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“Pop Fitz”:  A Giant Of A Man

by William Henry Fitzgerald IV

December 2003

“Pop Fitz” was the first William Henry Fitzgerald.  Although I was nine years old when my great-grandfather died, I remember him well.  There are a few reasons why I visited him often as a child.  We lived in the same town, Bloomfield, NJ.  My father was killed in World War II and my mother often took me to visit my Fitzgerald relatives.  Perhaps it was one way she was able to keep the spirit of my father alive.  And, of course, I was William Henry Fitzgerald IV.  

All my life, in order to distinguish between each of us, I was called “Billy Fitz”.  Now almost sixty-one years old, some of the Fitzgeralds still call me “Billy Fitz”.

I don’t know how tall Pop Fitz was, but I think he must have been about six feet tall.  To a little kid, he was a giant!  With his white hair and mustache, he reminded me of Santa Clause.  Before he became ill and bed-ridden, he was a very happy-go-lucky person.

I enjoyed my visits with Pop Fitz.  We would go for walks along Newark Avenue in Bloomfield.  When we got back to his house, he would sit me on his lap in the sun parlor to talk or to sing.  Two favorites I remember singing with him are Bell Bottom Trousers and When Irish Eyes Are Smiling.  Even in the end when he was bedridden, I would sit on the bed next to him in his dark bedroom listening to his stories and singing the old songs.  

My last memory of Pop Fitz was just before he died.  I was nine and came to see him for what was the final time.  Sick in bed, the room darkened by the pulled shades, Pop Fitz grabbed my hand.  Holding it tight, he told me I was a good boy and that I would some day grow up to be big and proud of the Fitzgerald name.  He was right.  I am.
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