolled across one 
another in greens, yellows, and purples. It was something out of a fantasy or a dream. Having 
grown up on the Wizard of Oz I was thinking about tornadoes.
 
Now I had grown up with storms, they’re not exactly uncommon in the mid-Atlantic, but a 
tornado, well that’s something different isn’t it? A storm, even a great one, comes in a wave, it 
washes over the landscape, it is veil or a curtain; a tornado however is something sharp, it 
touches down with such focus, that could almost be mistaken for intention, like a needle. 
Naturally I was rather apprehensive.
 
That is until I saw the way Jonathan was looking out into the sky. It was with neither 
nervousness, nor boredom, but fascination. It was at this point that I was informed that Jonathan 
was looking forward to the storm, that he looked forward to these patterns and paths of air and 
rain. And he said it with such calm conviction that I had no other option than to accept his 
answer. And it was then that I started to look out towards that eerie sky not with fear, but with 
anticipation.
 
That is the way Jonathan was with all his passions-or interests (this bit if father has gone first). 
He had such a pure dedication to them that you couldn’t help but be moved. It wasn’t that he 
was particular loud, or particularly forceful, it was more that he was so fully immersed in them 
that this dedication became infectious. This was especially true when he decided to share those 
passions.
 
In the years that passed sense that great green sky I used to come to his home and look out 
into the backyard. For those of you who have seen the yard, you know that it is verdant and 
green as the heart of an emerald, or perhaps a storm cloud, and littered about with equipment to 
follow the fluxuations of wind and sky. That equipment always fascinated me, it looked like the 
limbs of some great silvery creature, and I used to go out to examine numbers it faithfully 
displayed with every shift and shiver of the air. Jonathan was always all too happy to come with 
and indulge my curiosity.
 
He was generous with his time like that. Though in all honestly I don’t remember the specifics, 
all I remember is the patience and joy he had when he shared with me. This generosity was not 
only in the way he spoke to his niece, but in the way he spoke to and of his community. 
Jonathan was known for his weather column, for his bridge games, for his treks out to the ball 
field, he was known for the way he shared his life and his interests with all of us who were lucky 
enough to know him. I suppose that’s where I feel this loss more keenly, his absence can be felt 
when we look for his writings, his games, his talk. It was in this way that Jonathan built a 
community. It is in this way that we can feel his presence even now.
 
Now Jonathan didn’t believe in an afterlife, and in all honesty nor do I. Death is of course a 
mystery (though one that shall be answered for us all in time) but there are some certainties. 
We know that coffins rot, that urns rust, that shrouds unravel into earth. We know that our 
bodies, somehow or other will be cast back out into the world. And today as I stand here with 



you all, as I stand here with Jonathan’s community, I take some small comfort as I think of his 
last breaths making their way through ventilation and out into the open air, out into the clouds 
and winds and rains, out to a sometimes glowing green sky


