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Foreword 
From our very first encounter over two decades ago, it was clear Sandy Baklor 

was my kind of mensch. A serious and devoted Jew, a like-minded Zionist, a no-
nonsense man of action. Since we first met back in 2003, when I considered 
officially seeking an elected position in the Knesset, through my various ministerial 
positions, my chairmanship of the Jewish Agency and now, during my Presidency 
of the Jewish democratic State of Israel, Sandy has remained a trusted friend and a 
Jewish community powerhouse. 

Perhaps the clearest example is Masa Israel, which provides Jewish adults living 
outside of Israel a transformative, extended journey in and across their ancient 
homeland. Sandy understood the weight of such a journey and its impact on Jewish 
identity. Together with his beloved wife, Arlene, they quickly became Masa Israel’s 
most high-profile American allies. Beyond the extraordinary philanthropic support, 
Sandy was instrumental in connecting Masa to the more than 200 affiliated 
programs that direct participants to its doors. Over time, he facilitated the Israel 
experience of over 250,000 young Jews, originating from 60 different countries. 
That’s a quarter of a million young Jews whose Jewish identity and connection with 
Israel was enhanced—thanks to Sandy Baklor. 

Sandy’s memoir is a testament to the moral fiber and consequential reasoning 
that motivate Jewish leadership and philanthropy. It serves as a manual for classic 
Jewish leadership, the kind which Sandy has always personified: leading through 
example, concerning oneself with making the best decision and not with popularity, 
and true bridge building. Sandy’s passion for Israel, for the broad Jewish 
community, and above all, for his family, turned him into a proud representative of 
the Jewish public, and how fortunate for us, to now have the chance to read the 
whole story. 

—The Honorable Isaac Herzog 
Eleventh President of the State of Israel 

Jerusalem 2026 



Author’s Prologue 

When Steve Jobs was preparing to deliver a commencement address at Stanford 
University, his wife gave him some good advice: “Don’t make a speech. Tell a 
story. Nobody likes speeches, but everyone loves a story.” 

Over the course of my life I have stood accused of being an inveterate 
storyteller. Guilty as charged. Evidently my skills as a raconteur are passable since I 
have repeatedly been urged to collect my tales into a book 

“You’ve got so many great stories, Sandy,” my friends and family members 
would insist. “Why don’t you write them down and publish a book?” I would most 
often offer a cynical response. 

“You know that autobiographies are the most popular form of fiction, don’t 
you?” 

But, at a certain point, I began to take such comments as something more than 
fatuous flattery. I believe the inflection point arrived when we received my wife, 
Arlene’s, terminal diagnosis. Arlene was my fourth wife and she would soon 
become the third I would lose to illness. This heart-wrenching situation forced me 
to come face-to-face with my own mortality. It was about this time that I came 
across an article by journalist Bill Zinsser that included the following bit of 
wisdom: 

“One of the saddest sentences I know is ‘I wish I had asked my mother about 
that.’ Or my father. Or my grandmother. Or my grandfather. Memories too often die 
with their owner, and time too often surprises us by running out.” 

I decided that I would attempt to preserve my memories by producing a written 
chronicle of my life. Putting everything together into a coherent narrative turned out 
to be one of the biggest challenges I’ve ever faced. To be honest, authoring a 
comprehensive life story like this is not exactly my cup of tea. I was totally 
unprepared for the emotional impact of dredging up old memories and confronting 
characters from my past—people and situations I had not thought about in decades. 

On the other hand, engaging in such retrospective reflection has its benefits. I 
was able, thanks to viewing past events through the prism of time and experience, 
to gain a deeper understanding of them. An understanding I did not appreciate at the 
time I was living through them. “The years teach much that the days never know,” 
as Emerson observed. 



After several false starts, I finally connected with a collaborator who was the 
right person for me. This was an individual with whom I shared a background in 
business and in the Jewish eleemosynary world. Our mutual deep love for the State 
of Israel also helped form a foundation upon which this book was built. 

Of course, I very much want this memoir to be read by my children, 
grandchildren, and heirs. Not because I wish to impress them with my 
accomplishments, but rather so that they may learn about my values and hopefully 
benefit by avoiding my mistakes. I also believe that others—aside from my friends 
and family—will enjoy, and at times be touched, by my Journey of a Lifetime. 

The person who I feel derives the most benefit from this book, however, is me. 
In writing it, I learned a great deal about who I am as a person. The entire 
experience has been cathartic and extremely rewarding in every respect. 

As you embark on this expedition, you will first learn of a tragic event that 
helped shape the course of my “Journey.” You will then learn about my childhood 
and how my Bar Mitzvah portion helped to engender my passion for philanthropic 
causes. You’ll next follow my business career and discover how I then became 
involved in Jewish community service on a local, national, and worldwide level. 

One question that I have been asked repeatedly and that I strived to answer in 
this book is this: “Is there a right time to get married?” You’ll see that there are 
several. I did it in my 20s, my 40s, my 50s and my 60s. 

In my 20s, I found family and career—Suzy. 
In my 40s, I found my witch, a.k.a. “Amazing Grace”—Mimi. 
In my 50s, I found a new career and volunteerism—Ellen. 
In my 60s, I found my Masa, my “journey”—Arlene. 
Now, in my 90s, I’m ready to “ Rock and Roll!” 
In the concluding chapter, I answer another question that I have frequently 

encountered over the years: “What is your management style?” In that chapter I 
recount my introduction to and embrace of something called “Turtle Technology.” I 
know you’ll find that interesting. 

Also, in that chapter, I express my gratitude for the enormous good fortune I 
have enjoyed over the years. As it says on the cover, my life has been an “Odyssey 
of Opportunity.” From my days of creating plastic soda straws in Baltimore, to 
working with some of the giants in the field of Jewish philanthropy, to building an 
organization that has served to promote and preserve the Jewish identities of 
hundreds of thousands of young people, it truly has been an incredible adventure. 

Thank you for joining me on this trip. As they say, my life is now in your hands. 
I promise you some laughter, some tears, lots of passion, and possibly a bit of 
wisdom as you read this account of what truly has been a Journey of a Lifetime. 

Sandy Baklor 
Palm Beach Gardens, Florida 



April 2026 



INTRODUCTION 

The Night We All Cried 

The day of the night we all cried began splendidly for my “Pop-pop Sam.” As he did each weekday 
morning in those days, my father, Samuel Baklor, strode briskly toward the big Olds parked in the 
driveway of his Clarks Lane home, pausing long enough at the doorstep to pick up his copy of the 
Baltimore Sun. It was a bright and shiny late summer Friday as he removed a shammy cloth from the car’s 
glove compartment and used it to fulfill his morning ritual of wiping down the car’s windshield and hood. 

“That’s the only part of the car I see when I’m driving. So why bother wiping the rest?” he would joke. 
At age 78, Samuel J. Baklor still cut something of a dashing figure. No longer imbued with the 

Brilliantine he favored in his youth, Sam’s neatly coiffed thinning silver hair still bore a smooth sheen. In 
fact, from his finely manicured fingernails to the blinding sparkle of his shoeshine, Sam Baklor exuded a 
confident glow that belied the fact that he had been toiling in the vineyards of the furniture industry for 
nearly half a century. 

On this particular morning, my father had a sales call to attend to over in the Greenmount West area 
with the owner of Jay’s Discount Furniture. Sam Baklor was a furniture sales rep—not a salesman like 
Willy Loman, but an independent agent who represented a coterie of fine furniture manufacturers. His 
vocation was generating sales agreements with retailers, for which he would collect a substantial 
commission. On this day he was excited to be presenting a new line of couches and sofa beds being 
introduced by one of his key clients, the National Mattress Company (NAMACO) of West Virginia. 

As my father drove up Greenmount, he passed the state penitentiary and then crossed the Amtrak line 
along North Avenue. He could still see the evident scars of the riots that had ravaged this working class 
neighborhood six years earlier after the murder of civil rights leader Martin Luther King Jr. at the hands 
of a white assassin. Jay’s Discount Furniture was not unscathed by the flames, but it had recovered and by 
now was serving the furnishing needs of the mostly African American community. I doubt if my father, on 
that deadly day, paid much attention to the hard looks on the faces of the young black men hanging 
around the stoops and street corners of Greenmount. Expressions of an anger that stemmed from the 
injustice of King’s murder and a hunger for vengeance. Had he done so, he might have gained a 
foreshadowing of what was about to take place. 

Sam, toting his sample book and briefcase, gregariously greeted the store owner as he entered the 
premises. The two men were exchanging pleasantries when a customer walked in and asked if she could 
see the bunkbeds that she needed for her children. The store owner excused himself, explaining that the 



beds were located upstairs and he would need to escort the customer to the showroom. Left alone on the 
first floor, my father was preparing for his sales presentation when two young men entered the store. The 
taller one whipped out a pistol. 

“Yo, mister,” he barked. “Get the money. NOW!” 
“Money?” Sam said nervously. “I don’t know where the money is. I don’t work here. I’m a salesman.” 
“Cut the bullshit, old man, and show us the fuckin’ money or else.” 
“But, I just told you. I don’t work here. I don’t know where...” 
Two shots rang out and tore into my father’s right side. The store owner, alerted by the gunfire, ran 

downstairs to witness the killers running out the door and then spotted my father, lying crumpled on the 
floor. 

An hour later, I picked up the phone on my desk at the Maryland Cup Company. My secretary 
informed me that there was someone from Johns Hopkins Hospital on the line. The bad news poured from 
the receiver in a frantic flow. Father shot. On a sales call. Holdup attempt. Shooters got away. In surgery 
now. I struggled to maintain my composure as I hung up and called my mother, Bubba Bee, and told her 
I’d be right over to pick her up. 

As we entered the ER waiting room, we were told that my father was still in surgery. I immediately 
phoned my cousin, who was a noted cardiologist and who practiced at Hopkins. He rushed to the OR and 
scrubbed in. He later reported that he was astounded by all of the state-of-the-art high-tech equipment 
available in the ER operating theater. This was due to the high number of GSWs (gunshot wounds) treated 
there every day. 

After several tension-filled hours, my cousin emerged and informed us that my father was still alive, 
but barely conscious. They had needed to give him 20 pints of blood and another 20 pints of plasma in an 
effort to keep him alive. 

“What are his chances?” I asked solemnly. 
“Not very good, Sandy. I’m sorry.” 
I contacted other family members, who joined us at the hospital, and then I phoned my parents’ 

Orthodox-trained rabbi, Israel Goldman. 
“Rabbi, it’s Sandy Baklor,” I explained. “My father’s been shot and he’s dying. We’re all here at the 

hospital.” 
The rabbi instructed me to phone him if the worst occurred. 
“But, Rabbi,” I questioned, aware of the prohibition of using the telephone on the Sabbath, which was 

to begin at sunset. “It might happen during Shabbat.” “Just call me. Whenever,” he replied. 
As his obituary would soon report, my father, Samuel J. Baklor, age 78, died at 10:00 p.m. on Friday, 

September 13, 1974, surrounded by his loving family, the victim of gun violence and street crime. 
The Sabbath had begun at sunset, but I followed the rabbi’s instruction and phoned him as soon as we 

got the word. Rabbi Goldman picked up the phone on the first ring and said: “Hello, Sandy. I suspect the 
news is not good.” 

I confirmed that he was correct and thanked him for violating the Sabbath on my behalf. 



“Oh no, Sandy,” he corrected. “This phone call is no violation. Under the principle of pikuach nefesh, 
found in Halakha, Jewish law states that when human life is at stake, this overrides any other religious 
rule.” He went on: 

“I will say the required prayers for your father tomorrow morning at shul, and tomorrow night, after 
Shabbos, I’ll be at your home.” He arrived as promised and held my mother’s hand as he consoled her at 
this moment of truly terrible grief. 

After offering solace to the entire family, Rabbi Goldman approached me. “Sandy, you’ve got to have 
the funeral tomorrow. On Sunday. Rosh Hashanah starts on Monday evening.” I agreed and made the 
necessary arrangements. 

After the 11:00 a.m. Sunday funeral, we returned home and began the seven-day mourning period 
known as shiva. According to Jewish ritual, immediate family members are required to remain at home 
for a week following the death of a loved one. They are obligated to sit close to the floor, rend their 
clothing, cover all mirrors, and recite the daily prayers as friends and family visit to offer their 
condolences and coffee cake. So, after the funeral we “sat shiva” for the rest of the day. 

On Monday morning, Rabbi Goldman arrived and led the recitation of the Shachrit (morning) prayers. 
He then instructed me to rise from my low chair and follow him outdoors, where we took a swift walk 
around the block. I learned that this act of “getting up” after sitting shiva was a traditional custom to mark 
the end of the initial mourning period for the family. 

“That’s it. You’re done. Shiva’s over,” stated the rabbi. 
“But, shiva is supposed to go on for seven days,” I questioned. 
“Normally, that’s correct,” he explained. “But there is no shiva permitted during the High Holidays, 

which start tonight. You will honor your father’s memory by observing Rosh Hashanah in his name. You 
should also stop shaving for the rest of the week.” 

I complied with the rabbi’s recommendations and soon understood the logic behind the prohibition on 
shaving required of Jewish men in mourning. During the holiday services, I often ran into friends and 
acquaintances at the synagogue who had not heard of my father’s demise. 

“What’s with the beard, Sandy?” someone would ask, and of course this led to a conversation about 
my recent loss. And each time that happened, my father’s memory was invoked and honored. 

It goes without saying that losing my father in this completely unexpected and brutal manner was a 
shock to the system. But, that was not the only shock that destiny had in store for me at that time. What I 
learned shortly after my father’s death hit me like thunderbolts and would eventually provide me with the 
impetus to write this book. Let me explain. 

In the days following Rosh Hashanah, I escorted my mother to an assortment of government offices in 
order to secure her financial situation. My father had left behind an estate valued at less than $10,000. 
There was no life insurance, and by the time funeral expenses were paid, my mother was nearly destitute. 

Our first stop was at an office called the Criminal Injuries Compensation Board. Like many such 
agencies in other states, this office was authorized to grant cash distributions to those seriously harmed by 
serious crime. My mother qualified, and she was granted a subsidy of $5,000 each year for the rest of her 
life, up to a maximum of 12 years. Interestingly, my mother passed away just one month after the final 
payment had been distributed and thereby managed to collect the full $60,000. 



Our next stop was the Social Security office, where my mother was required, in those pre-internet 
days, to appear in person in order to sign up for benefits. We were escorted to the desk of an intake clerk 
who went through a series of routine questions, jotting down my mother’s answers on a paper form. One 
question, however, produced an utterly unexpected response. 

“Have you ever been married before?” the clerk asked my mother without looking up. We both said 
no. 

“Was your late husband married before?” 
Again, my mother and I responded at the same time. Only I said “No” and she said “Yes.” I presumed 

that Bubba Bee had not heard the question correctly. 
“She’s asking if Pop-pop Sam had been married to anyone else before he married you in 1932.” 
“I know,” she said dismissively. “And he was. It didn’t work out, they had no children, so they split up 

and he married me. Simple as that.” 
“What!?” I thought. “And over the 38 years of my life, at this point, neither you nor Pop-pop bothered 

to tell me this little tidbit of family history?” I was incredulous. What other deep secrets about my parents’ 
past had been withheld from me? Did I have any half-siblings? “Oh, my God!” I thought. What if my 
wife was actually my sister?! My head was reeling, but the Social Security Administration was not yet 
done hitting me with earthshaking bombshells. 

After completing the paperwork, we were informed that there was a problem. 
It appeared that the number we had submitted as my late father’s Social Security number could not be 

found in their system. In fact, they had no record of a Samuel J. Baklor anywhere at all. This was beyond 
belief. I had to speak with my mother. In private and in a hurry. We stood in the corridor. 

“Mom,” I implored, “why didn’t you tell me about Dad’s first marriage?” 
“Oh, we didn’t want to upset you at first, and then we just sort of forgot about it.” I realized that 

whenever the two of them discussed the subject, they must have done so in Yiddish, so I would not 
understand. I later discovered that several of my cousins were aware of Sam’s first marriage. When I 
asked one of them, Arlyn Becker, why they had all failed to mention this fact to me, she said they just 
assumed I knew about it since it was really not a big deal. 

After the initial shock of discovery subsided, I came to that same conclusion. It happened a long time 
ago and had no bearing on our lives in any way. So, despite my curiosity, I never made it my business to 
learn the identity of Sam’s first wife or any of the details about that marriage. I still don’t know and I still 
don’t care to know any more about the matter to this day. 

“How can it be that Pop-pop did not have a Social Security number or an account?” I asked my 
mother, who seemed equally dumbfounded. 

“You have to put that number on your income tax return every year. I’m sure you filed jointly, so you 
had to put yours on there, too. Do you remember doing that when you signed the return?” 

“Uh, no, I don’t,” she admitted. “That’s because I never signed anything. I remember going to my 
mahjong game in April one year and the other ladies were saying how they had to sign their income tax 
forms. So, when I came home I asked Sam if I should be doing that. ‘I’ll take care it,’ he told me. ‘Don’t 
worry about it.’ And so I never mentioned it again.” 



This was becoming more surreal by the minute. We went straight to my mother’s home and I spent the 
next four hours going through all of the papers in my father’s desk and file cabinet. Little by little the 
grim truth of the situation made itself clear before me. Here’s the summary. 

Throughout his working career—a career than spanned nearly 50 years—my father had never once 
paid either federal or state income tax. Not once. How did he manage this feat? Here’s how. 

Sam Baklor had never for a single day of his life worked for another man. He had always been an 
independent agent. He received commissions and compensation from clients—not from employers who 
would report his income to the IRS. His other source of income was from his investment portfolio. And, 
until 1974, shortly after his death, reporting such passive income earnings to the government was not 
required. So, with no W-2s, no 1099s, and no K-1s informing the IRS about my father’s income, they had 
no way of knowing about the taxes he was evading. Had he lived for another year, his crimes would have 
been discovered once his bank, for example, started to report the interest they paid him to the IRS. But, as 
things turned out, he got killed before he got caught. 

Believe it or not, and despite the fact that her late husband had, for many years, been guilty of tax 
evasion, my mother was nevertheless granted a small stipend from Social Security. More significantly, the 
IRS did not take any action to try to claw back the taxes my father had failed to pay. 

Every Sunday morning, from that day on, throughout the rest of her life, I visited my mother’s home 
and took care of her financial affairs, paying her bills, reconciling her checking account, and so forth. 
Sometimes she would ask me to go to the bank and get her some cash. 

“They’ve got these ATMs now, Mama,” I pointed out. 
“Oh, no,” she objected. “I would never get money from a machine. Who can talk to a machine? I go 

inside. I talk to the teller. She tells me to have a nice day. Can a machine do that?” 
A few weeks afterwards, I attended a family get-together and told several of my cousins about my 

father’s lifetime failure to pay any income tax. 
“I always knew I loved my Uncle Sam,” cousin Howard Bank commented. “Now I know why. My 

Uncle Sam—sticking it to THE Uncle Sam.” 
Despite these shortcomings, I prefer to remember my father as one of my life’s key mentors. I’ll 

discuss my other key mentors later in this book. The one thing that both he and my mother taught me, as I 
reflect on the image of the two of them affectionately holding hands throughout the course of their 
marriage, was about something called love. They were absolutely and unshakably in love with each other 
and this passion provided the fuel for their marriage, and the glow of that love served to warm my own 
heart. 

Sometimes a mentor can teach you important lessons not by what they do, but by what they fail to do. 
In my case, I have carried the impact of the shocking days recounted here with me for my entire life. As a 
result, I promised myself that I would never expose my own children to any such shocks at the time of my 
own passing. And that is the reason I have, for years, cradled a desire to write my memoir, and in it lay 
out not only my personal journey, but also the beliefs and values that I have come to cherish and wish to 
pass on to the next generation as my legacy. 

I began this process with one eye on the clock and the other on a vision of me handing this book to 
each of my children with the words “My life is in your hands.” With the publication of this memoir, that 



vision has been fulfilled. I now invite you to come along on my life’s journey. I promise you one hell of a 
ride. 

I’d like to close this Introduction with a very special message created by my younger son, Alan Baklor. 
Alan was only eleven years old in 1974 when his beloved grandfather was slain. Four years later, at age 
fifteen, he penned the following extraordinary and heartfelt poem. Thank you for having a look. 



The Night We All Cried 
by Alan Baklor, age 15 

The harmless old man 
Strolled into the store 
This was his living 
Selling furniture—no more. 

He had a nice wife 
Three grandchildren, a son. 
He had lived a good life 
And was hated by none. 

While making a sale 
Someone walked in the store. 
She asked to see bunkbeds 
On the second floor. 

The owner went with her 
In the hopes they would sell 
Leaving the old man alone 
To keep all quite well. 

Two men now entered 
In need of some loot; 
One carried a gun 
Which he threatened to shoot. 

They pointed the gun 
And demanded some bread. 
If the old man refused 
He’d surely be dead. 

The little old salesman 
Knew not what to do. 
He wasn’t the owner 
As he told the two. 



He begged and he pleaded 
That they’d leave him be. 
The money was locked 
And he didn’t have the key. 

A shot rang out 
And he fell to the floor. 
The two deadly bandits 
Then fled out the door. 

The owner phoned for help 
Upon hearing the gun. 
Then he ran down to see 
What damage had been done. 

On that Friday the thirteenth 
While under the knife, 
Less than nine hours later 
Came the end of his life. 

It’s been four lonely years 
Since my grandfather died. 
But I still recall clearly 
The night we all cried. 


