
Jerusalem, July, 2014 

 

 

 

What Emily de la Cruz means to me 

Although I was not notified, last May I sensed that I might have lost her forever. I tried to send 

her an email in order to prove to myself that my feeling could be wrong, but there was no answer 

from her. In July, thanks to my ties with Theresa Kauffman, who is in touch with Karen 

Noordhoff, who keeps in touch with Christine Chaille, I got the sad news that she had indeed 

passed away.  With a sharp pain, tearing through my heart, I could not hold back my tears. 

Today, a week after finding out she is no longer with us, I am trying to explain to myself 

the meaning of the deep connection between us. Our attachment was never expressed in big 

words or great common deeds, it was expressed in little gestures, and in few words, but I felt it 

there nevertheless. 

I arrived at the Portland State University for the fall semester of 1996. This was not my 

personal choice. My husband, an Israel branch Intel employee, was transferred to the Portland 

Intel branch for two years.  At that time I had already been teaching for 28 years both in the field 

and in teacher training in colleges for teacher education. I had two daughters, the younger of 

whom was 14, with me, and I was in the middle of researching and writing my PhD dissertation 

in Israel on the subject of the connection between body movement and academic learning, 

something that had been very close to my heart my whole professional life. I mulled over the 

question whether I should continue with this dissertation or take advantage of my new 

opportunity and research from its foundation a subject that I was very concerned about in my 

work as a teacher trainer: “What is missing in the rationale behind curricula that causes teachers 

to disregard them in building their professional approach?” My first impulse was, of course, to 

continue on the traveled path. 



The very first week of studies I was sent to Emily to discuss my direction, a sort of first 

consultation in which she would recommend who was worthwhile approaching. I cannot 

reproduce here the sequence of the conversation. I only remember that in the background there 

was classical music playing (which happens to be the music I like), and that I was surprised to 

meet a woman with a Spanish surname who looked Norwegian.., that I came out of the meeting 

with all the right decisions, which were later fulfilled, that Emily would be my advisor, that I was 

going to write about my concerns about planning and the curricula and with a road map of the 

stages through which I should progress in my writing so as to finish in two years – the time 

allotted to my studies. I came out of that meeting with immense joy. I felt she trusted me, that I 

would be able to express myself… provided that I would, of course, follow the rules of academic 

writing, and my English, yes, I remember that she said that too, should be rich and precise. As 

far as preciseness, she said to me that she would help me. 

In later meetings in the course of the two years, I discovered that in spite of our 

temperamental and cultural differences, there were three important things that we shared and 

united us: recognizing our femininity and expressing it especially in the academic world whose 

rules are dictated by men; great respect for independent thinking and the ability to express it; and 

the belief that education is first and foremost a humanistic endeavor with all its implications. 

Thanks to her, two years after that first meeting, in the fall semester in September 1998, I 

appeared before the committee that oversaw my work and presented my dissertation with much 

excitement. My spouse, who had gone a few minutes before my presentation to get me some 

flowers, as is the custom with an actress before her debut…, felt (without us talking about it)that 

I was not alone in my achievement, and that my success was all thanks to her efforts, and so he 

presented her with an identical bouquet.  

A year ago, in the summer, we went back to Portland for a visit. My dream was to fix a 

meeting with Emily and finally suggest to her writing an article on the subject of my dissertation. 

One wish came true: I met with Emily twice. The first meeting was in a café. She told me 

entirely factually and rationally about her disease, the seriousness of the disease, the treatment 

and the medical tests she would have to undergo. In spite of the matter-of-fact tone of her words, 

a heart-rending sadness filled the air. We then spoke about her favorite subject – her son Ramon, 

who she was so proud of – about her second, and happy, marriage, and at the end also about 



educational processes she had initiated, the doctorate students who had come after me, and about 

the article that we were supposed to write together, but did not, but perhaps we still would … 

It was hard to take leave of her, and so I suggested we could meet again before I would 

leave Portland. She followed me out, swept away with emotion, and then stopped for a few 

minutes telling me that a few days later she had medical tests, but she could meet me after the 

tests, perhaps at the university… 

The second meeting in her room was painful. It appeared that she came to the meeting 

just because she promised me … because she knew it could not be postponed… she look 

distressed. I tried to revive the conversation by talking about the article … but she was not 

following what I was saying… Christine entered the room in the middle of our conversation, 

looked at her as if to embrace her with her eyes, and went out to avoid bothering us… A few 

minutes later, I also left. 

 

In May, she departed forever. 

May her soul merit eternal life, for in my life she will live on forever as a lighthouse that showed 

the way one should help others, doing it with great respect, love and encouraging them to 

be independent. 
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