
 

From Randi and Lester’s son Ben 

 

 Two years ago, we gathered in Boston for what looked like it could be my mom’s final 

days. Over a period of a few months, as various treatments tried and failed to stem the tide of her 

disease, she had deteriorated and withered. She laid in my sister’s bed, hooked up to an oxygen 

tank, and summoned us one at a time to connect, not knowing what the future held. I told my 

mom how much I loved her, and how everything that I love about myself, and that others love in 

me, and that I am able to give the world, comes from her. We held each other and wept. We all 

grappled with the stark reality of the situation; the disbelief, shock, anguish, hope. 

 Over the next week, after my father convinced the doctors to administer the Car-T 

treatment that held so much uncertainty, an amazing thing happened. My mom came back to life. 

It was truly a miracle. I returned to New York clinging to hope, and felt my soul reinvigorated by 

every report of diminished disease and burgeoning health. A short time later, I came to visit. I 

opened the front door and saw my mom standing in the hallway, smiling, walking, living. It was 

as if she had died and I had pleaded for one more time to see her, touch her, speak with her...and 

I got it. We all did. For two years, we had extra time with her. It is the greatest gift I will ever 

know. And in those two years, she got to see her grandson born. She got to hold him and kiss 

him. I know how much he buoyed her spirits, how proud she was to be a grandma. It is the 

greatest thing I have ever done. 

 She got to shower my son, Eli, with her trademark love. And her love was something to 

behold. The cliché is true, that to know my mom was to love her. But it may be more accurate to 

say that to know my mom was to be loved by her. In my family, she taught us that love is 

something that should be shown and expressed often. That love should be shared openly, freely. 

That we celebrate, encourage, and thank others and live with gratitude. I have never known a 

love so pure, so selfless, so effortless, so rich. Her love could heal, and bolster, and guide, and 

soothe. I have always been an anxious and fearful person, especially as a child. When I was 

afraid of the dark, my mom sat on the floor next to my bed reading the newspaper with the light 

on until I fell asleep. If she tried to leave before I fell asleep, I would say, “I’m still awake”, and 

she would come back. Her love was comfort, light, safety. Her love was the cradle that rocked 

me, the arms raised me, that nurtured and propelled me. Her love was a force of nature. 

 My mom lived a deep life. She came of age in the 60s and 70s, a time of deep music, 

deep ideological movements, deep political and societal change. She was a product and 

representation of that time and carried a deep sense of justice and activism. There was incredible 

depth to her soul, depth of her character, depth in the way she thought and spoke, depth in the 

way she wrote, depth to her intellect and insight, depth to the way she cared about the world, 

depth to her wisdom, depth to her tenacity, depth in her suffering, depth to her will to live and 

depth to her love. 

 There will never be another Randi Cookie Friedman. She was so authentic, without 

pretense. She had an uncanny ability to approach each moment with zest, to live outside of her 

own head (something the Krumholzs cannot do), to connect deeply and extract every ounce of 

joy from being fully present in each moment. She lived her best when she was at her worst. She 

did more living in 59 years than most could do in 200. She deserved more. 

 We all have moments of selflessness, but my mom was truly selfless. She did not think of 

helping, caring for, and loving others as an effort or something that took a toll on her. It was 

what she lived to do. I look around this room and am filled with gratitude. These are the people 



that made my mom’s life so rich, who loved her, and were loved by her. That is the essence of 

my mom’s life. 

 I want to extend my deepest gratitude to the friends and family that filled my mom with 

love and kindness. She relied so heavily on the love of her friends in her 6-year battle with 

cancer. She got so much from her conversations, walks, house visits, vacations, weekends-away, 

and phone calls. It filled her soul and kept her alive.  

 I want to thank my Uncle Allan, my mom’s big brother, and his wife, Aunt Val. She 

looked up to you both her whole life, and got so much out of those relationships. The 

conversations that you had in her later years lingered in her heart.  I want to thank her sister, my 

Aunt Gail. Ran loved you so much. I want to thank her nephews, my cousins Jason and Ari and 

their spouses, Anna and Lauren, and her great-nephew Wesley. She truly loved you all as if you 

were her own, and gathering together in September filled her with so much joy. I want to thank 

my grandma, who is no longer with us, and Grandpa Moe. You nurtured this incredible woman. 

You taught her to love, you encouraged her to fight for what she believed in, to think about the 

world, and to value family above all else. 

 I want to thank my sister, for being a devoted and tenacious daughter, for helping take 

care of mommy when she was at her weakest, for carrying on her legacy of indomitable strength 

in a tiny package. You have mom’s love of people, large social network, and ability to find joy in 

small moments. I want to thank Sari’s partner, Sam, for being there for my sister, and for me, 

and for my mom. For thinking nothing of driving to Boston over and over, and for loving my 

mom. I want to thank my wife, Sarah. One byproduct of being the son of Randi Friedman, is that 

your standard of love is unreasonably high. Anything that doesn’t look, and sound, and feel like 

the love of my mom, isn’t love. And I found that in a partner who is a kindred spirit in her 

selflessness and ability to fill others with love. You have been there for my darkest times, and I 

feel my mom in you. 

  I want to thank my dad. I will forever be in awe of you. Over the last six years, I saw 

unquantifiable strength, devotion, fight, compassion, humor and heart. I know you were there for 

my mom’s darkest times, for the times she wouldn’t and couldn’t let others see. You were the 

partner that mom needed and deserved, and I can’t think of a better thing to be in this world. I 

will measure my manhood by the bar you set.  

 I want to thank my son, Eli. You will never have the unparalleled experience of being 

raised on Bubbe’s love. But she loved you more than you will ever know. You gave her the most 

intense and immense pleasure and added so much richness to her last year of life. I will tell you 

stories of her, like the time she sewed an American flag patch on the backside of her jeans and 

refused to stand for the pledge of allegiance, how she would wake me up in the morning when I 

was in Middle School and, I’m embarrassed to say, give me piggy back rides to the upstairs 

bathroom even though we were the same height, how she would sit next to me for hours and help 

me write my essays for school, or how she would help talk me down when I would call home in 

college in the throes of a panic attack. I will pour every ounce of love that she gave me into you, 

my beautiful boy. 

 The legacy of Randi Friedman will live on through us. In the pictures we have, in her 

beautiful, handwritten cards, in our memories; But more importantly, in how she taught us to live 

and love. How to be a better friend, partner, sister, mother, human. We gather here with her spirit 

in all of us, and in her memory, will give to others the unconditional love that she gave to us. I 

got to have this extraordinary, larger-than-life, personification of maternal love in my life for 31 



years. I am so terribly sad that you are gone, and so tremendously grateful to have had you at all, 

my dear, sweet mommy. I love you. 


