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Eulogy for William Kritselis 
December 5, 2011 
 
 

By way of preface, I need to tell you that 2011 has been a particularly 

difficult year for the family of faith that is Holy Trinity Greek Orthodox 

Church.  In this year we have lost some very special members of the 

Greatest Generation, including some true national heroes who were veterans 

of our armed forces.   

 

But there are champions for our country apart from the warriors on the front 

lines. A democracy without a healthy judicial system can easily become a 

tyranny of the majority, or a tool of the rich and powerful.  Without someone 

to plead the cause of the orphan and widow, someone to give a voice to the 

voiceless, someone to speak truth to power on behalf of the weak, our 

freedoms as Americans cannot long abide.  Our adversarial system of justice 

succeeds only if both sides of a case are argued as intelligently and as 

passionately as possible. In the never-ending struggle for human liberty and 

dignity, there are warriors on the battlefield and there are warriors before the 

bench.  And today we gather to honor a man who was both. 

 

William N. Kritselis was born in Sault Ste. Marie, Michigan on April 5, 

1931, the son of Nicholas and Theodora Kritselis.  The Greek community in 

the Upper Peninsula was a small but exceptionally close-knit group, 

especially in those years of the Great Depression.  Seeing the way his Greek 

Orthodox community took care of each other and looked out for each other 

surely made a deep impression on Bill in his formative years, because he 

carried those values with him when he traveled south for his education, first 
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receiving a degree in Economics from Michigan State University, and a juris 

doctorate from Ohio Northern University.   

 

But college came after Bill’s stint in the U.S. Navy for four years that 

included the Korean War.  Like so many other veterans, Bill had little to say 

about his experiences in the service, but he was there in harm’s way for the 

sake of our country during one of the most hazardous periods of the Cold 

War. 

 

Bill came to Lansing in 1963 and began his legal career as an Assistant 

Prosecuting Attorney for Ingham County, and in time he became Chief of 

the Criminal Division there.   In 1965 Bill entered private practice, and for 

nearly fifty years he specialized in representing the injured.  Bill was an 

extraordinary attorney.  If you read the obituary, you saw that Bill was 

recognized throughout his career: He was named “Outstanding Attorney of 

the Year” by the Ingham County Bar and “Most Respected Advocate”  in the 

state by the Michigan Defense Bar  in 2006.  For over twenty years He was 

listed in “Best Lawyers in America” and for several years was voted a 

“Michigan Super Lawyer” by his peers.  

 

But that’s not what made Bill a great attorney.  What made him great was 

his sense of what the Law was really about.  For him, the Law was not an 

exercise in political theories or arcane philosophical questions.  The Law 

was about people, regardless of their race, creed, color, sex, or social status.  

The Law was about giving everyone a fair shake in the world, to the extent 

that society can provide that.   

 



 3

Bill’s approach to law can be summed up in four words: “Remember the 

Human Element.”  To that end Bill was a tireless advocate for seriously 

injured people and for the families of those who had suffered wrongful death 

because of the malice or negligence of others.  Bill’s landmark case was 

Berger v. Webber, which established the right of children to recover 

damages for the loss of consortium that resulted from a severe injury to a 

parent.  When Bill argued this case in 1978 before the Michigan Supreme 

Court, he was seeking to do more than simply extend a legal concept; Bill 

argued the Law into recognizing that a family is an organic unity, and that 

when one person in a family is injured, everyone in the family suffers the 

trauma.  When Christine Berger was rear-ended by another driver and 

received injuries that deprived her of her ability to provide the 

companionship and love and affection that her daughter needed and 

deserved, that whole family was wounded to the core.  Bill demanded that 

society extend compassion to this family in the one way that might make a 

difference, and he won the settlement for his client. “Remember the Human 

Element” was Bill’s watchword, and because of him, time and time again, 

the courts did remember, and did the right thing. 

 

Bill was tenacious.  He never gave up.  He never gave in.  If I may quote his 

friend and colleague George Sinas: “For Bill, there was no challenge too 

great, no battle too difficult, no odds too steep to deter him from his mission 

of representing those he often referred to as the ‘wounded sparrows’ of our 

society.  When Bill Kritselis took on their case, he would never, ever give 

up.  And he would never, ever be intimidated by the fear of defeat.” Well 

said, Mr. Sinas. 
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But that’s not end of the story.  Bill remembered the human element, even in 

the people on the other side of the argument.  Many of Bill’s colleagues in 

the legal profession experienced this: they would do battle with Bill in the 

courtroom, each representing his client’s interests as fiercely as 

professionalism allowed.  But at the end of the day, Bill would put his arm 

on their shoulder and say, “Let’s go have a drink.”  If he faced a young 

lawyer in court, after the trial was over, he would invite him or her out for a 

drink or dinner, and explain what the young attorney had done wrong in 

court.  He mentored many, many new lawyers unselfishly. For Bill, there 

was no “us and them” at the end of the day.  There were just people, human 

beings, all with pretty much the same needs and the same foibles.  

 

You see, Bill lacked one trait that most crusaders have: Bill didn’t have a 

sense of self-righteousness.  Bill never forgot his roots, and he never lost the 

common touch. You didn’t find out about Bill’s achievements from him: 

you learned it only from other people. What I loved about Bill is that you 

could disagree with him.  It was OK. He wasn’t offended.  It wasn’t the end 

of the world or even the end of the friendship. In our increasingly polarized 

society, this is a dying art form—having the class to disagree agreeably. 

 

But Bill had it.  Bill had class … and Bill had style—personally, 

professionally, and sartorially.  Long before Gerry Spence became a familiar 

image on national TV, Bill Kritselis was showing up at the courthouse in his 

trademark cowboy boots—Luccheses—dressed impeccably in a fine-tailored 

suit over a French-cuff Egyptian cotton shirt, snazzy cufflinks, and eye-

popping tie and pocket square.  Bill had a knack for congenial informality 

coupled with a proper-as-you-please approach when the occasion demanded.  
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There aren’t many like him, and there are even fewer who can pull it off 

with such humor and grace. 

 

Bill had a lot of loves in life, first of all his family: his bride of 48 years, 

Elaine and his son Nick, along with his godchildren and koumbaroi that he 

stayed close to throughout life.  Bill was a friend and mentor to so many 

people, and so many lawyers owe their success and standing to Bill.   

 

Bill loved to cook, and he was a whiz in the kitchen.  He found cooking 

relaxing, and it was nothing for him to come home after a busy day in court 

and create a culinary delight that could never be duplicated, because Bill’s 

style of cooking was always a pinch of this and a dash of that, no cookbooks 

necessary.   Bill loved to entertain, and he and his son Niko were the grill-

masters of Walbridge Drive.  

 

Bill loved to travel, too, and though he wasn’t always one for scheduled 

vacations, he managed to combine business travel with fun by bringing the 

family along to explore a new city where he was going for depositions or a 

seminar.  Bill loved finding great restaurants, and he kept a detailed log of 

every good eatery he encountered.  Once in Chicago, a pickpocket made the 

mistake of trying to lift the thing sticking out of Bill’s back pocket, thinking 

he was grabbing a wallet.  What he got instead was Bill’s restaurant 

notebook … and Bill pinning him against the wall until security arrived.  

Bill could part with his wallet and his cash, but not his treasured collection 

of restaurants! 
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Time would fail us for me to tell you any more of the stories that Bill’s 

friends and colleagues have been offering me over the last few days.  

There’s just too much to tell. 

 

I would ask, therefore, your indulgence as I close with a few personal 

remarks as Bill’s priest these last eleven years, and as one who served with 

him for the last part of his forty-year tenure on the Parish Council.  I think 

that in the eyes of some people, even those who knew Bill well, they would 

say that Bill was proud of his Greek heritage, he wore his religion rather 

lightly.  I see it very differently.  Bill was not a man to wear his faith on his 

sleeve, but his belief in the love of God and in the reality of divine justice 

and in the power of prayer was rather strong, I must tell you.   

 

Bill came by this naturally.  His mother was a deeply devout woman.  I am 

told that when they were in the car, she would make the sign of the cross 

over herself any time they passed a church.  Not just an Orthodox Church, 

but any church, any steeple, any spire, she would make her stavro.  Even, I 

am told, when they went past the synagogue!  Bill’s take on this, of course, 

was that everyone should be grateful for all the help they can get, even from 

a little old Greek lady. 

 

But the faith of Bill’s childhood was never far from his thoughts or his heart.  

When I was getting ready to come to Lansing for my first parish assignment, 

the chancellor of the diocese, Fr. Dean Hountalas, told me that I would meet 

a lot of people in my first couple of weeks there.  But, he said, the one that’s 

going to be your real helper will be Bill Kritselis: he’s like the godfather of 

the parish, Fr. Dean said. Not “godfather” in the Marlon Brando sense: 
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godfather in the sense of nouno, that father figure who gives and gives and 

gives again. 

 

Only with time have I come to fully understand the truth of Fr. Dean’s 

words.  Bill really was a nouno to this community of ours.  I have had so 

many parishioners tell me of how Bill helped them out with this problem or 

that conflict or some other conundrum.  He didn’t charge by the billable 

hour; he freely gave of his time, his expertise, his experience, his 

connections, his clout, and he made good things happen, the way a godfather 

does for his godchild.  It is a hard thing to lose a father, and almost as hard 

to lose a godfather.  This community has lost a nouno, and we will miss him 

very, very much.  I only hope that all of the attorneys present today will 

come to realize that in Bill’s example there is a challenge for their own lives.  

You have so much to give back to the communities that produced you in 

terms of your skills and knowledge and abilities to resolve tough issues.  Bill 

never forgot his community; honor him by your commitment to be the 

godfathers and godmothers for your own communities in the same way: as 

facilitators and problem-solvers and advocates. 

 

It is time now to finish our work of committing Bill’s soul to the Lord and 

his body to the earth from which we all are formed.  On behalf of the entire 

family of faith of Holy Trinity Greek Orthodox Church, I offer once again to 

his beloved wife Elaine and his treasured son Niko, our condolences and our 

prayers for their consolation in sorrow, and for God’s blessings on his 

servant William N. Kritselis.  May his memory be eternal! Aionia aftou e 

mneme!  

 


