
 
 
 
HLV Ze\de·V VKeaUV. TKeVe ROd WKLQgV.  
 
My father was born May 28th, 1929, a little over three months before the stock market 
cUaVK WKaW aPRXQWed WR WKe ecRQRPLc cROOaSVe Ze QRZ UefeU WR aV ´TKe GUeaW 
DeSUeVVLRQ.µ M\ faWKeU Kad Pe OaWeU LQ OLfe, aW the age of 57. When he passed away in 
2017, I was 31 years old. Growing up, a lot of my friends in the school yard would see 
P\ faWKeU aUULYLQg WR SLcN Pe XS aQd Va\ VRPeWKLQg aNLQ WR ´\RXU Dad ORRNV ROd 
eQRXgK WR be \RXU GUaQdfaWKeU.µ TKe\ ZeUeQ·W ZURQg.  
 
One of my earliest memories as a human was of a young boy coming up to me on one 
Rf WKRVe afWeUQRRQV aQd Va\LQg: ´YRXU Dad LV ROd.µ ´SR ZKaW?µ I UeSOLed. ´He·V gRLQg WR 
dLe VRRQ,µ WKe bR\ VaLd, befRUe UXQQLQg Rff. AV a fLYe-year-ROd, I ZaVQ·W cRPSOeWeO\ aware 
Rf WKe PagQLWXde Rf WKLV LQWeUacWLRQ RU KRZ LW ZRXOd affecW Pe OaWeU LQ OLfe. IW ZaVQ·W XQWLO 
I was older did I fully realize how that interaction marked the beginning of an inherent 
feaU Rf P\ faWKeU·V PRUWaOLW\, a feaU WKaW ZRXOd SOagXe P\ UeOaWLRQship with him until the 
very moment he passed away. And then, it was gone.  
 
BXW LW ZaVQ·W aOO fRU QaXgKW. AW VRPe SRLQW aORQg WKe OLQe, WKaW feaU Rf P\ faWKeU·V 
mortality organically grew into a fascination with his life. I wanted to learn everything I 
could about my father, and while perhaps my drive was rooted in fear and worry, it was 
cushioned with nothing but love and admiration for the man he was.  
 
GURZLQg XS, I Kad WKe gUeaW SOeaVXUe Rf VSeQdLQg WLPe LQ P\ faWKeU·V VWXdLR aW KLV RffLce 
on Madison Avenue, where he was the Art Director of an advertising firm. At this point 
LQ KLV caUeeU, VKRUWO\ befRUe UeWLUePeQW, Ke ZRUNed LQ IQWLPaWe ASSaUeO. AOULgKW, I·OO Va\ 
it. He was a bra-and-panty man! Some of us New Yorkers may remember highway 



billboards and adYeUWLVePeQWV SOaVWeUed RYeU bXVVeV LQ WKe eaUO\ 2000·V fRU ´TKe X-
BUa,µ ZKLcK ZaV WKe fLUVW bUa LQYeQWed ZLWK WKe VROe SXUSRVe Rf adMXVWLQg RQe·V deVLUed 
cleavage. My Dad ran the ad campaign on that one. 
 
As a young boy, it was spending those afternoons in his studio where I learned the most 
about my Dad. For one thing, he did all his campaign layouts by hand. Whenever I 
asked him why he refused to use a computer (what all the younger creatives had begun 
relying on), he shunned it for the cardstock and foam core and spray adhesives, the 
aromas of which I will always associate with him. He knew technology would only 
render his tools obsolete, the pencils and measurers and erasers he held in his hand 
with the kind of reverence you would a dear friend. My FaWKeU adRSWed WKe caUSeQWeU·V 
ROd adage: ´MeaVXUe WZLce, cXW RQce,µ Ke ZRXOd WeOO Pe. HLV ZRUN ZaV LPSeccabOe. 
Corporate pressures led to an earlier-than-desired retirement for him, and so my days 
aV KLV ´AVVLVWaQW AUW DLUecWRUµ aOVR becaPe QXPbeUed. (AQd \es, he designed the type 
and layout for my business cards.) 
 
´MeaVXUe WZLce, cXW RQce.µ WKeQeYeU Ke ZaV cXWWLQg VRPeWKLQg, Ke XVed KLV Ze\de·V 
tailor shears. They were a mainstay on his countertop, and despite their worn and 
weathered appearance, they always cut a perfect line. While my father would often 
cRPSOaLQ Ke QeYeU Kad eQRXgK cRXQWeU VSace, Ke aOZa\V Kad URRP fRU KLV Ze\de·V 
shears, which, at the end of his workday were always laid down perfectly aligned without 
too much clutter orbiting them. I remember asking him about the shears. He told me 
when his Zeyde died, he (along with the rest of the siblings and cousins) was invited to 
KLV gUaQdfaWKeU·V KRXVe WR cROOecW UePePbUaQceV Rf KLP, WKe SeUVRQaO beORQgLQgV Ke Kad 
left behind. My Dad let the others take the rings and the watches. He only wanted the 
shears.  
 
TRZaUdV WKe eQd Rf P\ faWKeU·V caUeeU LQ adYeUWLVLQg, I UePePbeU a WULS P\ faPLO\ Pade 
WR FORULda WR YLVLW P\ GUaQdPRWKeU RRVe. M\ MRP·V MRP. IW ZaV WKeUe, aURXQd WKe 
age of 11 or 12 that I picked up my first pool cue. Rose lived in communal housing, 
and they had a regulation-size pool table there in the club house. It was at that point I 
learned my Dad could play pool. Not only that, but back in the 1930s when he was a 
young boy, he racked the balls for some of the guys down at the pool hall for a nickle a 
night. He picked up a few tricks along the way, too. And so the pool hall became a 
SOace ZKeUe P\ Dad aQd I ZRXOd VSeQd RXU eTXLYaOeQW Rf ´WKURZLQg WKe ROd baOO 
aURXQd.µ (AW WKLV SRLQW LQ KLV Oife, playing catch was out of the cards. He had 
Osteoarthritis in both his knees.) Whenever we played pool, he would always tell me to 
VORZ dRZQ P\ VKRW. He WaXgKW Pe WKaW ZKeQ \RX·Ue SOa\LQg SRRO, LW·V QRW abRXW WKe VKRW 
\RX·Ue WaNLQg, LW·V abRXW WKe Qe[W VKRW. ´AOZa\V VeW XS \RXU Qe[W VKRW.µ NRZ, I·P QRW bLg 
RQ VSRUWV, bXW WKaW·V SURbabO\ WKe beVW VSRUWV aQaORg\ WR OLfe I·Ye eYeU KeaUd. I ZLVK I ZaV 
better at it.  
 



´MeaVXUe WZLce, cXW RQce,µ Ke XVed WR WeOO Pe. ´AOZa\V VeW XS \RXU Qe[W VKRW,µ Ke ZRXOd 
say.  
 
B\ aOO accRXQWV, I ZaVQ·W aQ eaV\ NLd. GURZLQg XS, I ZaV NLcNed RXW Rf eYeU\ VcKRRO aQd 
summer camp I attended. For the life of me, I have no idea how my father spent his 
otherwise Golden Years putting up with all my bullshit and still spoiling me with love. 
There is no part of me that understands that kind of love, at least not yet. As a kid, 
much like how I always rushed the ball playing pool, I had little patience for anything 
else. Whatever I was supposed to be a part of, I wanted to do the opposite. To do my 
own thing. And a lot of times, that would invariably get me into some kind of trouble. I 
UePePbeU P\ Dad XVed WR Va\ WR Pe, ´FaNe LW XQWLO \RX PaNe LW. YRX dRQ·W aOZa\V KaYe 
WR OLNe ZKaW \RX·Ue dRLQg, bXW \RX dR KaYe WR faNe LW Lf \RX ZaQW WR geW aKead.µ 
 
´MeaVXUe WZLce, cXW RQce,µ Ke XVed WR WeOO Pe. ´AOZa\V VeW XS \RXU Qe[W VKRW,µ Ke ZRXOd 
Va\. ´FaNe LW XQWLO \RX PaNe LW.µ 
 
LLNe WKe UeVW Rf XV, I aP LQ TXaUaQWLQe QRZ. A SaUW Rf Pe caQ·W KeOS bXW WKLQN Rf ZKaW 
my Dad would be doing in quarantine, if he was still here. He would surely be taking up 
cRXQWeU VSace LQ P\ PRWKeU·V dLQLQg URRP RQ WKe WabOe LQ WKeUe, ZRUNLQg RQ a SURMecW. 
Maybe designing a sign for the lobby of their building for all the tenants to read. 
Something about making sure their trash was going to the right place to help the super 
out. (IQ addLWLRQ WR beLQg a ´BUa MaQ,µ P\ Dad ZaV aOVR a VeOf-SURcOaLPed ´TUaVK 
MaQµ ² bXW WKaW·V fRU aQRWKeU VWRU\.)  
 
WKaWeYeU SURMecW Ke ZRXOd be ZRUNLQg RQ, Ke ZRXOd be XVLQg KLV Ze\de·V VKeaUV. TKe 
ones I own now. And with all the uncertainty that surrounds us these days, I now know 
why he chose the shears instead of the rings and the watches. For him, they served as a 
call to action. To keep doing the work. To survive an immigration to this country. To 
VXUYLYe WKURXgK a ´GUeaW DeSUeVVLRQ,µ aV Ze QRZ caOO LW. TR PaNe LW WKURXgK WZR faLOed 
marriages until he finally met the right one, the one that led to me showing up. To 
accept a forced retirement when he still had so much creativity left in the tank. To beat 
caQceU aQd VXUYLYe WKURXgK NLdQe\ dLVeaVe, KLV Ze\de·V VKeaUV VWa\ed WKeUe RQ KLV 
countertop. Wherever that ended up being. And he continued to do the work.  
 
AQd QRZ WKe\·Ue RQ P\ cRXQWeUWRS. M\ GUeaW-Ze\de·V VKeaUV. TKeVe ROd WKLQgV. IW feeOV 
gRRd WR KROd WKeP. IW feeOV gRRd WR NQRZ WKe\·OO VXUYLYe WKLV WRR. 
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