
For Herb Hiller's Celebration of Life in Palatka  

From his wife, Mary Lee Adler 

First of all, I want to thank you all for gathering here in Palatka 

today, Linda Crider for organizing it, and tell you that I'm so 

sorry that I could not make the trip down from Georgia to join 

you. I know that Herb treasured all of you and I'm sure he's 

looking down with a smile on his face and pride in his eyes. 

After Herb fell and broke his leg in late December, we knew it 

was going to be a challenge, but we all hoped for the best 

because he still had work that he dreamed about doing and that 

kept his spirit strong. Right up until the day before he broke his 

leg, he was rattling around in our kitchen cooking his organic 

vegetables and coming up with some new scheme for the future.  

But of course, the chances of a recovery from breaking a leg at 

93 are slim. After a stint in rehab, we took him home where he 

was comfortable; and he was cared for by Magda, a skilled 

hospice team, and me. He did not suffer much physical pain and 

for that we are grateful. 

But oh, not being able to work was what frustrated him the most. 

Just two nights before he died, he got all hot and bothered at 3 

a.m., his habitual time to write, and struggled to get out of bed. 

He said he had to get to his desk because he had something 

important that he needed to send to somebody. It's likely that 

one of you here today is who he wanted to send that something 

important to.  

 



Work, work, work was what Herb Hiller was all about. 

To be honest, Herb's obsession with work meant that he wasn't 

aways easy to live with. It was his primary focus in life, and not 

much else mattered to him. At times, that made life with him 

difficult and lonely for me, as well as a challenge for our two 

daughters who loved him dearly. But we knew that Herb's work 

was for good causes and intended to make the world a better 

place. We knew that our role was to support him at home so he 

could be a champion for those causes. His devotion to bicycling, 

trails, eco-tourism, and the environment was steadfast. Herb 

didn't just talk the talk; he walked the walk. 

As some of you know, we lost our daughter Nancy to pancreatic 

cancer 3 years ago. So now it's just me, Magda, her husband 

Eric, and Magda's wonderful daughter, Wyatt. We all hope that 

Herb's lifetime of hard work and sacrifice meant something to 

each you and to the many organizations he gave his vast 

knowledge, experience, dedication, and time to.  

We hope he is remembered with fondness and respect. And we 

hope that somehow, some way, this group of good folks 

gathered here today can come up with an appropriate way to 

honor him for posterity. An historic marker or plaque on a trail? 

A bench in a beautiful setting? Or any other idea that you all 

might come up with. Something solid to show that his life 

mattered.  

My best to you all,  

Mary Lee Adler  


