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EXPLORE AND SHOP WWW.CARTIER.US - 1-800-CARTIER

CALIBRE DE CARTIER DIVER
M A N U F A C T U R E  M O V E M E N T  1 9 0 4  M C

WATER-RESISTANT TO 300 METRES, THE CALIBRE DE CARTIER DIVER WATCH IS AN AUTHENTIC DIVING  

WATCH. FITTED WITH THE 1904 MC MOVEMENT, IT COMBINES THE HIGH TECHNICAL REQUIREMENTS 

OF THE ISO 6425: 1996 STANDARD WITH THE ASSERTIVE AESTHETICS OF THE CALIBRE DE CARTIER WATCH. 

ESTABLISHED IN 1847, CARTIER CREATES EXCEPTIONAL WATCHES THAT COMBINE DARING DESIGN 

AND WATCHMAKING SAVOIR-FAIRE.
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90 
STRAIGHT OUT OF  

DORCHESTER 
Mark Wahlberg runs 
Hollywood, it seems, 

as both a producer 
and actor. But it’s run-

ning four happy and 
healthy California kids 

that might be Marky 
Mark’s most unlikely 

achievement.
BY MIKE SAGER

PAGE

96 
THE ESQUIRE  

GUIDE: FATHERHOOD  
FOR MEN 

Guest host Patton  
Oswalt leads us 

through a special  
manual on how and 
why to teach your  

kids to fix a car, cook, 
be a good sport,  

and pick the right 
wrench. Plus: Road 

trips that will  
actually make you like 

your kids more. 

PAGE 

108 
THE TROUBLE WITH BOYS/

THE TROUBLE WITH MEN
The Boy Crisis, Eight 

Years Later: The  
increasing educational  
and social dysfunction  

among boys was just 
emerging when we 

wrote about it in 2006. 
Now many of those 

boys are dysfunctional 
young men.  

BY TOM CHIARELLA

PAGE 

122 
1,258 POUNDS OF 

GRONKOWSKI 
Gordy Gronkowski 

raised two tight ends, 
two fullbacks, and one 
first baseman. Three 
of them played in the 
NFL at the same time, 
and a fourth likely will 

soon. And none of it 
was accidental.  

BY CHRIS JONES

PAGE

128 
WHAT I’VE LEARNED:  

FATHERHOOD EDITION 
Twenty American  

men answer the ques-
tion What’s the best 

thing your father ever  
taught you?

ADDITIONALLY . . .

. . . A LITTLE MORE WISDOM

In 16 years of What I’ve 

Learned interviews,  

whether with a movie star, 

athlete, or astronaut, we 

always ask one question: 

What’s the best thing your 

father taught you? Here  

are some of the highlights. 

(To see how American men  

answered the same ques-

tion, turn to page 128.)

> My father used to 

say: “You don’t  

deserve it if you 

can’t take care of 

it.” I’ve always been 

haunted by that.   

        —Willem Dafoe

> My father was an alco-

holic and model of what to 

avoid. My mother taught 

me survival. 

  —James L. Brooks

> My father would say, 

“Ronnie, you’re going to be 

someone special. Whatever  

it is that you want to do, 

you’re going to be the best 

in the world at it.” He said 

it to me when I was at that 

age where your dad is right 

about everything. So I just 

assumed he was. 

      —Ronda Rousey

> My dad didn’t even teach 

me how to shave—I learned 

that from a cabdriver. But 

the biggest lesson he im-

parted is that if you don’t 

have your health, you have 

nothing. No matter how 

great things are going for 

you, if you have a toothache, 

if you have a sore throat, if 

you’re nauseated, or, God 

FATHERLESSNESS AND THE 
NEW FATHERHOOD 

The role, the place, 
and the symbols of  
fatherhood have all 

changed. A manifesto.  
BY STEPHEN 

MARCHE

WANDERING 
Young and rootless, the 

modern young man.  
PHOTOGRAPHS BY 

RYAN YOUNG

—Willem Daffoe

Guest host Patton
l dOswalt
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DRIVING DIESEL

Options shown. ©2014 Lexus.

    



DRIVING LEXUS HYBRID DRIVE

GO OUT OF YOUR WAY FOR DIESEL. OR GO WITH THE PROVEN WAY FORWARD.

LEXUS HYBRID DRIVE combines a gasoline engine and an electric motor, so you can fuel up anytime, anywhere. It’s also 

more efficient in city driving than diesel, creating fewer CO2 emissions and recovering electrical energy every time you 

brake. And because we have nearly 10 years of innovation and more hybrids on the road than all other luxury automakers 

combined, you can always move confidently and effortlessly through the world.

thepowerofh.com
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forbid, you have some seri-

ous thing wrong with you—

everything is ruined. Life 

is not enjoyable unless you 

have your health. 

—Woody Allen

> The things you 

remember are the 

little things. The 

time he told you 

that he’d take you  

to a ball game and 

we didn’t go. You said you 

were going to do it. “No” 

would’ve been better than 

“I’m gonna do this with you” 

and then not being there.   

—Tom Cruise

> My dad used to say: “You 

know you’re a success when 

you look at your kids and  

realize they turned out  

better than you.” I am a  

success.                  —Joe Biden

> My father always used to 

carry his bathing suit in his 

briefcase. If there was noth-

ing else in it, there was a 

bathing suit. 

—Sigourney Weaver

  . . . AND A FEW BOOKS

Yes, they’re from people we 

know, but that doesn’t make 

them any less good. 

Esquire contributor Mike 

Sacks put together a book 

of interviews with, well, the 

subtitle can explain:  

Poking a Dead Frog: 

Conversations with 

Today’s Top Comedy 

Writers (Penguin, 

$18). It’s a fantastic 

read, especially if you 

want to become a  

humor writer. The guy who 

cocreated Cheers is in there. 

Apparently, if more than 

one writer came up with the 

same joke, they wouldn’t 

use it. 

After years of writing 

young-adult novels, Anna  

WELCOME TO ESQUIRE
Your thoughts  
on ADHD 18

How to drink better 18
A note we just can’t  

decipher 20

Letter from the  
Editor 22

PAGE 

25 
ESQ&A 

Jerry Seinfeld talks  
celebrity, stand-up,  
his full head of hair, 

the new season  
of Comedians in Cars 

Getting Coffee, and 
why our dads wouldn’t 

have considered  
turning down a job. 
INTERVIEWED BY 

SCOTT RAAB

PAGE 

75 
STYLE 

A man’s guide to  
the best new bathing 
suits and shorts, and 

when it’s okay to wear 
either with a blazer. 

PAGE 

86
MAINTENANCE 

Everything you need  
to know before you 

style your hair. No, this 
page is not blank.

PAGE 

43 
TECH 

Gift ideas for Father’s 
Day. (Not that you 
needed any help.) 

PAGE 

48 
SEX 

Something to  
know before you go  

to sleep again. 

PAGE 

50 
THE PORTFOLIO 

The dignity of  
airline travel may  

be plummeting, but  
airline stocks are not. 

Here’s how to  
take advantage. 

BY KEN KURSON
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32 
FUNNY JOKE  

FROM A 

BEAUTIFUL WOMAN

BY CHLOE  
BENNET

PAGE

34 
MAN AT HIS BEST:  

CULTURE 

The World Cup is  
here! Well,  

maybe this’ll help. 
Plus: The best  

books to read this  
summer.  
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MAHB: INSTRUCTION 

How to turn  
the grill you already 

have into a  
first-rate smoker. P
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130
ESQUIRE STYLE 

The weekend is 
a time to be  

comfortable, not 
sloppy. How to  

look good on even 
the most mundane 

Saturday trips.

PAGE 

144 
THIS WAY OUT 

The Father’s Tips  
for Fathers, by God  

the Father
INTERVIEWED BY 
ROSS MCCAMMON

PAGE 

53
ESQUIRE’S BEST BARS 

IN AMERICA 

Our ninth annual  
celebration of the 

best places to drink. 
Plus: The resur-

gence of the two-
bit saloon and the 

Bar City of the Year. 

Today’s Top ComedyT

p

Pokiing a Dead Frog:P

CConversatiions wiithC

Wriiters (W

 To watch a cinematic preview of this issue, scan here with the Esquire2 app.

—Tom Cruiise
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TWO LETTERS WE CAN’T 

SAY WE DISAGREE WITH

Your March cover with  

Peter Dinklage immedi- 

ately caught my eye. As the  

mother of an adult son with 

achondroplasia, I am fa-

miliar with the tailoring 

challenges faced by people 

with dwarfism. The gen-

tleman on your cover looks 

fantastic.

J A N I E  K A P L A N

Alexandria, Va.

Tip of the hat to Jeff Minton 

for his April cover photo of 

Jimmy Kimmel. Perfect.

A . J.  S C H M I T T

Galloway, Ohio

THE SOUND &  
THE FURY

Godbersen, who used to 

work in our fiction depart-

ment, has written her first 

adult one. (Not like that.) 

The Blonde (Weinstein 

Books, $26) imagines what 

it would have been like had 

Marilyn Monroe been a Rus-

sian spy tasked with taking 

down JFK. One of her most 

oft-used spy talents is bed-

ding the men she meets. (So 

maybe it is kind of like that.)

And just in time for the 

World Cup comes Esquire.

com contributor Michael J. 

Agovino’s The Soccer Dia-

ries (University of Nebras-

ka Press, $27), a funny and 

affecting account of one 

American’s stubborn em-

brace of soccer, beginning  

in, of all places, the Bronx, 

circa 1982. 

W I T H  A L L  T H I S  TA L K of fatherhood, we needed 
a woman’s perspective. So we asked the de-
lightful Sarah Silverman—comic, actress, and 
star of the funny new movie A Million Ways to 
Die in the West (out May 30)—to read the issue 
and weigh in with any necessary corrections,  
addendums, and stories about trying to start 
a car with a quarter.

IN THE KITCHEN WITH KIDS (PAGE 104)
When I was six, my dad took me to the neigh-
boring farm to pick out our 
Thanksgiving turkey. I point-
ed to my favorite one. “Him! 
He’s so cute!” I had barely put 
my arm back down when the 
farmer, Vick, grabbed the tur-
key by the neck, threw him 
down on a slab, and chopped 
his motherfucking head of. I 
stood there in shock. I didn’t 
eat the turkey that Thanks-
giving. Or any subsequent 
Thanksgiving. After a couple 
more years of Happy Meals, I 
put that together, too. When I was almost nine, 
we went to KFC and everyone shouted out their 
order. I just asked for some biscuits. Dad looked 
at me and said, “Look, let’s just face the fact that 
you’re a vegetarian and figure out what you can 
eat.” I’ve been a vegetarian ever since. I’ve nev-
er even tried fish. I do eat milk and eggs, how-
ever. I don’t know. I guess if it comes out of an 
animal’s vagina or boobs, I’ll eat it.

A FEW WORDS ON RESTRAINT (PAGE 98)
I learned this same lesson about two years 
ago. My good friend Todd Glass, the brilliant 
comedian, and I went to visit Jimmy Kimmel’s 
uncle Frank in the hospital. Todd picked me 
up and I said, “I’ll drive. You’re terrible.” He 
just moved to the passenger seat. We had a 

lovely visit with Uncle Frank. I got back into 
the driver’s seat and pulled out directly into a 
pole, smashing the back end of his Prius. I sat 
there stunned, awash with guilt and suddenly  
aware of what a colossal asshole I’d been in 
the first place. I started to say how sorry I 
was and he cut me of: “Sarah. It’s a car. Who 
cares?” Maybe it was the fact that we were 
probably not going to see Uncle Frank again. 
Maybe it was just Todd’s limitless kindness. 
But I fell into a puddle of tears. 

MY FIRST TOOLBOX (PAGE 106)
When the lineup for this story described giv-
ing “your son (or daughter)” a toolbox, I sug-
gested that the writer not put girls in paren-
theses. It’s from a lesser time. I can fix things 
because I was not raised in parentheses. 

CONVERSATION STARTERS (PAGE 99)
I once drove to the movies with my friend Hen-
riette. We parked and got very stoned in the car. 
Before we went in, she saw there was free park-
ing across the street and we decided to move 
the car there. I went to turn on the engine and . . . 
nothing. It wouldn’t start. I pulled the key out 
of the ignition and to my very high surprise, I 

was holding a quarter. I tried 
to start my car with a quarter. 

WHAT I’VE LEARNED COACHING 
KIDS (PAGE 100)
My dad had to umpire a soft-
ball game once, when the slat-
ed umpire didn’t show. I was 
pitching, and he was misera-
ble. He was so worried about 
seeming biased that whenev-
er it was a full count, he gave 
the walk to the batter. It made 
a fucked-up kind of sense. He 

was so concerned about being fair that it made 
him unfair, to his (my, our) disadvantage. Even 
in the moment I wasn’t mad. I loved him for it.

HOW TO CONSOLE (PAGE 103) 
Okay. I need a kid right now. I need to hug her 
and love all the fear and anger and sadness out 
of her. But we all know what this feeling is real-
ly about. It’s about us. It’s the grown-ups who 
need the consoling. An old boyfriend told me of 
a program at Cedars in which people volunteer 
to hold crack babies because they need phys-
ical contact in order to have a chance at thriv-
ing. When I called, I found out there’s a wait-
ing list a thousand miles long to volunteer. We 
need the human contact. The grown-ups. The 
I-forgot-to-have-kids people. Us. 

THE INDEX
POSSIBLE TOPICS OF NOTE THIS MONTH (NOT COMPREHENSIVE)

Allen wrench ............................................ 97 

Bowline knot ...........................................107

Button collections ................................... 30

Cargo shorts ............................................. 76

Fatherhood ...................1–144, give or take

Hart, Kevin ............................................... 28 

King, Stephen........................................... 43 

Smoked meat .............................. 36, 38, 40 

Soccer .................................. 16, 34, 43, 101 

“I used to 
sleep in 
those, but 
they were 
too tight 
in the 
vagina.”

SARAH SILVERMAN:

THE ESQUIRE  
OMBUDSWOMAN

(PAGE 93)

    



ALL GLASSES ARE NOT 

CREATED EQUAL

Premium acetate frames. Sturdy hinges. 

Crystal clear lenses. We carry the fi nest eyewear 

from the world’s leading brands and 

craft lenses beyond required quality standards. 

At LensCrafters you’ll fi nd precision you can see and 

quality you can trust. LensCrafters.com 

ALLEN EDMONDS

Allen Edmonds has been creating timeless, American-

made men’s dress shoes and casual shoes since 1922. 

Allen Edmonds shoes use only premium leathers and are 

handcrafted right here in the USA via a 212-step process. 

Visit one of our 50 company owned stores, or learn more 

online at AllenEdmonds.com

INTRODUCING THE ORAL-B BLACK

ELECTRIC TOOTHBRUSH

It accelerates to top speed faster than a high performance 

sports car. And with seven independent brushing functions, 

it delivers 100% more plaque removal than a regular manual 

brush. Explore the innovation behind Oral-B’s most advanced 

brushing experience at OralB.com/black

300: RISE OF AN EMPIRE
OWN IT 6/24 ON BLU-RAY™ COMBO 

PACK OR DIGITAL HD

© 2014 Warner Bros. Entertainment Inc. and Legendary Pictures Funding, LLC

Includes Ultraviolet™. Limited-time of er. High Defi nition not 

currently available on all devices. Other restrictions and limitations 

apply. Go to ultraviolet.fl ixster.com/info for details.

THE ESSENTIALS

This new chapter of the 

epic “300” saga takes 

the action to the sea, 

where Greek general 

Themistokles battles 

invading Persian forces 

led by Xerxes and his naval 

commander Artemisia.

PROMOTION
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THE DEBATE CONTINUES

After reading “The Drug-

ging of the American Boy” 

(April), I felt the need to 

present a counterpoint. I 

first was diagnosed with 

ADHD in third grade but 

stopped taking my medica-

tion almost immediately  

after teachers insisted  

ADHD wasn’t real and that 

I just wasn’t trying hard 

enough. I spent the next 

eight years with incredibly 

low grades and self-esteem. 

It wasn’t until my mom 

found me on the verge of a 

nervous breakdown that I 

was rediagnosed and given 

a different medication. My 

GPA shot from a 1.6 to a 3.3. 

John Sharland of 
Bridgewater, Mas-
sachusetts, wrote 
in with a question: 
What is the correct 
spelling of whiskey? 
(He also told us that 
he calls jeans dun-
garees and is most 
comfortable wear-
ing them “when out 
banging gears in 
my supercharged 
BSO [bone-stock-
original] SVT Cobra 
Mustang,” but we 
weren’t sure what to 
say to that.)

According to Esquire 
drinks correspon-
dent David Won-
drich, the absence 
or presence of the e 
indicates the coun-
try of origin. Whisky 
is distilled in Scot-
land, Canada, and 
Japan. Whiskey 
comes from the Unit-
ed States and Ire-
land. If this kind of 
thing is important to 
you, remember that 
countries with an e
in their name make 
whiskey and coun-
tries that lack one 
make whisky. Or just 
forget the whole 
thing. Wondrich says 
that until the early  
20th century the 
spellings were used 
interchangeably, so 
knowing the difer-
ence now isn’t use-
ful beyond catching 
other people in error. 

A TV TO  
WATCH IT ON

As LED LCDs 
take over, don’t 
forget plasmas: 

Samsung’s 
H5000 ($1,400 

for a 64-inch 
model) plasma  

has better 
black levels 
than even  
UHD sets. 

E S Q U I R E  I N D U L G E S  

WHISKEY 
VERSUS 
WHISKY

A  B R I E F  Q U I Z  

WHAT IS THIS 
MAN TALKING 
ABOUT?

> If you’re going to post up, get a table. If  
the bar gets crowded, people will basi-
cally be setting up shop behind you. That 
doesn’t happen at a table. —Sean Patton

> The best drinking is early in the week  
or midweek. Friday or Saturday is amateur  
hour. —Jay Larson

> If you go into a dive bar, don’t get a tap 
beer. Chances are it’s been sitting for a 
while. Go with a bottle and a shot. —S. P.

> By your third drink, your real personality  
is out in the open. Three is enough for your  
guard to be down. Around six drinks in is  

when the dark side of who you are starts  
to rear its head. —S. P.

> Take your time. Unless you love vomiting 
in public places, ease into it, man. —S. P. 

> It’s a good feeling to buy someone a 
drink. What’s 12 bucks out of your pocket  
to make them feel good? —J. L.

> The number-one sign that you are  
intoxicated is you’re telling me the same 
fucking how-you-got-your-sweatshirt story 
for the third time. The first time someone 
goes, “Yeah, you already told me that”? 
Leave. —S. P.

FOR NINE YEARS, we’ve sent David Wondrich around the country to find the best bars. (See 
page 53.) Two comics, Jay Larson and Sean Patton, re-create his journey on the new series 
Best Bars in America (Wednesdays starting June 25 at 10:00 P.M.). We asked them to share 
some of the lessons they’ve learned in what must be one of the best jobs a man could have.

THIS MONTH ON THE ESQUIRE NETWORK 

BEST BARS, THE TV SHOW

CONTEXT-FREE 
HIGHLIGHT

FROM A LETTER WE WON’T  

BE RUNNING

“Three women 
in their 70s and 

80s still write 
me letters.”

Whiskey
f

Whisky
t

Articles like this one, 

which state as fact without  

any proof that there “are a 

significant percentage of 

boys who are swallowing 

pills every day for a disorder 

they don’t have,” inevitably 

contribute to the growing 

bias against ADHD. My life 

 Watch, listen, share, and more—scan any page with the free Esquire2 app.

Thanks for the gift. 
—ANTHONY

A. April’s guide to 
getting in the best 
shape of your life.
B. Our tireless as-
sembly of what is 
obviously his favor-
ite magazine.
C. The little-celebrat-
ed Cate Blanchett 
film from 2000. 
D. Anything else. (Se-
riously. Your guess 
is as good as ours. 
Probably better.)
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was ruined by people who 

do not understand what  

it feels like to have a fog fill-

ing every crevice of your 

mind. The worst hell I can 

imagine is to have that fog 

take over.

T I M O T H Y  J OY C E

California, Md.

My son was diagnosed with 

ADHD in first grade. We  

CONTEXT-FREE 
HIGHLIGHT FROM A LETTER WE 

WON’T BE RUNNING

“Does Bob Dylan 
wear cologne?  

If so, what kind do 
you think it is?” 

ignored the advice to med-

icate. Was he a facile learn-

er? No. Did he work hard? 

Yes. He reads at a snail’s 

pace, yet, largely without 

medication, this ADHD  

kid went on to earn his 

Eagle Scout badge and a 

nursing degree. He was 

commissioned as a first 

lieutenant in the U. S.  

Army, and last year he re-

ceived the highly competi-

tive Expert Field Medical 

Badge. Recently, in the  

face of a rigorous academic 

and clinical training  

program, he considered 

medication, going so far as 

to request the old records 

that would support a pre-

scription. After looking 

through the records, he de-

cided to take on these stud-

ies under his own steam. 

He also sent me an e-mail 

that said, “Thanks for not 

putting me on drugs.”

NA M E  A N D  A D D R E S S 

W I T H H E L D

MAKE THAT 86 
I enjoyed all 85 suggestions 

on “The Life List” (April). 

But may I add one? Play a 

round of golf at sunrise.

T O M  J.  I N T I H A R

 Brooklyn Park, Minn.

FUNNY, WE GOT THE 
SAME LETTER FROM 
JAMES FRANCO
Though the philosophy  

of your Life List had dubi-

ous merit, I was surprised 

to find I have done the  

majority of your sugges-

tions. With that, I realized 

how full and wondrous  

my life has been. 

A L A N  S M I T H

Orlando, Fla.
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Can it buy you movie tickets?  

Can it wake you up in the morning? 

Does it answer when you call it? 

Does it sleep when not active?  

All day? 

Does it get perplexed by its own reflection? 

Can it program your DVR? 

Can it play games? 

Besides fetch? 

Can it take a nothing day and suddenly make  
it all seem worthwhile? 
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IS YOUR PHONE SMARTER 
THAN YOUR DOG?

A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN TEACHES YOU ABOUT SUPERHEROES
Marvel’s Agents of S.H.I.E.L.D. star Chloe Bennet (page 32) shares a few things even superheroes 
can’t do on our iPad app and at esquire.com/funny-joke. Or scan here with the Esquire2 app.
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WHY IS SEINFELD ON PAGES 25, 26, 28, AND 30? A year or more ago, I was 

walking down Eighth Avenue with a friend who had once worked 

for Jerry Seinfeld. At the same moment, Seinfeld was walking up 

Eighth Avenue. My friend called out to him and they ducked into  

a vestibule to chat. I was playing my usual role of standing idly  

by, trying to be inconspicuous, while 

two old friends caught up. After a min-

ute or so, Mr. Seinfeld (whom I had never 

met) turned to me and said, “Great maga-

zine.” In response, I gave him the shrug-

with-palms-up gesture that universal-

ly signifies Huh? And I might have said 

something along the lines of “Oh, sure,” 

expressing my skepticism that he was 

actually a reader of this publication. At 

that point, as evidence of his familiarity 

with the magazine, he half-removed his  

jacket, mimicking that. Ever since (and 

especially since he’s been doing his Web series), I’ve wanted him 

to work with us on something. I’m thrilled with the result, which 

Scott Raab says is his favorite ESQ&A of all time. 

WHAT IS IT WITH ESQUIRE AND FATHERHOOD? Yes, we have been paying 

more attention to fatherhood over the last few years. It’s an inter-

esting time in our cultural history. There is a generation of young 

fathers that is taking an active, some would say obsessive interest 

in their families. But this movement has come on the heels of a de-

cades-long trend in which fathers’ influence on their children has 

been on the decline. Owing to divorce and many other factors, there 

are more single-parent households than at any time in the last cen-

tury, and overwhelmingly the parent outside the house is the father. 

At the same time, institutions that have long stood in for fathers and 

have traditionally provided the kind of discipline that boys in par-

ticular thrive under have been in decline or under attack. Wheth-

er it is coaches, priests, or the Boy Scouts, support networks that 

once connected boys and young men with positive male role mod-

D A V I D  G R A N G E R
E D I TO R  I N  C H I E F

els have been in retreat. One cure is father-

hood. Recent research has demonstrated 

that the most direct correlate of success 

for young men (and young women) is 

the presence of two parents. As Stephen 

Marche put it in a memo a few months 

ago, Fatherhood is our most precious nat-

ural resource. Marche offers a “Manifesto  

for Fathers” on page 118. 

SO WHAT IS ESQUIRE GOING TO DO ABOUT IT? Be-

sides our ongoing focus on fatherhood 

and the boy crisis, we’re working on a 

special issue, scheduled for October, in 

which we will try to help. We’re calling 

it Who Made You the Man You Are To-

day? We’ve gone to dozens of extraordi-

nary male leaders (more than 50 to date) 

and asked them about the people who en-

abled their success. We hope that their 

stories can show the power a mentor can 

have on younger men’s prospects.  

We will also identify ways to connect 

men with programs that offer various 

forms of mentoring for boys. Our goal is 

to create a searchable database, thereby 

making it easier for interested men to help.

R YA N  D ’A G O S T I N O  A N D  P E T E R  M A R T I N  A R E  

LEAVING? Yup. But we’re still friends. 
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Sunday breakfast at a café  
on the Upper West Side.  
After a couple minutes of 
small talk about the silliness 
of drinking water out of a 
wineglass and the tendency 
of waiters to interrupt  
when you’re in the middle  
of telling a story . . .

SCOTT RAAB: Is celebrity a 
burden to you?
JERRY SEINFELD: No.
SR: It’s not?
JS: C’mon. Are you kidding 
me now? You live in America. 
What’s the hierarchy of  
power in America? What’s  
the gold card?
SR: Can you live a normal life? 

Can you be a dad? Can you 
go to the movies? 
JS: Every single thing, yes.  
Everything is in how you are 
going to handle it. As a life-
long nightclub comic, I’m 
ready to handle whatever I 
have to handle. Celebrity is 
no diferent from any other 
energy. It’s a force for good 

or evil. It’s no diferent from 
money. It’s power. 
SR: Very wise. 
JS: Wise is what you want to 
be. Smart is easy compared 
to wise. 
SR [to waiter]: I’m going to 
have the corned-beef hash. 
JS: I’m going to have the  

C O N T I N U E D  
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oatmeal. With honey, please. 
[To Raab] The burden of ce-
lebrity? You got the wrong 
guy. Anybody that so-called 
bothers you you’re making 
them happy. What the hell 
else am I here to do? If I could 
make someone feel better? 
There are people that are ill-
mannered. But I like to help 
people with their manners. 
“You know, you’re a total 
stranger. You can’t just yell 
at me. I don’t know you.” The 
first time you get stopped 
by a cop for speeding—and 
in your side-view mirror you 
see this guy coming up to 
the car and he’s got this look 
on his face like I’m going to 
take this guy to town—and as 
soon as he sees your face he 
bursts into a big smile, you 
don’t complain about celeb-
rity anymore. 
SR: What happened in the Co-
medians in Cars Getting Cof-
fee episode with Chris Rock? 
The episode ended right when 
you guys got pulled over. 
JS: What do you think hap-
pened? We got an escort.
SR: When I interviewed Chris, 
I asked, “So, when do you 
know that you’ve made it?” 
And he mentioned you call-
ing him and saying, “A bunch 
of us are having cofee. Come 
on back with me.” He said 
that’s when he knew.
JS: Really? That’s awfully nice.
SR: It was simply a phone call 
from a . . .
JS: From a made guy?
SR: Was there a point you felt 

was a peak? 
JS: I was working as a wait-
er. And I was going to clubs 
at night. And an emcee job 
opened up. To be an emcee 
three nights a week at a club 
would net me $85 a week. 
When I handed that red apron 
back to the guy at Brew Bur-
ger on Third and 47th and I 
said, “I’m done with this, I’m  
a comedian . . .” Obviously 
many wonderful things have 
happened, but that’s my  
golden moment. 
SR: Who do you have on the 
new season of Comedians  
in Cars?
JS: Jon Stewart, Robert Klein, 

Aziz Ansari, Sarah Jessica 
Parker, George Wallace. And 
I’ve done three of the five. 
Have two more to go. And it’s 
gone very well. The whole 
thing is leading me around 
now. It was really just an ex-
periment. But I love the po-
tential that a technology like 
the Internet gives a guy like 
me. I thought, What if I just 
put something out and didn’t 
say anything about it? People 
would probably start moving 
it around for me. It’s very self-
promoting. Unlike tradition-
al network or movies, where 
you got to hustle your butt 
of to get people to notice 

something, I said, This thing, 
it’ll do it itself. The one thing 
we are deprived of now is 
“Have you seen this?” or “Do 
you know?”
SR: Everyone knows 
everything.
JS: And they want to know. 
“Did you hear who died?” Of 
course I know who died. Ev-
erybody knows who died. 
This is what a good idea 
does. Here’s how a good idea 
works. Same thing happened 
with the series. You make it. 
Then it’s like you’re in a rodeo 
and you can’t get your hand 
out from under the rope, and 
now this thing is still going 
and it’s dragging you around 
in the dirt. 
SR: How many nights do  
you work? 
JS: Usually two nights a week, 
three weekends a month. 
That’s my basic routine. And 
that keeps me going. Keeps 
me sharp. 
SR: I’m afraid to do stand-up.
JS: You should be.
SR: It’s scary.
JS: It is. But it’s interesting as 
a business, too. How did it 
become a business? I mean, 
they figured out, probably in 
the ’20s or the teens, if you 
tell a certain number of jokes 
at a certain rate that get a cer-
tain-sized laugh, people will 
sit there and go, “That was a 
good show.” 
SR: It’s like an algorithm.

C O N T I N U E D  
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Date of birth: April 
29, 1954
Which makes him: 60
Because of the con-
sistent presence 
of Seinfeld reruns
seems: Perpetually 
30-something
Hometown: Mass-
apequa, Long Island, 
New York
Heritage: Jewish. His 
father’s family is from 
Austria; his mother’s 
is from Syria but iden-
tifies as Turkish.

Alma mater: Queens 
College, City Univer-
sity of New York
Senior thesis subject: 
Stand-up comedy
Spouse: Jessica Sein-
feld, née Sklar, a 
cookbook author and
former publicist
Progeny: Three  
children. Two boys 
and a girl.
Student of: Transcen-
dental Meditation.  
Also studied Zen  
Buddhism and took  

a couple Scientology
classes in the ’70s.
Fashion icons: Bill
Cosby and Joe Na-
math, both for their 
propensity for wear-
ing white sneakers
First Tonight Show 
appearance: 1981, at 
age 28
Topics covered in 
that set: TV weath- 
er reports, Swiss  
Army knives, street 
intersections
Current project:  
Comedians in Cars 
Getting Cofee
Which was born 
from: His failed 2010 
TV show, The Mar-
riage Ref
The hell? As he told 

The Hollywood  
Reporter in 2013,
“One of the big things 
I realized was that the
audience is stopping
these people from 
talking. The other 
thing I realized is that I 
was much more inter-
ested in comedians 
than I was in a lot of 
other people. . . . I took
that pot, smashed it 
on the ground, took 
four or five pieces, 
and reglued them into
another thing.”
Guests have includ-
ed: Pretty much every 
important comedian 
at this point. 
New season begins: 
June 12

THE ESQUIRE DOSSIER

JERRY SEINFELD

 C O N T I N U E D

MaHB 

The fourth season of Seinfeld’s Web series Comedians in Cars Getting Cofee premieres this month. 
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a yacht unless you can aford 
ten yachts.” —Louis C. K.
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“Ever been ten miles from your house 
in a dead car with your father-in-law? 
That’s a full day.” —David Letterman

    



    



JS: There’s definitely an algo-
rithm. I saw a fascinating 
thing by David Byrne. He  
says, Do you think that musi-
cians actually think in terms 
of songs that last three  
minutes? He says, We don’t. 
That’s an application of the 
mind to a creative challenge. 
It’s a restriction. And because 
that business model works. 
The same thing with stand-up 
and jokes and laughs. I was 
onstage last night at the Bor-
gata, in front of 3,000 people 
for an hour and 20 min-
utes. I enjoy the math of it. 
That number of people. That 
amount of time. They’re  
paying this much money. If 
you make them laugh this 
amount, everybody’s cool.
SR: How was it?
JS: It was great, but not easy. 
I felt sweat rolling down my 
back for about a half hour. 
Droplets just going all the way 

down. There are nights when 
it’s easy, and there are nights 
when it’s not easy and you 
got to make it look easy. And 
you’ve got to work hard.
SR: It’s always got to look easy. 
JS: Number one, it’s got to 
look easy.
SR: Stand-up is unique 
among the performance arts. 
There’s no instrument.
JS: No story. No set. No 
music.
SR: And 3,000 people going, 
“Whaddya got?” 
JS: I see these guys in Cirque 
du Soleil, these two bald-
headed guys. And they bal-
ance their heads. One guy 
balances on the other guy. 
And it gets a polite round of 
applause. I’m like, How hard is 
that? Why is that guy not the 
most famous guy? It’s so  
much harder than what I do. 
And my friend said, “Because 
he’s not getting air to expel 
out of your body.” 
SR: Magic.

JS: You’re giving them a big 
thing. And it’s worth feeling a 
bead of sweat rolling down 
your spine. To me, it’s still 
worth it. I would kill myself. As 
long as that’s what you care 
about, you’ll always be fine. 
As long as it’s always about I’m 
merely up here for them, not 
for me.

SR: Did you ever come close 
to quitting stand-up?
JS: No. Leno had a funny line 
during the taping of Come-
dians in Cars. He said some 
kid came up to him and said, 
“I don’t know whether to be a 
comedian or a writer.” He says, 
“Well, you’re a writer.” Michael 
Richards has a similar story. 
Somebody came up and said, 
“I’ve been thinking about do-
ing some acting.” He says, 
“You’ll never make it if you’re 
thinking about it.”
SR: You really have a great 
head of hair. 
JS: Really? Hair? That’s what 
you want to talk about?
SR: Yes, I would like to talk 
about hair.
JS: The only positive sign for 
masculinity in the second half 
of the 20th century and early 
21st is that men seem to be fi-
nally not giving a shit and just 
will buzz it. They just let it go. 
After decades of comb-overs 
and sweep acrosses and  
coloring and . . . it’s the last  
dying ember of masculinity. 
And you’re seeing it across all 
socioeconomics. Guys are  
going, I don’t give a shit. Los-
ing your hair. It’s turning gray. 
I don’t give a shit. That’s what 
being a man is. That’s man at 
his best. 
SR: Are you enjoying 
fatherhood?
JS: Oh, yes. Enormously. It’s 
been wonderful.
SR: It is a wonderful thing. 
JS: It bothers me that we even 
talk like that, to be honest. I 
don’t think my father ever said 
to any of his friends, “Are you 
enjoying fatherhood?”
SR: It was not a well-phrased 
question.
JS: There’s something sick 

C O N T I N U E D  
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Seinfeld currently does stand-up at least two nights a week. 
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 To watch an episode of Comedians in Cars Getting Cofee, scan here with the Esquire2 app.
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“I admire people that have breakdowns. ’Cause 
once you have a breakdown, then you can clear 
the slate.” —Chris Rock

Thing Thing? What is  
this, a joke?

Please. Not a 
Thing.

 Postapocalyptic Australia  
 (Mad Max: Fury Road, David  

Michôd’s The Rover)

 Regional accents  
 (Minnesota-set FX mini- 

 series Fargo; Whitey, 
 CNN Films’ documenta- 
 ry about Boston mobster 

Whitey Bulger)

 The preponderance of  
 surreal television commer- 

 cials, clearly inspired by  
 Wieden + Kennedy’s “The  

 Man Your Man Could Smell   
Like” Old Spice ad

 Kevin Hart,  
 huge star of movies  

 you haven’t seen  
 (Ride Along, About  
 Last Night, Think 

Like a Man Too)

 Melancholic rocker Conor  
 Oberst’s lovely new album,  

Upside Down Mountain

 Gary Oldman  
 taking a break from  

 serious films to  
 star in HTC commercials  

 and action movies 
 (the Dark Knight trilogy,  

 RoboCop, Dawn of the  
Planet of the Apes)

Dwayne Johnson

 Sweden (Poehler-sibling  
 sitcom Welcome to  

 Sweden, Röyksopp and  
 Robyn’s new EP, Do It 

Again)

 The pre-presidential-run memoir  
 (Hillary Rodham Clinton,  

 Ted Cruz’s $1.5 million book deal,  
 Andrew Cuomo’s All Things Possible:  

 Setbacks and Success in Politics  
and in Life, Veep VP Selina Meyer) 

The Rock 

Thing or 
Not a Thing?
B Y  A N N A  P E E L E

N O .  0 5   1 9 5 2  V O L K S WA G E N 

B U G  “I always wanted the show to get 
canceled so I wouldn’t have to work.”  
—Larry David
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about the fact that we even 
talk about it. And “How does 
your kid like his school?” 
Those are the two questions 
that bother me a lot. [Looks 
over to another table.] A new 

dad right here. Very pretty 
wife. Very nicely done. See, I 
would just go to that guy and 
say, “Nicely done.” 
SR: I don’t think our fathers 
ever pondered reinventing 
themselves like men do now. 
JS: What was lost, Scott? Tell 
me what was lost.
SR: I’m not sure. 
JS: What did we lose that 
they had? As men. We’re 
in Esquire, right? This is 
Esquire.
SR: I think they had a firm 
sense of purpose and duty 
beyond themselves. 
JS: That’s a lot.
SR: That’s huge. It’s almost 
everything. 
JS: But is it because they
had to?
SR: Yeah, I think part of it is.
JS: I think they had to.

SR: Those guys didn’t really  
feel they had any choices. 
They had to think strictly in 
terms of what’s going to put 
food on the table.
JS: I was talking to Chris 
Rock the other day about tak-
ing the Letterman job. I was 

trying to convince him to 
take it. He says, “Absolute-
ly no possible way.” Both of 
us are out when you hear 
“makeup everyday.” You hear 
that and I’m out. But I said to 

him, “What would your father 
do? Would your father turn 
down a job like that?” I go, 
“What kind of father are you? 
What kind of man are you?” 
He has other ways to make 
money, so it’s not really a fair 
question. But that was fun-
ny to me. To think of his fa-
ther getting an opportuni-
ty like that and going, “You 
know what? I don’t think so. 
Sounds inconvenient.” 

[Looking over Raab’s shoul-
der] This is kind of a funny ta-
ble here, what you have be-
hind us, this Asian fivesome. 
You have a husband and wife 
with a new baby. And they’re 
across the table from, judg-
ing by the amount of eye 
makeup that woman has on, 
two friends of theirs who are 
dating. The vise is turning on 
that guy’s head click by click. 
Turn around. Look at this 
scene. This is a funny scene. 

“Here’s how a good idea works. You 
make it. Then it’s like you’re in a  
rodeo and you can’t get your hand out 
from under the rope. Now this thing 
is dragging you around in the dirt.”  

Larry David and Jerry Seinfeld on the set, 1998.

No. 08: A Great American Novel

Two couples.
SR: They got the one baby. 
JS: Yeah. And she’s looking 
across the table thinking,  
I’m this close. All I got to do 
is get this guy to act right. My 
friend Mario Joyner has a  
funny line. It’s not something 
he does in his act, but he’s a 
brilliantly funny guy about 
life. The wedding gown, the 
celebration, the aggrandize-
ment of the woman in this 
amazing outfit at the wed-
ding—she’s telling the world 
“I got one of these mother-
fuckers to act right.” 
SR: It’s true.
JS [looking at his watch]: Oh, 
God. I’m going to the Met 
game with my boys today. It’s 
a one o’clock start. 
SR: You ever think about just 
buying the Mets?
JS: Never even for a second. 
It would be an endless se-
ries of headaches morning till 
night. The peak of being a fan 
is a hotdog and a beer and 
a seat at the game. There’s 
nothing above that. Nothing 
above it. 
SR: I’m just going to stand  
because that’s the kind of 
guy I am.
JS: I’m not a woman. 
SR: I told my mother I was do-
ing an interview today. “Who 
with?” she asked. I said, “Jerry 
Seinfeld.” And she said, “We 
are so proud of you. We are 
very proud of you.”
JS: Thank you. That’s very 
nice. The burden of celebrity. 
C’mon. ≥

Midway through Fourth of July Creek (Ecco, 
$27)—Smith Henderson’s wise, gripping mon-
ster of a debut novel—a woman describes her 
mind as an old-time apothecary cabinet, its draw-
ers filled with buttons representing the various 
strands of trauma she endured both as a foster 
child and an adult battered by the world. Some-
times she acquires new buttons faster than she 
can stow them away. Sometimes they spill out. 
The same could be said of all Henderson’s emo-
tionally broken characters, who are often so in-
jured in childhood that they drink, smoke, steal, 
run, lie, brawl, and screw their way through the 
rest of their lives. 

Pete Snow, a social worker in Tenmile, Montana, 
in the early 1980s, drinks too much and cares too 
much. “I’m a disaster can’t wait to happen,” he 
says, which applies as much to him as to the cli-
ents in his care. They live in rusted-out trailers and 

splintery cabins. Their dogs bite. Their yards and 
living rooms are heaped with trash. Their hands 
seem always to be reaching for a cigarette or a 
gun. Snow can’t keep up with all the bruised, hol-
low-eyed children who populate the mountain 
community, but he cares for them obsessively—
even as he neglects his own wrecked family. Then 
Benjamin Pearl enters his life. A nearly feral boy, 
Benjamin lives in the mountains with his Bible-
thumping, rifle-toting survivalist father, Jeremiah,
who attracts local and then national attention for 
his antigovernment harangues and gun-running, 
which ensnares Snow in a federal manhunt. 

The assured voice, the rich characterization, the 
political backdrop, the sweeping plot, the great 
American novelness of it all don’t seem as though 
they could be the product of a debut novelist, but 
they are. This is a hell of a great book. 

—BENJAMIN PERCY

 C O N T I N U E D

 To read an excerpt from Fourth of July Creek, scan here with the Esquire2 app.

N O .  0 6   1 9 6 7  V O LV O  1 8 0 0 S  “You do 
something like Seinfeld once . . . and it’s thrill-
ing. . . . But once you’ve done it and you know how 
much work it is . . . you can’t fake that.” —Tina Fey

N O .  0 7   1 9 6 9  P O N T I A C 

G T O  “Honestly, I want to even 
know how you are sexually.”  
—Howard Stern

    



Montblanc Star Classique 

Crafted for New Heights

Manufactured in Switzerland,  
the Star Classique Automatic,  
with its slim 8.9 mm 18 K red gold  
case and its ergonomically shaped  
case back, is a fine companion  
for an elegant appearance.  
Visit and shop Montblanc.com
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MaHB 

Esquire cannot guarantee that this 
joke will be funny to everyone.*

NO. 09

Funny* Joke from  
a Beautiful Woman

A S  T O L D  B Y 

CHLOE BENNET

ABOUT THE JOKESTER:  
Chloe Bennet grew up on the South 
Side of Chicago but spent part of 
her teenage years as a pop star in 
Asia. (Her dad is Chinese.) “That was 
like my high school job. Some peo-
ple work at Subway. I happened to 
do something more dramatic.” Now 
that she’s strictly acting as an ass-
kicking hacker on ABC’s Marvel’s 
Agents of S.H.I.E.L.D., the 22-year-
old is putting to use the skills she 
gained roughhousing with her six 
brothers back in Chicago. “We 
would wrestle almost every night  
after dinner. My tactic was to call for 
my mom, they’d stop, and then I’d 
punch them. I throw a mean right 
hook.” As she’s likely to be warding 
of Marvel fanboys these days, it’s a 
strategy that should come in handy. 

—MATT GOULET

A FRENCH SPY, a German spy, 

and an Italian spy are captured, 

have their hands bound, and are 

interrogated. After two hours, the 

French spy gives up all his secrets. 

After four, the German spy tells  

the captors everything. 

After 24 hours, the Italian spy 

still won’t talk and is thrown into a 

cell with the others. The German 

and French spies, impressed, ask 

him how he managed not to cave. 

The Italian spy replies, “I  

wanted to, but I couldn’t move  

my hands.”

 To see Chloe Bennet tell a joke on video, scan here with the Esquire2 app.
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N O .  1 2   T H I S  L E T T E R

“Dear Bobby, I hate to bother you again, but I’ve become sick with all the trouble I’ve had recently. . . . You saved my life  
last summer, and I hope you will do it again now. You are an angel, and you always were. Love, Dad” —Robert De Niro Sr.  
writing to Robert De Niro Jr. while living in France in the ’60s, when his art career was floundering 

 To see a video clip of the goal in the diagram, scan here with the Esquire2 app.

In a new HBO documen-
tary, the late painter’s leg-
endary son takes viewers 
back to the heady days of 
the postwar art scene to 
make a case for his father’s 
greatness. 

ESQ: Why this movie now?
RD: I finally said, “I have 
to do this thing.” I wish I 
had done it 15 years earli-
er, when my mother was 
still alive.
ESQ: Every article about 
the film tends to empha-
size your father’s sexuali-
ty, yet it seems to play little 
role in his work or career.
RD: I feel that you have to 
tell the whole story. You 
can’t not have it there. I 
owed that to him, too.  
ESQ: What did he make of 
your fame?
RD: The equivalent is 
where siblings love each 
other but there’s resent-
ment and jealousy. But he 
was very proud of me, as I 
was of him always.
ESQ: Did you look to your 
father for guidance?
RD: My father and I didn’t 
have that kind of relation-
ship. I always tell my kids, 
“You must understand that 
I’m there for you. Anything 
you want to ask me, don’t 
be ashamed. Anything you 
have that you think is so ter-
rible, it’s not going to be so 
terrible. Believe me.” You 
know, one thing I want to 
say is—[long pause] I get 
a little emotional with this, 
I’m sorry. Take advantage 
of the time with your par-
ents. He wanted me to go 
to shows, and I didn’t go. 
My kids do the same thing 
to me. I wish I had done so 
many things with my father.

Remembering the Artist:  
Robert De Niro, Sr. pre-
mieres June 9 at 9:00 P.M. 
on HBO.

No. 11: Robert  
De Niro’s Dad

As an American soccer fan 

born and bred, I’m looking 

forward to this as maybe the 

most promising Cup ever. 

Here are my reasons.      

—JOHN KENNEY

THE GROUP OF DEATH

There’s always a Group of 

Death—a group of first-round 

opponents so formidable it’s 

like a gladiators’ arena: tough 

for anyone to make it out alive. 

This time, the U. S. is in it. So . . .

AMERICAN UPSETS

It just never gets old watching 

the U. S. surprise world soc-

cer powers. In the Group of 

Death, we’ve drawn Germa-

ny and Portugal. No one ex-

pects us to go any further. 

Yet in the last 20 years, the 

Americans have shown a 

stubborn insistence on defy-

ing expectations.

THERE WILL BE GOALS 

The best player in the world 

right now, Lionel Messi, is a 

goal-scoring genius from  

Argentina. The next best is 

Portuguese striker Cristiano 

Ronaldo. Both are fearless, au-

dacious attackers. Both come 

to the Cup at the peak of their 

powers. Both will be pushed to 

the limits of their talent.  

BRAZIL! 

See representative home fan, 

above.

NO WEE-HOUR KICKOFFS

This year, you can see matches 

live at civilized hours through-

out the day. So, lunch beers.

A CINDERELLA TEAM

Belgium, little Belgium, sud-

denly has players lighting up 

the best leagues in Europe.  

LANDON DONOVAN, 

CLINT DEMPSEY, 

MICHAEL BRADLEY,  

TIM HOWARD

Not to get carried away, but 

America’s best players from 

last time are all back and all in 

top form. This is arguably the 

deepest American team ever.  

The World Cup kicks off 

in Brazil June 12 and runs 

through July 13: one month, 

32 teams, 64 games, one 

world champ. First U. S. 

game: June 16, against Ghana,  

5:30 P.M. ET on ESPN.  

Classic counter: U. S. playing Algeria, 2010. Four players, 
120 yards, ten seconds, one thrilling American goal. 

COUNTERATTACKS LIKE THIS ONE
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 Watch, listen, share, and more—scan any page with the free Esquire2 app.

The grill you probably  
already have: a classic 22.5-inch  

Weber ($109). 

E AT  L I K E  A  M A N  W I T H  F R A N C I N E  M A R O U K I A N  A N D  T O N Y  A I A Z Z I

IF YOU DO NOT HAPPEN TO BE, SAY, A FIFTH-GENERATION BARBECUE  

PITMASTER WHO LIVES IN THE DEEP SOUTH AND GREW UP, YOU  

KNOW, SMOKIN’ HOGS, YOU STILL CAN SMOKE DELICIOUS, TENDER, RICH, SMOKY  

MEAT AND FISH USING THE GRILL YOU ALREADY OWN

As practiced by Native Americans, the long, slow smok-

ing of food to foster dehydration was a preservation tech-

nique necessary to bridge nature’s annual gap between 

summer abundance and late-winter scarcity. But unless 

you’re a new survivalist, smoking is no longer about food 

storage; it’s about food flavor, a modified cooking pro-

cess that can add depth and dimension to smaller cuts 

of meat and fish. 

In recent years, a bunch of designated smokers has hit 

the market, some with computer-controlled settings that 

require nothing more than pressing a button. Seems like 

cheating. Smoking is about deliberation, care, even love. 

It’s active, not passive. But with a little ingenuity, you can 

jury-rig a classic Weber charcoal grill (or any gas grill) into 

a backyard smoker. It’s a wonderfully imprecise science—

you’re constantly managing hot and cold spots and tinker-

ing with airflow to keep the wood chips smoking. But you’ll 

soon find your groove within smoking’s wide range of “per-

fect.” So what if this makeshift method doesn’t carry the 

same cred as a Texas pitmaster’s secret smoking technique 

that goes back five generations? It’s just your backyard, 

and you’ve got a leisurely afternoon and a cold six-pack.    
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M E AT S

> 1 chicken, about 3 ½ lbs, split in 
half (Splitting yields more sur-
face area for smoking.) Err on the 
side of a larger chicken, closer 
to 4 lbs than 3, which will be big 
enough to handle a longer cook-
ing time, so it picks up ample 
smoke flavor. 
> 1 ½-lb salmon fillet, thick, cen-
ter-cut with skin on (The skin 
side rests on the grill to help 
hold the fish together, keep it 
from sticking to the grill, and  
act as a barrier to the heat.)
> 2-lb coil uncooked sausage, 
like kielbasa or sweet Italian  
sausage, casing pierced  
here and there

C H I C K E N  B R I N E

> ½ gallon water (8 cups)
> ¼ cup kosher salt
> 2 Tbsp sugar
Mix water, salt, and sugar. Pour 
over chicken in a sealable con-
tainer big enough that the liquid 
covers it. Seal and refrigerate for 
at least 6 hours or overnight. Be-
fore cooking: Remove from brine, 
pat dry, and season with red or 
black pepper (no more salt).
T I P :  Lukewarm water helps dis-
solve the salt and sugar. (The 
addition of the cold chicken 
immediately cools the water.)

S A L M O N  C U R E

> 3 Tbsp brown sugar
> 3 Tbsp kosher salt
Mix sugar and salt and rub all
over salmon. Place on a plate
flesh-side down and refrigerate 
for at least 6 hours or overnight. 
(A brine forms as liquid is pulled 
from the fish, and you want to 
brine the flesh, not the skin.)

F I RST,  P R E PA R E  YO U R

Tips for Heat and Smoke Adjustment  

If you see little or 
no smoke coming 
out of the top vent, 
open the air vent on 
the bottom to intro-
duce more air. Be-
fore you get started, 

make sure the path-
way is clear of accu-
mulated ash. Open
and close the top
vent to help pull air 
from the bottom and 
build smoke. 

When the temper-
ature is running hot, 
there isn’t much you 
can do apart from 
lifting the lid to re-
lease heat and to let 
the coals burn of 

a bit. But this also 
stops the smoking
and gives the chips 
a chance to start 
burning. If this hap-
pens, flick a little wa-
ter on the chips.

> Aluminum-foil pan 
(7 ½-inch by 5-inch)

> charcoal briquettes, pref-
erably with extra smokiness 
(like mesquite-laced)

> wood chips made from any 
hardwood (often available 
wherever charcoal is sold) 

TIP:The wood chips must be 
soaked in water before use, 
but only long enough (about 
20 minutes) to prevent them 
from starting to burn before 
you add the meat. When the 
chips hit the heat, too much 
water creates steam, which 
can be mistaken for smoke. 
Best avoided.
1. Remove the cooking grate 

and set aside. Follow the in-
structions for your chim-
ney starter to prepare coals. 
When the coals are good and
hot (about 20 minutes), care-
fully pour them around the 
circumference of the grill 
[A]. Next, scatter about the 
same amount of fresh coals 
over the hot coals. Wait until 
the fresh coals catch, about 
5 to 7 minutes [B]. 
2. Place the aluminum pan 
in the center of the grill bot-
tom and fill three quarters 
with water [C]. This prevents 
flare-ups from fat drippings. 
3. Scatter three good hand-
fuls soaked wood chips over 
the hot coals.

4. Replace the grate. Put 
an oven thermometer right 
on the grill. The tempera-
ture should hover around 
300 degrees. Place chick-
en skin-side up, directly over 
the drip pan. Cover and set 
the top and bottom vents to 
half closed. Check temper-
ature every 20 minutes or 
so by lifting the lid just long 
enough to get a read. 
5. After an hour, add the 
salmon and sausage, replace 
the lid, and continue smok-
ing for another hour. Remove 
the chicken and fish, but 
place the sausage directly 
over the coals for a few min-
utes to get a nice char. 

> Al i f il

A B C

.   .   .   T H E N ,  I F  YO U ’ R E  U S I N G  A  

and sset asiide Follow the in-

B

4. Replace the grate. Put

C

T I P

Chicken and 
salmon can be smoked 

as is, but the simple steps 
of brining and curing pre-

serve moisture during 
cooking, which then 

retains the smoky 
flavor.
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Entry is FREE, FAST and EASY.  Go to 

NO PURCHASE NECESSARY TO ENTER OR WIN. A PURCHASE OR PAYMENT OF ANY KIND WILL NOT INCREASE YOUR CHANCES OF WINNING.   $100,000 WINDFALL FUND SWEEPSTAKES Sponsored by 
Hearst Communications, Inc. : How To Enter: Beginning February 1, 2014 at 12:01 AM (ET) through January 31, 2016 at 11:59 PM (ET), go to 100k.esquire.com, and complete and submit the entry form 
pursuant to the on-screen instructions. Odds of winning will depend upon the total number of eligible entries received. One (1) Winner will receive $100,000. Open to legal residents of the 50 United States 
and the District of Columbia, ages 13 years or older.  Void in Puerto Rico and where prohibited by law.  Sweepstakes subject to complete official rules available at 100k.esquire.com.

$100,000
ENTER FOR A CHANCE TO WIN

In Esquire’s 
Style Upgrade Sweepstakes

We’re giving away $100,000 to one lucky winner, 

and it could be you. Stock your closet with the 

finest Italian shoes. Wrap your wrist in a 

luxurious Swiss watch. Or line your shelves 

with custom-made suits from the 

best tailors in London.

So what are you waiting for? 
Get to the nearest hotspot and enter today.
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> Two aluminum-foil pans 
(7 ½-inch by 5-inch)
> wood chips made from 
any hardwood (often  
available wherever charcoal 
is sold)

1. Remove the cooking 
grate and set aside. Re-
gardless of the heating- 
element configuration of 
your gas grill (back to front 
or side by side), you’re go-
ing to turn on only half the 
heating elements. Put un-
soaked wood chips in the  
2 aluminum pans and place 
them directly over the heat-
ing elements you’re going 
to ignite. The chips don’t  
need to be soaked because 
they aren’t coming into di-
rect contact with the heat. 

Now turn on the elements 
to medium-to-medium-
low (about 300 degrees). 
This temperature should be 
maintained throughout the 
process. 
2. Replace the cooking grate.
Place chicken skin-side up 
on the unheated side of the 
grill, close lid, and allow to 
smoke over indirect heat  
for 1 hour. 
3. After an hour, add the 
salmon and sausage, re-
place lid, and continue
smoking for another hour. 
Remove the chicken and 

salmon to a serving platter 
and move the sausage over 
the heat for a few minutes 
to get a nice exterior char. 
Transfer to cutting board.
T I P :  If there is a need to add 
more chips (they may burn 
during the long cooking 
process), it should be  
done carefully, as the grate 
will be hot.

Francine Maroukian and  
Tony Aiazzi are cofounders 
of the Workshop Kitchen, a 
Philadelphia-based culinary 
development team.

N O .  1 4   H O T  S P I C E 

A grill isn’t the only way to fire up summer food. Call 
upon Saint Lucifer: salt, spice, and heat that stays 
right where you shake it. $6; saintluciferspice.com.

N O .  1 5   H O T  S A U C E 

Pour on a second skin of flavor with Hank Sauce in four 
concoctions, from the hidden heat of Camouflage to 
the herbiness of Cilanktro. $6; hanksauce.com.

.   .   .   O R ,  I F 
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No. 16: A Great 
Canadian Novel

In the opening of Craig 
Davidson’s third nov-
el, Cataract City (Gray-
wolf Press, $16), Dun-
can Diggs—gambler, 
fighter, inmate serv-
ing an eight-year sen-
tence for murder—
walks out of prison and 
climbs into the car of 
his childhood buddy, 
Owen Stuckey. Owen 
is a cop. In some ways, 
the two friends always 
have been an awkward 
pair, emerging from dif-
ferent kinds of fami-
lies, diferent kinds of 
neighborhoods, dif-
ferent kinds of mon-
ey. But they’re linked 
by their abduction, at 
age 12, by a down-and-
out pro wrestler who 
drove them deep in-
to the woods, popped 
too many pills, and 
dropped dead, leav-
ing them lost. The or-
deal bound them for 
life, but their friendship, 
haunted by violence, is 
strained now by a love 
triangle (a predictable 
plot development,  
perhaps, but expertly  
wrought here) and a 
dangerous smuggling 
operation. Davidson, 
who has written for Es-
quire, deftly alternates 
the story’s point of 
view, giving each man 
his gritty say and also 
swinging between the 
past and the present, 
the constant rotation 
like a blistering one-two 
punch. Cataract City is 
a thriller with a big brain 
and a bruised heart. 

—BENJAMIN PERCY
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Gifts to Give 
the Man Who 

Made You
FATHER’S DAY IS JUNE 15. BUT YOU KNEW 

THAT. THIS YEAR, GIVE YOUR DAD SOMETHING 

 THAT, EVEN IF HE DOESN’T LIKE IT, YOU  

KNOW YOU WILL. AND DON’T FORGET TO CALL.

 MERIWETHER OF MONTANA  

 MINIMALIST LAMP 

Handmade from Pennsylvania 
walnut, with a woven-cloth cord, 
antique-style plug, and bright 
Edison bulb. He’ll appreciate the 
craftsmanship even if he doesn’t 
know where to put it. Try the 
bookshelf. Or maybe next to the 
bed. ($145; mwmade.com)

 No. 20: CLEAR  

 VIEW CLIO BLUETOOTH 

 SPEAKER 

Bluetooth speak-
ers are every-

N O .  1 7   A  W O R L D - C U P  L E X I C O N  (See page 34.)

Nutmeg v0�Je�Zh_XXb[�j^[�XWbb�X[jm[[d�Wd�effed[dj¿i�b[]i"�j^[�kbj_cWj[�̂ kc_b_Wj_ed$���Kff[h�/&�n: Corner of the goal  
\ehc[Z�Xo�YheiiXWh�WdZ�feij1�m^[h[�oek�mWdj�oekh�i^ej�je�]e$���9Wj[dWYY_e�n: An enragingly defensive-minded strategy, from 
j^[�?jWb_Wd�mehZ�\eh�¼Zeeh�Xebj$½���J_a_#jWaW�n: A short-passing style epitomized by Spain; as annoying as its name implies. 

 To read an excerpt from Mr. Mercedes, scan here with the Esquire2 app.

 No. 19: AMAZON  

 FIRE TV 

Amazon’s new  
set-top box is up to 
three times faster 
than Apple TV and 
Roku. Its ASAP fea-
ture automatically 
preloads any show 
you hover over or 
click on, so if he
does decide to 
watch something, 
there’s barely any 
bufering. Plus, he 
can search for ti-
tles just by speak-
ing to the remote 
control. Not that he 
will, but he could. 
($99; amazon.com)

where, and for 
the most part all 
of them are fine. 
But none look as 
good as the Clio. 
The acrylic glass, 
which is only one 
millimeter thick, 
vibrates to trans-
mit sound and is 
accompanied by a 
two-inch woofer 
in the aluminum 
base. The Clio may 
be pricier than oth-
er options, but it’s 
still nothing com-
pared with what 
your braces cost 
him. ($349; clear-
viewaudio.com)

 No. 21: QUIRKY PROP 

 POWER PRO 

 EXTENSION CORD 

Whether he’s  
at the workbench,  
on a ladder, or  
setting up saw-
horses in the back-
yard, the Prop 
Power Pro has a 
flexible head that 
wraps around any-
thing and holds its 
position, provid-
ing outlets right 
where he needs 
them, not on the 
ground. Some-
one should have 
thought of this 
a long time ago. 
($25; quirky.com)

No. 22: A Great Stephen King Novel
It starts this way: Hundreds of unemployed men 
and women line up outside a civic center for a job 
fair. The year is 2009, when “everything had turned 
to shit.” Dawn comes and fog gathers and head-
lights cut through it. Then an engine roars, and a 
car plows through the crowd, killing eight people.

This is not the demonic ’58 Plymouth Fury from 
Stephen King’s 1983 classic, Christine. It’s a Mer-
cedes-Benz SL500 in his new novel, Mr. Mercedes 
(Scribner, $30)—because at the depths of the 
Great Recession, what better weapon than the 
chariot of the 1 percent? King’s Under the Dome 
was very much a post-9/11 horror novel, and Mr. 
Mercedes is another, better, more gripping por-
trait of a midwestern city wearied and nerve-
frayed by terrorism and a crushing economy. 

The killer—a man in a clown mask—escapes. 
This is Brady Hartfield, who calls himself “just an-

other drone.” Hartfield gets a charge from killing 
because it lets the world know he’s alive. What 
matters to him is “cutting the skin of the world 
and leaving a scar. That’s all history is after all: scar 
tissue.” He begins a game of cat and mouse with 
Bill Hodges, the detective who retired before he 
could catch the Mercedes killer. Midway through 
the book, Hodges’s sultry love interest hires him 
out as a P. I. and pops a fedora on his head, a detail 
that suits the book perfectly. The novel will get filed 
carelessly in the horror section, because that’s how 
readers identify King’s work, but Mr. Mercedes be-
longs on the shelf next to works by Thomas Har-
ris, Michael Connelly, and James M. Cain, to whom 
it’s dedicated. It’s a gripping, page-turning crime 
thriller that holds up a mirror to the anxieties of 
our times. It’s not a whodunit. Its questions are 
why and how and what next? —BENJAMIN PERCY
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Got a sex question of your own?  
E-mail it to us at sex@esquire.com.

Yes, it is my preferred method. 

Sleep-related abnormal sex-

ual behaviors, or “sexsomnia,” 

as they are collectively and 

colloquially known, are invol-

untary sexual behaviors per-

formed while asleep and often 

to mixed reviews. Sexsomnia is 

a parasomnia, like sleepwalking 

or teeth grinding, and should, 

incidentally, include both of 

those if you’re doing it right. 

It has not been widely studied, 

but we know that it’s more com-

mon in men and those with pri-

or sleep disorders, and when 

both partners have it, it’s called 

“marriage.”

What precedes a bout of sleep 

sex is something Sharon Ann-

Marie Chung of the Sleep Re-

search Unit at the University  

Health Network in Toronto 

describes as a “fragmentation 

of arousals during deep sleep, 

slow-wave sleep,” and some-

times, I assume, chillwave sleep. 

It can manifest simply as mas-

turbation or can encompass “the 

full scope,” Chung says—and, it 

should be noted, at most places  

the Full Scope does include 

anal. Even those without previ-

ous sleep disorders can get into 

sleep sex (and earn up to $1,500 

a week—ask me how). Sleep 

fragmenters like booze, uppers, 

an ill-placed Maine Coon, and 

simple stress can bring it on. If 

you can’t wait that long, ask your 

doctor about Ambien, “which 

has a whole host of bizarre be-

havioral effects that arise from 

sleep and often without mem-

ory,” says Dr. Michel Cramer 

Bornemann, lead investigator 

of Sleep Forensics Associates. 

Should you ever want to return 

to conscious sex, ask your doc-

tor about benzos, which treat 

sexsomnia. Best of luck, and 

don’t forget to warn the other 

campers.

No. 25: I was watching 

The Americans and saw 

an extremely graphic 

act of oral sex. Who de-

cides what is too risqué 

to show on television?

Well, I was watching the Amer-

icans who live across the street 

eat dinner the other night and it 

was repulsive, so I think I have 

some understanding of your 

experience. 

The FCC regulates all the hot 

stuff on TV. I’m not sure who 

over there does cable—I think 

it might be Gary—but anyway, 

it’s mostly concerned with the 

free channels. The channels you 

pay for are your problem. “The 

FCC is supposed to do some-

thing with cable, but they’re not 

exactly sure what,” says Patricia 

Longstaff, professor of commu-

nications law and policy at Syr-

acuse University. Shows with 

racy content are typically con-

fined to between 10:00 P.M. and 

6:00 A.M.—when kids are busy 

sending one another dick pics 

and unlikely to be watching. If 

the FCC gets a complaint, it’ll 

investigate, so if you wouldn’t 

mind describing what you saw 

in lurid detail, slowly, pausing 

at times, repeating things, citing 

comparable works, and attach-

ing images where necessary, I’ll 

see that they get it.

No. 26  
And Other 
Topics

 Watch, listen, share, and more—scan any page with the free Esquire2 app, available on iOS or Android. 

N O .  2 3   A  R E F R E S H E R  O N  P R O P E R  O G L I N G

1. Never rest your gaze on the person you wish to appreciate. It should appear as if she walked between you and what you  
were really trying to look at, like the Jersey Boys ad on that bus. 2. No whistling, sighing, or guttural noises. 3. If you are wearing 
sunglasses, realize that it doesn’t make a diference. 4. Don’t forget to keep walking, preferably out of the path of that bus.

Why aren’t English 
words male or 
female?
That crap wouldn’t 
fly here. 

Why do so many  
rich guys have  
long hair?
The real question  
is how did hippies 
get rich?

Who is still using 
pay phones?
Most of my dealers, 
actually.

How often does  
the president get  
a haircut?
Every other Wed-
nesday at two. Don’t 
call him then.

Why don’t  
Europeans wear 
shorts?
Because Ameri-
cans do. 

How much does 
Kevin Federline 
weigh now, anyway?
Good question. Let’s 
ask him when he 
gets back with our 
cofee.
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N O .  2 7   E V E N  M O R E  M O N E Y

Two public companies, Gogo, Inc. and Global Eagle Entertainment Inc., provide airlines with the technology for in-flight  
WiFi. Neither has much operating history or turned a profit yet, and the “best” technology has not been established. But both 
have contracts with major airlines. The profit-making potential for this niche is large. —K. K. 

Moving people from place to place by airplane is a marvel of 

technology and ambition. But it’s the worst business in history.

One might think airlines should be rolling in cash. They pro-

vide an essential service. There is no substitute. There will be no 

substitute for at least several decades. There is little competition 

and that competition is declining. There are huge barriers to entry 

and nearly unlimited freedom in pricing. Yet, miraculously, most 

airlines have lost money over extended periods, and Southwest 

Airlines is the only major carrier that has not spent time in bank-

ruptcy during the last decade. (And even it has storm clouds on 

the horizon, with contracts up for negotiation and huge looming 

capital expenditures to bring obsolete technology up-to-date.)

Every customer, shareholder, bondholder, or operator of an 

airline ends up hating it. Airlines are on the hook for bad weath-

er, roller-coaster fuel prices (fuel expenses in 2012 were 40 per-

cent of passenger revenue, compared with 10 percent in 1998), 

huge up-front capital expenditures, a nearly all unionized and 

highly skilled workforce, ludicrous government regulation, ter-

rorism, interest-rate hikes, and economic downturns.

So why am I, for the first time in 20 years of writing about 

stocks and investing, bullish on the industry? 

The major carriers finally got their act together. After a brutal 

period of consolidation, four companies are responsible for 70 

percent of national passenger air traffic: Delta Air Lines (DAL, 

combo of Delta and Northwest), Southwest Airlines (LUV), 

United Continental Holdings (UAL, combo of United and Con-

tinental), American Airlines Group (AAL, combo of American, 

US Airways, America West Airlines). In late April, Delta’s market 

cap was more than $30 billion. The other three traded at mar-

ket caps of $16 to $17 billion. And this sector has been red hot 

recently: All of them are trading up more than 35 percent over 

the last six months. (AAL has traded only since December 2013.) 

Here is a list of what’s gone right:

1. The airlines have mostly gotten out from under unfa-

vorable labor and/or debt agreements, thanks to the mulli-

gan of bankruptcy. 2. Due to industry consolidation, there’s 

little apples-to-apples competition among carriers. 3. Fuel  

prices have been relatively stable, and the outlook for them 

is stable as well. 4. Pricing is under control. Customers have 

digested the fact that they have to pay for food and drinks, 

early boarding, baggage, and WiFi. 5. Load factor: The per-

centage of seats occupied has been steadily improving, 

partly because the airlines have been taking advantage of 

technology to sell seats more effectively. 

I expect that this business rally will continue, and not 

just because the economic recovery is likely to continue 

after the industry’s being down so long. And that’s why 

the stock I like best is . . . none of the above. 

Huh? Look, there are no Amazons or Googles in this 

group. Three of these four companies have just come out 

of Chapter 11, and their stocks are already flying. I don’t 

know which, if any, will benefit most from the strong trends.

No, the best investment in this gold mine is in the shovel 

makers: Boeing (BA) and Airbus Group (EADSY).

Boeing and Airbus are the end result of a Darwinian pro-

cess. The world can support dozens—maybe hundreds—of 

carriers. Vietnam has at least one airline. The United Arab 

Emirates has several. China has many China-only airlines and 

will probably have more. But just two companies make the air-

craft overwhelmingly used by them all. 

The barriers to entry to building an aircraft are far greater 

than those to operate one. Companies may develop competing 

technology for individual elements of air travel, but no one in 

our lifetime is going to do to Boeing and Airbus what Amazon 

did to Borders and Netflix did to Blockbuster and Warby Park-

er is going to do to Luxottica. 

Google, Samsung, Amazon, and Facebook are not going to jump 

into the airline business, and if they did, they wouldn’t build the 

planes. If any future innovations don’t come from Boeing or Air-

bus, they will either buy those innovations or outsource those 

elements to the companies that made them. Either way, they’ll 

benefit if someone figures out a better way to make an airplane.

Much of the commercial air fleet is getting old and needs to be 

replaced. And entirely new areas of the globe with huge popu-

lations are turning to air travel for the first time ever.

Now I do have a pick: Boeing. 

For one thing, it has not enjoyed the six-month stock-price run 

its customers have, ending in April about where it was in October. 

But a look at its revenues over the past five years inspires some 

drooling: $87 billion in 2013 (up about a third since the lull of 2010) 

and profits of $4.6 billion. The mean target price is $151—a nice 

bump from the $120’s, where it spent much of the spring. I think 

it could go higher still, for the industry-related reasons above and 

also because of the capital quest undertaken as money searches 

for a real business with a giant cash flow while it escapes from 

Internet companies that barely sport revenue, let alone profits.

I have seen this soaring-stock-market movie before. It ends 

badly for a lot of investors. But not for those who pick great com-

panies in dominant positions in industries that outlast even the 

seismic changes undoing the world around them. ≥

The Worst
Business in History

EVERYBODY IN IT HATES THE AIRLINE BUSINESS.  

BUT SUDDENLY IT LOOKS LIKE THERE’S MONEY TO BE MADE.

THE PORTFOLIO  BY KEN KURSON

 Watch, listen, share, and more—scan any page with the free Esquire2 app, available on iOS or Android.
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Our ninth annual celebration of America’s best bars,  
our ever-growing list of those exceptional, harmonious, 
radiant, and occasionally unruly places to have a drink.  

As always, we’re guided by DAV I D  WO N D R I C H , Esquire’s  
favorite drinking partner and America’s foremost cocktail 

historian. Now, on with it already. We’re thirsty. 
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Back before Prohibition, if you gave the bartender a 

quarter, in most saloons he’d hand you back a cock-

tail plus either 15 cents change or a token good for a 

second drink. In a few bars, though, all you’d get for your two bits 

was the cocktail. From Bangor to Bakersfield, Seattle to Sarasota, 

a “two-bit saloon” (how that modifying phrase came to mean the 

opposite of what it meant back then we’ll never know) was a place 

where the glassware was clean, the liquors genuine, the decor rich 

in mahogany and brass, and the bartenders skilled in the fine art 

of mixing manhattans and juleps, punches, fizzes, and pousse- 

cafés. Every town worth anything had at least one. As Alf Doten, 

editor of the Gold Hill, Nevada, Daily News remarked back in 1879, 

when the last two-bit saloon in the town closed, “Now that there 

is nothing but ten-cent shebangs,” he might as well close up his 

paper. The town was done. 

Until five or six years 

ago, give or take, by Do-

ten’s standard most of the 

U. S. wasn’t worth setting 

up shop in. Prohibition had 

killed the two-bit saloon, 

and despite comeback efforts here and there in the mid-

dle of the last century, in large tracts of the country it nev-

er really did. Even in New York, San Francisco, and New 

Orleans, arguably the three most dedicated saloon cities of 

old, you could find only a handful of bars in each that had 

that classic combination of skill, selection, and what Dale 

DeGroff, dean of modern bartenders, calls “surroundings 

of substance.” But by the late 2000s, most of those were ac-

tually in fact new bars, run by enthusiastic, talented people 

who had no problem with training their bartenders to the 

high standards of a century ago. In the fullness of time, the 

young men and women who received that training blew 

around the U. S. like so many dandelion seeds, and every-

where one of them landed there was suddenly a bar that 

stocked 22 kinds of bitters and carved ice balls by hand.  

When a midsized town like, say, Kingston, New York—90 

miles north of New York City and nobody’s idea of an ur-

ban center—can support a bar with first-rate craft cock-

tails, local microbrews, and all the other trappings we’ve 

come to expect, you know we’re in a different world. King-

ston’s Stockade Tavern, as wonderful as it may be (and it is 

indeed wonderful), is hardly unique. In fact, few of these 

new places are. They’re simply good: You can walk into a 

place like Attaboy in New York, the Hawthorne in Boston, 

or Rye in Baltimore and know even before you sit down 

that your manhattan will most likely be properly propor-

tioned, made with good rye whiskey, as the Lord intended, 

and dashed with bitters. It will be stirred elegantly, strained 

into a chilled cocktail coupe, and garnished with an artisti-

cally flourished twist. What used to be remarkable is now 

commonplace and unremarkable.

Frankly, we think we’re lucky to have reached this point. 

If you go to Paper Plane in Atlanta, the Shady Lady in Sac-

ramento, or Raven & Rose in Portland, Oregon, to name an-

other three of our recent favorites, you’ll find in each well-

conceived original cocktails, a sure hand with the classics, 

a wide range of fine spirits (Canon, in Seattle, even has an exten-

sive collection of antique bottles to try), personable, engaged young 

bartenders, and an absence of large-screen TVs, promotional crap-

ola, and woo-hooing Brosephuses. For the first time since Prohi-

bition bit, there’s a standard for what makes a first-class bar, and 

people are willing to pay $12 a cocktail (and up) for that—rough-

ly double the price of a cocktail in a regular joint. Welcome to the 

new two-bit saloon.

That doesn’t mean these new two-bitters are all alike, or even 

all good. We’ve been to plenty of places where they’ve bought the 

fancy ice machine and the Japanese barware, made all the bitters 

and syrups, and hired all the tattooed young women and beard-

ed young men, and the drinks still aren’t worth shit. (That hap-

pened back in the day, too.) But in our experience, most of them are  

pretty damn good. Some are great. 

For more on these places, see The Bars list, next page. 

TWO-BIT SALOONS, REALLY. THEY’RE ALL PRETTY 
MUCH THE SAME. AND THAT’S WONDERFUL. 

BY DAVID WONDRICH
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No garnishes. If you desire a garnish, you may bring your own.      Assholes will be banned.    

    



Get Esquire’s The Biggest Black 
Book Ever—FREE for 21 days. 
This essential edition is your personal roadmap 

to success in everything from work, women, 

and grooming to etiquette, wardrobe, black tie 

events and more. 

With wit and authority Esquire’s experts reveal:

NOT AVAILABLE IN STORES" 

Go to: www.Esquire.com/biggest

Esquire’s The Biggest 
Black Book Ever 
is THE essential 

guide for successful 
men. Read it FREE 
for 21 days and get 

a FREE GIFT"

Discover the Secrets 

You Need to Succeed!
Over 1,037 

essential skills 
every man 

needs to 
know...

�  4 shirts every man should own. Style secret is 

on page 117. 

�  3 things you should never bring to a meeting. 
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�  Get fast service at a crowded bar. Page 73 

makes you a happy-hour hero.

�  Make an off-the-rack blazer look like 

it was tailor made. Page 109.  

�  3 secrets for beating jet lag. Read page 21 

and feel great the moment you land.

�  How to check out women without getting 

caught. Page 34 is a lifesaver.

�  And so much more!
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BLUE MOON 
Seattle

YOU’RE HAVING: A PINT OF— 
WELL, NOT BLUE MOON

When I walk into the ram-

shackle, Repeal-era Blue 

Moon, a Hot Tuna live album 

is playing. I’m 53 years old, 

and so I remember Hot  

Tuna. Couple guys from Jef-

ferson Airplane riffing fuzz-

ily and lengthily away on old 

blues and ragtime standards, 

electric guitars set to kill. Too 

grungy for hippie music, too 

meandering for rock ’n’ roll. 

I haven’t heard them in a bar 

since, like, 1979. As I sit there 

drinking my pints—16 taps, 

mostly local—the whole al-

bum plays. I have to admit, it 

sounds kinda good, but may-

be that’s because I’m sit-

ting in, as the sign says, “The 

David J. Olson Booth for 

the Study of Labor and Liq-

uid Dynamics,” with a pic-

ture of himself smiling down 

at me, and because there are 

books stacked up in the space 

behind the booth and dogs 

roaming around and the reg-

ulars are friendly and the bar-

tender good at his job. Later 

there are bands and singers, 

some of them good. It’s all too 

rock ’n’ roll for a hippie bar, 

too mellow for a punk one. 

It’s very Seattle. 712 North-

east 45th Street; 206-675-9116

CANON: WHISKEY AND  
BITTERS EMPORIUM
Seattle

YOU’RE HAVING: A SHROUDED 

ROULETTE

The reigning craft-cocktail 

joint in the Pacific Northwest. 

Canon is so deep in its game 

that it even used Angostura 

bitters to stain the woodwork. 

928 12th Avenue; 206-552-9755 

RUM CLUB
Portland, Oregon

YOU’RE HAVING: AN OLD 

QUARTERMASTER

Precision rum drinks in a 

friendly, out-of-the-way cor-

ner of PDX. Eschews the 

classic two-bit-saloon decor 

A historic—literally: it’s on the National Register 
of Historic Places—Victorian carriage house (the 

robber-baron kind) with cocktails to match. 1331 Southwest 
Broadway; 503-222-7673 

but has all the two-bit-saloon 

skills. 20 Southeast Sandy 

Boulevard; 503-265-8807

SHADY LADY SALOON
Sacramento

YOU’RE HAVING: A SEASONAL 

OLD-FASHIONED

Gold Rush bordello de-

cor and extravagant tipples. 

1409 R Street; 916-231-9121

FROLIC ROOM
Los Angeles

YOU’RE HAVING: A DRY MARTINI

Midcentury swank (the mu-

rals, caricatures of Golden Age 

of Film celebrities, date to 1963) 

meets Social Distortion. The 

bow-tied, black-vested bar-

tenders spend their evenings 

pouring out strong martinis and 

cheap beer to a mixed crowd 

of rock ’n’ rollers, punks, hus-

tlers, oldsters, and street peo-

ple—whoever washes up in 

Hollywood and gets caught in 

its vortex, waiting for the lo-

custs to come. 6245 Holly-

wood Boulevard; 323-462-5890

CORAZÓN Y MIEL
Bell, California  

YOU’RE HAVING: A RON BULL

A 1960s-era suburban cocktail 

lounge turned into an adven-

turous Nuevo Latino restau-

rant. The drinks are spot-on 

and the bar snacks memo-

rable. 6626 Atlantic Avenue; 

323-560-1776

THE PASTRY WAR
Houston

YOU’RE HAVING: TAMALES. 

MESCAL. POOL TABLES.

This offshoot of the Anvil,  

RAVEN & ROSE 
Portland, Oregon     YOU’RE HAVING: A COLBURN BARRELL’S MAPLE LEAF

THIS YEAR’S CRAWL STARTS ON THE WEST COAST, THEN MEANDERS EAST

Children, too.      Please leave the bar in single fle, with an interval of at least 15 feet between each patron.    Do 

 For an interactive map of all our Best Bars ever, scan here with the Esquire2 app.
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I was on the road in northwest In-
diana, near Gary, in a place they 
call “the Region”—where grass 

often grows chest high in the failing, willy-nil-
ly cracks of deserted parking lots. The Region
is grim—gritty and a little dangerous. General-
ly, you just move through. But me, I don’t trav-
el in recommended ways—I favor secondary 
roads, and—best personal habit of them all—
I bar-dive. That is, I look for the seediest, most 
old-timey bar I can find, a place that scares me 
a little, and I go in there to drink. A place front-
ed by a line of motorcycles. Or one dotted by 
a single aluminum door stuck in a cinder-block 
wall, with a cardboard sign 
reading: JUTEBOX . The kinds 
of places your mother—not 
to mention cops, friends, 
every instinct in your gut—
warned you about. In bar-
diving, you ignore all that, 
you mount trivial fears and 
whisk aside prejudices you 
didn’t know you possessed. 
You drink your drink and ask 
nothing of the place other-
wise. It’s not anthropology. 
It’s not for observation or note taking. It’s not a 
dare. You nut up and walk into the saloon.

It’s trespass-drinking, and done right it reminds 
you why you started drinking in the first place. 

That night in the Region, I knew the time to 
dive was approaching. On this very trip, I’d bar-
dived the Brother’s Lounge in Gary and Piggy’s 
Lounge in Whiting. Scary little bars. I could have 
gone back, but I never dive the same place twice. 
I have bar-dived forever: rural Maine; ancient vil-
lages along the northern Mississippi; Tuscaloo-
sa; Cedar Key, Florida; Utica, New York; Augusta, 
Georgia; Billings, Montana; outside of Houston; in 
the corroded crescent of the Great Lakes—Gary, 
Toledo, Cleveland, Erie, and too many times to 
count in my hometown of Rochester. I’ve walked 
in on women with one tit out on the bar, guys trad-
ing guns, absurdly friendly bridge games, leath-
er nights in gay bars, and Music Man sing-alongs 
at cocktail lounges with plywood screwed down 
over the windows. But most of the time, I’m met 

not speak and keep your eyes on the ground. We’re kidding!     A gentleman speaks to a lady only when she has 

Houston’s, and Texas’s, reign-

ing two-bit saloon, is some-

thing different: not a cock-

tail bar so much as a cantina, 

strongly devoted to tequi-

la and mescal. (The name 

refers to the French-Mex-

ican war of 1838–39, trig-

gered by a Mexico City mob 

trashing a Frenchman’s pa-

tisserie.) Sure, the cock-

tails are impeccable. And 

yet it’s got pool tables, ta-

males, and shots and beers. 

The best of both worlds. 310 

Main Street; 713-225-3310

BROUSSARD’S

New Orleans 

YOUÕRE HAVING: A SAZERAC

The legendary Paul Gustings, 

the man who put the crust 

in crusty, is behind the bar at 

this old New Orleans war-

horse, recently refurbished. 

Enough said. 819 Conti Street; 

504-581-3866 

PALMER’S BAR 

Minneapolis

YOUÕRE HAVING: BOURBON NEAT, 
BEER BACK

There are dives and dives in 

this world. There’s the type 

Guy Fieri calls out, old joints 

that might not feel like they 

need to get their hair done  

before seeing company but 

are nonetheless fundamen-

tally clean and comfortable 

and unchallenging. Then 

there’s Palmer’s. Consider, 

for example, the “Wall  

BY TOM CHIARELLA

with a less anachronistic, more sensible world—
people drinking quietly, dust motes in window 
light, jukeboxes with songs that prove useful to 
my travels. Just bars. Bars owned by someone, 
somewhere, but possessed by the people who 
go there every night.

To do it right, you have to have some rules: 
Make your behavior small. No texting. And  
don’t be a twat by asking after craft beers. Or-
der whisky. Blended whisky—Canadian Club, 
Seagram’s, with a local draft beer—Utica Club, 
Genny, Rolling Rock, Dixie, Pabst. Sit at the 
corner of the bar if you can—better sight lines. 
And may God have mercy on your soul if you 

write about it in a leather-
bound journal. Don’t act or 
play roles. Don’t watch Fox 
News. People have been 
staring straight at the wall 
for centuries. It’s 15 min-
utes. If it makes you feel 
uncomfortable, then may-
be you’ll learn the greatest 
lesson of the bar-dive: You 
have to be comfortable be-
ing uncomfortable. 

I took a deep breath, 
jogged from the car to the bar door, crick-crack-
led across one broken glass, and I tried to fo-
cus. Through the window I could see there was 
a 50-something female bartender and a little cir-
cle of five ex-Marines in baseball caps at the far 
end of the bar, arguing a little. When I pulled the 
door handle, there was a sudden clicking sound, 
but the door was locked.

This was a little place in East Chicago, Indiana. 
Walt’s Tavern. The only lamplit tavern a half mile 
in either direction. Two motorcycles parked on 
the sidewalk. And the broken glass. Bare light-
bulbs throwing weak-ass halos on the cement. 
Cold. From inside the bar no one looked at me. 
Maybe they had locked me out. Maybe I shouldn’t 
have tried going in there in the first place. I gave 
my best friendly wave and turned back to my 
car. The door latch clicked again. Someone un-
locked the door. And I went in, because the beer 
and whiskey are a fact, even when nothing else 
is certain at all. 
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of Shame” behind the bar: 30 

or 40 slips of paper tacked to a 

bulletin board, all saying things 

like “Jose ‘Joe’ 86’d for being a 

fool,” or “86’d . . . gutter punk 

for showing me his dick when 

he was cut off.” Or the clien-

tele, which does not exclude 

street people and the sort of 

untidy old men and women 

who drink bottom-shelf blend-

ed whiskey and make M.B.A.’s 

shudder. The urinal is a 

trough. There are punks at the 

tables and there’s punk art on 

the wall. The drinks are cheap 

(make sure to get a beer back 

with your shots, which are 

poured double), and the gar-

den pleasant, at least in those 

three months of the year when 

you can stand to be outdoors in 

central Minnesota. 500 Cedar 

Avenue; 612-333-7625 

THE ROOSEVELT

Richmond

YOU’RE HAVING: A QUOIT CLUB 

PUNCH

Like a southern country store: 

pleasant, casual, and very hos-

pitable, with damn tasty drinks 

made from mostly local ingre-

dients. 623 North 25th Street; 

804-658-1935

PAPER PLANE

Decatur, Georgia 

YOU’RE HAVING: AN ISLE OF DOGS

Clean, elegant lines and clean, 

elegant mixology. Unpre-

tentious. 340 Church Street; 

404-377-9308

RYE

Baltimore

YOU’RE HAVING: A DIAMOND-

BACK NO. 5

Redeeming Fell’s Point, 

one cocktail at a time. Okay, 

more than one. Hey, it’s Bal-

timore. 807 South Broadway;  

443-438-3296

KELLY’S IRISH TIMES 

Washington, D. C.

YOU’RE HAVING: BUSHMILLS 10 
MALT, NEAT

This is the kind of place 

where a president will take 

his annual Saint Paddy’s Day 

sip o’ Guinness. If D. C. had 

an official designated dive, 

this would be it. The depth 

frst spoken to him or when she waves him in with two aircraft-marshaling wands and a wink. We’re kidding!       

SIGNS YOU’RE IN  
A “NEW SALOON”

An ice program

Barrel-aged cocktails

Bottle-aged cocktails

Vintage spirits

Custom-bottled spirits

50 syrups in little bot-
tles taking up the mid-

dle of the bar

Big Japanese mixing 
glasses

Even bigger Japanese 
mixing glasses

Loooooong bar spoons 

Cask ale

Rules

Underaged whiskey

Small plates

“Did you make a 
reservation?”

SIGNS YOU’RE IN A 
REGULAR OLD BAR

Jukebox

Seagram’s Seven 
Crown

Pay phone

Bottle-aged beer

Complimentary Beer 
Nuts not considered a 

“small plate”

Is that a cat over there?

to which they pour their 

Irish whiskey makes up for 

any coolness from the bar-

tenders. 14 F Street NW; 

202-543-5433 

ATTABOY

New York

YOU’RE HAVING: A PENICILLIN 

(THE COCKTAIL, NOT THE 

MEDICATION)

What you imagine an inti-

mate New York cocktail bar 

looks and feels like if you’ve 

never been to New York. 

(That’s a good thing.) 134  

Eldridge Street; no phone

GOLDEN CADILLAC

New York 

YOU’RE HAVING: A GOLDEN 

CADILLAC

The 1970s viewed through 

a craft-cocktail lens. Craft 

Jell-O shots, improved dis- 

co cocktails. Fun. 13 First  

Avenue; 212-995-5151

The French Quarter is packed with bars. Some of 
them are true pieces of American history that have 

been there for a century and more. A great many others are 
prefab tourist traps without history or sense of place, the kind 
of joint you find in Daytona, Branson, Austin’s Sixth Street, or 
any other place where the good times are MTV-approved. 
There are a few places, however—too few, really—that are nei-
ther old museums nor numbnut rodeos. Erin Rose, a late-night 
favorite with bartenders and their ilk, is one: cheap and lively, 
even rowdy. But the music is good, the drinks are strong, and 
a surprising number of the people you’ll find guzzling there 
are local. And if it’s too crowded, as it sometimes gets, the 
Last Call, across the street, is pretty much just as good. 811 

Conti Street; 504-522-3573

ERIN ROSE

New Orleans     YOU’RE HAVING: A FROZEN IRISH COFFEE
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  No devices on the bar.  You may check your device once every hour.     No photos.    You may text only to look 

Um . . . excuse me, bartender? You’re shaking that cocktail shaker pretty hard, and 
your face is awfully close to my glass, especially with that twisting, spritzing, exces-
sive stirring thing and the fancy pour. Oh . . . wait, wait, no, no! Please don’t dip your 
straw into my cocktail, then in your mouth. No need to test it. We both know it’s per-
fect. Hey, I know you’re really into your craft and I appreciate your hyperfocus, I  
really do, the drinks are fantastic. But if you get one of your beard hairs in my cock-
tail, I’m going to flip the fuck out. I’m really 95 percent there, but the very long 
beard? Come on. I get it, you’re a bartender in a fancy cocktail establishment. Thus 
the costume. All I’m saying is: beard net. Easy. —DAVID CURCURITO

Daddy-O is neither a two-bit saloon nor a dive; 
call it a bit-and-a-half saloon. It’s got the work 
ethic of a dive—it’s open until 4:00 A.M., without 

fail, and the kitchen accepts orders until 3:59.59—and a, 
let’s say, casual approach to mixology, but the spirits selec-
tion is top-notch, with rare mescals and whiskeys galore, 
and the hospitality can’t be beat. No wonder it’s a favorite 
with bartenders. 44 Bedford Street; 212-414-8884

DADDY-O

New York      YOU’RE HAVING: MESCAL. TATER TOTS.

SAXON + PAROLE

New York 

YOU’RE HAVING: A CHICAGO FIZZ. 

OR A KAMIKAZE, WHAT THE HELL.

Ambitious, edgy drinks to  

go with the restaurant’s  

ambitious, edgy food—but  

the bar is still lively, and 

they’ll make anything you  

want, with a smile. 316 

Bowery; 212-254-0350

BERLYN 

Brooklyn

YOU’RE HAVING: A RUM TRADER

The decor of the small, cozy 

bar area shows you that Ger-

man and whimsical can go to-

gether; the drinks remind you 

that German and engineering 

long have. 25 Lafayette Ave-

nue; 718-222-5800

LONG ISLAND BAR

Brooklyn

YOU’RE HAVING: A BOULEVARDIER

Toby Cecchini was a star bar-

tender in the late 1980s, shak-

ing up cosmopolitans for 

the beautiful people at Ode-

on, the restaurant that made 

TriBeCa TriBeCa. He even 

wrote a book about the expe-

rience. But he’s also a son of 

Wisconsin, and the Long Is-

land, a 1950s bar and grill lov-

ingly restored to its wood-

veneer-and-red-leatherette 

glory, is far more Badger State 

than Bear Stearns: a handful 

of simple, perfectly execut-

ed cocktails, good beer and 

wine, interesting locals to talk 

to. If you’re lucky, you’ll catch 

Phil Ward, a tall streak of 

Pittsburgh crust who is also 

one of the finest bartenders in 

America, behind the bar; he 

owns his own bar, Mayahuel 

(Esquire’s Best Bars, 2010), 

but still works shifts here—

for the relaxation. 110 Atlan-

tic Avenue; 718-625-8908

THE HAWTHORNE

Boston        

YOU’RE HAVING: A DUTCH OVEN

Dark, cool, and elegant. Im-

peccable cocktails. 500A 

Commonwealth Avenue; 

617-532-9150

ANCHOR RESTAURANT 

New Haven, Connecticut

YOU’RE HAVING: A GIN MARTINI.  
TWIST.

There were cocktail bars 

in America before the cur-

rent craze. Of course, then 

you had to call them cocktail 

lounges. Swank joints when 

they opened, way back in the 

Philip Marlowe days of the 

1930s and 1940s, by the end 

of the 20th century the sur-

vivors had worn into a dark, 

sexy seediness. They were 

dangerous to your equilib-

rium—when you went in 

for a martini or three (basi-

cally the only cocktail they 

could reliably execute), you 

went in for whatever the 

evening would bring. The 

Anchor is one of those sur-

vivors, and though it is a per-

fectly nice place—warm and 

comfortable, with a great 

old jukebox and a way with 

the martini and the more ba-

sic of its relations—you still 

very quickly get the sense 

that you’d best step care-

fully, because the ice there 

runs thin. 272 College Street; 

203-865-1512

STOCKADE TAVERN 

Kingston, New York

YOU’RE HAVING: AN AIRMAIL

About as civilized a thirst em-

porium as you’ll find any-

where in the world. Un-

pretentious, comfortable, 

and skilled. 313 Fair Street; 

845-514-2649

Really, just a suggestion

 For an interactive map of all our Best Bars ever, scan here with the Esquire2 app.
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up a fact in dispute or to direct a friend to the bar. Have fun.    Just a heads-up: We will never ask why you’re crying. 

In south Mississippi, there is a string 
of small coastal towns that are two 
highways removed from modern 

American reality, the mossiest of these being 
Ocean Springs, which locals have taken to call-
ing the Pearl of the Gulf. Get of the highway if you 
know what’s good for you, cross the tracks into old 
downtown, and time doesn’t exactly stand still, 
but it sure does slow down some, past the drug-
store and the barbershop, a flower shop, an ante-
bellum mansion or two, and bars, a wealth of really 
fine bars. We enthusiastically recommend sever-
al—Government Street Grocery and the Ofice are 
so welcoming they make it hard to leave—but the 
best of these, and the joint that feels like the cen-
ter of a community that only a good bar can cre-
ate, is the place on Government Street a block of 
Washington called Kwitzky’s Dugout, so named be-
cause it’s sort of a sports bar and it’s run by a man 
named Kris Kwitzky.

Kwitzky opened the Dugout in an old gas sta-
tion exactly two months after Katrina leveled the 
area. He’d only recently come back home, had 
been planning his bar, and decided that as Ocean 
Springs recovered from the storm, it needed Kwit-
zky’s more than ever. He had 
spent years away, first going of 
to Delta State on a golf schol-
arship, then he went wander-
ing, ending up as a golf pro at 
a country club near Houston for 
a decade. He tells a funny sto-
ry about once making Tom De-
Lay wait his turn for tee time, 
just like everybody else. He pre-
sides over his bar with just such 

BY  MARK WARREN

Kwitzky’s.

RECENTLY CLOSED

The Tar Pit, Los Angeles

J Lounge, Los Angeles

Bordello, Los Angeles

Frisson, San Francisco

The bar at the Mayflower 
Hotel, Washington, D. C.

The bar at Sra. Martinez, 
Miami

Jimbo’s, Virginia Key, 
Florida

Coveside Marina and Res-
taurant, South Bristol, 

Maine

The Bar at Seldom Blues, 
Detroit

R Bar, Kansas City

Painkiller, New York City

The Beagle, New York City

Beaker & Flask, Portland

The Good Knight, Austin

Sambar, Seattle

The Little Cowboy Bar 
and Museum, Fromberg, 

Montana

REOPENED BUT UNDER 

NEW OWNERSHIP 

The Mermaid, Los Angeles

NEW LOCATION

Three Needs, Burlington, 
Vermont

ON PROBATION

Tosca Cafe, San Francisco 
(celebrity renovation)

Delilah’s, Chicago (for stin-
gy pours of whiskey)

J. J. FOLEY’S BAR & GRILLE

Boston        

YOU’RE HAVING: A GUINNESS

Downtown Boston has got-

ten a hell of a makeover in the 

last 10 or 15 years. What used 

to be sketchy, even danger- 

ous is now the realm of Bo-

loco burrito joints and craft 

coffee roasters. The noto-

rious Combat Zone could 

be pacified by the Bermudi-

an army these days. On the 

plus side, you get to keep 

your wallet. On the minus 

side, there used to be a pro-

fusion of cheap, comfortable 

old bars in the area, most of 

which are now gone. Thank 

God there’s Foley’s, a survi-

vor from the bad old days. 

Not that it’s bad, or even all 

that tough. The bartend-

ers are actually friendly and 

the regulars tolerant. Plus 

the pints are well poured, 

the food decent (get the 

steak tips), and the space big 

enough to remain uncrowded 

even when busy. And best of 

all, it has no media strategy, 

marketing plan, or corporate 

mixologist. In today’s Boston, 

that’s a miracle. 21 Kingston 

Street; 617-695-2529

an egalitarian spirit. And whereas asking “What 
brings you here?” at some small-town bars might 
be their way of telling you it’s time to leave, Kwitz-
ky asks it because he’s friendly and wants to share 
stories. He’ll tell you about himself, too—he loves 
the blues and Eddie Van Halen, George W. Bush 
not so much. And he has his rules—they are post-
ed above the bar: Be nice or leave. No political or 
religious conversations allowed. (This rule gener-
ally holds, except for maybe Kris.) And there’s no 
smoking, which is confirmation he’s a radical, as 
Kwitzky’s was the first smoke-free drinking estab-
lishment in all of Mississippi.

He runs the bar with his fiancée, Cori Gates. They 
had gone out a couple times at Ocean Springs 
High, and she was visiting from Florida in the sum-
mer of 2010, went in to Kwitzky’s for a drink, and 
that was that. They sell more Crown Royal than any-
thing else, have a long beer list, but feature sever-
al great local beers—Southern Pecan Nut Brown 
Ale being the best and not to be missed—and on 
a Saints or Cardinals game day (Kwitzky is nuts for 
both) they just might have the smoker going out 
on the side patio, with free venison sliders for ev-
erybody. Last fall, they rented an old house a block 

away and Cori opened Buzzy’s 
Breakfast Joint, named after 
their big Mountain Cur. Recent-
ly, they’ve taken to opening up
Buzzy’s after hours on week-
ends, as a late-night breakfast 
joint, so when the bars close 
you can walk straight from 
Kwitzky’s to Buzzy’s, and know 
that there is good life just about 
everywhere.
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RESURRECTION OR NOT, THIS IS  

OUR NEW FAVORITE DRINKING TOWN

Detroit doesn’t wait to get 

unsettling: Even from the 

airport expressway I can see, 

scattered among the trim suburban-style 

brick-and-clapboard houses of the city’s 

west side, carcasses of the burnt and aban-

doned. A half-hour’s stroll around the heart 

of downtown doesn’t help. Grand Circus 

Park, five minutes’ walk from the best hotel 

in town—there’s hardly anyone on the side-

walk—is ringed by elegant, 1920s-vintage 

limestone office towers, half of which have 

their windows out. Plywooded shop fronts, 

parking lots everywhere, sidewalks left 

unshoveled and compacted with ice (it’s 

March, and spring is nowhere in sight)—

not so jolly. There’s a bus station where the 

Lindell AC once stood. The Caucus Club 

is gone, the space empty. Even at Campus 

Martius, the square at the very center of 

the city’s business district, there are only 

three or four other souls waiting to cross 

the street with me. That’s at lunchtime on 

a brisk, sunny Thursday. This is what hap-

BY DAVID WONDRICH

P H O T O G R A P H S  B Y  M I C H A E L  C L I N A R D

Clockwise from top 
left: The Oakland Art 
Novelty Company; the 
Old Miami; the Vinset-
ta Garage; food at the 
Vinsetta; the pool ta-
ble at the Bronx Bar; 
the Mercury Burger & 
Bar; the Sugar House.

 For an interactive map of all our Best Bars ever, scan here with the Esquire2 app.

    



Please DO touch the animals.
Experience the world’s most amazing animals 

in one app. WWF TOGETHER – the new free app 

from World Wildlife Fund. Download it today. 

worldwildlife.org/together
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pens when a city built for 1.8 million loses 

more than half its population.

But then, half a block away, I dodge in-

to the [1] Grand Trunk Pub and find every-

one who is left. The glorious, vaulted 1911 

hall is packed and lively, the people drink-

ing local microbrews (24 of them on tap), 

eating burgers and fish and chips and such. 

The host who finds me one of the few re-

maining seats cheerfully informs me that 

it’s a 45-minute wait for food. Pint of the 

New Holland Sundog amber? Right away. 

Five dollars. Not unsettling. Not unset-

tling at all. In fact, the only truly unset-

tling bar I visit in Detroit—well, besides 

the Old Miami, but I’ll get to that—is the 

divey [2] Greenwich Time (two beers on 

tap, Miller and Miller Lite, three dollars), 

around the corner from the Grand Trunk, 

with its faded but kind of spectacular mid-

’60s moderne décor, but that’s mostly due 

to the huge electric clocks behind the bar 

showing the time in other, more fortunate 

cities, just to remind you that you could be 

somewhere, anywhere, else. 

Yes, the [3] Old Miami, in a semidesolate 

area north of downtown, could be unset-

tling, even scary. What with the sculpture 

of an M16 crossed with a guitar on the entry 

gate, the World War I heavy machine gun 

and such hanging over the bar, and the griz-

zled crew propping up the bar, you could 

be in a VFW. And yet the main part of the 

room has a bunch of old rec-room couches 

filled with tattooed youths and a stage (De-

troit is one of the cradles of rock ’n’ roll and 

its bars haven’t forgotten it), and everyone 

is getting along. In fact, the Old Miami may 

just be the friendliest veterans’ bar/punk 

club in the country, albeit the best armed. 

There are plenty of other fine old bars in 

town. An afternoon Bushmills and a chat 

with the friendly bartender at [4] PJ’s  

Lager House (11 taps, mostly local; more 

live rock ’n’ roll) remedy the chill con-

tracted by penguin-walking over the icy 

sidewalks. I let the whiskey bleed off at 

the nearby John K. King bookstore, a four-

story factory building stuffed top to bottom 

with used books (try that in New York), and 

then head over to [5] Clif Bell’s, a vener-

able thirst emporium just a couple blocks 

from those gape-windowed office build-

ings. Cliff Bell’s, however, isn’t open yet, so 

I default to the amusingly named [6] Town 

Pump Tavern, right down the street and 

as pleasant a place to drink some beer and 

maybe a little whiskey as you’ll find any-

where, even if it only dates from 1996 (al-

though the space is much older). 

But you can’t get a true sense of drink-

ing in Detroit just by hanging around 

downtown. You’ve got to follow the peo-

ple. That means taking Woodward Avenue 

past 8 Mile Road (the city limit) to the in-

ner suburbs, where the middle-class white 

folks moved when Detroit started to burn, 

back in the 1960s. The drive out takes you 

past considerable amounts of posturban 
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Clockwise from 
top left: The Sug-
ar House; the Bronx 
Bar; Town Pump 
Tavern; the Vinsetta 
Garage; pizza, the 
burger, and (near 
left) a cocktail at 
the Vinsetta; PJ’s  
Lager House; 
Greenwich Time; 
PJ’s Lager House; 
the Bronx Bar. 

wrack and ruin and is not cheerful. Nei-

ther is the [7] Redcoat Tavern, founded in 

1972 in Royal Oak, five miles past city lim-

its, to service those intrepid exiles—not by 

the standards of the Old Miami or Grand 

Trunk, anyway. By New York standards, 

it’s fine: a bit brusque, perhaps, but live-

ly, even packed, with British beer on tap, 

paralyzingly hearty food (try the Mount 

Vernon sandwich—a hot ham and cheese 

with sauce—or the famous burger), and a 

lot of guys who look like Ted Baxter. But 

that’s the old suburbia. The new suburbia 

offers the [8]  Vinsetta Garage, a couple 

miles closer to 8 Mile and a perfect exam-

ple of the kind of reclamation that down-

town needs more of: a huge old auto garage, 

emptied, refilled with tables, booths, and a 

few miles of bar, good food, local beer. The 

patrons are all ages, everyone out on dis-

play. It’s as 2014 as you can get, except for 

the cocktails, which are about 1998. For 

modern cocktails, you’ve got to go two 

miles closer still to the city, to 9 Mile Road. 

There you’ll find the [9] Oakland Art Nov-

elty Company, a modern two-bit saloon in 

every respect, with a crack bar crew, a hy-

pertrophic bordello/harem decor, excel-

lent cocktails, and a list of antique spirits 

you can try, if you’re willing to shell out 

for them (some fascinating stuff there). A 

city needs this kind of new blood: Other-

wise, it’s just playing defense, and that’s 

no game at all.

Fortunately, even downtown’s in play. 

After the Oakland, I head to Michigan 

Avenue in Corktown, just west of down-

town. Passing up the chance to drink at  

O’Blivions (ouch), Casey’s, the Gaelic 

League, and Nemo’s (which appears to be 

the reigning sports bar in town, now that 

the Lindell is gone), I make a beeline—if 

bees wander all over the damn sidewalk—

to the [10] Sugar House, another fine two-

bitter in the modern style. It’s dark, very 

dark, but they’ve got Blue Blazers to light 

things up with their streaks of blue-flam-

ing whiskey poured back and forth—an in-

teresting menu choice for a city with an ar-

son problem, which is no doubt why they 

do it. The Sugar House is one of the friend-

lier examples of its type I’ve come across. 

I’ve got some people from the Sugar House 

with me when I head to the [11] Bronx Bar, 

just a few blocks from the Old Miami. The 

Bronx has strong drinks, cheesy (and gen-

uine) 1970s decor, an amazing jukebox (my 

list of songs played is, alas, illegible), yet 

more friendly patrons, and no apprecia-

ble connection to the New York borough 

of the same name. It’s also the reason that, 

late the next morning, I don’t stop in at the 

promising Anchor Bar on my way back to 

Corktown and the [12] Mercury Burger & 

Bar, clean and new and full of hustle. There 

are times when two hotdogs and an order 

of fries can be medicinal, particularly if 

they’re this good and the fries are free be-

cause the manager had an extra order and, 

as she told me, “you look like you could use 

some fries.” The pint of Motor City Ghet-

toblaster doesn’t hurt, either. (Of the Mer-

cury’s 16 taps, 14 are of course local.) Sure, 

when I step outside, there’s the 18-story 

shell of the old Michigan Central Station 

looming over the neighborhood like the 

crags of Mordor. While Detroit exteriors 

may be forbidding, its interiors are any-

thing but. ≥

 For an interactive map of all our Best Bars ever, scan here with the Esquire2 app.

    



Patrón and Tonic.

Turn a boring tonic drink into something new 

and exciting. Make it a Patrón and Tonic.

simplyperfect.com Cocktails
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T H E  E S S E N T I A L :  T H E  N E W  &  I M P R O V E D  B A T H I N G  S U I T

The reason The Endless Summer became an enduring  
classic (aside from, you know, the carefree globe-trotting  
and pioneering surfing skills) is the dudes in the 1966 movie  
were cresting waves in seriously stylish swim trunks. Today, 
thanks to a slew of brands—from the usual mall suspects to 
Italian designers better known for blazers than board shorts—
taking cues from the film and turning out more classically 

minded swimwear, the era of hulking board shorts hanging 
below our knees is oficially over. Instead, we now have trim, 
fitted trunks in sturdy, quick-drying fabrics (such as polyam-
ide and cotton-polyester blends) that go from beach to bar 
easily. There are plenty of options to suit your body type and 
plans for the day, and surfing, as ever, is optional. Nylon-blend 
swim trunks ($69) by Tommy Hilfiger.
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Y O U ’ V E  G OT  O P T I O N S

THE CARGO 

SITUATION

Here’s what the new 

breed of cargo shorts 
is not: anything like the 
oversize Abercrombie 
monsters young men 
were wearing (badly) 
ten years ago, with their 
midcalf hems, protrud-
ing pleated pockets 
large enough to hold all 
your hacky sacks, and 
Velcro or zippered clo-
sures. These new shorts 
(above and below), 
coming to you from 
sources as varied and 
appealing as Brunello 
Cucinelli and Michael 
Bastian to J. Crew and 
Gant, are better than 
that. They end right at 
the cusp of the knee; 
the pockets are slim, 
creating a clean, non-
bulking line down the 
leg; and the pockets 
are closed with buttons 
and buttons only. There 
should only ever be one 
zipper on a man’s pants, 
and it shouldn’t be on 
his pockets. Cotton  
cargo shorts ($655) by 
Brunello Cucinelli.

SO YOU 
WANT TO 
BUY A 
BATHING  
SUIT . . .   

2 .  Y O U  A R E :  N O T  P L A N -

N I N G  O N  G E T T I N G  W E T

Your body type is: Hefty
You think a bathing suit should: 
Make a statement
Where you are going: Your  
friend’s yacht
What you are doing while you’re 
there: Taking a nap. Pretending  
the yacht is yours. 
Nylon swim trunks ($424) by  
Kiton; sunglasses ($345) by  
Salvatore Ferragamo.

1 .  Y O U  A R E :  L O O K I N G 

F O R  S O M E  A C T I O N

Your body type is: Average to 
athletic
You think a bathing suit should:  
Stay out of your way
Where you are going: The beach
What you are doing while you’re 
there: Surfing. Or looking like you 
could at a moment’s notice. 
Nylon swim trunks ($75) by  
Saturdays NYC; sunglasses  
($315) by Paul Smith.

3 .  Y O U  A R E :  L O O K I N G  A T 

A  L O N G  D A Y  A N D  N I G H T

Your body type is: Average to 
athletic
You think a bathing suit should: Do 
everything your regular shorts do 
plus get wet
Where you are going: The hotel 
bar. Which happens to be next to 
the pool. 
What you are doing while you’re 
there: Catching a tan. And a buzz. 
Polyester-and-cotton swim trunks 
($138) by Faherty; sunglasses  
($145) by Tommy Hilfiger.

4 .  Y O U  A R E :  L O O K I N G  

T O  C H I L L

Your body type is: Average to soft  
(also known as normal)
You think a bathing suit should:  
Reflect your state of mind
Where you are going: The pool
What you are doing while you’re  
there: Napping. Sipping a cocktail.  
Making sure the kids don’t drown. 
Cotton-and-nylon swim trunks  
($60) by Nautica; sunglasses ($155)  
by Ray-Ban.
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Seeing the diference between two of 14,232 shades of green

can make all the diference.

Maui Jim’s patented polarized technology provides higher contrast and depth perception.

    



A WATCH THAT DOESN’T WORK 

IS A BRACELET BY ANOTHER NAME. 

AND WE DIDN’T BUILD 

A WATCH FACTORY IN DETROIT 

TO START MAKING BRACELETS.

    



INTRODUCING

THE SHINOLA GUARANTEE.
A LIMITED LIFETIME GUARANTEE ON EVERY WATCH WE MAKE.

TRIBECA 177 FRANKLIN ST.  •  DETROIT 441 W. CANFIELD ST.  •  SHINOLA.COM
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1. Consider the windbreaker: Because a 

T-shirt and shorts are fine for bumming 

around the yard, but if you want to look 

even remotely pulled together, you need 

another layer up top. A windbreaker, maybe,  

or a lightweight varsity jacket does the 

trick. Cotton-and-nylon jacket ($228) by J. 

Crew; cotton sweatshirt ($99) by Tommy Hil-

figer; linen shorts ($60) by Banana Republic;  

canvas sneakers ($45) by Vans. 

2. Or, if you’re so inclined, a blazer: Since 

shorts are, by their nature, casual enti-

ties—pay no mind to the red-carpet ren-

egades in “tuxedos” with shorts; such 

getups are beneath the dignity of real 

men—balance them out with something 

a little more tailored. A less-structured, 

more-textured jacket elevates even the 

most laid-back looks, and if you opt for 

brightly colored shorts, you get to keep one 

foot firmly in fun. Two-button wool jacket 

($348) by Bonobos; cotton shirt ($50) by Gap; 

cotton-and-lyocell shorts ($98) by Tommy 

Bahama; suede-and-jute espadrilles ($65) by 

Soludos; leather belt ($128) by Coach.

3. Sweat the small stuf: Like, say, what col-

ors you pair together—opt for a darker polo  

on top of a lighter pair of shorts (or vice 

versa). And because you don’t tuck in the 

shirt—seriously, don’t—find a polo with a 

shorter hem. Cotton polo shirt ($195) by  

Michael Kors; cotton shorts ($55) by Banana 

Republic; leather shoes ($120) by Rockport. 

How long is too long?  
If you can’t see your 
kneecap, they’re too 
long. 

How short is too short?
If you can see more 
than three inches above 
your kneecap (or see 
anything that nobody 
wants to see), they’re 
too short.

What’s the best 
pattern? 
Depends. If you plan on 
doing more than swim-
ming in them, opt for a 
solid color or a muted 
geometric pattern. Flo-
ral prints should stay on 
the beach. 

Flat front or elastic? 

If you’ve got some heft 
to you, a flat front can 
be a little more for-
giving than elastic, 
which can cinch up and 
squeeze. 

Can I borrow another 
man’s trunks if I’m  
going commando?
Only if he is a trust-
ed friend or relative 
who owns a washing 
machine. 

Are some wet swim-
suits less, uh, re-
vealing than others? 
Swimsuits with thick-
er fabrics and trim cuts 
help prevent excess 
material from clinging 
to any crevices, nooks, 
or crannies. 

THE BATHING SUIT BUYER’S 

FAQs

THE 
BEST 
DRESSED 
GUY IN 
SHORTS

T H E  E N D O R S E M E N T :

S P R E Z Z A T U R A  A T  T H E  P O O L

Brands like Zegna, Attolini, Isaia, and Etro are bringing the same superior  
craftsmanship they made their names with in tailoring to swim trunks. 

Take these trunks from Attolini: They’re manufactured in the same mill as 
the brand’s shirts, and the pattern is lifted from the brand’s summer-tie  
collection. When a bathing suit is the only thing you have on, it ought  

to be a nice one. Swim trunks ($295) by Cesare Attolini. 

S T E P  O N E :  D I T C H  T H E  S O C K S .

S T E P  T W O   .   .   . 
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not subjecting people to them was 

a gracious gesture to the universe. 

But I was letting my own neurot-

icism get in the way of my com-

fort. More than that, my problems 

stemmed from an issue I’d creat-

ed myself, one that had a simple 

solution. I’d been choosing the 

wrong shorts: baggy, overly long, 

adorned with extraneous pockets 

and/or a place to hang a hammer. 

(Please: like you were so well dressed in the ’90s.)

Over the last decade, as the silhouettes of suits, shirts, 

and pants have streamlined dramatically, shorts have got-

ten simpler, too. And more fitted. And even though they’re 

still defined mostly by their usefulness on a hot day, they’ve 

become, like so many other unlikely things in our closets, 

something that an otherwise rational man might spend a 

good deal of time thinking about. How long should they be? 

How trim? Pleated or non? Khaki or non? We’ve got tons of 

options now, great ones and not-so-great ones, and unlike 

before (when the best thing about them was that you could 

just throw them on and not think twice), it pays to choose 

your shorts wisely.

This means finding shorts that work with whatever kind 

of legs you may have—fat, thin, whatever you call the things 

New York Ranger Martin St. Louis walks around on. Al-

though there’s no set length or width for fitted shorts, there 

is a sweet spot: the two-inch band starting an inch above 

your kneecaps. If you are particularly short or thick-legged, 

you want your inseam to fall in the higher reaches of that 

band. This tends to stretch you out a bit visually, giving the 

impression of longer legs. (One other tip: The shorter your 

shorts, the fewer things you want to carry in your pockets. 

You know, to avoid confusing bulges.) 

For those of us with longer, thinner legs, the opposite 

is true: Shorts that end just above the knee can do won-

ders in terms of tricking people into thinking your thighs 

aren’t the same width as your calves. Just remember that 

the longer your shorts, the more tapered they should be. 

You don’t want your legs looking like the clappers of two 

bells. If you’re seriously thin, you can even consider shorts 

with an inch-thick cuff, which can add a very slight—and 

very helpful—bit of heft.

You may be a little skeptical the first time you pull on 

shorts that actually fit. I was. But all it takes is two working 

eyes to confirm that you actually look better. You feel better, too—

the confidence that comes with knowing you look good. Plus, and 

this might be the best part, you can prop a leg up on your knee with-

out fear of exposing a testicle. Everybody wins, especially the guy 

sitting across from you in the backyard.             —PETER MARTIN

O R :  H OW  I  L E A R N E D  T O  S T O P  W O R RY I N G 

A B O U T  S H O W I N G  T H E  W O R L D  M Y  L E G S

THE BEAUTY 
OF THE 
SHORTER 
SHORT

A C C E P T A B L E / U N A C C E P T A B L E :  P L A C E S  Y O U  C A N  W E A R  S H O R T S

A golf 
course

The White 
House (un-
less your 

last name is 
Obama)

A restaurant 
that does not 
have a patio 

next to a body 
of water

A restaurant 
that does

The ofice A summer 
wedding

A bar  
after dark

A bar  
during the 

day

Freshman year of college, I stopped wearing shorts. This was stu-

pid, and not only because I went to school in the South, where hu-

midity was as much a fact of life as kudzu. I’d decided that very few 

men have the legs for anything other than pants. As my own were 

nothing to speak of—thin and knobby, like a couple dowel rods—

User’s guide: Don’t go 
too much shorter than  
a 9.75-inch inseam  
(left, $60, by Banana  
Republic) or longer than 
an 11-inch (right, $60,  
by Banana Republic). 

    



    



GOT A QUESTION  

FOR NICK SULLIVAN? 

E-MAIL HIM AT  

ESQST YLE@HEARST.COM.

I am in desperate need of a 

good pair of boots. I’m look-

ing for a pair that are not 

too tall, definitely not bulky, 

and somewhat casual. 

ROBERT RUDDER

AUSTIN, TEX.

What you need, Robert, is 

Clark’s desert boots [Fig. 3, 

$120]: an auspicious choice, 

given how much I enjoy re-

counting the story of how 

they came to be. The origi-

nal desert boot first found fa-

vor among British infantry 

officers in the Eighth Army, 

who were stationed in Egypt 

in the first half of World War 

II. According to legend, shoe-

makers in Cairo’s Old Bazaar 

would run up these light-

weight crepe-soled boots for 

a pittance. They turned out 

to be ideal for trudging about 

the dunes of the Sahara  

Desert and were far more 

comfortable than the stan-

dard-issue army clodhop-

pers of the day. Nathan Clark 

of the eponymous British 

shoe company saw them lat-

er, while on active duty in 

Burma. He took the idea 

home to Somerset, where it 

was promptly pooh-poohed 

by the Clark family as being 

rather casual and generally  

not quite up to snuff. Unde-

terred, he launched a proto-

type in Chicago in 1950 that 

was a smash hit in a less-

stuffy-minded market. So,  

yeah: them.

One of my employees 

wears his ties way too short. 

It drives me crazy. Is it out 

of line to suggest he wear 

his ties the proper length?

RICHARD EASLEY 

JACKSON, MISS.

 I don’t know, Richard. 

These days, an intervention 

like that would probably fall 

under some namby-pamby  

rules about self-expression 

in the workplace. Maybe he 

just thinks he’s channeling 

the Duke of Windsor [Fig. 4]. 

Try this: Wear your tie equally 

short for a week and see what 

he does. Maybe when he sees 

it on someone else, he’ll notice 

how idiotic it looks; maybe 

he’ll make his longer just to be 

different. Follow suit. There’s 

nothing worse for someone 

who thinks he’s cool than to 

have his personal style aped. 

Literally weeks of fun can be 

had this way. Please report 

back after the experiment. 

 Yes, by its nature, Sherman, 

the bow tie is an affectation 

with anything but a tuxedo.  

Then again, so is anything 

that could be called remote-

ly out of the norm. This is 

one of those occasions when 

I would love to say some-

thing stentorious, like “Nev-

er before 6:00 P.M.,” just be-

cause. But actually, I think it’s 

a good thing to enjoy clothes, 

and if a bow tie [Fig. 1, $58, 

by Bonobos] puts a spring in 

your step, I’m all for it. 

I’m a kind of old-fashioned 

19-year-old guy. Although I 

would love to wear nice-fit-

ting custom suits, I feel as 

if wearing those types of 

clothes makes me look like 

I’m trying too hard. Any  

advice on a casual ward-

robe that fits my age: classy 

yet relaxed? 

DAVID SINCLAIR

SHREVEPORT, LA.

 David, you’re right. There’s 

a new kind of classic out 

there—a style that has many  

of the hallmarks of old-school 

dressing sans the fuss or the 

threat of looking too done  

up. Start with the epicen-

ter of any modern wardrobe: 

the jacket. Lighter cloths and 

excellent cutting make for a 

ready-to-wear jacket, like this 

one from L.B.M. 1911 [Fig. 2, 

$695], which is without any 

visible means of support. The 

beauty of such a jacket is that 

it dresses down with jeans 

and also smartens up very 

easily with chinos and a tie. 

When is it appropriate to  
wear a bow tie? As you know,  
it can sometimes come of as  
something of an afectation.

SHERMAN PENFIELD

NEW YORK, N. Y.
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B Y  R O D N E Y  C U T L E R

  .   .   .  AND PAST E,  AND CREAM, AND EVEN GEL .  A SCIENTIFICA L 

LO OK AT  T H E  S T U F F  Y O U ’ V E  B E E N  P U T T I N G  I N  Y O U R  H A I R .

Before you worry about 
your hair products, 
you should understand 
your hair. Each hair 
shaft is covered in  
interlocking layers that 
form the cuticle. The 
more layers you have 
(based on factors like 
genetics and age), the 
thicker your hair is and 
the more easily it holds 
the shape you give it. 
Each hair follicle has its 
own sebaceous gland, 
which pumps oil  
onto the hair shaft, 
keeping it soft and 
moisturized—if you’ve 
been treating your-
self right. Hair can eas-
ily dry out from things 
like too much sun and 
cheap shampoo. If 

you’re curious about 
what you’re dealing 
with, pull out a hair and 
put it in a bowl of wa-
ter. If it’s dry and dam-
aged, it’ll sink, which 
shouldn’t worry you. 
Just use a paste or 
grooming cream, both 
of which have oils and 
moisturizers.

Gel
Like cargo shorts (see 
page 74), the latest 
gels are a far cry from 
their ’90s-era prede-
cessors. Good gels, 
like [1] Kiehl’s Clean-
Hold styling gel ($16; 
kiehls.com), have res-
ins to create hold and 
silicones or oils for con-
ditioning. You still get 
the hold, but not the 
crunch or flaking. 
Good for: Shorter hair, 
for a very tailored, pro-
fessional look.

Cream
Finishing creams con-
tain the same resins, 
but in much smaller 
amounts, along with 
silicones and oils for 
shine. [2] Redken for 
Men Get Groomed fin-
ishing cream ($13; red-
ken.com) leaves your 
hair polished but not 
greasy or wet-looking. 

Good for: Long or thick 
hair. A cream won’t give 
you a lot of hold, but it 
will smooth your hair 
and keep any strays of 
your face.

Clay pomade
You know pomade:  
basically Vaseline for 
your head. New clay  
pomades, however, like 
[3] Baxter of California’s 
($20; baxterofcalifor-

nia.com), incorporate 
beeswax and bentonite 
clay, so you still get  
a tight, organized style 
but with a matte finish. 
It’s basically pomade 
for guys who don’t want 
an obvious part. Or 
suspenders. 
Good for: Short-to- 
medium cuts or thick, 
unruly hair. Clay po-
made can smooth curls, 
cowlicks, and any other 
problem areas.

Paste
Pastes are a happy  
medium between 
grooming cream and 
pomade. The petro-
leum jelly is balanced 
with oils and condition-
ers, giving you hold 
without the greasy 
feel. The new [4] Old 
Spice Unruly texturiz-
ing paste ($8; oldspice.
com) smells great, like 
an ocean breeze. 
Good for: Fine or dry 
hair in short-to-medi-
um-length cuts. Pastes 

provide control with-
out weighing your hair 
down.

Salt spray
This is a relatively new 
category, and it seems 
to be everywhere. 
Salt sprays give you a 
mussed-up, lived-in 
look, which previously  
you could get only by 
spending a week either 
at the beach or away 
from a shower. [5] Axe 
Matte Efect texturiz-
ing salt spray ($17; axe-
matte-efect.us) is made 
with glycerin and cas-
tor oil, which counter-
act the drying efects of 
the salt and keep your 
hair from crusting and 
flaking.
Good for: Medium-
length cuts. Also  
great if your hair is  
thinning, since the salt-
water coats individual 
hairs and creates sepa-
ration between them,  
giving the impression 
of volume. 

With thanks to Arun 

Nandagiri at Bria  

Research Labs.

Rodney Cutler is an  
Ironman triathlete and 
the owner of Cutler  
salons in New York City.
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Mark and

Brendan

Wahlberg.
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guy walks into his doctor’s office with a sore 

throat.

“You gotta help me, doc,” says Mark 

Wahlberg to his ear-nose-and-throat man, 

who is wearing an old-school head mirror, 

cocked jauntily to one side like a crooked  

tiara. “I’ve been feeling crappy, but I can’t 

afford to get sick right now—I’ve got sooo much going on.”

Wahlberg’s brow crinkles, he issues a piteous face. A dead-end 

kid impossibly grown up to be a Hollywood mogul, he still knows 

how to lay it on a little thick. Once called Marky Mark, a rapper 

known for dropping trou—a bit of exuberant stagecraft that pro-

pelled him to fame as a poster boy for Calvin Klein underwear—he 

is now forty-three. Married to ex-model Rhea Durham, he is the 

father of two boys and two girls, ages four to ten, a powerful actor/

producer/entrepreneur whose secluded Beverly Hills compound 

is far from his beginnings in Dorchester, a working-class neigh-

borhood in Boston, the youngest in a family of nine. 

Wahlberg has just finished filming Transformers: Age of Extinc-

tion and The Gambler; he’s getting ready to do Ted 2; the first En-

tourage movie is in postproduction—his charmed Hollywood life 

inspired the popular HBO series, which he produced. His family’s 

reality series, Wahlburgers, feels a little like Entourage without the 

show-biz fairy dust. Boardwalk Empire, his award-winning drama, 

is heading toward its fifth-season finale. Wahlberg’s frenetic work 

ethic bespeaks a man with a dark past who was granted a second 

chance. By the time Wahlberg was thirteen, he was using cocaine 

and other drugs; he was well known to local police; there was a 

civil action against him for harassing African-Americans. At six-

teen, his assault of a Vietnamese man left the victim blind in one 

eye. After pleading guilty and receiving a two-year sentence, Wahl-

berg served forty-five days at the Deer Island House of Correction. 

And so it is that every morning, almost without fail, Wahlberg 

attends Catholic mass (sometimes, if he’s rushed, he’ll only stop 

outside briefly for a prayer); the family goes to mass together on 

Sundays. He once had a rosary tattooed around his neck. Over sev-

eral years, he underwent laser treatments to remove his seven tats, 

which required elaborate makeup coverage for some of his screen 

roles. His plan to take his two elder children with him to view the 

painful procedure—to demonstrate firsthand the evils of getting 

tattoos—lasted only one visit. Ella, ten, is in fifth grade; Michael, 

eight, is in second. As it was, the final of more than thirty treat-

ments coincided with the attainment of his high school equiva-

lency diploma, earned online at the suggestion of the principal of 

his former high school. 

“I can’t tell my kids to go to school and get an education if I don’t 

have a diploma,” he says. “They’d start thinking, Why do we need to 

go? You didn’t go and you turned out all right. But I’m proud to have it. 

If I want to go on and further my education and study film or what-

ever, I can do that.” The Mark Wahlberg Youth Foundation, which 

he started a decade ago with his brother James, works to give kids 

the advantages he never had, raising money to encourage mentor-

ing and disbursing grants to organizations like Boys & Girls Clubs of 

America. One program sends underprivileged kids to summer camp.

This morning, Wahlberg’s body wasn’t cooperating with his typ-

ically ambitious plans. He awoke with his throat on fire—it hurts to 
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From left: Brendan, 
Mikey, Dad, Grace,  

and Ella. Below: Marky  
Mark in his Calvins  

in 1992, when he was 
twenty-two. 
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swallow, his glands are swollen, he feels like he’s running a fever.  

His black T-shirt is clinging to his sculpted shoulders; he’s hot 

and cold in waves. 

The doctor’s office is around the corner from bustling Rodeo 

Drive, in Beverly Hills. Wahlberg has been a patient for a number 

of years. As is customary, the men gab about the Lakers. Both were 

in attendance at the game the previous night at the Staples Center; 

both were accompanied by their sons. 

With barely a warning, the doctor swabs the patient’s throat. Af-

ter a series of jocular comments between the men about the phe-

nomenon of the gag reflex, the doctor leaves the exam room . . . 

. . . And returns with a grave expression. “It’s positive: You have 

strep.”

Wahlberg’s mouth drops open, literally. For 

one quick moment, he seems stunned, as if 

caught by a sneaky left cross. For the next 

two days, the studio scheduled more than a 

dozen press interviews in support of Trans-

formers. This coming weekend, he’s hosting 

Nickelodeon’s Kids’ Choice Awards. Despite 

the hype to the contrary, a slimefest is in the 

offing: wet green gunk raining down upon 

his head for a full thirty seconds. (Somehow 

he managed to get his kids in on the deal, to 

their obvious delight.)

Meanwhile, he’s trying to gain twenty 

pounds of muscle he just lost. Transformers 

director Michael Bay has requested last-min-

ute pickup shots. The movie’s release is imminent, and Wahlberg 

has to look the same as he did during the hundred-day shoot. (For 

The Gambler, which he shot this winter, he was down as low as 135. 

For Transformers, he was around 185.) As part of his regimen, Wahl-

berg goes to sleep after dinner, at 6:45, and rises at 1:30 A.M. to work 

out. That way, he gets to be around when the kids wake up, he says. 

Sometimes he takes them to school. The makeup folks will have to 

deal with the fact that his hair is too short. But you get the sense 

that if he could do something to grow it out, he sure as shit would. 

Over the course of a two-day visit, his only moment of immodesty 

comes in his bragging about the cost efficiency of his production 

company’s projects—not to mention Michael’s four touchdowns 

in one flag-football game; Ella’s amazing turns in her musical-the-

ater productions; five-year-old Brendan’s tenacity in the face of his 

older brother’s taunts. Grace, four, is the baby. She clearly enjoys 

the role. On various occasions, Ella has declared her wish to ex-

change places and be the youngest, “just like Dad.” 

“You gotta check the house and see if anybody has a sore throat,” 

the doctor says. “If they do, we need to swab and treat. Seeing you 

last night at the game with the two boys climbing all over you—if 

they don’t have it already, there’s a good chance they could get it. 

You’re definitely contagious.”

Wahlberg’s face flushes; he imagines a house full of sick kids. 

One of his wife’s favorite memories of his fatherhood involves  

Ella as a toddler, sushi at Nobu, a fancy New York hotel room, and 

“massive” amounts of vomit in the middle of the night.

“We’re all going on vacation a week from today,” Wahlberg 

croaks. 

The nurse comes in, carrying a tray with two syringes. I ask Wahl-

berg if he’d like me to leave. It’s the third time I’ve asked—first when 

we entered the waiting room, and then again when we entered the 

exam room. He is usually accompanied everywhere by his body 

man, Henry, a real-life Turtle he’s known for 

more than twenty-five years. But Henry is off 

on an errand; Wahlberg is not much used to 

being alone—hence the customary entourage 

and all the household helpers. He grew up in a 

crowded family in a crowded neighborhood. 

He and his brothers slept in the same room, 

sharing bunk beds. “Which was great at times 

and pretty traumatic at times when you were 

really young,” he tells me a couple hours lat-

er, at our second lunch of the day. “You had 

brothers that were teenagers and they were 

doing shit that teenagers do, and you don’t un-

derstand what it is or why they’re doing it.” 

Is that why you once said you didn’t feel safe 

as a child? 

    



“I don’t know why I said that or where it came from. It probably 

had to do with how I was feeling at the time or what I was talking 

about in particular. I think, for the most part, I had a pretty good 

childhood. It wasn’t until we got older that we realized we didn’t 

have what a lot of other people had.” 

You weren’t hungry, though?

“No, it worked out because my dad drove a truck delivering school 

lunches, so that meant we got a lot of school lunches. We ate a lot 

of bologna sandwiches, but they also had those little Oreo packs 

in there sometimes.” 

Now the nurse picks up the first syringe. “I apologize in advance,”  

she says. 

On cue, the man once known as Marky Mark turns his back to the 

both of us and drops his jeans, pulls down his white boxer briefs to 

half-mast. He is part Irish and part Swedish; his skin fairly glows, 

the color of milk in the moonlight. 

The medicine is viscous and goes in painfully. He winces as the 

plunger is depressed. “Yoooowwwwwww,” he exclaims, the vowel  

sound straight out of Dorchester. 

Thoroughly disarmed, I neglect to note what brand of boxer 

briefs he’s wearing. 

fter school, at the neighborhood rec center, Wahl-

berg and his first son, Michael Robert, known to 

all as Mikey, toss a football back and forth. What-

ever was in the shots yesterday has worked. Wahl-

berg feels great, he says, except for his ass, which 

still smarts. He’s been up since 1:30 A.M. and seems 

full of energy. 

It’s an hour before flag-football practice; the ex-

act starting time apparently has been miscommuni-

cated. Henry is sitting at a picnic table. Sarah, his manager, is work-

ing her handheld device in the SUV in the parking lot. Ricky is the 

third spoke of this football catch. An athletic guy with biracial fea-

tures, he’s the manny who oversees the Wahlberg boys; there’s a 

nanny for the girls. 

“That’s a good throw, dude,” Wahlberg says to Mikey. “See? By the 

time you get to practice, you’ll be all warmed up.” 

Sandy-haired and apple-cheeked, Mikey may well have been sent 

over by central casting to play the son of a pair of fabulous Beverly 

Hills parents. He was a little hesitant to get out of the car at first. He 

didn’t want to arm wrestle Dad for the cameras yesterday, either.

Two nights ago, at the Lakers game, where Wahlberg and the two 

boys sat on the floor, Mikey had been taunting his little brother, Bren-

dan, mercilessly. The game was against the Knicks. The main rea-

son they went was because Brendan, who is in kindergarten, plays 

on a basketball team called the Knicks. So, of course, he loves the 

Knicks. And, of course, Daddy bugged his friend Ari Emanuel, the 

superagent, for the tickets, because he wanted to make his kid hap-

py and because he could. 

“The Lakers were up in the first half,” Wahlberg says, his Dorches-

ter brogue slightly evident, “and Brendan was upset. I’m like, ‘It’s 

okay, buddy, they can still come back and win.’ And Mikey was, of 

course, rooting for the Lakers, just to torture his younga brotha. So 

I start rooting for the Knicks, because I know it’s so important to 

Brendan. 

“Then Mikey starts yelling, ‘I hate the Knicks!’ Loud! And it’s 

like, Shit! You know? Because they had just met Carmelo Anthony 

and Amar’e Stoudemire and all the guys in the locker room before 

the game. . . .” He shakes his head, at once mortified and amused. 

“I try to remind my kids what my mom always said. All she ever 

wanted was for all of us to get along.” 

“Wanna throw Ricky a bomb?” Wahlberg asks. 

Ricky takes off. The second grader uncorks a decent spiral.

“C’mon, Ricky,” Wahlberg admonishes. “You gotta catch that. 

It was catchable. It hit your hands.”

How was your relationship with your dad?

“My dad was the best,” Wahlberg says, “though my parents di-

vorced when I was ten or eleven. I was pretty young. It was pretty 

hard.” He watches Mikey throw another pass, adds a little body En- 

glish to help Ricky catch this one. You can tell he’d rather be 

playing. 

“I was close to my dad because I was the youngest, so even be-

fore I was in school I was spending time with my dad. I would go 

to work with him when he drove his truck and delivered to all the 

schools. You know, both my parents worked very hard to put food 

on the table, so we didn’t get the kind of time that I would have 

liked with him, especially when they got divorced. I remember 

thinking it was all about me and, you know, wanting them to be 

together. But it was obvious they were better apart than together.

“I remember sitting with him in the kitchen while he was lis-

tening to Al Jolson, having a Schlitz, smoking his Winstons, flick-

ing the ash—you know, he’d be in the backyard or in the garden, 

and he’d flick the ash into the cuff of his pants; he didn’t want to 

flick the ash in his backyard. It was the first and only house he ever  

owned. And he bought it after winning a bet with a bookie.”

What sport?

“I don’t know. He won like fifteen hundred bucks. He loved the 

dogs, he loved the horses, he loved the track, loved to play cards.

“Eventually, my dad had a couple strokes. For a while, he lived 

with different siblings. Then he moved into a Catholic assisted-

living home in South Boston and started getting better. I went 

from thinking, you know, every time I saw him might be the last 

time to thinking, Well, no. He’s going to be here forever. But then 

it took a bad turn.”

Did he get to meet your kids? 
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Above: Wahlberg with 
Leonardo DiCaprio in 

Basketball Diaries,  
in 1995. Right: With his 

father, Donald, and baby 
Ella in 2003.

“He met Ella. And I also have a picture of me, Mikey, and my 

dad. I actually named him Mike because my dad had called me 

Mike ever since I was seven years old.”

Really?

“Well, he used to call me Monkey, and I started to get really an-

noyed with it. So I had my first sit-down heart-to-heart with my 

dad and I said, ‘Dad, I got to talk to you. I don’t like the name Mon-

key.’ So he’s like, ‘Well, I’m sorry. I won’t ever call you that again. 

What do you want me to call you?’ And I said, ‘I like the name Mike.’ 

“So he had called me Mike ever since. When I was thirty-some-

thing years old, in the middle of my career, I’d go to the assisted-

living home and they would say, ‘Hey, your son Mark’s here.’ And 

he’d be like, ‘I don’t have a son named Mark. His name is Mike.’ 

“When I told him I named my first son Mike, he got a big smile 

on his face. He died when my wife was pregnant with my little 

guy, Brendan. It was so weird, too. Because Brendan—there were 

so many things about Brendan that reminded me of my dad. Just 

the way he looked. He had this bald head. He’d frown and get these 

crinkles in his forehead.”

To demonstrate, Wahlberg crinkles his brow—just as he’d done  

unconsciously in the doctor’s office. 

e head to another field nearby, where flag-

football practice is supposed to be held. Ricky 

and Mikey are in the backseat of Wahlberg’s 

black Mercedes, roomy but not ostentatious. 

Wahlberg and I are in front. We sit and chat 

and wait. It’s a little weird talking with Mikey 

in the car, so I ask him if he’s going to the Kids’ 

Choice Awards to see his dad be the host. 

“Oh, yeah, he’s going,” Wahlberg says, full 

of mysterious portent. 

“Why wouldn’t I be going if my dad is hosting?” Mikey asks. 

We sit a while longer eyeballing the field, with that feeling you 

get when you’re waiting somewhere and it ain’t happening. Clearly,  

there is no team of mini football players—only a group of big boys 

gathering for a soccer game. Using his corded black earpiece, Wahl-

berg leaves a message for his wife—thereafter a flurry of texts 

is received and sent. Finally, a phone call. Wahlberg gets a tone 

in his voice. Several pointed endearments are employed prior  

to his hanging up. 

We go back to the rec center, which includes one of those an-

tique multipurpose gymnasiums, a little gem complete with a stage 

and a beautiful hardwood short court facing eight-foot hoops. 

Wahlberg heads to the office, where he knows the coach and the 

other staffers. Four kids have lots of activities to schedule. Turns 

out the Wahlbergs missed an e-mail. Practice had been canceled. 

Wahlberg sighs audibly.

All three staffers in the tiny room freeze. . . . 

e stand under the hoop like any pair of fa-

thers, talking and rebounding while the kids—

Mikey, Henry, and Ricky—are having all the 

fun. “I think the most important thing is to al-

ways be involved in every aspect of their life,” 

Wahlberg says. “To give them enough trust 

that they can share things with you. I don’t 

want them to be terrified of me, you know? 

But I don’t want them to think they can do 

whatever they want and get away with it, either, because they can’t. 

“The biggest thing for me is, you know, as quickly as I was able to 

turn it around, to get from there to here, from me having nothing 

as a kid to me here now, providing everything for my kids, it’s like, I 

worry that maybe they won’t appreciate things. I worry that may-

be they’ll have a sense of entitlement. You don’t wanna give your 

kids everything without giving them the tools to be great people.” 

Unable to contain himself, Wahlberg takes one of the rebounds 

and slams down a thunderous dunk. 

Mikey cheers, as do Ricky and Henry and the basketball coach, 

who is sitting on the stage, hanging out. Then Mikey comes close 

and reaches up, grabbing a fistful of Wahlberg’s T-shirt. 

“Daddy, please? Can we do a game?”

Wahlberg looks at me with that same piteous green-eyed twin-

kle from the doctor’s office the previous day. 

“Me and you versus Henry and Ricky,” Mikey commands. “Henry!  

You’re with Ricky!” 

Wahlberg unburdens himself of his keys, phone, and shades. He 

jogs athletically down to the other end of the court, Mikey skip-

ping alongside, a Snoopy dance of celebration. 

“What are we playing to?” asks Wahlberg. “Eleven? Sixteen? 

Thirty-two?” 

“Thirty-two!” yells Mikey. 

“Thirty-two,” confirms his dad. 

They give each other a fist bump. ≥

    



Your host:
Actor, stand-up  

comedian, writer,  
Twitterer,  

son, and father  
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S E C T I O N S

C A R S
Wrecking a car, changing  

a flat, going to the auto  
show, driving and driving  

and driving

E AT I N G  & 
D R I N K I N G

What to cook with kids,  
where to eat with them, 

roasting a chicken, salami 

S P O R T S
Assessing your kid’s skill  

level, coaching, developing 
allegiances, snowboarding, 

betting, and losing

F I X I N G  
S T U F F

Celebrating the  
Leatherman, tying knots, 
principles of handiness

Fatherhood is mostly defned by moments. And those moments always 
(okay, 80 percent of the time, easy) seem to involve cars, fxing stuf, food and 

drink, and sports. Over the next few pages, you’ll fnd a guide to and a  
celebration of the crucial moments of fatherhood—useful advice, general 

guidelines, handy tools, and a whole hell of a lot of understanding.

P H O T O G R A P H S  B Y  J E F F  M I N T O N I L L U S T R A T I O N S  B Y  S R O O P  S U N A R

We are flawed and fallen, us fathers. Most 

of us start the process of growing new peo-

ple with at least a few strong inclinations for 

how we mean to do it, or deficits in our own 

fathers that we mean to correct, but then, 

mere mortals that we are, we fail at it, daily. 

Case in point: So there I was on the tot lot—that’s playground 

talk—doing my best to build a sand castle with my son, who was a 

little guy at the time. Lots of bedrooms and a real moat—we don’t 

mess around. After we were done sand-castling, we were going to 

break in our new baseball gloves, but then I looked over at my boy 

and noticed he was gazing longingly at the fun dad at the other  

end of the long sandbox, the guy who had just built the Trump 

Tower of sand castles and was presently acting out some Disney 

drama for a growing number of vulnerable children, doing all the 

characters, in different voices, a real pied piper of the playground. 

Just then he was a wise old lobster, and the tot lot rang with angel-

ic laughter. Who was this asshole?

He was the natural dad, that’s who he was, and the realization of 

who he was also marked the realization of who I wasn’t. I love my 

kids, like, painfully. But for a lot of reasons, some obvious, others 

that only hypnosis might reveal, I’m just not a natural dad. Wise old 

lobster and his kids would probably always talk like best friends, 

while my poor kids and I would probably drift apart, from this day 

forward, into sullen silence. Shit.

I would have to find a way around this. But how? I come from a 

long line of not-natural dads.

A memory: No one is born knowing what an Allen wrench is. Of 

all the things hardwired into us by millions of years of evolution, 

being able to distinguish an Allen wrench from all the other stu-

pid wrenches in your father’s toolbox without proper instruction 

isn’t one of them. So it’s likely that when your dad sends you off to 

find this wrench because it’s needed urgently that you’ll of course 

bring the wrong one. Can we all have a moment of silence for the 

poor little bastard who did that?

And there he was, waiting, head under the hood, studying some-

thing angrily. My dad had no idea what he was doing under the 

hood of a car, but that wouldn’t stop him from blaming his failure 

on mine. There is nothing like fatherly disappointment to make a 

seven-year-old boy want to disappear, to just have the earth open 

up and swallow you. Of course, it wouldn’t take long for me to trans-

fer that feeling into wanting the earth to swallow him. Who makes 

a little kid feel like shit about wrenches? Guy set me up.

I solemnly vowed by God that when given the chance, I would 

do things differently. I would spare my kids the projected disap-

pointment of my own failures, I would love them unconditional-

ly, I would even like them. They would be my laughing compan-

ions in this happy adventure of life. Because I’m fun, goddammit.

It’s a handicap, this not being a natural, a humbling and herita-

ble trait, a condition requiring extra work and proper attention. 

Or . . . maybe no one’s a natural, and humility itself is the point of fa-

therhood. Either way, I will never be wise old lobster. But every now 

and then, when I think about it, I stop what I’m doing, pull my son 

aside, and say, “Here, this is an Allen wrench.”  —MARK WARREN

The 
Unnatural  
Dad: 
An introduction

I N S I D E :

    



How to Teach  
a Kid How to 
Change a Tire

 When I was sixteen, my parents bought a celery-green classic 1967 Mustang. My sis-
ter, Laura, was only a year older than me and in her final weeks of driver’s ed. I could see 
my permit on the horizon. The idea of driving the Mustang was thrilling.

Early one Saturday, Laura and I were awakened Army style: One side of the mattress is 
lifted up, causing the sleeper to roll onto the floor. My father had decided that 7:00 A.M.
on this particular Saturday was the ideal time to teach his teenage daughters how to change a tire. He marched us 
outside—barefoot, wild-haired, pajamaed—with orders that no one get behind the wheel until they could change 
a tire without help. And thus commenced the lesson. My sister, normally a cranky and belligerent teen, was en-
grossed. The demonstration barely registered with me—I was too busy envisioning how foxy I was going to look 
behind the wheel of that car. But I think I knew even then why he was doing it. Our father was strict and spent most 
of his energy those years running of boys. Damned if he was going to send us out into the world only to be de-
pendent on some guy to help in an emergency. The lesson stuck with Laura. Unfortunately, I still rely on the men 
from AAA. But now that I have kids, I realize that doesn’t much matter. He wasn’t just teaching us how to change 
a tire that morning. He was teaching us how to care.  —LISA HINTELMANN
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When I was thirteen, my father started helping me restore a 

1957 MGA, this tiny British roadster. Not fast, but pretty. He 

had a hell of a temper then and we got in a lot of fights, but 

I always loved how he fixed things. Slowly. Carefully. Magically, 

without error. I’ve spent most of my life trying to work like that.

Halfway through the project, just before my sixteenth birth-

day, Dad secretly did a bunch of work to get the car drivable. That 

moment wasn’t on the schedule for weeks—the car still a shell, no 

doors or fenders. On my birthday, Mom walked me out to the drive-

way, covering my eyes. As she pulled her hands away and the en-

gine lit up, I almost shit myself.

I drove it up and down the street, giddy, giving rides to friends. 

No windshield! No doors! Seat bolted onto a bare floor! It was a 

huge deal, months of labor realized, a whee that seemed endless. 

Turn key, pull choke, pull starter cable, scare the piss out of the 

neighbors’ dogs. Repeat. It never got old.

I don’t remember who was the last ride of the day—some friend 

from across town with whom I’ve since lost touch. We were talk-

ing. I was standing outside the car in the garage. Old cars, you can 

start them without pushing in the clutch, because there’s no elec-

trical cutout. I had the ignition on. I pulled the starter knob. 

And I had left the car in gear.

There was a leap of black paint and a terrible bang and the whole 

garage shook, and suddenly the car was trying to dig a hole in the 

wall. The engine was still running. Protesting.

Dad had one of those stand-up Sears Craftsman toolboxes—three 

parts, the bottom section on rollers, around six feet tall. The MG 

just buried itself in there, right below the screwdrivers. The nose 

was bent, the front valance taco’d up, the toolbox pinned against 

the wall. I walked over, used my twitching hands to shut off the 

engine, sat down, and tried not to puke on my shoes. I was sure 

that whatever we had over that car, whatever we’d been trying to 

achieve together, it was just . . . done.

B Y  S A M  S M I T H

For when your kid wrecks a vintage roadster, say

A FEW WORDS ON 
RESTRAINT

The noise must’ve been audible for blocks. Dad came outside a 

few seconds later. He stood there for a second, quietly, trying to 

re-create what happened. I couldn’t decide if he was going to kill 

me or just say that it was all over. 

And then he started looking. We pushed the car back, away from 

the toolbox. He was quiet for a few minutes, kneeling, bending the 

steel with his hands. He scratched his chin a little and looked at me. 

“Nah,” he said, smiling. “It’s fine.” 

“No,” I said firmly, stomach turning. 

“Yes,” he said. His hand went to my shoulder, and he locked eyes 

with me, speaking slowly. “It’s. Fine.” 

Only it was. No drama, no yelling, nothing. And then he showed 

me what it would take. Over the next week or so, he bent the steel 

back, sanded and touched up the paint, tweaked things back into 

place. His hands made it work. When the MG was finished a year lat-

er, you could tell only if you already knew. He left it slightly less than 

perfect, I think, as a gentle reminder: Remember your mistakes.

In the years since, I don’t know if I’ve ever seen him that calm. 

That moment taught me almost everything I needed to know about 

my father. I don’t have the car anymore; I sold it in college after get-

ting his okay, to fund another project. I miss it, but not enough to 

want it back. Mostly, I just miss him help-

ing me work.

U S E F U L  A D V I C E
When teaching a child 
how to change a tire, 

tell him this first:  
Always loosen the  

lug nuts before  
jacking up the car.

    



 They hold an annual car show in the Ontario Convention Cen-
ter, in the crappy desert suburb where I grew up in southern Califor-
nia. The Inland Empire International Auto Show, I think it was called.  
 My father  took me a few times when I was a kid. We’d just walk around 
the huge space, looking at cars. Because the floors were carpeted, 
every time I’d touch a car-door handle to 
see the inside, I’d get a little shock. 

The thing is we weren’t really into cars. I 
used to think I was, but I never subscribed 
to a car magazine, had no real interest in 
the internal workings of an engine. But ev-
ery year, we’d go to the car show. As immi-
grants, I think we were adopting this inter-
est in cars because that was the culture of 
America, of southern California. You were 
supposed to enjoy looking at shiny auto-
mobiles. Back home, as a Filipino growing 
up in a strict Protestant family, my father hadn’t been close to his fa-
ther, so he and I both were borrowing the whole notion of father-son 
bonding time. I didn’t much care about the cars, but I loved every 
minute of going to the shows with my dad. He was just doing what 
he thought he should do. And he was right.  —MARK MIKIN
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F I V E  G R E A T  R O A D  T R I P S  I F  Y O U  H A V E  K I D S

N O - FA I L 
C O N V E RSAT I O N

S TA R T E R S
The car is the best 

place to talk to  
your children about 

difficult subjects,  
because they  

can’t escape. But  
sometimes it’s hard 
to break the silence. 
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Girl Trouble
 DO  I haven’t heard 

you mention  
Melissa much 

lately.
 DON’T  You still 

hang out with that 
chubby girl?

Divorce
 DO  You probably 
noticed that your 

mom and I haven’t 
been getting 

along well lately.
 DON’T  You know 
that pretty lady  

who works at 
Build-A-Bear?

Drugs
 DO  I was just  

reading about how 
much more pow-

erful today’s drugs 
are than in previ-
ous generations.
 DON’T  Drugs can 
make you do stu-

pid things, like 
getting a girl preg-

nant. Fourteen 
years later, you’re 
behind the wheel 
of a minivan talk-

ing to your kid 
about drugs in-
stead of being a 

skydiving instruc-
tor in Las Vegas. 

Death of a 
Grandparent

 DO  I have some 
sad news. Grand-
ma passed away.

 DON’T  I know a 
couple of kids who 
have some money 
coming their way!

Sex
 DO  Did they start 

teaching you  
sex ed at school 
yet? Easy A, son. 
Heh. Anyway, I’m 
here to talk if you 

need me.
 DON’T  You screw 

anyone yet?

Things to Do

The Auto Show

1
Seligman, Arizona,  

to Oatman, Arizona

Route: Historic Route 66

Terrain: Two-lane American 

asphalt

Points of interest: Delgadillo’s 

Snow Cap, an ice-cream shop/

fun house

> A restored vintage gas station 

in Kingman

> Oatman, a living museum of 

a dusty Old West town, where 

wild burros wander unbidden 

and residents stage shoot-outs. 

2
Homestead, Florida, to 

Key West, Florida

Route: U. S. 1

Terrain: 42 overseas bridges hop 

along the Keys, bisecting the  

Atlantic and the Gulf of Mexico 

Points of interest: Order the 

legendary key-lime milk shakes 

at the Robert Is Here fruit stand 

(est. 1959) in Homestead.

> Pull off at Bahia Honda State 

Park to eat a picnic lunch. A 

good thirty minutes later, the 

kids can take a swim.

> Cross Seven Mile Bridge (ex-

actly what it sounds like), one of 

the longest segmental bridges in 

the world, connecting the mid-

dle and lower Keys.

3
Manitowoc,  

Wisconsin, to  

Washington, Wisconsin

Route: State highway 42

Terrain: Curvy, but not 

carsick-curvy 

Points of interest: Tour the  

USS Cobia, a World War II  

Navy submarine.

> Eat a sundae in Two Rivers,  

allegedly the birthplace of the 

sundae.

> Take the kids to see an  

actual movie at an actual drive-

in, the Skyway in Fish Creek 

(est. 1950).

4
Blowing Rock, North  

Carolina, to downtown 

Asheville, North Carolina

Route: The Blue Ridge Parkway

Terrain: A transmission-punish-

ing, high-elevation thrill ride 

Points of interest: Ride a mas-

sive steam-engine locomotive at 

Tweetsie Railroad, in Blowing 

Rock, an otherwise gimmicky 

Wild West theme park.

> Walk the “mile-high” sus-

pension bridge at Grandfather 

Mountain in Linville, a pristine 

nature preserve.

5
Astoria, Oregon, to  

Lincoln City, Oregon

Route: U. S. 101, the Oregon 

Coast Highway

Terrain: Rugged coastline with 

lighthouses, forests, and small 

towns you’ll want to move to

Points of interest: Explore a 

rusted-out 1906 shipwreck at 

Fort Stevens State Park near 

Astoria.

> Eat crab Benedict at the Pig ‘N 

Pancake in Cannon Beach.

> Look for migrating whales at 

the Cape Meares Lighthouse.
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Your kid sucks, but he  
still loves it.

 9 AND UNDER: Focus 
on how much fun he’s 
having! Instead of ask-
ing how he played or 
whether he won, ask 
him if he had a good 
time and what the best 
part of practice or the 
game was. If he learns to 
equate sports with fun, 
he’ll be active his whole 
life. (He might suck, but 
he’ll be active.)

 10 AND OVER: Ofer to 
help without overtly crit-
icizing. If he wants to put 
in the time and get bet-
ter, he’ll take you up on 
an ofer to help him prac-
tice and improve.   

Your kid’s great,  
but his team sucks.

 9 AND UNDER: Focus 
on sportsmanship. “Part 
of being on a team is be-
ing a good player and 
helping people around 
you.” Ask him who he 
helped today or whether 
he was a great leader.

 10 AND OVER: Create a 
game within the game—
how many passes can 
you complete, how  
many tackles, etc. Set-

> Stop yelling. You’re making the kid 

hate you and the sport. 

> Employ a commanding tone: firmer,  

stronger, and louder than normal; deliv-

ered from the gut in a military manner, 

but not overly stern—a fair leader who is a 

little demanding while calmly in control. 

> Every parent thinks their child is 50 

percent better than they really are. 

> Nobody ever gets enough playing time. 

> Do not feel surprised when your neigh-

bors start treating you like hired help.

> Achieve separation: Your kid is not 

you. You cannot do it for him. Let him cre-

ate himself. Likewise your team. Try hard 

but be okay with the outcomes.  

> Remember that as a parent or coach, 

you are playing a role. Your true emotions 

should not be evident to the players.   

> When you first get out on the court or 

field with your kid or team, make at least 

five supportive comments—Nice shot! 

Good form! Sweet stroke! Wow, you’ve 

been practicing!—before you give any in-

structions or corrections. Praise makes 

players more receptive to criticism.   

> Modeling: every minute. Every day. 

They’re watching everything you say and 

do. Be the first in line to do the drills and 

use the exact form and demeanor you 

wish to teach. Set the tone. 

> Do not be that coach who lives and dies 

on the sideline with each touch of the ball.

> Do not give the kid corrective notes all 

the way home and for the next two days. 

> After your child goes to bed, do not 

fight with your wife about team politics 

and playing time. 

> Don’t coach your kid past age ten. By 

then, if you’ve done well, he’ll have the 

skills you hoped to teach. He’s ready for  

a professional.   —MIKE SAGER

ting goals that exist be-
yond winning and losing 
helps kids stay focused.  

Your kid plays dirty.
 9 AND UNDER: Zero tol-

erance. “If that’s how 
you are going to play, 
you won’t play. I will not 
take you to practice.”

 10 AND OVER: Talk to 
the coach about calm-
ing or focusing tech-
niques (deep breathing, 
taking a break, etc.) that 
help your kid control his 
emotions. Check in with 
the coach once a week. 

The coach doesn’t 
want to play your kid.

 9 AND UNDER: Most 
youth leagues have an 
unspoken equal-time 
rule, so as long as your 
kid’s getting some play-
ing time and having a 
decent time, go with it.

 10 AND OVER: Talk to 
the coach after prac-
tice and ask, “What does 
my kid need to do to 
get more playing time? 
How could he improve?” 
This makes things less 
adversarial and more 
collaborative.
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Your Kid  
Sucks 
And other problems 
on the field

W H A T  I ’ V E  L E A R N E D

With thanks to sport psychology experts Richard  
D. Ginsburg, Larry Lauer, and Patrick Cohn.

    



One day, my six-year-old son, Sam, will be a man and someone will ask 

him an obvious question: Why do you love Liverpool, a soccer team that 

plays in a city three thousand miles away? And he will wonder at his col-

lection of red jerseys and why he cries whenever he hears “You’ll Never Walk 

Alone,” and he will say: I have no idea. It’s just how things always have been.

I will know different. His love for Liverpool has surfaced only in the last 

several months, and it has been something to see, this blossoming. By rights, 

any son of mine should be a West Ham fan, and failing that a Swansea fan, 

and God, somehow failing that, maybe a Burnley fan. But as a father, with a 

father’s abiding, guiding vanity, I have to say that the strangest thing about 

Sam’s burgeoning allegiance is how little I had to do with it. This fairly es-

sential facet of a man, this significant dictator of his identity and future hap-

piness, I failed to give to my boy. I just watched it happen.

Of course, Sam loves soccer, the game, because of my love for it. We watch 

soccer together every Saturday morning, and those few beautiful hours each 

weekend have become one of our principal 

solder joints. He also plays with a ferocity 

that makes me remember the vast sums of 

red cards in my past, and I feel almost guilty 

for that, as though I’ve cursed him somehow, 

a boy doomed to become a man who puts too 

much stock in competitions and their out-

comes. Yet for the curse of Liverpool, at least, 

I am blameless.

My best friend Phil, an uncle to my boys, 

is a Liverpool fan, and that can’t be a coinci-

dence. Even if I’d like to think that I have sole 

ownership over my son and his heart, Phil has 

claimed his own stake. By some weird sched-

uling fluke, Liverpool also has been on our TV a lot this season, Sam’s first real  

season as an obsessive, and Liverpool happens to be enjoying one of its best 

campaigns in years. A very talented man named Luis Suárez is scoring ridic-

ulous goals on its behalf, so now a fiery Uruguayan has carved his own little 

place in my son’s carefully apportioned chest, a devotion that surfaces most 

awfully when Sam kisses his wrist after scoring, filling me with both paren-

tal pride and a certain nausea at the same time.

I’ve wondered, perhaps hopefully, whether the effects of this confluence 

will pass, and next season Sam will latch on to the Hammers or Chelsea or 

United—and thus have to find somewhere else to live—his Liverpool love an-

other of his temporary possessions, like baby teeth. Then last week, Uncle 

Phil, the conniving bastard, presented  Sam with a tiny Liverpool shirt,  vin-

tage, Hitachi, that Phil himself wore as a six-year-old. Seeing Sam’s reaction 

to that present, his jumping up and down and his immediate donning of that 

unmistakable red, I felt the warm embrace of resignation: This fight is over. 

In some weird way, I almost like that we support different sides of the same 

game—that it says something hopeful about us as father and son. I taught Sam 

that it’s okay to love something and someone outside of yourself, to root for 

strangers far out of your reach, and to be lifted or leveled by circumstances 

far beyond your control. The universe then presented Liverpool to my boy. 

Liverpool would not have been my first choice. But that Sam’s six-year-old 

heart proved big enough for him to find room for Liverpool in it should mean 

more than enough to me.
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C A R S 

What's the best  
way to teach a kid 
how to drive? 

 Find a big-ass emp-
ty parking lot and let 
’em grind the gears 
and lurch the chas-
sis from left to right. 
Teach ’em early how 
annoying and nau-
seating hot-rodding 
feels when you’re the 
one inside the car 
(rather than imagin-
ing themselves mar-
veling at the moves). 
A few spin sessions, 
letting ’em shake the 
lead of their feet, and 
they’ll treat the road 
like the rhythmic rib-
bon it’s supposed 
to be.

S P O R T S 

What to do if your 
kid is bad at sports? 

 Find out what he 
or she is amazing at 
and celebrate it. And 
if they’re terrible at 
sports but still love 
playing ’em? Let ’em 
play. And be delight-
ed. Sports are play. 
And they’re superfun. 
They’re supposed to 
be fun. Trophies are 
just a random bo-
nus. Unless you’re an 
empty sociopath.

E AT I N G  A N D 

D R I N K I N G

What do you cook 
for your kids? 

 My daughter has 
firmly ground her 
heels into the “mac-
aroni and cheese for 
every meal” camp. 
There’s wheedling 
and bargaining and 
games and entice-
ments on my part for 
her to widen her pal-
ate, but except for 
an occasional broc-
coli floret or sliver 
of turkey, it’s mac ’n’ 

cheese, with a fanat-
ic’s devotion.

But maybe this is 
my fault. My wife—
earthy, spontane-
ous, connected, and 
sunny—has taken to 
cooking with an ex-
plorer’s openness. I—
spacey, OCD, aloof, 
and gloomy—keep 
trying to cook, but 
everything comes 
out as a facsimile. 
I’m starting to real-
ize my deep-seated 
suburban aversion 
to the roots and in-
gredients that, when 
alchemized, cre-
ate cuisine. And so 
something I’ve un-
consciously passed 
along to my daugh-
ter: a retreat to safe, 
boxed, powdered, 
beige nuked foods. It 
doesn’t matter what I 
say to her about food. 
What matters is what 
she sees me taking 
joy in. Time to burn 
something in the 
kitchen and get over 
the fear of smoke.

F I X I N G  S T U F F 

Who’s handier,  
you or your wife? 

 We’re both equal-
ly clueless and com-
petent. Since we’re 
both writers, we’ve 
been comfortable let-
ting other people fix 
things if it’ll free up 
time to bang away 
at the keyboard. Of 
course, a 2:00 A.M.
fuse or weekend 
spurting faucet de-
mands presence and 
improvisation. We’re 
getting better by ne-
cessity. When the 
grid goes down? We 
can probably com-
bine, Voltronlike, to a 
D-plus-level contrac-
tor. Enough to keep 
the heat on, I guess.

B Y  C H R I S  J O N E S

There’s only so much you can teach a child when it comes 
to team loyalty. One thing you can teach: loyalty itself.

HOW A KID
BECOMES A FAN Patton 

Oswalt,
Dad

T H E  A C T O R / C O M E D I A N  S H A R E S  

A D V I C E  F O R  T H E  I M P O R T A N T  M O M E N T S 

    



My father was not an athlete. In fact, there was but one field of athlet-

ic endeavor in which I knew him to be formidable: fighting. He was fa-

mous for chasing down drivers who cut him off, for yanking wiseass deli 

operators over their counters. However impressive these skills may have been, 

they were not easily passed from father to son, especially a son who was terri-

fied of them—and, for a long time, of him.

Indeed, it was because of my fear of him that I was desperate to connect 

with him. But how does a son connect with a father without the intermedi-

ary of sports? When the father responds to the son’s horrific struggles in Lit-

tle League by paying the kid next door to throw the ball with him? Fortunately 

for my relationship with him, my father, though not an athlete, was a sports-

man in the old-fashioned sense of the word: that is, a gambler. On weeknights 

he was at the track; on weekend afternoons, when he wasn’t fielding calls from 

his three bookies, he was watching football games on his three TV sets and then 

fielding calls from his three bookies. And in the mornings—well, in the morn-

ings, he was listening to me.  

You see, it was through his ultimately catastrophic habit that I found my op-

portunity for connection. Though no more athletic than my father was, I—like 

a lot of other bookish boys—set out to acquire an encyclopedic knowledge of 

the sports I was barely able to play, particularly football. Unlike a lot of oth-

er bookish boys, however, I acquired my knowledge for him and became what 

he called his “tout” or his “handicapper.” On Monday mornings, he would flip 

me his copy of the Daily News and ask, “Who do you like?”

And so I’d study the little boxed betting line, set in agate type with the home 

team in caps, and then announce my picks for the week with an air of absolute 

authority. On weekend mornings, the phone started ringing at 9, and my father 

would go nuts adding “parlays” and “teasers” to what he had already bet or sim-

ply doubling down. He would have lost without me, but he didn’t win with me. 
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 I’m a skier. From the 
day I first strapped on 
a pair of Rossignols in 
France at age twelve, 
snow has been my 
natural habitat. I 
was Ingemar Sten-
mark and Franz Klam-
mer. But only on skis. 
Snowboarding just 
doesn’t work for me. 
The pain, the bruising, 
the awkwardness of 
trying to walk with a 
plank strapped to one 
foot, bone-threaten-
ing calamities on ev-
ery lift—all seem too 
high a price for the 
admitted virtues of 
looking nonchalant 
while hurtling down 
a hill. I tried it once 
years ago. It didn’t 
like me. Then I forgot 
about it forever.

. . . Until last year, 
when my ten-year-
old  son, Charlie,  got 
a Burton for Christ-
mas. To him, it could 
have been cooler on-
ly if it had been made 
entirely of Legos. The 
only descent of note 
in our Brooklyn back-

yard is the five steps 
of the back deck. He 
tried that on Christ-
mas Day. I had visions 
of him attempting to 
board down the main 
staircase indoors. 
Clearly, an expedition 
upstate was neces-
sary, a man-and-boy 
this-is-how-it’s-done 
kind of trip. Except I 
didn’t know how it is 
done.

I signed him up for 
a two-hour begin-
ner’s course and set 
of on my own to re-
commune with the 

joys of gravity. I got 
bored. He got bored. 
Snowboard lessons 
for a kid are a trial. 
All they want to do is 
strap a board on and 
go, face-planting their 
way to a manageable 
plateau. You can’t do 
that with skiing—be-
cause you will die.

On day two, a per-
fect blue-sky day at 
the tiny private slope 
at West Point, there 
was no more mess-
ing about with les-
sons. Charlie mas-
tered the one chair 
lift and heroically toe-
slipped down every 
piste, managing heel 
side turns (whatever 
they may be) whenev-
er things got a bit fast. 
His only frustration 
came when I tried to 
encourage him to turn 
toeside. He gave me a 
look that said, “Daddy, 
you don’t know what 
you’re talking about.” 
And he was right.

That day, I mostly  
skied backward at 
three miles an hour, 
watching him deter-
minedly get the hang 
of something that I 
never will. He would 
wipe out. He would 
get up again. 

Gradually, the spec-
tacular crashes be-
came rarer and the 
confidence grew. 
At the end of that 
long afternoon, my 
son had been trans-
formed into one of 
those cool kids that I 
never was. True, he is 
a snowboarder and I
am a skier. But we’re 
both mountain peo-
ple now.

Fatigue didn’t fi-
nally show until the 
boots came of in the 
backseat of the car. 
He was asleep before 
we left the parking lot. 
You spend your youth 
looking up to imag-
inary heroes only to 
find, when they come 
along, that your real 
heroes are your own 
kids. Best day ever. 

—NICK SULLIVAN

B Y  T O M  J U N O D

The obvious bonds between father and  
child weren’t there, but a deeper one emerged

SPORTS ARE NOT  
ONLY TO BE PLAYED

S P O R T S  C O N T I N U E D

Regarding This
“Snowboarding”

    



 My folks split up 
when I was ten. My 
mother took us—her 
three sons—back with 
her to her parents’ 
house in Cleveland; 
my father started an-
other family in Los An-
geles. I saw him once 
a year. The man of the 
house in Cleveland was 
my grandfather, more 
or less a stranger to me, 
and—so much worse—
a stranger to himself. 
He was not like a father 
to me. Neither was my 
old man.

I myself came late to 
fatherhood, after much 
thought. My son, bless 
him, came right on 
time. Not that I had any 
philosophy of father-
hood or wisdom, but 
I had defined a single 
bottom line: Be there 
for him.

Oh, it sounds nice. 
Soulful. Even so, you 
have to pick your spots. 
Crowding the kid with 
love is still crowding 

the kid, especially if 
he’s playing ball. In our 
town, like a lot of towns, 
they don’t learn the 
game on playgrounds 
or sandlots from older 
boys; they join a base-
ball team at five or six, 
with coaches over-
coaching and their par-
ents yelling bullshit 
when they’re not on 
their cell phones.

Turns out I’m not a 
good sports dad—I’m 
big and loud and full 
of crap. But I’m there, 
dammit. And when my 
boy struck out to end 
the game—and the sea-
son—with his team 
down by one and run-
ners on second and 
third, and stayed, 
aghast and angry at 
himself, standing, bat 
in hand, at home plate 
while the tears came, 
I came over to put my 
arm around his shoul-
ders and walk him back 
to the bench. 

“Don’t cry,” the 

B Y  S C O T T  R A A B
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I still remember telling him to “bet the house” 

on Notre Dame against USC, and him going to 

the track with my mother with the Irish up by 

five touchdowns—and what it felt like watch-

ing USC come back in the second half, knowing 

that he too was watching at the Cloud Casino 

at Roosevelt Raceway. He would punch doors 

when he lost, and my mother never had them 

fixed, so the holes he put in them would stand 

as memorials to what she regarded as stupidi-

ty and he as bad luck. But his temper was nev-

er directed against me, and I never was afraid 

of it. I was afraid of him, but his gambling was 

something we were both in on, and it offered a 

way out of my fear, no matter how much mon-

ey he—or we—lost.

I was probably twelve when he bought me 

a football. When I first tried throwing it, I 

cried because I couldn’t throw it ten yards. But 

then I became obsessed and a strange thing hap-

pened . . . or rather a normal thing happened, 

which was strange in my house: My father 

started throwing it with me. We’d go out in the 

street between games, my father in some out-

landish outfit—a belted sweater, ski pants, fur-

lined boots—and he, a lefty, would throw these 

beautiful floaters, all spin, all touch, all anticipa-

tion, with a strange three-quarter motion that 

owed as much to his experience in World War 

II throwing hand grenades as it did to watch-

ing NFL quarterbacks week in and week out. He 

wasn’t teaching me how to throw; he was teach-

ing himself. What I learned from him was some-

thing different, and to this day throwing a foot-

ball is the only thing I can do in sports, and the 

only thing I’ve ever cared about doing.

And it’s what I’ve taught my daughter. Anoth-

er lefty, born on my dad’s eighty-fourth birth-

day, she has been able to throw a ball on a line 

since she was two and a half, with a compact 

motion more reminiscent of his than mine. In-

deed, in many ways she is more like him than 

me, so I’ve worked to make sure that the joy 

of throwing a ball is the legacy she receives 

from my old man through me, not the luna-

cy of enjoying games only when there’s “a lit-

tle action” to make them “interesting.” I’ll give 

her the target of my hands and challenge her to 

drop a football into them without making me 

move. And it will be with a sense of inevitabil-

ity that I’ll hear her challenge me back: “You 

don’t think I can do it? I’ll bet you I can. C’mon, 

Dad: five bucks.”

The age at which  
your child is capable  

of learning to:

T H E  A B I L I T Y 
T I M E L I N E

Hit a ball of 
a tee with a 

Whifle bat: 2

Doggie-
paddle: 3

Field ground 
balls: 6

Ride a 
two-wheel 

bike: 5 

Ski, with 
turns: 4

Dribble a 
soccer ball: 

5 to 6

Basically dribble 
a basketball: 7

Know which 
base to run to 
in baseball: 7

Catch a baseball often 
enough to keep a game 

of catch going: 6 to 7

Hit a baseball 
pitched by another 

person: 8

Catch a fly 
ball: 9

A
G
E

Ice-skate 
forward: 4

Catch a 
baseball: 5

Throw a 
football 
well: 8

Make a 
layup: 8

H O W  T O

coach says—quiet, with 
compassion.

“It’s fine,” I say too 
loud. “We cry a lot at 
home.”

I walk back to the 
bleachers while the 
teams shake hands. 
I’m looking at my son, 
who’s nine or ten. His 
tears have stopped, but 
I can see he’s hurting. 
My heart is not breaking 
for him or for myself. I’m 
thinking about a long-
ago playof game I end-
ed by popping up with 
the tying and winning 
runs on base, a pure 
choke that pisses me of 
to this day. 

We trudge back to 
the car.

“That was rough,” I 
tell him. “It’s a tough 
game, baseball.”

He’s crying again. 
Better I should’ve shut 
the fk up, or at least 
not have said anything 
about the game. Now I 
feel like a schmuck, and 
I’m already upset about 
the way the game end-
ed, because it could’ve 
been anyone else on the 
team, not my kid, doing 
the walk of shame back 
to the car.

“Let’s get some ice 
cream,” I say. “I don’t 
want to go home feeling 
this way.”

“Yeah,” he says. “Me 
neither.”

We get milk shakes. 
All I say about the game 
is about the pop-up I hit 
and how I think about  
it and feel bad thirty 
years later. He nods. I 
tell him he’ll get more  
chances. Nods. 

That’s our whole 
back-and-forth, but the 
shakes are great and by 
the time we finish, he’s 
good. He’s not hurting, 
not to the naked eye. 
Me, I’m happier may-
be than I’ve ever been in 
my life, or just happy-dif-
ferent. I’m here with my 
son. No need to speak a 
single word—there nev-
er was. I’m here with 
him. His father.  

Drive a Jet 
Ski: 12, with 
supervision

Understand 
the infield fly 

rule: 34
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B Y  M I C H A E L 

L E V I T O N 

Executive chef,  
Area Four, Cambridge, 
Massachusetts,
father of two

> Young kids can mea-
sure flour for pancake 
batter, make cookie 
dough. Our four-year-
old son loves to crack 
eggs.
> It’s better to cook ear-
lier in the day. They’re 
toast after five o’clock, 
so undertaking a big 
project in the evening is 
asking for trouble.
> We’ve been teach-
ing my eleven-year-old 
daughter some knife 
work for a while now, 
but I’m not going to say, 
“Go dice four onions 
and call me when you’re 
done.” I don’t turn my 
back on her when she 
has a knife in her hand.
> Bring them with you 
to the market so they 
can learn how to pick 
out quality produce. 
It’s good for them to 
see that part of the pro-
cess, too.
> Whenever I’m cook-
ing at home, I try to min-
imize the mess as much 
as possible—roasting 
is great for that. Line a 
sheet pan with tinfoil to 
make cleanup easy.
> If you have a good 
chicken, it’s easy  
to make dinner with 
your kids.

Dry the chicken and 
coat with butter or ol-
ive oil. Put herbs and 
aromatics inside the 
cavity—whole garlic 
cloves, cut-up lemon, 
a few sprigs of rose-
mary. Then get the kids 
involved in seasoning. 
This is one of those mo-
ments where I say, “You 

sort of want to make a 
mess.” I’ll hold the bird 
and rotate it a little as 
one of my kids lets the 
kosher salt fall in an 
even snow. Then cut an-
other lemon into halves 
or quarters and let them 
squeeze it all over the 
chicken.

Place the chicken 
breast-up in a roasting 
pan that’s just a bit big-
ger than the bird. Throw 
in a mess of seasonal  
vegetables. Break up 

a head of garlic. Add a 
handful of marble po-
tatoes and a bunch of 
young white turnips 
the size of golf balls, 
quartered. Add whole 
radishes and shiitake  
mushrooms, halved. 
Let your kids do as 
much as they can.

Throw everything in-
to a 375-degree oven. 
For a three-pound bird, 
roast about an hour. Pe-
riodically stir the veg-
etables so they get 

coated with the chick-
en fat and juice. If you 
want, add a bunch of 
jumbo asparagus lat-
er on and/or a handful 
of blanched fava beans 
right at the end.

When the chicken has 
rested, let the kids have 
at it to see how it breaks 
down. My daughter’s of 
an age where she can 
begin to appreciate how 
the muscles function, 
the diference between 
dark and light meat, and 

how the chicken breast 
tastes diferent from the 
leg and thigh.

There’s potential for 
a lesson here: As a cul-
ture, we’ve become di-
vorced not just from 
where our food comes 
from but how we get it 
on the table. When our 
kids see raw ingredients 
and watch how we trans-
form those into food, 
that’s a good thing. 

—INTERVIEWED BY 

JESSIE KISSINGER

In the 
Kitchen, 
with Kids

    



My father taught me how to eat salami—how to cut it and 

how to hang it and, more importantly, how to regard it as a 

kind of lifeline from the abyss. He wasn’t aware he was do-

ing this, or maybe he was, but either way the lesson has stayed with 

me. Beef salami, brought home from Katz’s Deli, occupied a strange 

and central place in our household, particularly in those excruci-

ating years following my mother’s suicide. A born brooder, David  

Ozersky had now been finally and utterly defeated by life, and so 

our two-man household was a grim and painful place, except when 

we had salami. Then the mood lifted. A Katz’s salami can grow to as 

much as two feet in length, but after we brought ours home it nev-

er stayed that way for long. 

Even when our family had been more or less intact, this fine-

grained sausage exerted a kind of talismanic power. My father and 

I so loved it. His ways with it were brutish. He couldn’t be both-

ered to cut away the tight wax or plastic sleeve that contained it, 

and so he would just hack off pieces and either impatiently rip the 

wrapper away or, better still, just bite it off. Firm and dense but still 

squeezable, packed with fat and salt and garlic and paprika, the 

slices provided much-needed bursts of pleasure. Successive slices,  

taken hourly, helped get us through the day. 

It wasn’t just its antidepressive properties that gave the sa-

lami its power; it represented a rare line of continuity between 

Ozersky generations. Occasionally we would emerge from our 

dank burrow in Atlantic City and take the bus up to New York 

and Katz’s. This sacred place, I was given to understand, was un-

changing, a polestar of Jewish meats, and the same then as when 

my father used to go at my age. Even more amazingly, it was the 

same as it had been when his father had gone there. The salami 

was the same, too, and a family ritual, one of the few we had, came 

with it: When you got home, after you had ripped off the white 

butcher paper and slashed off the first piece, you were to hang 

it from a nail on the kitchen wall, covering the cut end in brown 

paper held on by a rubber band. Suppos-

edly this was to keep it from dripping, but 

I think it was to prolong the pleasure of 

cutting the slices. 

You had to pull off the paper before you 

made the cut and then put it back on af-

terward. The salami got smaller all the 

time, and soon the paper was bigger than 

it was. At that point you threw the paper 

away and ate the heel that remained, like an apple. My grandfa-

ther is gone, and my father is gone, but I still have a nail stuck to 

the door mantel, like a mezuzah, to hold salami and remember 

them by. If and when I have my own son, I hope he gets a Katz’s 

salami and a nail to hang it on. He will eat it for pure pleasure, 

the way it was meant, not the way I was taught.

T H E  

S I T UAT I O N A L  

R E STAU R A N T 

G U I D E

 Where to take  
your children when  

an occasion  
needs to be marked 
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B Y  J O S H  O Z E R S K Y

I T ’ S  I M P O R T A N T ,  Y O U  K N O W — H O W  Y O U  E A T  I T

H O W  T O  E A T

First piano recital: 
ice-cream parlor

Tenth birthday: 
Benihana

Having “the talk”: 
a diner

Graduation  
from high school:

the Italian place  
that’s better than 
the Italian place 

you usually go to  

Graduation  
from college:

some place with the 
word club in the name

Telling child he  
or she is adopted:

German

First job out  
of college:
steakhouse 

Premarriage pep 
talk: steakhouse  

(The steakhouse is  
incredibly versatile.) 

Going of  
to war: wherever he  

or she wants

Returning  
from war:

your backyard

Your twentieth 

anniversary:
whole family, the  

expensive place with  
the famous chef

Release from prison:  
cheeseburgers  

Just haven’t  
seen them in a while:

two seats at the bar

You’re about to die: 
steakhouse

U S E F U L  A D V I C E
After you’ve hung 

the salami from a nail 
in the kitchen and 

hacked of a bite, put a 
paper bag around the 

end. Keeps it moist.
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 Open any package. 
Snip a loose thread on 
your pants. Tighten a 
loose screw on a drawer 
pull. Cut a stray wire on 
the fence. Retrieve the 
oil cap that fell into the 
engine. Retrieve a Lego 
that fell into the crev-
ice between the seats. 
Take apart two Legos 
that you can’t get apart 
even with your teeth. 
Jimmy open a stuck 
storm window. Poke a 
hole in the art project 
to hang it up. Scrape 
gum of the dashboard. 
Slice open a bag of top-
soil. Slice open a pack-
age of bacon. Cut the 
ribbon on a gift. Cut the 
itchy tag out of a shirt. 
Cut the fishing line. File 
the rough edge of a two-
by-four. File the dulled 
blade of a pickax. Mea-
sure between nails when 
hanging a picture. Loos-
en a rusted water valve. 
Scrape rust of a toy left 
out in the rain. Unscrew 
two garden hoses. Pry 
up a nail. Open a beer.

Once you start wear-
ing a multitool on your 
belt—and the Leather-
man is the only multitool 
worth wearing on your 
belt—you will wear it for 
the rest of your life.

On starting them young: It’s a safety is-

sue, really. You have to set an example. But 

when I was a kid, I worked alongside my 

dad at a very young age. We lived in an old house 

and he renovated at nights and on weekends. I ab-

solutely loved it. I was probably in the way more 

than I wasn’t, but he still made it fun. Sometimes 

he would set me on a little project that was sim-

ilar to what he was doing. And he’d go work on 

his while I worked on mine. 

 On frustration: It can get frustrating—the proj-

ect is frustrating, the kids are in the way . . . some-

times you just have to back away from it and find 

another, smaller project that will go smoother. 

Make it something fun—go build a simple bird-

house. Anything. It’s fun, and they don’t forget 

it. You know what? You don’t either. But then go 

back to the difficult job. 

 On kids’ expectations: They might not want 

to help as much as they think they do. Say you’re 

insulating the attic and your five-year-old is beg-

ging to help. Say, “Okay, you want to come up into 

the attic? I’m going to bring you up. You’re going to 

have to be real careful. I’m going to hold you. You 

are not going to be able to run around. And you’re 

going to see how hot and stuffy it is.” And he’ll 

say, “Um . . . I think I want to go back down now.”  

 On instant gratification: You can’t expect kids 

to understand that things take time. They might 

want a tree house, but they’re too little to build 

it. So start with a little tree. Build a little platform 

two or three feet off the ground—something you 

can build in an afternoon. They can play and jump 

off that for a while. And tell them when they get 

older, you’re going to build a big tree house 

together. But they need to see something 

built quick and jump on it.  

 A little perspective: If they want to get 

involved, let them get involved. You’re go-

ing to get the project done—you know that. 

But your son is either going to be off play-

ing with his friends or he’s going to be with 

you. Life is short. Let them waste your 

time, because it’s not a waste of time. It’s 

a bond and it’s going to stay. Then, when 

they grow up, they get a house, you can go 

back and help them. The process begins 

all over again.

The 
Leatherman 
Multitool

B Y  T O M  S I LVA

H E ’ S  T H E  L E V E L H E A D E D  C O N T R A C T O R  O N  T H I S  O L D  H O U S E .  H E  

R U N S  A  B U I L D I N G  F I R M .  H E ’ S  A  F A T H E R  O F  T W O .  W E  A S K E D  H I M  H O W , 

W H E N ,  A N D  W H Y  T O  H A V E  Y O U R  K I D S  H E L P  Y O U  F I X  S T U F F .

The Endorsement

H O W  T O  T E A C H  Y O U R  K I D S  H O W  T O

SMALL HAMMER  SCREWDRIVERS  

(1 PHILLIPS, 1 FLAT-HEAD)  

 HAND DRILL: A hand-cranked tool,  
like an eggbeater, that drills holes.  

 PUSH DRILL: The drill bit is a straight shank  
bit, but it has a groove on each side, so it  

cuts forward in reverse. No pinched  
fingers. It’s a little tool that will get them  

thinking about mechanics.   
 TAPE MEASURE: Measuring is  

an easy job for kids to help with.  
And for some reason, they love  

tape measures.

M Y  F I R S T  T O O L B O X
Tom Silva’s recommendations  

for a gift on a child’s tenth birthday
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1

The best time to check 
your car’s tire pressure is 
before you start driving 
it for the day. Warm tires 

have higher pressure.

2

Mark cut lines on lumber 
with v’s (crow’s-feet), not 

lines. Easier to mark,  
easier to cut.

3

When changing oil in a car 
or mower, run up the en-
gine for a minute so the 
oil thins and flows easily 

into the oil pan.

4

When driving a nail, keep 
your eye on the head—

where the hammer 
strikes—not the tip.

5

Standard countertop 
height: three feet.

6

If you’re painting on a 
sunny day, start in a shady 
spot and stay behind the 
sun so the paint doesn’t 

dry too quickly.

7

The ideal measurements 
for trimming a door: 

one-sixteenth of an inch 
clearance at the top and 
sides. Upper hinge: sev-
en inches from the top. 
Lower hinge: ten inches  

from the bottom. One
quarter- to one-half-inch 

gap at the bottom.

8

Try fixing a dent in wood
made from a hammer 
blow by putting a few 

drops of hot water on the
dent and letting the wood
swell. When dry, smooth it 

with sandpaper.

9

When using a handsaw, 
hold the saw with your 
forefinger extended to-

ward the blade. This mag-
ically keeps the saw in line 

with your forearm and  
ensures a straighter cut. 

10

Cutting up lemons and
running them through

your garbage disposal can 
cut unwanted odors. 

11

Hot wires: black and red. 
Neutral wires: white. 
Ground wires: bare  

copper or green.

12

Early morning is the best 
time to water your lawn. 

13

The one time safety gog-
gles are absolutely, abso-
lutely necessary is when 

you’re cutting wood.

14

Metal sawhorses. Always. 
(See: because if they’re 
made out of wood . . . )

15

Measure twice. Cut once. 

 Scan any page to watch videos, listen to audio, share, shop, and more. Get the free Esquire2 app. 

T H E  1 5  I M M U TA B L E  L AWS O F  B E I N G  H A N DY

Which you should pass along to your children

B Y  R O S S  M c C A M M O N

How to rip a 300-pound vine of an elm tree using  
a length of rope and an SUV

TURNS OUT  
KNOTS ARE AMAZING

Father’s Day. Three generations of 

men putzing around outside.  Me, my 

 father, my one-year-old son. 

My father: “What’s with all the leaves on 

the trunk of that elm?”

Me: “No idea.”

My father: “Let’s take a look.”  

I pull the leaves away from the tree.

My father: “It’s a vine choking the tree. 

It’s goes thirty feet high. It’s six inches in 

diameter at the base.”

“Like a parasite?”

“Parasite.”

“Get a saw?”

“Saw.”

I hand the boy to his mother, go to the 

shed, get the saw.

I saw the base of the vine, cutting the par-

asite off from its main source of life. Good.

My father: “Yank it.”

Two feet of vine trunk is ripped free. 

Way, way more to go. More yanking. The 

plant is slowly pulled away from its host. 

Ten feet free. Fifteen. I’m standing twen-

ty feet away from the elm, holding the base 

of the vine. Half the vine trunk is free, half 

is firmly embedded into the upper trunk 

of the elm. I can’t get any more leverage. 

I let it go and the vine trunk slaps hard 

against the elm.

My instinct at this point? Call a guy. You 

call the guy, he’ll come over with a crew, 

they’ll pull off the rest of the vine. What’ll 

that cost? Like three hundred bucks? Some-

times you have to call a guy.

My father: “We could tie one end of rope 

to the vine, one end of rope to the car. Then 

pull off the vine using 

the car.”

Me: “Pardon?”

This is unfamiliar 

territory for the two 

of us: horsepower, 

yard work, knottery. 

My father and moth-

er divorced when I 

was nine months old. Growing up, I saw 

him a few weeks each year. The time we 

spent together never involved him teach-

ing me any skills. He can flare copper tubing 

and replace a three-way light switch with-

out cutting off power to the house, but there 

was never an opportunity for me to learn 

those things from him. A general approach 

to life? Sure. But how to use basic knots to 

connect a three-hundred-pound plant to a 

Honda CR-V with nylon rope? No. 

So, it would be a rolling hitch knot for 

the end of the vine and a bowline knot for 

the tow hook of the truck. The rolling hitch 

is a simple, elegant thing. Say you want to 

pull a log through a forest. The  rolling hitch 

is your knot. Say you want to make a se-

cure loop at the end of the rope. Look to 

the bowline.   

I make him do each knot twice so I can 

learn. Then he checks the rope.

It’s difficult to overstate the satisfaction 

that washes over you when you yank a gi-

ant, heavy vine off an elm tree with a rope. 

It’s difficult to overstate the whack you hear 

when it falls to earth. 

I’m giddy sitting in the driver’s seat. And 

not just because we felled the plant. 

What we’re obligated to impart to chil-

dren is that every problem has a solution—

even if it’s absurd and risky. My father nev-

er taught me any solutions growing up. But 

I never stopped craving that instruction. 

None of us do. We’re forever boys that way: 

always ready to learn. So as men, we must 

always be willing to teach—even when it 

might seem too late. ≥

T H E  B O W L I N E  K N O T
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A  WO R D  O F  I N T RO D U CT I O N

“I’m a little worried about boys.” 
   Tom Chiarella wrote that sentence in a story Esquire ran 

eight years ago this month. In it, he sounded an alarm about 
the state of boys in America. Tom had noticed that on the 
campus of the college where he was teaching, boys were in 
a distinct minority, fewer every year. And when we looked 
into it, we found that only 42 percent of college students 
across America were male. Which meant that the over-
whelming majority of the people who were taking the most 
common frst step toward success in 
America were not young men. This 
seemed like a forbidding omen. We 
looked further and, as Chiarella wrote 
at the time, the situation was dire:

“If you are a boy in this country right now, you’re twice as likely as a girl to be diagnosed 

with an attention-deficit or learning disorder. You’re more likely to score worse on stan-

dardized reading and writing tests. You’re more likely to be held back in school. You’re 

more likely to drop out of school. If you do graduate, you’re less likely to go to college. If you 

do go to college, you will get lower grades and, once again, you will be less likely to grad-

uate. You’ll be twice as likely to abuse alcohol, and until you are twenty-four, you are five 

times as likely to kill yourself. You are more than sixteen times as likely to go to prison.”

That was in 2006. Over the last decade, the causes of this crisis have been painstak-

ingly mapped out. An education system geared—in terms of curriculum and teach-

ing methodology—to address the needs of girls. Overmedication. A spike in the num-

ber of one-parent families and in the number of absentee fathers. The undermining 

or marginalization of traditional institutions and figures that stood in for fathers—

priests; coaches; the Boy Scouts; the drawing down of the military. 

There are remedies: single-gender education; starting boys in school later; train-

ing in the martial arts. Mentoring programs. But those have not been embarked on 

in a concerted way.

Eight years later, things have gotten worse: Many of those boys from 2006 are now 

young men—young men who aren’t college graduates, who are earning less, marrying 

less, aspiring to less, killing themselves more. 

Today in America there are tens of thousands 

of disenfranchised, rootless young men—

white, black, and Hispanic; from both impov-

erished backgrounds and middle-class back-

grounds—drifting through America, living 

under bridges, on beaches, and in makeshift 

encampments.  

Yet most people are still startled by the 

idea that American boys and young men are 

in trouble. Fatherless boys and homeless ado-

lescents and antisocial young men are consid-

ered artifacts of race and poverty—problems 

for government and activists and foundations. 

But the issues surrounding black and poor 

kids, though entangled with their own spe-

cific conditions, are only a subset of a broad-

er problem among American boys and young 

men and fathers, too, a problem that has be-

come rooted in our culture and that can be 

addressed only by recognizing it and looking 

for solutions that involve all of us.

Eight years on, precious little has changed. 

Eight years on, the boys we were worried 

about have become men. And many of those 

men are . . .

T H E  B O Y  C R I S I S

A  F E W  N U M B E R S B E T W E E N  T H E  A G E S  O F  1 0  A N D  1 4 ,  B O Y S  A R E  N E A R LY  T W I C E  A S  L I K E LY  T O  K I L L  T H E M S E LV E S  A S  G I R L S ; *  

*For a key to sources, see page 120. 

    



S A N  D I E G O

U P  A N D  D O W N  T H E 

W E S T  C OA S T,  YO U N G 

M E N  M I G R AT E  N O R T H 

TO  S O U T H ,  S O U T H  TO 

N O R T H ,  W I T H  T H E  S E A-

S O N S  O R  B A S E D  O N 

W H I M S.  H E R E ,  N E A R 

O C E A N  B E AC H ,  

D OZ E N S  O F  T H E S E 

G U YS  H A N G  O U T  A N D 

L O O K  A F T E R  O N E  

A N OT H E R .  T H E  M A N 

I N  T H E  F O R E G R O U N D 

TO L D  U S  T H AT  H E  WA S 

2 0,  T H E N  TO O K  O F F 

B E F O R E  W E  C O U L D 

G E T  H I S  N A M E . 

T H E  M A N  C R I S I S

    



E I G H T  Y E A R S  AG O,  I was worried about boys. The world I’d 

known as a boy my own self—in which every level of school was 

presumed central to what I would become, where kids drove their 

own ceaseless sense of play and where the outsized energy that 

boys exhibited was looked at as a treasure of our elemental con-

struction rather than an opportunity to medicate—it had dried 

up. Patterns emerged. Across the board in schools in America, 

boys struggled more, failed more, dropped out more. This was 

eight years ago, at the dawn of myriad national bullying-aware-

ness programs, in the midst of efforts to curb laddism in England. 

Eight years. The shank of a period in which college enrollments 

had tilted unapologetically toward the very real achievements of 

young women, who, almost everyone agreed, made for a more nat-

urally accomplished student, better suited for the dominant cur-

ricular model. So eight years: lower male enrollments, more men 

dropping out, a widely acknowledged decrease in persistence to-

ward graduation. I wrote a story called “The Problem with Boys.” 

Eight years ago. Back then, I used to looked at my own sons—

one boy in high school, the other about to be—watching for some 

sense that the world might be crumbling at their feet. Of course, 

no such thing happened. When the foundations shook, as they 

will when you’re young, they bore down, nestled in the comforts 

they’d been granted, and relied—a little, anyway—on what they’d 

learned from their mom, from me, from their teachers. They held 

on. Kids can be exceptionally good at outliving the bad judgment 

of those around them. I talked with them endlessly. They yelled at 

me occasionally. Then often. They stormed out. Called me names. 

Now and then, we reached breaking points, then moved past them. 

Their strength or mine, I’ll never know. 

My sons are men now. They don’t call. Not regularly, anyway. 

They’re all right, though. More than that, really. These two men 

are my boys. Men I love in hard and ruddy ways. 

E V E RY  O N C E  I N  A  W H I L E ,  when traveling, I see them, the 

young men who were boys eight years ago—in twos and threes, 

standing in a park, along a highway, on a beach, near a bridge, pack 

to shoulder, thumb strap-hooked. They don’t look broken; they’re 

not bums. They are still muscular and assertive in their presence. 

Dirty, half shaven, squinting, and sun bleached, yes. Crusty with 

the outdoors. Dreadlocked or head-shaved. Eyes on the horizon. 

Eyes on the streets behind me. And every time, when I look at 

L E F T:  “ T H E  W I Z A R D,”  A S  H E  P R E F E R S  TO  B E  K N OW N ,  L E F T  H I S  H O U S E 

S O O N  A F T E R  B E I N G  R E L E A S E D  F R O M  J U V E N I L E  P R I S O N  AT  1 7.  H E ’S 

2 0  N O W;  H E  T H R OW S  M O N E Y  AWAY  W H E N  H E  G E T S  I T.  H E  C A R R I E S 

A  W O O D E N  S W O R D  U P  A N D  D OW N  O C E A N  B E AC H  I N  SA N  D I E G O  A S 

A  F O R M  O F  P U B L I C  P E R F O R M A N C E ,  B U T  S AYS  H E  G E T S  N O  H A S S L E 

F R O M  T H E  C O P S  F O R  I T.  “ I  N E V E R  R A I S E  A  H A N D  AGA I N S T  A N YO N E 

O U T  H E R E ,”  H E  S AYS.  “ I  P U N C H E D  S O M E O N E  O N C E ,  A F T E R  T H E Y  S A I D 

T H I N G S  I  D I D N ’ T  L I K E  TO  M Y  G I R L F R I E N D.  I  B R O K E  H I S  C H E E K B O N E S.  

I T  WA S  B A D  F O R  B OT H  O F  U S.  S O :  N OT H I N G.  N O  V I O L E N C E .  N O  WO M E N . 

I  K N O W  T H AT  I ’ L L  N E E D  TO  L I V E  L I K E  T H I S  F O R E V E R .” 

P H OTO  E S SAY  BY  RYA N  YO U N G

BY  TO M  C H I A R E L L A

WANDERING

A G E S  1 5  T O  1 9 :  N E A R LY  F O U R  T I M E S  A S  L I K E LY;  A G E S  2 0  T O  2 4 :  

T H E  B O Y  C R I S I S
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B E R K E L E Y, 
C A L I F O R N I A

L E F T  A N D  B E L O W 

R I G H T:  O R I G I N A L-

LY  F R O M  L A S  V E GA S, 

N I C K  H A S  B E E N  H O M E -

L E S S  S I N C E  1 7.  N OW 

2 2 ,  H E ’S  S P E N T  T I M E 

D R I F T I N G  T H R O U G H 

M I A M I ,  B O S TO N ,  A N D 

SA N  F R A N C I S C O.  H E 

WA N T S  TO  M A K E  I T 

TO  PA N A M A ,  TO  L I V E 

W I T H  H I S  U N C L E .

B E L O W  L E F T:

G R E E N ,  1 9,  C A M E  TO 

B E R K E L E Y  F R O M  U TA H 

B Y  WAY  O F  A R I ZO N A 

A N D  N E B R A S K A .  

H E  C O N S I D E R S  

H I M S E L F  H O M E L E S S 

F O R  L E S S  T H A N  A 

Y E A R ,  T H O U G H  H E ’S 

B E E N  O N  H I S  OW N 

M U C H  L O N G E R .  A 

C A L M  K I D  W H O  C O N -

T I N U E S  TO  R E A D  A S 

I F  H E  H A D  A  H I G H 

S C H O O L  R E A D I N G 

L I S T  U N D E R  A  M AG N E T 

O N  A  R E F R I G E R ATO R 

S O M E W H E R E .  

“C AT C H E R  I N  T H E  RY E , 

O F  M I C E  A N D  M E N , ”  

H E  SAYS,  “A N D  

A N Y T H I N G  BY  O R S O N 

S C OT T  C A R D.”

N E A R LY  F I V E  T I M E S  A S  L I K E LY.2  B OY S  A C C O U N T  F O R  7 1  P E R C E N T  O F  A L L  J U V E N I L E  A R R E S T S .6  M E N  M A K E  U P  9 5  P E R C E N T  O F  T H E  P R I S O N  

 Audio bonus: To hear some of these young men talk about their lives, scan here with the Esquire2 app.
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them, I think: Oh, there they are.

Real boys always have that look. A kind of terminal scruffiness. 

These men have it too, in spades. It looks like they are never more 

than a hot shower away from looking pretty good. 

This is their present. 

They carry their lives, of course, which leads some of them to 

seem really stripped down (Kyle, twenty-six, in L. A.: scissors, 

a blanket, a sleeping bag; Marcus, twenty-two, in San Francis-

co: a can of spray paint, a pad of paper, a box cutter, and a blan-

ket). They carry money in their shoes, up their ass, taped to the 

insides of their arms.

Others pack their bags full. In Berkeley, I met a twenty-four-

year-old kid who had more than three hundred discrete items, all 

of it filthy and finger-worn, stuffed into various pockets of a pret-

ty skeezy backpack—documents, discharge orders, train tickets, 

a flashlight, pay stubs from distant cities, hard candy, wax paper, 

matches, lighters, pipes, movie-ticket stubs, two wristwatches, 

his passport, receipts from McDonald’s and from a gas station, 

a broken GoPro camera he says he found on a bench in the park, 

paper, paper, and more paper. “I have to feel legitimate,” he told 

me. “My dad always said: People do this with taxes and it helps 

them remember what was important that year.”

“Was he an accountant?”

“I don’t know what he was. He left before I could figure it out. 

I left two years later.”

They scrounge for food, but it’s not one of their dire struggles. As 

they will tell you constantly, The world provides. Four times, as I sat 

with these guys, people walked up and handed them doggie bags—

steaks, soup, bread. I was handed half a Subway sandwich on the 

wall at Ocean Beach. Pretty good, too. B.M.T. with oil and vinegar. 

I took a bite and a kid who calls himself the Wizard held his hands 

out. “Stop!” he said. “You gotta check whatever you are given. Just 

pick through it. People will leave burnt matches in there. A bro-

ken plastic fork. I once got a note telling me to fuck off in a box of 

shrimp fried rice. The earth provides, but the world will hurt you.” 

Sometimes their present is as compellingly occluded as the sto-

ries of their past. Take the kid who refers to himself as “Reality,” 

which stands as the best assumed name I heard in a story full of 

them. Reality says he ran away when he was five. That he drifted 

around, hopping trains, hitchhiking. He asserts he’s been to 256 

countries (though there are 195 flagged nations in the world); that 

his mom is a nuclear physicist who recently told him not to come 

to her funeral. His father? In prison. Just contradictory enough 

to feel highly doubtful. But then Reality opens his pack to reveal 

a startlingly practical load: a dog bowl for his mutt, dog food, a 

sleeping bag, a gallon of water, and two packs of smokes. That’s 

SEATTLE

F R O M  L E F T  T O  R I G H T:  R VO N ,  3 0,  A  PA I N T E R ,  H A S  B E E N  O N  T H E  S T R E E T S  S I N C E  H E  L E F T  H I S  C H I C AG O  H O M E  W H E N  H E  WA S  1 6.  C H R I S,  

3 0 :  W E E K S  B E F O R E  A R R I V I N G  I N  S E AT T L E ,  H E  WA S  B E AT E N  I N TO  A  C O M A  I N  F L O R I DA  F O R  B E I N G  GAY.  J O S H ,  2 2 ,  I S  F R O M  C O L O R A D O  
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T H E  B O Y  C R I S I S
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utilitarian enough to seem pragmatic and honest.

Their present includes a lot of violence, despite the keenings 

to the generosity of the universe. Reality: beaten several times by 

railroad security. Chris in Seattle: molested at eight, gay-bashed 

into a coma while on the road in Florida at fourteen. Good guy. 

He offered me his money. All of it. I couldn’t tell you why.

In San Francisco, on a sun-swept afternoon, where legions of the 

homeless older people, mostly black, lie belly up on the streets of 

the Tenderloin waiting for SROs and shelters to open, it is hard to 

get these guys alone to talk. Perry, twenty-six, is the one who speaks 

to me. His luggage is fashioned from plastic grocery bags. He’s from 

Holland, Michigan, been out here eight years. “A guy with a belt 

as nice as yours gets offered a lot of sex by guys who otherwise say 

they are straight.” Perry explains it’s about the place: “When you 

get to San Francisco, first thing, you sell your skateboard. And you 

sleep with the rest of your stuff gripped up against your belly. It’s 

a lot like home, really, because you got to have a plan, make a job 

for yourself. Pumping meters. Tapping tin cups. Cleaning an alley. 

Whatever. You can use your mouth.” He shrugs.

“Why do you sell your skateboard?”

L O S  A N G E L E S

A B O V E :  “ R E A L I T Y,” 

W I T H  H I S  D O G,  

PA S S I O N .  H E  C L A I M S 

TO  H AV E  B E E N  H O M E -

L E S S  S I N C E  H E  WA S 

F I V E ,  B U T  H E  A L-

S O  C L A I M S  TO  H AV E 

T R AV E L E D  TO  M O R E 

T H A N  2 5 6  C O U N -

T R I E S  ( T H O U G H  T H E R E 

A R E  O N LY  1 9 5  I N  T H E 

W O R L D ) .  R E A L I T Y  I S 

E P I L E P T I C,  W O R K S 

O D D  J O B S  N OW  A N D 

AGA I N ,  A LWAYS  F O R 

C A S H ,  A N D  W H E N 

P H OTO G R A P H E D  H E R E 

I N  V E N I C E  B E AC H ,  H A D 

J U S T  WA L K E D  F R O M 

C O LTO N ,  C A L I F O R - 

N I A ,  A B O U T  74  

M I L E S  AWAY.  H I S  

I M M E D I AT E  P L A N ?  TO 

G E T  TO  SA N TA  B A R B A-

R A  TO  S E E  H I S  P R E G -

N A N T  G I R L F R I E N D.  

FA R  R I G H T:  O R I G I N A L-

LY  F R O M  M O N TA N A , 

W O L F,  2 0,  D O E S N ’ T 

K N OW  H I S  M O M .  H E 

SAYS  H I S  DA D  I S  A 

D R I F T E R ,  TO O.  H E ’S 

T R AV E L E D  T H E  E N -

T I R E  C O U N T RY  W I T H 

EXT E N D E D  S TAYS  I N 

P O R T L A N D  A N D  S E AT-

T L E ,  A N D  P L A N S  TO  

G O  TO  SA N  F R A N C I S -

C O  A N D  B AC K  TO  

P O R T L A N D.  H E  P R AC -

T I C E S  P O I ,  A  P E R F O R -

M A N C E  A R T  T H AT  

I N VO LV E S  S W I N G I N G 

O B J E C T S — K N I V E S  TO 

N U N C H U C K S —T E T H -

E R E D  TO  R O P E S.  

N E A R  R I G H T:  K Y L E , 

2 6.  H I S  M O M  D I E D  O F 

C A N C E R  A N D  H I S  FA-

T H E R  O W N S  A  D E N TA L  

C O M PA N Y.  T H E Y  D O 

N OT  S P E A K .  O N  T H E 

S T R E E T  F O R  S E V E N 

Y E A R S  A F T E R  L E AV I N G 

H I S  H O M E  I N  O R E G O N , 

H E  WA N T S  TO  H E A D 

E A S T  TO  LO U I S I A N A .

T H E  M A N  C R I S I S
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S A N 

F R A N C I S C O

A B O V E :  O R I G I N A L -

LY  F R O M  M A R Y-

L A N D  A N D  2 4  Y E A R S 

O L D,  J A S O N  H A S 

B E E N  H O M E L E S S 

F O R  J U S T  E I G H T 

M O N T H S .  H E ’ S 

H E A D E D  T O WA R D 

O R E G O N .  L E AV I N G 

H O M E  WA S  A  C O N -

S C I O U S ,  P O L I T I C A L 

D E C I S I O N  F O R  H I M . 

H E ’ S  I N T O  A N I M E , 

I L L U S T R AT I O N ,  A N D 

R A P P I N G.  R I G H T, 

T O P :  O R I G I N A L LY 

F R O M  U P S TAT E  N E W 

YO R K ,  W I L L I A M , 

1 9,  S P E N T  T W O 

Y E A R S  I N  D I F F E R -

E N T  J A I L S  B E C A U S E 

O F  A  D I S P U T E  T H AT 

L E D  T O  A  C O N V I C -

T I O N  O F  C R E D I T-

C A R D  F R A U D  A N D 

G R A N D  T H E F T  A U -

T O.  H E  R E F U S E S  T O 

TA L K  T O  H I S  M O T H -

E R .  H E  S T I L L  K E E P S 

I N  T O U C H  W I T H  H I S 

FAT H E R  A N D  S I S -

T E R .  H E  C L A I M S 

H E  G E T S  A L O N G 

B Y  M E E T I N G  “ S U G -

A R  M O M M A S ”   W H O 

PAY  F O R  H I S  T R AV-

E L S .  H E ’ S  H I T C H -

H I K E D,  WA L K E D, 

A N D  T R A I N  H O P P E D 

F R O M  P L A C E  T O 

P L A C E .  H E  H A S  N O 

I M M E D I AT E  P L A N S 

O T H E R  T H A N  T O 

M A K E  H I S  WAY  T O 

C O L O R A D O.  H E 

C A R R I E S  A  M A P,  A 

S L E E P I N G  B A G,  A 

H A M M O C K ,  A N D  A 

S K AT E B O A R D.

M I D D L E :  D R A UX 

S AT I VA  H A S  B E E N 

H O M E L E S S  F O R 

N I N E  M O N T H S , 

T R AV E L I N G  M O S T-

LY  B Y  H I T C H H I K-

I N G .  H E  C L A I M S 

H E  S T I L L  H A S  A 

G R E AT  R E L AT I O N -

S H I P  W I T H  H I S 

M O T H E R ,  A  P E R -

S O N A L  T R A I N E R .  H E 

D O E S N ’ T  S P E A K  T O 

H I S  FAT H E R .  H E ’ S 

W O R K E D  M U LT I P L E 

FA S T- F O O D  J O B S , 

W H I C H  H E  D E C I D -

E D  W E R E  N O T  F O R 

H I M .  H I S  C U R R E N T 

P L A N  I S  T O  B E  A 

R O C K  S TA R .  F I R S T, 

T H O U G H ,  H E  WA N T S 

T O  M A K E  H I S  WAY 

U P  T O  O R E G O N . 

B O T T O M :  J U ST  1 8 

Y E A RS  O L D,  M ATC H -

E S  SAY S  H E  H A S 

T R AV E L E D  M O R E 

T H A N  2 5 ,0 0 0  M I L E S 

S I N C E  H E  L E F T  H I S 

H O M E  I N  C O L O R A -

D O  L A S T  Y E A R .

T H E  B O Y  C R I S I S

READING ACROSS GRADES FOUR,  EIGHT,  T WELVE .
11

 37  PERCENT OF 15-  TO 17-YEAR- OLD BOYS ARE BELOW THE GRADE COMMON FOR THEIR AGE ,  VERSUS 29  
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“Maaaann, look at these hills and consider, yo, is it worth dying 

because you don’t have a helmet?” He points six blocks, straight 

down to Market Street. “That shit is steep, right? They make kids 

wear helmets. Parents and shit. Those kids are so lucky. Train-

ing, man. With people watching out. 

 “San Francisco is a mean place. I had my leg broken by a cop. I 

got a concussion. I’ve had stitches. I have epilepsy, which gets ug-

ly when you don’t have anybody to watch out. I need antidepres-

sants. I’ve woken up with a knife poking into my belly and all my 

shit gone. That took some planning, right? That’s a long lesson.” 

How’d he survive? Did he consider going back to Michigan, 

where he was raised?

“Never. I just hitched to Venice Beach, crashed on the floor of 

a friend I made. I really went down there to heal up. I got better. 

You know, the universe provides.”

So I have heard. 

 I  WO N D E R  A B O U T  T H E M .  I want to know where they came 

from, which is the only way to know their past. In a location, in 

the distance between here and there. This is the only past they 

care about: How far they can get from where they came. 

Where were their fathers? I asked. 

“My father chased me out of the house using a coat hanger,” 

Rusty, twenty-three, tells me one day in Seattle. “He bent it over, 

like an elbow. He hit me in the back of the head. With a coat hang-

er. Which makes him a pussy, right? He swatted me, like flyswat-

tered me when I wasn’t looking. With a coat hanger! I was watch-

ing HBO. But I was seventeen, I kept drinking his liquor no matter 

what he said. Now I don’t blame him. You couldn’t do nothing 

with me. I was drunk all the time. Fifteen. Sixteen. Seventeen. 

Every day. But I always think about that coat hanger, but he prob-

ably thinks he did what he had to do. You have to leave it at that.” 

The patterns among these men are faint. Their fathers worked. 

That is one thing. They were mechanics, professors, drivers, ac-

countants, machinists, computer technicians. In St. Louis, in Sac-

ramento, in Boston, just over the rise in La Jolla, in Bullhead City, 

Arizona, northern Michigan, or on the rez. These young guys 

mostly described another set of older guys. Drunks, bores, fun-

ny guys, vicious, or indifferent. Just fathers. Sometimes one of 

their fathers would drive out to the beach, or to the bridges un-

der which their sons slept, or to some neutral place to take their 

sons to dinner, or simply sit at the edge of a park where their sons 

spent the night on a bed made of flattened Dr. Pepper boxes. Fa-

thers talking with their sons quietly, trying to slip them a little 

money, reminding them to check in once in a while. Like my own 

dad. Same as me with my boys. I watched father-son meetings 

like this twice, once in San Diego and once in Seattle. 

“My father says he won’t talk to you,” says “Poser,” a twenty-

two-year-old I met in Seattle. “I think my mom would, but she 

doesn’t come down anymore. My dad. Hoo. He was so mad when 

I left. Like, you know, yelling and throwing shit. But he made 

me leave. I was in college, I went to college, man. But I couldn’t 

last six weeks before I was sleeping in the kitchen in my dorm. 

And then the next dorm. Just making a bunk, right? Then I stole 

somebody’s food and that was it. They threw me out on strike 

one. My father came and got me. And that was a lot of money, he 

T H E  M A N  C R I S I S
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said. He’d still come get me, I think. But we can’t be close togeth-

er. Can’t. Not since I was fifteen. Or twelve maybe. Earlier than 

that. Now I think we need the distance. It seems like we like each 

other better now.  He gave me two twenties back there, but I’m 

going to give one to my girlfriend. I hate money. I want a pair of 

sneakers, so that’s what I’ll use the other one for. But hey, keep 

the change. I hate money.”

P E O P L E  A LWAYS  A S K  YO U N G  M E N :  What’s your plan? 

It takes some getting used to. Large or small, plans script the fu-

ture, acknowledge the unknown. But it feels rude to ask the beach 

guys, the road guys, about their plans. The presumption being they 

have none. Wrong. They are all about the plans. They crack off a 

plan before you can put the question mark at the end of the inquiry. 

Their answers are remarkably vague, so much so that you can’t 

argue. At Ocean Beach, near San Diego, seven guys stood in a 

circle and batted it around. Like everyone in the culture of the 

shore, they drank green tea from huge cans. Everywhere you go, 

it’s a huge-can variant of Arizona iced tea. There’s no secret as to 

why: The cans are big, and therefore easier to share. So it is that 

in the variant strains of Arizona iced tea, the universe provides.

Plans are either ill-formed koans—phrases you might see on a cof-

fee mug on the half-off table in a yoga store—sentiments so vague  

and side-stepping that they can’t be argued, so vapid and unchal-

lenging that you could teach them to an eight-year-old without 

compunction. Or even further explanation. It’s a clue as to how 

they got here. These guys fear conflict, so they elicit none. Noth-

ing. They stepped out of the fray that was their family, their school-

ing, the wake of their actions and reactions. They go passive. Their 

eyes tell it: How could anyone argue when the twenty-six-year-

old guy wearing the light-blue Chargers bandanna states his plan 

is to “be more present.”

Or when a guy named Rock, twenty-four, from Dallas, a man 

who once had a railcar full of corn dropped on him in a Sacramen-

to switching yard, unironically states: “Anything is just a matter 

of timing, even moving along when the time comes.”

“To not hurt anyone,” says the Wizard, the likable kid from St. 

Louis, always on the verge of a smile, with a large wooden sword 

in his belt, and his hair twisted into an indifferent and ubiquitous 

Mohawk. He’s lived as a celibate, he says, for two years for fear 

of having to deal with a child. “I like it here. Nothing is a bigger 

threat to my future than a child. I don’t plan on anything, except 

staying here for as long as I can. Forever if possible.”

Most uncomfortable with the question of a plan is Justin, a 

twenty-three-year-old Army veteran who sports one of those gi-

ant beards that makes him look fecklessly fashionable, if not al-

ways happy. So many of these young men have served; I met twen-

ty-three men who said they were veterans. It seemed to hurt him 

to speak, and maybe to disturb him to consider the present in any 

way. He pulls me aside to answer. At eighteen, he’d joined the Ar-

my in order to work in avionics, to fix the same technology his fa-

ther manufactured. Plans. Then he spent the next eighteen months 

in Iraq, in a security patrol for a brigadier general. More plans. 

“I just moved from the front to the back of the convoy, get-

ting lucky to miss the IEDs.” Upon his return, he says, he fruit-

lessly searched for a job, any job. “They told me when I got out: 

T H E  B O Y  C R I S I S
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Start at Walmart. Go to McDonald’s. I 

resisted that as long as I could. Then 

I finally went, and even they wouldn’t 

hire me,” he says. He clicks his tongue. 

“Man, I told them about the PTSD. Big 

mistake.” Eventually, he cracked it off 

with his parents, who were tired of his 

sleeping and his pot smoking, and moved 

to the beach. He’s been there for seven 

months now. “To be,” he says. “And be 

left alone. Those are the limits of what 

I want.”

This brings up the parental lesson: 

What you want is only part of a plan. Jus-

tin raises an eyebrow and thinks. “True,” 

he says. “I’m a couple of years away from needing one, I think. 

I’ll get out of here someday.”

“Timing!” says Rock.

The other three have plans, too: “I’m going to fish for salmon,” 

one says. “And live outside. At the base of a mountain. Somewhere 

I can climb up to meditate every morning.” Another wants to be 

a pharmacist, since he knows too much about his own meds just 

from reading the Internet. “Yeah, boy,” the others hoot. “No kid-

ding!” he insists, before they all dissolve into laughter. 

An older guy, mid-thirties, wearing nothing but a pair of pants 

and three tattoos, rushes to within earshot. “I already am a phar-

macist,” he says, holding up a medical-marijuana card, which 

would still be coveted by the others if marijuana were still hard 

to come by on the beach. He’s been here since he was their age, he 

says. “I’m thirty-eight. I know what they might not ever learn on 

their own. I watch out for everybody. Which is why, you know . . .” 

He touches his chest with his fingertips, indicating himself. 

“Father figure,” he says. 

W H Y  C A R E ?  O R  P U T  A N O T H E R  WAY:  What do we, as a 

culture, lose when we allow or encourage a subset of our popu-

lation to waste away?

Come on. They are the product of us, all of us. They are what 

we prepared them to be. We left them on a limb, the same limb all 

children ride for a time. But then a parent calls most of the oth-

ers in for dinner, a teacher helps with the homework, a neigh-

bor checks to be sure they are safe. These guys got left out at 

the edge. A study conducted by the Department of Housing and 

Urban Development puts a number on this. Tens of thousands 

of rootless men between the ages of eighteen and twenty-four. 

That’s a city of young men. 

And these boys speak as if they are a nation of their own. They 

remind one another to go easy on the past, to give themselves a 

break, to declare themselves unthreatening. They offer witless 

syllogisms that are fair enough in a world where somebody could 

sneak up and step on your face while you were sleeping, if only 

to steal the GoPro camera you found in a park somewhere. They 

know that life is a world without protection, the kind of protection 

offered by laws, codes, rules. It’s a world of consequence. A world 

of sheer consequence. A world where brutal rape and extraor-

dinary generosity are sometimes equal 

S A N  D I E G O

H E A R T B R E A K I N G LY 

S O F T- S P O K E N ,  J U S -

T I N  H A S  L I V E D  O N  T H E 

B E AC H  F O R  S E V E N 

M O N T H S.  W H E N  A S K E D 

W H E R E  H I S  PA R E N T S 

A R E ,  H E  P O I N T S  I N -

L A N D.  “OV E R  T H E  TO P 

O F  T H O S E  H I L L S,”  H E 

SAYS.  H E  M E E T S  T H E M 

O C C A S I O N A L LY  I N  T H E 

PA R K ,  B U T  H E  SAYS  H E 

W I L L  N E V E R  G O  H O M E . 

H E  J O I N E D  T H E  A R -

M Y  AT  1 8 ,  A N D  A  Y E A R 

A N D  A  H A L F  L AT E R 

WA S  D I S C H A R G E D  

A F T E R  S E RV I N G  O N  A 

S E C U R I T Y  D E TA I L  I N 

K I R K U K .  H E  SAYS  H E ’S 

S U F F E R I N G  P T S D  A S  A 

R E S U LT.  AT  H O M E ,  I N 

SA N  D I E G O,  H E  S P E N T 

A  Y E A R  L O O K I N G  F O R 

WO R K  B E F O R E  B E I N G 

K I C K E D  O U T  BY  H I S 

PA R E N T S  F O R  G E T T I N G 

H I G H  TO O  O F T E N .  “ I 

WA S  L I V I N G  L I K E  I  WA S 

A L R E A DY  O U T  H E R E  

O N  T H E  B E AC H ,  S O 

T H I S  I S  T H E  O N LY 

P L AC E  I  C A N  B E  J U S T 

N OW.”  FA R  L E F T:  A 

S H I P P I N G  C O N TA I N -

E R  U S E D  A S  A  S H E LT E R 

I N  T U R N B U L L  C A N YO N 

I N  W H I T T I E R ,  C A L I -

F O R N I A .  N E A R  L E F T: 

O N E  O F  T H E  C A M P -

S I T E S  U N D E R  T H E  I - 5 

OV E R PA S S  I N  S E AT T L E , 

W H E R E  M A N Y  O F  

T H E S E  M E N  S P E N D  

T H E  N I G H T. 

T H E  M A N  C R I S I S

[continued on page 140]
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1. THE CRISIS 

OF FATHERHOOD

IS REAL

The brute facts: The number of 
American families without fa-
thers has grown from 10.3 per-
cent in 1970 to 24.6 percent in 

2013;* that percentage has more or less been sta-
ble over the past few years, at about a quarter of 
all families, with 17.5 million children currently 
fatherless in the United States. At the same time, 
those who are fathers, those who stay with their 
children, have taken on the role with an unprec-
edented intensity. American fatherlessness is 
a national disaster and, according to the latest 
research into its efects, more of a disaster than 
anybody could have imagined. 
THE NUMBER OF FAMILIES WITHOUT FATHERS HAS GROWN FROM 10.3 PERCENT IN 1970 TO 24.6 PERCENT IN 2013.

3
 2.5 MILLION BOYS TAKE MEDICATION FOR ADHD; 

*For a key to sources, see page 120.

W H Y  FAT H E R S  M AT T E R  N O W  M O R E  T H A N  E V E R  B E F O R E .  A  C H A R G E .

BY STEPHEN MARCHE

M A N I F E S T O  O F

T H E  N E W

    



T H E  M A N  C R I S I S

2 .  FAT H E R H O O D 

M E A N S  M O R E 

 T H A N  A N Y B O DY 

T H I N K S

The new fatherhood, and the new fa-

therlessness, are reshaping contem-

porary life, from its most intimate as-

pects to its most public, a mostly 

hidden force as powerful as it is un-

acknowledged. In a 2014 study of 

more than forty million children and their parents, researchers 

at Harvard and UC Berkeley examined the relationship between 

economic mobility and racial segregation, income inequality, 

school quality, social capital, and family structure. Family struc-

ture showed the strongest connection. The crisis of income in-

equality and the decline of social capital are the subjects of wide-

ranging, furious debates. The quality of schools is the main subject 

of almost all local politics. Family structure matters more. From 

the report: “Family structure correlates with upward mobility 

not just at the individual level but also at the community level, 

perhaps because the stability of the social environment affects 

children’s outcomes more broadly.”

Fatherlessness significantly affects suicide, incarceration risk, 

and mental health. The new fatherhood is not merely a lifestyle 

question. Fathers spending time with their children results in a 

better, healthier, more educated, more stable, less criminal world. 

Exposure to fathers is a public good. 

3 .  T H E  

AT T E N T I O N  O F  

FAT H E R S  I S  

I R R E P L A C E A B L E

A single small but vital fact distin-

guishes men of the past fifty years 

from all other men in history: Most 

of us see our children being born. 

It’s one of those changes to every-

day life that we take for granted but 

that have the most radical consequences. Up until the mid-

1960s, the mysteries of birth were mainly the preserve of wom-

119 Scan any page to watch videos, listen to audio, share, shop, and more. Get the free Esquire2 app. 

en. Then, suddenly, they weren’t. Men insisted on being with 

their wives as they gave birth, and with their children as they 

came into the world. Of all the grand upheavals between men 

and women over the past two generations—the sexual revolu-

tion, the rise of women in the workplace, and the rest—the new 

fatherhood has been, in a way, the easiest. Despite no histori-

cal examples of male nurturers, no literature of the macho care-

taker, men have taken to the new fatherhood in all its fleshi-

ness and complication without much struggle, indeed with 

relish. Today the overcaring father has morphed into a mock-

able cliché—you’ve seen them comparing stroller models at 

the playgrounds, or giving baby a bottle in a bar during the Fi-

nal Four, or discussing the latest studies on the merits of ear-

ly music education for “executive function.” The new father 

is an engaged father by instinct. Witnessing birth was the  

beginning of a widening intimacy. The new father holds his 

babies. He bathes them. He reads to them. The new father 

knows that the role of the father is not merely to provide food 

and shelter. The role of the father is to be there, physically and 

mentally. 

This intimacy is instinctive, and research into the development 

of children has shown how powerful a force it is. The Nation-

al Scientific Council on the Developing Child puts the strength 

of early impressions on a biological level: “We have long known 

that interactions with parents, caregivers, and other adults are 

important in a child’s life, but new evidence shows that these re-

lationships actually shape brain circuits and lay the foundation 

for later developmental outcomes, from academic performance 

to mental health and interpersonal skills.” The presence of a fa-

ther affects a kid on the level of brain chemistry.

Working fathers are reckoning with the consequences of these 

new insights. A 2013 study from Pew Research found that men 

1  M IL L ION GIRLS DO.  THE MEDICAT ION OF  BOYS FO R  A D H D  I N C R E AS E D  2 2  P E RC E N T  B E T WEEN 2007 AND 2012.2  WO M E N  E A R N E D  T H E M A J O R I T Y  O F 
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and women found nearly identical levels of meaning in child-

care. The problem of work-life balance isn’t just for women any-

more, and the father who works eighty-hour weeks because his 

job is so important is no longer seen as something to aspire to. 

He’s pitiable. The fact that women are increasingly breadwin-

ners has opened up new options for some—the stay-at-home dad 

has changed from sitcom-worthy freak into the subject of end-

less lazy trend pieces—but even men who have power are find-

ing new strategies. Sigmar Gabriel, the vice-chancellor largely  

responsible for dismantling the nuclear-power industry of Ger-

many—a big job—has decided to take Wednesday afternoons 

off to spend with his young daughter. “The only luxury is time, 

the time you spend with your family.” This is not the quote of a 

family-values Republican senator. That’s Kanye West talking. 

4.  FA M I LY  P O L I CY 

M U S T  B E C O M E  

A C T U A L  FA M I LY 

P O L I CY

The majority of two-parent Ameri-

can families have men and women 

who work, and men and women are 

increasingly sharing the childcare 

load.13 That reality—basic domestic 

egalitarianism—is for the most part 

treated as a surprising novelty, as news. And not just by op-ed 

writers. By tax law. By the courts. (Men pay 97 percent of alimo-

ny3 although women earn the majority of the income in 40 per-

cent of families.12) The major institutions in American life are 

playing catch-up with a fifty-year-old development in home life—

women are earning more money in more families all the time, 

and fathers are vital to the well-being of the children involved. 

Fatherhood is taking on a political imperative: Every Amer-

ican man deserves a chance to spend time with his children 

without being fired. Every American child deserves a chance to 

spend time with his or her father without being impoverished. 

5 .  T H E  N E W  

FAT H E R H O O D  

B E L O N G S  T O  

N E I T H E R  PA R T Y

The Republicans smell an opportu-

nity in the new research on the fam-

ily but don’t quite know what to do 

with it. This January, in a marquee 

speech on poverty, Florida senator 

Marco Rubio put the family at the 

center of his economic policy: “The truth is the greatest tool  

to lift children and families from poverty is one that decreases 

the probability of child poverty by 82 percent. But it isn’t a gov-

ernment spending program. It’s called marriage.” The Repub-

licans are right this time. But they have so far used their new 

appreciation of fatherlessness to do little more than launch 

broadsides against various something-nothings of culture and 

to reject the idea that public policy can have any effect on the 

family whatsoever. For them, the new fatherhood is mostly an 

excuse for inaction.

If Republicans looked more closely at the consequences of 

fatherlessness, it might offer them new insight into a host of 

policies: Immigration reform is vital because the current poli-

cies destroy families. At the current rate of deportation, about 

a thousand undocumented immigrants are deported on average 

each day.5 By one estimate, the current U. S. immigration poli-

cy will separate more than 150,000 children from one of their 

parents.9 Now that we know how deeply family structure mat-

ters, that number can only be regarded as a social and econom-

ic catastrophe. The drug war, by punishing African-Americans 

at nearly four times the rate of whites for marijuana-possession 

offenses,1 amounts to cultural genocide. A few Republicans who 

actually deal with the fallout of government policies on fam-

ilies’ lives, like governors Rick Perry and Chris Christie, have 

recognized the cost of these disastrous policies. Both have spo-

ken about ending the drug war. It’s a start. 

Democrats, too, are making a tentative start. In February, the 

president announced a private-public partnership, the My Broth-

er’s Keeper initiative, a first step toward addressing the prob-

lem of minority boys through mentoring programs. At the an-

nouncement, President Obama said: “Nothing keeps a young 

man out of trouble like a father who takes an active role in his 

son’s life.” It’s typical “American families” boilerplate, of course. 

But the data show that it’s actually true as a matter of policy, and 

not just for minority boys but for all boys. The Brother’s Keep-

er initiative is a gesture, an important one—possibly a trial bal-

loon?—but a small one.

For the president, a family-based approach to inequality clear-

ly smells rotten. It has the aura of a host of outmoded preju-

dices many on the Left have spent their entire careers fighting 

against. Democrats prefer to focus on the traditional approach-

es of grievance politics, with the emphasis on class structures 

and race. But the most powerful way to alter those inequities 

is through family structure.

6 .  FAT H E R S  A R E  

PA R T I C U L A R LY  

I M P O R TA N T  

F O R  B OY S

It has now been more than a decade 

since Christina Hoff Sommers wrote 

her landmark book, The War Against 

Boys. Boys have not lacked for artic-

ulate defenders since—dozens of ti-

tles have followed—but the fate of 

boys has not improved. Every stage of their lives is fraught. The 

diagnosis rate for ADHD is as high as 15.1 percent for Ameri-

can boys, a percentage more than two times the rate for girls.10

Boys are expelled from preschool nearly five times as often as 

girls.15 In elementary and secondary school, boys get D’s and 

F’s at more than three times the rate of girls. On twelfth-grade 

standardized tests, 28 percent of boys score below basic levels 

in writing (it’s 14 percent for girls), and 31 percent of boys are 

below basic levels in reading (it’s 20 percent for girls).11 The gap

in the high-school-dropout rate persists even as the general 

rate of dropouts declines.3 Across grades four, eight, and twelve, 

boys write at lower levels than girls.11 Boys’ juvenile-arrest rate 

is more than two times what it is for girls. Boys are 71 percent 

of juvenile offenders.6 Boys are twice as likely to be threatened 
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with a weapon in high school.2

Maturity and despair go together for boys. Between ages ten 

and fourteen, boys are about twice as likely to kill themselves. 

Between fifteen and nineteen, they are almost four times as 

likely. From twenty to twenty-four, almost five times.2 Wom-

en account for 56.5 percent of all undergrad enrollments. And 

women account for nearly 60 percent of bachelor’s and mas-

ter’s degrees.11 So what happens in the future? What happens 

when the category of “man” is synonymous with the catego-

ry of “uneducated,” which is synonymous with the catego-

ry of “failure”? 

Fear is the first response to the crisis, rife even among boys’ de-

fenders, and after the fear comes the blame, two brands of it, right 

wing and left wing. The War Against Boys was explicitly a critique 

of feminism. “Boys” were the new “girls,” limited and despised by 

a generalized misandry, a politically correct fury that in its zeal to 

tear down the patriarchy simply forgot that men are people. On the 

other side, Michael Kimmel, in books like 2008’s Guyland and last 

year’s Angry White Men, has argued that the residue of patriarchy 

drives young men to despair and self-destruction. The old codes, 

the macho, the defensive response to a changing world, “the ide-

ology of traditional masculinity that keeps boys from wanting to 

succeed,” in his phrase, are the primary culprits.

The boy is now an alien among us, brittle but also violent. But 

you don’t have to look far back to find other responses. Not so 

long ago, boys and boyishness were the ideals of society. On the 

walls of the American Museum of Natural History in Manhat-

tan are written the hopes Teddy Roosevelt had for the boys of 

his era: “I want to see you game, boys, I want to see you brave 

and manly, and I also want to see you gentle and tender.” Boys 

were strong but also sentimental—the way the war office con-

vinced them to go to war in the early twentieth century was 

through their attachment to their sisters and mothers. The boy, 

for most of the history of the twentieth century, represented 

the best of humanity.

Sommers and Kimmel are both right: The men lost without a pa-

triarchy and the men lost in guyland are the same men. The bridge 

to manhood has two spans: Give boys and men a way to be proud 

to be boys and men, in order that they can then understand that 

being a man is an ongoing, difficult, complicated undertaking. It’s 

not just that the boys’ crisis requires a complex response. Com-

plexity is the response. And the best way to give that complexity, 

to demonstrate that masculinity requires strength and vulnerabil-

ity, is by the presence of a father or a father figure. Children raised 

by single parents are at a greater risk for drug and alcohol abuse.4

Boys are more than twice as likely to be arrested,6 more likely to 

drop out of high school,3 at least twice as likely to commit suicide.2

7.  T H E  C R U C I A L  

I N S T I T U T I O N S 

 A R E  

I N  R U I N S

The father figures have, one by one, 

been torn down. They have torn 

themselves down. Male authority 

figures, for generations, were given 

a free pass, an unexamined prerog-

ative. They abused it. Some of them 

still abuse it. The past fifty years have been consumed with the 

destruction of various patriarchies. But the crisis of today is not 

the handful of monsters who infect the institutions. The crisis 

is the 17.5 million fatherless children3 with an absence in their 

souls. There is no cure for fatherlessness. There are only salves. 

The fatherless world needs substitute fathers, men who are 

willing to care about the lives of children who aren’t their own. 

The problem isn’t bullying coaches. The problem is all the men 

who aren’t coaching. The problem isn’t the various inevitable 

failures of the men who show up. The problem is the men who 

don’t show up. 

The evils of a few have overshadowed the good of many. The 

coaches and priests and teachers are not the enemies of civil so-

ciety but its creators.  

8 .  T H E  N E W  

FAT H E R H O O D  

I S N ’ T  T H E  

O L D  PAT R I A R C H Y

The old fatherhood was a series of 

unexpressed assumptions. The new 

fatherhood requires intelligence. It 

requires judgment. The new father-

hood is messy. It will have to be. In 

the face of this messiness, there are 

men, and not just a few, either, who retreat into fantasies of lost 

idylls, worlds where men were men, whatever that might have 

meant. Kimmel’s work is full of them, guys who wallow in an “ag-

grieved entitlement.” The new father is not so shallow nor so  

old-fashioned. Only the truly lost man would want to return to 

his grandfather’s way of life. Who would want to go back to the 

bad food, the boring sex, the isolation? Who would want to be fi-

nancially responsible for a family and then never see them? The 

new fatherhood is a huge gain for men, the chance for a deeper 

intimacy, a whole new range of pleasures and agonies, a fuller 

version of our humanity. 

9.  T H E  

A M E R I CA N  FAT H E R 

 I S  A  P R E C I O U S 

R E S O U R C E

At the heart of the new fatherhood 

is a somewhat surprising insight: 

Men, as fathers, are more crucial 

than anybody realized. The chang-

ing American father is transforming 

the country at all levels, from the 

most fundamental to the most ethereal, economically, socially, 

politically. The epidemic of fatherlessness and the new signif-

icance men place on fatherhood point to the same clandestine 

truth: The world, it turns out, does need fathers. 

THE PROBLEM ISN’T  

BULLYING COACHES.  

THE PROBLEM IS ALL 

THE MEN WHO AREN’T 

COACHING. THE  

PROBLEM ISN’T THE  

VARIOUS INEVITABLE  

FAILURES OF THE MEN 

WHO SHOW UP. THE  

PROBLEM IS THE MEN 

WHO DON’T SHOW UP. 

T H E  M A N  C R I S I S

CIVILIAN LABOR FORCE, COMPARED WITH 45 PERCENT OF WOMEN. IN 2013, 70 PERCENT OF MEN WERE IN THE CIVILIAN LABOR FORCE, COMPARED WITH 57 PERCENT OF WOMEN.
7

    



Gordy polishing the 
cases. Each son has  
his own trophy cabinet,  
each the size of the  
trophy case in many 
high schools.

    



GORDY GRONKOWSKI 

SPENT THIRTY YEARS RAISING  

FIVE MONSTER BOYS, ALL OF WHOM 

BECAME MONSTER ATHLETES, FOUR 

OF THEM FOOTBALL PLAYERS, THREE 

OF THEM (AND COUNTING) NFL 

PLAYERS, ONE OF THEM PLAYING IN 

THE SUPER BOWL. NO, IT WAS  

NO ACCIDENT.

BY CHRIS JONES
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Gordy Gronkowski, the patriarch of those very same 

Gronkowskis, America’s First Family of Smash-

mouth Football, the man who somehow parlayed 

five orgasms into 1,258 pounds of relentless phys-

ical force—a first baseman, two tight ends, and two 

fullbacks—the first father in twenty years to see 

three of his sons play during a single NFL season, 

and the first father in nearly thirty years with an 

even-money chance to see a fourth, might have gone  

after it a little hard last night.

He spent the evening and a good chunk of this 

morning in downtown Buffalo, watching his alma 

mater, the Orange of Syracuse, lose by two points 

to Dayton in the NCAA tournament, and sudden-
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ly it’s obvious how his sons learned to shake off disappointment 

by laying waste themselves and one another and however many 

blocks of their battered hometown. It’s Sunday afternoon, and 

Gordy’s still moving a little more slowly than his usual terrifying 

pace, sipping from a bottle of water, shaking his head at himself 

and his hangover. “That was rough,” he says. “I don’t know why 

that kid didn’t drive to the basket.”

The kid in question, for once, is not one of his. His kids would have 

driven to the basket. He’s referring to Syracuse guard Tyler Ennis, 

who in the dying seconds launched a long three for the win when 

he might have driven for the push, dooming the Orange to elim-

ination rather than sending the game and their season into over-

time. For most of the people in the arena last night, Ennis’s snap 

judgment was just a bad call made by a teenager under the clock’s 

adult-sized pressure. But Gronkowski doesn’t watch sports the 

way the rest of us watch sports. For him, games are not just games. 

“They are everything,” he says. They are morality plays, tests of 

will and feats of strength, definers of men and boys and their good 

family names for generations. In sports, Gronkowski sees justice 

and beauty, companionship and teamwork, discipline and sacri-

fice. He sees blessings earned or squandered, and he sees funda-

mentals learned or forgotten. Most of all, he sees belief and the 

power of it, and he sees the terrible blackness that roosts in its ab-

sence. And when you see sports and therefore the world the way 

Gordy Gronkowski does, nothing makes less sense than a divine-

ly talented kid launching a no-hoper when the lane and the uni-

verse were wide open to him. “You drive the basket,” he says, and 

he says it as though he’s expecting not only agreement in this par-

ticular instance but a lifelong conversion to the idea: In the dying 

seconds of every basketball game that remains to be played here 

on earth, every basket shall be driven.

It’s easy for Gronkowski to be certain: Look at his boys and what 

they have done. He built this house in 2002, in a Buffalo suburb 

called Amherst, and it is a physical manifestation of his faith in 

them, custom-built for giants and their dreams. The rooms are 

huge, the hallways are double-width, and the doors are as tall as 

the ceilings in more-mortal shacks. (“The movers loved it,” Gordy 

says. “They could swing the furniture around no problem.”) Every 

bed those movers moved was king-sized. One bedroom contains 

three of them alone; they were for the boys, but not for any spe-

cific boy. “They slept in any of ’em,” Gordy says. “Wherever they 

crashed that night, they crashed.” In the predictably massive back-

yard, there is a baseball field, 325 feet down the lines; a pool and a 

hot tub; a full tennis court with regulation-height basketball hoops 

and hockey nets, too. It is child-jock nirvana.

But the basement is the true heart of this home. Gordy pads down 

the stairs and turns on the lights, suspended from ten-foot ceilings. 

The walls are bare studs. “I didn’t want it plush,” he says. “I wanted 

that hardcore feeling.” He owns and operates G&G Fitness, a chain 

of fourteen home and commercial gym-equipment stores across 

the Northeast, and his basement looks like an unfinished show-

room. There is approximately $80,000 worth of gear down here, 

machines dedicated to every muscle group: a bench with a safe-

ty rack, a leg press and calf lift, a punching bag, free weights, pull-

up and chin-dip bars, a kind of elliptical—“That’s an AMT,” Gordy 

says. “Precor, top of the line”—a rowing machine, and a treadmill. 

He climbs onto each piece of equipment to demonstrate the very 

particular part of his body it is designed to improve, his fatigue vis-

ibly lifting with the weights. He is fifty-four years old, and he is six 

foot three and 235 pounds of Polish-American muscle, and he still 

comes down here six days a week, working out with the enormous 

ghosts of his five absent sons.

Along one wall, he has built five trophy cabinets, black with glass 

fronts. Together they are about twenty feet long and six feet high. 

Unlike the beds upstairs, each cabinet has been assigned to a par-

ticular son, arranged in birth order: first Gordie Jr. (first baseman, 

drafted by the Angels in 2006), then Dan (tight end, drafted by the 

Lions in 2009), Chris (fullback, signed undrafted by the Cowboys 

in 2010), famous Rob (tight end, second-round pick by the Patri-

ots in 2010), and finally Glenn, dubbed Goose by his family (full-

back, Kansas State). Today they help Gordy remember, like photo 

albums, but that’s a new, unintended purpose. Gordie 

Jr.’s cabinet is full, but it is the least full; Rob’s is the 

most full. They are stuffed with trophies and medals 

of every possible sort, football and baseball MVPs and 

championships but also awards for basketball, hockey, 

and even bowling prowess. In Dan’s cabinet, there’s 

a size-16 shoe he wore when he played at Maryland; 

in Rob’s, there’s the football delivered to him by Tom 

Brady for his first NFL touchdown. There are near-

ly five hundred trophies of various sizes in all, shin-

ing under the lights.

Gordy looks at the trophies, and he takes another 

sip of his water and he nods, because even though he 

knows in his heart that the way he raised his sons was 

right, such hard evidence makes it easier for him to 

believe. He mindfully kept the cabinets segregated by 

child because life is a competition and triumph is of-

ten singular, and he just as mindfully kept them in the 

basement, with the barbells and racks, because some 

products are better left on the factory floor. These tro-
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phies will always remain down here, where they were made, each 

one a mathematical proof, each one an article of faith, so that to-

gether they might multiply.

ordy Gronkowski’s favorite piece of basement 

equipment is something called a vibration 

plate. It looks almost like an industrial scale, 

with a square metal platform sturdy enough 

to handle a careful elephant. He climbs on-

to it and he grabs hold of two handles on the 

ends of bands and kicks an invisible button. 

The machine comes buzzing to life, and now 

Gordy sounds like he’s being mildly electrocuted. “This thing is 

awesome—you loosen right up, you gotta be on the balls of your 

feet, it hits everything,” he says, his voice warbling, his entire body 

seized with tiny tremors.

Vibration plates are meant to shake out sore muscles, break-

ing up pockets of lactic acid and staving off 

cramps, and they may in fact perform such an 

essential service. But something about this ar-

tificial earthquake seems like quackery, like a 

scaled-up version of magnetic bracelets or mir-

acle tonic—which makes it odd, at least at first, 

to learn of Gronkowski’s allegiance to the ben-

efits of full-body vibration. It runs counter to 

his more evident logical self, the man who has 

always subscribed so strongly to the efficacy of counting trophies.

He has an otherworldly capacity for figures. The numbers he 

cites are always exactly right, and he finds the truth in them in so 

many ways. “I’m always looking at the number,” he says. “That’s 

the only way I can really judge you.” Gordy can claim to be suc-

cessful in part because G&G Fitness has sixty-nine employees. 

He didn’t care especially which college each of his sons attend-

ed, so long as it offered a scholarship and had a good business 

school. At his physical peak, he could bench 225 pounds—the 

NFL combine standard—thirty-four times. (Rob could manage 

only twenty-three.) His sons weren’t permitted to lift a particu-

lar weight unless they could do fifteen reps with it; fifteen reps 

was the standard that prevented injury. He is that rare father 

who even knows his children’s weight to the pound. “Robby’s 

265, I think Danny’s 260 right now, Gordie’s close to 250, Chris 

is at 245, and Goose right now is about 238”—for that grand total 

of 1,258 pounds of Gronk. Gordy Gronkowski’s family is bigger 

than yours, and that’s a hard fact.

But there is also a mysticism in him that 

goes well beyond the countless hours he 

has spent down here vibrating the shit 

out of himself. In his own mathematical 

way, he holds an abiding faith in karma. “I  

always preached karma to my boys,” he 

says. “Take my word, I did a lot of things 

wrong, and it always comes back to bite 

you three times. I always give ’em the 

three-to-one ratio.”

Gordy is the son of a man named Igna-

tius Gronkowski. He has one brother, old-
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Left, Gordy with second son, Dan, a former Browns 
tight end, in the “hardcore” family gym; and here  
with the whole crew in 1995 (clockwise from lower 

left): Chris, Dan, Gordie Jr., Rob, and baby Glenn.
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er, a comic-book character named Glenn. (“At 

his prime, he was six foot eight, 320, twenty-

four-inch arms on him,” Gordy says. “I’d say he’s 

290 now.”) Ignatius Gronkowski was the son 

of an Olympian cyclist, and he was a big man 

and bodybuilder, too. The Gronkowski family 

tree has only trunks. But Ignatius Gronkowski 

was deeply flawed, a heavy drinker and a largely 

absent father, giving his children little beyond 

their name and their mass. Glenn rebelled by 

retreating to his room, shutting the door, and 

escaping into books. Gordy hit the streets. “I 

was just a punk, beating people up all the time, 

stealing,” he says. “My way of getting attention was to be an  

idiot, or to go beat the shit out of someone. I was an asshole, that’s 

the bottom line.”

Then he got to high school and one otherwise ordinary morn-

ing, he decided to make something more of himself. “I hate to say 

it, but I didn’t want to become my father,” he says. Driven by rage 

more than anything else, he hit the weights and played baseball 

and football with abandon—“The one thing I got was, I’ll rip your 

throat out,” he says, “I got that”—setting his sights on the college 

scholarship that would save him. When no offers came, he stole his 

game film from his football coach’s office and bought a bus ticket 

to California (it cost him $240, he remembers), and he spent the 

spring of 1977 motoring up and down the state, visiting schools, 

trying to find one that would take him. Finally, Long Beach State 

offered him a spot, and he returned to Buffalo the prototypical 

self-made man.

Then something happened far beyond his scope. He was play-

ing baseball back home with a friend named Dennis Hartman, 

who had been recruited by Syracuse. The Orange’s defensive line 

coach was at the game, keeping tabs on Hartman, when he hap-

pened to notice this other big kid who could move his feet. Gordy 

Gronkow ski attended a tryout and ended up signing with Syracuse 

instead of Long Beach, taking a short right 

rather than a long left, having earned his un-

likely full ride at a school that he had never dreamed would take 

someone like him. His victory was hard won, the culmination of 

his step-by-step reformation, the product of his hate and his cal-

culus and his effort. And yet it also seemed like a miracle to him, 

and all these years later it still does, how quickly and complete-

ly plans and futures can change, fate the vibration plate that sits 

just under the surface, beneath all of our feet.

e never meant to have five boys. One year, 

home from college, he met a girl in a bar. 

Her name was Diane. The next year he 

met Diane in that same bar, and he met 

her in another bar the year after that. It 

seemed to Gordy as though they were sup-

posed to be together, and he and Diane 

married shortly after his graduation. He 

tried to play pro ball in the United States Football League, but he 

had blown out his shoulder, knees, and ankles, and he ended up 

a somewhat intimidating sales executive for an oil company. (“I 

took that company from a million to $18 million,” he says.) He 

and Diane started having children, not with any particular ambi-

tion and not with any particular final family in mind. They started 

Top left, the basement trophy cases, in order, 
from left: Glenn’s, Rob’s, Chris’s, Dan’s, and  

Gordie Jr.’s. And the growing boys: Above left, 
Team Gronkowski in 1995; center, Dad with his 

then four sons in 1992; top right, a thousand 
pounds, give or take, on a couch in 2007; above, 

Gordy and Dan, coach and first baseman on Dan’s 
travel baseball team in 2005; near left, the older  
brothers greet baby Glenn at the hospital in 1993.
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having children because children are some-

times the consequence of a newly married 

man and woman having sexual intercourse. 

“They were all mistakes, if you want to put 

it that way,” Gordy says, before he decides 

that he doesn’t want to put it that way. “I 

shouldn’t say mistakes. That sounds terri-

ble. None of them was a mistake. God gift-

ed us with them. Unplanned, let’s use that.”

The unplanned phase of the Gronkowski 

family climb continued long after the births 

of the children. In 1990, Gordy, still selling 

oil, opened his first gym-equipment store 

with his brother as his partner. Two jobs 

plus five boys equaled “total hell,” he says. 

(Middle son Chris looks back on the cha-

os of those early years and says, “I have no 

idea how he did it.”) On G&G Fitness’s open-

ing weekend, the Gronkowskis had plenty 

of browsers but sold none of their high-end 

equipment, and they began to panic. “We 

were just like, Oh God, we made the worst 

mistake of our life,” Gordy says. By Sunday 

night, they were already plotting their es-

cape, and on Monday morning Gordy called 

the store manager to tell him they were prob-

ably going to close up shop. The manager 

told Gordy they’d have to talk later—he was 

too busy. When they finally connected, the 

manager relayed to Gordy a number that still 

lights up something inside him: $9,000. He’d 

put $9,000 into the till when all those brows-

ers came back to buy. The first of the fami-

ly businesses was born. In 1996, Gordy quit 

selling oil, turning his full-time attention to the fitness empire that 

he’d nearly abandoned after forty-eight hours. He had learned per-

haps his most important lesson: “You can never doubt yourself,” 

he says. “As soon as you doubt yourself, that’s when you’re going 

to end up on your back.”

The boys were all born with the confidence of true athletes, blessed 

with the same gifts that had been given to Gronk the Olympian near-

ly a century ago. But Gordie Jr., despite his size and his father’s col-

legiate career, never played football. He was motivated by love, not 

hate, and baseball had his heart. Gordy’s heart followed. He coached 

his children’s baseball teams for a dozen summers, winning champi-

onships eleven times. (“He got the most out of everyone,” Dan says. 

“Any kid you ask, if they had my dad as a coach, they’d tell you that 

was their favorite year playing and he was their favorite coach.”) 

Now method entered Gordy’s madness. He emphasized two things: 

form and fearlessness. He rolled and tossed and finally popped up 

thousands of tennis balls to his children, hoping to improve their 

hand-eye coordination with an object that didn’t leave either phys-

ical or mental scars when hands or eyes failed. Later, he moved on to 

baseballs, and his five boys lined up in the yard and together played a 

game they called Three Flies In. The first boy to catch three consec-

utive fly balls won, and perhaps not surprisingly the game evolved 

to include, just every so often, contact between something other 

than the bat and the ball. Football became the natural progression.

In some strange way, Gordy’s having five sons might have made all 

the difference. Baseball is a game of fathers and sons, but football is 

a game of brothers. According to the Pro Football Hall of Fame, 364 

sets have played the sport professionally. The built-in rivalries for 

dinner and affection, the alternating phases of admiration and envy, 

the physical and mental violence that broth-

ers routinely visit upon each other—Rob once  

threw a fork so hard at Goose that it stuck in 

his elbow—whatever it is, the fraught alche-

my of familial brotherhoods can lead to suc-

cess within more metaphorical ones. Each 

successive Gronkowski—Dan, then Chris, 

then Rob—was arguably better than the last, 

either because he looked up to more broth-

ers or because he had more brothers beat-

ing down on him. “That’s what makes Rob 

great today,” Gordy says. “He’s got no fear. 

It started out from the get-go, the brawling. 

The kid just endured pain.”

Dan, the first at many things, was also the 

first to take to the basement weight room; 

Gordie Jr., who had resisted, saw his little 

brother ballooning and soon joined him. 

“And then it was like a virus,” Gordy says. 

The other boys just went downstairs as 

though by instinct, where they set about fill-

ing their jerseys and trophy cabinets. Gordy 

says Goose, entering his sophomore season  

at Kansas State, is the best pure athlete of the 

bunch. Is it an accident of genetics that he’s 

the fastest of the Gronkowskis, or is his speed 

a product of his having to escape flying forks?

Gordy doesn’t have a good answer. ESPN 

once determined that the odds of a family 

having three brothers play simultaneous-

ly in the NFL are one in thirty-one million. 

That number, perhaps more than any other, 

has stayed with him. It cements his sense of 

marvel, and he sometimes looks at his sons 

the way his lost teenage self would have looked at the man he has 

become. “It’s unbelievable,” he says. “It really is. I sit there some-

times and think, God, did this really all happen?”

Gordy’s phone dings. Dan and Chris were both knocked out of 

the NFL last season—Dan was cut by the Cleveland Browns, and 

Chris hurt his ankle and took an injury settlement from the San Di-

ego Chargers—but today both are in Florida at a combine for free 

agents, trying to get back into the league. Gordy thinks they have a  

good shot, so long as they think they do. Earlier, he had texted both 

of them: Kick some ass today.

Yeah baby, Dan wrote back.

Now Chris has chimed in. I’m taking a dump. Almost weigh more 

than Dan so I have to get my weight down.

Gordy reads the text and laughs to himself. “Knuckleheads,” he 

says, and he shakes his head and smiles. Then he goes quiet for a 

moment. “That’s good if his weight is up there, though,” he says 

after he finishes another in his endless series of sums.

ordy’s only moments of doubt, the only 

cracks in his faith, come when he sees one 

of his children in pain. That’s when every-

thing falls apart. There was a time when he 

tried to coach his sons into refusing even to 

believe in it. One of his early house rules was: 

If you can get up, you get up. Dan set the stan-

dard during his first season of football in the 

eighth grade, when he ran off the field on a broken ankle. “I felt 

so bad,” Gordy says. “I was sort of a hard-ass on that.” Even today,  

whenever a Gronkowski looks hurt, he’s

GORDY WITH  

HIS FIRST 

GRANDCHILD, 

JAYCE, IN 

MARCH. 

LOOKING BACK 

AT ALL HIS 

BOYS, GORDY 

SHAKES HIS 

HEAD.  “IT’S  

UNBELIEVABLE,” 

HE SAYS.  

“I SIT THERE  

SOMETIMES 

AND THINK, GOD, 

DID THIS REALLY 

ALL HAPPEN?”

[continued on page 140]

 To watch a promotional reel for the never-released animated series The Gronks, scan here with Esquire2.
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Early on in Little League I wasn’t very good. I pretty much swung at 

every pitch and was always striking out. Then my father pulled 

me aside and told me to wait for the right pitch. My game improved 

in the short term, but the benefits of the lesson were long-term. 

Because of his advice, I now have my girlfriend.

—WES MALINCHOCK, 17, CHAPEL HILL, NORTH CAROLINA

FIGHT FOR THE PUCK, 
TRY HARD, GET IT DONE. 
AND DON’T DIE.
—WILLIE PERRY, 8, EDINA, MINNESOTA

> Frank Guidara, my dad, taught me about loy-

alty—the idea that when you commit yourself 

to something or someone, you never look back.

When I was six, my mother was diagnosed with 

brain cancer, and by the time I was twelve, she be-

came a quadriplegic. Never once did his commit-

ment to her waver. He would work fourteen-hour 

days but made it a priority to take care of her (get-

ting her ready in the morning, putting her to bed at 

night), to take care of others (being an empathet-

ic leader at work), and to take care of me (quiz-

zing me on my homework, teaching me how to 

be a good man).

 His energy and love astound me.

—WILL GUIDARA, 34, RESTAURATEUR,  

NEW YORK CITY 

When I was eighteen, I was shifting gears in 
my Pinto and I shattered the transmission rod. 
I had the tow truck bring it home, figuring my
dad, a self-taught mechanic, would fix it. 
Instead, he got a used transmission from 
a scrapyard and dropped it in the driveway.
—DAVID G. ROBERTS, 46, USER-EXPERIENCE ARCHITECT, WINTHROP, MASSACHUSETTS

MY DAD TAUGHT ME THAT THERE’S 

A BIG DIFFERENCE BETWEEN A BAD

PERSON AND A PERSON YOU 

DISAGREE WITH. ALSO THAT FARTS

ARE ALWAYS FUNNY.

—DANNY FERSH, 24, ENGLISH  

TEACHER, MADRID

THE BEST THING HE EVER 

TAUGHT ME IS HOW 

TO BE THE BEST SON IN 

THE WORLD. 

OR MAYBE KARATE.
—RILEY ZUPNICK, 10, POWELL, OHIO

Always use a pencil.

And don’t skimp 

on the scratch paper.

—GEOFF EDGERS, 43, 

WRITER AND DOCUMEN-

TARIAN, CONCORD,  

MASSACHUSETTS

My dad had these Red Wing

work boots. He wore them every 

day for about ten years. They came to 

exemplify two words: quality and  

respect. The lesson is: If you invest in 

quality and treat your things with respect, 

they’ll last you a long time. Not long 

ago, he gave them to me. They go above 

the ankle, with heavy-duty laces and a 

strong sole. When I put them on for the 

first time, in a weird way, I felt taller.

—SAMSON JETER, 16, 

 LOS ANGELES

THAT COMMITMENT 

IS BOTH ROMANTIC 

AND REAL. HE SPENT 

THREE DECADES IN 

THE MARINES. HE 

ALSO GOT ENGAGED 

TO MY MOM A WEEK 

AFTER THEY MET 

AND THEY’VE 

BEEN MARRIED 

FORTY-FOUR YEARS.

—CRAIG STOUFFER, 

39, SPOKESMAN, 

D. C. UNITED, ALEX-

ANDRIA, VIRGINIA 

I played in golf tournaments as a kid. I 
couldn’t always see my dad, but whenever 
I missed a putt, I would hear a muffled 
sound of pain from behind a tree—it 
hurt him more than it hurt me. What he 
taught me is it’s all about your kids. Go 
to everything. Visit them. Keep in touch.

—BRENT SILBER, 58, STOCKBROKER,  

SAN ANTONIO
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> My dad was born in 1885 in Elizabeth, New Jersey. There was no electricity. 

Before he died at eighty-four, he saw a man walk on the moon. That’s quite a life.  

But it wasn’t easy. He and his wife lost twin three-year-old boys in the flu epi-

demic of 1918. In 1929, he was a partner of a firm on Wall Street that went un-

der. Then, when he was in his late forties, his wife died of respiratory problems. 

A year or two later, he called up the nurse who’d taken care of his wife before 

she’d passed. The nurse was twenty years younger, and they ended up getting 

married. Then they had a stillborn son. After that, I came along. By example, 

my father taught me to be happy with what you’ve got and always stay a 

gentleman. His name was Fred. But my mother used to call him Sir Frederick.

—MALCOLM HALSEY, 77, RETIRED ADMINISTRATOR,  

OAKHURST, NEW JERSEY

He said to make a 
list with three 
headings: Girls Who  
Are Good-Looking, Girls 
Who Are Smart, and 
Girls Who Are Rich. 
If the same girl showed 
up in all three
columns, she was the
one to go after.

—PAUL BARGAMIAN, 
45, LAWYER, GROSSE 
ILE, MICHIGAN

Drink Guinness. It’s delicious and hard to drink too much of.

—WILL ROBERTS, 24, CONSULTANT, CHARLOTTE, NORTH CAROLINA 

> It was really frustrating when I couldn’t catch. Sometimes the ball 

hit me. Sometimes it fell out of my glove. Sometimes I just missed it. 

Then my dad taught me not to hold the glove straight out, but to 

hold it straight up. That’s when the ball landed in the glove for the 

first time. My dad was smiling. He rushed toward me, picked me up, 

and hugged me. My team was around, so I was a little embarrassed. 

I can’t remember if I said thanks. But now I’m one of the best catch-

ers on my team.

—JULIAN KOULISH, 7, BALTIMORE

I was pitching in a Little 

League championship

when our defense col-

lapsed, allowing eight 

runs in one inning. A 

season’s worth of frus-

tration boiled over. I 

threw my glove and 

spit, “You guys suck!” 

My dad heard and made 

me call each player to 

apologize. I regretted 

the insult, but I want-

ed to pretend it didn’t 

happen. I’d have rather 

been grounded for a 

year than make eleven 

humiliating calls, but 

luckily I had a dad who 

made me.

—NOAH SMITH, 23,  
ENGLISH TEACHER, 
ZAFRA, SPAIN

My dad taught me to say hi to 
people. Acknowledging someone’s 

existence is one of those inalienable things 
that everyone deserves. 

No one is better than anyone else.
—ANDREW LOANE, 24, MEDIA-RELATIONS ASSISTANT, BROOKLYN

DON’T SOLVE HER PROBLEM. SHE  

SIMPLY WANTS YOUR EAR ATTENTIVE 

AND YOUR MOUTH SHUT.
—BRIAN COOGAN, 36, COMPLIANCE OFFICER, AMHERST, NEW HAMPSHIRE

Don’t race 

up to red lights 

and then slam on

the brakes. 

—JACK KISSINGER,  

68, RETIRED PROFES-

SOR, ST. LOUIS

In conducting more than three hundred interviews for Esquire’s  
What I’ve Learned column over the last sixteen years—with movie stars 

and business moguls, presidents and rock stars, athletes and  
astronauts—there is one question our writers have asked every time: 

What’s the best thing your father ever taught you?  
This month, we asked the same question of American men.

The morning I left for

college, he said, “I’d give you

some words of wisdom, but really,

whatever you don’t know by now,

nothing I say will make a diference.” 

There’s something there about the

slow, steady, perhaps mundane

accumulation of life lessons being

more important than any one eureka 

moment. Of course, that’s a

eureka moment itself.

—ALAN PAUL, 38, AID WORKER, 

LOS ANGELES

When I was young, 
my father taught me to 
catch a grape in 
my mouth from ten 
feet away. I could talk 
about how hard he works 
or how humble he is de-
spite his success, but it’s 
catching grapes in your 
mouth at parties that 
people remember.

—JAMES HIGDON, 37, 

WRITER, LOUISVILLE
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY  

C H R I S  C R AY M E R

SWINGING BY THE  

HARDWARE STORE.  

DROPPING SHIRTS OFF  

AT THE DRY CLEANER. 

BREAKFAST WITH THE 

KIDDOS. SATURDAYS 

ARE GOOD FOR A GREAT  

MANY THINGS, BUT 

DRESSING LIKE THE 

WORST VERSION OF 

YOURSELF SHOULDN’T  

BE ONE OF THEM.  



Suede jacket ($3,695)  
and cotton chambray  
shirt ($450) by Ralph  
Lauren Purple  Label;  

glasses by Ray-Ban.  
Photographed at Bar 
Tabac. (All locations  

in Brooklyn.)

    



Cotton-and-acrylic jacket  
($695) and cotton trou-
sers ($295) by Calvin Klein 
Collection; cotton T-shirt 
($228) by John Varvatos;  
suede boots ($120) by 
Clarks; steel Carrera  
Calibre 17 chronograph 
($5,700) by TAG Heuer. 
Photographed at Tony’s 
Hardware.

No. 1
INVEST IN A LIGHT-
WEIGHT JACKET 
(LEATHER, COTTON, 
MAYBE EVEN SUEDE 
OR SILK) THAT YOU 
CAN THROW ON 
OVER A BASIC TEE 
FOR AN INSTANT 
UPGRADE. BONUS 
POINTS IF THE  
COLOR OR TEX- 
TURE POPS.

TIP

    



Leather jacket 
($2,375) and cotton 
shirt ($415) by  
Dolce & Gabbana.  
On her: Sweater 
by Burberry Brit. 
Photographed at 
Nightingale 9.

STYLE
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STYLE

No. 2
TIP

Top: Cotton-and-silk jacket 
($1,495) by Burberry  
Prorsum; cotton T-shirt 
($295) by Burberry  
London; cotton jeans 
($250) by Burberry Brit; 
suede shoes ($298)  
by Brooks Brothers.  
Center: Double-breasted 
cotton jacket ($1,925) and 
cotton chinos ($225) by  
Prada; cotton sweater 
($129) by Tommy Hilfiger; 
suede shoes ($595) by  
Ermenegildo Zegna; steel 
Datron watch ($1,295) by 
Movado. On her: Jacket  
by Vince; shirt by AYR; 
jeans by AG; boots by Rag 
& Bone. On children, from 
left: Pants by Boden. // 
Jacket by Diesel; T-shirt by 
Junk Food Clothing.

WHITE JEANS?  
ABSOLUTELY. BUT 
DON’T FORGET  
THE CHARMS OF 
WORN-IN CHINOS, 
DARK OR LIGHT  
AND WITH SOME 
GIVE IN THE LEGS. 
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Two-button silk jacket  
($2,195), cotton shirt ($345), 
and cotton trousers ($345) 
by Ermenegildo Zegna;  
cotton vest ($1,200) by  
Salvatore Ferragamo; suede 
shoes ($315) by Bespoken; 
leather belt ($45) by Sperry 
Top-Sider. Photographed  
at BookCourt.

    



Two-button cotton-
and-linen jacket  

($2,800), cotton-
and-linen shirt 

($1,275), and cot-
ton-and-linen trou-

sers ($960) by  
Hermès; leather  
shoes ($598) by 

John Varvatos. On 
child, left: Jacket by 
L. L. Bean Signature.

A GOOD COLLARED 

SHIRT, ESPECIALLY 

IF IT’S CUT CLOSE 

TO THE BODY AND 

STRAYS BEYOND  

BASIC BLUE, KNOWS 

NO LIMITS. WEAR IT 

TO THE DELI, WEAR 

IT TO DINNER: IT 

NEVER LOOKS OUT 

OF PLACE. 

No. 3
TIP
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Cotton shirt ($225)  
by Emporio Armani;  
titanium Classic  
Fusion chronograph 
($11,800) by Hublot. 
On her: Blazer by 
Vince; sweater by  
Banana Republic; 
bracelet by Bauble-
bar. On child, far right: 
Shirt by Diesel; T-shirt 
by Gap. Photographed 
at Rucola.

STYLE
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This page: Two-button cotton 
jacket ($2,890) by Gucci; cot-
ton shirt ($294) by Etro; cot-
ton jeans ($168) by AG; leath-
er boots ($348) by Coach. 
Photographed at Pacific 
Green Gourmet. Opposite: 
Suede jacket ($5,120) and lin-
en shirt ($525) by Brunello 
Cucinelli; cotton jeans ($345) 
by 3x1; canvas sneakers by 
SeaVees; leather belt ($310) 
by Ermenegildo Zegna.  
Photographed at Persons  
of Interest barbershop.

CAMO TO STRIPES, 
POLKA DOT TO PLAID: 
ONE PATTERN ON 
YOUR PERSON AT  
ALL TIMES. 

No. 4
TIP

    



FOR STORE INFORMA-

TION SEE PAGE 142. 

PRODUCED BY HELENA 

MARTEL SEWARD FOR 

JN PRODUCTION. HAIR 

BY ENRICO FOR SEE 

MANAGEMENT. MAKE-

UP BY MUNEMI FOR 

THE MAGNET AGENCY. 

PROP STYLING BY TODD 

WIGGINS FOR MARY 

HOWARD STUDIO.

STYLE

    



The Gronkowskis
 really hurt, and 

except for young Goose, fingers crossed, 

Gordy has seen each of his boys go down 

and stay down.

Gordie Jr., drafted by the Angels, topped 

out in the minors when he blew up his 

back. Dan has injured his hamstring and, 

like Chris, his ankle. And Rob, Rob these 

last few cursed seasons, Rob has been the 

worst: ankle surgery, back surgery, two 

fractures in his arm, and last December’s 

knee injury, which required surgery in Jan-

uary. When Rob was carted off the field, 

his father, watching from the stands—he 

goes to at least one son’s game each week—

felt as though his broken heart was cart-

ed off with him.

“Helpless, helpless, helpless,” Gordy 

says, and his eyes fill with tears. “And then 

you just say, Why, you know? Why him? 

When he’s down on the field like that, ev-

erything runs through your head. Is he par-

alyzed? It just starts flying real fast. And 

you can’t do anything about it. You’re just 

stuck.”

Gordy decides he’s had enough of that 

particular strain of wondering. It’s time to 

regain control. He retreats to his kitchen, 

and he begins fixing himself a soup. There 

are framed photographs of his children on 

the walls and on his counters—next to the 

bottles of salmon oil and milk thistle—in-

cluding one of Rob scoring a touchdown. 

“There’s nothing like that, on the other 

side of things,” Gordy says. “That’s my son. 

That’s my boy right there.”

Sometimes the house can feel quiet these 

days, even empty. The Gronkowskis used 

to go through $600 worth of groceries a 

week, two or three gallons of milk a day. 

The fridge was once covered with inspi-

rational quotes. Now they’re gone, like so 

much else. Now there’s just Gordy, heating 

up his soup. He and Diane separated nine 

years ago; they divorced a year or two af-

ter that. “I couldn’t have done it without 

her,” he says, talking of raising the boys. 

“We had to be a team or it never would 

have worked.” He’s asked what eventual-

ly drove them apart. “Everything we did, 

I had to win,” Gordy says. “The wife hated 

that. She couldn’t stand that I had to win all 

the time. Even when we played coed vol-

leyball or something, I had to win. She’d 

say it was just for fun, and I’d say, ‘Yeah, 

isn’t it fun winning?’ ” Gordy has a long-

time girlfriend, but they don’t live togeth-

er. She has five children of her own, a boy 

and four girls. Gordy’s not sure he could 

survive that again.

In the years since his boys moved out, 

he’s fixed all the damage they did to the 

house he built for them. He’s painted 

over the scuff marks on the kitchen ceil-

ing, from footballs thrown across the room; 

he’s patched the holes punched into the 

drywall and repaired the doors torn off 

their hinges; he’s replaced the couches 

and beds that came with lifetime warran-

ties but lasted two weeks; he’s replaced 

the old hot tub, too. “That hot tub could 

have told some stories,” Gordy says. Only 

Dan still lives nearby. He’ll drop by every 

so often, mostly to work out in the base-

ment. It’s been a while since a new tro-

phy has been added to the cabinets down 

there. At the moment, only Rob and Goose 

are still in the competition.

At least the others have their educa-

tions from good business schools. Gordie 

Jr. works for G&G Fitness, living in Colum-

bus, managing the Ohio stores. “He does 

a phenomenal job,” Gordy says. Depend-

ing on how his comeback goes, Dan will 

be working for his father, too, in market-

ing. Chris lives in Dallas; he and his girl-

friend have opened an online engraving 

business. “They’re killing it,” Gordy says. 

“It’s just something my girlfriend start-

ed up,” Chris says. Gordy cowrote a book 

last year about raising his sons, Grow-

ing Up Gronk. There’s been some talk of 

a cartoon starring the family, and a reality 

show called Gronk Gyms that would fea-

ture Gordy and his boys traveling across 

the country, installing dream factories. If 

those don’t work out, Gordy’s been think-

ing about taking a trip to Africa or building 

a home in Florida, a kind of family retreat 

where all of his boys might gather again, 

the way they did before.

Gordy’s phone rings. He thinks it might 

be Dan or Chris with news from the com-

bine—in the end, both will suffer inju-

ries—but it’s Gordie Jr. on the line. He’s at 

a Costco in Pittsburgh, where he’s set up a 

temporary display, selling equipment off 

the floor. Gordy answers the phone: “How 

much?”

It’s been a good day. Gordie Jr. has pock-

eted $15,000. The kid can work a floor.

“Beautiful, sir,” Gordy says. “Wow. 

Beautiful.

“Right. Right.

“Got it.

“Got it, sir.

“Wow. Beautiful. Beautiful.

“Got it. Got it, sir.

“What, oh, the Syracuse game?” Gordy 

says suddenly. “Yeah, it sucked. They blew 

it. I don’t know why he didn’t drive at the 

end. He took that shot at the end. I don’t 

know why he didn’t drive.”

And then Gordy Gronkowski returns to 

his soup. He put in sixty hours at the store 

this week and wants to take it easy for the 

rest of the day. No workouts on Sundays. 

He’s thinking he might go over to Dan’s 

house and maybe give his wife a hand. Just 

six weeks ago, she gave birth to the first of 

the next generation of Gronkowskis—a boy, 

of course, named Jayce. “He’s strong,” Dan 

says. “Superalert.” Gordy says Dan has al-

ready asked him whether he might begin 

coaching his grandson a little. Nothing cra-

zy. Nothing too serious. Maybe just get him 

holding a tennis ball, start him with some-

thing small like that. ≥

[continued from page 127] possibilities.

Yes, you want to shake these guys, to tell 

them to snap out of it, to point out that all 

of us have to overcome mistreatment at 

the hands of others. That they need to gird 

themselves. That they have to prepare to live 

in a world outside their goofy egos. 

Not every man is strong. Not every man 

thinks. And these guys, their options are 

sparse. Their landscape of employment 

starts with the broom and ends with the 

burger. Shitty, no-future jobs—Lowe’s, Mc-

Donald’s, Walmart—which most of them 

can’t actually land. Because they fail drug 

tests, or they have a felony, or they have a 

reputation locally. These are twenty-some-

thing-year-old men. There is no second act 

in a world of background checks, even when 

you have a fairly short background to check.

 Everything they are at twenty-three was 

set up by who they were in some palpable 

stage of boyhood. Somebody knew the trou-

ble back then. And somebody didn’t care. 

They are lovable, daft, a little threatening, 

dangerous maybe, but in danger of falling out, 

of being forgotten, by the rest of us. And it 

hurts to think that most people are so willing 

to write them off, to give in to the sense that 

their fate is sealed. Often, I put my hand on 

the shoulder of one of them and asked him if 

he needed anything. The most anyone want-

ed was a single slice of pizza, and he wanted 

that less than I did. There’s no greed in them.

My own certainties: That these men may 

never really engage in the pleasures of real 

curiosity or ambition—they are low on the 

former, middling in the latter. In fact, it seems 

like it’s been written already that they will 

fail to return to the world. We fucked up with 

boys. We were there, you and I, eight years 

ago. You were you, a man. Them, they were 

boys. What I kept thinking as I wandered 

with them was: They should be cared for. I 

spoke to 112 men. The one thing they had in 

common was that they reached a point of ad-

olescent crisis (conflict with parents, with the 

law, mistakes they made, their own anger) 

and responded in ways that doomed them. 

This is their commonality. “There have al-

ways been bums,” one of the boys told me. 

“Maybe that’s what we are.” But there has 

never been such a cohort of handsome, funny, 

oddly fashionable, highly artistic bums. They 

are something to see. A subculture of boys 

has risen, and we don’t look at them. They 

become adults in the functionless, egotistic, 

and self-affirming grip of their own midst. 

They stay out there, too. You may be cool with 

that distance. But I am not.

They assemble, beneath bridges, along 

canals, at freeway entrances. They are 

possessed of our greatest hopes while be-

ing crushed by our most indifferent atten-

tions. They argue and assert. They laugh at 

their own idiocy. They fear what they can-

not change about themselves. They are men, 

then. And they are, each and every one, my 

boys. My sons and yours. ≥

Boy Crisis
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[continued from page 117]
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Style, p. 75: Tommy Hilfiger swim 
trunks, tommy.com. P. 76: Swim trunks:  
Saturdays NYC, saturdaysnyc.com. 
Kiton, kiton.it. Faherty, fahertybrand.
com. Nautica, nautica.com. Sunglasses:  
Paul Smith, paulsmithusa.com. Salva-
tore Ferragamo, 866-337-7242. Tom-
my Hilfiger, tommy.com. Ray-Ban, 
sunglasshut.com. Brunello Cucinelli 
shorts, 212-627-9204. P. 80: J. Crew 
jacket, jcrew.com. Tommy Hilfiger 
sweatshirt, 212-223-1824. Banana Re-
public shorts, bananarepublic.com. 
Vans sneakers, vans.com. Bonobos 
jacket, bonobos.com. Gap shirt, gap.
com. Tommy Bahama shorts, tommyba-
hama.com. Soludos espadrilles, solu-
dos.com. Coach belt, coach.com. Mi-
chael Kors shirt, 866-709-5677. Banana 
Republic shorts, bananarepublic.com. 
Rockport shoes, rockport.com. Cesare 
Attolini swim trunks, 646-707-3006. P. 
82: Banana Republic shorts, bananare-
public.com. P. 84: Bonobos bow tie, 
bonobos.com. L.B.M. 1911 jacket, trunk-
club.com. Clarks boots, clarksusa.com.

Any Given Saturday, pp. 130–131: 
Ralph Lauren Purple Label jacket and 
shirt, ralphlauren.com. Ray-Ban glass-
es, ray-ban.com. P. 132: Calvin Klein 
Collection jacket and trousers, 212-
292-9027. John Varvatos T-shirt, john-
varvatos.com. Clarks boots, clarksusa. 
com. TAG Heuer chronograph, tag-
heuer.com. P. 133: Dolce & Gabbana  
jacket and shirt, dolcegabbana.it. P. 
134: Burberry Prorsum jacket, Bur- 
berry London T-shirt, and Burberry  
Brit jeans, burberry.com. Brooks Broth-
ers shoes, brooksbrothers.com. Prada 
jacket and chinos, prada.com. Tom-
my Hilfiger sweater, 855-827-7168. 
Ermenegildo Zegna shoes, zegna.
com. Movado watch, movado.com. 
P. 135: Ermenegildo Zegna jacket,
shirt, and trousers, zegna.com. Sal-
vatore Ferragamo vest, 866-337-7242. 
Bespoken shoes, bespokenclothiers.
com. Sperry Top-Sider belt, sperry-
topsider.com. P. 136: Hermès jack-
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John Varvatos shoes, johnvarvatos.
com. P. 137: Emporio Armani shirt, ar-
mani.com. Hublot chronograph, 212-
308-0408. P. 138: Gucci jacket, Gucci.
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P. 139: Brunello Cucinelli jacket and 
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8900. SeaVees sneakers, seavees.com. 
Ermenegildo Zegna belt, zegna.com. 
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THE FATHER’S TIPS 
FOR FATHERS

BY GOD THE FATHER, MAKER OF HEAVEN AND EARTH

A S  T O L D  T O  R O S S  M C C A M M O N

The Heavenly Father was interviewed after dinner on a Sunday

144 E S Q U I R E  �  J U N E / J U L Y  2 0 1 4  Scan any page to watch videos, listen to audio, share, shop, and more. Get the free Esquire2 app. 

> What is this about? Uh huh. Uh huh. Sure, whatever. So, it goes “the Father” first, right? Then “maker of heaven and earth.”  

Think about that. Career comes second. That’s huge. Look, I’m proud of my success, but nothing is more important than the role  

of, you know, Dad. And . . . Here we go . . . Can you give me a moment here? I get emotional about this stuff.

> Seven billion. I love them all. Do I like them all? Next question. 

> Anyway, tip number one: Save all the baby clothes. Because, trust me, you never know.

> Smite ’em. Smite. Them. They’ll never learn to fear you otherwise. Not all the time. Just keep it in your tool kit is all I’m saying.

> Oh, fear is everything. Have you read my book?

> Tip: Don’t talk about how great your kid is. No one cares. Especially not me. Rule: Even the stupid ones eventually learn to climb 

the stairs. 

> If I may, with the names: I think we can all agree that Byxby is not something your daughter is going to want to be called when she 

is twenty-two. I don’t have a tip here. All I want to say is Byxby? Kinnadee? Caylerin? Yeeesh.

> Thing 1 and Thing 2, I called them.

> Every now and then, send two bears out of the forest to tear apart two and forty of them. That sort of thing. Keeps them on their 

toes. Find what works for you.

> Sing. Just sing. 

> Nothing beats a traditional English folk song. If you’ll allow me: “Dance to your daddy, my little laddy. Dance to your daddy, my 

little man. Dee, dee, dee, dee, dee” and so on. A bedtime favorite.

> Oh, I’ve always preferred falsetto. That’s just my jam.

> Make story time go faster by reading every other page. Narrative arc is not something young children are finely attuned to.

> You don’t need a wipes warmer.

> Hey, send me a copy, will you? I stopped subscribing when they killed Dubious Achievements.

> Look, he’s the one you hear about. And why shouldn’t you? But the apple of my eye is currently Kayla Stimpson of Chippewa  

Falls, Wisconsin. She lights up a room. She makes jewelry in her spare time. And, of course, you know she just got a job with the  

credit union! Full benefits!

> Job . . . Job, Job, Job, Job, Job. Couple key learnings there. One: Never make a bet with Satan. Two: It was one thing to steal the  

animals and kill the servants and curse him with boils, but to burn the sheep? I overextended. You gotta know your line and try not to 

step over it.

> I didn’t have a father growing up. I’m surprised I didn’t turn out worse than I did!

> All things considered, I’d discourage them from joining a fraternity.

> Uh huh. Uh huh. He said that? As if he never forsook anyone!

> You do your best.

> Firstborn sons have always been a problem, if you ask me.

> Never hire your kids. ≥
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