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I haven’t had a haircut or boarded an airplane since the second week 
of March. I’ve never gone three months without the former, and three 
months without the latter is my longest period of aviation abstinence 
since 1995 (a quarter-century, according to the math). Such devia-
tions from routine are very minor inconveniences when compared to 
the circumstances my friends in places like New York have endured. 
I know people who remain confined to small apartments, leaving 
only once every few days to buy groceries, non-digital social inter-
actions limited to the nightly 7 o’clock first-responder salutes they 
offer through their (briefly) open windows. I have friends who have 
watched their loved ones get sick, one after another, and some have 
died. Given the “relative normalcy” of life here, such conditions seem 
incomprehensibly harsh.  

There have been fear and suffering and financial distress, though 
you might not remember these things vividly when you walk down-
town on Friday night. I am sensitive to the pain and uncertainty “the 
virus” has wrought. But, as Father’s Day approaches, I am grateful, 
too, that fate has pulled three generations of my family here, together, 
in my hometown. 

I’m sure that my daughters’ New Year’s 2020 aspirations did not 
include vacate-big-city-apartment-and-hastily-separate-from-friends-
and-return-to-teenage-bedrooms-and-indefinitely-work-from-home. 
When I was 25 or 23, my parents’ house was not at the top of my trav-
el plans. For years, as a boy, I had dreamt about metropolitan life, and 
I was suddenly living it – eating sushi, occasionally missing payment 
on a monthly bill, sweating through my shirt AND suit jacket on the 
subway, and staying out until 4 in the morning (or maybe, even 6 or 
7) more often than I’d like to admit…oh, and showing up for (and 
sort of doing) work. My girls, in the middle of their early-third-de-
cades’ moments of growth, self-discovery and misadventure, are living 
tethered to laptops, breaking every few hours for runs, walks, dance 
workout videos, and – reluctantly, at times – family meals. 

“Dad, why do you want to know what we’re up to every minute? 
You don’t check on us daily when we’re not living at home?!” Which 
is paradoxical, if you think about it…and confirmation of the axiom 
“ignorance is bliss.” 

Anyway, I never expected, in my most fantastical dreams, that I 
would have a sort-of dad-do-over – months of compelled closeness, 
with the outside world an exotic memory, and an opportunity to un-
derstand my girls as women and celebrate the gift that each of us is 
to the other two. During this time, they have seen me as an imperfect 
and, in some ways, ordinary man, with powers more limited than I 
manifested in their toddler eyes. Yet, they have come to me for advice 
and counsel and to ask for things and, occasionally, just to talk. We’ve 
argued – sure – but not often and not viciously. And we have laughed. 

And I have a pair of parents of my own, still admirably active in 
their mid-80s, 20 minutes by car from my front door. As a younger 
man, I wouldn’t have imagined it – all of us together, all of us in the 
same town. Now, in the year 20-Covid19, we convene at my table, or 
my mom’s – often, all three generations – week after week.

Turbulence is everywhere. Discord is widespread. Yet external forc-
es have prompted us to turn inward and seek shelter close to our cores. 
This Father’s Day will be like no other; I am a dad in real time every 
day now, but I understand how to do it so much better than I did 
years ago. Quarantine has provided an unexpected parental “mulli-
gan.” And the second ball feels like I hit it “pretty good.”

I’ve had a terrific role model – right nearby. Now and always, actu-
ally. Which, I’ve learned is the thing that matters more than any other: 
Just show up. Or maybe, you’ll get lucky sometimes, and they’ll come 
to you, even if they don’t have to under recommendation of some 
department of public health. 

Happy Father’s Day. 
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