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Rabbi Michael S. Beals Colma, California January 16, 2005

Pauline A. Hass
Perel bat Yisrael v’Rachel

October 22, 1926 - January 12, 2005

When I had trouble sleeping, my Aunt Pauline used to tell me to think of

chocolate covered raisins, clowns, and balloons. She assured me that these three

images would put my mind at ease. For the last few nights I have tried to summon

these images to my mind to bring me peace at night with limited success. I do

know, though, that I attribute my addiction to Raisinets at movies directly to my

aunt.

Aunt Pauline left this world for the next during the week where Jews all

across the world are reading the third installment from the Book of Exodus, called

Parshat Bo, which recounts the details of our ancestors’ dramatic departure from

Egypt. The Torah recounts that long before the angel of death passes over the

houses of the ancient Israelites, they do something incredibly brave. Each Israelite

household takes the blood of a lamb, revered by their Egyptian oppressors, and

spreads the blood on the mezzuzot, the doorposts of their homes, for their neighbors

to see. This was an incredible act of bravery on the part of our ancestors, a real leap

of faith. I believe, in reviewing Pauline’s life, we see time again, a person who was



2

incredibly faithful, incredibly brave, as she embraced life even when faced with

tragedies, and she pushed on, ever the pleasant English lady that everyone liked. To

me she was a real hero.

Pauline Beals, originally the name was Bilsky, was born on the 22nd day of

October 1926 in the Jewish Whitechapel district of London to Raie and Bill, whose

memories we lovingly hold close to our hearts. She was named for Grandpa Bill’s

mother Pauline, who tragically died just weeks before Raie and Bill were to be

married. It was clear to the young couple, that if blessed by a daughter, they would

name her Pauline, Perel, in Yiddish, to preserve the memory of this dear soul. Perel

is Yiddish for pearl, a priceless gem, hidden from view inside the oyster, which is

highly praised for its value and beauty. Pauline was indeed well-named.

Pauline grew up in a very loving home, surrounded by lots of family who

cared for her and adored her, especially Grandma Raie’s siblings, the extraordinary

Tammer’s. She had a particular affinity with her Uncle Joe and Uncle Phil, the

latter who I know is deeply saddened by the loss of his beloved niece. Grandma

Raie and Grandpa Bill worked very hard in those early years with their grocery

store on Valence Road and with Grandpa’s work designing women’s apparel. It

was really the job of Zeida Mortra, whose name both Mark and I carry along with

our cousin Marc Tammer in London, and especially Buba Rifka, to see to Pauline’s
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day-to-day needs. I believe it was Buba Rifka who instilled Pauline’s early love for

Judaism, for Yiddishkeit, which would sustain her all the years of her life.

The first love of her life, the person who would always bring the greatest joy

to her life, and a smile to her face was my father, her “Alsie Boy,” who was seven

years her junior. In a scene made famous in the move, “Hope and Glory”, during

World War Two, Pauline and Alan were given postcards with return addresses and

sent out of bombed out London and sent west to the home of strangers in Slough,

within the shadow of Windsor Castle, to keep the children out of harm’s way. The

family was eventually reunited in Slough, but Alan looked to his “dister Pilbeam” as

he called her, to watch out for him.

The relationship between my dad and his sister was loving, fun, filled with

adventure and laughs. They were kind of a Lewis-Martin team, with Pauline

playing the straight man to my dad. I remember one road trip they took, just the two

of them, from the Bay Area down to Palm Springs to visit their parents. One day,

while browsing in one of the more exclusive stores on Palm Canyon Drive, Alan

whispered to the store clerk that his sister was a kleptomaniac. The clerk was to

take note of everything Pauline picked up and put in her purse, and Alan would pay

for these items afterwards. Alan advised the clerk to be discrete. Pauline could not

understand why the clerk was shadowing her so closely. When they left the store,
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Pauline asked what was up with the clerk, and Alan confessed, much to Pauline’s

horror. But I think she only feigned horror to keep her English lady image. Because

she would tell that story time and time again. It was kind of emblematic of the

playful, loving relationship these two siblings shared.

But how did we get to Palm Springs? We left Pauline as a teenager in

England during World War II. I remember the story she liked to tell of an afternoon

she spent in Windsor Great Park with girlfriends, when she looked up and asked a

well-dressed man for the time. In shock her friends told her that the man she had

just asked for the time was none other than King George VI himself -- next to

Churchill, the most important man in England. That was a time when the royals

were both accessible and menchlich. (You can’t tell Pauline’s story without

peppering it with a bisel Mamloschen). Today we read with sadness of a Prince

Harry who dresses up like a Nazi at a costume party for amusement. How quickly

one generation forgets the sacrifices of the one that preceded it.

In one of several acts of bravery from this time in her life, Pauline pitched in

for the war effort by speeding around London in a motorcycle, working for the fire

brigade in response to the bombs being dropped all around the city of her birth. It is

hard to picture Pauline speeding around London in a motorcycle – my auntie, the

biker. But those were extraordinary times.
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It is no wonder that Gustav Hass, a nice Jewish boy from Philadelphia serving

in the U.S. Air Force, fell for the British girl with the motorbike. On leave in

London, Gus must have taken one look at Pauline, and he was smitten. I am sure

his chocolates and nylons went a long way – but his being Jewish sealed the deal.

Pauline, once again exhibited bravery, by closing the first chapter in her life, saying

goodbye to all that was familiar and dear to her, and taking a chance, a huge leap of

faith, by starting her life anew, with Gus in Philadelphia.

I can say, with some honesty, that the transition was not a smooth one for

Pauline. She was seriously thinking of calling it quits and returning to London. But

Tammer’s never call it quits, and her mother, Raie, came out to Philadelphia to give

her daughter the moral support she needed. Raie unexpectedly fell in love with

America and did not want to return. Only the false rumor that her Bill was dancing

with other women at the Hammersmith Paley got her to return home to England, but

only to take her two boys, Bill and Alan, and begin life anew in Victorica, British

Columbia.

Meanwhile, for the second time, Pauline would begin her own life anew,

taking another chance, this time, working side-by-side with Gus, as a chicken farmer

in Seattle, across the boarder from her parents and brother. The year was 1948 and

life was hard. In this year, Pauline and Gus’ first of three beloved children, their
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“Denisey”, would bless their lives. Denise would continue to be a special blessing

to Pauline – be it as a co-worker at Grandma Raie’s famed Patio Shop in San

Bruno, or later in the life, as a reliable telephone companion. Denise, with her

incredibly supportive Howard by her side, would bless Pauline with the best gift of

her life, four wonderful grandchildren: Ian, Adam, Tamara and Eddy, and eventually

two beautiful great-grandchildren: Briana and Hannah. I still remember when Ian,

the first of the four grandchildren was born in February 1972. I think this must have

been one of the all-time happiest days of Pauline’s life. She followed every advance

of her first grandchild, regaling anyone who would listen with stories of her

grandson’s soccer prowess.

But again, I get ahead of myself. When the aerospace industry began to open

up as a byproduct of the Cold War, Gus traded in the chickens for what would be a

life-long relationship with Lockheed Martin. His work would soon bring him down

to the Sunnyvale headquarters for Lockheed and the Hass family, again created their

lives anew, this time in Redwood City. In that beloved home, in what was then at

the edge of civilization, at a time when there were really were Redwoods in

Redwood City – Pauline and Gus welcomed their first son, Mark, in 1953, and later,

Arthur, in 1956, into their lives – and the Hass family was complete. I remember

that home at 2797 Massachusetts Ave. being the center of many happy family
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occasions. That was the house where the family would annually gather to welcome

the Jewish New Year. It didn’t matter what synagogue you began your worship

services at, you finished your day at Temple Beth Jacob, and then walked side by

side with Pauline and Gus, down Alameda del las Pulgas for a festive meal back at

the house. I remember more informal gatherings where either Uncle Gus or my dad

would get what Aunt Pauline called the Colonel’s “Flickin’” Chicken for a quick

dinner to feed a crowd. The home at 2797 Massachusetts Ave. was always the

place where our British family members would be received when they would cross

the “pond” and the country to meet us. It is where the charming young Tammer

sisters first met us all, where the Serritt’s, with their two lively young daughters first

said hello to us...and before my time, it was the place that hosted our beloved

matriarch, Buba Rifka, during her years visiting California.

What will stick with all of us was Pauline’s incredible cooking. I am sure

each of you have your particular favorites, but my hand’s down favorite were the

pies she would bring to our home in San Mateo for Thanksgiving, especially her

pumpkin pie–to die for, and her lattice pies, which were works of art. Aunt Pauline

was always the most gracious and thoughtful of hostesses. Everyone loved being in

her presence because she made people feel special.

Pauline was proud of her contributions in the work place. I remember the
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special pride she felt with her long years serving at New York Life, as an Executive

Secretary. She was a wonderful asset to the company, and highly effective at

organizing the workplace to make it more effective. She would later use these same

skills in her various volunteer positions, particularly in her invaluable work at

Temple Beth Jacob, a synagogue she helped create. I know from personal

conversations with my colleague and mentor, Rabbi David Teitelbaum, how much

he valued my aunt’s work and dedication as his assistant.

My Aunt was a very brave and admirable woman. Faced first by the violent

death of her son Arthur, later the shocking death of her husband, Gus, and finally

M.S. suffered by her beloved daughter, Denise, Pauline has picked herself up each

time and kept going where other people would have totally surrendered to

bitterness. Listen, I would be lying to you if I didn’t tell you that these tragedies did

not take a toll on her. But Pauline found ways of coping. Sometimes she would

create alternative realities which her loved ones knew were pure fiction, but I say,

so what. She did what she had to do to survive and push on. After the death of her

son, she swore that she would see him from time to time in her bedroom, or blame

the disappearance of a shoe on him. So strong was her belief that the soul survives,

that from an early age she instilled in me an absolute belief in the afterlife which I

carry with me to this day.



9

I know so many people who have no reason to be grumpy and grouchy, and

yet they are terribly unpleasant. With what Pauline suffered through, she would

have had every reason to be negative, and yet in her later years, she dedicated her

life to volunteering and helping others – be it at the soup kitchen where she spent

many hours, out in the community, or at her beloved Temple Beth Jacob. She was

always concerned for others. She was involved in tikkun olam – repairing the

world. And she was universally known for her charm, her graciousness, and that

wonderful British accent. When I heard my dad speak and my aunt, I was never

sure if they were really siblings. But my dad explained it like this: “back in the 50's

your aunt had every advantage by keeping her quaint English accent, but for me, as

a man, I had to get rid of it. Imagine during the Korean War, as a drill instructor, if

I said: ‘I, say old chaps, would you please come to attention?’ It just wouldn’t

have gone over very well.”

As a rabbi, presiding over this funeral has been the most challenging task of

my career. Normally at a time like this, my sole purpose is to comfort the mourners.

Please don’t get me wrong, I am genuinely moved by the moment at a funeral, but I

keep a professional distance internally so I can do my job. This is much harder. I

am a mourner too and in need of comfort. I have absolutely no professional

distance. This is a moment that I have dreaded from the moment Mark and his
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wonderful supportive wife, Elena, first made me aware of my aunt’s deteriorating

condition. I stand in absolute awe of the care and attention and love, Mark, Elena,

and their daughter, Masha, have given to Pauline through these past years. Few of

us have seen day in and day out all the good these three people have done for

Pauline, showing in action that highest of mitzvot, “kibud av v’aym” – honoring

both father and mother. The pain they must feel at this loss, especially for Mark, is

beyond words. Special thanks must also be given to Howard for keeping all of my

aunt’s finances in order, with a level head and a special care for detail. We are so

glad Denise married you – it was a wonderful wedding, I remember.

My Aunt Pauline was very much a second mother to me. She was the reliable

babysitter when my parents occasionally went out. She always, always had such

good advise for me. I loved the times I spent with her, not only in Redwood City,

but especially near the wood-burning stove, on cool days, in her second home,

Chalet Shalom in Christmas Valley, across the street from the Truckee River in

South Lake Tahoe. I especially remember her taking me for my all-time favorite

treat, going to Lyon’s Restaurant in Redwood City for really hot apple pie, dipped

in cinnamon sauce, topped with vanilla ice cream. So comforting. I remember

spending the night at her home, and having her greet me in the morning with a “nice

cuppa tea.” I remember how supportive she was of me, no matter what I decided to
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do. When I told my Dad I was planning to enter Rabbinical School back in 1990, at

the time, he did not take the news very well – British understatement. Thank God

Aunt Pauline was visiting us during that time. I can see it so clearly. She took me

by the hand, in front of Las Brisas restaurant in Laguna Beach, saw that I was

shaken, and said, lovingly, “this too shall pass.” And she was right. Now Dad’s e-

mail is “rabbisdad@aol.com.”

So my dear Aunt Pauline, I hope, for all of our sakes, that “this too shall

pass.” I hope that the pain and sadness we feel, coupled with the relief that you are

no longer suffering the indignities that older age brought you so undeservedly, will

be replaced with memories of comfort, the type of comfort you brought to each of us

in our times of vulnerability.

May you dream, my dear Aunt Pauline, of chocolate covered raisins, of

clowns, and of balloons, and my God always be with you. We love you and we are

going to miss you. May your memory be for a blessing, and let us all say, amen.


