  Sam Kushner
Sam was born in 1948, the year of Israel’s independence.  He was the first son of Dorothy and Lazarus Kushner.  In his early years he gave my mother quite the scare. When he was under 2 he fell off the clothesline platform where my mother was hanging clothes, and according to my mother, fell quite a distance to the ground below.  And this was not an isolated incident.  When my Baba was pulling Sam on a sled to her house, Sam fell off of that too, and it was only when Baba arrived home that she realized that she had lost Sam.  But Sam always seemed to bounce back.  In fact, there was really nothing that could keep Sam down.  

Sam was always full of surprises.  Like the time that he brought home a sample of macaroni and cheese in his pocket from Mike and Lisa’s kitchen at Talmud Torah because he wanted my mother to make it at home just like that.  He was also surprised by the arrival of his baby brother Howard, and promptly told my mother that she should take him back to the store.  Little did he know that he was in for two more great surprises.  But as a brother there was no comparison.  It can’t be coincidence that he was the best man at all three of our weddings.  It is also no coincidence that all three of us were sure that he would lose the ring.  But, in typical Sam fashion he always came through in the end. And it should be no surprise to anyone here that Sam was the best man for many of his friends too.

And Sam’s friends were wide and varied.  That’s because Sam found the value of each and every person he came in contact with.  He saw the best in people, and accepted them for who they were.  And when you were Sam’s friend, you were his friend for life.  He was there in good times and in bad times.  No better example of that in how he maintained his very special  relationship with lifelong friend, Laurie Cooper.  Even at the end of Laurie’s illness, when Laurie no longer knew who Sam was, Sam continued to visit him regularly because Sam was Lauries friend.  Sam was known among many of his friends as being someone that they could rely upon.  He could always offer another point of view, a friendly ear, or even financial help.  Sam could always be counted on to provide a solution while taking you out for breakfast.


Sam graduated from the University of Alberta with a Bachelor of Commerce degree in his early twenties.  With a sense of independence he found the taxi business to be the right fit.   He was not only a driver but came to own multiple taxis.  And ultimately was selected by his peers as a director and eventually chairman of the board of Co-Op Taxis, a position he held for some 10 years.  And Sam used his position to help others.  You could often find Sam at a restaurant for breakfast, surrounded by other taxi drivers, with Sam holding court, offering advice, support and encouragement.

Family meant more than anything to Sam.  He had a great relationship with each of his three sisters-in-law, Susan, Kaysi and Cindy.  But there was no one that Sam enjoyed being with more than his nieces and nephews.  He had a special relationship with each and every one.  Lars remembers Uncle Sam conquering his fear of sledding and taking him out on the hills.  Uncle Sam encouraged Lars to tackle a bigger hill.  He did, and that self-confidence is still with Lars today.  He had nicknames for Henry and Leo.  Strawberry and Apple Sauce loved to torment Uncle Sam, trying to guess what was in his pockets, and he never tired of the teasing.  And Uncle Sam had unlimited patience, playing Rumoli for hours with Jonah and the boys.  As the first girl in a family overpopulated by boys, Rivka held a special place in Uncle Sam’s heart.  He had her for a sleepover, and marveled at how wonderful it was to wake up next to her beautiful face.  Yonit gave Uncle Sam back massages.  And of course at that moment  Yonit knew she was  his favorite.  When Elie thought his parents could do no right, Uncle Sam thought Elie could do no wrong.  In time they became close cigar buddies.  And cigars were a bonding moment for Dani too.  Uncle Sam took Dani fishing when he was 5 and promised him a cigar if he caught a fish.  Dani caught the fish, but one puff was more than Dani needed as a reward.  

Puffing cigars in the outdoors was a true joy for Sam.  He had a true love of the outdoors like his father Laz.  Whether hiking in the mountains, or fishing in a cool mountain stream, there was no greater joy.  It was about three years ago that I (Stephen) had the opportunity to join Sam on his annual fishing trip.  I am so glad that I went, because it was there that I saw my oldest brother turn into a 12 year old boy.  He was giddy with the preparations, and so excited by the trip.  And when he caught a fish, you would have thought it was the very first one. And Sam truly was an excellent fisherman out catching most on his various outings.

As passionate as Sam was about fishing, he really demonstrated his true character when after his second father, Sid, passed away, he moved in to the house to grant our mother the wish of being able to stay in her own home.  For the past three years, Sam has selflessly lived at the house and given care and companionship to my mother.  But anybody who knows Sam would not find that surprising.  For that is the person he was, loving, giving and sacrificing.


Sam we love you dearly, and we will miss you terribly.    We will take comfort in knowing that our lives are all better because you have been a part of them.
