
Alfred Milton Kessler – Avraham Moshe ben Yisrael 
( 1923   -  2016  ) 

  

  

Alfred Milton Kessler left us on a week when Jews around the world are celebrating the holiday 

of Hanukkah, also known as the Festival of Light. This time of year, right around the winter 

solstice, is the darkest time of the year, with fewest daylight hours. On each night of Hanukkah, 

candles are lit and we increase the light by adding an additional candle for eight nights. Al, 

Avraham, was a remarkable human being who brought so much light into our imperfect word, 

through his actions and the values he lived by. 

  

Alfred Kessler was born in 1923 in Atlantic City. He grew up an only child living with his parents 

and maternal grandparents. Having owned a successful general store/deli that supplied most of 

the hotels in Atlantic city with food, they were an incredibly hard-working family. A typical day 

consisted of the entire family waking up in the very early morning hours, and they worked until 

very late at night. Al’s family impressed upon him a strong European work ethic, like they had in 

the “old country.” As a pre-teen, Al had a Bar Mitzvah and learned to read Hebrew with ease. 

When he wasn’t working, Al went to Atlantic City High School, in the glory days of Atlantic City. 

Al shared with his sons, later on, that some nights, even with the exhaustion from working and 

going to school, he would sneak out at night, past his curfew, to go to Philadelphia with his 

friends. He often described himself as a wild teenager. 

  

After high school, Al began a pre-med program at Susquehanna College. When the Japanese 

had bombed Pearl Harbor, though, he joined the United States Air Force in 1942. Upon 

entering, Al took an exam, and when he scored very high he was told he would be a part of the 

air corps. Al was first stationed in England, where he met many friends on the way. He later 

moved on to the North African campaign, and eventually took part in bombing missions over 

Germany. During one mission, there were 20 bombers that flew over Germany, however, only 

two, he and another pilot, returned. 

  

With more World War II Veterans dying off, Alan recently asked Al why he never talked about 

his World War II experience. Al looked down and hesitated, and eventually said that it’s because 

those who served in World War II saw things they weren’t supposed to see. He explained that 

more of his friends didn’t come back than did. 



  

In 1945, Al came home a hero – although Al said anyone who survived World War II was 

automatically a hero. His friends made him a wonderful Welcome Home party. And one of the 

young people invited to the party was an 18-year old svelt, brown-eyed brunette named 

Josephine Taub – who knew how to hold her own in a conversation. World War II veteran, Al 

Kessler, took an immediate liking to Jo. Of all the women who attended his welcome home party 

that night, it was Jo Taub who Al invited to the movies the following week. They went to the 

Colonial Theatre. It’s no longer standing but it was one of the grand movie houses of Atlantic 

City in its day. Their courtship included many trips to Atlantic City’s famed Steel Pier, where they 

caught all sorts of acts, as well as rides. For a young couple in love, the Boardwalk offered all 

sorts of diversions. But Al’s greatest adventure was seeking the approval of Jo’s six over-

protective siblings. He would say: “it was like I got out of World War II only to get into World War 

III.” But when he asked his future mother-in-law, Mary, for permission to marry her daughter, 

she immediately gave her approval. It also didn’t hurt that he worked for his family-owned 

Lewin’s Deli, supplier to many of the major casinos in Atlantic City as well as the jockeys at the 

Atlantic City Racetrack. Luckily, Mary Taub knew that her daughter, Josephine, would never go 

hungry. Because Jo’s father, Samuel, was confined to a wheelchair, Jo and Al were married in 

the Taub family home, on June 20, 1948. 

  

Jo and Al honeymooned in the Catskills at the Grossinger’s Resort. Such greats like Danny 

Kaye and Milton Berle had already made the Catskills THE place for young newlyweds to spend 

their honeymoon. During the summer when Al and Jo went up to Grossinger’s, Eddie Cantor 

was just about to discover Eddie Fisher, and give him his big break. From the Catskills, the 

young couple made a new life for themselves in Washington, DC. They lived in North East D.C., 

and Al began working for the Transit System while Jo worked as a secretary to John Russell 

Young, President of the Board of Commissioners for the District of Columbia. But the move to 

DC would not stick. In those days there were no bridges to get out of DC, only ferries. So for Jo 

to go home and see family in Atlantic City took at least an entire day. Although Al loved DC, Jo 

hated it. So the young couple decided to move to Wilmington, Delaware. But before they moved 

to Wilmington, back in 1950, Jo gave birth to her first child, Alan. 

  

The years Al and Jo lived in DC were tough times. Decent work was tough to find, and the 

situation was less than ideal. When they eventually moved to Wilmington, the family moved into 

a tiny apartment near where the current Paladin Apartments are. 



  

Al eventually found his calling, working at Bendhime’s Shoe Store, first as a salesman, and 

eventually as the sales manager. 

  

Steven, Al and Jo’s second son, was born in 1954, and the family could not be more thrilled. 

  

Alan and Steven describe their father as, “Mr. Outside,” while their mother was, “Mrs. Inside.” 

Their personalities could not be more different. They both had the same priority in life: family. 

While Jo did approximately 80% of the talking and was the disciplinarian, Al was an easy-going, 

gentle, and caring person. 

  

Alan and Steve describe Al as being the smartest man they’d ever met. He was a Renaissance 

man of sorts with his many interests in areas such as music, arts, politics, and sports. He was a 

pianist, and as a child, he would give recitals regularly. Al was also a veracious reader and he 

continued taking academic courses at the University of Delaware well into his 80s. There wasn’t 

a single person who met him and didn’t have something nice to say about him. He was a gentle 

soul and the family’s bread-winner. In his later years, he became more opinionated and 

impatient, but still was the most patient person you’d ever meet. Steve and Alan recount that he 

rarely showed a temper, however, the few times he ever got mad, look out. They would hear the 

famous, “Wait til your father gets home!” even though Jo was the one who would still end up 

doing most of the disciplinary stuff.   

  

Steven and Alan shared that sometimes, rather than disciplining the two boys, Al would whisper 

and talk to the two boys behind closed doors. 

  

During their teenage years, Alan and Steven would work at Al’s store over the summer. He had 

them do very minor work, and let them have fun while learning about the importance of a strong 

work ethic. Jo and Al could not have been more proud of their kid’s achievements. 

  

  

Alan eventually married Gail, and together they blessed Al and Jo with three wonderful 

grandchildren, Anastasia, who everybody calls Stacy, Mark, and Dan. Stacy married G.L., that’s 

Gian Luigi, and together they blessed Jo and Al with two amazing great grandchildren, 

Valentina and Luca. 



  

  

Barbara and Steven met in 1979 and eventually blessed Al and Jo with a grandson, Brian. Brian 

shared that when he moved to Wilmington for his job with Bank of America, he became 

incredibly close to this grandparents, visiting them multiple times per week in their apartment at 

Park Plaza. Nothing gave Al and Jo greater pleasure than seeing their grandson sprawled out 

on their couch with his feet up. Alan and Steve shared that if they had been caught with their 

feet on their mom’s sofa it would have been the end of the world. They were disappointed when 

Brian took a job in DC, as the couch seemed empty. 

  

Al and Jo truly felt that their grandchildren and great grandchildren were the light of their lives 

and they loved them all immensely and equally. 

  

  

After Al retired at age 65, Jo and Al were able to truly enjoy so many things together. They had 

a subscription to the Play House at the Hotel Dupont, which gave them so much pleasure. Jo 

and Al spent many days with close friends and would regularly attend services at Congregation 

Beth Shalom. In fact, Jo was often in the building volunteering almost as many hours as our 

paid office staff. Judaism was central to the Kessler family and this was apparent through their 

dedication to our Jewish community. 

  

  

Today, as the world seems a little darker and colder, we remember that Al brought an incredible 

amount of light into the world and into our Jewish community. He has passed this light down to 

his children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren. Although we are in a dark time of 

mourning, I invite us to consider the beautiful memories Al left us, and the unique values he 

embodied, and to use them to light up the darkness of this incredible loss. So as we move 

forward into the holiday of Hanukkah, adding more light into the dark night sky, may we increase 

Al’s light by sharing memories and stories, and my carrying on the values he lived by. 

  

Zikaron L’Baruch – May Al’s memory be for a blessing and let us say, Amen! 

 


