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Robert Joseph Spring
April 27, 2020

Robert Joseph Spring passed 
away on April 27, 2020 at 87 
years of age. 

Bob was born on July 3, 1932 in Astoria, 

Queens, NY to John and Alice (née Frank) 

Spring. His father was born in Brooklyn, NY in 

1902, but was raised in Europe, returning to 

the United States in 1923. His mother, born 

in 1908, grew up in Baden-Baden, Germany, 

and emigrated to America through Ellis Island 

also in 1923. Bob grew up in Astoria, while 

his father established the art casting business 

Bedford Bronze, renamed in 1944 to Modern 

Art Foundry. Growing up, Bob was an excellent 

athlete. 

He excelled in team sports such as baseball, 

football, and soccer. His club soccer team,  

Eintract SC, based in Ridgewood, Queens, won 

the 1948 Juvenile Championship. The field he 

played on, Metropolitan Oval, is now hallowed 

ground in the soccer world. He didn’t know it 

at the time, but his children and grandchildren 

would also play on that pitch and he would 

be there to watch. He worked weekends at 

his father’s art foundry, located on Astoria  

Avenue/Hallet’s Cove, from an early age. After  

graduating from New York City Public School 

of Machine and Metal Trade high school in 

1950, he enlisted in the US Air Force and was  

stationed at Scott Air Force Base outside  

Belleville, Illinois. He met Betty Jo Igel at a  

United Service Organization dance and they 

were married on November 8, 1952. He  

completed a tour of duty during the Korean War 

and received an honorable discharge in 1955. 

Bob is both predeceased by his parents and 

Betty’s parents Joseph and Leora (née Boul) 

Igel. Betty and Bob relocated to NYC in 1955, 

bringing with them their first two children  

Robert Christopher and Mary Jo, and Bob  

began working at Modern Art Foundry. An  

apartment on Crescent Street, Astoria was 

their first residence and where their third child  

David James was born. In 1958 they  

purchased a house in Flushing, where their 

fourth and fifth children Laura Lee and Jeffrey 

Gerard were born. It is in this home they would 

stay until 1989. This time was filled with years  

of active participation in St. Kevin’s Parish, the  

Boy Scouts, coaching youth swimming and 

soccer teams, and other community activities. 

As the decade of the 1980’s approached its 

end, and all his children were out in the world, 

Betty and Bob moved into Manhattan. Bob 

loved the excitement and diversity of NYC. At 

this time they also began spending weekends 

in Lake Carmel, NY, at the summer home of his 

parents that he purchased when they passed 

away in the mid 1970’s. 

In the early 1990’s they made Lake Carmel their 

permanent residence and would call that home 

until early 2020. Around this time Bob also 

became a member of the LaGuardia Kiwanis 

and the Long Island Turners social and sports 

club. In Lake Carmel he became an amateur 

gardener, volunteered at the Carmel Library and 

Putnam County Humane Society, and with a  

bit more time on his hands increased the  

production of his own art works in wood and  

on paper, mixed media, plaster, glass, and  

occasionally bronze. He attended the 1994, 

1998, and 2006 Men’s World Cup and the 

1999 and 2003 Women’s World Cup. Prior  

to this he witnessed Pele playing at Yankee 

Stadium in 1968 and was a New York Cosmos 

season ticket holder. Soccer further embedded 

itself in his daily life as 24/7 TV became an  

option not around when he was younger. He 

also carried on his love for books and read-

ing, with major increases in his library includ-

ing subjects covering the arts, history, and  

biographies. Throughout all these years, both 

work and family trips would take Bob to five of 

the seven continents.

Bob was incredibly proud 
of his children, their 
spouses, grandchildren, 
and great grandchildren. 
We believe he had a unique 
relationship with each 
and every one of them. 

From school activities, sporting events,  

music performances, historical adventures,  

holiday gatherings, and special vacation spots to  

milestones such as graduations, weddings, 

births, and funerals, he was present for all 

of us. He is survived by all of his immediate  

family: Betty Jo, wife of 67 years; children Chris 

and his wife Avis; Mary Jo and her husband 

Richard; David and his wife Shelly Rey; Laura 

and her husband David; Jeffrey and his wife 

Caragh; grandchildren Ian and his wife Christy; 

Matthew and Maiken; Dana and her husband 

Will; Chris Rey and his wife Annabelle; Matt 

Rey and his fiancée Misha; John and his wife 

Jasmine; Sam and Olivia; great-grandchildren 

Connor, Siena, and Peyton.
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Bob is predeceased by his brother John Charles  

Spring, and is survived by John’s first wife Doris  

and their son John Eric, as well as his brother’s  

second wife Bella and their children Michelle 

and Michael. His sister Alice (née Spring) Jezik  

(since passed 2021) and her husband Mike  

predeceased him. He is brother-in-law to  

James & Rita Igel, Mary and James Brown, 

and predeceased by David Igel. He is uncle and 

great uncle to many on both the Spring and 

Igel sides of the family. He had many life-long 

friends from Astoria and Flushing.

Bob was passionate about his work at  

Modern Art Foundry. Following over 15 years  

of actively learning the art casting trade,  

it was in the early 1970’s 

that he became the face  

of Modern Art Foundry.  

He continued ongoing  

relationships with legendary  

customers like Jacques  

Lipchitz, and developed life 

long associations with new  

customers including Louise 

Bourgeois. His important 

working relationship with 

Louise, and the spirit of this 

bond, should not be underestimated in the  

annals of art history. It is unfair to his legacy 

to single out only two customers, but to add 

more would take away from the hundreds of 

artists he worked with, and most importantly  

encouraged, educated, learned from, and 

worked alongside, providing attention and care, 

with no matter of thought to fame or status. On 

a very simple level, he wanted to help, and if 

he or his foundry could do that, to nourish the 

artist, that was the prize. 

He was not in search of a pedestal but  

always a step ladder in order to provide  

assistance and help people climb toward 

their goals. One would never say he was perfect  

in these pursuits. A decision here or there may 

have taken a wrong turn, and presented some  

difficulties, but he dusted himself off and  

started again. In an article about the foundry 

he was quoted as saying “It can’t be taken 

away, the memories and the lives this business 

has nourished.” In June 2019 he received the 

National Sculpture Society’s Sculpture House 

Casting Award for his years of service to  

artists, the art casting industry, and the world 

of sculpture. To all those customers, his family 

thanks you for the inspiration you gave him. 

If you met Bob, you may 
remember his larger than 
life character with a firm 
handshake, a handshake  
that without words 
would share with you his 
spirit and passion for life. 

Today, September 25, 

2021 we remember 

and celebrate the 

life of Bob Spring. 

In this memorial  

booklet you will find  

information regarding the Robert Spring  

Endowment for Sculptors and the Modern 

Art Foundry Foundation. These charitable not 

for profit organizations will work to create  

a lasting legacy.

. . .continued
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If you were lucky enough to know him...
by Dana Spring Laffey – April 2020

He was my celebrity
I have had the honor and privilege to be one of Bob Spring’s  

grandchildren. If you were lucky enough to know him, then you know 

exactly what I mean. He was the kind of guy you would fall in love 

with after his first inappropriate comment. He could get away with it  

because you knew he didn’t have a bad bone in his body. He was  

always smiling, and had a contagious laugh. His sense of humor was only 

outmatched by his intelligence. He could talk to anyone, about anything, 

and completely intrigue you. 

As a little kid I would get giddy during any discussion about a statute that 

his foundry worked on. I can remember our elementary school trip to DC. 

I stood proudly next to the cascading books at the Library of Congress 

and showed all my friends his work. Of course, most 6th graders were 

not familiar with the lost wax process, but it meant so much to me. He 

was my celebrity. 

There are so many memories that I am 
grateful to have shared with him. 

We went to France and saw the World Cup. I got to swim in the ocean 

with him during our Amagansett vacations. I used to get thrown in the 

lake by him at the Carmel house. We went down crazy slides together at 

Action Park (when he was in his 60’s!). We sipped amazing wine in Napa  

Valley (while I was pregnant) because he told me it was good for the 

baby! I spent a good amount of time in traffic with him, one on one and 

I loved our talks especially because they always ended with a yummy 

burger together.

I am so lucky that my children got to spend time with their great grandpa. 

Having him in my home for thanksgiving this year was something I will 

always be grateful for. I cherish all of our time together and look forward 

to telling my kids all of the stories, over and over again. He was our  

patriarch...and his memory will last forever. 

Rest in Peace Grandpa Bob and CHEERS.
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That sounds right
by Jeffrey Spring – April 2021

On Thanksgiving 2019 he told everyone he 
was thankful for life

One year ago today my father Bob Spring passed away. The last time 

I saw him was February 28. Shortly after came the Covid lock down 

and soon after he entered the hospital. Pandemic protocols prohibited 

visiting him, and like for so many families in 2020, we did not get to be 

with him during his final days. His hearing and voice were also giving out 

so phone conversations were not available. For eight years he suffered 

with heart and lung problems. On Thanksgiving 2019 he told everyone 

he was thankful for life and he hoped he could stay with us because he 

loved us, and enjoyed so much seeing all of us and the different paths 

we were on in life. The pandemic certainly did not help the situation and 

in the city he loved he took his last breath some time in the early hours 

of April 27, 2020. In the spring of 2018 when visiting him and my mom 

at their home in Lake Carmel NY he mentioned to me that he really liked 

the look of the cricket bat. 

“ I really like the look of the cricket bat.” 

Not on odd statement from a man who spent his life in the sculpture world  

absorbing the presence of how the shape of an object may translate into  

emotion. I mentioned that Father’s Day was coming up so perhaps a  

cricket bat was in his future. I bought the one in this image. It’s not  

an official one, a backyard version you should probably use with a tennis  

ball, but the shape was what he was seeking to explore. He wasn’t going 

to be out in the yard swinging away. When Father’s Day came around I 

presented the cricket bat to him and at first he forgot and wondered what 

a strange gift, but when I said “remember you asked for one”, he said 

“that sounds right” and he went on exploring the bats surface and the 

weight in his grip. I don’t recall if the bat went with him to the assisted 

living facility in February 2020 or if at that time I took possession, but it 

rests at my home now as a reminder of his life and our times together.

Bob quickly became one of my absolute  
favorite people in the world. 
I met Bob Spring soon after I began dating Jeffrey, when him and his 

family piled into a mini-van to go to a soccer game; a typical activity for 

the Spring’s. I was struck by Bob’s charisma immediately. Meeting Bob 

and Betty opened my eyes to what good parenting is and how important 

it is. I can so clearly see the positive impact Bob has had on Jeffrey and 

how it has molded him into the man he has become. I feel so incredibly 

lucky to have joined this amazing family and for my children to be 

a part of the Spring clan.

He had a huge presence and brought an electrifying energy into  

every room. Bob loved everyone, and everyone who was lucky enough 

to know him loved him as well. He was a fantastic father, grandfather,  

great- grandfather, and father-in-law. Joining the Spring family and being 

so openly welcomed gave me a sense of stability that I had never had 

before. It is without a doubt that I became a better person after being 

given the privilege to become a Spring. 

Bob taught me how to love life and to appreciate all that I have. He taught 

me the importance of family and to enjoy every precious moment with 

loved ones. Bob was like a father to me, and he will be so deeply missed, 

and celebrated forever.

The day I met Bob
by Caragh Spring – August 2021
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Thank God for the iron in 
the blood of our fathers

President Theodore Roosevelt once said,  

“Thank God for the iron in the blood of our  

fathers.” In my family’s case it was bronze. 

People used to say the old expression that 

they, “broke the mold when they made your 

Grandfather.” That is literally the case (to use 

a foundry man’s pun), as he reportedly weighed 

over 12 pounds when he was born in 1932. 

My grandfather  
Robert Spring, or Bob,  
was magnanimous in his  
posture and bearing. 

With a large head, a flurry of hair, broad shoulders,  

muscular frame, and Roman nose, he looked 

like the monumental sculptures that he worked 

on at Modern Art Foundry. He fit with the  

Gaston Lachaise and Donald DeLue sculptures 

he loved so much. He was a crucible through 

most of his life, he was sturdy and could 

take the heat. He had the strongest hands of  

anyone I have ever met; vice grips that were 

strong to the end. At times he was a “bull in a china  

shop,” but at times he was graceful like a  

dancer. He was always athletic, and always 

strong; an unbelievable force of nature. He was 

a thick brick wall, but still could be fascinated by 

the wings on a hummingbird, and moved to tears 

by its beauty. When he was younger, he looked 

like the Viking Erik the Red, and he actually  

did have red hair. If you look at photos, my 

Grandpa was a combination of a frontline Norse  

warrior, a young Robert DeNiro (Godfather Part 

II), and John Wayne at his heyday. As he aged, 

he looked increasingly like Mr. Frederickson in 

Disney/Pixar’s “Up,” which he actually enjoyed 

watching (“Oh my God, it’s me!” he shouted, 

when we watched the film a few years ago). 

I had a very special relationship with “The 

Old Man.” Besides spending a lot of time at  

Modern Art Foundry through much of my life 

(up until being hired at Kellenberg Memorial 

High School), I was always around him. For  

the past 35 years, we had a lot of special  

moments together. Whether it was spending 

time floating around Lake Carmel on inner 

tubes, working in the garden, going to antique 

stores together, or driving all over the place, 

the moments were special. We traveled a lot 

together, here in the United States, in England, 

and in Europe. We had amazing conversations 

as we drove through Manhattan, Queens, on 

I-84 going up to Carmel, or down strange back 

roads in the mid-Hudson Valley. We traveled to 

Gettysburg a few times, which was quite the 

experience! We went to Virginia together on a 

few trips, and worked on the repairs of a Civil  

War statue for the foundry. There is nothing  

like attending a Civil War Society’s meeting 

coming from New York, but I tell you though, 

my Grandfather commanded that room of  

“Rebels,” when he spoke, and then they trusted us  

“Yankees.” I thought to myself in that moment, 

“My Grandfather is both Grant and Lee!” 

Driving with Bob Spring in Manhattan was  

equally quite the experience. Sometimes it was  

like riding “It’s a Small World”; calm and easy.  

Sometimes, it was like “Space Mountain” or  

“The Cyclone”; HELP! I would often sit in the  

car, while he ran inside to see Louise Bourgeois,  

because he didn’t want to pump a meter. I was  

even in the car with him once when he drove  

on a NYC sidewalk. Yes, he did that! By the  

way, the man was amazing at finding parking 

in Midtown Manhattan. Seriously, he just knew 

where to find spots! 

These ridiculous little moments were  

important to me, and I hope that they were 

important to him. He once called me “Gunga 

Din” as a joke, but I took that as a compliment 

because we were partners in crime. 

I learned a lot in this partnership. The man 

taught me how to drive (although that involved 

a lot of yelling). He taught me how to tie a tie 

(also, yelling). He taught me soccer (yelling). 

He taught me volleyball (yelling). He gave up 

on how I hold a fork and knife, but would joke 

about it. He taught me how to build a fire (which 

is probably the most important lesson of my 

life). He was there for us when my Opa Rudi 

Bursig, passed away. He was there again, when 

my Oma Ursula Bursig passed away too, and 

took me out to a German dinner at Koenig’s to 

talk. He had a very special relationship with his 

“German” in-laws, and loved my father Richard 

like his own son. He taught me how to cook 

Reflections on My Grandfather
by Matthew B. Bursig – April 2020
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Reflections on My Grandfather
by Matthew B. Bursig – April 2020

(sloppily), and together we made the largest  

freaking rouladen I’ve ever seen in my life (from 

the Luchow’s Cookbook)! He taught me that you 

shouldn’t touch a hot recently painted bronze 

statue (also yelling). Yeah, I did that. He taught 

me that bronze statues should be slapped 

when you touch them (this often causes  

complications when I am in museums, haha). 

He taught me how to clean your underwear in a 

hotel sink (I wasn’t expecting or asking for that 

one). He taught me the appreciation for artwork, 

and hand-made things. He taught me how to be 

respectful, and to love. 

He encouraged my creativity, and gave  

me confidence, when I really had trouble 

finding it anywhere else. 

He taught me how to appreciate people, and 

to actually talk to them. He taught me how to  

appreciate the human form artistically,  

especially the female shape (I’m not being 

crude, it is simply true). He taught me the idea 

of responsibility, through his strong devotion  

to the American Dream, and his brief service in 

the United States Air Force during the Korean  

War. He taught me resilience, through his  

explanations of growing up during the Great 

Depression and World War II. He taught me 

how to create art with clay, with paint, with wax, 

with metal, and with love. He taught me to use 

your talents because they make you happy. He 

taught me how you could be devoted to your 

family, especially through his marriage to my 

Grandmother Betty, and the love of his children, 

grandchildren, and great-grandchildren. He 

taught me how to be devoted to his profession 

through his work at Modern Art Foundry. 

He taught me how to defend your family. 

He taught me how to be loyal to your friends, 

especially when he visited his dying best friend 

weekly, just to be by his side. He taught me 

how to laugh, and to be silly and corny (he 

once suggested adding another darker line to 

a $100,000 Mark Rothko painting; the building 

manager didn’t appreciate that humor, hahah). 

He taught me the appreciation for a good glass 

of whiskey, cognac, or port. He taught me how 

NOT to drink gin and vodka (he mixed the two 

together and called it a “Death Wish,” and that’s 

why I don’t drink it, hahah). He taught me that 

duck is an underrated meat to eat. He taught 

me the value of a good block of cheese.

He taught me love for 
America, through his  
patriotism (he’d salute  
the faded and torn  
American flag in Lake  
Carmel regularly).

He taught me how to be cautious in the ocean, 

and how to watch the waves. He taught me 

random German, Polish, and Japanese words, 

which I don’t think he actually understood  

himself. 

He loved the extravagant, and the decadent, but 

a lot of times he was content with the simple, 

the easy, and the home-made. He loved jelly 

donuts, rice pudding, stollen, strawberry short-

cake, mashed potatoes and creamed spinach. 

He had to give up beef, beer, and shellfish  

because of the gout, but he loved those too!

He was ahead of his time with Japanese 

food, he gobbled down sushi and sashimi  

before it was “cool.” He adored his soccer. He 

lived and breathed it. He knew exactly how 

to yell at the TV screen, and surprisingly the  

players still couldn’t hear him (if you experienced 

watching World Cup games with him, you were  

blessed for entertainment). Boy did he know that  

“beautiful game” though! He loved his Jeopardy,  

and would push you out of the way to watch 

it. He loved SpongeBob SquarePants because 

it made him smile. He hated Mickey Mouse, 

but loved Mary Poppins. He loved the toilet, oh 

yes he did. Did you know that toilet paper also 

makes a great bookmark? Musically, he sang 

even if he didn’t care how his voice sounded. 

. . .continued
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Personally, I think he had a good voice, and he 

danced very well. He was always disappointed  

that he never learned an instrument, but he  

appreciated music terribly, and used to tell me 

to, “Keep playing the guitar when you’re 

near me, it makes me happy.” He’d crank the 

volume on Bing Crosby, “Time in a Bottle” by 

Jim Croce, the final movement of Beethoven’s  

9th, Stan Getz, John Philip Sousa, Simon and 

Garfunkel, and yes, even Janis Joplin. He loved 

cellos, saxophones, and bagpipes. To this day, 

I cannot watch “Mary Poppins” without crying 

because his favorite song was “Feed the Birds” 

(it was Walt Disney’s favorite song too!). All in 

all, he loved little things. 

He once told me a story of how he and the  

famous artist Jacques Lipschitz were in an  

antique store in Manhattan, looking at artwork. 

Mr. Lipschitz turned to my Grandfather and said, 

“Bobby! Bobby! Look at this piece. Can’t you 

see the love that went into making it!” Now that I 

think about it, that truly was how my Grandfather  

appreciated things. He focused on the love, 

the craftsmanship, the story, and the work that 

went into artwork, antiques, politics, economics, 

a person, you name it. A couple of years ago we 

were watching “Pinocchio” on television in the 

basement of their house in Lake Carmel, simply 

because it was just on TV. He was fascinated 

by the artwork, and afterwards said to me,  

“Matthew, you know that was very special, that 

movie, that art. I had never seen it before.” 

My Grandfather truly loved three women in his 

life, his wife Betty, his artist and muse Louise,  

and ultimately the mistress Modern Art  

Foundry. He and my Grandmother were married  

for 67 years. They raised a beautiful, albeit it 

loud, family. He and my Grandma were devoted  

to their children, and like many parents in the 

1950s and 1960s, were involved in Church 

groups, local teams, and clubs. His children, 

and his grandchildren all have our personal  

stories of love and devotion. Ultimately, he 

wanted his wife and family to be happy and 

safe. As for his artist friend, his work with 

the famed artist Louise Bourgeois should not 

go unmentioned. He became an essential  

part of her creative process, and they  

worked extremely well together. They created,  

expanded, developed, and pushed the  

boundaries of modern art. They had a symbiotic  

relationship. His work with Louise through 

Modern Art Foundry, took him across the  

United States and throughout the World,  

including the northernmost reaches of Norway! 

As for the mistress Modern Art Foundry, the  

foundry encapsulated his whole focus and life.  

Born the same year the business opened, he 

spent much of his 87 years connected to 18-

70 41st Street. It wouldn’t be the “Artist’s 

Foundry,” if it wasn’t for my grandfather’s  

relationships with artists. To use another  

foundry pun, he “welded” his technical  

knowledge with his people skills. Even in 

his 80s, Robert Spring was probably the  

foremost art foundryman in the United States. 

He knew the craft, the art, and the trade.

He was the MASTER of his craft. I am proud  

he was recently recognized by the National 

Sculpture Society for all his work. 

My grandfather was not a college-educated  

man, and yet, he was the most intelligent  

person I have ever met. He was reading all the 

time, and loved books (talk about having a lot  

of books!). He knew about everything; art,  

literature, philosophy, music, sociology, etc. 

and he recalled tiny details. Granted, getting  

into an argument with him was serious  

business, and he was “never wrong,” even  

when he was actually wrong. Being stubborn  

is an understatement, and we probably were  

all on the receiving end of an outburst. My  

Great Aunt Alice (his sister, “you know he has  

a sister, right?”) once said, 

“  Your grandfather is the 
type of person who asks 
you what time it is, and 
then proceeds to tell you 
how the watch is made.” 

On only a few occasions did I see him yield his 

ground and apologize, and it often involved me  

and the history of the Civil War. He always 

wanted to learn things, to read more, see 

more, observe more, absorb more, eat 

more, drink more, live more! His softer side 

coupled well with his monumental stature. 

. . .continued
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As he grew older, he became more emotional; 

crying and tearing up for the beauty of things 

around him. A hummingbird, a memory of a  

departed best friend, or a patriotic moment. 

They all touched him deeply. One of the first 

times I saw him cry was on a trip to Gettysburg, 

Pennsylvania. We were on Little Round Top, 

while the sun was setting, and he turned to me 

and said, “You know, now I really understand 

what happened up here.” 

If you knew my Grandfather, you all have a  

“Bob story.” You also know that he loved 

most of the people he came into contact with; 

friends, family, etc. If you didn’t know him, he 

would have loved you in about 30 seconds, 

as he would immediately start talking to you 

about something. He was all about people,  

listening, arguing, learning, and yes, he did like 

being the center of attention too (my Aunts in  

Germany called him a true “Bayern”). He exuded  

kindness to others, and could easily drop  

money on goofy and unnecessary items at a 

thrift store, because he wanted to support 

the local Putnam County Humane Society 

(“It’s for the doggies,” he’d say). He could 

talk to friends, strangers, the wall, the 

rocks, and the trees. He also developed  

“Bob-isms” which were snafus and trips of the 

tongue when it came to phrases and quotes. 

Some of them were legitimate missteps and 

mispronunciations, but the truth is he was very 

clever with his word choices, and was actually 

very funny (even when it was inappropriate... oh, 

it was often inappropriate). His Queens accent  

never left him, and like any good performer,  

he developed a character for himself. 

President Theodore Roosevelt was truly right 

when saying that quote about the “blood of our 

fathers.” 

I am proud that the  
blood of my Grandfather 
flows through my veins, 
and although my heart 
now aches for missing him, 
I can take solace in the 
fact that he isn’t really 
gone. 

He is always with me, especially in the lessons  

he taught me, and in the memories, we shared 

(and I definitely didn’t touch on all of the  

moments). I will continue to tell stories about 

him to my History Classes, because, as my 

Cousin Dana said, he was our “celebrity.”  

Ultimately though, I am going to miss sitting 

near him; just watching TV, looking at Lake  

Carmel together, or gazing at the Atlantic Ocean 

at White Sands in Amagansett on a summer 

evening. Besides the lessons and memories, I 

have a further burst of pride, as I can beam 

looking at thousands of bronze sculptures 

in this country and in this world. I can say  

“Modern Art Foundry made that!,” and 

even more proudly I can say, “Bob Spring 

made that.” So, the next time you sit on  

“Alice in Wonderland” in Central Park, look at the  

patina on a Lipschitz, gaze at the  

“Auswanderer” Monument in Bremerhaven, 

ponder upon the “Books” at the Library of  

Congress, or view a Louise Bourgeois sculpture 

at the MOMA, please think of my Grandfather. 

That’s the legacy he left to the world, and all  

I hope is that I can live up to that legacy in my 

lifetime. Robert J. Spring, my Grandfather, 

was my hero, my mentor, my friend, and 

the heart in my chest. He always will be,  

forevermore.

. . .continued
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Remembering and celebrating the life of Bob Spring
September 25, 2021

All photos property of Modern Art Foundry and the Spring family. 


