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Whenever my father left a voice mail; he did so by saying what he needed to say abruptly, 
quickly and as a routine; at the very end of his message, he always said “dad, then the date and 
then the time” … on Feb. 7, 2019 at 10:40p.m. he did so for the last time telepathically to me.  
 
Here I am!! Alex and Ferne’s “Capitalist, Socialist Co-production!” Yup, that’s how my dad was 
constantly introducing me to everyone and anyone he would meet. My father loved meeting new 
people; that was one way he recharged himself. My father loved all kinds of people regardless 
of their skin color; nationality; economic status or education – one thing he often told me was 
that it doesn’t matter how someone is painted on the outside -- what matters is here and here! 
(as he slapped his head and heart with his hand). Today, I’m here to share with you the story of 
my father; Alexander “Atza” Radichevich. This story was crafted by pulling together random 
memories of my own and heart felt thoughts from people who had the luck of experiencing my 
very loyal, powerful, fashionable, eccentric, fiery, creative, tata.  
 
When I was in graduate school, my aim was to get my Masters in Education so I could go out 
and make a difference in the lives of disadvantaged children. My father told me in his rough 
Serbian accent: “get together, stick together, make a difference” – - this was at the core of what 
my father was all about; he was a community man; a generous humanitarian –  and he loved to 
give his special energy to the advocacy of those who suffered political injustices. Most notably, I 
recall my father sending thousands of dollars each year to Native American Indian schools; he 
had a huge passion deep down inside to help that particular group of people because he felt 
they were not viewed or treated fairly as the Serbs werent by the U.S. government.  
 
Now for the story of Atza! He was born on Dec 3, 1921 in Cacak, Serbia of Mileva and Rista 
Radichevich.  He had 3 brothers: Milenko, Peter, and Milos.  He went to the University in 
Kragujevac and completed a degree in Physics. Shortly after, he accepted a position as Math 
teacher in a high school.   
 



While he was a math teacher, he met his first wife Dragoslava Antonic and they had a child and 
her name is Branka. She currently resides in Thessaloniki, Greece with her daughter Jasna and 
grandson George. Branka is a retired French teacher; Jasna a travel agency and beach resort 
owner; George is attending a Unversity in Greece and completing a degree in logistics.  
 
When World War II broke out, my father, according to him, escaped Yugoslavia because he was 
a wanted man with a price on his head by the communist regime for his counter revolutionary 
activities. I was told that him and a small band of freedom fighters blew up a government train 
by sticking dynamite on the rails.  He also assisted people escaping the Soviet block and ran an 
underground propaganda radio station.  At that time, Atza was thrown in prison. Soon after, my 
father, not surprisingly, managed to escape prison - - for those of you who knew him well; you 
know that this man could never be kept under control for too long. Then, he fled to France as a 
refugee where he lived for quite a while and had two jobs; he did underwater cartography for the 
French navy and worked for a hotel. While he was working for the hotel, at the front desk; he 
met a Jesuit priest.   
 
A little side note here; I want to share with you that all throughout my father’s life - he had a 
knack for meeting the right person at the right time that would help him out; you’ll hear this 
pattern often as I share with you his story. The universe definitely brought my dad exactly what 
he needed!  
 
Back to my father ….  
 
One day while working in the hotel, my father met a Jesuit priest and they quickly became close 
friends. The priest visited my father often at the hotel. He became very fond of my dad. Finally, 
one evening he said – Atza, I have some connections at the University of MD! I found you a job 
as a cartographer!  
 
Fast forward to 1968, my father found himself in N.Y.C with the Rankovic family. One afternoon, 
the doorbell rang at this family’s home and my father answered the door where he laid eyes on 
a very tall, beautiful, statuesque woman with short black hair wearing a bath robe and a towel 
around her head; she had a heavy N.Y.C. accent. My father quickly introduced himself to her 
and fell in love instantaneously as he provided her with the fresh garlic that she had come to 
borrow. He said to himself, I must see that woman again!!!  And he did -- my mother, whose 
name is Ferne (isn’t that ironic considering how much my dad loved plants) had a long-distance 
relationship for a few years travelling back and forth between College Park and Manhattan.  
 
My daddy’s first night in College Park – was on Feb 18, 1968 at the Rossborough Inn. Then, my 
father became a U.S. Citizen. My father developed such a good friendship with his immigration 
officer that he offered my tata a bedroom to rent located in his private home in College Park, 
M.D; this man’s name was Dr. Langford. So, first, he was lucky to meet the Jesuit Priest, and 
then to be welcomed wholeheartedly as a close friend of his immigration officer! 
 
A few years later, my Mother was so taken by “the wind” (which by the way was a nickname that 
his 3 brothers gave him because of how he went from woman to woman so quickly) that she 
moved from her beloved N.Y.C to College Park, M.D. My mother and father rented an 
apartment about 1 block away from Dr. Langford’s home on Knox Road.   
 
Then, a strange coincidence occurred!  Four years later, on the same day that my dad landed at 
the Rossborough Inn on Feb. 18th, Tatina Zeka (as he called me) was born! He named me 
“Danitza” because it means “morning star” in Serbo-Croatian. For him, since I was born four 



years later on the same night he first arrived in College Park – I symbolized the beginning of a 
new day – the morning - a beginning in his newly adopted homeland! 
 
The apartment that my father and mother rented was located smack dab in the middle of 
U.M.D’s fraternities.  One particularly funny childhood memory I have of my father during this 
time was that when, out next door neighbors, the fraternities had large parties, “the wind” AKA 
Atza -- would run out of our apartment in only his boxer shorts; while waving his fist up in the air 
and shout at the huge group of frat boys with his rough Serbian accent, while screaming curse 
words at them in French, Serbian and English. This was his way of asking them to lower the 
music. Then, he would return back home in hopes that they wouldn’t do that again, but, this 
happened again and again…. It was during that time, when I was a preschooler, that I learned a 
second reason for why my father was called “the wind” – because he moved his legs so dam 
fast and had calves of steel!   
 
Another experience I want to share which illustrates my father’s knack for meeting the right 
person at the right time was when I had a pet woolly, which is a fuzzy orange and black striped 
caterpillar; this very cherished pet of mine became sick! Then, my dad told me that Dr. Langford 
(my father’s immigration officer) was a retired entomologist and that I should go see him for help 
with my pet. So, my Mom and I went down the street one day to see Dr. Langford about my 
woolly bear that was barely moving. During our chat with him, he shared with us that he was 
selling one of the houses that he owned.  He told us that day that he would give it to my Dad for 
an unusually low price because he admired and cared for him so much! We moved to this two-
story colonial style house on Dartmouth Avenue which was located just a few blocks away from 
our apartment on Knox Road. This house was to be the home where my father would live until 
his last days. The wooly bear stayed in a small little plastic box as a sentimental reminder for at 
least 30 years in the bedroom of my parents as a symbol of how the universe always seemed to 
bring my tata what he needed through special people he befriended such as the Jesuit Priest 
and Dr. Langford.  
 
As a new home-owner, my father took a lot pride in our property and spent thousands of dollars 
on beautifying the outside with flowers and trees. My dad often used his gardening as a way to 
re-charge. He could be found in front of our home on any given day of the week planting 
everything from several Serbian Spruces in the backyard to tulips in the front. He also re-
energized by randomly stopping his gardening to talk to anyone and everybody who passed by. 
My father loved socializing and found solace with Mother Nature.  
 
Several years later, after enjoying his job as a cartographer at the University of MD, my father 
met a lady named Gladys Spellman, who was a US Congresswoman; she got him a job at the 
National Oceanic Atmospheric Administration (NOAA).  My father ended up working at NOAA 
until he was 86 years old!  
 
I’d now like to share with you some of the awards my father achieved on the job as well as in 
the community where he was very active:  
 

- While working for NOAA, he received several including: the Cash-In-A-Flash Award 
several times and the NOAA Institutional Award.   

- He was appointed to the Prince George’s county beautification committee on Sep 22, 
1982. At the time of his passing, he was the second longest serving member.  

- He was awareded the Prince George’s County Beautification Committee Award for 36 
years of service. 



- He was a recipient of the Prince George’s County Beautification Award – numerous 
times between 1984-2018.   

- After winning, a golden trowel, he was inducted into the horticulture hall of fame.  
 
Now I will share some memories – first, one of my own, and then a few from my friends about 
my dad.  
 
My father was very tough and rough; sometimes he liked to walk along the railroad tracks near 
our home to recharge. One night, I remember he came home with his head bleeding and he 
was carrying a brick; he described that a group of teenage boys had attacked him on the 
railroad tracks and took his wallet; the next day he was fine and he kept the brick as a 
conversation piece forever. The story of how he was hit in the head with a brick; chased after 
the young boys like “the wind” and got his wallet and carried the brick back home was told again 
and again to anyone and everyone who was a guest in my our home no matter how often they 
might of heard it already!  
 
My closest high school friend Christine shared this: Your dad was always asking me if I had any 
fertilizer for his head because he was going bald and would threaten to cut off my hair and make 
it his own! That was a joke he enjoyed telling again and again to every female friend you had! 
Your Dad made his own happiness by Greek dancing; Polka dancing; Caribbean dancing; 
debating politics with every smart friend you brought over; planting flowers, and was always 
veraciously reading just about anything he could put his hands on in Russian, German, English, 
and French. O! And playing chess; your dad was always playing chess on the weekends if he 
wasn’t out dancing – he played chess in his backyard where I often heard an occasional shout 
of – “shaaak!” I recall that he usually played chess with a man name Milos Acin (his #1 favorite 
closest friend of his life) and they would play chess from sun up until sun down. Milos’ daughter 
Vuka is here – (point to Vuka and say hi).  
 
Christine continued on by saying, whenever I think of your dad I remember him grinning ear to 
ear as he was taking care of his flowers. And we would make remarks about his calves of steel. 
He had a passion and zest for life.  Your Dad was tough as nails.  I remember him eating rotten 
food from the fridge, and he did not even blink and would look at us and say in his harsh 
Serbian accent “shit! the stomach has no windows!”  He was a fantastic cook and always made 
sure to, even up to the age of 95, I was so impressed with how he still independently walked a 
mile to the local farmer’s market up and back w/ out use of even a cane!  He would carry back 
heavy bags of fresh fruits, vegetables, and meat.  He had a healthy lifestyle – he did not drink, 
he did not smoke, and he didn’t do any drugs ever.  He would tell me – “I’m a Radichevich – we 
don’t need any drugs or alcohol to have a good time.” 
 
My friend Theodore shared this: the biggest thing I remember was your Dad getting into a big 
beef with the city of College Park – “Garbage Park” as he would have said it.  Your Dad had 
lovingly and painstakingly removed a lot of trash from a traffic island in the neighborhood and 
planted nice flowers there. He told me that some idiot busy body reported him to the local 
government and the city government threatened your Dad with a fine if he didn’t plant approved 
flowers or have a permit!  Needless to say, your Dad said, “I fought communists, I’ll be damned 
if I’ll take crap from you! Your city looks like shit! I’m a free citizen trying to improve it at my own 
expense! Go ahead and fine me if you wish. I’m going to keep improving my neighborhood; you 
bastards don’t even live here. Shit!” Also, though not having much money himself, he, supported 
many groups that he felt had been mistreated, for example, he provided monthly checks to 
groups commemorating the Serbian monarchy that he fought for in WW2. 
 



My friend Darian (who happens to be here!), who rented my our family’s basement for over 20 
years, shared this: Alex was a unique character who lived his life on his terms with a passion 
and dedication that was unparalleled. If he put his mind to something, he always went for it with 
all he had, which could make living with him a challenge, especially for his loved ones. But, this 
willingness to fully commit himself to what he thought was right was very inspiring. I will always 
remember his generosity. He shared all of his food with me; Serbian stuffed peppers; sarma; 
polichinkas; pasule; burek and much more. You could always be sure to never leave his house 
hungry and I gained a good number of pounds thanks to him. Serbian food is no diet food! I’ll 
never forget you Alex. You brought culture and insights into my life that I will carry within me 
forever.  
 
Jan, my x husband (who happens to be here!), shared about his former father in-law the 
following: I was always tremendously impressed by his energy and independence. All the way 
into his 90s he headed down to the mall to dance to his beloved Polka and other ethnic music, 
outlasting other dancers who were less than 1/3 of his age. I still remember when I took him to a 
Serbian dance one evening in his late 80s and he was whirling across the dance floor the whole 
evening, only stopping to tell me in his thick Serbian accent "Come on Jan! Get off your chair! 
Find a woman! Dance!(depending on comfort level; I could do a quick kola in front of Jan and 
push him on the shoulder)" That was Alex in a nutshell. 
 
He was also a passionate advocate for public transportation. Never having gotten a driver’s 
license in his entire life, he was an avid user of Mass Transportation. He used mass 
transportation and described himself as a "power user" constantly chastising them about their 
shortcomings such as bus stops that needed repairs or lack of visually accessible schedules. To 
make his point he prepared huge self-made poster boards that he proudly showed to every 
visitor, if they wanted to see them or not! Alex usually did not take no as an answer and you 
would learn more about public transportation in 30 min than you ever thought you might want to 
know. These poster boards showed also another side of Alex that many people did not see. He 
had an amazing talent for drawing, as showcased by the amazing sketch’s that are everywhere 
in his home, and are true works of art with their level of detail and intricacy of their patterns and 
textures.  
 
Alex lived a long and full life, and we all expected him to live forever. It is still difficult to believe 
that he has now passed on to a better place, but I will always remember him as one of the most 
unique people I ever met and who inspired me to live my life to the fullest every day no matter 
the circumstances.    
 
My dad’s art work and a collage I made about my father can be found on those tables 
over there 
 
Closing Remarks 
 
I will leave you now with a funny story about my father …. I came over one day to visit him and 
he was outside gardening as usual and talking to some stranger he dragged off the street to 
show them the garden he so proudly planted on public property … down by his feet I saw plastic 
containers of Oregano, Pepper, and a myriad of other spices … during his quick, metaphorically 
loaded conversation with the stranger; I heard my dad scream – Shit! Cayenne pepper! 
Cayenne pepper kept those squirrels away from my plants! Can you imagine!?! Who would 
know. You see? You see? Ahhhh haaaa.  
 



Every day, I have a feeling and a sense of presence of my dad. When you find yourself; you fall 
in love. My dad saw himself in me and therefore loved me very much. I know this and I’d like to 
look up (or down J ) and tell my dad I forgive you. I love you. My father is in me for sure. I have 
inherited both the good and bad from my daddy. The people that touch your heart the closest 
will always be there even if their physical form has gone. Once they have touched your life; they 
can never really be completely gone.  
 
I’d like to share with all of you that one of my father’s best friends from the community – Manuel 
is trying to get a public statue or sign erected in College Park about my dad at one of the traffic 
islands where he spent countless hours gardening for many years. Manuel and I are also going 
to host a remembrance party for my dad and a gallery night sharing all of his art work! When we 
do it, we will certainly invite all of you to come!  
 
COPIES OF THIS EUOLOGY; AN INVITATION TO THE PARTY OF MANUEL AND I AS 
WELL AS TO OUR GALLERY OPENING WILL BE SENT TO YOU BY SNAIL MAIL; PLEASE 
MAKE SURE YOU PUT YOUR FULL NAME; ADDRESS AND TELEPHONE NUMBER IN THE 
REGISTRY!  
 
 

 


