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	I am:
Husband of the spirited and lovely Vivien Orbach Smith, New York University, M. A. Journalism. (Vivien has recently coauthored a novelesque treatment of Jewish survival in Nazi Berlin—Europa Europa meets Mean Streets.) Father of Tahlia (eight), Arielle (five), and Jacob (one). President of W.R.T. Smith Builders, Inc. Making the lives of the safe, safer; and the good, better. My Yale education enables me to converse with my clients’ servants in their native language. Spanish and French only. Polish, Portuguese, and Guarani speakers are beginning to populate the local pool of undocumented domestics. Custom residential is our base—with a heavy mix of commercial and institutional construction.
Swamp-Yankee, trade union member, and Jew. Always been the first, been a member of Local 210 United Brotherhood of Carpenters since 1970, and my first (that’s right “first”) brit milah was in 1974. Why more than one is an halachic tale of limited interest.
My wife, children, and extended family are the core of my life. Vivien and I have brought an emphatic, tumultuous, and loving brood into this world. My work world is governed by weather and the seasons (not to mention this @#$% economy). Family life is by the calendar. All our children were born in October so it’s birthday cake in the sukkah. Sukkoth and Pesach are my favorite holidays. A glance skyward on the fifteenth of Tishri and Nisan shows the full moon illuminating our celebrations.
A kosher kitchen feeds a stream of family and guests—Jew and Christian alike. The Christians, mostly siblings, parents, nieces, and nephews, live nearby and speak English. The Zoe Bairdite lives in and speaks Spanish. The Jews come from near and far speaking English, German, Hebrew, and Yiddish. The house is messy and lively. “Lovely” would be nice, but “lively” comes first.
Most of my life has been in just New Haven and Wilton, Connecticut, but I love cities—specifically New York, Bogota, Jerusalem, and Berlin. They are all “in your face and watch your back” places. As palimpsests of commerce, religion, and war, they constantly push you. Hey, I live in a permanent Club Med for Todd and Muffy; gotta get my kicks somewhere.
May all my former classmates be well. May we all teach our children to love and work hard. And for the next century, instruction in field surgery and small arms tactics couldn’t hurt.


