Dr. Robert Louis Marcus
February 7, 2020

Dr. Robert Louis Marcus on February 7, 2020 formerly of Dix Hills, NY. Devoted Husband
of Esther. Cherished father of David and Donna. Loving grandfather of Rachel, Adam,
Claire and Craig.
Funeral Sunday @ 11:30 AM Edwards-Dowdle Funeral Home 64 Ashford Avenue, Dobbs
Ferry, NY 10522.
In lieu of flowers family requests donations to YIVO 15 W. 16th St. NY, NY 10011
(www.yivoinstitute.org)
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Comments

“

To Uncle Bob, From your Niece, Ruth
There are so many things I can say about my Uncle Bob; So many memories from
my childhood. What a sweet Man; So kind and gentle with his words - always.
One of my earliest memories was when I was pretty young at a sleep over with my
cousin Donna in the City. I must have woken up at night afraid and she walked me
down what seemed like an endless hallway to her parents bedroom and it was Uncle
Bob who comforted me as I was able to go back to sleep - I remember his tender
approach to a young child.
There were the countless Seders in the City and the readings in the Haggadah and
"oh no"...…. it would be my turn - I didn't want to disappoint. I would look at Uncle
Bob's face, so serious, but always a sweet smile to a child mispronouncing words. I
felt his incredible patience, but also his determination to complete the ceremony! And
then the wild race where Quarters turned to Dollar Bills as we hunted and found the
Afikomen and Uncle Bob gladly turned over the Cash!
In my Adult years, Uncle Bob gave me an incredible bond both personally and
professionally beyond which I still cannot imagine any human can do for another. He
was truly the most driving force behind my career. Thank you Uncle Bob. I Love you.

Ruth Ellerd - 12 hours ago

“

David Marcus is following this tribute.

David Marcus - February 13 at 10:33 PM

“

Teddy Silver's eulogy:
On a Saturday, some fifteen years ago, just before midnight, I sat talking with Bob,
and his phone rang; a patient was calling. After Bob had spoken to her for several
minutes I asked whether the matter had amounted to an emergency as, from my
end, it seemed not to have been. “No,” he said. I asked, “Does it not bother you when
a patient calls at this hour with a matter not urgent?” He replied, “No, I’m glad
whenever they call. If I hear from then, I don’t have to worry about them.”
Relatively rare among us are persons who do most of their worrying not about
themselves but about others. Those folks, Bob Marcus among them, do responsibly
take care of themselves but, beyond that, assign no special importance to their own
beings. They are the persons who intuitively understand where they themselves
begin and end, never confusing their own dimensions with the paramountly

expansive ones that embody all things that affect all others and all else.
Although they themselves never do know it, people like that belong, I think, to a
natural nobility. They are the folks who, no matter how creditable their deeds and
doings -- never take credit for them. They are the folks who never boast and seldom
complain – marked most notably by their modesty, kindness, and gentleness. Men
and women who live that way leave an invaluable, indelible mark on those of us who
touch their orbit, and Bob was one of them.
Painful though it is to reckon the end of a life so lived, we the living must, of course,
bury our dead. And so today we take Bob’s body to its grave, thus committing it to
the great biochemical cycles from which first it sprang. But that which we will soon
inter is only the organic housing in which Bob lived. It represents nothing of the man
we lose. Rather, Bob’s true remains – we keep – for they inhere in the example he
has set, the values he has taught, and the love he has sowed. Grateful that he thus
will live, still, in our hearts we bid Bob Marcus a most affectionate farewell.
Teddy Silver - February 12 at 07:33 PM

“

David's Eulogy (part 2 of 2)
We moved to Dix Hills on Long Island when I was just starting tenth grade. The
house was on a lot that was a bit more than an acre. We decided to buy a lawn
tractor. One company was making lawn tractors that ran on rechargeable batteries
rather than gasoline. It was expensive: Over a thousand dollars (if my memory is
correct); that was a lot of money in those days. But, I told my father that it would save
us money because I'd mow the lawn and plow the snow, so we wouldn't need to pay
people to do those things. I really did mow the lawn for a year or two, but at some
point my father decided that my mowings were infrequent enough that he should hire
a landscaper to do it. My father also used the tractor to mow the lawn, plow snow,
and move peat moss or wood chips around for the planting and landscaping that we
did.
Thank you for letting me reminisce about my father with you. I appreciate that you
have come to share this time with us.

David Marcus - February 12 at 12:11 PM

“

1 file added to the album Memories Album

Donna Laing - February 12 at 12:08 PM

“

David's Eulogy (part 1 of 2)
On behalf of my sister Donna and her husband Donald, Donna's children Rachel,
Adam, Claire, and Craig, and my wife Anne and myself, I would like to thank all of
you, our family and friends, for coming.
When I was young and we lived in Manhattan, Dad had a tool closet. This must have
been intended as a linen closet because it was full of shelves. It was a good-sized
closet: wider than the door, so you had to reach in to get to the stuff in the sides. Dad
had lots of those storage organizers with the little drawers and a pegboard on the
door for hanging things. All the little drawers were labeled and every tool had its
place. When we moved to Dix Hills on Long Island, the tools took over a good chunk
of the basement.
One of the projects that we did in Dix Hills was to set up an intercom system. The
main purpose was so that my parents could answer the office doorbell, find out who
was there, and buzz them in if they were a patient. There were intercom stations in
multiple places: their offices, their studies, the kitchen, the back hallway. There was
also a personal intercom system so that a family member could talk to another
member of the family without having to walk from one end of the house to the other.
My father and I did the wiring, which we ran through the attic. There were lots of
wires, which were color coded. My father made up a wiring plan that listed what each
of the wires did and their color and which terminal of the terminal strips the wire
should be attached to.
For several summer vacations when I was young, we stayed at a farm called Suits
Us Farm. This was in Bovina, New York, about three hours north of New York City.
The farm would serve hearty breakfasts where they came around with platters of
pancakes, eggs, bacon, etc., and serve each person whatever they wanted. There
was a hay barn, hay rides, pigs (they fed the kitchen scraps to the pigs, which was a
lot of fun for the kids to watch), a stream with frogs, and a pond with a leaky boat. I
think I once caught a fish in the pond: Boy, was I surprised to actually catch
something! My father arranged with the store in town to reserve a copy of the New
York Times for him so that he could go into town each day and get his newspaper.
Also when I was young and in the summer, we would visit my father's parents in
Cleveland. We were living in an apartment in Manhattan, while my grandparents had
a house in the suburbs with a basement, a second floor, a lawn with automatic
sprinklers, and a path through a tiny wooded area in the back. It was quite a contrast
to our Manhattan apartment. It was a long drive, and in those days there weren't
McDonald's every ten miles like there are now. We would pack food for the trip so
that we didn't have to stop for lunch. We would pack a lot of food: lots of different
sandwiches (tuna, egg, bologna, roast beef), hard boiled eggs, carrots and celery.
My father would drive, I'd sit in the front seat and navigate using the AAA TripTiks,
and Donna and my mother would sit in the back seat. We'd generally start eating the

food as soon as the trip started, so it was like a moving picnic. My father would eat
and drive at the same time.
In Cleveland, one of Donna's and my favorite things to do was to play miniature golf
at the Putt-Putt golf center. It had three courses next to each other, and every so
often they would announce that the next player to get a hole in one would win a free
round. My memory is that we won quite a few. My parents would come watch us.
We'd often eat lunch at Arby's. My parents and Donna preferred Arby's, but I
preferred McDonald's. So, we would get take-out for me at McDonald's, then go to
Arby's, and we'd all sit inside Arby's to eat. At the time, most fast food restaurants
didn't have seating, so one of the attractions for my parents of the Arby's was that it
had a few seats inside, while at the McDonald's you had to eat in your car.
David Marcus - February 12 at 12:07 PM

“

Claire's eulogy, cowritten with Rachel, Adam, and Craig (grandchildren of Bob
Marcus)
I had some trouble sitting down to write this. As my mom has been saying over the
last couple of days, when doing productive things I’m okay, but then thinking about
my grandpa makes me sad. I feel like in these speeches you’re supposed to recount
all the grand memories that you had with your loved one, yet when I think about
grandpa I seem to just think of all the mundane, seemingly unimportant parts of life.
Like the fact that he was always the one who drove the car, at the speed limit I might
add, whenever we went anywhere, never my grandma. Like the fact that he was the
one who always cooked for us when we were at his house (and let me tell you, no
one could cook rugrats shaped mac n cheese quite like my grandpa could). Like the
fact that he taught us how to play chess (even though to this day, I can never
remember how the pieces are supposed to move, and barely remember the rules at
all).
I think one of my grandpa’s most incredible qualities was his amazing ability to listen.
Like really listen to what you had to say. Going into a people profession myself, I’m
always hearing about the importance of active listening. You should be engaged with
your communication partner, perhaps nodding along to show that you are
understanding and care about what they have to say. And that was my grandpa. It
was evident in the remarkable relationships he built with his patients throughout his
career and beyond when he could no longer practice. And it was evident to anyone
who spoke to him. He was passionate, compassionate, caring, and understanding.
Anything you had to say to him, he was always listening - he would never butt in or
cut you off, and he really cared about what you had to say. The irony, of course, is
that a couple of months ago he let us all know that he thought it was time he got
hearing aids. This came as a surprise to all of us, we had no idea he was having
trouble hearing, and when my mom asked him how long he’d been having difficulty
hearing, he calmly and matter of factly said, “oh about two years.” When I asked him
about his decision to get hearing aids, he simply told me, “I finally got sick of not
being able to hear.” So for the last two years, even when he was having trouble

hearing, he was still one of the best listeners I knew.
Like I briefly mentioned before, grandpa was an incredibly caring person. He seemed
to always put the needs of others above his own. Even when he really maybe should
have been prioritizing himself. Just recently, my mom was telling me about the
interaction my grandpa had with the physical therapist who had come to his
apartment to help him get stronger after his recent bout of pneumonia. In discussing
if he would like for her to come back, he said something along the lines of, “you could
come, but it would make you very unhappy.” When she asked why, he said, “because
you’d want me to do all these things and I wouldn’t do them.” Of course, it’s her job to
go to people’s homes and help them with the tasks that are challenging for them that
they may not really want to do, but grandpa was worried about her feelings when he
inevitably wouldn’t want to do her exercises. This is but one of several examples that
my siblings and I recounted last night of times grandpa cared more about how others
were feeling than about himself.
Grandpa always managed to bring a calming energy to whatever environment he
was in. Growing up, it was evident that even in the midst of whatever chaos emerged
from grandma letting us (grandkids) turn typewriters and paper shredders into our
new toys, grandpa was steadfast and unaffected. He will always be a reminder of
how to navigate whatever the world throws our way. We love you grandpa, and we
miss you.
Claire Laing - February 12 at 12:04 PM

“

Donna's eulogy, part 3:
Dad led him into his bathroom which was bone dry. To Mr. Nieman’s amazement,
Dad had soldered a copper trough around the pipe that emptied into the bathtub.
Water was flowing, but all of it was flowing into the tub! Nieman promised Dad that if
he ever gave up psychiatry, he’d always have a job as the building super!
Outside of his work as a psychiatrist and a handyman, he loved his children and
grandchildren. In the summer of 1976, right after the death of his own father, he
wrote to his mother:
“I get much pleasure from the children, from each in different ways. With Donna, it is
just watching her grow and making a life for herself. With David, it is just hanging
around together, watching a TV football game, playing ping pong or playing some
new game that he has.”
I know he adored his grandchildren and being part of their lives. Having him so close
for the past 10 years has been a joy and a blessing. I love you Dad. I’ll miss you
terribly.

Donna Laing - February 12 at 11:58 AM

“

Donna's eulogy, part 2:
Over and over I heard “your father was a second father to me”. “He was there for me
at any hour of the day or night”. Many were in denial, asking me when they could
next make an appointment. When I explained that he was not returning to work, they
pressed me with “but when will I be able to see him?”
I would like to read you a few excerpts from the notes he received at the time:
“Know that scores of patients, their families and their other helpers have much to
thank you for – your wise guidance, your kindness and genuine support”.
“I’ve been procrastinating and putting off calling [a new therapist] because starting
with someone new after all the years with you is very uncomfortable for me. You’ve
been a wonderful help and always there for us no matter what time of day or night. In
today’s world it is a rarity and you have spoiled us with your caring ways. We
appreciate all you’ve done for our family. You truly are one of a kind!”
“You were always very good to me and helped me get over my fears”.
“I want to thank you for taking my call the other day. I just can’t find another
psychiatrist like you – sorry, it was an emergency…You have been immeasurably
kind and compassionate to me,
Even after that and his move from Dix Hills to Hastings, several of his patients
continued to call, both to check on him and to talk. In fact, when I was in his
apartment last weekend and played back his answering machine messages, there
were calls from two patients who were worried because they hadn’t been able to
reach him.
Dad was born in Cleveland, Ohio in 1925. His father was a doctor, his mother a
nurse. I used to tease him that he was a college dropout since after three years at
Carnegie Tech, where he majored in Chemical Engineering, he was accepted into
medical school at Case Western Reserve, graduating in 1949. After medical school,
he did his internship at Michael Reese Hospital in Chicago before moving to New
York to do his residency at Creedmore Psychiatric Center. It was here in NY that he
and my mom were introduced by mutual friends. Dad moved into mom’s apartment
at 202 Riverside Drive in 1951. They married in 1955. Yes, even in the 50’s some
people lived together before marriage! However, Dad used to tell me that the lady
across the hall would poke her head out of her apartment disapprovingly when he left
for work in the morning.
Dad really had no hobbies to speak of. Psychiatry was both his vocation and his
avocation. He did like to dabble in the stock market, but never extensively and never
very successfully. Growing up, he was always there. He was not your stereotypical
60’s dad who went to work and left the childrearing to my mom. They both saw their
patients from our apartment building, mom used our living room, dad had an

apartment downstairs, so he was always home for dinner commuting up a flight of
stairs. I always knew that every 45 minutes, there would be a break if I needed him
or my mom. And from pre-kindergarten through 6th grade, he drove David and me to
school every morning. We’d hop in our car at 96th street and he’d drive us down to
Ethical at 64th street then head back to our building to start his day with his patients.
Although he didn’t have hobbies per se, Dad was always extremely handy. As David
mentioned, he had an unbelievable tool closet in our apartment. Back in the 60’s prewar bathrooms had heating pipes that ran from the ceiling to the floor. This was the
most common way that a bathroom could get flooded. If someone upstairs had a
flood, the water would seep down around the sides of this pipe. One day the owner
of our building, Mr. Nieman, rang our door bell and explained to dad that someone
about 5 floors up had had a terrible flood from a backed-up toilet or overflowing sink.
He had been working his way down from floor to floor to inspect and deal with the
damages.
Continued in next tribute....
Donna Laing - February 12 at 11:57 AM

“

Donna's eulogy for her dad:
All my life, people have asked me what it was like growing up as the daughter of a
psychiatrist and a psychologist. The stereotype, of course, is that members of these
professions make crazy parents and screwed up kids. The truth couldn’t be further
removed from that stereotype. I was truly blessed. My father was the kindest,
gentlest man I have ever known. I can’t remember him ever once being critical of me.
Well, he did call me Sarah Bernhardt when I was a little girl, but I’m sure he meant it
in a positive way. Instead he supported me completely throughout my life. There was
nothing I couldn’t tell him. Nothing he wouldn’t listen to compassionately. His heart
was enormous. He was never judgmental.
No matter what was happening in my life and the lives of his patients, his family
members or friends, he was there with an ear, a helping hand or a caring hug. He
oversaw the care of his younger brother throughout his brother’s life. Norman
suffered from manic depression since he was a teenager and was disabled his entire
life. Even though he lived in Cleveland and Florida, with or near my Grandparents,
Dad oversaw everything from his doctors and psychiatrists to his finances.
With me, advice was given sparingly, only when wanted. Otherwise, he was a
sounding board. When I went off to college, his phone number was my lifeline. Dad
was a night owl. He never saw patients until 10AM. But frequently, he would see
them as late as 10PM. Then he would sit in his office at home doing his paperwork
and returning patients’ phone calls until 1 or 2AM. For a college student, burning the
midnight oil, his schedule was ideal. I knew that even at midnight or 1AM, if I was
studying for a test or writing a paper, I could call him and complain. And call and
complain I did.

As my relationship with my mom became stressed in my teen years and beyond,
since she was quick with advice and quite judgmental (although in her own way she
meant well), he was always there for me, allowing me to complain and vent about
her. Never taking sides, well actually, he did but it was usually my side!
When any of my friends were in trouble or needed advice for themselves or
regarding their children, one call from me and he was there. When one of my friends
was going through a particularly rough time in her twenties, my dad went so far as to
hire her to do clerical work for him and my mom. That way they were both there for
her every day until things turned around. After that she moved on to a successful
career. All five of my first cousins have availed themselves of his warm affection and
concern, as have countless other relatives.
Being a psychiatrist was not merely a career, but a calling. He practiced in a way that
is little seen today. He saw his patients weekly or as needed. He treated the entire
person, coordinating care with doctors dealing with the physical side of their care. He
never charged for a cancellation. He hardly ever raised his rates. I believe that there
was at least one patient who followed him from Manhattan to Long Island and never
paid more than the $35 a session that he charged in the early 60s. In fact, at an age
when most have retired, he continued and just stopped billing them when dealing
with insurance companies became too complicated, except for what he got from
Medicare, since by then it was no longer about the money (if it ever was). He
continued to see patients up until the age of 84 in 2010. He was planning to take just
a month off because he was having stomach surgery. However, complications led to
a month in the hospital and three months in rehab, during which he realized that he
couldn’t continue. As my brother and I made the round of calls to all his patients to
explain that he was shutting his practice, I was struck over and over again by how
loved, admired and respected he was.
Continued in next tribute...
Donna Laing - February 12 at 11:56 AM

