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Eliyahu ben Yisrael v’Rachel 

September 26, 1933 – June 5, 2019 

 

 Before I say another word, I first need to admit that it is very strange to be 

both the mourner and an officiant at my own father’s funeral.  And I also know 

that my father would be highly disappointed if anyone other than “his son the 

rabbi” presided over his funeral, so there you have it.  That said, I need to express 

my profound gratitude to my clergy partner and dear friend, our Congregation 

Beth Shalom Cantor Elisa Abrams Cohn who, while on Maternity Leave, took 

precious time away from her newborn baby Eden Noah, to support me and my 

family on this bima.  Such kindness, especially at such a vulnerable time, is most 

appreciated.  

 My father, Alan Beals, passed away when Jews all around the world were 

studying from the opening passages of the fourth and penultimate Book of the 

Torah, Numbers.  The Torah portion in Hebrew is called B’midbar.  It means “in 

the wilderness,” and it charts the Jewish people’s unchartered 40 years journey 

b’midbar.  
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The Torah portion strikes me as particularly appropriate for my father because, 

beginning in April, when my dad suffered his first of two strokes, he, too has been 

on a journey through unchartered wilderness.  With the blessings of our 

synagogue’s Board of Directors, I have been blessed to walk most of the last two 

months, and particularly, the last two weeks of this journey with him at his 

bedside in a hospital, a rehab center, an assisted living facility, and finally a 

nursing home, all  in Orange County California.  That time was filled with many 

up’s and down’s, often mundane as he slept, sometimes filled with holiness – like 

when he would recite the Shema Yisrael, and Adonai Hu Ha Elohim passages of 

the Jewish Last Confession, called the Viddui, with me by his side.  My dad’s love 

of Judaism, based on a firm foundation in a British, kosher, Orthodox home 

expressed itself so strongly in his last months of life.  He would even sometimes 

revert to Yiddish with me, as if he were speaking English.  And surely his 

granddaughters, Ariella and Shira, singing such Yiddish classics as Tum Balalaike 

and Oyfen Pripichik gave him great comfort.  And it was so like my thoughtful dad 

to stick around right until the day just before I had to leave to return to my family 

and rabbinic duties in Wilmington.  His timing, as usual, was impeccable.   
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 My friend and mentor, and former CBS Kraft Shabbat Scholar-in-Residence, 

Rabbi Elie Spitz wrote a very comforting book called Does the Soul Survive?  When 

I think about my Dad’s journey, I don’t think it ended with his death on June 5th.  

His soul was so larger than life, that I do not think God would have created 

something as amazing as my father’s neshama just to have it end at death.  So get 

this:  On Wednesday, June 5 at 10:10 pm, my mom, who does NOT have 

impeccable timing, chose to do her grocery shopping at the local grocery store.  

My mom doesn’t driver, so I was in the role normally played by my dad as 

chauffer.  I was told to hang tight in the car until the box boy came with my 

mom’s groceries for loading in the truck.  At 10:10 pm, my father’s car battery 

suddenly went dead and at about the same time, after making my SOS call to 

AAA, my cel phone also went dead.  Strange that both the car battery and my cel 

phone would die at the same time.  When I got home and my phone was 

sufficiently charged, I found that I had a late night call from the Lake Forest 

Nursing Home.  That couldn’t be good.  I called back only to be told the news that 

we all dread hearing – my dad had passed earlier that evening at, get this, 10:10 

pm.  So yes, I believe my dad’s soul’s journey continues and that same soul is also 

with each of us who he has touched over the years.  
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 But for now I would rather not speculate about my father’s future journeys 

– and by the way, my dad most definitely articulated a belief in heaven and even 

hoped that many years from now, his wife Rita, his favorite travelling companion, 

would join him on many future journeys.  Rather than future journeys in an 

afterlife, allow me to share with you my father’s life journey up until this point in 

this life. 

 Alan Beals was the second of two children born to Raie Tammer Beals and 

William Beals of London England, on September 26, 1933.  Before Beals, the 

family name had been Bilsky, but by an act of Parliament, my Zayda, a designer of 

fine women’s clothing, traded his Jewish Polish-sounding name, Izzy Bilsky, for the 

more refined, British name William I. Beals, in order to attract the right type of 

clientele.  He never wanted his children or his future grandchildren to be 

prejudged because of their country of origin or religion.  My grandparents both 

lived in the East End of London, in an area called Whitechapel, off Valence Road, 

and attended the Sir Robert Montefiore Jewish School.  While my Zayda was a 

designer of women’s clothing, my Buba worked for an apprentice to a hat maker.  

She would later become a very successful saleswoman of women’s dresses in 

various boutiques. 
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 My father was incredibly close to his mother.  He took delight in making her 

laugh so hard that she couldn’t make a sound, her face turning as red as her hair, 

and her belly would bounce up and down.  It was a little scary.  Once my Buba 

was so angry with my dad that she just needed to tell him off.  But my father 

towered over my Buba.  So in the middle of telling him off, she picked up and put 

on her a chair so she would be able to look him in the eye as she told him off.  But 

this gesture made her laugh so hard she couldn’t continue.  I am sure this had 

been his plan all along.   

 My dad liked to exasperate my refined grandfather by breaking into an 

Eastern European Jewish accent while telling jokes.  My grandfather, in his best 

British accent would often reply, “we don’t speak like that in this family.”   

           My father had an older sister by seven years named Pauline, but who he 

affectionately called Pillbeam for reasons I don’t quite understand – I think that’s 

how a four-year old Alan pronounced Pauline.  Alan and Pauline were incredibly 

close all their lives.  Pauline was often the victim of my dad’s sense of humor.  For 

example, there was the time when Alan and Pauline were visiting their elderly 

parents in Palm Springs, and they went to visit some of the high end shops on 

Palm Canyon Drive.  My father walked over to the store manager and whispered: 
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“do you see that lady, over there?  Well she’s a kleptomaniac.  So keep an eye on 

her and let me know whatever she takes and I will gladly pay for it.”  And for the 

rest of their visit to the store, the store manager kept his eyes locked on my poor 

aunt.  Oh she noticed, too. When they left the store, she confronted my dad: 

“Alsie, what on earth did you tell the store keep?”   And my dad gladly confessed.  

My Aunt Pauline and Uncle Gus’ three children, Denise, Mark and Arthur – all 

since deceased, all adored my dad, calling him “Uncle Al, Kiddie’s Pal.”  Both 

Mark’s wife, Elena, and Denise’s husband, Howard, went out of their way to tell 

me how much their respective spouses loved my dad and were so excited by his 

visits.  He was fun personified. 

 My dad was always a prankster.  During World War Two, during a German 

bombing raid, my dad had a chemistry kit and was trying to blow up a tree.  

Shortly thereafter, both my Aunt Pauline and my dad were evacuated out of the 

East End of London to Slough, located to the west of London, within the shadow 

of Windsor Castle.  In fact my dad attended Windsor Grammar School.  Each child 

was sent to non-Jewish family homes with a postcard sent back to parents who 

remained in the East End so they could eventually find their kids. 
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 My grandparents rescued their Pauline and Alan and purchased a two-

story, faux-Tudor home on Windsor Road which still stands, and it became the 

safe haven for many of the aunts, uncles and cousins living in the bombed-out 

East End.  At one point it was so crowded that my dad claims to have slept in the 

bathtub because it was the only available sleeping space.  In that warm, 

wonderful home, my father’s beloved Buba Rifka Tammer made homemade 

challah and cheese for my dad on a regular basis, which he claims was the 

foundation for his future weight problem.  He used to play pranks like tying a 

string to the door knocker and then going upstairs and pulling on the string, 

watching with glee as his Buba Rifka went to the door, summoned by the knocker 

only to find no one was there.  Or Dad would go under the table and tie the shoe 

laces of his mother’s brothers: Uncle Sid to Uncle Joe to Uncle Phil.  Uncle Phil did 

not find this amusing and when he caught my dad, he locked him in the 

woodshop.  But rather than a punishment, my dad relished being in the 

woodshop.  Perhaps my dad’s future abilities to create miniature doll houses of 

fine detail, stain class masterpieces, and Jewish-themed mosaic tables and 

portraits with stubby brick-layer fingers was born out of those sessions locked in 

the woodshop.   
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Of all those wonderful Tammer aunts and uncles, Uncle Joe’s only child, my dad’s 

first cousin Marilyn, came all the way from Toronto, to be with us this morning, 

representing all the Tammer cousins, in Canada, England, and California.  We are 

most grateful.   And oh how my dad adored Marilyn’s father, Uncle Joe, who 

during the era of the big bands, was a drummer for the likes of Jimmy Dorsey.  It 

doesn’t get much cooler than that. 

 Towards the end of World War Two, my Aunt Pauline fell in love with a 

Jewish GI from Philadelphia, laden with much sought after chocolates and nylons.  

My Aunt followed Uncle Gus Hass to Philadelphia, but when she indicated she 

wanted to come home to London, my Grandma Raie decided to come to 

Philadelphia and fix things.  Not only did she fix things, but she fell in love with 

America – its boundless opportunities and she did not wish to return.  As a result, 

my dad celebrated his bar mitzvah without his mother present.   

 Rational heads prevailed, and my father and grandparents moved to 

Victoria, British Columbia, then a part of the British Empire, while my aunt and 

uncle moved across the channel to Seattle, Washington State.  From the age of 14 

through 17, my dad attended high school in Canada.  He had to learn the new 

ways of life in America.  
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For example, while in England, when offered delicious biscuits (read cookies) 

fresh out of the oven, the correct British response was to first say “no thank you,”  

because you know you’d be offered two more times when you could then 

reluctantly say, “oh, alright, if you insist….” My dad found when offered warm 

chocolate chip biscuits in Canada, my dad said “no thank you,” and the hostess 

said, “all right,” and took them away.  Welcome to America.  While my Zayda 

made a living as “Beals the British Tailor of Government Street,” within the 

shadow of the stately Empress Hotel, my dad spent his summers earning money 

at the resorts on Lake Louise as an affable waiter (think Dirty Dancing with 

Canadian accents). 

 My dad’s last year of high school was spent at San Francisco Polytechnic.  I 

should explain that after Senator Joe McCarthy and his lamentable Eastern 

European quotas were lowered – Zayda was accidentally born in Lodz, Poland – 

the entire Beals-Hass family moved to the San Francisco Bay Area.  My dad and 

his parents moved to a part of San Francisco called “The Avenues,” while my aunt 

and uncle moved to then-rural, remote Redwood City. As a new American, Dad 

volunteered for the ROTC, with the hopes of becoming an officer in the Korean 

War.  Sure enough, soon after graduating high school, my dad became a Drill 

Instructor in the US Air Force.  
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His father had served in the Royal Air Force in Second World War – as a tailor, and 

my father’s position was equally atypical.  Although Dad was stationed in the AIR 

Force, emphasis on AIR, my dad was assigned as drill instructor on a HORSE in 

Cheyenne, Wyoming.  He quickly swapped out his British accent for an American 

accent, because as he put it: “I couldn’t be saying, I say old boys, would you come 

to attention?” And my dad became very proficient on a horse – a trait I was very 

proud of when he took my junior high school Scholars Club on a horseback riding 

adventure at the beach --- I ALWAYS had the cool parent.  My father served our 

country for four years of the Korean War, from 1954 through 1958, honorably 

discharged as a Staff Sergeant. 

 My dad had hoped to become an engineer, beginning his higher studies at 

the College of San Mateo.  He also got a job working as a draftsman for Standard 

Oil.  But his real talent was in sales.  This was at a time when computer 

technology was on the ascent and my dad’s first job in sales was working for 

Control Data.  He also took a job at the Emporium on the side, selling women’s 

shoes, just to make ends meet.  From computers my dad went into the selling of 

printing services, where he reached his peak after he moved our family from 

northern to southern California, as Vice President of Sales for Andrews Printing.  

My dad offered the very best in customer service.   
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Even when his company could not offer the most competitive price on a job, my 

dad often got the sale anyways because no one took care of the customer better 

than my dad.  I am sure some of that passion for customer service rubbed off on 

my rabbinic work.  Both of us have always been devastated by unhappy 

customers. 

 My dad also used his printing services to help others.  For example when 

cousins Tony and Zorah Tammer wanted to publish their rather specialized tome 

on Macedonian Folk Music, my dad made it happen.  And when my high school 

friend, Robert Hatanaka was just starting off as a podiatrist, my dad printed his 

first business cards and stationary as a gift.  These kindnesses were remembered 

years later. 

  After my dad’s Airforce service, my grandparents felt my dad deserved a 

break.  So they brought him to Las Vegas, or as my Zayda liked to call it: Lost 

Wages.  It was at the pool at the Flamingo Hotel, on a warm day in June 1958, 

that my dad laid eyes on the young, svelt, statuesque, brunette, Rita Lukin of The 

Bronx.  She was accompanied by her girlfriend, and Greyhound traveling 

companion, Elaine Monkarsh.   
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The girls thought, just perhaps my future dad was Jewish so they started speaking 

a smattering of Yiddish and my dad got the message. He answered them in 

Yiddish. For the rest of the vacation, the three were inseparable.   

 This was all a refreshing change for my Buba, who was used to seeing my 

dad dating non-Jewish blonde ladies.  Now with a real beautiful Jewish possibility, 

my Buba moved into action.  She funded my Dad’s visit to The Bronx, where he 

wowed my mom’s mother and father, and their extended family with his winning 

smile and charm – he had them eating out of the palm of his hand.  It wasn’t long 

before my mom, who was working for The Equitable insurance firm, left the Big 

Apple for the City by the Bay.  Rita moved into a bachelorette pad in The City – by 

“The City,” we mean San Francisco – my dad insisted that we never EVER say 

Frisco!  My Buba said “why on earth are you wasting your money living there?!”  

She then threw my dad out of his bedroom and had my mom move in while my 

dad was relegated to the dining room – which was at least a level up from the 

bathtub of his overcrowded family home on Windsor Road. 
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 Then my Buba threw a Welcome to California Party for my mom which was 

really an Engagement Party.  And before you know it, on November 8, 1959, the 

young couple were married by Rabbi Saul White at Congregation Beth Shalom of 

San Francisco.  Maybe that’s how I ended up becoming a rabbi at another 

Congregation Beth Shalom – it was all laid out for me.  The young Alan and Rita 

had a lovely reception at the ritzy Mark Hopkins, we won’t mention the shrimp 

(oy vey), and then honeymooned in swanky Palm Springs before making a new life 

for themselves in Park Merced, in San Francisco.   

 By 1963, I came on the scene, and my parents moved to their first house in 

San Mateo.  My Dad was the both the largest man and the only Jew in our San 

Mateo Village neighborhood.  So each December 25th, the neighbors would pitch 

in and rent a Santa Outfit for my dad and he would, with a ho-ho-ho, deliver gifts 

to all my neighborhood friends.  So at a very early age I actually KNEW who Santa 

Claus was.   And the novel which I have yet to write, will be titled, Son of Santa: A 

Rabbi’s Tale.   

 In these early years, my dad was very active in the local Reform Temple, 

serving in the Men’s Club – it was from this experience that my dad dreaded the 

idea of his son ever becoming a rabbi…something about shul politics.   
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My parents eventually left the Reform Temple in San Mateo and joined the poor 

Conservative synagogue which met in a barber shop in Belmont.  When it moved 

in to the local Belmont JCC, my dad built the aron ha kodesh, the holy ark which 

would house the Torah scrolls, in our family garage, with his sister sewing the 

parochet, the lace screen to protect the scrolls.  As the synagogue became more 

affluent, the ark my father made went from the main sanctuary to the kids’ junior 

congregation, and eventually was seen serving a traveling Karaite congregation 

somewhere in the Bay Area. 

 In my childhood I remember my dad being such a gifted handyman.  He 

made the most elaborate, drop down electric train set, filled with details.  He 

carved my Pinewood Derby race car in cub scouts, inadvertently smicing part of 

his thumb in the process, but my how my car could zoom down the track.  He 

made me the most amazing kites, including a box kite which he tried to get aloft 

with no wind by running on asphalt,  oy my dad running such a bad idea, and he 

fell and was a bloody mess.  Dad was a very proud naturalized American citizen, 

and in my childhood brought me to the fire station and even the local jail to teach 

me that the policemen were my friends – of course it didn’t help my dad’s plan 

when I inadvertently hit the big red riot button during our visit. 
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 My mom and my dad made our home the center of all yearly Thanksgiving 

celebrations, with as many as 30 family and friends gathered around the long 

folding tables, and like a scene right out of the movie Avalon, my dad “cut the 

toikey.”  More than 50 years later, our neighbors, the Basile’s, shared that as a 

young couple to the neighborhood, how much they treasured being included – 

and they reciprocated with gracious hospitality of their own.  For neighbor Juliet’s 

50th birthday, my dad made her a beautiful, detail-rich doll house to celebrate – a 

gift she still has and treasures. 

 It was in my tenth year of living in that San Mateo home that my mom and 

especially my creative, fun-loving dad, played host to my very mod, big-haired 

British cousins Ruth and Maxine Tammer of Kensington Gardens, Kenton, 

Middlesex, England.  I knew my dad and grandparents were British born, as were 

my Aunt Pauline and my godparents, Pat and Sid, but to have real, honest-to-

goodness cool, super bright young British cousins visting….it was something 

amazing.  My dad was like Abraham from the Torah --- a master of hachnasat 

orchim – the mitzvah of welcoming guests.  In fact first cousins Gerald, Ruth and 

Maxine, along with a first cousin, once removed, Rebecca, all wrote beautiful 

tributes about my dad, focusing on his wonderful ability to make people feel 

welcome –  



16 
 

be it amazing adventures ascending Mount Tamalpais, strolling through Muir 

Woods, or dining at the very seventies Trident Restaurant in Sausalito, with 

waitresses with huge hoop rings in their nostrils.  In the years to follow other 

British cousins would follow, Hilary and Gerald Tammer of Leeds, Alma, Syd, Jenny 

and Amanda Serritt, also of Leeds --- all wrote beautiful tributes telling my dad 

how much his exuberant hospitality meant to them – small things like purchasing 

much-needed sunglasses to creating loud, flashy welcoming signs at the end of 

the international visitors hall at airports in San Francisco and later in Los Angeles.  

My dad had such a talent to create loving relationships between cousins who 

might not always talk to one another – but they would ALL talk to him.  I strove to 

mediate these family divides with the very  best of intentions but I always failed.  

Even though diplomacy is a vital part of my rabbinic work, my dad was far wiser 

than I in matters of family unity.  I was very moved to learn that the very day after 

my dad passed, Maxine’s youngest son, Benjy and daughter-in-law Claire 

welcomed a new third daughter into our family – Evie Dina. Cousin Rebecca and 

her husband, Gareth, recently gave birth to a third child, Devorah,   
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And Toronto cousin Marilyn’s daughter, Margaret and son-in-law, Cory, are flying 

me up to Toronto two Sunday’s from now to perform the Simchat Bat for their 

new twin daughters.  So even with the passing of my dear dad, the oldest of the 

remaining first cousins, there is still so much life in our extended family to 

celebrate. 

 When my parents began to travel, these same British cousins all did their 

very best to make my mom and dad feel welcome in England, in their homes, in 

their lovely gardens, and at upscale restaurants.  But my dad kept these cousins 

on their toes – once cannily pre-paying the bill before my generous cousins 

discovered my father’s impertinence, and worse, in another restaurant, stealing 

one of the knives from Bloom’s Kosher Deli of Golder’s Green– explaining that if 

they didn’t want you to take the knives they would not have gone to the trouble 

of engraving the name of the restaurant on the knife in the first place. 

 Ruth, in particular, was so enamored of my dad, that she made sure on her 

honeymoon, to bring her new husband, Nigel, to meet him, along with my 

grandparents, her Auntie Raie and Uncle Bill.   
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My dad had taken the estate agent’s descriptive sheet of Ruth and Nigel’s current 

home, which they had sent my grandparents, and Dad used it as a blueprint for a 

magnificent miniature doll house of their first truly grand home.  What a surprise. 

It was just perfect. My dad even helped the young couple box up the miniature 

house for the airplane ride home and to this day it has a central place in the Fair 

City Home on Ravensdale Avenue, in North West London.  In later years, their 

daughter, Rebecca, would be made to feel equally welcome and loved by both my 

parents in their home in Tustin, Southern California—even greeted at the airport 

with a big sign reading “Welcome Princess Becala of Wildish.” 

 During my high school years, my parents, especially my dad, made our 

Tustin Meadows home the cool house to hang out at among my Drama, Band, 

and Smart-Straight-Laced groups of friends.  Chanukah was always the highlight of 

the social year, with my father insisting on grating the potato latkas so that part of 

his knuckles were in every latka – he said that was his secret ingredient.  Of 

course there was the time when my female friend, Jodi Bloom, asked for ketchup 

for the latkas, making it clear to my parents that as nice as this girl was, with a 

seemingly Jewish last name, she definitely WASN’T Jewish.  
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 For my 16th birthday, although my Drama and Band friends weren’t so 

interested, my Smart-Straight-Laced friends sat patiently as my dad regaled my 

friends with one magic trick after another – multi-colored paper chains seemingly 

vomited up magically from the pit of his stomach, multi-colored silks appearing 

and disappearing out of thin air – my dad said the trick was all in the banter.  My 

dad was SO good that he was actually, for a time, a member of the prestigious 

Magic Castle in Hollywood.  He would bring his clients there to impress them.  

One of my friends, actually Jodi of ketchup fame, was so impressed with my dad’s 

involvement at my birthday parties, that when raising her own daughter, she 

involved herself in every birthday as well, inspired by my father’s example. 

All my high school friends: David, Craig, Jodi, Steven, Kathleen, Robert, 

Chris, all wrote lovely tributes to my dad, praising him for his warm hospitality, his 

wonderful laugh, his desire to interact with them and treat them as equals.  As I 

entered university, dear friends like Tomi of London, and later Bruno and Marie of 

Paris, who visited with their lovely children, Hannah, Elsa and little Michael, all 

wrote to me of how wonderful they were treated by my mom and especially my 

dad, by his fabulous barbeques out in the garden, and always his magic. 
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As I mentioned earlier, my dad made his living as a salesman.  He once said 

the only difference between him and me, was that while he sold goods and 

services, I sold God.  When I first told him I intended to leave my LA City job, with 

benefits, for rabbinical school, my dad, product of the Depression Era, was 

mightily upset.  Giving up a job with BENEFITS just to go back to school?!  And for 

vous? To be a rabbi?!  What a TERRIBLE job for a nice Jewish boy. He made me 

cry.  But little by little, the idea grew on him, and it wasn’t long before he had a 

new email address: rabbisdad@aol.com  All my friends knew how proud he was 

of his son, the rabbi, they all wrote to tell me so.  At first, Dad never, ever told me 

he was proud of me.  But as he got older and more sentimental, he was quite 

open about his pride.  Certainly with the opportunities afforded me since coming 

to the small State of Delaware, where your governor’s home backs into the 

parking lot of the synagogue you work at, so many opportunities to shine and to 

impact change are possible.  My dad relished each of those moments.  I would be 

remiss if I didn’t share that, just in the past two days, I have received phone calls 

from both US Senator Chris Coons and Delaware Governor John Carney 

expressing their personal condolences on the death of my dad.  I told the 

Governor oh how my dad would have been tickled to know the Governor himself 

had called.  I think that tickled the Governor too. 

mailto:rabbisdad@aol.com
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Dad was a very attentive husband to my mom over these past 59 years.  I 

dare say mom may have taken some of the many things my dad took care of for 

granted until, alas, my dad could no longer perform these hidden acts of loving 

kindness – but this was only within the last few months.  Among all my parent’s 

trips, the two visits to Israel were among the highlights. My dad was in love with 

the State of Israel.   He collected every stamp Israel ever produced, including rare 

stamps from the British Mandate Palestine period, including the overlay stamps 

from May 1948, when the new State of Israel had to revise the Palestine Stamps 

to fit their new status as an independent country. 

 I remember taking them to the Great Synagogue on King George Street for 

the Passover Seder back in 1988, the First Intifada, while I was a student at the 

Hebrew University.  The matzah balls during the first course of chicken soup, were 

hard and rubbery.  Given all the international flack Israel had been getting for 

injuring rioting Palestinians with rubber bullets, my dad suggested, rather loudly, 

that the Israeli Defense Force fire these matzah balls instead.  I suggested that he 

take a good look at who was serving him his matzah ball soup, and if he didn’t 

want to find his soup spat into, he better knock it off. 
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Of all the things that gave my dad joy in life, surely my marriage to Elissa 

made him truly happy.  He adored his daughter-in-law, the veterinarian.  He was 

so proud of her – and loved to kid around with his machatuna, Elissa’s mom, 

Esther – who we sorely miss.  My dad and Esther truly “got” each other – similar 

sense of humor.  I’d like to think that Esther and my dad are now together  

kibitzing with each other above, each looking after their children and especially 

their granddaughters, who they both adored. Although my dad could never 

replace the father Elissa lost way too early in life, my dad still fulfilled a very 

special role in her life.  In fact just recently Elissa went out to Southern California 

just on her own for a few days to visit my father while he was beginning his final 

decline – it was an act worthy of a daughter. And we are so grateful to have 

Elissa’s only brother, Steven, in from California to lend his support and pay his 

respects. After Elissa’s visit to my dad, she insisted that I redo my own travel plans 

to get back to southern California sooner that I had planned, so I would have no 

regrets later.  I am indebted to Elissa for many things, but this advice was 

particularly precious. 

And finally, FINALLY, what made my dad truly happy was being Zayda to his 

Ariella and Shira.  While my grandfather would not let me call him Zayda until he 

turned 80 because he felt that was the title of an old man –  
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my dad relished the title from the get-go!  He loved both his granddaughters 

equally but in very different ways. 

Ariella was the first – and there can only be one first.  We spent the first 

three years of Ariella’s life in Southern California, so my dad was present at every 

birthday, many dance presentations and recitals.  My dad lovingly made video 

tapes of each of these events.  Zayda always admired Ariella’s affability, care, and 

intelligence. 

But granddaughter Shira was the TRUE Tammer – the maiden family name 

of my father’s  mother, Raie.  Although it was Ariella who holds the middle name 

Raie, it turns out it would be Shira that would act like Raie – feisty, a bit of a 

temper, crystal blue Tammer-colored eyes, mischievous like this young Alan who 

used to tie uncles shoe laces to one another under the table.  Shira constantly 

reminded my dad of his own past, the people he adored  from his own childhood.  

And Shira’s love of singing has always been a pleasure for all three of the 

grandparents – especially my dad.  In fact the very last time my dad demonstrated 

recognition was a few days before his death.  Elissa had emailed me some photos 

of Shira in her ballet recital costume.  I showed these screen shots to my dad, 

asking him, “do you think Shira is beautiful?” 



24 
 

Now by this point, my joke-cracking dad had lost the physical ability to smile, but 

with clear recognition in his eyes, he nodded his head in the affirmative and there 

was pride in his eyes. 

I will conclude that many of the qualities you might like best about my 

rabbinate  -- the ones that make you feel the most comfortable, must be credited 

to my dad.  The day that he died, guided by my mentor, Rabbi Spitz, I did a 

pastoral leave-taking exercise with my dad.  It had five points. 

First, I thanked my dad for all the wonderful things he gave me.  That 

certainly includes an ease with people, an easy-going nature, a good sense of 

humor, a desire to give the best customer service possible. 

Second, I asked my dad forgiveness for all the things I did deliberately and 

inadvertently to give him pain – and that included, no offense to this shul, taking 

his granddaughters 3,000 miles away to live in Delaware. 

Third, I gave my dad forgiveness for all the things he did to give me pain – 

these I will not share, except for the multiple rejections to my multiple invitations 

for him and my mom to move to Delaware while they were in good health – to 

watch their granddaughters grow and thrive first hand. 
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Fourth, I reiterated over and over again, how very much I love my father. 

And Fifth, I gave my father sincere leave to pass away from this life, to what 

he and I sincerely believe is just the beginning to other journeys. 

Sure enough, not even six hours after I left his side for what has been an 

intensive, slightly grueling marathon by his bed, at 10:10 pm, as my dad’s car 

battery died and my cel phone died, my father passed on to another reality.  I 

hope for each of you with parents or elder relatives, when the time comes, you 

might try this five point conversation with your loved one as well.  I found the 

entire exercise very calming as I strove to find shleymut, completeness, in a very 

trying and slightly tortuous journey.   

Inspired by this week’s Torah portion, b’midbar,  with the hope to honor of 

my father’s life journey, may we all strive to put more humor in our lives and the 

lives of others, to create things of beauty, to not sweat the small stuff, and above 

all, practice the mitzvah of hachnasat orchim, or exuberant hospitality, at every 

given opportunity.  If so, we can truly say of my father, Alan Beals, zikaron 

l’baruch, may his memory be for a blessing, and let us all say amen. 


