Jack Miller — Apr 15, 1930 to Jan 30, 2011

t am not sure that my father-in-law Jack realized, when marrying Miriam, that he may be getting more
than he bargained for. Along with Miriam, came a large family that included children and their spouses,
grandchildren, siblings and their spouses, and even a mother-in-law. And in fairness, | should say that
we in Miriam’s family may have been a bit surprised by this new man in the family, who spoke with a bit
of a strange accent, and whose style and manner seemed to come from a different time and place.

While joining into a large clan may have come as a bit of a shock to Jack, | can tell you that shock was
quickly replaced with mutual respect, admiration and love, as we got to know Jack, and he us. A couple
of weeks ago, Jack, in his characteristic fashion of trying to lock after everything and everyone, asked
that | say a few words at his funeral, on behalf of Miriam’s family. Of course | agreed, and only hope
that | can convey to all of you what an important and cherished piace Jack came to hold in our lives and
in our hearts.

Jack came from an era, and a place, where formalities were important, and chivalry was indeed a virtue.
And Jack was chivairous in the best sense of the word. He was kind, courteous, decent, and hard-
working. He was a gentleman, and a gentle man, who believed in acting with honour and integrity, both
professionally and in his personal life, and we have all learned this from him by example. One of our
funny recollections about Jack and chivalry, and | am sure that is has been embellished through the
years, is about a shopping excursion in Seattle with Miriam and Judy. Being ever the gentleman, Jack
insisted on not only carrying all of the bags, but on opening all of the doors. Well as you all may know,
when Miriam and her daughters get their groove going when shopping, there are a lot bags, and a lot of
doors to open. But chivalrous and solicitous to the end of a long day of shopping, Jack opened all those
doors while carrying all of those bags.

In talking about Jack amongst ourselves in the past few days, a common theme has emerged. All of us
remarked at how Jack took a genuine interest in each of us, especially the grandchildren. When talking
to any one of us, he was focussed on what was being said; was curious about the discussion, and with
his keen and perceptive mind, would pursue the topic in different ways, both to show his genuine
interest, and to satisfy his own desire to learn mare about his grandchildren and about the world around
him. A couple of weeks ago, David (Dwayne and Judy’s son) was telling Jack about some of his current
studies, including a course on wood carving with traditional native tools, and a seemingly unrelated
course in philosophy. From his hospital bed, and despite the illness that he was battling, Jack was able
to engage David and Dwayne in a discussion about how the two seemingly disparate and unrelated
topics were actually connected.

When any of us would speak with Jack, he would always inquire, with genuine interest and concern,
about every member of the family, and we knew that his interest and concern were real, and that he
considered us all to be his children and grandchildren. He wanted to know all of the details, whether it
was Elle’s first words, or the latest book Makena was reading, or Jesse’s latest pursuits in school.



We have all laughed, but with admiration, about Jack being our in-house dictionary and thesaurus. |
don't think we ever found a word with which he was unfamiiiar, or for which he could not suggest a few
synonyms. And movies — Jack loved movies, and always seemed to be in the know about the latest great
movies to see, and the ones to avoid. We would often seek his advice on books to read {(we all know
about his legendary personal library, and his voracious reading habits), authors to look up, book stores
to check out, and libraries to visit.

Jack loved sports, both participating in them and watching them, and he took delight in being a
spectator at his grandchildrens’ sporting events. This was a way for him to connect with, and relate to,
their lives. My daughter Jenna remarked on this in a letter that she sent to Jack a couple of weeks ago.
In part, she said ........"I have been thinking about basketball games and aif those who came to watch,
Shabbat dinners and Pesach Seders, games of hide and seek with Perry and David in your apartment,
brunches, time at the lake, and even a tri-generational trip to Israel. So many of my most treasured
childhood memories include you... I know how lucky | am to have grown up with you as a regular part of
my life, as one of the three grandparents who lived in the same city as | did, and who | always knew were
my biggest basketball fans. And | know that part of who | am is because of the examples | saw in you
and all the wonderful time I spent with you.” | believe that Jenna was expressing sentiments that are
commen to all of Jack’s grandchildren.

And he knew how to motivate a young child to do something, or to solve a problem. At a-dinner when
Drew was maybe 6 or 7 years old, he got his leg stuck between the bars of a chair back. Jack, in
examining the situation with his keen medical eye, issued the command: “Get the saw”. Clearly Drew
must have interpreted this to mean the surgical saw, because he somehow found a way to quickly
liberate the stuck limb from the chair back, and the saw was never actually needed.

Jack was not above a bit of competitiveness, even with his grandchildren. As a youngster, Perry would
play chess with Jack, who would inevitably win the match. However Perry discovered an advantage —
the internet. Perry looked up some moves on the web, deployed them in the next match with Jack, and
emerged victorious after only a few moves. In a show of respect, Jack closely studied the board for a
long time, realizing that his young grandson was becoming a force to reckon with. He also started
teaching himself about the wonders of the internet.

Golf also provides some great memories (or ones to forget) for all of us, including Jack. One summer,
we were at Shuswap Lake to celebrate Roberta’s 40", Jack and Miriam of course came to celebrate with
us. Drew, Jack and | went to play 18 holes, and in the course of the game, came to a hole with a dogleg
right, and a water hazard along the right side. |teed up first, and for a change, managed to hit the
fairway. Jack came next, took a mighty swing, and sent the ball 90 degrees directly into the water. In an
uncharacteristic foss of composure, he hollered “I've gone in the bloody river.” In his mulligan attempt,
he over-compensated and went hard to the left. He stomped off the tee in disgust. 12 year old Drew
teed up, sent one sailing down the middle of the fairway to within 20 yards of the green, and went on to
make his first legitimate par. Realizing the significance of the moment for Drew, Jack quickly shook off
his frustration, and joined with Drew in genuine enjoyment of the moment. Drew has often commented
how he loves the fact that his grandfather was with him for his first par.



In the last weeks of his life, Jack made sure to tell all of us that he loved us, and treasured the place we
had in his life. He especially stressed to us how much he loved Miriam, and how grateful he was to have
spent the last 24 years of his life with her. Being a romantic, during the course of those 24 years he has
often sent her a rose on Friday, and from his hospital bed, he arranged for her hirthday present to be
delivered. It is fitting that Jack's last lucid conversation was with Miriam on Thursday night, when he
reminded her that he loved her, and the sound of Miriam’s voice soothed and caimed Jack.

We were ali fortunate to have known Jack, to be a part of his tife, and to have lived lots of good life with
him. Jack was a mentsch, and he greatly enriched the lives of all of us, those who came to be part of his
life and family.

{Written and delivered by Norman Hanson, Jack’s son-in-law}



My name is Patrick Heslip

Several days ago Jack did me the great honor of
requesting that I say a few words at his funeral. He
emphasized “a few”.

He also asked Don Russell to speak.

Don and I had the great privilege of being residents in
Jack’s training program, and then his associates, and
then his partners in the Radiology Department of the
University of Alberta Hospital. Jack was our mentor
and friend for more than 40 years.

Don is unable to be here today and asked that I read to
you this note.

Please try to imagine me as a very tall, thin man with a
hoarse, deep voice.

(Don Russell’s eulogy)
How can I add to that?
One of the practical things that Jack taught, and that I
unfortunately forgot today, was - the first speaker gets

to use all the good lines.

The members of his extended family will tell you of
their regard for him as husband, father, grandfather



and all the wonderful roles he played in that wonderful
family.

| So what few words should I use?
These?
Dedicated Physician

Pragmatic Academic - that’s an amazing achievement
in itself and a description you won’t hear very often

Author
Researcher

Gentleman Administrator — another achievement that is
very seldom found

Proud Canadian - who was still fond of his native South
Africa

His sense of humor

How he loved to share his knowledge of literature, of
music, of movies, of sports and where to find the best
PIZZA in town.

A man who loved life, and gave so much more than he
took



A teacher - a great teacher who most often taught by
example

And most importantly to me, and to many others, a
wonderful friend

Those are a few of the words I would use

Thank you JDR



My name is Don Russell

JACK DAVID RAQUL MILLER

arrived in Edmonton in 1963 with the intention of working for one year at the University of Alberta
Hospital. Fortunately for all of us, he chose to stay longer. The Radiology group at that time consisted of 5
Radiologists: Hector Duggan, Curley Holmes, Don Hendin, Ron Parker and Henry Pribram.

Tack graduated as a mechanical engineer, (his training in engineering may have inspired him to try to
become a semi expert handyman around the house - although his family may not attest to his skills).

Then he realized he wanted to be a physician. He graduated from Medical School in South Africa, interned
in England and was a resident in Diagnostic Radiology, Therapeutic Radiology and Nuclear Medicine for 4
years in Chicago. Jim Crooks, who was a resident in Obstetrics and Gynecology in Chicago at the same
time, convineed Jack to come to Edmonton.

Jack had over 60 publications and presentations during his career in Edmonton. Many of those were co-
authored with associates and friends in the neuro-sciences.

He was instrumental in the design of the Department of Radiclogy in the Walter C. MacKenzie Heaith
Sciences Centre.

He taught more than 160 Radiology residents, countless Medical students, residents from other specialties,
technologists and a host of other graduate and post graduate stuadents - many from other parts of the world.

He did all this while carrying a full practice load with one of the most onerous call schedules in Medicine
(continuous call to1972, and one night in two thereafter for many years).

Jack was the Professor and Chair of Radiology from 1970 to 1983 - as such he was also head of Resident
Training. These appointments added administrative functions to his already heavy work load (he often
referred to himself as a Neuro-administrator). He oversaw rapid growth of the department and the
acquisition of all the newest technologies. These were functions and positions for which he received no
remuneration from the university or the hospital.

Jack's practice was primarily Neuro-radiology with a considerable amount of general angiography. He was
respected throughout the Medical Profession as one of the Canadian pioneers in Neuro-radiology. He was
made a Fellow of the American Society of Radiology (1984) in recognition of his many contributions to
Radiology.

The speciality of Radiology and the sub-speciality of Neuro-radiology changed dramatically during his
career, but he always kept up to date, and was eager to accept and learn new modalities including CT and
MRI.

When he retired, the department library was named after him - a sign of the great respect that was felt by all
in the department.

I was extremely fortunate to spend my career in practice with Jack and looked upon him not only as a
mentor and a role model, but also as a very dear friend. We shared much over that 40 year period and I
have so many fond memories:

-the many times he took residents to lunch, and the pizza teaching rounds

-the way he could (and did) fall asleep anywhere and during almost any activity which involved sitting
down (most noticeably during boring presentations)

-his ability to diagnose equipment problems as "it smells electrical"

-his kindness, chivalry, courtesy, integrity and generosity.



his collegiality and dedication {0 patients and staff

Despite Jack's shorter stature, in his presence I sometimes felt like the fabled dwarf standing on the
shoulders of a giant......he taught me to see so far!

Jack Miller was a class act!
I shall miss him so much....
My sincere sympathy to Miriam, and to Jack's and Miriam's families for this great loss.

(Note: Don Russell was unable to attend the funeral. This eulogy was read by Patrick Heslip at the service.
Don Russell stands several inches over six feet tall, Jack Miller stood several inches under six feet tall).



