Pop and our mother, Shirley married in 1950, and 

over the years they had four children: Kenneth, Karen, Kim and me. 

 A fifth child, a daughter, was born after Kenny, but was very premature and 

died within days; tragically, our brother Kenny would also die in an 

accident when he was 10.  After 36 years of marriage, mom also passed away.

Despite these devastating losses, Pop somehow managed to move forward. It was 

difficult, but that was our father -- a tenacious survivor, someone who always 

believed that better times lay ahead.  

(As Rabbi Lincoln said) Pop was a remarkably multifaceted and complex man.  A natural performer gifted with a strong sense of humour and a lovely, smooth singing voice, while adept at 

calculating numbers in his head and problem solving.  Pop could charm you and 

earn your respect even while frustrating you due to his stubbornness. He 

could name any work of classical music heard on the radio, but loved the hits 

of Frank Sinatra and the Beatles.  His voracious reading included pop icons 

such as John Grisham and Robert Ludlum, and extended to biographies and thick 

political history tomes.  He was an avid sports fanatic who won Squash 

championships and taught his daughters to be Knicks fans, and a romantic who wrote humorous 

love poems to his wife and clever treasure hunt riddles for his children.   

Pop also adored animals, and at his factory he made a home for dozens of 

much-loved stray cats. He'd often travel the hour to and from work on the 

weekends just to make sure the animals were fed, shlepping twenty cans of 

catfood and God only knows how many pounds of kibble in the back of his car.  

His coworkers and employees were bemused when seeing someone who could yell 

and curse a blue streak at supplier screw-ups getting dewy-eyed when cuddling 

his beloved menagerie.    

Finally, above all, he was compassionate.  This empathy for others manifested 

itself in his staunch liberalism and a passionate belief in justice for the 

underdogs of the world; beliefs that both he and our mother instilled in us at a very early age.

We were also the beneficiaries of Pop's compassion.  When we were growing up, 

he was the typical 1960s/70s father, bringing the bread home for his family 

but letting his wife handle the emotional support.  After Mom died 

he had to learn how to be a different type of parent -- and though it 

took a while, he did.  

When my sister and I both began suffering from serious depression a couple of 

years ago, he knew that we needed him desperately.  He stepped up to the plate and took on more 

dimensions as a father.  He worked hard on our relationship, becoming more supportive, deepening his understanding of our situation, becoming a better listener, and expressing his affection more openly than ever before. 

It was during this time that we truly saw how sweet and endearing pop was; engendering even stronger affection and  love from us.  How unusual it is for someone at such a time in his life -- in his mid-seventies -- to continue to develop and grow as a human being!  How blesst we feel to have 

had such a father!

Pop was a fighter to the end.  He continued to work full time, to teach 

others the tricks of the wire business trade, to jog, to play tennis and 

squash, to argue passionately with those who held opposing political beliefs, 

to travel, to read new books, to fax interesting Op Ed columns to his 

daughters, to encourage us to dream and strive and survive.  He wouldn't have 

been able to conceive of a different way of life.  

On Thursday, after the doctors told us that his time would come soon, they 

admitted that they were frankly astounded that someone of his age, with the 

devastating injury he had, had survived past the first day or two.  They 

called him "a horse" with a "powerful heart." 

We knew this all along. We knew him too well to expect any less.

We loved him dearly, and we always will.   Losing him has staggered us and left us bereft.  

But we want to honor the way he lived -- and so we must try to convince ourselves 

that, just as he always believed, there are better times ahead.

Thank you for being our sweet, sweet Papa. 

