
 Leesa Rose Fine (2/4/1951-18/7/2018) was born into a typical traditional Jewish family 
in Toronto and, like many young women of her background, she followed her graduation 
from college by seeking a new life (and a husband) in Israel. As she told me later, all 
that she wanted in life was to have "a child, a dog, and a house in the suburbs." 
    What she found was a job as a Hebrew-speaking assistant to the bureau chief of 
Newsweek magazine, which happened to be me. I soon learned that Leesa’s 
exceptional brilliance and strong personality made her much more than a bureau 
assistant. After a time I asked Leesa to marry me. It was a shocking request: I was a 
gentile and twice Leesa's age.  
   But, Leesa agreed. We were in love – and we were both ready to   leave the Middle 
East and live in the States.  
       We left Israel, were married by Greensboro's Judge of Peace Louis Hill, and went 
on live an unforgettable marriage. The four decades of loving partnership were Leesa's 
great gift to both of us, and it included all she'd been hoping for: a pleasant home in a 
Washington, D.C., suburb with our son Benjamin and -- until he died of old age -- a 
prickly "almost beagle" named Snoopy. 
   I worked; Leesa, who was a scholar and teacher at heart, filled most of her time 
teaching biblical Hebrew to adult classes and volunteering for unpaid jobs, including one 
in the Library of Congress.  
Those were our golden years. Unfailingly, the highlights were the long summers we 
spent in a cabin I had built in the early 1970s on Shadow Lake Road. We delighted in 
planning each trip for weeks, and each stay included frequent visits to the Craftsbury 
Common library. Leesa discussed new books with Susan, the librarian, and indulged 
her passion for browsing through the book shelves.  
   We rigorously attended each Old Home parade (where little Benjie scrambled for the 
thrown candies). At the annual antiquities markets, Leesa insisted on examining the 
vendors' rusty tools and bought a supply of home-made fudge. Tied outside our home, 
Snoopy furiously denounced the sight and smell of neighbor's cows.   
   The end came suddenly when Leesa was diagnosed with an advanced stage of 
ovarian cancer.  
   She died at home, clutching  Benjies' and my hands and assuring both us of her  love. 
Her last wishes included a request to be cremated, and that her ashes be strewn in a 
grove below our cabin.  
   The planned library extension will be Leesa's only headstone.  
 


