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My dad was a Jew with muscles. He was athletic
and tough. Like an Italian, he never backed down. He
walked around the house in posing trunks. Posing trunks
are specially made for competition bodybuilders of spandex bathing-suit material with a European cut. They were
often gold or silver, and the leopard-print ones my dad
wore, they were just weird. Whenever my dad passed a
mirror he would stop and flex his bicep, Bam. But he wouldn’t officially compete as a bodybuilder till his late forties.

(Excerpt)
My mom tells the story of leaving me with my father
when I was a newborn. She asked my dad to hold me and
he reached out his enormous palms and cradled me in the
cup of his hands, like a surgeon holding a heart for transplant. When my mom came back after an hour he had not
moved. He didn’t know what to do with a baby girl.
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