
A SENSE OF AN ENDING 
 

The love of my life is no longer.  The light of my life has gone 
out. 
 
It has been a great privilege to have shared 54 years with a most 
wonderful person though we were actually friends for  62 years. 
We have been best friends for so long that it will be difficult 
adjusting to a life without Vivien. 
 
She came to Israel in 1961 to play tennis in the Sixth 
Maccabiah.  She was Irish junior tennis champion and tennis 
occupied much of her early teens.  During that visit, she suffered 
the first attack of the illness that was to dog her life—Lupus 
(SLE)—an autoimmune disease that affected mainly her joints 
but other parts of the body as well. We were informed that it 
would die out when she reached her 50s—but it didn’t.  I lived 
alongside it for 54 years and can’t really remember a day when 
she was truly healthy. 
 
Vee had many careers.  Having recovered from that first Lupus 
attack, she trained as a chiropodist after a year out of school, 
went back to Israel in 1964 and worked as a chiropodist. She 
returned to Ireland in May 1965 and we were married a year 
later, then lived in Jerusalem for two years and afterwards in 
Dublin, Edmonton and Los Angeles, settling in Haifa in 1972.   
 
In Toronto in 1977, she returned to the piano, which had been 
abandoned for tennis and when she felt that the children were 
old enough to get along with her absences, she trained in music 
education at Oranim and had a career as a piano teacher.   
 
Then she became a music therapist.  She wasn’t interested in a 
university degree; she wanted contact with real people.  She 
read everything she would have read as a student and learned 
on the job, hands-on, at the Gil School for children with special 



needs in Haifa. Then in 2000 we went to London again, 
ostensibly for 8 months, but it turned out to be 6 years.  Vivien 
volunteered to work in a Haredi school for special needs kids in 
Stamford Hill and she loved it, convincing the management that 
hearing a woman sing was therapeutic.  She also volunteered 
as a music therapist in a Care Home in South London, and it 
became a paid job.  Moving to Tel Aviv in 2006, she continued 
working in music therapy from home, writing exceptionally 
creative music stories for children, something she loved doing 
and something everyone loved hearing. 
 
Over the years, her health problems multiplied.  A heart attack 
when she was 50, Hodgkin’s Lymphoma a couple of years later, 
and finally, Parkinson’s a few years ago — and, of course, there 
was always Lupus. 
 
But Vivien, being Vivien, was the eternal optimist. When she 
realised she could no longer play the piano because of the 
physical deformities in her hands, she concentrated on the 
recorder.  Then, when she found it difficult to make her fingers 
stretch to play that instrument, we had it adapted to match her 
hands.  And when the recorder became difficult, she decided 
that she could always sing.  And so it went until the singing 
faded away. There were new problems and hospitalisations, 
which she hated — but mostly endured with a smile. 
 
Despite her suffering, she was the most positive person I have 
ever known.  She was an example to everyone who had contact 
with her on how to live.  She was, in the clearest possible 
description, an amazing person. 
 

One of our oldest friends from Haifa, Irma Zaslansky, wrote to 
me the day before yesterday: 



EXTRAORDINARY…VIVIEN 
 
Extraordinary in her ability to love and be loved… 
Extraordinary in her care for others, always… 
Extraordinary in her musical talents…singing, playing, teaching 
Extraordinary in her creativity …art, ceramics, stories… 
Extraordinary in her appreciation of everything around her…. 
Extraordinary in her grace in difficult times. in suffering… 
Extraordinary in her acceptance of what life offers… 
Extraordinary in her role as mother and wife… 
Extraordinary in her friendship and generosity… 
Extraordinary in her smile and repeated assurance:”not too bad, 
thanks”… 
An extraordinary person with an extraordinary husband and 
extraordinary children.  
You will be greatly missed. 
 
Irma managed to say it all in 12 lines. 
 
 
One of Vivien’s favourite pieces of music was Dido’s 
Lament from Henry Purcell’s Dido and Aeneas.  Sung by a 
mezzo soprano, the range of her singing voice, the words read: 
 
When I am laid, am laid in earth, may my wrongs create 
No trouble, no trouble in, in thy breast. 
 
Remember me, remember me, but ah! 
Forget my fate. 
 
How could I not remember her?  The loveliest person in the 
world.   
 
The light of my life has gone out.  Gone out— but never, ever, to 
be forgotten.  I was proud to have been her husband. 


