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Introduction 

Unexpected losses highlight the necessity for an accurate theory to see human behavior 
more clearly. 

Becoming a more genuine person does not come easily.   Being an authentic person is 
suddenly very important when someone we care about is dying.  How, I have often 
wondered, could I have been clear about me without some awareness of the dilemmas 
that I faced in my own family?    

Clearly each generation sensitizes us to relationships. When we take sides we play out 
old patterns. One can become aware and more neutral about these patterns by using 
theory as a guide. Without theory I may not have been able to overcome my tendency to 
be distant from important family members.   

This edition is written in memory of Dana Maher Strauss.  She was the matriarch in my 
mother's family. For years I probably took her for granted.  When one is young it is easier 
to refrain from risks, to be shy; to lack the courage that having a more open relationships 
requires.  Years go by.  Routines stabilize.  The world seems to be the way it always will 
be.  Then something changes.  For me it was the death of my mother in 1974. After that 
loss I needed my larger family.  I could not afford the distance that had marked the family 
relationships in the past.  Joining a larger family, having your own viewpoint, creates 
trouble too.  But I am getting ahead of my story. 
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Families are a bit like an accordion. 

The system expands and contracts. People need more or less space.  How do any of us 
steady our own lives as the family changes? In the last seven years I have had ten 
grandchildren added to my big family system.  How wonderful this is.  Yet death and 
birth are related. Change is a must for life to continue.  

Dana Maher Strauss was my first cousin, once removed.  She was my mom's best friend.  
In her later years she functioned as distant "grandmother" to my children.  Dana loved to 
keep the pictures of all the children spread out on her coffee table.  Family was in her 
home and in her heart. 



When she was ready to die, she did it in a graceful way, surrounded by her family. Dana 
died July 4, 2000.  It was a perfect day for a woman who valued independence and knew 
there were always a few things worth fighting for in this life. 

The Maher family has a history of famous fighting Irish men and women.  Some of the 
Mahers even fight with each other; they are the real Irish ones.   

Dana's dad, Horace Maher, had been wounded in WWI. Some say that Horace never 
recovered from the war.  He developed a drinking problem and then became one of the 
first twelve individuals to begin the self-help movement know as AA.  

Dana had a fierce loyalty to her father's family even though her mom and dad divorced 
when she was eight.  Unlike many families today Dana had access to this family even 
after her parents divorced.  Her mother, my Great Aunt Alice, talked about how grateful 
she was for how her father-in-law, Nicholas Dominic Maher, had stood by her during 
difficult times.  Aunt Alice would bring Dana to Virginia Beach to see her cousin my 
mom.  There are still pictures of the two young girls walking the beach with their 
grandfather. Perhaps those early memories were part of the bridge that was built to bring 
Dana and her children back to contact with my family.  

My grandfather Walter was two years older than Horace.  The two brothers had their 
issues with each other but it did not effect the ability of their children to relate to each 
other.  Almost a hundred years later the offspring of these two brothers retain a loyalty to 
one another.  These connections are now influencing the fifth generation.   

Just this past Christmas Dana sent battery operated fighting robots and space ships to the 
ten grandchildren in the Schara family. They are preparing even now for any upcoming 
battles.  Dana believed in having as much fun as possible while on life's battlefield. 

When I was a young girl Dana would take time to bring her four boys and her daughter to 
Virginia Beach for the summer.  We all played together, as children will, not knowing 
what difference it might make in a few short years.   

As a teenager, Dana arranged for me to come to Cincinnati and go to dances with her 
niece, Nonie.  It was a bit intimidating but I had her sons, Gordon, Vic, and Jeff to help 
me out or push me forward. Cita and Nicholas were still younger children unaware of the 
anxieties of the serious teen years.  Their dad, Victor, took me to my first and only 
Cincinnati Reds game.  Then he took me to play tennis on a grass court. It was a most 
amazing time.   

Dana was the arranger of family networks.  And works they were and work they did.  In 
the early years Dana was a nice grown up but it was no big deal.  Only when I aged and 
had my own children did she become special.  For it was Dana who was the one family 
member that would come to visit from afar.  She would come for the beach and for the 
new children.  



 I was beginning to care about this woman who after all was just my Mom's old friend 
and cousin.  There was something cool about the way she smoked cigarettes and told 
stories.  I was beginning to know her as an individual and she me.   

Dana could remember lots of old stories and not care about whom won and who lost or 
who was good and who was bad. She took all the things that had gone on in the family 
with a casual shrug of the shoulders. Life hurt and life goes on.   Dana had many one line 
philosophical comments. Once she said that, " if you live long enough it all makes sense, 
you get to see how things turn out." 

After my mother's death I had a greater attachment to Dana and all of her family.  When 
things settled down a bit I was able to go visit her in Cincinnati.  She picked me up at the 
plane and off we went to see her new home.  Dana being somewhat like me could not 
find the house key.  Unceremoniously she dumped her bag upside down till she found the 
rascal.  The key turned and we were into to her home.  It was cozy.   

I still remember and love her old house. There were fields and horses near by. Lots of 
people and many memories to make peace with.  This new move changed things for 
Dana.  Perhaps it was symbolized by the opening up of her view to see the ebb and flow 
of the beautiful Ohio River.  

Books and memories surrounded Dana.  I can still see her wandering around drinking her 
coke and letting me ask all the questions I wanted to.  She was home.  And so was I.  

 
top

 
It's often a bit strange to reconnect with ones extended family. 

When children are young mothers do not travel well and for so long I slowly drifted from 
my extended family.  When I was strong enough to go back, I thought I had entered a 
time tunnel. My cousins had a lot of mannerisms that reminded me of my family.  

It's kind of spooky.  Here was a woman who reminded me of my Mom, but who was not 
my Mom.  I would ask her to explain how she had done better with her life than my mom 
was able to do.  She said "one of the differences between me and your Mom is that I grew 
up in a newspaper town and she grew up in a social town."  The books stacked by her bed 
testified that she took words seriously. Dana was not judgmental.  

Family connectedness just made sense to her. Participating in the lives of my children, 
she helped to organize the parties at the college graduations and weddings.  She 
continued to make sure that my family was included in many larger family invitations.  



There were always reasons to get together and celebrate. Dana invited me to see Ella 
Fitgerald on the fourth of July. Listening to music, celebrating the artistic performances 
of talented woman and watching the Cincinnati Reds were her favorite way to celebrate.  

There are so many memories, some of them funnier than others.  This one had to do with 
my discovery of how old triangles worked.  It was the early 1980's.  I brought Liz Eitt a 
cousin from my dad's side to her home.  Now my mom and dad separated when I was 
ten.  I did not see my mom again until I was 23.   The old parental memories were about 
to come back.   

Dana being Dana welcomed Liz as though she were an ambassador from a foreign 
country.   Later as things warmed up Dana and Liz got into debates that sound just like 
the ones my parents use to have.  

This time was different. I did not have to take sides.  I was on the outside of this old 
triangle.  It was just great to be a part of big family once again. Let mom and dad argue.  
Yes, it was a very fine, good moment. A moment of emotional freedom existed.  I did not 
have to take sides with mom or dad or anyone.  The family is alive and well and 
expanding on generations of conversations. I could see the old need to take sides and just 
be.  
Last year we mostly knew it might be the last celebration for Dana.  She had lived a great 
four years next door to her daughter in dear Athens, Ohio but her breath was harder to 
come by.   I took my last pictures of her at the coming of the "Big Ships" on the Ohio 
River.  She gathered all of her important people.  We came as though called by the gods.  

The moments passed by as though we did not need them to slow down. It was a 
wonderful moment of just being family in the midst of great excitement. I took her 
picture as she left the dock in a motorized cart looking for the entire world to see, as a 
grand lady should be, in full enjoyment of her time.  

Perhaps there is no greater tribute than to live the principles that you believe.  Staying 
connected in a sensitive world when there are as many reasons to hate people as to love 
them.  Trying to respect family relationships was one of the principles she lived out.  

This is the way Dana was to me. Now her memory will live on and grow in me.  She was 
100% there for those that were able to want to be with her. I am grateful that somehow I 
knew the deep love that Dana gave without making a big deal about it.  I can also thank 
my Mom for picking out a great family friend. 
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Obituary 
 



A pioneer in the women's military service, Dana Maher Strauss, formerly of Cincinnati, 
OH, died on the fourth of July. She was 83.  

The daughter of Mrs. Foster Milliken, Mr. H. R. Maher, and stepdaughter of B. H. 
Kroger, Mrs. Strauss attended Hillsdale School in Cincinnati, The Dana Hall School in 
Wellsley Ma. Smith College and the University of Cincinnati. In her sixties, Mrs. Strauss 
attended Oxford University in her beloved England, and where she read American 
History. 

A veteran of WWII, she spent 3 ½ years in the Women’s Army Corps, attaining the rank 
of corporal. She was one of fewer than 100,000 women who served in Europe, in 
England with the 8th Air Force, in France with the 8th Army and in Austria, where she 
was assigned to the Rainbow Division, the same division in which her father served 
during WWI. She drove trucks, typed coded messages for D-Day and served as an 
English French translator. She later organized USO shows, which included one where the 
entire band was arrested- its members found to be SS officers who formed the band as a 
cover to escape the Russians after the war. 

Mrs. Strauss was a Democratic Party activist for most of her life. She worked for Tamany 
Hall Council in New York City in 1940 and worked as an assistant to Cincinnati Council 
member James Luken in the late 70’s.  She was a founder of the Cincinnati Chapter of 
both the National women’s political Caucus, and the National Organization for Women 
(NOW). She was a former director of the Cincinnati League of Women Voters. A free 
spirit with a remarkable background, Mrs. Strauss was reared next to the Kennedy’s in 
both Palm Beach and Hyannisport and danced at Kathleen Kennedy’s wedding with the 
future Prince Philip of England. Her interests included military history, international 
affairs, and baseball. She was an avid reader, exceptional storyteller, and could talk to 
any one about anything. 

A memorial service was held at the Indian Hill Church in Cincinnati, OH on July 7, 2000 
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