Ever have something happen to you and while it’s happening you know that from this moment on your life is never going to be the same? Like you’re in an accident and know you’re paralyzed? For me, it happened this way: the Union Bank was having a grand opening. My boss Gabe Cohen, a.k.a. God, wanted me to take some unusual photos for Banking Insider, one of his trade magazines.


 I had the Hasselblad on a tripod in the lobby with the 180 degree fisheye lens. It distorts the image, but the effect can be dramatic. Through the viewfinder I saw the revolving door turn. A woman emerged. I waited for her to walk out of the field, but she didn’t. She walked right up to the camera. I looked up.


That was it. It’s hard for me to explain. I’m a photographer, not a romance writer. You know those clichés: “their eyes met across the room,” as if eyes were flying about, giving greetings. This woman had incredible sultry eyes like Ava Gardner in those black and white late night reruns on television. That would be intriguing enough if they weren’t looking right into mine. I felt like the bird on a limb that sees the cat staring from down below and is so mesmerized that it falls right off the branch. Bye by birdie. Those eyes said “follow me,” and God help me, I did. Nothing’s been the same since.


Until then, being a photographer, I was used to seeing the world through a lens. The viewfinder makes you an observer, not a participant. After meeting that woman, I became part of the action. 


Even as I was following her out of the Union Bank part of me was asking, “Why me? Why has this gorgeous, sexy woman fixed on me for whatever?”





