
Eulogy for William Kupinse, Jr.
Given by Andrew Kupinse, William Kupinse, III and Jennifer Kupinse--children of 
William J. Kupinse, Jr.

[Andrew reads]

Hello,  Thank you all for coming to celebrate our Dad, Bill Kupinse. I’m Andrew, his 
middle son, and this is my brother Bill and sister, Jennifer. We all wrote this eulogy 
together in a cooperative effort Dad would appreciate.  We want to take this opportunity to 
reflect on who he was, what he stood for and loved.  And how much we love him.  

Our father had very two distinct sides:  Dad was a serious lawyer and town official.  He 
wore a suit and tie.  He was smart and focused.  Dad was dignified, and polite, and old-
school.  And yet, he was just a big kid, who loved doing things outdoors and having fun.  

Some of you in the audience may only know this formal side.  In this case you probably 
know him as a wise and careful thinker who had a talent to see the bigger picture, find 
answers and provide sound guidance and leadership.  This is a wonderful part of dad’s 
memory and legacy.

He was a lawyer for more than 50 years.  He worked the entire time at Goldstein & Peck, 
the law firm that first hired him in 1964 out of law school.   This sort of loyalty in the legal 
field is almost unheard of today and speaks to how much he loved the firm, his very 
talented partners and staff and his clients.  He served as the managing partner of that firm 
for many years.  

Dad would describe himself as being a “general practitioner.”  In the days of specialists, 
Dad was something of a relic of the past - a lawyer who would find a way to assist with 
any problem a client had.  A lawyer for a family or a business to rely on, the way that in 
the country, there would be family doctors.  He would always say, “I don’t have all the 
answers but I am a quick study and I know where to look for them.”  

Dad was one of the good lawyers - one who brought honor to the profession.  He was 
diligent with his clients, respectful to his adversaries even as he fought diligently.  And he 
was always a voice of reason.  

I was lucky enough to work with Dad directly at his office after college for a year or two 
and ultimately followed in his footsteps and went to law school himself.  And despite 
twenty years of practicing law on his own with another firm, to this day I will frequently -
and proudly- come across the long shadow Dad cast in the legal community.  “Kupinse?  
You must be Bill Kupinse’s son.  He is a terrific lawyer... and a true gentleman.”  I never 
tire of hearing it.

There is a plaque on Dad’s desk which reads “William the Busy.”  He was never one to to 
be idle.  And Dad cared immensely about the Town of Easton and so he became involved 
in local issues and politics.  He served on the boards of Citizens for Easton and Aspetuck 



Land Trust both dedicated to preserving Easton’s rural character.   He also enjoyed other 
town organizations like the Exchange Club.

As if full time law practice and all of his town committee work was not enough 
responsibility, Dad ran for First Selectman in 1997.  He loved the town and enjoyed 
serving and solving problems.  But the re-election process, if done well, required a lot of 
effort and every two years, for 10 years, he’d knock on virtually every door in town to 
present his case for being re-elected.  Once in office, he would post notices by nailing them 
to the colonel-era sign boards around town in what he called K-Mail.   

Finally after a decade in office, our mother asked that he not run. Before he made his 
decision, he checked to see how long the longest serving First Selectman served.  When he 
found that he had about 40 additional years to go before breaking a record, he agreed to 
pass the torch to others.
 
He really loved our mom, his wife, Patricia. He respected her and listened to her carefully.  
They were a great team.  She had a vision—she found Easton, which delighted them both 
with its country atmosphere, green spaces and good schools.    He supported her in her 
plans and dreams such as when she decided to go back to school to become a CPA.  He 
was a great cook and always willing to scrub or vacuum.  He was humble, not quite 
believing when she said that marrying him was the best decision of her life.  Of course, it 
was.  They were also a quirky team, and on their 50th anniversary they ate the piece of 
cake that they had saved in their freezer from their wedding day in 1964.

[Bill reads]

Dad met Mom in West Haven, where he had grown-up working on the carousel at Savin 
Rock and skating on frozen ponds.  He spent many summers in Holly Pond, Alabama, 
where our grandmother was raised and where her family still lived.  The first time that Dad 
made the trip down south by himself, he was just seven years old, riding the train from 
New Haven to Cullman, Alabama, the closest town to Holly Pond big enough to have a 
station. We suspect that his early independence is what led him to be so supportive of our 
own adventures.

As an adult, Dad’s adventurous side manifested itself in his love for sports cars.  He had a 
pea-green Porsche with a CB radio--this was the 1970s, after all.  I think that one of his 
kids suggested his CB handle: “Green Pea.”  He had an Austin Healy with fixed seat belts 
and I can still recall his arm reaching out to prevent us from hitting the dash when he 
stopped short.  As a parent, Dad was always calm with his three kids.  Those of you who 
knew us (boys) back then will understand what an achievement that is.  About the angriest 
we ever saw Dad was when we left marshmallows to melt on the black seats of that old 
Porsche on a hot day.  But even then he was about half as angry as an average person 
would be.  

As our family grew, the sports cars eventually gave way to family vehicles.  Long before 
the era of minivans, our family set off on summer trips in a full size blue and white Dodge 



van, which was big enough to fit all five Kupinses and their camping gear, an aluminum 
canoe lashed tightly to the top. We traveled up and down the East Coast, from Florida to 
Nova Scotia, camping for weeks at a time.  Dad was especially fond of visiting historical 
sites, and we kids did a lot of on-site learning about American history, from Gettysburg to 
Williamsburg, from Mystic to Cape Hatteras.

Dad also loved to learn about the history and culture of other parts of the world, but 
because he put his children’s interests ahead of his own, it wasn’t until after all three of his 
children had graduated college that he himself travelled beyond the U.S. and Canada.  By 
then, he had sent Andrew and me to Europe and Jenny to the Soviet Union and India.  He 
finally got his own opportunity to travel when he and Mom came to see Jenny when she 
was a Peace Corps Volunteer in Sri Lanka. Dad arrived, carrying bottles of Easton well 
water so that Jenny could “taste” home.  Dad and Mom then spent a month in South Asia, 
travelling with Jenny to India and Nepal.  After that trip they felt they’d become seasoned 
travelers and so the next year, they had a romantic trip to Paris.    

Dad was the best international traveler because he always listened, never judged, and was 
open to any adventure.  On each trip he would buy a language book and study to learn as 
much of the local language as he could.  He was the opposite of an ugly American.
 
Dad’s zest for discovery never abated.  I’m an English professor, and the summer after 
Mom passed on, I was scheduled to give a paper at a literature conference in London 
focusing on the work of the writer Katherine Mansfield.  I asked Dad if he’d like to join 
me.  Dad surprised me by saying yes and somehow taking off a week from work, 
something I don’t think I’d seen him do since we were kids.  I met Dad at JFK airport and 
we flew to London together.  By the time we landed, Dad had finished the copy of The 
Selected Stories of Katherine Mansfield that I’d sent him a week earlier.  During our time 
in London, we visited the British Museum twice, saw a play at the Globe Theatre, and ate 
in nearly every Indian restaurant in Bloomsbury.  
 
Once the conference started, Dad attended all three days of presentations with me, 
declining the opportunity to rest in the hotel room or sightsee on his own in favor of 
listening attentively to each one of more than a dozen talks about the New Zealand-born 
modernist writer.  Whatever the topic of the keynote or panel presentation, Dad always had 
something insightful to say about it when he and I talked afterward.  Once an English 
major, always an English major.  Dad fit right in at dinners and receptions.  When, 
traveling alone the following fall, I ran into a prominent literary scholar at a conference in 
Cleveland, the first thing he said to me was, “How’s your Dad?”

Not wanting to let his membership in the Katherine Mansfield Society go to waste, Dad 
joined me at the annual Mansfield conference the following summer, this time in Krakow, 
Poland.  Since there were no direct flights to Krakow, we met up in Rome, Dad joking that 
he would finally get the chance to use his high school Latin. 

[Jennifer reads]



Dad’s sense of worldly, brotherly-love and forgiveness was rooted in his humanity and 
spirituality.  He studied the Bible and taught Sunday School for decades.  He also explored 
the non-canonical writings found in Nag Hammadi.   He believed that God is good and that 
learning more about this goodness is an adventure that helps us now and goes on beyond 
our days here on earth.

Dad was an adventurer in many ways and encouraged us to be adventurous.  And yet, our 
dad was careful.  People use the word “careful” most often about avoiding risk.  That's not 
the way dad was.  He never shied away from challenges.  But he was careful nonetheless, 
just a different kind of careful that had nothing to do with being afraid and everything to do 
with being thoughtful.  Dad was careful with his words, he was careful with his town, he 
was careful with his paintbrushes (only use the tips he'd say as I overenthusiastically 
dipped up to the metal).  He was careful with people and conflict, and he was full of care 
for people in need.  If we pass along any of the example we’ve learned from Dad, it would 
be to be careful in that caring way.

He also believed that the most mundane things should be fun.  Dad’s brand of humor was 
customized and silly, my husband Yuki, calls it “Kupinse family humor.”  When I told my 
parents that I was expecting, I asked them what they’d like to be called.  Mom was happy 
with grandma--but with a twinkle in his eye, Dad said “Mr. Kupinse will do nicely.”  We 
laughed, but like Dad, I have a tiny mischievous streak.  Every time Priya saw them, she’d 
say “Here’s grandma and Mr Kupinse.”  Dad would say “Stop that,” and insist that I start 
calling him “Granddaddy,” but pretty soon Priya was talking, and like most people, found 
that “Kupinse” is quite a mouthful and so she dubbed him “Zee Zee” which is what all of 
the grandchildren call him.
 
And what a wonderful grandfather he was! He built a log cabin for playing in, raked huge 
leaf piles for jumping on, and planted potatoes just so the kids could dig them up like 
treasure.  

At birthdays and Christmas time, he tailored each gift to each kid.  When Priya said she 
wanted to be an astrophysicist at age 10, he bought her college-level videos for her 
birthday, balancing it out with a cotton candy machine.  He sent John and Theo carpentry 
kits each month which they call “ZeeZee kits.”  When he flew out to Tacoma to visit Billy, 
Tiffany, and family, much of his suitcase was taken up with the rock tumbler that was his 
eleventh birthday present for Vivian, at the time an amateur geologist.  During the early 
days of the pandemic when Yuki, Priya, Rohan and I stayed in Easton, Zee Zee created a 
vegan adaptation of his well-loved cheesecake.  It was immediately Rohan’s favorite, so 
Dad made it once a week for a month until I asked that he space out the cheesecakes a bit 
more so that we didn’t all need to buy bigger pants (by the way, the recipe is available in 
the Citizens for Easton cookbook--which is available to purchase to support the 
organization….)
 
He helped them learn to ski, took them on their first amusement park rides and was the 
organizer for camping trips.  As the kids got bigger, he taught them the art of stamp 
collecting, how to play pool and poker, and made them watch his favorite movies—Abbott 



and Costello, Casablanca, and Harry Potter.  He threatened to teach them how to throw 
knives like he had done at recess as a kid.  Dad’s secret to being such a good grandfather 
was that he loved all of those activities as much as the grandkids did.  

Each of us carries part of him with us.  Andrew is an attorney and tries to follow Dad’s 
example to be honorable and upright and concerns himself with issues of justice.  Billy 
lives in words and books and fights for environmental causes.  I strive to live my values, 
contribute to my community and try to be strong and steady.   

And he has left his mark on his grandchildren as well.  All of them have benefitted from 
his kindness and example and live with an interest in nature and the outdoors, observing 
little things and having a lot of fun.  
 
Dad is leaving the world better for having been here.  Contributing kindness, helping 
preserve green spaces, giving to so many causes--from Native American education to ways 
to make political discourse more civil.  We hope that he has touched each of you in a way 
that will radiate further.

One of Dad’s favorite literary works was Tolkien’s Lord of the Rings and there is a line 
that sums up how we feel about Dad: “I would rather spend one lifetime with you, than 
face all the ages of this world alone.”  Truly, while we are trying to figure out how to 
manage without our dad, our anchor, our joy, we can only be grateful that we had such an 
amazing father and so many years to enjoy with him.

That story also finds the main character wondering: “Don’t adventures ever have an end?”  
“I suppose not,” he decides.  “Someone else always has to carry on the story.”
 
So we carry on.  You carry on.  Some of us will work to preserve green spaces, others will 
serve the town of Easton, or be inspiring Sunday School teachers, or lawyers who help 
people through their toughest times.  But from here we all carry on with the adventure.   
We take what we’ve learned by Dad’s example and we try our best to be steady, kind, 
honorable, fun and careful.  


