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Chapter 1

Mom and Dad-Brighton Beach



In my mind, I was being quite the daredevil frog when I took to leaping backwards. Alas, 
my attempts at being an amphibian were short-lived when I jumped backwards from 
one pillow to the next and tripped, fell backwards, and broke my arm. I wore a plaster 
cast from my hand up to my humorous bone for over two months. Unfortunately, there 
are also pictures of me, somewhere, living life accompanied by this very large, itchy 
cast. Eventually, my play sessions would end once my mother woke. 

My daily routine began with checking dad's desk in the apartment entry way to see if he 
had already left for work. I would then go back into my room and entertain myself for, 
what seemed like an eternity. Somewhere, there are candid photos of me pretend 
reading to my Bozo the Clown doll around a child's sized table in my bedroom during 
one of these eternal attempts at self-entertainment. During one such session of 
individual morning play, I delighted in setting a bunch of pillows on the floor and jumping 
from pillow to pillow like a frog leaping from lily pad to lily pad.

I hated being born in August because while all the other children were privileged with 
celebrating in the classroom with cupcakes and friends, my birthdays were usually very 
small affairs as everyone was typically away for the summer. All of my birthdays except 
my first birthday which was ripe with ostentatious, completely over the top, no holds bar 
ridiculousness. 

I remember, as a very young child, always feeling like I was completely surrounded by 
warmth, love, and stability; regardless of what was actually going on around me. My 
mother, father and I lived in Brighton Beach on bay one where the street formed a 
horseshoe around a block of apartment buildings. Our apartment was in this horseshoe 
with a huge picture window in the living room overlooking the entire beach. 

Believe me. Somewhere there are photos of me dressed in a pink, frilly ball gown and 
tiara. I have been told that a band was commissioned as was the local newspaper. I have 
also been told that, at least one hundred people attended all, while I was found curled up 
in a ball in the coat closet sleeping so soundly that I was cranky by the time it was time for 
me to be sung Happy Birthday and have some cake.

My father's parents, my Bubbe and Zeyde lived in another apartment in the horseshoe 
and my mother's parents lived directly on the beach in the horseshoe as well. Both sets 
of grandparents were greatly involved in my life. My mother's father managed a 
prestigious apartment complex directly overlooking the beach and, behind the 
complex, he also managed a giant pool club. Most of my summers and thus, my 
birthdays were either celebrated in the pool club or on the beach. 
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I was very proud to have learned all of the words to both theme songs and would 
gleefully sing along each morning. By the time Petty Coat Junction came on and the 
theme song was over, mom was ready to go. She would place me in the stroller, snatch 
her purse, and we would head out the door towards the avenue for a morning walk filled 
with chores.

Mom always had me home for Iunch and then naptime. Putting me down for naptime 
must have been a huge challenge for my mother because truly, looking back, I'm sure 
she never quite knew what she was going to find when she woke me. I had a beautiful 
piggy bank that was a mouse standing with a rubber piece of swiss cheese next to it. 
Apparently, the swiss cheese looked delightful and real because little by little, piece by 
piece, I ate the rubber cheese. My mother didn't realize the cheese was missing until 
very later but, eventually, it was missing…well, not really.

That would imply that I didn't know where it was. I knew where it was. It was in mytummy. 
Other times, I would pretend to read books to my dolls or watch cartoons. I think, after a 
while, mom was just satisfied to have me go into my room for an hour or so, close the 
door and rest.

Once naptime was over, the countdown until dad came home from work began. Mom 
would begin bustling in the kitchen. Compared to the rest of the big, spacious rooms in 
the apartment, the kitchen was extremely small and narrow. When standing in front of 
the stove, mom could barely open the door and bend down to place food in the oven. I 
don't remember my mother as a particularly good cook. In fact, I recall several kitchen 
disasters; one involving an exploding pressure cooker complete with the roast stuck to 
the ceiling and one involving an oven fire so large that the fire department had to be 
called to put it out; the remains of an expensive steak were left in the oven for mom to 
clean afterwards. 

Bell in the hallway. Sure enough, mom found out that Mrs. Bell passed away. Mrs. Bell's 
final and absolute blessing in my life was to provide me with my first exposure to the 
concept of death. She was truly an amazing and loving woman.

We ate breakfast together and then she would disappear into the bathroom for her 
shower and mirror time. I remember the steam from her shower escaping through the 
door and the smell of Jean Nate wafting through the apartment. While she was 
preparing herself for the day, I had the difficult chore of sitting in front of the television to 
watch The Beverly Hillbillies and Green Acres. 

Sometimes I was granted a treat once out the door with a visit by Mrs. Bell, our very 
elderly neighbor. Mrs. Bell absolutely doted on me and I absolutely considered Mrs. Bell 
part of our family. Our apartment doors were only separated in the hallway by the metal 
milk box where the milkman delivered our bottles of milk each morning. I had a really 
bad sense one day, when after a few, consecutive days we were not met by Mrs. 
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In any case, she never allowed me in the kitchen when she was cooking. Dinner 
preparation would begin at 5 sharp and then, we would station ourselves in front of the 
giant picture window, eagerly waiting for my father's car to magically appear from 
around the horseshoe while he searched for a parking spot. 

On our way out, daddy showed up at the door to take mom. The next thing I knew, I was 
looking through a window in the hospital when they brought my new brother to see me. 
There are pictures somewhere of the first day that my brother and mom came home 
from the hospital. Mom and dad sat me on the bed and let me hold him. I was so excited. 
I was a big sister! 

On payday Fridays, daddy always came home with a special surprise for me. One time, I 
received a toy that taught children about the concept of balance. It was a clown that rode 
a unicycle on a tightrope. Daddy and I worked together to figure out the best places to tie 
the tightrope so that I could play and experiment with balancing the clown on the string. 
Often times though, my payday Friday surprise consisted of a neat board game that we 
could play as a family during Shabbos. My particular favorite Shabbos board games 
were Candyland, Shoots and Ladders, and Uncle Wiggly's. 

Many of my morning, self- entertainment times were spent quietly sitting and staring at 
the boards, imagining myself walking upon the roads between each candy station in 
Candyland, or sliding down the longest slide on the Shoots and Ladders board.

She explained to me that my brother was coming and I was going to stay with Bubbe 
and Zeyde who promptly showed up at our door no faster than we made it out of the 
elevator and I was whisked away. 

I guess mom and dad noticed that I was getting lonely because about three years into 
our lives together, my mom happily announced that I was having a baby. I guess we 
were excited. From what I am told, mom was not supposed to be able to have babies as 
she had a horrible ovarian cyst problem and had much of her ovaries removed. 

So during my early mornings, I used to climb into the crib with my brother to keep him 
company and play with his toys. One morning, I managed to drag him out of the crib and 
sit him on the living room floor. I then emptied out the bathroom and began my teaching 
career early because, my full intention was to teach my brother how to say things like 
“baby powder” and “ambosol” through experiential teaching.

Nonetheless, here I am and then, my brother was conceived as well. I vividly remember 
my mother going into labor. We were coming home from our daily beach trip. It was 
about 4:00 pm and almost time to start dinner. Mom hurried me along our walk home 
and in the elevator she was breathing funny. 
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The first time with the first puppy, I guess I believed, but this also happened with the next 
puppy I was given and I became suspicious. When I broke my arm, I was really scared 
going to the doctor. I was in pain and was told that I needed a cast and I cried and my 
father was furious with me. He was also furious with me when they told me they had to 
use an electric saw to remove the cast. I cried and dad yelled. 

 I looked around and desperately tried to cover my tracks before mom and dad woke up 
but alas, there was just way too much baby powder all over and eventually, mom woke 
up to find my brother, I and the rest of the house completely covered in baby powder and 
every other product used.

Ok…maybe life wasn't all Candyland and roses. For one thing, sometimes I would wake 
up during the evenings and tentatively go into my mother and father's room while they 
watched television from bed. I had quite the repertoire of favorite television shows to 
watch during the evening with my parents: Tom Jones and Flip Wilson were my all-time 
favorites but there was also the Sonny and Cher Show. I found Flip Wilson hilarious as a 
kid and honestly, have never really revisited the showas an adult to see if it was as 
esteemed as I believe it was when I was small. 

I would pour the product out on the rug, put his hands in it and repeatedly say the word 
to him. Of course, my brother had only just learned to sit so clearly my knowledge of 
developmental processes fell short at this time. By the time school was over, baby 
powder was everywhere and a huge stain of chemicals was right in the center of the 
carpet of our living room.

In any case, I remember one particular evening when all of us lay on the bed watching 
television in order of dad by the window, mom in the middle and me on the other end. 
Dad and mom smoked horribly. Dad lit a match and placed it lit on mom's bare leg which 
prompted mom to jump from the bed in pain and then there was a frantic scramble to put 
out the lit match. I was quickly shuffled off to bed after that. There were nights where dad 
never came home or sometimes was home but with a black eye or cuts on his face. As 
an adult, I was eventually told that dad had a strange hobby of going up to the apartment 
roof top to throw bricks on passing cars.

Sometimes he would go to the beach during the night and start fights. Once I had a 
puppy I named Tiki. Dad wasn't very patient with Tiki and his messes and I often watched 
as Tiki was thrown against walls or kicked until one time, I woke up to be told that dad 
took Tiki on a walk on the beach and Tiki ran away. 

When my brother was born, I had a period where I guess I regressed because I 
remember having an accident in my pants and my dad throwing me down on the end of 
my bed naked to change me while beating me, so uncontrollably with a belt that my 
mom had to push him into the wall to stop him.
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Finally one day, I woke up to look for dad's briefcase in the hallway by his desk and it was 
no place to be found. I checked his bed and he wasn't there. My intuition told me this was 
not like previous times and I was right. Mom explained to me what a divorce was and 
sure enough, mom and I and my baby brother Sam lived alone in the beautiful 
apartment overlooking the beach for a month or two more…and then Jill and her kids 
came into the picture.

TAKEAWAY: In clinical practice and in looking back, it always amazes me how intuitive 
children can be. They know how their parents feel even when the parents trytheir best to 
hide their feelings. I knew right away, that day when my dad was not in bed, that this was 
not like other times when he was not in bed. I knew something was very wrong and I was 
right.
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The apartment remained really quiet without daddy as the central figure in our daily 
lives. When daddy left the apartment, there were no errands in the morning to buy 
groceries, there was no rush to start dinner, and there was no real schedule to maintain. I 
missed our daily search from the window looking for his car to come around the block 
looking for a parking spot. The  apartment was lonely.

During this period, my brother and I developed very severe allergies which would trigger 
asthma attacks. As a consequence of the asthma attacks, each fall and spring, my 
brother and I would take turns be admitted into the hospital with pneumonia. 

I thought absolutely nothing about mom having visitors to the apartment until, one 
visitor started becoming a regular fixture and, as she became a regular, daily 
occurrence, other visitors started disappearing.

My dad came to visit me after work every day and he would play funny games. I 
remember he would doodle something on a pad and I would guess, while he was 
drawing, what it would be. Mom sat constant vigil by my bedside except one time, when 
I fell asleep for a nap and woke up to mom NOT sitting vigil by my bedside. I began 
screaming and crying so loudly that the nurse came in and ran to get my mother. My 
mom went outside to smoke a cigarette and she actually told me that, but I forgot 
because I was half asleep when she told me.

I was eventually released and brought to the apartment. Mom rearranged my room so 
that I could comfortably lay in my bed and watch television AND be seen while the door 
was opened from the living room. I was put into my bed and felt incredibly weak. I could 
not move. I did not feel this way in the hospital so I remember thinking that the feeling 
was very strange. For a few days, I would lay in bed and sleep and watch television while 
mom entertained various girlfriends.

I remember that my mother’s parents were supposed to come to visit me towards the 
end of my first stay however, time passed and they never showed up which resulted in a 
very disappointed me and a very angry mom and dad. I know they were angry because 
they spoke about it for days and days later.

The first time I spent ten days in the hospital, I was very very frightened. I remember 
visiting my pediatrician first and getting a few shots that visit and then being admitted 
into the hospital. The hardest part of the hospital was that I had to stay in an oxygen tent 
on my bed the entire time. This was very difficult, mainly because there was an amazing 
playroom right down the hall and I would watch all the children on my floor run past my 
door playing with each other and I couldn’t go.
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And Then There Came Jill



When the door opened, there were three new kids in the backseat along with my brother 
and Jill and mom in thefront seat.  I was told that the new kids were Jill's and we were all 
moving to live together.  On the way to the new apartment, Jill's kids were extremely 
vicious.  They called my brother and I nasty names and hit us and pushed us and 
threatened us the entire way to our new home. I did not have a good feeling about this 
move at all.

I didn’t like Jill from the moment I met her. They had put me on a new medication that 
morning and it made me extremely jittery and nervous. I was not my usual self and as 
hard as mom wanted me to lay in bed and rest, I simply could not sit still. I really tried to 
rest in bed because it still hurt to breathe. I simply could not. Jill came over during that 
naptime and I kept coming out of my room. 

Mom kept trying to get me to go to sleep but I kept interrupting the visit. I really really 
wanted to sleep. I truly remember. Jill turned around and snapped at me in front of my 
mother and I was put in my room for the last time. I remember falling asleep to Casper 
the Friendly Ghost but I woke up before the show was over and began, literally climbing 
the walls of my room.

I nally got to go out of the house and attend my new nursery school. I absolutely adored 
nursery school. I remember popping popcorn one time as a lesson and nding a 
popped piece that looked like a ower and I brought it up to my teacher to show her. I 
was so excited to be learning. Nursery school was dismissed and mom came to my 
classroom to have me say good-bye to my teachers. I did not understand what was 
happening. I obeyed because that is what I do and then was taken to a car that was 
double-parked in the street. 
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My brother was still in diapers when we moved in with Jill. Despite this, I guess Jill and 
my mother expected him not to be because when he had accidents in his diapers, they 
would beat him. I learned to drag him into the bathroom early in the mornings to change 
his diapers so that they would be clean when they awoke. I would hide his dirty diaper in 
my school bag and throw it away on the walk to school. This was before our rooms were 
padlocked from the outside.

During this time, we were permitted to use the bathroom at night without asking. This 
privilege was eventually taken away…and it was referred to as a “privilege”.We lived on 
the third floor of the apartment building. I remember there being an absolute ton of kids 
who lived in the apartment. 

We lived with Jill and her three children for about four years in a two bedroom apartment.  
Jill's two older boys lived in one bedroom and my brother, her daughter, and I lived in the 
other bedroom. Mom and Jill slept on a mattress on the floor in the living room. 

This belief was instilled in me as early as Kindergarten and has lasted until today. I find 
that during my most difficult times in life, I return to school to experience positivity and a 
sense of control. School absolutely saved my life. It was one of the only places where I 
could control whether good things happened or not. If I worked and studied hard, I 
would get rewarded with A's and praise. My teachers loved me and, I absolutely loved 
learning. 

There were always kids available to play. In our house, during school days, we would 
walk to school together and then walk home together. I would do homework and then be 

School got me out of the house into a safe environment. It was fun. Even when studying 
during my PhD program, I found researching fun and learning from other students 
equally as fun.

I don't remember many details about life in the Projects. School was always my safe 
place though because I excelled there and I always felt like I could control positive 
outcomes and accolades if I worked hard and did as my teachers asked. 

My first best friend, Holly, lived directly below us. Holly was African American and was 
being raised, along with her brother by a single mom. Holly had an African American 
baby Chrissy doll that we played with all the time. We would take turns pushing the baby 
in the baby carriage and diapering it and providing care for it as it was a real baby. I spent 
a lot of time with Holly and her family. It was through Holly that my mother taught me 
about the menstrual cycle as, one day, Holly missed school due to a stomach ache that 
ended up being her first period.

Chapter 3
The Projects
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forced to play outside until 6:30p every night. On weekends, we were forced out of the 
house at 8a and not allowed back upstairs until dinner time 6:30p that night. Mom would 
bring sandwiches down to us.

favorite Barbie pretend was that Barbie was a singer who lived in a beautiful mansion. I 
would use my desk light as a stage and spotlight to have her perform her concerts on. 

As soon as we were dismissed from the table, we were locked into our rooms. The 
bedrooms were in the back of the apartment through a small hallway. The bathroom was 
in the hallway. We were forced to ask to go to the bathroom. Most of our dinner meals 
were tin tray, tv dinners that were slid under the door for us. We were able to watch 
television and eat our tv dinners at the same time.

The apartment was decorated at some point early in our move in with Jill and her family. 
My room was bright pink with an even brighter pink, repetitive stencil of ballet slippers 
painted over it. My brother's bed was situated along the wall next tothe window and mine 
ran next to his.  Jill's daughter's bed ran the length of the foot of both beds by the door. 
The full wall at the head of my bed was window. The windows were completely covered 
with heavy, blackout curtains that were blood red. The white bedroom set Bubbe and 
Zeyde gave me as a toddler provided us with a bureau of drawers and two desks; one 
with a hutch above it.

I became very used to not having the freedom to walk around the house at will. I never 
did however, get used to not being allowed to look out the beautiful window at the head 
of my bed! I would purposefully wake up extra early in the mornings just to sneak sitting 
on the radiator and watch out the window as the sun came up. A huge tree blocked me 
from seeing very far into the neighborhood but then, I would watch the birds and 
squirrels climb up the enormous branches.

I had all of my school books in my room to study and all of my toys; including my Barbie 
dolls that were extremely important to me. I had a Barbie townhouse that was bought for 
me by my mother's father which was an absolute favorite toy. My

Jill discovered that I hated cheese and mayo sandwiches so that is usually what was 
provided us. We were not allowed to ask for something different. We were forced to eat 
what was provided. If we ate at the table, all of the five kids had assigned seats and prior 
to getting up from the table we literally had to say, “May I please be excused….  Wait for 
an answer….  And then reply, “Thank you for the [breakfast, lunch, or dinner]”. If we 
mistakenly mixed the words up or used other words or if it was lunch and we thanked for 
dinner or something…we had to restate correctly.

 Sometimes Jill would catch me sitting at the window. One time she surprised me by 
reaching around the curtain, grabbing my hair, and throwing me down to the oor. I 
could not see what was happening so, at rst, I thought it was Jill's daughter but once I 
composed myself up from the oor, I could see it was Jill.
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There was a closet opposite the main door to the apartment. In front of the closet stood 
all of our bicycles; 5 kids and 2 adult bicycles! The closet was purposefully hidden away. 
Inside the closet, on the door were hooks with a barrage of straps, belts, paddles, and 
other medieval weapons that were used on the kids when we behaved badly. Hanging in 
the closet were also mink coats my mother bought Jill as gifts.

Jill's boys' room was similarly decorated only in blue with darker blue stencils of sports 
equipment. The room seemed much bigger because there were only two beds in there 
and the bedroom was in the corner so it had windows on two sides. My mother gave the 
boys her stereo so they had television and music. Mom was good to give all her things to 
the boys. We were not allowed to enter each other's rooms at all so when we were 
permitted, there were some intense jax games or card matches that took place in the 
hallway between both our rooms. The hallway had linoleum tile so it was perfect to 
bounce the jacks ball on etc.

The living room also had two walls with windows as one side faced the building 
allywhere the main entrance was located. Mom made a bar out of that window. The walls 
were painted bright red. The walls behind the red velvet couch were of a smelly cork tile 
that was deep brown. There was one print of Don Quixote and some other, very 
medieval Spanish looking prints. Some type of armor and weaponry statues were also 
displayed on the olive-green carpeting.

The jealousy and resentment between Jill's kids and my brother and I never really went 
away throughout the four years that we lived together. Mom and Jill had us tell other 
people that Jill was our aunt and her kids were our cousins. That was a bit tricky to 
remember because if we had an in depth conversation with a grown-up, say a friend's 
parent or something, then inevitably, we would find ourselves confused and trying to 
explain a lie that we did not understand ourselves. Eventually I think the adult would stop 
asking questions because nothing that was being said made any sense.

There were times when Jill's kids were found guilty of behaviors as well. Jill's daughter 
used crayon to draw underneath the desk.  She did not admit to doing it however until all 
three of us in the girl's room were beaten for what seemed like hours, with the long, 
beaded strap that we bought at the Indian Reservation that we visited one weekend.

The beads were beautiful and created black eagles embedded among a background of 
turquoise colored beads. Jill's daughter and I were laid on our stomachs on our beds, 
and a hot iron was put on our backs underneath our nightgowns during this session as 
well.

In any case, Jill's kids were always tattling on my brother and I to get us in trouble. 
Sometimes we were all punished together; them for tattling and us for doing whatever 
crime. Sometimes the crimes were completely made up and other times the crime was 
truly committed. Either way, my brother and I were constantly in trouble. 
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Lisa was a Jewish girl who was born in December. Every year for her birthday, her 
mother would bring a homemade candy house into the classroom to celebrate. One 
year, I was invited to help create the candy house and, am pretty certain ate more ofthe 
decorations than made it onto the house.

During spring, we would find empty soda bottles and put leaves and twigs in them to 
create a home for a caterpillar caught in the field. There were frequent games of Red 
Rover, Spud, and tag going on in front of the apartment. During the extremely hot 
summer months, the city would turn the sprinklers and fire hydrants on for children to 
play in…only, I only remember being allowed to play in the sprinklers perhaps once or 
twice. 

Don't get me wrong, there were good times and bad times while living at Jill's house. I 
already told of our jax games and card games. The kids in the neighborhood were great 
to play with and once we were settled in and I began making friends in school, there 
were tons of things to play. In front of our building was a large, abandoned field that was 
surrounded by a chain link fence. Most often, the weeds in the field were maintained at 
heights larger than me, making finding other kids challenging and fun. We spent hours 
in the field playing hide and seek. 

I remember watching in disbelief as it was happening to Jill's daughter and thinking that 
my mom would never allow that to happen to me…but it did.  I remember the horrible 
shrieks of pain screamed by Jill's daughter. I don't, at all remember anything after getting 
thrown down on my bed and having my nightgown lifted though. I only remember the 
strange feeling of having my skin stick to the iron when it was removed from my skin.

My mother definitely thought something was wrong with these settings as she would 
consistently make up nonsensical reasons why we could not play at that time however, 
she never really made it clear to us why exactly she did not like us to play in the water. In 
front of the entrance ally to our building was a park bench and a chain link fence that 
surrounded the building that was only up to my neck at the time. Part of the chain link 
was cut away leaving only the top and bottom cross bars. All of us would use these as a 
means to do flips and somersaults on the top bar. The kids used to congregate around 
this area as well. I also had a lot of girlfriends from school. I believe I made friends with 
Lisa because I was so envious of her mother.

Lisa was a Jewish girl who was born in December. Every year for her birthday, her 
mother would bring a homemade candy house into the classroom to celebrate. One 
year, I was invited to help create the candy house and, am pretty certain ate more ofthe 
decorations than made it onto the house.

I went over to Lisa's house a lot. She lived in a much nicer apartment building right 
across the street, next to the shul. She lived with her older brother and her mother. I 
seem to remember that her dad was always away for business. I never got to meet him 
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When Jill picked us up, she usually waited in the car and hurried us in to leave 
immediately. One time, mom told me before school that Jill would be picking us up that 
afternoon because mom had something else to do. I was so nervous all day but 
managed to put it out of my mind until ballet session….  I got so nervous that I accidently 
peed in my leotard in the middle of a play and, it just so happened that I did not take a 
change of clothes that day so, the studio director called Jill to get us early. 

as long as I knew Lisa. Lisa had all of the latest toys, or brand new toys and her own 
room!

I would go over to Marla's house and just stare out the window up in her room. I don't 
remember ever interacting with Marla's parents. I just remember going to Marla's house 
every Tuesday and Thursday because we attended the citywide recreation programs 
together. I learned how to use a sewing machine and how to throw clay onto a wheel and 
make pottery as well through these classes. They were lots of fun.

After class, all of the mothers would be sitting in the waiting room ready to gather their 
kids. All of the kids would be greeted with a big hug and look of delight from their 
mothers. When mom came to get us, she would greet us with a calm, easy smile and 
then would begin talking to the teacher or another mom. 

When I visited, her mother always had a craft to do with us or something fun planned. I 
always envied Lisa for her mother; Lisa and The Brady Bunch. I think that Lisa's mom 
and Mrs. Brady were my role models as to what kind of mother I wanted to be when I 
grew up. 

I would dream of having a mom while I laid in my bed at nights sometimes and, I would 
play with my Barbies and try to figure out how Mrs. Brady would handle it if Barbie did  
. I remember saying to myself, “This is what Mrs. Brady would do….. NO wait. THIS is 
what she would do” and I would continuously evolve how each situation would be 
handled. Sometimes this is also how I soothed myself after there was an angry episode 
with Jill and mom or I got yelled at or punished.

My other really great friend was named Marla. Marla lived down the street from the 
project buildings in a townhouse. I thought Marla was really rich because she lived in her 
very own house with her very own yard and she had two whole stories in her house. 
Marla had every single Barbie and Barbie apparatus ever in her room and she had a 
canopy bed. 

Jill's daughter and I also took tap and ballet classes at a studio someplace a few times a 
week. I really liked learning tap dancing and, after the ballet portion of the sessions, they 
would teach a bit of gymnastics as well and I absolutely adored that! Gymnastics was 
fascinating and fun and challenging but, all while we werepracticing and stretching, I 
would wonder whether mom or Jill would be picking us up that afternoon.
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During the four years we lived with Jill, I believe I was only interviewed by social workers 
two or three times that I know of. One time was with the black eye, another was when one 
of the burns on my left cheek had gotten infected and the infection would not go away. 
Instead, the infection continued to grow so large that it threatened to overtake my eye, 
nose and mouth.

In any case, I was watched by doctors very carefully and was prescribed antibiotic 
creams to put into the sore. While I was being examined for the sore, the doctors just 
made me take off my clothes without any warning. Like, while he asked me to take off my 
shirt he was taking off my shirt. I became panicked and began crying and really didn't 
know what to do as there were huge black and blue marks down the sides of my ribs at 
this time. I snapped my arms to my sides immediately and felt extreme shame and anger 
at this doctor.

Jill arrived and grabbed my stuff and dragged me into the car by my wrist. She flung me 
and my stuff into the backseat so hard, that the shoe part of my ballet bag opened and 
one of my ballet slippers fell out of the car when she slammed the door. I saw it happen 
but I was so terrified that I was scared to say something which, was wrong because 
when we arrived home and she found out that the shoe had fallen out, I got beaten with 
the end of a metal baseball bat for both, peeing in my pants and not telling her that my 
shoe had dropped out of the car.

Jill was not very careful with the hitting that session. Most of my blows were across my 
upper torso but she missed a few times and, with full force, hit me in the right eye. My eye 
swelled shut almost immediately and I had a cut that my mother attended to for a long 
time. I was rehearsed to say that we were at a family picnic that day and while playing 
baseball, I clumsily walked into a swinging baseball bat. 

They wanted to see if any facial bones were broken; particularly around my eye socket. 
None were broken.Mom and Jill became pretty skilled at hitting us kids in areas of our 
bodies that no one would see the scars.  

I was rehearsed to say that I woke up with a mosquito bite on my cheek and it just got 
infected. I also heard my mother say to other people that perhaps I got bitten by a mouse 
in my sleep and other things. 

Mom and Jill convinced me that the whole incident was a clumsy mistake that was my 
fault. I believed it and felt horrible shame while recounting my answers to the teachers, 
the school principals, and the social worker that came to interview me. Two days later, I 
was taken to the hospital at the request of the school because my eye had swollen shut 
and the entire side of my head was a mottled purple-blue color. 

How dare he get me undressed! Anyway, despite the interviews, I was later told that no 
reports had ever been led by social workers.
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Throughout the four years of living at Jill's house, Thursdays were my least favorite 
nights. I would get home from my friend's house and have to eat dinner and was rushed 
through my bath. I would get to watch a little tv and then be put to bed. A group of friends 
would meet in the living room shortly after. 

 I learned early during these sessions that if I moved in pain or was caught wincing that 
the feelings would get worse or harder and so, I learned to just focus on the scarves and 
the wavy-head feelings. Eventually, the people would stop getting on the mattress and 
the humming would move into the dining room and I would fall asleep until later. There 
was always an exchange of money between my mother and someone in the group on 
my feet. As a clinician myself, I have learned through experience that my mother and Jill 
were not the only ones to have thought of this unfortunately.

After a few bee stings on the tops of my feet, the humming sounds would become farther 
and farther away and things would seem weirdly wavy and strange looking. 

There was always the smell of pot that wafted throughout the apartment. Shortly after I 
would fall asleep, I would be woken and taken out of my pajamas. Later, I was led into the 
living room where a mattress would be laying on the floor and the group would surround 
the mattress. The sheets on the mattress always looked rumpled like they were too large 
and there were Brightly colored, long sheer scarves that looked very pretty to me. 

The scarves would be put on me in different ways and I used them as a type of game and 
would sit in admiration of the colors and how they appeared as they grazed my face at 
different times. I would feel things in between my legs and burning and pain and 
pressure and disgust and horror. I did not understand, at the time what was going on 
however nally gured it out after experiencing voluntary intercourse for the rst time 
with my husband many years later.

After speaking to many experts about the feelings I experienced and the way sensations 
felt and my vision they have hypothesized separately, as they did not know each 
other…and have convinced me that the bee stings were probably drugs being injected 
into the veins on the tops of my feet. 

Several have hypothesized that the reason this would have occurred is because some 
drug abusers get “track” marks on their arms from frequently injecting illicit drugs into 
their veins. They have stated that my mother and Jill were so wise that they did not wish 
for anyone to detect track marks on such a visible part of my body as my arms and took a 
risk that no one would think to look for track marks.

I would be laid on the mattress and strapped down with my wrists towards the upper 
corners and my ankles towards the bottom corners. I would become very ashamed 
because I felt very exposed and the people around me would be humming and staring.
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At one point afterwards, my mother asked why I thought I was sick. I'm not certain why 
she was asking but I thought perhaps because no one else had a stomach virus or 
something. In any case, I told her what had happened the night before. My mother had a 
way sometimes, of making me feel safe enough to talk to her in the minute. 

There were mornings after those nights that I would find myself in someone else's home. 
Someone else I did not know or remember. In the projects, the water pipes were 
exposed and ran through the ceiling and floor of all of the apartments in the dining room. 
Some of these mornings, I would find myself strapped to someone's bed or to the water 
pipes with someone sleeping naked besides me. I always felt terrified on these 
mornings. I would sit strapped wondering what was being shown on my favorite 
cartoons that morning and what was happening to my brother that morning and if 
anybody was there if he cried. 

For two days afterwards, I projectile vomited clear fluids and had to stay home from 
school. I was really very sick. I cannot provide any official medical correlation between 
these two events, the punching and the vomiting, but they occurred simultaneously so, 
in my mind I have always blamed one on the other.

Eventually, I was dressed and taken to school. Those days, I spent the day thinking 
about being at home in my bed next to my brother. I would wonder which cartoon sheets 
were on my bed. I also knew that that these were the nights I would usually be with dad, 
bubbe and zeyde and eventually my thoughts would get excited to go be with them for 
the weekend.

I did not tell my mother about the punching incident as the older boy threatened me if I 
told. This was a very frequent occurrence by the way. During the rst day of vomiting, I 
had fallen asleep for a nap and woke up with vomit all over me and the bed. 

Most of the time in my entire relationship with her though, I would later come to regret 
conding in her because my words would be used against me and the very thing I was 
afraid of is the very thing she managed to do with the information. This case was no 
different.

Jill's older boys were never nice to my brother and me.  There were times where they 
were more, not nicer than others. During the best times, they totally ignored us. One 
time, during their worse times, I had been practicing my back bends in the living room 
while a baby sitter was watching us and while folded over backwards in the bridge, the 
oldest boy came and full force punched me in the stomach. 

My mother came in and Jill grabbed me by my arm and pulled me upwards and off the 
bed. Both were screaming at me about why I did not move into the bathroom while I 
vomited and I tried to tell them that I just woke up but they were both so loud and I don't 
think they actually heard what I said. 
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Mom's absence left Jill and her kids to do anything they wished with my brother and me. 
Jill took all of us to the beach for the day. Bubbe had allowed me to grow my nails and 
have a manicure before being sent home. I loved my nails. I picked a pinky gold metallic 
polish and people complimented me on them. I was very proud.

Over the course of four years, there were many many sessions that occurred. Afterone 
summer stay with Bubbe and Zeyde, my mother worked at an eyeglass place that 
created the lenses so we were all left with Jill. I would cry every single morning as I 
watched my mother slip behind the trees and disappear for the entire day.

During the beach trip, we kids were rough housing in the ocean and I accidently 
scratched Jill's older boy.  As soon as we arrived back to the apartment, we were 
prepared for baths. Our baths were always together. 

During the 1970s in New York, there was no water shortage and we did not pay for water 
in the apartment but for whatever reason, I had not had a private bath for the entire time I 
lived in Jill's apartment.  My brother, Jill's daughter, and I would smoosh into the tub and 
sit in each other's dirt and pee to bathe. After washing, either Jill or my mom would come 
and take my brother out first to dry and dress him.  

Then they would take either Jill's daughter or I out next and then the other. I always loved 
when I was last because I would stretch out and play by myself for a little while. Just as 
usual, my brother, Jill's daughter and I were given our baths and then locked into our 
room. We could smell the tv dinners cooking and wondered when dinner would be 
ready. Jill came in unexpectedly and took me, alone to the living room.

She sat me in the corner of the couch and sat on top of my lap with her knees pinning my 
arms. I did not understand what was happening. I then felt horrible burning pain in each 
of my ngertips. When the whole thing was over, my nails were cut all the way down to 
the cuticle and were bleeding horribly. 

Mom looked at my nails in shock. She took me outside, away from the elevator and 
asked what had happened and I told her and then she began to cry and asked why I 
didn't tell her. I told her that I thought Jill told her because, at that point, having my nails 
cut to the cuticle and bleeding seemed normal. Mom had no idea. Mom never returned 
to work again and, I remember feeling like that was completely my fault because I had 
told something I was not supposed to tell, but had no idea not to tell in the rst place.

Mom did not come home from work that night in time to say good night. We didn't see 
her until the next day when she had the day off. She took my brother and I someplace 
just us, and it was nice. I trusted mom again and while we were waiting by the elevator to 
return back to the apartment, I showed her my nails and told her how sad I was because I 
loved my nail polish. I also told her that I was glad to have just a little polish left because it 
reminded me of such a good time I had with Bubbe and Zeyde. 
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When the piece was completed, mom had two kilns in the back room where she would 
fire them. I was always amazed watching the powdery, gritty painted piece placed into 
the kiln and then, hours later pulled out gorgeous, shiny and Brightly colored. Mom had 
a huge variety of pieces to choose from and was always on the lookout for neat paints 
that did cool things once fired

We had our bicycles there to ride in the back of the shopping center. We had a few toys. 
There was also a table for us to eat at. One night, Jill was making dinner and we waited 
for mom to come back from the store. We waited hours and hours. She never came and 
never called. Jill tried calling and there was no answer.

Finally, Jill called the neighbor to walk down to the store and check to see if mom was still 
there. The friend called from the shopping center of the store. She told Jill that the police 
were surrounding the store. Mom was being held hostage in the backroom. They had 
broken in and held her at knife point. Mom eventually came home and the next day we 
went to spend the day at the store. 

We walked in to a horrendous, chaotic mess. All of the pieces were thrown to the oor. 
Hundreds of the molds in the backroom were smashed. They stole thepouring sink. I 
remember focusing specically on half a pistachio nut shell that was left on my beach 
chair in the back. We never ate pistachio nuts because they were so expensive. Also, the 
shell was the white kind and all of us liked the pink dyed shells that got all over your 
ngers. I left that shell there and studied it intently during the day. I kept trying to gure 
out what these people were like and what they were thinking while they held my mother 
with a knife to her throat. I was completely terried.

On the nal day in Jill's house, I could sense that something was different.  I did not 
know, at the time, what an amazing and accurate vehicle a child's intuition can be. I went 
to sleep with my brother and Jill's daughter like most other days.  But some time during 
the night, screaming between Jill and mom erupted and all of us lay stiff in our beds so 
as not to move. 

Mom and Jill also ran a successful ceramic studio in the neighborhood. Mom named the 
studio Clay Closet and we all spent a lot of free time scouting new molds for the clay. The 
front of the store was where customers would come, either to paint their pieces there or 
purchase all of the products to paint their pieces at home.

There were paints that went on with colored pebble looking things mixed into the paint 
and when pulled out of the kiln, the pebbles were smoothly incorporated into were 
smoothly incorporated into the paint in neat blotches of various colors. There were 
paints that came out metallic. It was always such a treat to see other people's art! We 
spent a ton of time hanging out in the back room of the store. Mom set up beach chairs 
and a tv back there. 
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I opened my eyes to see the silhouette of my mother calmly but strangely standing in the 
crack of the door to the bedroom. The light in the hallway was on but it was dark in my 
room where we were all asleep. I laid in my bed too scared to close my eyes during a 
blink so as to know exactly where my mother was and scared to allow my body to move 
to catch her attention. Mom disappeared into the light after a few minutes at which time I 
took my brother and pushed him to the floor in between our two beds with instructions 
for him to lay by the wall under his bed. 

The angry noises continued for what seemed like hours when mom burst through the 
cracked door, ran over to the desk by my bed gripping the blade of a butcher knife and 
began banging her head up and down, repeatedly between the desk and the bottom 
shelf of the hutch above. Blood just ran from between her fingers and I just laid in my bed 
too scared to move.

 As we were taken to the hallway, I realized that no one else that I knew was in the 
apartment but as we exited the building through the ally way, there were ashing police 
lights and large crowds of people that only seemed like shadows because the lights 
were so bright and dizzying. My brother and I were taken to my dad's house.

We only visited that apartment one other time after that. Mom said that she wanted to go 
back to pick up our things that were left behind. I felt sick the entire way there thinking 
that Jill or her kids or both would be in the apartment but they were not.

All of the pieces of board games and cards completely covered the oor of the entire 
apartment. My good, newer Barbie dolls were taken but the older ones were pulled apart 
at the limbs and thrown all over the place. I entered the apartment in disbelief. I had 
never seen such a huge mess and it was a mess of all of my familiar and favorite things in 
the world. 

A very loud, hard knock on the door interrupted mom and she left our room strangely 
calmly. I could hear the calm voice of Jill's oldest boy talking to a strange man and then 
many strange voices as they came into our bedroom. The lights were turned on without 
warning while a lady police ofcer and a man police ofcer stood in the doorway. They 
told my brother and I to get ready to go to daddy.

It would have taken us days to reassemble everything that was thrown around the 
apartment and, for a while we were there, I thought that was my mother's intention but, 
after a while, we left. We left the apartment. 

Instead, when we opened the door to the apartment, all of my expensive books and 
dolls sent by my uncle from around the world were gone. My expensive and sentimental 
jewelry; Stars of David given to me throughout the years, my baby bracelet inscribed 
with a sentiment from my Bubbe and Zeyde, and an opal ring that I loved and was told I 
could wear it when I was 16 years old were stolen. 
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But most importantly, I left all of my precious memories, favorite toys, and gifts from 
relatives behind. Stuff. Things. They were important to me at the time.
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Either way, once we walked away from those people Zeyde would state that the fish 
were put in the canals for a reason and would remind us that they were living things that 
deserved respect. We could not really play anything else in the condo. The neighbors 
downstairs were very sensitive to noise so even when we walked they would complain.

The fight that delivered my brother and I from Jill's apartment in the projects happened 
during the fourth grade. My fourth grade year in school was so hectic moving several 
times between mom, dad and then Bubbe and Zeyde that, until today, I do not exactly 
know where I was when. 

We were taken from mom and dropped at dad's house. Clearly dad was not prepared to 
take care of my brother and me. He took off from work as many days as he could that 
week but then was forced to take my brother and I in with him towards the end of the 
week. 

The first few hours were very exciting as we were introduced to new people who worked 
in dad's office and good music was playing on the radio and I was able to play on the 
typewriters. After a while though, sitting in the office while all of the other workers were 
out became very boring. Dad was always on the phone or typing. He tried to take us for 
walks but once the office became boring it stayed boring. Dad was forced to take us to 
work several more times before we were sent to Bubbe and Zeyde.

Bubbe and Zeyde lived on the second floor of a two story adult condo complex. We were 
always excited to visit with Bubbe and Zeyde except, this time I remember feeling 
extremely tired and, like I was not seeing the world around me. I was just this body being 
moved from one place to the other. 

My brother and I could not play outside because Bubbe and Zeyde were not supposed 
to have children living in the adult complex. They would take us to the pool every day to 
allow us to get our energy out and to allow us some time to play. I would overhear Bubbe 
and Zeyde telling people that we were visiting for an extended stay. Zeyde took us 
fishing in the canal almost every night while Bubbe prepared dinner as well. We would 
be thrilled to catch catfish, sunfish, bass and turtles. 

There were two different types of catfish in the canals behind the condo; walking catfish 
and regular catfish. We found the walking catfish way more thrilling to catch then all the 
other fish. Zeyde taught us how important it was to not hurt the fish once we caught them 
and to release them back into the canal once freed from the hook. He would get 
annoyed at other condo residents who did not believe in this practice. Some of our 
neighbors said they used the fish as fertilizer in their gardens and others said that they 
ate the fish. 

Chapter 4
A Moving Year - 4th Grade
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I learned to really love books and would lay on the patio and read entire books in a 
matter of hours. In the beginning, my habit was encouraged however, Bubbe became 
frustrated because my reading a book or two a day became an expensive hobby 
quickly. We were then introduced to the library.

We were taken to a basement apartment in Staten Island. The house was owned by a 
gay couple mom knew with Jill. During one of my severe summer pneumonia episodes 
in the hospital, I was released home but after about a week at Jill's apartment relapsed 
because there was no air conditioner and my lungs were too weak to fight the hot 
summer air.

In any case, we moved to the basement of this house. The house was tall and skinny and 
stood on the peak of a very large, steep hill. We entered the basement into a long galley 
kitchen and exited on the other side of the kitchen into a big dining room and living room. 
There was dark paneling on the walls. It was dark with only small narrow rectangle 
windows at the top of the walls. The living room had a couch on one wall and a television 
on the opposite wall. There was a round dining room table with chairs in an area by the 
kitchen door. The bathroom was past the dining room. Beyond that, there were two 
bedrooms. I saw the bedrooms and became excited to see the canopy bed I was 
promised. 

It seemed like our stay at Bubbe and Zeyde was cut way too short by a series of calls 
from my mother. Until this time, we did not hear from her but then, she started calling 
regularly again. We were told we were going to join my mother in a beautiful apartment 
in Staten Island. She asked me how I would like my room decorated and told me that it 
would all be waiting for me when I arrived. There was to be a canopy princess bed in pink 
and a mirror. 

After a shorter visit in the hospital, we had to stay at the Staten Island house with air 
conditioner for a few days while I recovered. At this time, mom and I stayed in one of the 
bedrooms upstairs. I remember watching a horror movie with my mother of a severed 
hand that would crawl around and strangle people in their sleep and that movie haunted 
my dreams for many weeks afterwards.

Mom told me I would have my own room. She told me the house would have a fenced in 
yard where I could play. She told me there were a lot of children in the neighborhood to 
play with and that the school would be fun. None of this really ended up to be true.

When I walked in the bedroom, there was a full sized bed in the room and nothing else. I 
was then shown the other bedroom with another full sized bed and nothing more in it. I 
tried to hide my disappointment as I was frightened to make my mother upset. So, life in 
Staten Island was difcult. Winter came fast, and our house was too far to walk to school, 
especially in the snow, so mom had to pay for car service to take us. She tried to get us 
on the school buses but they insisted that we were too close to walk. Mom asked 

25



everyone she could think of whether there was some easy, shortcut to walk to school 
that maybe she was missing but no one could help. So we attended school when mom 
could afford to pay for car service. 

The teachers loved me in school but the other kids hated me. My school in the projects 
was so much more advanced than this school so, I unfortunately knew the lessons 
before they were given. Plus the teachers encouraged me to continue reading the 
textbooks ahead of the class to keep me from getting bored. 

Unfortunately, I did not know to hide what I knew at this point, and so, during one history 
bee about the Revolutionary War, my favorite in American history, I kept raising my hand 
to answer the teacher's questions even when the other kids did not know the answer. 

For the first time in my life, I was not liked by the other kids. There was a larger girl whose 
job it was to hang up the work of students on the bulletin boards. I had noticed that my 
work was always towards the bottom and didn't give it another thought until she came 
over to me to tell me that she only puts the work of people she hates on the bottom of the 
bulletin boards. No one would sit with me at lunch time and I found that embarrassing 
and sad and boring. 

A group of the kids once told me that a girl who had moved before I arrived had a bee fly 
up her nose and nest in her brain. I was frightened by that for a very long time until I was 
shown that it was impossible. Mom tried to make things better by buying me a puppy 
but, the puppy was completely wild and one day, while mom slept on the couch, I was 
playing with the puppy and it bit me between my legs to where it bled.

During the time we lived in Staten Island, I was forced to take over the role of mother. I 
knew mom was not doing well, and I intuitively knew to hide this from people outside of 
my brother and myself. I did not dare speak about it with mom. I just knew that I had to 
take care of her and my brother.

After a while, it became very clear that mom was having an extremely hard time in Staten 
Island as well. While my brother and I slept at night. I asked her where she would go and 
she said she hung out with friends in a local bar. When I woke the next day, mom would 
be found sleeping with empty liquor bottles and an ashtray filled to the brim with 
cigarettes on the floor besides the couch. During most days at home, mom laid on the 
couch crying and smoking. Sometimes she would be on the phonewith Jill. Other times, 
she would be talking to a friend she met the night before.

Mom took over the second bedroom eventually and I ended up sharing my bedroom 
with my brother again. At one point, she had some other woman come to live with us but 
that relationship did not work out. The only thing I remember about this lady was that she 
tried to cook us a whole chicken one night and left the feathers on. We made fun of her 
for a good while after that.
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Dad drove us back to the basement apartment on Sunday night after our weekend visit. 
Dad was always very careful to get us home at just the right time after every visit. My 
brother and I ran into the apartment excited to see my mother. We left my dad behind to 
talk to some neighbors outside. 

I found a stash of Playgirl magazines in the bathroom one day. I looked through it and 
read the articles in amazement. I honestly was sort of disgusted in the poses of the men. 
I did not understand but intuitively knew that I it was not right to look at these magazines. 
I snuck my brother into the bathroom one day after reviewing them and reading the 
articles. I learned a lot about sex through those magazines. I locked the door behind us 
and began teaching my brother about sex. We looked at the pictures together. 
Sometime later, I told Bubbe about it. We discussed those magazines and then, 
dropped the subject. I did not get into trouble for teaching my brother.

I walked around the apartment looking for my mother. The lights were on but all of our 
stuff was gone. There was a wardrobe in the room she took over and hanging on it was 
her favorite flannel shirt. It was bright red with big black checks on it. It still smelled like 
my mother's perfume. That was it. I walked out of the room and found a folded note on 
the dining room table with my dad's name on it. By this time, I had sensed that 
something was wrong so I helped myself to the note and began reading. 

My mother had run away. WHAT? How does a grown-up run away? I did not understand. 
I sat on the couch she would be found on during our stay in the apartment and cried into 
the flannel shirt she left behind. I smelled the smoke but did not pay much attention until I 
heard my father calling my brother and I from the front door through the kitchen. Flames 
were coming from inside the oven. At first dad yelled for us to come to him but then, he 
started yelling to stand in the bathtub and run cold water. So we listened. 

A bit later, my brother and I heard the small, narrow windows smashed out and a man 
looked in to direct me to drag the coffee table over to under the window and then to put a 
chair on top of that to try to climb out. I did as I was told but neither my brother or I were 
tall enough or strong enough to pull ourselves up the wall enough to get out of the 
windows. 

We were then instructed to hurry to pull the dining room table over in exchange for the 
coffee table. My brother and I were able to push it halfway through the living before room 
two remen covered in big costumes and funny masks grabbed us, wrapped us in tin foil 
looking blankets and carried us out through the kitchen walking through very thick 
smoke and ames.

My brother and I were placed on the ground and inspected by other people. We 
were soaking wet from standing in the cold shower and covered with some extremely 
thick muddy feeling stuff. We were shivering and scared and all I remember seeing 
were lots of ashing lights and darkness and chaos. I was exhausted. My mother was 
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gone. Dad was stuck with us again.

I don't remember the ride back to dad's apartment. I do remember having to go to work 
with him for a few days during the week that week. I do remember being brought back to 
Bubbe and Zeyde's house again.
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This made Karen cry. The fights between Karen and my father were horrible and 
happened at the blink of an eye. One minute we were all having fun and the next, my 
father would be screaming violently at her and belittling her.

The girls and boys in our group began pairing up and the pairs would change on a 
weekly basis. They began playing games like “Truth and Dare” and “Run, Catch, and 
Kiss” at parties. Karen was great to help me to understand all of this and I was extremely 
comfortable talking to her about these topics. She volunteered in the school library and 
all of the teachers and kids loved her. She was very proud of my accomplishments and 
loved when I began recycling garbage to make my own dollhouse. She even 
encouraged me by giving me unique items and listening to my thoughts on how and 
what I could make out of it. 

After some time of not seeing Dad, I don't remember exactly why…. I believe we were 
living with Bubbe and Zeyde maybe…we returned to meet Karen. At first, Karen was 
greeted as just another one of dad's girlfriends. Over the years, since the divorce, he had 
introduced us to so many of his girlfriends and then, once we became friends, she 
disappeared in a cloud of dad's jokes and ridicules. 

I remember one girlfriend we particularly became fond of named Roseanne. She and 
her family were Italian but we had so much fun with her and dad. Roseanne was 
particularly attentive to my brother and I and her family was fun to be around. 

One day, Roseanne was gone and dad made fun of her family's door knobs or 
something. We expected the same with Karen only, Karen didn't leave. Karen believed 
they were to marry and dad led her to believe that someday, they would get married, 
except during their horrible fights in which case he would remind her that they had 
agreed that she would take care of my brother and I and that was the only reason why 
she was there. 

Despite all of this, Karen was the closest thing…besides Bubbe…that I had to a 
th“normal” mother. I was in the 5  grade at the time and the kids I hung out with were 

beginning to explore their sexuality. The topic of sex pretty much was all they spoke 
about. 

At first, my dollhouse was strictly furniture but, one day, Karen brought home a wooden 
board so that I could have a floor/tray to set my furniture on.

Karen also encouraged me to be me…and she often expressed how wonderful that 
was. We discovered that I was good at putting model cars and planes together so, she 
began surprising me periodically with kits. She found that I was good at up cycling

Chapter 5
Dad and Karen
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Dad was also great, when he was in a good mood, to do crafts with me. Dad was deeply 
engaged in learning macramé at the time. It was a very popular craft craze and a lot of 
home décor and jewelry in particular were made. 

When things were good between dad and Karen, he was an absolutely amazing father. I 
flunked the only exam I ever flunked in my life during this time. The subject was long 
division and anyone who knows me, will be nodding their heads right now in 
understanding acknowledgment. 

 t-shirts and jeans, so she would buy really cheap clothing items from thriftstores and 
flea markets and then, would proudly wear my creations out often bragging what they 
were made from and that I was her designer. Karen made friends with my friend's 
parents and would encourage me to go play at so and so's house.

We had one month to pick what we were going to make and create it. We poured 
through various craft books and picked a pop-up, tissue paper fish. When completed, 
the tissue paper pulled into a round, accordion looking ball and served as the body of 
the fish. The head and tail were made of cardboard.

Dad was great.  I thought, when I brought home the paper with immense fear and 
apprehension that I was going to get pummeled but, I did not. Instead, dad sat with me 
before dinner in the dining room and explained point by point, step by step long division. 
He demonstrated how to work various problems. He gave me sample problems to work 
every day. The teacher saw how upsetting the failed test was to me and gave me the 
opportunity to make up the grade by scheduling an additional, extra credit test the 
following week. Dad helped me prepare. I earned a 100% on that test and was very 
proud to report my score to my father that night.

Dad made an incredible owl wall hanging that inspired me to want to learn but I was 
more interested in creating jewelry at the time. So we bought jute cord for me to practice 
and create and eventually we incorporated beads and jewelry findings into the pieces as 
well. So, Dad was all about one particular school project I was assigned in which I had to 
create something. 

I absolutely stink at math. I see numbers and absolutely freeze in my mind, regardless of 
whether I see and understand the formulas and the concepts. I usually overcame such 
shortcomings in school…except in long division.  

The fish came out wonderfully and dad sat through the entire process and described 
what to do and directed me when necessary. He was so good…when he was good. 
Most of the time however and unfortunately, my dad was not in a good mood. I suppose I 
was overweight at the time because the rst thing dad created was a losing weight 
contest between the entire family.
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There were several beating sessions with my father as well. After school and homework, 
my brother and I were permitted to play downstairs in the ally way until my father got 
home from work and dinner was ready. On this particular day, I was playing on my pogo 
stick and got distracted when it was time to come upstairs…only I forgot my pogo stick 
behind the stairs in the ally. 

Generally, I was a very neat and tidy child and one of my favorite tasks was to organize 
and reorganize my clothing and toys to find the best, most efficient ways to keep them. 
During one month while living with my father though, I'm not certain what happened but I 
let this whole thing slip. I didn't clean my clothes and began wearing them dirty. My 
cupboards and drawers were not as neat as usual. My socks were not rolled the way I 
liked them.

Clearly my father knew nothing about eating disorder prevention as, I stopped eating all 
food and would only allow myself 5 cherries during the day.

Each Friday, after school and before Shabbos, we were weighed in to see who lost the 
most weight. The person who lost the most weight during the week got to pick a small 
prize that could be used during Shabbos. 

Dad stormed back downstairs and appeared in the door with either end in both hands. 
He was screaming incoherently about how irresponsible I was and careless and 
ungrateful. He then began bashing the pogo stick against the wall until it fell into pieces.

At the end of the month, the person who lost the most weight was awarded a big gift of 
their choice. I won…I think. I know I was awarded the prize anyway and bought myself a 
Barbie airplane. Ask me how I managed to lose all that weight. 

Sometimes, I would also eat a slice of watermelon as well. Dinner was already slimmed 
down in the spirit of all of us losing weight, but I was constantly praised for taking less 
and less food.

I came home to dad calmly sitting on my bed and, intuitively, I knew something was up. I 
looked around and my drawers and cupboards were completely ransacked with 
clothing coming through the cracks. I opened the drawers and pulled out my clothing 
carefully and deliberately to find little notes that said things like, “I stink” pinned to the 
crotches of pants and such. I looked over at my father confused at which point he began 
belittling me and shaming me for not keeping my clothing clean.

Karen was diagnosed with a severe form of Lupus. I was forced to spend my Sundays in 

Karen became progressively sicker and sicker as time went by. No one knew what was 
wrong and, at rst, no one would tell me that she was sick. Eventually though, she began 
losing all of her hair and getting weaker and weaker spending progressively more and 
more time in bed. She had to go into the doctor's ofce all the way in Manhattan almost 
every day. 
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the laundromat doing the family wash. This required a lot of work on my part as the 
laundromat was several city blocks down the avenue. 

Many times during the week, I would also have to walk all the way to the grocery store 
and back by myself to shop. The grocery was very very far and required quite a long 

thwalk for a 5  grader. It was so far that the first few times I went I actually needed directions 
because we never even shopped in that neighborhood before. Walking back though 
was dreadful as the “wagon” was made of very thin, woven metal rods which left pretty 
large gaps in between. If the bag person did not pack ever so carefully or they made the 
bags too heavy, things would fall out from the bottom. Once I was forced to walk the 
entire way in the rain and the paper bags got wet and jars of stuff fell from the holes. 

One of the jars broke on the sidewalk and I was not given enough money to replace it so, 
I had to walk all the way home with the groceries I had and return back and forth to 
replace those things that broke. There were times when I had to prepare the meal 
because Karen was too sick to get out of bed. I was responsible for all of this and taking 
care of my brother while no one was home for us after school. Eventually, Karen stayed 
in bed and then, after school one day, I found Karen dead in her bed. Shortly later, we 
were sent back to Bubbe and Zeyde.

It required that I take the “wagon” filled with four people's laundry for a week and drag it 
up and down the apartment and back and forth to and from the laundromat. It required 
that I sit at the laundromat by myself almost all day waiting for the clothes to wash and 
then dry. It meant me folding four people's clothes and schlepping them all the way back 
to the apartment. 
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I focused only on this because truly, it was the only lesson that I understood what was 
expected and I understood how to learn it successfully. So, each week we learned a 
different times table. Bubbe and zeyde helped by buying flashcards and allowing to 
make my own flashcards on notecards. Zeyde would test me while Bubbe made dinner. 
Bubbe would test me with a huge, proud smile on her face. The entire rest of school was 
completely an anomaly to me. 

I would return home to struggle to figure out what exactly what I was supposed to be 
doing for homework. The textbooks were extremely different than those I was used to 
using in New York. The grammar lessons and textbook did not make any sense and 
grammar was one of my favorite subjects. The only positive thing that came from 
attending the public school for this short time was I learned my multiplication tables. 

During this visit with Bubbe and Zeyde we were initially enrolled in a public school. We 
had to wake up very early in the morning and walk a far distance to be picked up by the 
school bus on the main road that ran alongside of the adult community. Bubbe always 
walked us to the bus and stood until we were safely aboard. Zeyde always stood on the 
side of the road to pick us up in the afternoon.

I do not think I did well in this school. I did not understand anything I was supposed to do 
and the teachers were not too keen to take me aside and assist me with understanding 
what the homework meant or even how to work the textbooks. 

I had no idea what was going on. We had fitness tests in physical education class but I 
had no idea where to find the field unless led there. The teachers gave page numbers to 
work in grammar but some of the actual textbook pages had letters and page numbers 
and others had numbers. There were no real questions to answer on the pages. 

I was very confused and never felt confident about anything. I would spend my class 
periods watching the girl in front of me swing on the desk in a sitting position. The girl 
next to me had the coolest brown leather purse with a flower made of small seashells on 
it. Bubbe found the purse and bought it for me. That was really special!

Ah! Bubbe and Zeyde. I think they sensed that I was not happy in the public school 
because shortly after I started, I was placed into the Yeshiva. Oh how I loved the Yeshiva. 
I made friends immediately. The teachers loved me. The school van picked me up in 
front of the condo and I traveled each way for an hour and a half. It was an extremely long 
day but I loved it. I would get to school and Rabbi Richter met everyone so that we could 
Davon together. I loved Davening. What better way to start the day then to sing beautiful 
Hebrew songs to Hashem! I learned them all quickly. I learned Hebrew quickly. 

Chapter 6
From Public School to Yeshiva
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Rabbi Richter and Mar Azuly along with Mr. Paille called Bubbe and Zeyde into a 
conference to tell them that they were creating a special program for me so I would be 
constantly moved from class to class depending on my previous knowledge and how 
fast I picked up on the lesson. I spent most of my Hebrew studies in the accelerated 
class even though my actual Hebrew speaking ability was not as good as the other 
classmates. 

My reading speed was excellent and my understanding of Hebrew was equally as good. 
So, I sat in these classes completely understanding that it was an exceptional 
opportunity for me to learn at my own pace but that I was probably going to be slower 
than any of the other kids in class.

Mr. Paille taught us the human body in detail and I remembered all of the Latin names of 
the bones and muscles and the systems and again, I was totally fascinated. Mr. Paille 

thtaught me math at my own pace and in 6  grade I began working trigonometry and 
calculus. He was so good to encourage me. 

When I first began at the Yeshiva, Mr. Paille also taught English studies and social 
studies. One of my favorite lessons was creative writing. One week, our assignment was 
to make believe we were Anne Frank and write about our own experiences. Admittedly, I 
was not very good at creative writing. I loved doing it but there was another girl in our 
class that was absolutely brilliant. Eventually, she moved to New York and became a 
professional writer.

Eventually, the Yeshiva hired Mrs. Leznoff to take over the English studies area. Mrs. 
Leznoff came from Montreal, Canada and spoke French Canadian and English. She 
taught at McGill University and moved to the area with her husband and dog.

.I did not like Mrs. Leznoff at all in the beginning. I was used to Mr. Paille's easy going 
style. Mrs. Leznoff was extremely strict so, I experienced a lot of stress when I was in her 
class. Eventually, I realized how much I actually learned from her. She was not a touchy-
feely teacher like Mr. Paille was, she was all business.

The first part of the days at the Yeshiva were spent in Hebrew studies. We were only 
allowed to speak Hebrew and were only spoken Hebrew to by the teachers. We studied 
our parsha in Hebrew. We wrote and read in Hebrew. We then went to lunch. The second 
part of our day was all English studies. 

Mr. Paille had to be the absolute best teacher I have ever come across in my entire life. 
He was dedicated and loving and such a great mentor. He would tell the class of all his 
travels and I would sit in absolute dumbfounded amazement. He told of his trip to India 
where there was a wall that people would pee. He explained this because he said people 
did not use their left hand to shake hands for this reason. They would use it instead of 
toilet paper. 
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After Shabbos that weekend, we went to buy crayons at K-Mart so that I could complete 
my assignment properly. Hashem has always worked in very strange ways in my life. 
This time was no different. I would have mentioned this way sooner, only it was during 
this event in my life that I remember being particularly cognizant of this. 

Mrs. Perlman too was not a very friendly teacher. She liked me. I did well in her class. She 
was just not very personable. She gave us some assignment and instructed us to make 
it bright and cheerful and colorful. So I went home and told Bubbe and Zeyde that I 
needed crayons. But we could not get crayons that night for homework. So I penciled 
my assignment and handed it in the next day. 

Before she could ask another question, I felt myself beginning to cry so I got up and ran 
to the bathroom. When I calmed down, I went to the teacher's lounge to speak with Mr. 
Paille.

I went home that afternoon quite distracted. Bubbe asked me right away what happened 
and I told her. Zeyde called someone at the school that night to have a discussion. 

We walked to the pool that Sunday, and at one point, I looked up and Mrs. Perlman was 
standing above me. For the first time, I felt extremely shy and embarrassed. So much so 
that it compelled me to hide behind Bubbe. She was very friendly but, I ran away to play 
in the pool. At dinner that night, Bubbe relayed the entire life story of Mrs. Perlman. Mrs. 
Perlman was recently divorced with two daughters. She was visiting the condo complex 
because her mother-in-law just purchased a condo on the opposite side of the canal. 
Bubbe seemed pleased to know Mrs. Perlman. I did not understand this because of 
what had transpired between us at school. At rst, I was angry at bubbe for being a traitor 
but then, Mrs. Perlman seemed a lot nicer and I decided to forget the whole thing.

I remember Mrs. Perlman sitting in front of the class. I sat in front to her right. She pulled 
out my homework to demonstrate it to everyone as something she did not want. She 
reiterated that she wanted lots of color for the picture. She then began her inquisition. 
Why was yours not in color? I was embarrassed and could feel myself turning red. 
Because I did not have colors at home. Why don't you have crayons or markers at 
home? Because we have not needed any. Why could you not borrow from your 
neighbor? Because I live in an adult community and no one would have crayons. Why 
do you live in an adult community? 

By this time, I was horrified and not ready to reveal my entire life history in front of this 
teacher or my classmates. But she continued. So I replied, because I live with my Bubbe 
and Zeyde and…..

During my attendance, the Yeshiva just kept growing. We kept getting additional new 
teachers. We had one, very young teacher from Boston come to teach social studies. 
Then, we had another teacher, Mrs. Perlman, who embarrassed me beyond repair to our 
relationship. 
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I graduated the Yeshiva as valedictorian. After graduation, all of my friends and I went 
our separate ways as we headed off to separate areas of study and expertise. We 
connected for a short time and then, broke off again. Each of us had our own families 
and tsuris to deal with in life. 

I was incredibly fortunate to have had the Yeshiva in my life when I did. The learning 
opportunities were exceptional with teachers who were beyond dedicated to bringing 
us the very best information in fun and creative formats. The lessons I learned from the 
Yeshiva truly and completely follow me until this day. I channel Mrs. Leznoff every time I 
write. I remember Mr. Paille who instilled in me a love for science and social studies. I 
speak to Rabbi Richter and envision him as part of my daily davening, chats with 
Hashem and as part of my Shabbos rituals on Friday nights and throughout Saturdays. 

I participated with the alumni coordinator for a little while but being out-of-state was 
difficult and, because they wanted money and rationalized that the money was for 
various get-togethers that I could not participate in, I eventually dropped out. The last I 
spoke to the school, Mr. Paille died many years prior. No one knew from what. Rabbi 
Richter died of cancer. Mar Azuly just disappeared and, it was rumored took his family 
and moved back to Israel. Mrs. Leznoff retired.

I could have fallen into a horrible black abyss of mourning when I came to these people 
but they lifted me up and gave me confidence in my abilities. That and coupled with the 
love of Bubbe and Zeyde, I believe, brought me through to my next journey. G-d is SO 
good!

Sometimes, it makes me sad to think that these people died without my knowledge at 
the time of their deaths. They played such a crucial role in my development as a normal 
human being and in my Yiddishkite, and in my love of learning. I realize now that, 
especially as a child, some people feel so close to me even though they were only 
instruments in my life. I feel badly about this even though, as a child, I'm not certain I was 
equipped to do anything about this. I really didn't know a lot about these people besides 
what they told me about their lives yet they were so integral in my life. I pray that their 
Neshomahs hear my conversations with and about them so that they know how 
important they were to me.
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I absolutely adore cuddly stuffed animals of a particular size and this one was 
completely and utterly what I look for; soft and cuddly and just the right size. The letter 
on the bottom of the box was congratulatory on my initiation. I called him immediately to 
thank him. I felt so grateful and excited to have been given such an amazing surprise.

The series of books Jill stole when she left the apartment with our stuff was a huge series 
of very fancy, hardcover books with gorgeous illustrations. The books I most remember 
liking were Aesop's Fables, Rudyard Kipling, Little Women etc. The illustrator was the 
same across all of the books which unified all of the books. 

Zeyde had a heart attack between my graduation from the day school and moving onto 
high school. I didn't understand what a heart attack was or what the implications could 
have been at the time. He stayed in the hospital for about a week and then came home 
very frail. My brother and I were visiting my father in New York at the time and were 
brought back home to Florida when Zeyde came home. My uncle flew from California to 
oversee his care.

I always admired my uncle. He was a brilliant doctor. Throughout my life until this point, I 
had not known my uncle very much but, Bubbe spoke very highly of him in conjunction 
with my own talents and interests. My uncle was a general practitioner in the Air Force 
from the time I can remember taking note of his existence. I believe I actually met my 
uncle twice prior; one time he was asleep in the second bedroom of the apartment, the 
second he scratched my back while we watched a football game and he mentioned how 
rough it felt. 

The only other times I interacted with him was on brief phone calls between England and 
America. Periodically, I would receive packages from him from exotic destinations with 
dolls in traditional costume from where they came. My uncle would also send fun things 
like traditional story books etc. 

When I got initiated into my sorority in college, an unexpected box came to my dorm one 
day. I opened it and it had a haul of items marked with the Greek letters of my sorority on 
them. I got pencils and pens and pads and a pillow case. My favorite item though was a 
lion, which was the sorority mascot wearing a t-shirt with the sorority's Greek letters 
across the chest.

My uncle liked to draw as told by Bubbe. She told me this because the art teacher at the 
day school really encouraged me, and then Bubbe and Zeyde to put me into special art 
classes. She wanted me to become an artist. Bubbe immediately stole off and bought 
me charcoals and a pad and I began really enjoying sketching while going to different 
places and seeing different people.

Chapter 7
All In The Family Crafts
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Bubbe began teaching me to crochet, knit, and needlepoint when I was about three 
years old. These were crafts she was particularly skilled at and shared with me. She 
used to interject my lessons with stories about her learning from her mother and aunt 
and grandmother but Bubbe also used to seek help on various projects from other 
Jewish lady friends in the neighborhood who also were skilled in these areas. 

As a result of my uncle, and the very few personal interactions I had with him, I wanted to 
become a pediatrician when I grew up. He worked as a general practitioner in the Air 
Force in England. At first, I wanted to be a teacher and then I wanted to be a nurse, but 
Bubbe would sit me on the windowsill while she sat in the rocker and she would tell me 
that whatever I did when I grew up that I needed to work to be at the top of the ladder not 
some place midway. She always encouraged me to strive to become the best at 
whatever I did.

It was also a great socialization opportunity among all of the Jewish families. Everyone 
spoke Yiddish; so much so that when anyone spoke English at that time, I would have to 
pause to get back on track with what they were saying, sometimes not figuring it out until 
I missed half of the beginning of the sentence.

All of the pictures on Bubbe's walls were of needlepoints and petti points she made. The 
piano stool was covered in a needlepoint as well. She began teaching me needlepoint 
by buying me children's lace-up shapes. I sat and did the lace-ups while Bubbe sat and 
did her needlepoints.

Eventually, I became very skilled at figuring it all out though; noticing whether a red was 

Bubbe always knew which canvas she wanted to work next but, it took, what seemed 
like hours picking out the exact threads she believed would look best on the canvas. Her 
favorite worker would pull out various shades upon shades of colors and place them 
together so that Bubbe could see all the threads as they lay together. I used to squint to 
see if I could figure out the differences between some of the threads. Some of the colors 
were so close to each other, it was difficult to tell.

The older people in New York would sit together in the shade of the alley ways on beach 
chairs during the hot afternoons. The women would sit and talk and work on their 
various art projects while the men sat in another group talking close by. The younger 
children would play in the area and the older children would stop to chat periodically 
throughout the day. The old buildings were not wired for air conditioner so the alley ways 
were shaded from the sun by the tall buildings and blew a gentle breeze from the ocean. 

Needlepoints were a huge part of Bubbe's life. When she completed a project, we would 
go to her favorite needlepoint store to purchase a new canvas and threads. The store 
seemed huge and crowded and dark. It was completely filled with canvases and threads 
and needles and I don't even know what. 
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Usually the pictures were of some type of Judaica picture; a rabbi scribing Torah, Jewish 
women dancing joyously, a beautiful woman's bust. My favorite project of hers was two 
matching “bell pulls” she made. One was of butteries and the other of owers; both in 
the same style. Bubbe used the same colors in both pieces and they came out 
absolutely gorgeous. Bubbe and Zeyde spared no expense in framing or having 
Bubbe's pieces nished and the bell pulls were no exception. 

warmer with yellows in it versus a red that was cooler with blues in it. When bubbe was 
close to making a decision, I would eventually hear her calling my Zeyde's name to ask 
what he thought. Zeyde always had the nal word on what looked good. He would make 
a few changes and then, give his nal approval. I would take a huge sigh of relief once 
Zeyde agreed with the colors because that meant we were close to leaving. Zeyde 
would go to pay and Bubbe would scout her next project. Sometimes she would ask 
whether she could get the same picture on a different size canvas. If Bubbe needed to 
special order her canvas, she would do so before we left so that it would have arrived at 
the store for the next visit.

The top piece and bottom piece were incredibly relieved with orals and berries. The 
backing of each piece was of off white velvet. They were just incredible. I would stare at 
Bubbe's work all the time and would carefully watch and listen as she needlepointed 
throughout the night while sitting in her chair and watching television with the family. 
Bubbe taught me that ensuring the back of the piece was just as beautiful as the front of 
the piece because this saved a lot of money on thread and allowed the piece to lie 
beautifully in the frame. People complimented Bubbe on her back work as much as they 
complimented her on her front work.

It was an exciting day when Bubbe and Zeyde actually bought me my very first, real 
needlepoint. As I got older, I was graduated from the lace-up cutouts to cheaper yarn 
needlepoints. The pictures on the yarn needlepoints became progressively more 
complicated as my skill increased; both in picture detail and in color shading. As my skill 
became better, working with yarn became increasingly frustrating. 

I did not like how the wool felt in my hand and, I definitely did not like how it looked on 
projects. The beautiful pieces I had chosen to work would end up looking hairy and 
fuzzy rather than sharp and beautiful. Getting to work with embroidery floss was quite 
exciting even though, it required a lot of initial oversight by Bubbe. It was not as easy as I 
had hoped it would be and as Bubbe made it look. The floss would have to be separated 
which resulted in knots or split thread if not careful. 

Then, the thread would knot in the back of the canvas as it was worked and, if you were 
not careful, you would not catch it until after you were far down the row. This would 
require having to rip out the worked stitches, untie the knot, and then go back to rework 
the stitches again. Once stitches were untied, they had the tendency to knot more easily 
so you had to be very careful while working that length of the yarn in particular.

39



I always loved needlepointing during any free time I had. Bubbe and I would steal any 
free moments we could during the day to work on our respective pieces.

Needlepointing was a great way to stay calm and focused, have fun, and still participate 
in family time around the television listening to conversation. I also loved that it was 
relatively easy to take with us wherever we happened to go during the day. It was 
something wonderful that Bubbe and I shared. Later on, during high school, I taught 
myself counted cross-stitch and got to teach Bubbe. Counted cross-stitch used the 
same principles Bubbe taught me with needlepoint, only the stitch shows as an 'x' on the 
front side. 

We tried to buy magnifying glasses with special lights that stood on a stand to help her. 
We changed the light bulbs in the family room so that she could see the thread colors 
more accurately. We even had her eyes checked and bought specialty glasses and 
even contacts. HA HA…Bubbe thought she was so modern with her contacts. She 
showed them to everyone and bragged that her grandchildren kept her young.

I was able to keep my backs very neat and tidy in the same technique Bubbe taught me 
with needlepoint. I was so proud and honored to be able to teach Bubbe this skill. She 
did not like counted cross-stitch as it required a lot more concentration as the canvas is 
not marked prior to making stitches. Rather, the photo is created on the canvas by 
working the number of stitches on the diagram. This was confusing and difficult for 
Bubbe who, by this time, was unable to work any needle work at night any longer 
because of her eye sight.

Zeyde turned out to be quite the crafter himself. He started by buying a sewing machine, 
I think he bought it out of necessity as my brother and I were growing so quickly that they 
could not keep buying clothing for us. So, the trick was to buy the clothing as big and 
long as possible so that there was “room to grow into them”. Zeyde learned to hem and 
take in pants so that they could be let out as needed. The sewing machine he purchased 
had a really neat feature that created a line of different images; flowers, dogs, balloons. 
Eventually, everything I owned was decorated with one of the images at the bottom. This 
was a novelty at first, but as I grew, I became self-conscious because all of my clothes 
were bought in sizes much larger than actually fit

Alas, nothing seemed to work to help her so, Bubbe took some time off from crafting at 
night. She figured out to do her baking and cooking at night and use that time during the 
day to needlepoint. She did not like that as much but it served its purpose at the time. 
Bubbe also went back to crocheting and knitting. She started off making clowns with 
spiral limbs in various colors. She then went on to develop her own afghan blanket 
pattern. The afghans were beautiful and, she created one for each family member in 
different colors. Mine were shades of pinks and greens. My brother's was shades of 
blue. Some special friends also ended up with completed afghans as well. Eventually 
though, Bubbe  figured out a way to work her needlepoints where she worked the lighter 
shades during the nights and saved the darker shades for during the days.
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Zeyde also had a run with hooking rugs. Eventually, he gave up crafts though and got 
really into reading books. He would go to the library to borrow stacks of books at a time. 
He particularly loved reading any book that was set in the lower eastside of New York; 
the place he grew up. I loved seeing Zeyde reading. It was great to see him enjoying 
something outside of the television and, the books would prompt him to begin telling us 
stories about when he was a boy. These stories gave me so much insight into who 
Zeyde was and it also gave me a great love and knowledge of how the Jewish people 
lived as immigrants in America. It always made my heart smile to hear Zeyde retell his 
childhood. I would hang on his every word.

Zeyde took his sewing machine prowess into embroidery. He used Bubbe's leftover 
needlepoint floss to make his creations. He started with small and simple projects but, 
then quickly moved to more complicated designs. He made an absolutely incredible 
tiger on the back of a denim jacket. People would stop him to ask where he got the jacket 
and when he told them that he made it, they would either offer to buy it from him or 
commission him to make one for them. A few times, Zeyde actually considered selling 
the jacket but never did and my father ended up inheriting it eventually.
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This was quite a change from the other apartments I had lived in because none were 
wired for air conditioner. Everyone thinks because New York is in the Northeast of 
America, it is cold. This, I can assure you, is certainly not true. The summers are horribly 
hot. There are no trees to provide shade and the tall buildings block the ocean breeze. 
Spring days are also very hot because most climate controlled buildings have not 
switched over to air yet so, even when going into stores, the air is stuffy and oppressive. I 
remember having to run a full day of errands on the avenue with my aunt and feeling as if 
I was going to collapse any second if she did not get me something to eat and drink in 
the air conditioner soon. She would notice my getting tired but would push on with a 
“just one more store”. 

Bubbe eventually became friends again with four of her sisters. Only one of her sisters 
was a hold out and never really came around. I only met two of her sisters before they 
died but I heard all about their visits and such while I was in college. So, I knew the one 
who lived in the ice box and another who once showed off an absolutely huge diamond 
ring at the Shabbos table that admired. Later, once my aunt left, Bubbe took me into the 
kitchen to tell me that she was beaten by her husband all of the time throughout her 
many years of marriage to him and then, after she was beaten he would buy her a 
ridiculously expensive gift. I found that horribly sad and unfortunate and I worried about 
my aunt for months after that.

He only spoke Yiddish. We called him “Rabbi”. Bubbe didn't speak to any of her sisters 
until much later when we moved to Florida. She rst began having a relationship with the 
youngest sister. We would go visit her family in Brooklyn. She had three, grown children 
and I absolutely adored being around them. I found them absolutely hilarious, 
especially the oldest son. I loved sleeping over my aunt's house because it was a co-op 
building where water and electric were already paid in the monthly payment, so my aunt 
kept the apartment like an ice box.

Zeyde's family immigrated from Germany. He was very poor when he got here. Bubbe 
and Zeyde used to laugh because Bubbe was considered the richer of the two because 
her family actually had their own toilet in their apartment. Zeyde had to share his with the 
other people in the building. Zeyde had a rough childhood. His mother as well, died 

Bubbe and Zeyde's life was centered on Judaism and their pride surrounding 
everything the Jewish people and, specically their families had gone through to enjoy 
the freedoms and peace that we all enjoyed in America. Bubbe came from a family who 
immigrated from Poland. She had ve other sisters and she was the oldest. Her mother 
died at a very young age from, I believe pneumonia. Her father came to America and 
worked as a cobbler. Bubbe's father was quite fascinating to me. He would come and sit 
on the couch and the family would go about their business and he would watch until 
someone came over to him to sit for a few minutes. 

Chapter 8
On Being Jewish
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We would nally arrive in the market parking lot, eat lunch in the sweltering hot van so as 
not to waste gas and then go into the air-conditioned market to buy whatever Bubbe had 
on her list. She would buy for at least 2-3 weeks so as not to have to make the drive 
again. She would buy meats and cheeses and bakery items and other, more specialty 
Jewish items like my favorite Halavah, Mevushal wines for Shabbos Kiddush, Tam Tam 

Purchasing groceries with Hekshers on them or meats that have been killed and treated 
as commanded in The Torah is crazy cost prohibitive compared to non- kosher 
meats…I'm saying that to buy a kosher chicken is about three times the cost of its non-
kosher counterpart. The part of me that wishes to give people the benet of the doubt 
rationalizes that this is because a Mashgiach must draw some type of salary for 
supervising the store and then the Beis Din must get their portion of that. The skeptic in 
me however, says that the cost of Kosher food is triple what non- kosher food is 
because…well because the laws of Kashrut are a commandment and, as Jews, we 
follow what is commanded by Hashem…so we are stuck.  Economics 101 says, supply 
and demand. We, as Jews create the demand, they know we have to pay, so they can 
charge whatever they wish because they have Jewish people over a barrel.

Even in Brooklyn, New York it can still be difcult to nd kosher food to eat on the go like 
other, non-kosher people do in New York. In New York, it seems like pizza places, for 
instance, are at least three to a block. Unfortunately, none of those are usually kosher. 
So most of us are relegated to purchasing food from groceries that have Hekshers on 
the labels, or buying vegetables and taking them back home to prepare and eat. The 
lack of resources like kosher meats or restaurants are quite an unfortunate and 
inconvenient way of life for most Jewish people. Making plans to get together with 
friends in a restaurant is not an easy activity like it is for others.

When we lived in the adult community, the only kosher butcher, deli, and bakery 
required a 2 hour each way drive.  Bubbe and Zeyde would pack several coolers…one 
for meat, one for pareve, one for dairy with blue ice labeled in colors. The red label was 
for meat, the blue label was for dairy and the pretty purple one was for pareve. Bubbe 
would pack up lunch for all of us and Zeyde would throw the coolers in the back of the 
van and away we would go for the day…just to buy groceries.  The drive on the turnpike 
was long and boring in those days. We would pass nothing but pine tree after pine tree. I 
could never read in the car because it made me car sick and crochets or sewing was not 
an option either…so I would sleep.  Bubbe would always laugh when I had my bouts of 
insomnia that Zeyde should take me on a car ride because ever since I was a baby, that 
is how they would get me to sleep. When we all lived in New York, and I couldn't sleep, 
Bubbe, Zeyde and my dad would take me on long trips through the country just so that I 
would sleep a little.

when he was very young. Zeyde actually had to raise himself. Neither bubbe nor zeyde 
had much of an education. I believe Zeyde nished grade school whereas Bubbe 

thcompleted 5  grade only.
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Bubbe was amazing in the kitchen. I don't remember ever not liking something she 
cooked. Bubbe was also a wiz though at whipping meals up in a jiffy. She kept things like 
whole and fresh made kugels, some type of spread…like vegetarian mock liver, chicken 
soup, and rugelach or Mandelbrot in the freezer for unexpected company or a need for a 
quick meal. Bubbe always had a beautiful spread of food to offer people on the y. She 
was also amazing at preparing these items by having to buy only a minimum of items. 
For instance, Bubbe always had fresh fruit available to me for in between meal snacks. If 
the fruit was going to get over-ripe, she would throw together a fruit salad or use the 
apples in her date and apple cake or make banana bread. She would give Zeyde a tiny 
list of things to get at the grocery that day, he would run in and be back usually before I 
knew he was gone. Bubbe was off to the races. She would cook up a full day of meals 
plus some freezer things with the groceries.

Crackers for her kishka (my absolutely favorite dish she made), and Straits square 
noodles for her chicken soup. We would get a treat in the bakery…their chocolate 
babkas were crazy delish. The men in the deli knew me from New York as a baby and 
one particularly friendly, older man always called me “Shayna Maydel”. After the long 
shop, Bubbe and Zeyde would waddle out of the market with a stful of heavy, plastic 
bags and stand in the back of the van rearranging and packing everything up in the 
coolers etc. for the long ride home. We usually got home at dusk and Bubbe would 
throw a quick meal together.

The doors on closets were always mirrored. The furniture was always white. Bubbe 
would electric broom the tiled oors every single morning. She would scrub the 
bathrooms every single morning. She would use a mixture of vinegar and water on the 
mirrors every single morning. She would dust every single morning. The kitchen was 
always spotless. The beds were always meticulously made. My toys, books and other 
paraphernalia were always put away before I left my room in the morning. Bubbe would 
say that she keeps the house spotless just in case an unexpected visitor stops by. She 
didn't want to be embarrassed.

Bubbe and Zeyde were not wealthy people. They were on a xed income and raising 
two additional children through their retirement. My father helped with their costs as did 
my uncle in a pinch. Again, I say this because practicing Judaism and not being wealthy 
proved very difcult. There was the grocery issue and the gas required to get there and 
back. There was the Jewish Day School issue that my father helped defray costs and the 
school provided a scholarship for me to attend. To belong to a shul costs money. To live 
near a shul and attend properly, meaning walking to shul on Shabbos costs a LOT of 
money because shuls are generally located in very wealthy residential areas. 

Bubbe was also a cleaning machine. She decorated with very few knick-knacks or, what 
she called tchotchkes. Whenever we would walk in the stores and I would point out a 
cool something, her response would often be “What do you need it for? Just something 
more to dust.” Her oors in Florida were always ceramic tiled in white.
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Most of our Judaica stuff were handmade by myself or my brother. Bubbe and Zeyde 
were always so enthusiastic and encouraging when it came to us making handmade 
bread covers or boards or special plates etc. Some items though, like the books had to 
be purchased and shipped from New York or Israel. Most of the time my father would 
purchase the item in Brooklyn and then we would wait for his next visit to actually receive 
the item. The homemade thing was very cool when we were having family members 
over but very different from eating with my Jewish Day School friends at their house and 
embarrassing when they came over to our house. The other kids at the Jewish Day 
School were extremely wealthy. Their parents were doctors or Palm Beach Jewelers.  
One kid actually had an elevator in her house another, had her own telephone in an 
actual telephone booth outside her bedroom.

The kids at the Day School liked me and accepted me but, I never really felt like one of 
them. They all lived around the shul and knew each other from their weekend lives as 
well as in their school lives. We could not afford that. Bubbe and Zeyde were well-liked 
but also did not feel comfortable around the younger, wealthier day school parents. And 
so, our family practiced Judaism among our own family. I learned to Davon from my 
bubbe who did so three times a day. I would often wake to nd my grandfather wrapped 
in his Tellin and holding his Siddur in one hand while facing the window. He always had 
the most serene expression on his face. His lips would move with a slight smile and he 
would bow at the waist occasionally. I loved watching my Zeyde in these moments 
throughout the day. He always lookedso happy. His eyes would be so kind and gentle.

Again, the skeptic in me says because those are the people who have money to donate 
to the shul. To attend shul on Jewish High Holidays such as Rosh Hashanah and Yom 
Kippur is expensive and, in some towns requires purchasing of tickets well beforehand 
to get a seat. There are the candlesticks for Shabbos (Bubbe used her mother's), Seder 
plates, Chanukahs, challah boards, Kiddush cups, challah covers, matzo covers, 
matzo, Megillah, Siddur, Hagadah, Torah, Mishnah, and Talmud all to purchase along 
with any other books necessary to have an adequate library.

Their parents came to pick them up from school in Bentleys, Ferraris, and Mercedes. 
One girl's parents would actually ask her which she preferred to ride in that day. The kids 
would wear all of the latest fashions. They would make fun of me because while they 
would be wearing Jordache and Gloria Vanderbilt, I would wear long skirts and Levis. 
Their tennis shoes were always the latest, biggest brands. Mine were from K-Mart. My 
best friend actually had a radio in her room. I marveled at that for a long time and every 
time I slept over, I would sit and listen for a very long time. For these people, having their 
own pool in the backyard was a given. For me, it was a genuine treat not to have a million 
strangers around me while I played.

Shabbos dinners always consisted of chicken soup and roasted chicken but the sides 
were always a surprise. Bubbe always had a surprise kugel. My absolute favorite kugel 
was made from some type of Jewish cracker crumbs and mushrooms and I don't even 
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remember what else. She usually served kasha or barley and gelte sh with the purple 
horseradish. The entire table was usually lled with various dishes in lots of colors. We 
would sing Jewish songs as a family around the table (grandma's favorite was Sunrise 
Sunset from Fiddler on the Roof and Zeyde's favorite was My Yiddishe Momma), hear 
Zeyde speak about the Parsha, and tell family stories. Family dinners in the dining room 
were always joyous and happy occasions that ended with Bubbe's homemade Jewish 
pastries. The adults would linger around the table long after Bruchah was said, still 
drinking coffee or tea and picking crumbs from the plates. Inevitably someone would 
state that “this is the best part of a meal” and would hold up a crumb in their hand. All of 
us kids were long dismissed and playing outside or in our rooms.

Dad would eat both of the entire mounds; much to Bubbe's dismay. Bubbe eventually 
learned to keep several huge bags of rugelach in the freezer for backups when she knew 
dad was coming to visit. Dad caught on quickly though, and often, once he left, Bubbe 
would go into the freezer to reach for more rugelach to serve and it would be all gone.

The only reason he would acknowledge my brother or I was because as soon as we 
heard his voice, we would run out of our rooms to hug him. He would push past us and 
head to the kitchen counter where Bubbe always had a huge mound of rugelach and 
Mandelbrot and perhaps some homemade cake waiting for him with coffee.

Occasionally, during visits, dad would act inappropriately aggressive to someone while 
we were out or to a friend that Zeyde would reprimand him. Bubbe was very clearly 
frightened of my father and would tell Zeyde when there was a problem between them 
as well. I often watched in horror as my father, while Zeyde was not there, would reduce 
my Bubbe to tears by yelling and belittling her in front of me. 

My father would visit periodically, for a weekend or so every once in a while. I'm not sure if 
it was my age or the fact that he made it so blatantly clear that my father did not want a 
girl…or me…or whatever…at all. He would come into the house after ying the redeye 
to Florida telling of his latest physical ght, or something blatantly racist about some 
other culture. I would look at Zeyde and Bubbe's expressions of disgust as their son 
went on and on about these occurrences since the last time he visited.

My father would spend much of his days in Florida attempting to impress my Zeyde with 
silly stories that clearly Zeyde was not interested in or ponticating on topics that dad 
thought he was an expert on and Zeyde again, had no interest in.

It would make me sick to my stomach and all I wanted to do was to hug Bubbe but she 
would stand over the sink making like she was washing dishes and staring out of the 
window above. It never felt like a good time to hug her during these ghts because I felt 
like if she was trying to hide her tears, she didn't want me to see and so I pretended not to 
see to try to make her feel better. My father would spend all of his other time shing with 
my brother. He made his favor so blatant that Bubbe caught on and when my father 
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would invite my brother either shing or to a shop or something, Bubbe would quickly 
nd a project for her and me to do together in the kitchen. Usually she would have me roll 
dough for more rugelach but, during Chanukah I would hand grate potatoes and 
onions…and my nger for latkes. For Pesach, we would prepare Kosher for Pesach 
recipes to be frozen in preparation for Seder. If there was nothing to be cooked or baked, 
there was always Bubbe's mother's silver to polish. YUCK! I always hated the gritty pink 
polish and the smell. The best part of polishing silver was seeing the dull, tarnish give 
way to bright and shiny silver. I hated polishing silver and I made no secret of this either. 
Bubbe would laugh and tell me that when she died, I was getting all of the silver.

During the nights, long after dinner, my father and my Zeyde would disappear out of the 
house to play cards or pool with the other Jewish men in the community. I would climb 
into bed with Bubbe and watch Dallas or Dynasty (Bubbe's favorite stories) and we 
would dream about the future or play silly games like, we would go through the alphabet 
and pick a boy and girl name with each letter with the intention of me, someday naming 
my children that name. Bubbe would comment on whether she was fond of the name or 
not and a discussion would ensue. We would design the house that I would live in 
always saying that Bubbe and Zeyde would live with my family so we would all be close 
and I could care for them. Bubbe would laugh and remind me that my future husband 
would want to be consulted on that as well. Eventually, Zeyde would return home and I 
would retire to my bed.

Bubbe also had a huge collection of porcelain tea cups that she collected from all over. 
Since I was a little girl, I was fascinated by these tea cups and would sit on the oor in 
front of the places they were kept, admiring all of them and choosing which was my 
favorite. I tended to choose the ones that were square in shape because they were 
different but all of the designs were just breathtaking and I would sit and study the 
intricacies of the designs of each one.
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My rst week of school was horrible. Bubbe walked me to the bus in the darkness. The 
kids on the bus were very different than those in the day school. They stunk like cigarette 
smoke and wore barely any clothing and ip ops and they cursed and did not listen to 
the bus driver and, as the bus ride wore on, I began to become more and more fearful. I 
don't remember a lot about my rst day. I remember being handed a map of the school 
and my schedule and was forced to struggle to nd where my classes were located in 
the ten minutes allotted between the bells. 

It rained that day so my physical education class took place in the locker rooms with all 
of the other classes that met that time. I thought I made friends that day while standing in 
the back near a tall table but then, I began listening to the girls who knew each other and 
they were talking about going to lunch on the wall where they could smoke and their 
boyfriends with whom they slept with that weekend. They knew about beer brands 
and…all in all…I got quite an education that week. Of course, each day, when I stepped 
off of the bus and found bubbe waiting at the stop to run over and hug her, I managed to 

Transitioning from the Jewish Day School into the public high school was very difcult. 
The public high school was huge with over 400 students in my freshman class. Bubbe 
and I went to register me one hot summer morning. Zeyde had driven us to the school 
but could not walk up the stairs to the top oor where the administrative ofces were 
because it was so shortly after his heart attack. He stayed in the car. Bubbe and I sat in 
the waiting room together and, at one point, I looked up at Bubbe and noticed that she 
was crying. That summer, bubbe and zeyde tried to nd an appropriate high school for 
me that would continue from the Jewish Day School but at the time, the only high 
schools in the area had very long waiting lists and very steep prices. 

The closest one that was a possibility would have been a 3 hour drive either way. We had 
heard horrible horrible things about the school we were zoned for but bubbe and zeyde 
ran out of options and with zeyde so sick there just was not the resources.We got called 
into the ofce and I was advised as to what classes I was to take in order to qualify as an 
honors student and in the college preparatory track. The school was immense and run 
down in a very bad area. It consisted of multiple buildings all of which had at least four 
oors. There was a football eld in the back of all of the buildings. This all stood in stark 
contrast to the beautiful new Jewish Day School that was located in one of the wealthiest 
areas in the world in a small shul with classrooms adjacent.

The administration at the high school was not welcoming. They were very cold and aloof 
and treated us like a number. As we walked out, bubbe vowed to keep looking for high 
schools but that this would have to serve as a backup. As the summer wore on though, I 
secretly gave up hope of not attending that high school and as the rst day of school 
approached, I tried to take a deep breath and be brave so as not to worry bubbe.

Chapter 9
High School
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My friends were also very neat. Most of my friends were very much like me. At school, we 
were friends and worked hard in a friendly competition with each other to get the best 
grades, or the most end of year awards or the highest test score. We all, pretty much 
behaved and did as we were told. We all sat together during homecoming and pep 
rallies. But once we were home, we stayed home and studied or spent time with family. 
We got together occasionally but mostly, spent time with family. We ate lunch together in 
the debate room where all of the other students who ate in there would speak in an 
inside tone or study or do research under the guidance of the debate teacher.

smile and focus on all of the things I learned that day.

The rst weekend home, Bubbe was still not quite convinced about the school despite 
my best efforts and made the mistake of asking someone about it. That week, one of the 
students had been stabbed in the courtyard and they told Bubbe about that. I stiffened 
up as I watched Bubbe's face change. I knew what had happened as we were placed 
under lock down until both students were safely taken away and the school was 
determined to be safe.

As time wore on though, Bubbe and I began to change how we viewed the school. 
Bubbe began telling people that the school was “what you made of it.” This became very 
true. I ended up enrolling in clubs and got involved with the group of students who 
ended up graduating with me among the top 10 students of the class. Over the years, 
many of the students in the younger grades at the Jewish Day School began attending 
the high school. I knew people from the Young Judea group. And, above all, all of the 
teachers really liked me and became great mentors and friends of mine. 

In fact, all of my teachers, except perhaps one that I can remember, were extremely 
passionate good teachers who were active in our lives. I remember, at the time making 
note that it was the strict teachers, the teachers like Mrs. Leznoff, that taught me the most 
and had the most actually stick with me throughout my life. I learned to love poetry 
analysis and analyzing literary pieces like The Canterbury Tales and Shakespeare. I 
learned that even though I have self-doubt about my abilities to conquer things like A.P. 
Chemistry, that I could do it and love it. My teacher, Mrs. Mitchell was amazing and she 
would pepper our lessons with her passion for Florida State University. I was very very 
fortunate in all of my dealings with all of my teachers throughout my high school career.

I grew accustomed to navigating the huge school and nding my classes with each new 
schedule. In my junior and senior year, I grew to love my A.P. English classes in particular 
and was inducted into the National Honor Society. In all of the clubs I was involved in and 
in the multiple honor societies I participated in, I was required to perform community 
service and volunteer activities. National Honor Society decided to raise money for Sri 
Lanka. Ecology Club spent many many weekends in volunteer service cleaning up 
critical ecological areas. I loved my A.P. Biology classes as well and became totally 
enamored with all of the science teachers.
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I graduated with absolutely nothing bad to say about the high school and was sad to 
hear, during our graduation ceremony, that we would be the last class of students to 
attend the school during all four years. The community had voted to knock the school 
down and rebuild at another site. The land of the high school was very valuable close to 
the ocean. The actual buildings were infested with poisonous scorpions and roaches.

Evidently, this greatly disturbed my father because when I walked out of the auditorium 
from the ceremony to a big, proud hug from Bubbe and Zeyde, my father reached 
around and smacked me in front of everyone. This was after telling them that I had to run 
back inside to pick up my purse from my favorite teacher. Bubbe and Zeyde knew about 
this teacher because they had met with her during parent/teacher conferences and they 
knew how fond of her I was. They were completely ne with her holding my purse. I didn't 
have any money in the purse; only my license, my keys and some lip gloss.

My graduation from high school was a big event. We had extremely early and long 
practices. It was exciting to be able to sit in the front row of the class among all of the 
other top graduates. Our caps and gowns were beautiful in our school colors. The 
people graduating with honors wore gold tassels and neck gear while the rest of the 
graduating class wore white tassels and no neck gear. On graduation day, we were to 
line up in the front of the city hall building and march inside. We had to be there to line up 
extremely early in the morning so, I drove myself there and then my family arrived later. 
Since I had to drive to the auditorium early, I had my car keys and driver's license and 
other things I needed to carry to the ceremony. So, I carried a white purse but I was not 
allowed to march across the stage with the purse, so I and some other female students 
gave our purses to our favorite teacher. 

Nonetheless, my father began screaming at me about being irresponsible and the 
possibility of my purse getting stolen by this teacher. Bubbe and Zeyde looked at him 
with a completely dumbfounded face. I walked away from him to look for my teacher.

As our senior year drew towards winter break, all of us began making the SATs and 
college applications our main topic. Most of us were planning to apply to at least 5 
schools and up towards 10 schools. We had a safe school and a school of our dreams 
but was probably not going to happen choice. We compared lists. We compared SAT 
scores. We strategized as to how to attend school with each other or close to each other. 
And then, as spring break passed, we all began to absolutely bound to school with 
acceptance letters or refusal letters or letters of deferment in hand. We cheered or 
booed as they all came in and then, as we all accepted one place or the other, hugged 
those who would be attending the same school. Then came strategy sessions as to how 
to have the people in your group live with you in the dorms. As graduation approached, it 
was clearly a bittersweet time for all of us.
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We returned home and Zeyde made no secret of how disappointed he was that I did not 
enjoy myself more. He really wanted me to participate in the trivia challenge that evening 
because he knew I knew the answers. The families got to watch as their respective, 
future University of Florida freshman competed against each other. I was sad; sad that I 
could not play because I really did want to and really did know the answers, and mostly 
sad because Zeyde was disappointed. I was also sad because I knew that the summer 
was coming to an end and I was going to be moving to Gainesville much faster than my 
mind thought I was ready. And then…it came!

I attended The University of Florida. I was accepted into all 10 of my schools except one 
but I chose this university because I was afraid that either Bubbe or Zeyde would die 
during my four years and I would not be able to get home fast enough to see them. The 
entire enrollment process at rst, was at best overwhelming. The school was enormous. 
During the summer of 1984, Zeyde took Bubbe, my brother and I on the 5 hour drive up 
to Gainesville to attend Preview and during the entire Preview, I was so nervous and shy 
that I threw up every meal and refused to leave Bubbe's side except when I was forced to 
sleep in an actual dorm room with another, incoming pre-med student. My roommate 
was very familiar with the university though because she had younger siblings who 
attended so, she was not shy at all. She played the games and went on the private tours 
provided by the Preview staff. In fact, my roommate was so comfortable with the entire 
situation that I went to bed sad that I could not have had the same Preview experience 
and be that excited about beginning college.

So, we pulled up to the dorm that faithful day and went through the process of signing in 
and taking tours and then, we were let into my room. My roommate was a second year 
pre-med student so she did not have to report to school for another 2 weeks but I, being 
a freshman and going through sorority rush had to sign in early.

Time came. Time ew by that summer and, before I knew it Bubbe and I were engulfed in 
a urry of planning, packing and shopping for what was on “The list to bring”! The more 
times I read the list, the more it seemed to grow and become increasingly 
overwhelming. We realized that there was no way that we were going to be able to afford 
everything on the list and whether we even needed everything on the list so, we decided 
that anything we determined to have needed that we did not manage to pack, we would 
buy there.

They took us through the commons area and past the various other dorms in the area. 
My dorm had been newly renovated that summer and so, my room was nice and clean 
and smelled like fresh paint. It was a very pretty suite. You walked in to as maller sitting 
area and then through a doorway to a much bigger, sunny room brightened by a big bay 
window. Bubbe immediately made my bed with my sheets and comforter and then she 
and Zeyde rearranged the furniture to best make room for all of the stuff. 

Chapter 10
College
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Joanne also lived in my dorm but on the opposite end of the hallway. She was a nice girl 
and we became fast best friends, even until this day. We went through sorority rush 
together. We compared notes on our experiences each day. We ate together. Joanne 
slept in my dorm room until my roommate arrived. Joanne and I became sorority sisters 
in the same sorority. We were so close and so always together that the sisters and other 
pledges often got us confused with each other. Eventually, Joanne and I roomed 
together when we moved into the sorority. We became Little Sisters in the same 
fraternity. Joanne came from the Catholic counterpart family to my Jewish family. We 
held the same values and respected each other's differences. I attended Hillel for 
Shabbos and she attended her church services on Sundays and, until this day, Joanne 
and I keep in touch with each other.

As the school began holding introductory sessions with the freshman throughout this 
orientation period, I would get more and more nauseous as the time approached for 
each mandatory program. I slept with Bubbe, Zeyde and my brother in the hotel room as 
many days as I could too. The day nally came when sorority rush was coming and it 
was time to say good-bye. Bubbe and I started sobbing while we were sitting on my bed 
and progressively moved closer and closer to the car waiting outside with Zeyde behind 
the wheel. I cried like I never cried before. I was convinced that they were going to die 
until I could see them again. I felt sick and scared and realized that I had never been 
alone like this before and, despite all of the condence that Bubbe and Zeyde and my 
teachers and my neighbors and the Rabbis expressed in my abilities up until now, I 
could not muster condence in myself. And I stood in the very spot, in the courtyard in 
front of my dorm room until I could no longer see the car and I became embarrassed 
because people were walking by me and looking. I could not move. I was stuck. My legs 
would not work and then, Joanne came up to me.

We set up a dorm fridge and microwave in the room so I could remain Kosher 
comfortably and headed out to the grocery to learn where it was and to buy my 
essentials. Eventually Bubbe also bought me a crock pot that I would prepare meals in 
before I left for classes that day and came home to the most wonderful smells at night. 
The crock pot proved to be a great way to make friends as, of course others would also 
arrive back from classes and share the smells of the day. The crock pot made so much 
food that I could share the soups and stews and such with my entire section of the hall 
including the boys oor above.

Sorority rush ended the rst week of classes. When Joanne could no longer sleep in the 
same dorm room because my assigned roommate moved in, I again experienced that 
horrible fear but then, I got increasingly busy trying to gure out life in an enormous 
school, attending class and eating without any prompting by anyone but myself. I had to 
gure out things like a checkbook and what to do on Sundays when everyone else went 
to church and I was left alone until the afternoons. I had to gure out making time for 
homework and studying among all of this as well and then, there were all of the sorority 
activities. The sorority house unfortunately was located on the complete opposite
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side of campus as my dorm and I was required to be there at dinner time at least twice a 
week. There were sister meetings and chapter meetings and socials and honestly, I 
could not handle all of it.

One day, while walking to class I looked up and some of my best high school friends 
were walking in the same direction and we realized we lived in the very same dorm in the 
very same section. There were boyfriends that lived on the boy oor above and 
girlfriends who lived in some of the other dorm buildings within the same area. I also 
found that some of my other best high school friends also ended up attending school 
there and lived in dorms further away. This proved to be handy when we all wanted to go 
home for holidays as we would carpool which made the long drive fun and more 
convenient and cost effective.

It was towards the end of my freshman year that I realized that I had become very 
comfortable at the university and, quite happy as well. My classes long felt manageable 
and I was enjoying guring out who I was and what I liked. As part of the rules at The 
University of Florida, a student had to spend at least one summer semester at school. 
Not being one ever to procrastinate or wait until the last minute, I planned to fulll this 
obligation during the rst semester of the summer between my freshman and 
sophomore years.

Most students used this time to take easier but required classes like humanities credits 
or language credits. I chose to attend to my rst statistics requirement and my rst 
language requirement. In high school, I had taken four years of Spanish and had hung 
around a large group of native Spanish speakers in my spare time including my teacher 
who immigrated from Cuba, so Spanish would have been a smart choice but, I wanted 
to learn a different language at the time. I considered French but settled on German 
because Bubbe and Zeyde and almost all of the family mostly spoke Yiddish in our 
house. German was the closest to Yiddish so, I erroneously thought it was going to be a 
cake walk. I was very wrong and ended up dropping the class before my anxiety got out 
of hand or, worse yet, my grades plummeted. I transferred to an advanced Spanish 
class and ended up liking the professor so much that I took Spanish every single 
semester after.

The freshman, gen ed classes were enormous and some were held in big auditoriums 
relegating the professor to speaking into a microphone and teaching on an overhead 
projector that was shown on a giant television screen. I found some of my high school 
friends in these classes as well and that made going to class less frightening. I did not do 
as well as I could have academically my rst freshman semester but I learned an 
absolute ton about the university, how to get around and mostly, about myself.

The normal summer course load was two classes per semester and I took two the rst 
semester and, ended up staying for the second semester too and took two courses then 
as  we l l .  I  wou ld  schedu le  my c lasses  as  ear ly  in  the  morn ing  as

57 possible. Classes met for extended lengths of time during the summer to make up for 
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I really enjoyed this way of life and soon, returning home to Bubbe and Zeyde's home 
and rules felt strange. I think it became strange for them as well as the primary topics of 
our discussions were extended to cultural acceptance, experiences I had had in school 
and they could not relate to, political issues and my opinions about current events etc. 
Frequently, when I drove back to school after a visit, I would reect on how different I felt 
there and how much I had changed in school. I took classes throughout every summer 
session after my initial one. In between each semester there were extended breaks long 
enough for me to visit at home and get bored enough to be delighted and excited to 
return to school to begin new classes and hang out with my friends again.

Turns out, Zeyde as usual was right. Despite my being 94 pounds, the guy continuously 
told me I was fat in private and in front of his fraternity brothers and would take us to 
restaurants only to order food for himself and a diet coke for me. The rst time, I was in so 
much disbelief that I rationalized to myself that perhaps he thought I wasn't hungry but it 
happened many many times eventually making it difcult to believe that it was a mere 
oversight. He continuously remarked about his dissatisfaction with my desire to remain 
a virgin until marriage. One night I found the guy in bed with a girl from another sorority. 

the shortened semester. The classes were intense and moved fast. After my class 
meetings, I would sit outside at the pool and study all day with intermittent dips in the 
pool forced by the horribly oppressive Florida heat. My friends would meet me there and 
we would all sit on lounge chairs and study together until the pool closed or we were 
starving for a very late lunch/dinner.

I graduated the university in only three years. Somewhere during my nal year at school, 
I looked up and found myself taking an interest in boys. I'm not exactly certain where 
they went in my mind as I had guy friends but, I was never really interested or even 
considered the concept of dating or intimacy. In any event, I began dating a guy I met 
during a sorority function. He had the most amazing blue eyes and was an engineering 
major. He was Jewish and a leader in his fraternity. I liked this guy a lot. At the time, I was 
representing the sorority in the Homecoming Queen Pageant and this guy made me the 
fraternity “angel” which required me to have a composite photo taken with the brothers 
and placed on that year's photo for the wall. This guy attended all of the homecoming 
modeling events I had to participate in as well including the pageant.

Even Bubbe and Zeyde could not believe that I changed so much that I was subjecting 
myself to the business of a pageant and so, they planned on making the long drive to 
Gainesville to watch me on stage. I had gone home the weekend before so that I could 
get my required change of clothes to model. I managed to scrape together all of the 
outts except an evening gown which, phew…one of my sorority sisters who wore the 
same size managed to throw together for me. The plan was, since I was actually 
considered a “girlfriend” to this guy, that he would sit with Bubbe and Zeyde. He was not 
thrilled to hear about this plan and I guess it didn't turn out very well because later Zeyde 
made his thoughts on this guy very clear. “Keep on dating. He is denitely not your guy”!
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Later I dated a Jewish guy in the fraternity I was a little sister in and was the roommate to 
Joanne's boyfriend.  The guy was brilliant but he had very bad asthma and I was not 
attracted to him at all. He was super nice and I had a brilliant time with him though. 
Shortly afterwards, I met Dick.

I was devastated. He was my rst boyfriend. We were lavaliere which is a promise to 
marry between Greek members and honestly, Joanne was lavaliere to her boyfriend and 
eventual husband so I felt ashamed that I failed.
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I had a hard mourning period after I accepted that my rst real relationship was over. I 
moped around the sorority house in my pajamas for two weeks until my sisters sent me 
out with other sisters one Saturday night to nd a party at an apartment complex. It was 
the weekend of the Florida/Georgia game also billed as “The Largest Cocktail Party on 
Earth”. So, reluctantly I got dressed and headed out with my other sorority sisters to nd 
this party. We found the apartment complex, parked the car, and got out to listen for 
“party noise”. It was dark at the time, well after Shabbos was over. I could not see well 
but, as soon as my car door slammed, I heard someone screaming in the parking lot and 
running towards me with their arms out like they were going to hug me.

Dick stopped in front of me beyond drunk with some of his buddies slowly walking 
behind him. Immediately he walked over to me and asked if I wanted to go with them to 
the convenience store nearby. I said sure and motioned to my sorority sisters but Dick 
immediately intervened and asked if they could wait there with his other friends because 
there was no more room. I don't know what got into me but I jumped into the backseat of 
a car lled with mostly guys I did not know…most of whom were beyond drunk. I sat 
near the door on one side and Dick sat by the door on the opposite side. In between was 
a girl that I never saw again. 

We stopped at the convenience store and some of the people in the front seat and the 
girl between Dick and I went in. I sat quietly staring out of the window and secretly 
glancing across at Dick. His eyes were incredible but my head kept telling me that he 
was “taken” so, I remained distant and quiet. After the convenience store, we parked the 
car at the commuter lot and Dick came around to ask if I wanted to take a walk. I was 
absolutely amazed. He was interested in me. So, I went for a walk…with a drunk guy I 
did not know…in an empty parking lot during the dead of night. And we walked away 
from the other drunk people in the car towards the bushes….and he began peeing!

This is actually how I met my rst husband. As we walked back to the car, we were 
amazed at how much we had in common and that we shared the same friends but never 
met before. Then we found out that he actually worked the Preview Orientation that I 
attended so, he probably did meet me as a freshman. Dick worked in the school 
counseling center so we had that in common as well. It was all very strange. As I got to 
know Dick, I became increasingly impressed with his credentials. He was on honor roll 
for all of the semesters he attended school. He won various awards. He was well liked 
and known. He had great references. He checked all of the boxes.

Chapter 11
There are Boys
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Ok. So, he didn't check ALL of the boxes but, in all fairness, I didn't realize this until after 
the divorce. Bubbe and Zeyde suspected something was up with Dick right away and, 
after I returned from a trip to Atlanta to meet his family and they heard how horribly they 
treated me, they really were skeptical. We met sometime in early November and went to 
our respective homes for Thanksgiving. By the time we arrived back to school, we both 
knew that we were going to get married.

We planned a trip together to Atlanta over winter break. Clearly, his mother hated me 
from the second I walked through the door. Dick was the middle child and was thought 
of as the most thoughtful and kind of the three children. Later in our marriage I read a 
very large box lled with album after album of photos and journal entries created by his 
mother. She included intricate details of everything about Dick's childhood. Literally 
everything. I admired women who kept these journals on their children; rst haircuts 
with a sample of locks, rst teeth, birthday parties. I never have witnessed quite an 
obsessive collection of entries as this. It even included details about rst poops and 
such. No. Really! I found that so incredibly funny that I teased Dick for months after I 
found those journal entries. I told him that I believed I knew too much about him now. I 
believe it is very possible that Dick's mother suffered from the cliché syndrome of “The 
woman who is taking my baby boy away”.

thTo this means, I woke up on December 25  and was brought downstairs to an absolute 
sea of gifts. There were wrapped gifts everywhere; three and four layers deep across the 
entire oor of the living room. It was like nothing I had ever seen! You could not see the 
carpet for the sea of Christmas wrapped boxes displayed in the living room. We were 
provided direction by my mother-in-law as to where, on the oor we were to sit. It 
occurred to me later, after the complete shock about the nauseating excess that was 
displayed, that where we sat was surrounded by all of our gifts so they were accessible 
when it was our turn to open one. So, then we were directed when it was each of our

Dick's house was charming. It reminded me of a typical 70's home. It was in a very nice 
area of Atlanta but the house was very outdated in typical 70's colors. The oor plan was 
a split level and I could see the potential of the home should it have been updated and 
remodeled. I was rather shocked to walk in to see a Christmas tree in the living room to 
the left of the front door. I was told Dick was Jewish. There was no Chanukah. There were 
absolutely no signs of Judaism any place to be found in the home; no Mezuzahs, no 
Torah, no Siddur…only a big ole Christmas tree. I addressed this later that night in Dick's 
room privately. I asked him whether he was Jewish and how Jewish people could 
celebrate Christmas. He stated that they celebrated Christmas as a secular holiday 
strictly to give gifts and not with any religious connotation and, to that I immediately 
asked why then could they not celebrate a non-religious, gifting excuse in front of a 
Chanukah and he didn't have an answer but he insisted he was Jewish.

Chapter 12
Marrying Dick
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Despite the embarrassment I felt while opening these gifts in front of my children, I 
always expressed my gratitude for being thought of and would immediately go to use 
whatever it was to demonstrate to my children that it was the thought that counts. The 
thing is, is that anyone who knows me knows I am a horrible liar. I absolutely abhor lying 
and this probably stems from the fact that I am dreadful at it. People see through me a 
mile away. So, for me, receiving gifts becomes a horrible and anxiety lled exercise as I 
try to appear ecstatic with whatever I receive and search within myself for something 
appropriate to say after opening it that is not an absolute all out lie. This is particularly 
true when the gift giver does not have any intention of making you happy with the gift. I 
think the horrible anxiety and panic attack I experience while opening gifts is the primary 
reason I get so cranky afterwards when I reect on the event. I spend the entire reection 
critiquing what I said and how I said it. Whether I thought it was perceived well and how I 
could have been better. Then I beat myself up for not being more grateful. In all fairness 

My mother-in-law knew however, that I did not like things on the shelves except books 
because they collected dust; a throwback to my severe asthma days and my Bubbe's 
cleanliness. I could not gure out why my mother-in-law spent so much time and money 
purchasing these things for me. Later in our marriage, I gured out that I was provided 
the “free gift with purchase” parts of her purchases for herself, a friend, or her daughter. If 
she didn't have any laying around, then I received a picture frame or stationary. It 
became a joke in our house and among our kids during any gift giving holiday especially 
when we lived far from Atlanta. Dick and the kids would receive hours of package 
opening and when it came my time, it inevitably was “The Stationary of the Moment or 
The Picture Frame of the Moment.” The kids labeled it this as they noted the pattern 
early. Occasionally, I would receive the dust bag to a perfume purchased for someone 
else.

It was very clear, by the gift giving, that my sister-in-law's ancée was much more valued 
than me. While I was provided multiple picture frames, he was bought Polo brand 
sweaters and a leather bomber jacket. I think my philosophy on gifts absolutely stems 
from Bubbe's teachings. You absolutely make time to pick out a gift you believe is 
absolutely perfect for the recipient. You work hard to gure out just the right thing. Either 
you make it or you purchase it. The gift does not have to be ostentatious or over the top 
but, it has to be something that you are proud of giving. I also feel the same way about 
receiving. Bubbe taught me that it is way better to receive one, very highly meaningful 
gift than 50 gifts that took absolutely nopersonal thought or effort. These lessons were 
the rst thing that popped into mind when I reected on the morning. I received a tiny 
ceramic wind chime about half the size of a paper dollar bill from top to bottom, and 
some other little statues. 

 turns. Some place in between the madness, we were provided stockings with things like 
toothbrushes and toothpaste in them. After all of us spent the hours opening the gifts 
and after we ate an excessively large breakfast together, it was decided that we would all 
rest for a while. This gave me a chance to process what had occurred that morning.
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to myself though, I honestly think all of these things out of genuine care for the person 
giving the gift and, I truly and genuinely care about the time and money they spent to be 
able to give me something. They say, “The thought counts” and, I truly understand how 
strange my thinking is and how difcult it is sometimes for people to understand, but, I 
would much rather someone say to me, “I thought about getting you something but I just 
couldn't decide what…but I really love you….” Or whatever their own words would 
be….rather than putting themselves through the trials and tribulations of everything 
purchasing a gift causes them and the horrible anxiety I feel when I have to open the gift. 
I'm sure this all makes me sound like a complete and horrid person.

My mother and father-in-law sent Dick's brother to the Betty Ford clinic in California. Dick 
was on a business trip the night his brother was to leave for treatment. I received a call 
from my mother-in-law. She accused my brother-in-law's addiction on me and placed 
the responsibility for his addiction on me. I do not recall how she gured out that his 
addiction was my fault but she was rude and completely took me by surprise. So much 
so, that when I hung up, I called Dick hysterically crying. I never would ordinarily do this 
while he was on a business trip for fear of worrying him. I was so distraught that I called 
him that night.

The week past ne and things seemed tense but ne. As we left to return to school, I left a 
handwritten thank you note on my pillow. It was something I had learned from Bubbe 
and always thought it was a lovely thing to do. I guess not. Once we returned back to 
Gainesville, Dick's mother mentioned the note and sarcastically asked whether I actually 
wrote it before or after the visit. I was abbergasted. Dick admitted that he noticed and 
became aware about a lot of issues his mother and father had with him during the visit. 
He later shared that he had had a huge problem with them during high school and 
completely shut off from them for an entire year and couldn't wait to go off to school away 
from them. I now understood.

Dick's mother was cold from the moment I met her. His father was bitterly aloof. Both 
smoked cigarettes like chimneys. Dick's sister did not return home this holiday. She also 
met a guy she was expected to marry in school and was moving into an apartment there 
over the break. I met his younger brother who was in high school at the time. Right away I 
thought something was off but I could not place my nger on it. Shortly after we married, 
and Dick's younger brother was attending college, he had a serious car accident in 
which he crashed the car into someone's house. We were told that he was addicted to 
marijuana and had been so since high school. Younger brother admitted that he had no 
recollection of entire time periods of his life.

Dick and I spent a large part of our day scouting around Atlanta. We already were 
planning to get married and thought Atlanta had the most promise for a career. So, the 
rst day we set out to see the sites etc. After a long day we arrived home exactly 4 
minutes after 6:00 pm when Dick reported dinner was served and his mother stated that 
it was inconsiderate of us to expect her to hold dinner from the family just for us. Literally, 
we checked. It was 4 minutes.
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I phoned Bubbe right away and told her that we were engaged. She invited us down to 
visit right away. She said she could not wait to see the ring. I could not wait to share it with 
her. We had a lot of wedding planning to do. Dick and I planned to marry a year after the 
engagement but, Bubbe did not think it proper for me to follow him up to Atlanta until we 
got married. Dick was to graduate in May and I was to graduate that coming December 
which had me graduate my undergrad program in 3.5 years instead of the usual 4 years. 
I took an overload of course work that summer; instead of the usual two classes, I took 
four…and practically killed myself trying to keep up and complete my readings and do 
all of my homework, plan a wedding, nd housing in Atlanta etc.

In February, Dick gave me a beautiful promise ring. It was a marquis shaped onyx stone 
with a diamond set in the center. The setting was yellow gold. Shortly before his family 
arrived in May for his graduation, he engaged me. He spent the two weeks prior taunting 
me with fake questions of would I marry him and pretend ring boxes that were empty 
when he opened it. Finally, one day I grew tired of the game and when he asked me if I 
would marry him, I replied no. He then continued and when he opened the ring box this 
time, a beautiful pear cut diamond engagement ring sparkled in its place. I loved it.

There was going to be a 6 month period in which Dick would have graduated and I 
would still be in school. It meant we were going to live far away from each other for that 
time. Dick accepted a job in retail as a manager trainee in Tampa immediately upon 
graduating. Tampa was only a two hour drive from Gainesville and, that seemed 
manageable at rst but then became long and arduous in conjunction with all of the 
other stressors I was having to keep up with at the time. We found him a lovely apartment 
and a dog to keep him company. Dick actually ended up hating retail. He hated it. He 
was not good at it. He hated the politics. He grew tired of having to deal with customers. 
He hated the long hours. He hated merchandising. He hated it. We hated being so far 
apart from each other for so long. There were times that being apart was so difcult that 
we would drive two hours each way after classes or work just for an hour and then drive 
back. I was exhausted. I'm sure he was exhausted.

Bubbe knew something was up right away when I spoke to her. I never told Bubbe about 
Dick and my ght mainly because I was sure it was my fault, and I was sure he did not 
actually hit me but that my perception of the events was wrong. So, I kept quiet.

I visited one day and we got into our worst ght to date. It ended up that we were 
standing outside by his car shouting at each other and he reached over and slapped 
me, full on in the face. I was so shocked that it took me a second before I realized what 
had happened, then I stopped everything and just stood and glared at him in his eyes, 
and then, I dumped the contents of a glass of orange juice over his head and walked 
away. This made him so upset that he called his mother to which, I later heard that he 
was encouraged to return home because I was insecure and a host of other issues that 
they identied in me. Dick did not listen and, later apologized to me. I went back to 
school.
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Bubbe and Zeyde denitely did not like that Dick lived in the apartment without 
contributing anything to nances. In fact, his father frequently berated him for what little 
tiny bit of money he was contributing to our cost of living. Dick lived, in essence off of my 
money. I paid rent and electric and most of our food. Any time Dick paid for something 
though, his father would yell and throw a temper tantrum. Bubbe became livid. His father 
was incredibly rude and hateful and continuously blamed me for Dick's inability to keep 
the tiny bit of money he was contributing to our living.

My apartment was called Sunbay in Gainesville. The students at the University called it 
as “Scumbay” because it was really really a nasty complex in a bad part of town past 
Grafti Wall. The main door to the apartment had an inch gap between the oor and the 
door that allowed all sorts of creatures to climb in and out of the apartments. The 
roaches were enormous. When I moved in, there were maggots in the garbage 
disposal. I took possession of the apartment early and spent an entire two days 
scrubbing everything down including the walls and the ceilings in the bathroom. I took 
the drain screens off and cleaned out the pipes in the sinks and the tub. I actually bought 
my own paint and painted the walls afterwards because I could not get them clean by 
scrubbing them. Still, the roaches came every so often, and eventually, I created a cute 
stuffed animal thing that closed the gap in the main door.

At holiday time, the retail store that Dick worked at had him working ridiculous hours 
throughout all hours of the night. Then came inventory time after the holidays. Inventory 
time required Dick to travel from store to store and work even more ridiculous hours then 
the actual holidays themselves. Dick quit. He came to live in my apartment. He slept on 
my couch and began working as a salesperson for a local magazine. He took an 
immense pay cut but we were close in proximity. He worked strictly for commission. We 
couldn't wait until I graduated, we got married and we were both able to begin living in 
Atlanta.

The walk from campus to the apartment was long and, not the safest for a single female. 
Parking on campus was too expensive and almost non-existent so I was forced to walk. I 
walked back and forth between the apartment and campus hauling several classes 
worth of textbooks, lunch and sometimes dinner as well in the sweltering heat and 
humidity of Gainesville, Florida days. There were times that by the time I arrived to 
wherever I was going, I was sweaty and exhausted. Most of the times, once I got to 
grafti wall, I became a little anxious as, this is where the crowds of other students 
thinned, leaving me to walk by myself on the main road into campus. I denitely was not 
comfortable walking there.

Despite all of the stress of wedding, graduating, constant travel to and from Atlanta to 
secure an apartment and job etc., I managed to graduate that semester with the highest 
grades I ever earned. I later learned, that I become extremely organized and focused 
when I have a deadline to meet. I nd that I do my best work when I put my nose to the 
grindstone and get to work until I feel like I did my best. There is a saying that says, “Hell 
hath no fury like a woman scorned.” In my head, there is also a saying that says, “Hell 

62



I do not like working with people who are constantly late, who work with a ippant 
attitude towards the nal product, or who constantly believe that they can complete a 
project with a quality product by allotting 5 minutes to complete the task. I prefer to think 
and plan my approaches to a project and, allow myself time to continuously evaluate 
and reevaluate my approach throughout if necessary, then to have to rush and throw 
something together. If you wish to run your work life that way, I am completely and utterly 
ne with that, as long as you are not working with me and it does not affect my nal 
product.

hath no fury like when someone demonstrates incompetency or irresponsibility when I 
am in this mode of work”. 

In some ways, I truly believe that Hashem does not wish for people to rush through life in 
a frantic and chaotic cloud of activity. I believe that we are supposed to be mindful and 
purposeful in our activity. Bubbe taught me this with regards specically to performing 
mitzvahs like preparing the Shabbos meal. We are to make the meal with love and care 
and while thinking about the reason we are preparing the meal so lovingly. Each 
Shabbos we celebrate and revere Hashem.

Slowing down not only allows people to pay attention to detail but to actually learn and 
pay attention to life while working. If you are constantly rushing through life to complete 
a task, you cannot possibly be thinking about anything about getting the project done. 
Not getting it done with a focus on quality or getting it done in a way that allows one to 
appreciate everything going on while working on the project. If there is Divine 
Providence, as I believe, then there is a reason why I am to work on the project I am 
given. Rushing through the project does not allow me to think about or consider the 
purpose. So, on some level, I believe that rushing through life constantly is a serious 
breach in my love and respect for Hashem and the life I have been given on Earth.

This is all to say that, if you make a commitment to have a project to someone by 4:00pm 
on Wednesday, in my book, you have that project there, on time, in a quality way. The 
issue is, I do not believe many people allot themselves enough time and resources to 
produce a quality product realistically. Giving people the benet of the doubt, I, in no 
way believe people live their lives in a constant rush or are perpetually late maliciously, 
but I do believe it is highly disrespectful on so many levels; from Hashem to the people 
involved with them on the project.

So, I graduated with my Bachelor's degree in 3.5 years. My father, my brother, my Bubbe 
and Zeyde and my Uncle and his oldest son came to see me walk across the stage. The 
undergrad graduation ceremony at the university is huge so the students who are 
graduating sit on the oor level and the audience sits in the balcony levels of the 
auditorium. From this view, all you see of the graduates is the top of their mortar boards. 
A sea of black mortar boards with various color tassels dangling depending on major. 
So, I decided to take masking tape and writing a message so that my family could follow 
my movements below. I wrote, “I Heart Dick”. My family appreciated that.
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Ceremonies ended and I arrived at the meeting destination where my family stood 
waiting. I opened my diploma in excitement to see it and my father began to yell at me 
because he was afraid it was going to get ruined. I ignored him. Everyone just stood 
around and it was 2 in the afternoon and I had not eaten. I asked if we were going out to 
lunch and no one answered until my uncle chimed in and stated that he would take us all 
to lunch. Great! We all took our cars and met at the restaurant. We arrived at the 
restaurant and my brother asked to see the diploma so I unrolled it again and again, my 
father became nasty and began yelling at me. My uncle chimed in again, stating that if 
the diploma got stained or torn like my father was stating, I could run back to the registrar 
to get an additional copy. My father looked annoyed.

I found out that the Kosher caterer was cancelled and Dick's mom decided, without 
consulting me to use the venue caterer. Uh NO! So I took it upon myself to put things 
back the way I had left them. A nasty phone conversation ensued in which Dick's mother 
agreed to leave the food…I thought. The rst and second ceremonies took place and, 
Dick and I were rushed to the private room to share our rst meal together and then, we 
led a small procession of guests into the next room to eat. I was absolutely horried to 
nd a ham as the main meat accompanied by bacon wrapped shrimp and other very 
and blatantly unkosher items on the buffet. I did not know what to do and, I absolutely 
could not invite the Rabbi in to bless the meal. My family could not eat at all. Basically, my 
mother-in-law fed herself and then, was absolutely shocked to nd out how much food 
was leftover at the end. She gleefully reported, after the honeymoon, that she donated 
the leftovers to an area charity.

About ¾ through the reception, Dick and I nished all of the silly reception traditions of 
cutting the cake, feeding each other and smearing the icing on our face and then, 
running outside to nd our car littered with Just Married scrolled on the back window 

That night, Dick's family arrived for the wedding the next day. After the lunch, Dick and I 
did not see each other again until the ceremony. It was an incredibly small ceremony as I 
did not wish, in anyway, to be the center of attention to a large crowd of people. Dick and 
I really wanted to elope but both families wanted a wedding so we indulged them. 
Bubbe and Zeyde were upset because they wanted to hold the wedding in The Breakers 
Hotel down in Palm Beach. This would have been an additional stress on me though 
because I would have had to, not only make frequent trips to Atlanta to gure out our 
impending living situation but, I would have had to travel 12 hours the opposite way to 
get dress ttings and everything else that went with a wedding. So, Dick and I chose to 
opt for a central place that also happened to be convenient for me…Gainesville.  In 
between Atlanta and Palm Beach. 

We thought everyone would be satised but, looking back, I don't think anything would 
have satised anyone of the families regardless of what took place. Dick's mother 
offered to pay for the venue and the food. But, the week before everything was to take 
place I had a weird feeling, so I went through a checklist of all the things that I was 
concerned about just to make sure things were on track.
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We were so grateful to have received anything we received which was way more than 
anything we had. One gift however, stood out as hilarious and, I'm not certain that all of 
the stress at the time or the fact that we were so exhausted or the fact that we were so 
relieved or all of them together made us a bit punchy but we opened this gift and we 
laughed until we cried the rest of the way to the hotel.

One of Dick's best friends was uhhhh…someone Bubbe and Zeyde would have referred 
to as a “schlimazel”. He sort of reminded me of Eeyore of The Winnie the Pooh stories; 
always melancholy and a sad tale to tell. He was extremely friendly and loyal to us but, 
always sad and forlorn. I ended up reaching for his gift the last. Now, don't get me wrong, 
we truly were thankful for our gifts and would have truly accepted nothing just as well. So 
I read the card and then opened the gift and…out came a toilet paper holder and a hook. 
This struck us as hilarious and, as we drove down the road, we continuously broke into 
laughter thinking of what the “good luck” message could have been associated with a 
hook and a toilet paper holder. 

Dick sat down and immediately began calling jewelry shops to see if they could help 
with the ring. They could not. He decided that the best plan of attack was to get into the 
car and begin driving around Orlando to nd someone who could get the ring off my 
nger. We were too late. All of the jewelers were closed. I was exhausted so badly that I 

and tin cans dragged by the bumper. 

We arrived at the hotel completely starved and exhausted. I could not eat the meal that 
was at our reception and for 24 hours prior, I fasted. That made my last previous meal my 
graduation lunch. Additionally, I looked down at my ring again while Dick was checking 
in and noticed that at this time, it was throbbing and a beautiful shade of purple-blue. 
Um…time to break the news to Dick. Our luggage was taken to our room. A gorgeous 
room with a double door entryway. Dick opened both doors and carried me, in my 
wedding dress into the room. It was absolutely stunning. We entered into a living room 
type room with a giant window opposite the door that overlooked Epcot and The Magic 
Kingdom. Through another set of double doors was a double king sized bed that looked 
so inviting with an incredibly uffy duvet and three complete rows of pillows from one 
side of the bed to the other.

We were extremely poor and without jobs so, we went to Disney on behalf of my family. 
The trip to Disney was fun. Dick and I were beyond overjoyed to have had the ceremony 
behind us, to have graduation behind us, and most importantly to be leaving the 
position of being in the middle of both families behind us.  We were alone, in the car, 
driving to Disney…the most magical place on earth…and then I looked down at my ring 
nger and noted that it had swelled to where my wedding band had become too tight to 
take off. Still, I thought perhaps this was in my head or a temporary condition so I did not 
share it with Dick. We went down the highway and decided to open our gifts so, one by 
one I pulled a gift from the backseat, read the card, and then proceeded to open the gift.
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We went back to the room somewhat relieved that my nger was still intact, and we ate. 
We found a kosher deli during our Orlando trip and, I think I must have made up for every 
single meal I ever missed in my life. I mean, I ate!....and then, in my wedding dress…I fell 
sound asleep…on the foot of the massive bed.

looked at him and told him it could wait until morning but, really I had no feeling in the 
nger so Dick took me into the ER, I was triaged and the nurses took me right back into a 
room. They had to saw the ring off and I began to cry. Not because of my nger or 
pain…but because we could not afford another gold ring with comfort t for a long time 
afterwards. Things like THAT mean a lot to me. Not the actual thing…but things with 
meaning. I would have to live the rst months of my married life without a wedding band. 
This devastated me. Dick reassured me that, the rst thing we will buy with money that 
we earned was a wedding band. I still cried.

We went into The Magic Kingdom on the rst day and had an absolute ball despite the 
fact that I was still so, incredibly exhausted. We decided to leave the park early and head 
back to the hotel room to relax, take a nice shower, eat in bed, and watch some tv. That 
was the plan. I sat on the foot of the bed and fell asleep again…for the entire night. The 
next morning, we left for Epcot and had the best time ever. We decided that our favorite 
country was Mexico. It was magical. We sat in front of the giant volcano backdrop and 
drank coffee and Dick ate a huge plate of something Mexican. We then strolled through 
the marketplace and moved on. For the rest of our 28 years of marriage together, every 
time we visited Epcot, Mexico held a special place in our hearts. That night, even though 
I was still exhausted from all of the stress and a day of walking through Epcot numerous 
times around the lake in the sweltering heat, we consummated our marriage. It honestly 
took me a huge effort to do it but I knew that it was my obligation and I owed it to Dick.

We spent the nal day walking around the Disney Boardwalk and Downtown Disney. We 
bought everyone gifts as both, a thank you and as a holiday gift and then, the next day 
left to make the long drive back to Gainesville to pick up our items and continue on to 
Atlanta. Our new lives were about to begin.
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We arrived at our apartment in Atlanta the day before Christmas and we were thrilled.

Dick and I found jobs within the rst month of our move. Dick was offered a pretty good 
salary of $18,000 and I eventually took a job outside of my comfort zone in accounts 
receivable. The job ended up being an absolute disaster, complete with a dirty old man 
who sexually harassed me and so I ended up working in a daycare center for a long 
time. Dick excelled in his job and his bosses loved him. I excelled in my job and my 
bosses and the parents and the kids liked me as well. We felt settled and stable and so, 
we began addressing the children issue.

I graduated from college and married at the age of 21 years. To that date, I only received 
my menstrual cycle twice naturally. The rst time I got it was during high school. By then, 
all of my friends had their rst a long time past. I was the only hold out. Bubbe slapped 
me as soon as I announced to her that I had nally gotten it.

The apartment was beyond anything we had expected. We had spent countless days 
going from one apartment to the other and settled on this one…a little more money than 
we wanted to spend but having faith that we would soon nd jobs. The apartment was 
brand new which satised my need for cleanliness. It was in a relatively safe section of a 
poorer town then Dick's parents lived but, we were so happy. The only things Dick and I 
purchased initially with our wedding money was a washer and dryer and our rst 
bedding suite. We were so tired of having to save quarters with every purchase to enable 
us to stick them in washers and dryers every weekend and we felt like having our own 
bedding suite together was important. We decided on a waterbed which was really cool. 
The rest of our furniture was rented at an extremely low monthly payment.

So, both of our purchases were expected to be delivered the day we arrived in our 
apartment. This did not happen. Both of the companies had a long list of excuses and 
could not rectify the situation. The next day was Christmas and they could not deliver 
then. So, it was going to be a few days more before we had any furniture…at all. We 
spread out a comforter and pillows on the oor in our bedroom where the waterbed 
would have been. We ate our dinner that night under the chandelier in the dining room, 
on the oor, with a picnic blanket spread under it. It was the most infuriating experiences 
and, an experience that turned out to be amazing. The memories served as a constant 
reminder of where we were and how far we came.

Everyone was quite anxious about me not having one until that time. I did not 
understand the slap but she explained something about Judaism and tradition. I have 
yet to nd out exactly why and I have yet to nd a Jewish person to ask about the 
tradition as no one has seemed to know about it. In any case, I think everyone in my 
family breathed a little sigh of relief with the event. Except the event lasted over a month 
and then stopped for well over a year afterwards. My uncle, the doctor, encouraged my 

Chapter 13
Atlanta and the Baby Chapter

67



grandparents to send me to a gynecologist to get tested but Bubbe felt like this would be 
the end of my virginity so I did not go until my senior year in high school when everyone 
in the family became extremely concerned. So I went, by myself, because that is what I 
preferred. I thought I was going to die from anxiety. I knew exactly what to expect and, for 
me, knowing exactly what to expect at a doctor's ofce is not a good thing. Most people 
think that knowing what is going to happen and that it is “only going to hurt a little” 
alleviates fear. Perhaps for some it does. For me, it makes me even more anxious. I 
learned this fact too late for this exam.

The nurse and the doctor were very kind and understanding. After taking several vials of 
blood the doctor put me on birth control pills. Bubbe was denitely not happy but my 
uncle assured her that this was the best course of action. The birth control would force 
my body to have regular periods every month as is supposed to happen. The fear was 
that my uterus was producing layers to slough off as is normal during a period, but in my 
body, they were not sloughing off thus, causing layer upon layer to build upon each 
other causing a greater likelihood of cancer.

With all of this medical stuff happening around my menstrual cycle, it was suspected 
that I was going to have a difcult time conceiving babies.

After about six months of marriage, knowing about my medical history and how 
important having children was to me, we began trying to have a baby. We sought a 
consult with the top infertility doctors associated with Emory University immediately. We 
were told to go off of the birth control and continue to allow about 3 months.

Nothing happened. We went back and we were told to keep our basal body temperature 
and a chart and told how to read the whole thing and when it showed that I ovulated and 
when to absolutely have intercourse. After three months, we realized that I never 
ovulated. My temperature just varied from day to day but without a pattern of any sort 
and denitely without a spike. So, we returned to the doctor who looked at the chart and 
provided us with a pill called Clomid which was supposed to help with ovulation. So, we 
returned home for another month, took the pill daily and kept taking temperatures as 
soon as I woke up after saying my prayers. Ummm…nothing. After several more 
months, we graduated to the drug that, at the time was known to produce those crazy 
large pregnancies…like octuplets and such.

My in-laws did not want us to be trying at all during this time due to money. They were 
even more adamant about us going on this drug. My father-in-law would get on the 
phone with Dick multiple times to yell at him and scold him and threaten him that if we 
had a baby and especially if we had multiples, we would be nished. It scared us to 
death but, we persisted.

Our appointment to begin the drug course nally came. We were so excited and hopeful 
that this would absolutely work. We were taken into ultrasound to check my ovaries and 
eggs as a baseline. I then went home with the injections for three days. Dick had to give 
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me an injection in my hip every night. He was instructed exactly how to do it and got to 
practice into an orange. After three nights, we had to return to the doctor's ofce for an 
ultrasound and blood work. That night, we were instructed how many milligrams Dick 
needed to give and when we were expected back at the ofce. This happened all week. 
Once it was determined that my eggs were ready, Dick had to shoot me with a different 
drug. We were to have intercourse the next two nights and then, we were to return to the 
ofce in a week.

This had to be the most nerve-wracking week of our lives. We were lled with so much 
hope and would lie in bed after dinner dreaming and planning for when our baby would 
arrive. We had the due date gured out. I continued my work at the daycare center. At 
this time, one of my work friends announced her pregnancy. I was so jealous. She got 
pregnant without really trying and it was a happy, stress free event unlike mine.

One morning, one of my kids came into the classroom and ran over to me to hug me. I 
was standing in front of the classroom preparing an activity and her little head just 
bumped into my lower abdomen and, I fell over in excruciating pain. So as not to frighten 
the three year old, I made like I was joking around and playing with her, and then I got the 
other teacher to cover for me so that I could go to administration to excuse myself to go 
to the doctor. Immediately Dick was called and we met each other at the fertility doctor. I 
was rushed into the ultrasound where they found, what they announced was “severe 
hyper stimulation syndrome”. I had way too many cysts on my ovaries due to the 
medications. The doctor advised that I go home and rest. I needed to get checked again 
if the pain got any worse. It was too early to tell if I indeed was pregnant but, he warned 
that if I was pregnant, it was likely that things would get much worse as the cysts would 
grow in my ovaries and my uterus would grow to accommodate the embryo all within the 
limited space of the pelvic area of my tummy. Sure enough, the next morning I could not 
stand straight and the morning following that, I could not put weight on my legs. The 
doctor, again took me into the ultrasound room and, this time he himself came into the 
room to look at the cysts.

They took my weight and measured the circumference of my tummy. I was then 
instructed to check into the hospital ICU immediately. I was not allowed to return home 
to pack a bag. Do not pass go. Do not collect $100! I was so scared. I was met at the door 
with a wheelchair and taken directly to my room. I was told to put on a hospital gown. 
Again, I was weighed and my measurements were taken and then, I was told to get into 
bed. I was hooked onto an IV and a catheter was placed in my bladder. My blood 
pressure was taken on the hour. My blood was tested about 6 times a day. I had such a 
difcult time keeping food down that, eventually my IV was piggybacked with a food line 
and then, I was also put on a heparin drip because they were afraid that I would throw a 
blood clot.

I remained in ICU for about 2 weeks when I was nally transferred into a regular bed. 
That day, I was told that I was pregnant! I couldn't breathe I was so excited. I was 
pregnant. Dick and I were so excited and hopeful. We called everyone we knew.
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I sat in the bed. After the D & C, Dick was told that we could not go on another course of 
the drugs for another three months. Three months seemed like a lifetime away. We went 
through the same exact sequence of events eight times after this. Each time, I would 
hyper stimulate, be declared pregnant, and then lose the baby/babies. Several of my 
pregnancies were twins. A few were triplets.  During one course of the drugs, my 
mother-in-law actually asked me to delay taking the nal drug that caused me to ovulate 
because it was her daughter's wedding time and she did not want anything to interrupt 
the event. Her daughter was engaged to a very wealthy man who graduated from an ivy 
league law school with her. It was for this sake alone…the money…that my in-laws 
doted on this man. It had absolutely nothing to do with who he was or how he treated 
their daughter. 

74That day, we both were on the playground during our usual time, right before lunch 
was served to the kids. It was an incredibly hot day and, I sat down on the curb of the 
playground but, as soon as my bottom hit the ground I felt a gush and looked down. 
Blood ran down from where I sat, down the concrete. I ran into the administrative ofces 
to try to keep the blood from the kids. My co-workers had already noticed and started 
cleaning and covering up. I was bleeding so severely that the daycare director drove me 
to the doctor herself. Dick later arrived. They put me into the ultrasound room and 
determined that the embryo had dislodged from my uterine wall but had not miscarried. 
I was to remain on bedrest. The doctor called every so often to check in on me. I was 
instructed to come in towards the end of the week and again, another ultrasound. The 
baby had died. I was scheduled for a D & C the next morning. I was devastated. I mean 
devastated. I was scared about the D & C. I woke up from the twilight extremely sad. I did 
not wish to talk to anyone.

Three days later, my measurements started returning to normal and I was released the 
next day. I was told I could return to work the following week. I did so. The girl who was 
also pregnant had started showing a lot and her maternity clothing was so cute! She had 
one dress that looked like a men's button-down oxford. It was pink. My favorite color. I 
always thought that my friend was pretty but, I thought that she looked particularly 
gorgeous in the pink oxford. Two days after I returned from my leave, my co-worker 
came in with an ultrasound photo indicating that she was having a little girl. She 
announced that the name was going to be McKenna.

It all had to do with the money his family had. Later, after she divorced this husband 
following the birth of their son and his declaration that he was gay, the in-laws denied 
ever really liking him. During the actual wedding, as it was, my mother-in-law spoke 
poorly about the family the entire time. She could not believe the color of the dresses the 
women wore and such. At no time previously, did my mother-in-law visit me in the 
hospital even though she lived a 5 minute drive from it and she knew that I sat by myself 
all day without visitors because Dick had to work. My mother-in-law never worked 
throughout the 28 years I was married and yet, she would insist that she worked harder 
than any other woman she knew. During this hospitalization though, she managed to 
make time to appear at my ICU bedside to yell at me for not cancelling my course of 
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I went for my eight month check-up and, they could not find the heartbeat. I was sent 
right for an ultrasound where, it was determined that the baby boy had died in utero. 
Dick had previously named him Adam. The girl was to be Rachel. The other boy was to 
be Joshua. We were looking forward to meeting Adam. We were certain he would be 
born healthy. At eight months, his nursery was ready for his appearance. Again, more 
devastation. During this pregnancy, I worked as the ofce manager in a Cardiology and 
Thoracic Surgery practice. I got to watch one of the nurses in the practice get pregnant 
easily, watch as she joyfully grew her belly and, once again, gleefully gave birth to her 
baby girl. Now this.

drugs and for trying to ruin her daughter's wedding. She became so loud that the nurses 
asked her to leave. She disturbed Dick so much, that the moment I was released from 
the hospital, I threw the bridal shower for my sister-in-law and attended the rehearsal 
dinner, the wedding, the reception and the entire weekend of events while still in severe 
pain. The circumference of my stomach was still so large that Dick and I had to go 
shopping especially for me to have dresses to wear that fit me.

After I called him several times to tell him that I was bleeding huge blood clots and him 
refusing to put me on bed rest, I moved my care to a practice across the street that 
specialized in high risk pregnancies. One of the babies spontaneously aborted. Several 
months later, the second baby spontaneously aborted. By this time, I was so late in the 
pregnancy that we all hoped the final baby would hang on until it could be viable outside 
of the womb. At 16 weeks, blood was taken to ensure that the babies were healthy from 
down syndrome and what the sexes were: We were delighted to find out that two were 
boys and one was a girl. The smallest embryo was the girl. The weakest heartbeat was of 
the girl.

We were so far into the pregnancy that a D & C could no longer be performed. The OB 
wanted to spare me the heartache of having to actually give birth to the baby in the 
hospital so, we were scheduled at an abortion clinic that week to have a Dilation, Suction 
and Cuterage performed by the only doctor in the area who knew how to perform the 
procedure and had the resources to do so. My mother and father-in-law and Dick and I 
went to the abortion clinic that day. I believe everyone thought that Adam was actually 
going to be born and, I'm sure everyone was so sad to have had to mourn the loss of 
another pregnancy/baby/babies. We sat in the waiting area.

Periodically, Dick and I were called to the back for another part of the procedure; rst an 
ultrasound to make sure the baby was no longer alive. Conrmed! Another time, we 
were called back to get counseling only, we were erroneously counseled on abortion

My last pregnancy was triplets. This  time, I did not get sick but I bled huge clots the 
entire time. The pregnancy progressed to the point that my care was transferred to the 
OB doctor. I was absolutely huge. People would look at me as I entered rooms. My 
mother-in-law insisted that I see the one she saw for the many years she lived in Atlanta. 
So, I did. He was not a specialist and did not know high risk pregnancies. 
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They transferred me to a table, placed my legs in stirrups, and strapped my legs into 
position which completely triggered me and caused me to panic. My blood pressure 
rose so fast and so high that I remember starting to cry, “My baby” and then completely 
losing consciousness. I woke up in the recovery room and ran immediately to the 
bathroom. The blood ran down my leg and I sat on the toilet crying. They took me back 
to the bed. I went home and tried to carry on with normal life until the three months were 
up as best I could. Dick tried to help keep our minds off of our wait. He was progressing 
through his company and was getting his MBA at Georgia State part-time. He 
considered attending several other schools full-time and several of the schools offered 
him really great scholarships but, we determined that remaining in Atlanta and having us 
both work to support ourselves and save the money that moving to a college and having 
either of us work was not an ideal situation…much to his parent's chagrin.  Again, his 
father and mother berated him for not choosing an ivy league school. His father actually 
called him a “likeable bum” and, this really really damaged Dick. His parents refused to 
help him get his MBA even though we were struggling to make it at the time. His paternal 
grandmother was really great to us though.

 rather than the D, S, & C procedure. We had to correct them halfway through and they 
returned with the correct props and information. We were returned back out to the 
waiting room.

The waiting room became very crowded with women. I was the only one who had been 
showing so severely. I received dirty looks from the women as they entered the waiting 
room. My mother-in-law noticed and drew nearer to me to keep me distracted. 
Periodically, I burst into tears. Finally, I was taken into the back to prep. I was given 
instructions and put into a hospital gown. The staff was very abrupt and short. Not at all 
caring or concerned. An IV was placed in me and as I was put to sleep, the staff noted 
that I had signed consent for an abortion and not the D, S, & C. So, before they would 
allow the medication to work and allow me to fall asleep they had me sign another set of 
consents. I was told the baby was instructed to be sent to Emory University for DNA 
testing and that the results would take three months to arrive. We were to call at that time 
to set up an appointment with a genetic counselor. I was then wheeled into the OR.

Dick's paternal grandmother adored both of us. She wanted dearly to attend the 
wedding but my mother-in-law determined that she could not come. My paternal 
grandmother-in-law was a wealthy woman from Manhattan, New York. She married a 
judge who died prematurely of a heart attack and married another shortly after that who 
also, prematurely died. She inherited a lot of money from both. Grandma had brothers 
and sisters who lived in the area where she lived in New York and truly, she loved New 
York. She referred to her life there very frequently when we spoke. She wanted to go 
back as well.

My father-in-law along with my mother-in-law determined that they were going to move 
grandma to an old aged, independent living building close by to them…against her will. 
She did not want to move but she feared my father-in-law. She often responded with
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The three months nally came to an end. Dick and I marked the exact day on a calendar 
and, on that day we got together during our lunch breaks in a centralized spot so that we 

Grandma made no secret of the fact that Dick had always been his favorite grandchild 
and that she considered me like a daughter. His older sister and younger brother never 
visited or called her at all. They feared betraying the expected allegiance to their mother 
and father most of all because those who did not stand behind their decisions were 
disowned. My mother-in-law had three other brothers, none of whom she spoke with 
because they disagreed with her at one time or the other. Not only were they disowned, 
but when they came up in conversation either they were directly ridiculed or someone, 
like their wives would be the subject of horrible ridicule. I never got to meet the doctor 
who practiced in Alabama, but knew his wife was fat.

Dick's younger brother once admitted to us during a visit, that the only reason he 
maintained any contact whatsoever with his parents was because he wanted their 
nancial support and inheritance. My mother-in-law and sister-in-law were so enmeshed 
that one could not breathe without the other. When my sister-in-law had Dick's nephew, 
and he was born incredibly sick, she moved back into the in-law's house with the baby 
and without her husband. We visited shortly after sister moved back in and my mother-
in-law showed off that she turned one of the bedrooms into a nursery for the baby. I 
guessed this was a permanent stay. I was handed the baby and, after a while, the baby 
was having labored breathing to which my mother-in-lawblamed me. She snapped, 
“What are you doing to the baby? He's having trouble breathing.” I wasn't doing 
anything to the baby but I felt horribly shamed and guilty and, of course, she snatched 
the baby away from me immediately. The next day we learned that the baby was born 
with a lung problem and it had absolutely nothing to do with how I was holding him.

“I don't know. I have to ask your father.” Before making any decision whatsoever. If 
grandma wanted to take us out to eat or have us at her apartment, my in-laws knew 
about it.  It was strange.  In any case, grandma  described the move as a disaster. My 
mother-in-law took it upon herself to decorate her apartment. According to my mother-
in-law, grandma was not appreciative and treated her like one of her hired help. Knowing 
now, what I know about my mother-in-law though, this is highly doubtful. My mother-in-
law never had one nice thing to say about grandma ever and would bring grandma to 
her house for occasions, sit her on the couch and treat her horribly the entire time. 
Grandma used to say that the only time she saw my in-laws was once a month when it 
was time to balance her checkbook. Otherwise, they didn't visit or call at all.

I visited grandma on all of my lunch breaks as the daycare center was moments from her 
house. When I began working at the nursing homes, I visited during the evenings and 
sometimes Dick would meet me there. On Fridays, during lunch, I would take grandma 
her favorite kosher food from the deli and sit with her in her apartment and sing Shabbos 
songs. She didn't know any of them, but she so loved hearing the Hebrew and having 
the attention paid to her. When I learned a new craft, I made sure grandma received one. 
Grandma took me around to meet all of her friends in the apartment.
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I went through several horrible years of mourning after the loss of the triplets and Adam. I 
felt completely lost and often questioned even, why I was actually a female. My purpose 
in life, as a Jewish woman was to have children and make a home conducive to Torah 
study. What happened to all of the dreams Bubbe and I had talked about in bed those 
years? I couldn't even do something as basic as baring children. So, in my mind I 
questioned whether having the parts of a female actually made you female. And, was it 
truly having parts if the parts didn't even work? Why was I even here? I was certain Dick 
would eventually divorce me as well. I could not provide him with the most basic things a 
wife provides for a husband. How would he perpetuate his name? Dick continually 
reassured me that I was not an incubator to him and, that it could have possibly been his 
genes that was creating the difculties as he reminded me of the troubles his sister had 

could call Emory University to conrm the completion of the DNA testing and to 
schedule an appointment with the genetics counselor. More devastation! After days of 
calling and confusion and nurses calling other nurses and doctors calling each other, 
we found out that the abortion clinic erroneously discarded Adam's body “in the trash” 
with the other “aborted tissue”. Emory University never received Adam. I cannot tell you 
how horrible it felt to hear 1) that we wasted 3 months hoping to hear what was 
happening in my body to all of the fetuses I had carried and perhaps approaching our 
next pregnancy with a solution 2) to hear that the body of your baby was “thrown in the 
trash” by accident with aborted fetuses/babies despite the fact that throughout the 
entire process they continued to have to correct their error. You would have thought they 
would have caught on the rst three errors they made to ag my pregnancy or 
something.

Immediately following Adam's death, Dick tried to help. We needed a new car and he 
promised we would look at, my then dream car, a yellow, soft top Jeep.  We didn't buy 
one previously because it would have not been the practical family choice, but now that 
we were not going to have a baby for a little while we both thought perhaps that having a 
moment of impracticality was ok.  We went to the Jeep dealer and were taken right out to 
the lot where I was encouraged to sit in the Jeep.  The Jeep shopping trip served to 
successfully provide a short distraction from my grief until…I stepped out of the Jeep 
and the salesperson asked me how many months pregnant I was. I was so hurt and, the 
success of the distraction came to an abrupt end. We left the dealership immediately. 
The lesson I learned was NEVER ask a woman anything about a pregnancy unless you 
are absolutely positive she is absolutely pregnant…told by her mouth!

You may be saying to yourself, “Did they sue?”. The answer is a rousing NO! Why? 
Because ALL of the doctors involved during the entire process spent months going 
around in circles blaming each other. The abortion doctor blamed the OB for not 
providing orders to send Adam to Emory. The OB accused the abortion clinic and the 
doctor for losing the orders. And surrounded by all of this was the complete and utter 
devastation I felt about, not only losing an 8 month old pregnancy and my baby boy but, 
that his body was thrown away “accidently”. I spent almost 2 weeks in bed and 
completely shut down.
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with her son.

I blamed myself for the miscarriages and I was angry at Hashem. Shortly before one, 
Dick and I had an argument in the car after I picked him up at work one day. I believed 
that the miscarriage was due to the horrible stress I had brought upon myself by arguing 
with Dick. One of the earliest miscarriages happened shortly after I washed the bathtub. 
I blamed myself for not eating. I blamed myself for eating too much. I blamed myself for 
exercising too little. I blamed myself for exercising too much. Even today, I struggle with 
blaming myself for not being able to have babies. I am able to rationalize the thoughts 
away much easier though then when they rst happened.
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About three years prior to our divorce, Dick took me to a restaurant to ask me to have an 
“open marriage”. I began sobbing and gave told him “absolutely not.” I was absolutely 
devastated. About two years after that, he requested us to begin interviewing females for 
threesomes. I agreed knowing that it would be very difcult to approach a female to ask 
her to have a threesome with his wife. I was right.

Chat rooms eventually faded into history along with AOL. Dick moved to magazines 
next. Then he moved to videos. Then, later in our marriage, he became involved with 
Playboy TV. He received catalogs in the mail from companies that sold sex toys that he 
wanted to try. He continuously forced me to perform sex that I was not comfortable 
doing and would either try bribing me to perform things or actually taking sex from me 
when I just couldn't do it willingly. There were phases in our marriage that he wanted me 
to try using food or alcohol to get me to perform the way he wanted me to. There were 
many times in our marriage that Dick would ght with me because I was not performing 
things willingly, or enthusiastically enough.

Dick didn't understand exactly why I felt so strongly about his having sex with strangers 
online. I really couldn't adequately express my feelings about it either and so, when I 
confronted Dick several times over and over again, he was totally able to rationalize his 
way out of the situation and I would back down. I tried to explain to him that I felt like he 
was cheating on me but this didn't seem to faze him at the time. He would often ask what 
the difference between him masturbating to photos in a magazine and masturbating 
with another person, live on the computer. I had no exact answer. Several times, Dick 
promised to stop because I asked him to, however, oftentimes, that night when I would 
wake up from sleeping to use the bathroom, I would go into the ofce to see him in one of 
the chat rooms.

Almost immediately after our marriage and getting settled in Atlanta, Dick began getting 
obsessed with various, egregious sexual issues. In the beginning, it was an addiction to 
the sexually explicit chat rooms. This was at a time when home computers were a new 
phenomenon and growing and, AOL was the server. “You've Got Mail”! As soon as the 
male voice was heard anywhere in the United States, you knew someone was online. 
Chat rooms were huge at this time. There were chat rooms uniting every possible group 
of people. Eventually, the chat rooms progressed mostly into porn sites. People were 
having online sex which gave way to phone sex…or vice versa.  The only problem with 
phone sex numbers was that they were costly and online was free. Oftentimes, I would 
be speaking to a group of people in a chat room about infertility issues and, I would 
receive a private message from someone hitting on me. Oftentimes the other person 
would get frustrated with me because I totally didn't get the subversive messages were 
meant to lure me into having online sex. I just gured they were being friendly.

At the time, I was working in a corporation of Medicaid nursing homes. I was hired at the 
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largest one in the South at the time. I remember going into the facility the rst time and 
wondering whatever was I doing there. The rst thing you noticed as you walked 
through the doors was the horrible stench of urine. The oors were of cheap linoleum. 
The walls were chipped down to the plaster and painted with a very cheap paint by very 
cheap labor. The residents that smoked were congregated around the outside of the 
main door smoking. Some residents were tied around their waists to their wheelchairs. 
Other residents walked around with blank stares in their eyes. I knew nothing about 
where I was interviewing.

I got the job and I knew we needed the money so I took it. After a few months and my 
increased comfort with my coworkers, the residents and my work, I actually began 
loving my job! I worked as an assistant social worker on the basement oor where the 
severest Alzheimer's cases were placed because they wandered and there was very 
little chance they could wander out of the facility from the basement unless they 
managed to get into the stairway, up the stairs and through the rst oor to the outdoors.

I was promoted extremely rapidly through the ranks of the corporation. I worked as the 
assistant social worker for only 6 months before I was promoted to Social Work 
Supervisor. I liked social work so much that I decided to return to school to get my 
Masters in Social Work. The University of Georgia was beginning a part-time program in 
nearby Lawrenceville but the competition for the initial slots was erce. I had little hope of 
being accepted…so when the letter came that listed me as an accepted student, I had to 
read it and reread it several times and have Dick read and reread it several times to 
actually understand that I was accepted into the program. I couldn't believe it. Out of the 
600 candidates, there was only room for 75 students. I was one of them.

Within another 6 months, I was granted the title of the rst social worker QA in Georgia. 
Until then, the position was held by nurses. Six months following that title, I was awarded 
the Director of Social Services Corporate and was required to travel to the many nursing 
facilities across Georgia, take account of the programs and correct charting in 
compliance with the laws, teach updated information to the facility heads of the 
programs, and make improvements as reasonable. I was based out of a nursing facility 
on the Georgia/Alabama border…in the opposite direction of my master's program

So, I worked at the nursing homes full time and I attended my Master's program full time. 
Following my rst promotion at the nursing homes, I began creating and improving the 
social work programs in all of the corporate facilities across Georgia addressing the 
OSHA laws and the Medicaid rules that governed them. This job required me driving 
many hours throughout Georgia to other nursing facilities. It was during these trips that I 
began learning the realities of the South. Common on the back roads in Georgia, 
particularly in towns on the border of Georgia and Alabama; Bremen, Carrolton, 
Tallapoosa etc. were “chop shops” for the KKK. These were actual stores with windows 
displaying rebel ags and KKK uniforms! I didn't even know that these things even 
existed. I had watched KKK rallies on television in horror but, never really stopped to 
think where the uniforms came from…now I knew.
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…and most of the other facilities I had to visit. While I worked as Corporate Director, 
none of my facilities ever received a warning mark against them. I gave my notice from 
the nursing facility shortly following my graduation from my master's program. It was a 
very difcult decision as I had made a lot of very good friends over the years of my 
employment. I missed them.

After sitting in an empty clinic for days on end together, the nurse and I really bonded. 
She was a beautiful woman who was totally obsessed with eating fat…or not eating fat. 
She was as skinny as a rail…I thought her gure was incredible but Dick assured me she 
was too skinny. I admired her body anyway. We began talking and she showed me a 
picture of her adopted son. He was African-American but she insisted that he wasn't and 
this totally threw me for a loop. I would stare at his picture to make certain I was not crazy. 
I could not nd one trace of Caucasian in him. Yet, the nurse insisted he was not African-
American. Ok. Who am I? I met her husband whowas the head coach at a local high 
school and he too indicated that the boy was not “black”. Dick and I looked at each 
other. After getting to know these people quite well and seeing how their family worked, 
Dick and I decided to adopt a child.

I was offered a position in a small medical center that wanted me to work with a nurse 
and a physician to create a wrap-around program for the elderly in the community. The 
program eventually took off and on clinic days, we were ooded with individuals who 
needed medical assistance. On non-clinic days however, myself and the nurse spent 
very long days sitting in the clinic doing absolutely nothing. The nurse took odd jobs 
around the medical center in other departments leaving me to sit in the clinic all day long 
by myself. It made for extremely long and boring days.

Once the program was created and I was sure it would run smoothly enough for another 
social work professional to take control, I gave my notice. The program still exists today.
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We were nally referred to an adoption facilitation organization in San Francisco, 
California. We read the brochures on them and really agreed with their philosophies. We 
interviewed them on the phone and read books. Studied their website. Spoke to others 
with whom the organization was involved. Everything checked out. So, Dick and I made 
a long trek across the United States to visit in person. We were ready for a vacation and 
Dick's company's main headquarters was local as well so we rationalized that we could 
get a lot done in one trip.

Dick and I researched and considered all types of options for our adoption. We joined 
information groups and got involved with infertility groups. We attended information 
sessions etc. We considered foreign adoptions until we heard about the horror stories 
that others had gone through. At the time, Russia and China were opened for foreign 
adoption. Many girls were being adopted out of China. We knew many people who 
adopted out of Russia…mainly because Russian children could easily pass as their 
own. The issue was that many of the children being adopted in the United States 
through Russia were potentially Chernobyl babies and having another child at a greater 
potential of dying around me just was not an option.

We met with the head of the agency in her home. We were thoroughly sold. She was not 
entirely positive. She told us that the organization specialized in placing “children of 
color” and helped us to understand that that meant any child who was not Caucasian. 
She provided us with wonderful resources that indicated the disproportional amount of 
“children of color” placed for adoption in the United States and the dismal outcomes for 
the children if they were not adopted. Awesome! We could raise a child and do good at 
the same time. Perfect. The organization had an amazing website with a book lled with 
suggested readings and publications. Children's books addressing being adopted by 
people of a different culture or race than you. Adult books on how to parent children from 
different cultures, and textbook type books demonstrating statistics and other factual 
information on children who are adopted outside their culture and race. It all seemed 
overwhelming and confusing and exciting all at once.

We completed our application forms and began the long, arduous process of collecting 
documents. At this stage, it didn't seem that the adoption would ever happen. The 
questions were long and took a lot of thought. What kind of child did we want? We only 
specied a “healthy” child. This was because of everything we had been through until 
this point, we just could not bear to lose another.

All other questions regarding the child were left up to Hashem. We absolutely loved that 
we had to produce a creative way to present ourselves to the birth parents so that they 
would know who they were choosing to be their child's parent. We adored that the 
parents got to choose us! How empowering. Our prole had photos of ourselves doing 
the things we love to do, our house and our religious practices. It had to be on one 
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regular sized page. We gured that we would not get the choice should the wait period 
be a pregnancy so, we would not specify at this time. It was while thinking about this that 
Dick and I decided that the wait period would, very much be like the pregnancy part of 
having a child. We knew it would be a very difcult wait.

They were specically referring to the concept of “disproportionality” when speaking 
about this bill. This unfortunate statistic indicated that a disproportionate number of 
children from “minority” cultures made up the foster care roles throughout America. The 
case against this bill was predominantly represented by African Americans who feared 
that African American children adopted by Caucasian families was genocide and 
assimilation into Caucasian culture by African American children would “white wash” 
the children's culture.

Following the entire process a report is written to both the state and the adoption agency 
about the caseworker's impressions, whether the particular child to be adopted would 
thrive in the environment etc. It was incredibly nerve-wracking.

A noted discussion between Dick and I took place somewhere during the adoption 
process as well about religion. I am Jewish. Dick was Atheist. He did not see the point in 
raising our children with any knowledge of religion. I strongly disagreed.

The agency to do the home study was rst contacted by the agency and then, we 
scheduled our rst appointment. We had to go into the agency for our initial 
appointment. The head of the agency was an African American woman. At this time, 
MEPA-IEP had not yet been created by Bill Clinton however, the studies for and against 
the bill had already been published. In essence, the bill stated that the color of one's skin 
could not be taken into account during a cross-cultural adoption. The arguments for this 
bill addressed the multitude of abandoned children in the foster care system and the 
horrible life outcomes for children who grow up in the foster care system. 

All of the paperwork was in and Dick and I began the waiting period. As part of the entire 
process and to qualify and be approved for adoption, we had to have a home study by a 
local agency. A home study was where an agency comes into your home, interviews the 
perspective parents, walks around the community to interview neighbors, and checks 
references to make sure the parents are “t” to be parents.

As I researched and studied the arguments for and against the bill, I began 
understanding and favoring both sides. So, for our family, I made certain that this would 
denitely not happen. I intentionally set out to educate myself completely in African 
American culture. I surrounded myself with African American families. I attended African 
American religious ceremonies. I learned about African American holidays like Kwanzaa 
and Juneteenth. I began learning to cook kosher African and African American meals. 
Some of my African American girlfriends laughed that I knew more about being African 
American in America then most African Americans knew…mostly themselves.  I had 
every intention of raising my children to know their African American heritage.
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Both of us denitely wanted to honor our future children's family. As proud and Jewish as 
I was and as much as I wanted to honor my heritage and, in particular, my Bubbe and 
Zeyde, I decided to educate my children in every religion and then, when they were old 
enough, they could choose which religion to practice…if any.  This allowed me to 
continue practicing my Judaism and, allowed me to further learn about their culture as 
well.

We absolutely adored our house. It was one of the rst houses completed in the 
neighborhood. We chose the lot because it was towards the back of the community and 
on a cul-de-sac. As we moved our furniture in and carefully placed everything as we 

So, as I met this woman at the head of the home study agency and saw how horribly 
biased she was against our adoption, I approached her directly and began imparting 
some of my knowledge on her. I suppose she was impressed because the home study, 
which she didn't want her agency to participate in, actually took place and was written 
quite favorably. Reverse racism is quite an interesting concept to me. Martin Luther 
King, Jr. once said, “You cannot ght darkness with darkness.  You must ght darkness 
with light.” Another great quotation directly states that you cannot ght discrimination 
with discrimination. Stereotyping a group of people, or like I like to say, “Lumping an 
entire group of people into one category, regardless of the color of their skin or their 
religion or any other characteristic is wrong and unethical and dangerous!” I am a 
unique individual who, happens to be Caucasian. If you look at me, you would never 
know the life I have lived and what I have learned from that life. So, don't do it to anyone 
else. Hashem should be our ONLY judge!

It was difcult for me to accept that my children were not going to be Jewish. I knew the 
ramications of this in my religion however, raising healthy children and honoring their 
parents was critical to me. Through Hashem, these parents were fullling my dream and 
purpose of becoming a mother. They were angels to me and, throughout our children's 
lives, we spoke and treated them as such. Their cultures deserved to be taught and 
imparted onto my children just as mine would be.

We purchased our rst house during this time; brand new construction. We chose the lot 
and everything down to the door handles. We changed the oor plan a little to include a 
bay window in the dining room and have a side entry garage instead of the garage doors 
on the front of the house. The closing of the house was an exciting time. As soon as we 
received the keys, Dick and I went through the house and hung window treatments and 
painted the rooms the colors we wished except the nursery. We did everything and we 
were proud.

We also spent much of the time studying books and interviewing people about white 
privilege and growing up a person of color. We joined support groups and met many 
families who were multicultural. This was all at the recommendation of the adoption 
facilitation agency we were using. We felt like we were quite diligent about getting 
prepared.
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liked, the house denitely became a home. We kept the nursery door closed at all times. 
We did not paint the walls. We did nothing but dream of the baby. The house had three 
other bedrooms besides the master. All of the bedrooms were upstairs but, the master 
bedroom door was placed on one side of the landing near one other smaller room and 
then, the other two bedroom doors were on the other side of the landing on the other 
side of the stairs. We chose the nursery to be in the room closest to the master bedroom.

Our master bedroom was absolutely huge with an ensuite bathroom with a jetted 
soaking tub and separate shower. There was a large window above the tub that was 
frosted specially to my specications. Dick and I had separate sinks and I had a built

When we picked the lot we chose it for several reasons; it was on a cul-de-sac, it was 
located in an area of the community that we liked, and the lot next door to us would 
remain vacant because there was a large gulley there. Our house and lot were very 
much elevated from the road and the next door lot was so far below the road that the hill 
in between was huge. When it rained, the wash was horrible and often formed a river that 
took sand and branches along with it and deposited it someplace else. After a while, we 
had deep ditches that were not supposed to be there and began to endanger the 
integrity of the house. We called the builder and the builder wanted to charge us for 
producing a survey and a remedy. We did not have the money to correct the problem. 
Our rst house was a drain on our savings and then, we were in the process of paying for 
the adoption of our rst baby. And so, we began to become disillusioned by the 
excitement we felt about the inside of the house and the horrible disappointment we felt 
with our yard. The neighbors that had completed their houses began working on 
gardens. Nothing would grow in ours because of the erosion and oods that were 
running through ours. I managed to grow three crepe myrtle trees to shade the front 
windows of the house. That was it.

-in make-up vanity as well. The only thing that we did not like about our special rst- 
house was the lot. The lot denitely did not meet our expectations.

Dick worked in Buckhead while we lived in our new rst house. Without rush hour trafc, 
it took approximately ½ hour to drive there. During rush hour trafc, it could take 
anywhere from an hour and a half to two hours. The ride was crazy long. Dick would 
bring things to listen to during the ride. One Friday…THE Friday…I received THE call! It 
was SO unexpected as it was only about two months after completing all of the 
paperwork when THE call came. “We have a baby that was offered to you.
The mother was very impressed with you both.” The woman told me a little about the 
boy's medical history and the mother's history. Nothing was known about the father. The 
boy was African American and was the second generation born as a direct descendant 
of a slave. His last name was actually the given slave name.

I listened very hard and my heart was beating out of my body the entire time but 
somehow I stopped breathing. Dick was in meetings all day. I made the decision. YES! 
We would accept the boy. He sounds perfect. The situation sounds perfect. After the 
call, I did not know what to do with myself. I could not sit still. I needed to tell someone 
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but couldn't decide who. I decided to call my closest sorority sister, Kate. Kate and I had 
kept contact with each other the entire time after her departure from the university. She 
was the rst person to come to mind.

Kate was so excited for me. We spoke so quickly and excitedly that even after a half hour 
of conversation, when we hung up, my need to speak to someone was not exhausted. 
But there was no one else. I waited for the time Dick was expected home. I would go sit 
on the front porch and wait. I would walk around the house and wait. I would call to see if 
he would pick up in the car. Nothing. Until, I sat down on the couch in the family room to 
get comfortable. I heard the electric garage door opener engage, and burst out of the 
door so fast that I met Dick at the bottom of the driveway and I could tell he was trying to 
gure out what I was trying to tell him. His windows were up because of the air 
conditioner so I started yelling but he kept driving into the garage. I tried to get to his side 
of the car but the garage was so tiny it made it difcult. He got out of the car and I started 
yelling excitedly. Dick started laughing. “What?” I started again. Dick sat down in the 
family room and I started telling him all of the details about the phone call. I started by 
yelling, “WE HAVE A SON!” Dick began asking me questions and, I realized that truly, I 
had no idea about any of the critical details like, how we were going to actually get our 
son.

It was Friday after work. The sun was to go down shortly and there were so many 
questions. Dick called California and, Baruch Hashem!...three hours earlier. We got our 
questions answered. The baby boy was born on that day, September 29, 1993 in 
Bethesda, Maryland. There were some health questions that ranged from denitely 
present to not certain. The woman had given another baby boy for adoption several 
years ago. He too was adopted by a Caucasian family. They were given rst choice as to 
whether they would adopt this baby boy. They declined. BARUCH HASHEM!

My Bubbe used to tell me, “Man plans and G-d laughs.” G-d must have been hysterical 
that weekend. I observed Shabbos and then, Saturday at sundown, we began painting 
the nursery. We decided on a Sesame Street theme in primary colors. We painted the 
walls a bright yellow and added Elmo red accents. We stayed up all night to get it 
completed. On Sunday, as soon as the stores opened, we hit the big baby stores to buy 
everything else. Let me tell you how overwhelming it is to shop in those huge shops, in 
one day, for your rst baby. I don't think people realize how much stuff and decisions 
come with this process. What kind of bottles are best, whether to use a pacier and what 
kind. What type of diapers to use. What kind of crib; whether we should invest in one that 
converts to a toddler bed or whether we should invest in one that could be handed 
down. We decided to go with a beautiful, dark colored wood crib with a matching bureau 
of drawers and dressing table.

We had to buy clothes. We had to buy diapers. We had to buy EVERYTHING! Most 
pregnant women have 9 months to purchase all of the things a baby needs. They have 9 
months to research and consider which type of bottle would work best. I had 1 day!  My 
head was spinning…and all the time, I was trying to absorb the fact that I WAS A MOM
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Dick and I spent that night exhaustedly searching for names. Sometime during our day, 
we picked up a book of names. We searched the internet for the most popular boy 
names that year as a guide to what to stay away from. We then embarked on reading 
through the book. I would throw out an interesting name and, either it got a scrunched 
nose no or lifted eyebrows considered in combination of a middle name. We settled on 
Tyler Cobb. We started calling him Tyler.

We found out on Monday, that we would not be able to pick Tyler up until the ICC papers 
were led. Until then, he would remain in the state with a foster mother. I was very sad 
and relieved at the same time. I was able to call the foster mother any time and ask her 
questions and check up on Tyler. We found out that Tyler's previously adopted half-
brother was also kept by this foster family. The husband was a pastor of a local church 
and the wife kept infants. She was so patient with me and laughed when I was sad that 
Tyler's belly button had fallen off before I could be with him. She offered to save it for me 
but, together we decided it would be best not to keep it.

…TO A BABY BOY!

Dick still had reservations about adopting an African American baby. Periodically, he 
would ask me a “what if” question and I knew exactly where it was from…a place of 
doubt. His parents had now adequately and vehemently denounced the adoption.
His maternal grandparents stopped talking to us saying it had nothing to do with his 
color, they wouldn't accept any adopted baby. Nice! The only one who was genuinely 
excited for us was his paternal grandmother who absolutely maintained an amazing 
relationship with us all the way through. She understood how much this baby meant to 
us. Dick was put in the middle of it all. One early morning before work, he woke up and 
announced that he did not wish to adopt an African American child any more. He said 
that it is not ethical and that he wanted to do what was best for the child and that would 
be for him to remain in foster care until an African American family would adopt him.

We went around and around on this issue until Dick nally was forced to leave for work. I 
went completely numb. I would have to sit an entire day gnawing on the issue and the 
fact that I may have just lost another child. I spent the entire day in misery. I did not bother 
Dick at work and knew that he would not be home until well after 5:30p that night. As 
soon as I heard the garage door opener, I pounced. I didn't mean to pounce, but my 
heart was racing with anxiety. We ate dinner and then spoke. I had Dick speak to one of 
my clinical colleagues. The conversation went for hours. I felt so incredibly guilty taking 
up so much of her time and, honestly still do. After the call, Dick reluctantly agreed to 
continue with the adoption.

The day nally came when the ICC papers were successfully led. The ICC papers are 
led so that adopted children can travel to other states at the knowledge of both states. 
So each state has to le with each other before a child can be brought over the borders. I 
was so excited I couldn't stand myself.
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She told me to bring an infant carrier and a diaper bag and two changes of clothes. I did 
exactly that. I ew to Dulles International that evening. I was so excited I don't remember 
half of the trip. I sat at the gate and could see the main door. I moved from one chair to the 
next as I studied the doorway to notice a Caucasian woman carrying an African 
American baby. It took forever.

When we arrived, we immediately fed and changed Tyler and got him ready for his rst 
night ever in his new crib. Dick and I were both amazed at how hungry Tyler seemed. I 
had already fed him two newborn bottles lled with formula on the plane. Now he sucked 
down a third in record time. We laughed.

89Finally, I noticed the woman coming down the walkway carrying the baby in a carrier. I 
hugged her immediately but, was not certain I hugged her long enough because my 
eyes went right down to the baby and, I think I greedily grabbed him out of her hands. I'm 
not sure, but I feel like I did. The baby was completely covered in blankets and a hood 
from his snowsuit. It was October and we were in the Northeast of America. It was pretty 
cold. All I could see was his nose peeking out from the layers.

Tyler was a large baby. He was born at 9lbs. 13 oz. But he arrived home after two weeks. 

Our plane was a little delayed because of weather which, I didn't mind. It gave me time to 
sit at our gate a little longer and marvel at my baby. It hadn't yet sunk in. I was a mother to 
a son. A perfect little boy. We nally boarded. The plane was empty as it was a very late 
ight. The lady who was sitting in our row voluntarily gave up her seat after hearing our 
story. She said she was very touched by the story and felt we needed some alone time. I 
was so grateful!

Tyler and I ew back to Atlanta International. Dick was waiting right beside the door as 
we exited the plane. Back then, you could do this. Dick unpacked Tyler and looked at his 
face. I could tell that he was uncomfortable. Tyler's eyes were huge compared to his face 
and round like he was terried. Well, he had just been on a noisy plane for two hours. He 
couldn't help it. It was a painfully quiet ride home.

I immediately undid his safety buckles and picked him up. I looked at his gorgeous face 
that was completely secondary to two big, huge dark brown eyes. He had lots of soft, 
curly hair. I picked up each of his hands and counted his ngers. I then began getting 
him dressed in his own clothes. As I took off his foster mother's clothes, I made note of 
every inch of his tiny little body. He had a birthmark on the very bottom of his tummy. He 
was uncircumcised. I counted his toes. Tyler was all diapered and dressed and fed and 
carefully placed into his new baby carrier. We were all ready to go. I kissed his foster 
mom who had asked for a second of alone time with him. I allowed her to take him to the 
next gate for a few minutes. I believe she prayed.

We made plans to travel. Dick had executives coming into work that week so he would 
not be able to travel with me. I would be meeting Tyler and the foster mother by myself. 
The foster mom and I decided to meet at an empty gate at the airport.
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All of my co-workers threw Tyler baby showers. Dick's ofce also threw a baby shower. 
Then, we had a “Welcome Home” party in our new house. All of my in-laws RSVP'd for 
our House Warming Party. They never showed up. Dick called sometime during the 
party to nd out if they were safe. They stated that they did not support Tyler's adoption 
and would not attend. O.K? Tyler received a lot of clothes and incidentals along with 
some great gifts Dick and I didn't purchase yet; one being a battery operated swing! It 
was an absolute lifesaver. We met with my in-laws a few days later at their house. They 
refused to come to ours. They asked us to “return him”. What? I looked at Dick 
confused. Later I asked Dick if perhaps his parents confused our son with merchandise 
from a store shelf.

Equally, there was no time allotted for newly adopted mothers. It wasn't until Bill Clinton 
became President of the United States that the Family Leave Act actually started being 
enforced and, adopted parents were actually considered new parents as well. 
Additionally, a new tax credit was being introduced as an incentive for people to adopt 
children; particularly children in foster care. Of course, by that time, we did not qualify 
because it was not enacted as law until the following year and we made too much 
money.

He was big. His hands were so large that he could palm the entire circumference of the 
bottle. I was solely responsible for his care during the night because Dick had to go into 
the ofce every morning. During these days, the Family Leave Act was not enforced and 
so, there was no time allotted for new fathers.

When we purchased the crib, it looked tiny. When we put Tyler in for the rst time, it 
looked humongous! Tyler woke up every two hours to eat. I was absolutely exhausted 
the next morning. His wake/sleep cycle remained consistent the entire day, into the next 
night, into the next day and into the night. About every two hours, Tyler would suck down 
an entire bottle before you can blink. I moved him up to a larger bottle and still, he would 
wake for more. On the third night, of absolutely no sleep and no shower, I laid on the oor 
in the nursery while he cried and cried myself. Maybe Dick was right. Maybe this wasn't 
for us. Maybe I made a mistake. What did I do?

I set-up the swing immediately and tried it out on Tyler. I had heard some really great 
reviews on these swings and some really poor reviews so, I put Tyler in, held my breath 
and…. HE LOVED IT! He swung and slept and swung and slept. During the days, we 
had a CD called Baby Songs that we played while he swung. During the nights, he 
swung to his heart's content. He almost slept through the entire night the very rst night. 
He learned to suck his thumb. He developed the habit of sucking his thumb with one 
hand and playing with his hair, curling it around his forenger with the other. It was 
adorable.

I was also given the opportunity to shower during this time. A friend taught me what to do 
and it absolutely worked. I would put Tyler in his infant carrier on the oor and sing to him 
while I was in the shower. Perfect. He learned to sing with me…ok…maybe not the 
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During this time, we began scheduling our placement study with the home study 
agency as well. Several placement studies are scheduled with the agency to make sure 
the baby and the parents are adjusting well to the new situation. The caseworker came 
to visit our new home and to meet Tyler. She asked a lot of questions and told us what to 
expect. We needed to have three placement studies within three months. Again, this 
was nerve wracking and rather inconvenient and costly as we had to pay for each study 
required by law but, we were also expecting it so it was ne. Things were going well! We 
were in the swing of things when, one day after work Dick announced that he was 
offered an amazing job with Nations Bank in Charlotte, North Carolina. We were moving!

Remember, I remained Kosher throughout my entire life and my friends respected this. 
So, Dick and I traveled two hours towards the Alabama border with our new baby in tow. 
She and her son lived in a small town called Tallapoosa. Dick and I did not feel right as 
soon as we pulled into the driveway but we absolutely did not understand why. We had a 
great time but at dusk, my friend whisked us to the car and told us to get home. We were 
puzzled. We returned home and received a phone call from her. She apologized for 
hastily saying good-bye but stated that her neighbor had noticed a “N-baby” being 
taken into her house and if she did not send us home by dark, we all would be in danger. 
She stated that they threatened to do bodily harm to my family and to burn crosses in her 
yard. We completely understood. I still maintain contact with this friend and her sisters 
today. Her son contacts me as well.

thTyler was born on September 29 . He was placed in my arms in October. October turned 
into November quickly and Thanksgiving was upon us before we knew it. I was still 
trying to gure out the whole “mother” thing so, a close co-worker of mine invited us over 
to her house to celebrate Thanksgiving after we had eaten.

actual words but whatever babble he could babble at the time.
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It became cold in Charlotte almost immediately that year and I knew no one yet. I was 
stuck in the apartment alone, every day with an infant with absolutely no adult contact at 
all. Remember, I was a new mom at the time. I began to take Tyler on walks around the 
local mall in his carriage for exercise and just to get out of the cramped apartment. A 
women's walking group consisting mostly of older women also walked around the mall 
on a regular basis. I was still a little uncomfortable being the Caucasian mother of an 
African American son as, I never liked being the center of attention and this made us 
both standout like sore thumbs. Nevertheless, this was my son and I was proud 
regardless of what society said. I was making a turn around the top oor of the mall when 
one of the women approached and looked in the carriage. Stunned, she stated, “Oh. IT 
looks just like you.” I was very confused and searched diligently for any way Tyler looked 
“just like me.” I even convinced myself that perhaps the lighting in the mall made Tyler 
appear to be Caucasian. I kept looking down in the carriage.

I stopped at one of the tables at the food court and sat down and looked at Tyler content 
in his carriage. I searched in his face for something that might actually “look like me”. But 
I saw nothing. Perhaps his nose? I couldn't tell.  Later, I consulted Kate on the phone and 
she laughed at my naïveté. “Honey. That was not a compliment sweetheart. That was 
bigotry.” Oh, I said. I was sad. I never walked the mall alone with Tyler again for exercise. 
Later, I made friends with one of the wives of Dick's co-workers. The co-worker was also 
recruited from Dick's previous job in Atlanta. The family moved into an apartment close 
to ours and the wife had given birth to a baby boy about 6 months older than Tyler. So, 
we kept each other company and allowed the boys to play together. She took Tyler one 
day a week to give me a break. I took her son one day a week to give her a break. It 
worked out famously.

We eventually moved from our apartment in Pineville to a house on the North side of 
Charlotte. We liked the north side and ended up spending a lot of our free time there. We 
rented a very tiny house in a subdivision out near almost nothing at all except farms. The 
house was cute and we were both thankful to have somewhat of a yard for Tyler to play 
in. The yard however, yet again, was on a deep slope which limited the amount of 
playing Tyler could do at this young age. He was walking by the time we moved to the 
house. We purchased him a lovely toddler slide and jungle gym to play on outside. 

Our rst of many moves was to Charlotte, North Carolina. Dick had a fellow co- worker 
that became a director for Nations Bank and invited Dick to work for him. It was a huge 
step-up as far as salary and position and career. We initially moved to the town of 
Pineville. We lived in a small, two bedroom apartment. Dick commuted to downtown 
Charlotte everyday while I remained home with Tyler who, now was referred to as Tyler. 
Someone at one of the baby showers began calling Tyler Tyler and it just stuck. Even 
before Dick and I adopted Tyler as Tyler's name, people outside of the family began 
referring to him as Tyler and so, we followed suit. OK. Tyler!

Chapter 16
Our First Move and the Adoption of our Daughter
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Dick and I were very careful about what Tyler was introduced to by way of television as 
well. The popular television show for children at the time was Barney the Dinosaur. We 
however, did not favor Barney and wanted Tyler to grow-up watching Sesame Street 
and the other PBS shows. We asked everyone to refrain from purchasing Barney gifts. 
Of course, for the rst birthday, my son opened a barrage of Barney toys and 
videos…from my mother-in-law.

TYLER grew quickly in our little house. We turned the loft area into his play area. He 
eventually transitioned into a toddler bed. Dick continued to work in downtown 
Charlotte. The ride was very short compared to that of Atlanta. The trafc in Charlotte 
was signicantly lighter with a much better highway plan. I stayed home to raise Tyler. 
His body clock became accustomed to a schedule. Eventually his nap was at 1pm after 
lunch. He slept through the night going to bed at 7pm.

He loved it and would spend hours climbing the gym and sliding the slide. He also had a 
real talent for playing ball. He loved it and would giggle and play for hours until either 
Dick or I would tire of chasing after missed balls that went into the natural area behind 
the yard.

One Sunday, Tyler went down for his nap and Dick and I remained at home watching a 
football game. We woke Tyler at 3pm as usual and both walked into his room to our 
horror. The smell was horrid. I did not realize what had transpired until I went to pick Tyler 
up. He had taken off his diaper and clearly, it was a poo diaper. He was covered in poo 
from head to toe; in his hair, on his face, on his feet. I then looked at his sheets and the 
sheets were covered from one end to the other and in his comforter and pillow. I then 
looked at his toddler bed and poo covered the entire hardware; the headboard, the 
footboard, and both bed rails. I looked up in horror.

Dick went to switch on the light and there, on every wall was poo cakes with little 
ngerprint paintings throughout each one. It literally took me a half hour to gure out a 
game plan as to how to clean the entire room, Tyler, the bedding, and the furniture. We 
went about cleaning and by the time I bathed Tyler, put the bedding into the wash, and 
attempted to wash down the furniture, I had thrown up three times. Eventually, I had to 
leave the rest for Dick to complete. I have to admit, this is still my favorite story about 
Tyler to tell people in order to embarrass Tyler.

We eventually found a housing complex that we coveted right around the corner from 
our housing complex. It was the same complex but with bigger and nicer houses with 
bigger yards and a swimming pool club. We eventually bought the prime house in the 
community. It was a gorgeous house that sat kitty-corner on a corner lot that was the 
entrance to a cul-de-sac. The house sat up from the main street but the backyard was 
level into the cul-de-sac. The backyard had a ton of trees. The front porch was gorgeous. 
The garage was the coveted side loading garage we wanted. It was perfect. We 
struggled to save the down payment but, we did it in time to close and move in.
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I bought books and toys and videos and dolls and a potty and a potty seat and training 
underwear and night time diapers. I followed the advice of the books and allowed him to 
walk around without diapers. I followed other books who said put regular underwear on 
him and allow him to sit in wet pants because it would be uncomfortable and he would 
want to change. Absolutely nothing seemed to work. Tyler began peeing and pooping 
in strategically chosen places that I could not see until I looked. I did not wish to 
challenge my son into nding places to sneak his bathroom habits. I did not wish to 
teach my son to sneak anything. I began telling my girlfriends that I would be changing 
Tyler's diapers before he walked down the aisle. I nally read one book that conrmed 
my intuition as a mother. The pediatrician that wrote the book spoke of not setting your 
child up for a power struggle with you as a parent because it was his/her bodily function 
and you could not win. I totally agreed and endured continuous pressure from 
everyone. One day, shortly after he turned four years old, Tyler woke up in the morning, 
told me he needed to go potty, went, and never turned back since. He never had an 
accident. Never had an issue again.

Tyler was placed into daycare as soon as we moved to the North side. I began working 
for a large hospital about an hour away from the house in a town called Gastonia. 
Gastonia was a particularly poor town in North Carolina, close to Charlotte. I was 
assigned to the pediatric unit, the emergency room and the maternity oor.

I also began creating programs for the hospital particularly regarding adoptions and 
anything pertaining to the maternity unit. I particularly addressed pregnant women who 
were abusing drugs. Many of the programs regarding adoptions I created were later 
adopted by much larger, wealthier hospitals in the Charlotte area and later spread 
throughout all of North Carolina including the state capital of Raleigh. They gained 
esteem because I successfully garnered the support of the young state representative 
John Edwards and the Governor Jessie Helms. As soon as they supported the 

By this time, I had gotten really great at moving. I prepared Tyler's room rst so that he 
always had access to his toys and furniture. We purchased bump beds for him with a full 
bed on the bottom and a twin bed on the top. Tyler loved his big boy bed.  We hung 
posters of his favorite sports stars; Michael Jordan and such.  By this time, Tyler was 
potty trained.

I attempted to potty train Tyler when he was three to no avail. I started feeling horrible 
pressure from all around. The pediatrician hounded me. The preschool threatened me. 
In my heart, I did not believe in transferring the pressure down to my child but, I tried 
because I thought perhaps my intuition was wrong.

Occasionally, I would work the ICU as well due to my previous experience in cardiology. 
In the emergency room I worked with all populations but the doctors down there 
particularly liked to call me in to work with the children…particularly ones with injuries 
suspected to be caused by abuse or neglect. I was responsible for taking pictures of the 
injuries and interviewing the relevant family members and children. I was found to be 
particularly skilled at getting people to speak openly. I'm not exactly sure why.
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programs, they were adopted by hospitals throughout the state. Dick and I nally saved 
money enough to fence the backyard and buy Tyler a playground for his birthday. It was 
a fabulous year. The playground was assembled. The backyard was gorgeous. Tyler 
loved the swings and the tree house. One weekend, Dick and I sat in the kitchen dinette 
looking at Tyler through the sunroom windows playing on gym. He was standing with his 
feet on the ground and his tummy on one of the swings just moving back and forth…all 
alone. Dick and I looked at each other and decided right then that Tyler needed a sibling.

We began considering this out loud and gured out that we wanted this to be our nal 
adoption. Adoption was extremely time consuming and expensive and, the process 
was quite emotionally challenging. We decided to use the same intermediary agency 
that we used to adopt Tyler only this time, we were going to specify this time that we 
wanted a healthy, female child. We considered specifying the race of the child as African 
American but then, decided against this. We thought perhaps learning an additional 
culture as a family would be fun. We also considered large sibling groups as they have 
an additional hurdle in becoming adopted.

We had another home study and went through all the paperwork and then…we waited. I 
couldn't take the “not hearing” this time. After three months of not hearing, I began to call 
the agency who reassured me that a child was being considered for us. We were 
presented with another African American baby boy born in New York and, Dick and I 
accepted. Again, we were told that we needed to prepare to receive the baby on that 
Monday. We had several days to prepare the nursery this time. We decided on the name 
Jordan because Dick's favorite sports star at the time was Michael Jordan.  I created a 
soft sculpture for the wall that spelled out Jordan for above the crib. Everything was 
ready for that Monday except on Sunday night, we received a phone call that the 
adoption fell thru as the biological mother decided to keep the baby.

I wasn't sure whether I was happy or sad. I convinced myself that being sad was very 
selsh as the baby was getting to remain with his mother and that one day soon, I was 
going to receive the child that Hashem meant for me. The next call seemed like it took 
forever but, it nally came. A Haitian baby girl was born in North Miami Beach, Florida 
and the mother saw our prole and chose us as her rst choice. We accepted the 

thsituation and I prayed. The baby was born on July 17 . I was handed Esther on my 
birthday in the adoption agency that year. We sat around a giant table to sign the papers 
and then, a very young woman with a small bundle of blankets walked directly over to 
me. I looked into the bundle and there was the most gorgeous little girl I had ever seen. It 
was the most wonderful birthday blessing ever.

Tyler and I were escorted into a private ofce with a couch and handed a bottle of 
formula. I picked Tyler up to sit on one knee and placed Esther stayed in North Miami 
Beach waiting for the ICC paperwork to go through. Dick and Tyler remained with me 
until Dick had to return to work. Tyler was beginning his very rst day ever of school at the 
end of two weeks. I stayed behind.
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One week went by and we still had no movement on the North Carolina ICC. Florida was 
successfully led within days. I made phone call after phone call to the North Carolina 
ICC with absolutely no success. In fact, one of the workers there told me that they were 
ling to investigate Tyler's adoption nalized approximately 5 years prior to stall bringing 
another “black child” into North Carolina! I was infuriated. I nally got North Carolina 
Senator John Edwards and Governor Jessie Helms involved. I had to get home to be 
there for Tyler's rst day of school. I have to admit that I denitely did not favor the 
Governor at the time but, he was an adopted father so I contacted him. Both worked 
diligently to get me home. The next day, I was provided two plane tickets to bring me and 
Esther home. The day prior to Tyler's rst day of school.

The ight was delayed signicantly due to horrible storms in Florida. I got onto another 
ight successfully with a layover in Tallahassee. We ew to Tallahassee and then, 
changed planes to a tiny 20 seater plane to Charlotte. It was the only plane that would y 
in the storm. Esther and I sat on the back bench with another mother of an infant. We sat 
together on the bench and became fast friends. The ride was one of the most miserable 
plane rides ever. I had never ridden a plane that small…in a storm.  I held on for dear life 
as the plane bumped and rocked from side to side. The noise from the engines made 
hearing the other mother speak impossible. Esther slept through the entire thing. We 
nally landed. Esther and I arrived safe and sound. I got to attend Tyler's rst day of 
school. Life was great! I will be forever indebted to the Late Governor of North Carolina 
Jessie Helms and the then Senator John Edwards who later made a relatively 
successful run for the White House, for their assistance in helping our family become a 
family!
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Our family felt complete. I had once told Dick after the adoption of our daughter that 
Hashem blessed him because if I was able to have babies, I would constantly be 
pregnant and birthing them. I love children. I have always loved children. My first jobs 
were babysitting positions. When I thought I was going to be a Medical Doctor I wanted 
to become a pediatric oncologist. Always always children.

I was so honored that Hashem entrusted me with these two glorious children. Tyler 
always got along with his sister. There are countless pictures of him lying under her baby 
activity center next to her or playing with her or feeding her. On his own, Tyler was 

ndamazing. He did not speak until he was about in 2  grade due to multiple ear infections. 
At first, we thought something was wrong with his development but, throughout school 
he continued to win reading awards of all kinds. He was such a kind and caring child.

As soon as we could, we put Tyler into sports. He was a big kid with lots of energy. He 
played soccer and tee ball. Well…he played soccer and stood on the field with tee ball. 
Dick and I used to laugh because we would sit and watch every game and every game, 
Tyler would be observed standing in his position in the field…picking grass! One day, 
Dick and I sat on the parent's bench while watching Tyler's team sitting on the bench 
waiting for their turn to bat. Tyler sat at the end of the bench staring at the field when over 
walked the team bully and clocked Tyler in the back…and continued to do so. Tyler just 
sat there and looked at him. Tyler was about double the size of this kid. Clearly Tyler was 
not hurt by the blows so, Dick and I anxiously watched as Tyler calmly sat there and let 
the bully hit him. Finally, I had enough and walked over to Tyler and calmly told him to 
get up and walk away. Tyler did so.

Our kitchen had a beautiful sunroom with three walls of windows overlooking the tree 
lined backyard. We furnished the sunny and warm sunroom with white wicker furniture 
with fluffy and cozy cushions that matched the kitchen. The two person love seat sat 
directly with the back on the windows facing the rest of the sunroom into the eat in 
kitchen. This was my and Tyler's talking chair. Tyler and I had long, private talks sitting on 
the talking chair and cuddling together. We spoke of things Tyler had questions about 
and about his day and any time he really just wanted some time alone from his baby 
sister. Tyler was encouraged NOT to use words he did not understand; specifically 
curse words that the kids were using in school. He would ask me if blank was a bad word 
and then I would confirm and define or negate and define the word. Tyler and I talked 
about everything. He was encouraged to do so.

Often times as the kids grew up, they consistently stated that they planned to get 
married to each other. Dick and I would smilingly exchange glances and assure them 
that they could not marry each other because they were brother and sister but that they 
could always be best friends.

Chapter 17
Our Little Family
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They sat and colored their pages, ate their food and then, colored until the adults were 
nished with what they were doing. There was only one time when we were sitting in a 
restaurant when we noticed Tyler getting fussy before the food came. The food was 
delayed for some reason. Before Dick received his food, we asked the waiter to put it into 
a doggy box to take home. No problem.

We taught our children that everyone's skin, regardless of race, nationality, or culture 
were all shades of brown and that even within each race, culture and nationality, 

I am proud to say that my children were always exceptionally well-behaved by American 
cultural standards meaning, they were always trained to say Please and Thank You to 
people, yes ma'am and yes sir to their elders, never threw a t for something they wanted 
in a store and always received positive reports from the parents of peers and teachers. 
Dick and I were always careful to be courteous and considerate of people around us. 
The children were excellent, from the beginning, to remain occupied while we sat in 
public but, if we noticed that they were getting tired or fussy, we always made certain to 
remove them from the situation. My children were never the ones to run around the 
restaurant, crawl under tables, or scream

Esther was equally as kind and caring as Tyler. At the earliest of ages, there is a picture 
of Esther sweeping the front porch with a broom that was about three times her height. 
She always watched as I did chores around the house and would want to “help”. She 
would want to load the dishwasher for me, clear the dishes from the table, help cook. 
Esther was my little shadow and I adored it. When she wanted to load the dishes into the 
dishwasher, I would rinse and carefully hand the dishes down to her so that she could 
place them into the dishwasher. Once both children were able, they were given chores 
with increasing responsibility as they grew. By the time we left Charlotte, both children 
were tidying the bathrooms, picking up their toys, and picking up their own bedrooms. 
Each day, I would make a big deal to check off all chores completed and display a star 
next to their name on the daily chore chart. If they had a perfect week, they received a 
treat after school on Friday.

Tyler did have one, very embarrassing habit however. Remember Tyler was quite a big 
little boy. He has also been my little snuggle bug. He was always there to meet people 
with a hug. Tyler went through a phase where he would run up to anyone he knew and 
throw a huge bear hug around them. Unfortunately, his head often hit right in men's 
crotches. There were many a time, when some poor, unsuspecting man friend would 
receive a giant hug with Tyler's face planted right at crotch level. The men often met the 
event with a confounded expression of excitement, joy, and sheer embarrassment. I and 
Dick were conicted as to what to do about this behavior. Do we stop Tyler from 
expressing his love and joy for people or do we help him to hug without planting his face 
in people's crotch? Our internal conict became even more complicated with thoughts 
of making Tyler self-conscious about how he expressed his emotions. Eventually Tyler 
grew out of the behavior and Dick and I breathed a sigh of relief. No intervention 
necessary
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differences in the shades of brown existed. I sat with them looking in table top mirrors at 
themselves one day and made them realize that, indeed, when our society called them 
“black” or us “white” the labels were not accurate. We then put our arms together and 
the children realized that, even though both of them were considered “black”, TYLER 
was very much darker than Esther. And so, our children began calling themselves 
“brown” and us “peach”. At the time, I had found a set of Crayola Crayons that were 
strictly various skin colors in all shades. And so, we began our lifelong journey of 
learning into identifying our differences and similarities.
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Dick's department was taken over by Bank of America and he was ying out to Phoenix, 
Arizona almost every week to work with the department there. Eventually, we lived there 
for about 6 months during the heaviest travel time. All of the workers on both sides were 
stressed out about losing their jobs as, both banks had the same department doing the 
same things. Some of the people were going to be let go. Dick met horrible opposition in 
Phoenix. At rst he was received well, but then the Phoenix employees began being 
resentful.

Dick worked for Nations Bank in Charlotte, North Carolina for a few years and he 
progressed through the ranks up to management. Dick was quite talented when it came 
to numbers and programming. Not so talented when it came to actually dealing with 
people. He would often come home to ask me how to deal with an issue between his 
employees. Even petty issues were huge for Dick; this employee was jealous because 
another employee was given a window ofce etc. I would sit with Dick and coach him as 
to how I would handle things. He also consulted with me on interviewing and who to hire. 
We created a system where the job candidate would y in to the ofce to meet with him 
and other managers regarding the technical end of the job and their suitability and then, 
we both would take them to a fancy dinner that night so that I could meet them and 
determine for him who would best t in with his team.

The end of Dick's Nations Bank career came during the merger between Nations Bank 
and Bank of America. Dick was assigned to working on the merger and the transition 
between the two banks was anything but smooth. Basically, Bank of America was the 
“big western bank” and Nations Bank was the “big eastern bank.” Hugh McCall, the 
CEO of Nations Bank had referred to the combining of banks as a merger but, it was 
soon discovered by the employees that this was simply a ploy for the shareholders 
because the combining of banks was denitely a takeover instead.

One evening while I was in North Carolina with the children, I received a frantic call from 
Dick who was in Phoenix saying that one of the employees threatened to kill him and us 
if he should be let go. According to Dick, this occurred during a private, one-on-one 
meeting regarding the employee's yearly review. The man was a very large man from 
Nigeria and, who had touted several times to Dick apparently, that he had one brother in 
Nigeria and one in the states who were actually political maa type people for their 
country. According to Dick, they were responsible for tampering with car breaks and 
blowing up vehicles. Who am I to question? Ok. Taking the threat seriously! I was not 
there.

I told Dick that if he felt these were viable threats, that he needed to get himself home 
and, he did so. He then began the horrible process of contacting senior management 
about the threat. All chaos broke lose. We were placed in hiding for about 2 weeks…with 
a toddler!  We could not use our cars.  We did not know where we were dropped off. We 

Chapter 18
Moving, Moving and More Moving
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We were concerned as was his teachers and the doctor. Before he began school, we got 
a private speech therapist to come to our house twice a week to work with him and I, also 
worked with him informally on a constant basis and formally on days when the speech 
therapist did not come to the house. Additionally, the state sent someone to test him to 
see if he qualied for services. That was an absolute disaster.

Shortly following the block incident, I pulled the lady into the kitchen and asked for more 
information about what exactly her intent was and what her impressions were thus far. 
She suggested sticking Tyler into “special classes” when he went into public school and 
was going to recommend that he attend a Pre-Kindergarten program.

The Pre-K program was a new concept to the North Carolina schools at the time and 

The woman who came to test Tyler arrived immediately before his nap; about 2 hours 
later than scheduled. I had quickly given him something to eat and then, sat on the oor 
to play with him when the door rang. I greeted the lady who spoke with me and observed 
Tyler playing independently. The lady then approached Tyler but in a very abrupt 
manner. She was not particularly friendly with me and she certainly was not “good” with 
Tyler. She placed a few different toys around the oor in the living room. Tyler went right 
to the blocks. This was not a shock to me because these were his favorite toys.

As is typical, both children grew way too rapidly. Esther became a little girl and Tyler was 
maneuvering his way through his primary grades continuing to be loved by all his 
teachers and winning reading and scholastic awards. A far cry from when he was in 
diapers. As previously mentioned, Tyler suffered from chronic ear infections as a toddler. 
It was suggested by his pediatrician that because of this, his speech development was 
delayed. He did not speak any recognizable words until after rst grade.

I sat on the oor with Tyler and watched as he built a tower and when it was satisfactorily 
tall enough (and funny enough to Tyler I suppose) he stopped building and knocked the 
tower down as we had played together for his entire life. He enjoyed this! It had become 
a lesson to him earlier when we rst bought him blocks as, he would build tall towers and 
they would fall and he would become distressed. The lesson was, “Oh well. Let's have 
fun building an even better one!” So, Tyler learned that this was fun. Um. Apparently, the 
lady did not however learn this lesson. She became angry that Tyler was being 
“aggressive” with the blocks. I looked at her confused.

lived in a hotel room. The senior bosses eventually investigated the claims and the other 
employee was moved to a different department. Dick did not like the way the entire thing 
was handled and began taking the entire incident up the chain of command. He tried to 
nd a job in another department within the bank. We eventually discovered that he was 
blackballed from the company. He tried to sue the bank however, not one attorney in all 
of the United States would touch a lawsuit against a gigantic bank such as Bank of 
America even if they did see a legitimate case.
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Anything to give him an educational advantage and the opportunity to learn and adjust. 
Tyler however, except for the speech thing, did not meet any of the other qualications or 
markers. His teachers in the program noticed this and the school administrators noticed 
and questioned it as well. Nonetheless, the state recommended him and he was such a 
kind good kid that they joyfully kept him enrolled.

So, I researched and purchased a lot of books like that. I used Richard Scary due to the 
illustrations that provided a fun way of encouraging Tyler to identify objects to expand 
his vocabulary. I would read the story and then we would look at the picture and I would 
say something like, “Can you nd the?” Tyler and I would then search together to nd the 
object together.

spaces were limited. The program, also labeled “Jump Start” was to provide poor, 
disadvantaged children an opportunity to enter Kindergarten with the same knowledge 
that wealthier children had with a parent at home reading to them etc. I was very 
excited…and apprehensive actually, to have Tyler attend the program.

The program really turned out to be exceptional. Tyler absolutely loved his teacher and 
made friends with everyone. Everyone loved Tyler and his snuggly self. Tyler thrived in 
the atmosphere. He always loved to read books but now, he was a reading end. His 
favorite book was a Sesame Street book. Dick and I would sit in the loft and he would 
have us read the book over and over and over until Dick and I could perform it by heart. 
After a while, Dick would tire of reading through the entire book so he would create his 
own quick version which was often met with laughs from both me and Tyler. Now, Tyler 
had expanded his reading repertoire. We read Dr. Seuss a lot, especially One Fish, Two 
Fish and Richard Scary and the Berenstein Bears and Curious George. He loved Brown 
Bear, Brown Bear. The speech therapist recommended that we favor books that had a 
rhythm and rhyme scheme to them.

I became active within the classroom immediately. Only a few schools, scattered 
throughout the area actually had the program at this time. Luckily, the school right down 
the street from our house was one. I was a teacher's helper three times a week. Basically, 
I sat in the classroom and performed tasks to assist the teacher in getting things ready 
for crafts or whatever. I learned to really like this position as, it kept me busy outside of 
the house, it allowed the teachers to form a personal relationship with me, and most 
importantly, I could watch my children in school with the other children and teachers. 
This gave me an advantage when they arrived home as well because I knew what was 
going on in school, who they chose to be friends with, the ways that they successfully 
learned, concepts that they struggled with etc.

Tyler liked watching Barney movies and became really fond of the Land Before Time 
series where the characters were various dinosaurs that experienced life lessons as 
they grew up during dinosaur times. It was a great series. Dick was very enthusiastic 
about providing Tyler with everything he needed and wanted at the very rst second they 
came out. He would do research online and see that a new Barney video, for 
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instance, was due to come out in October and on the rst of October, would comb every 
video store to see whether he could purchase it yet. As such, Tyler had every single 
Barney video that ever came out and every single Barney toy that ever arrived on the toy 
shelves in the area. At some point, it became rather ridiculous to me but, who was I to 
squash Dick's enthusiasm? Esther was attending a gymnastics preschool at the time. 
She loved it until she learned to be scared. The class was small but she made friends 
quickly and the teachers loved her. Where Tyler had always been a big kid from the 
moment he was handed to me, Esther was on the completely opposite end of the 
spectrum. She was “off the charts” small. She was our little peanut. I always loved 
gymnastics. I would attend every home meet when attending the University of Florida. I 
would watch every competition on television. Esther had just the right body type; small 
and graceful but incredibly strong and muscular. Esther's deltoid muscles and the 
muscles throughout her legs when she was a little girl, were so pronounced that I would 
marvel at her. Incredible!

Shortly after the Thanksgiving party, we all moved to Las Vegas. We purchased a 
beautiful little house with a pool and hot tub in the backyard from a wonderful woman 
who was, somehow heavily involved in ministry with the Native Americans. The house 
turned out to be my favorite of all the houses we ever owned as, the children's side had a 
bathroom between their rooms and a huge ofce covered from oor to ceiling with 
shelves for books etc. Our room was on the other side of the house divided by a huge, 
eat-in kitchen and family room that looked out into the pool area. In front of the house 
were a formal living and dining room. The school was superb and located right outside 
the community across the street. It was a year round school and the children wore 
uniforms which I learned to love. The school actually had a planetarium in the eld 
behind them. It was absolutely a gorgeous school.

They introduced Esther to working on all of the apparatus and they would spend a lot of 
time developing their exibility and strength. Esther excelled at that. Most of the time was 
spent going through padded obstacle courses and doing summersaults through 
different shaped, various Brightly colored shaped mats; forward summersaults and 
backward summersaults, walking over the beam and bouncing on the trampoline. The 
teachers were excellent and were past elite gymnasts who were continuing their 
gymnastics in high school as a cheerleader or into college as a gymnastics coach. The 
parents would sit in the bleachers together during gym time watching their children on 
the oor. It was fun!

Esther's last day at the gymnastics school was when they had her Thanksgiving party. 
There are adorable pictures of her in her leotard with her hair done eating whatever they 
ate. She had acquired quite the repertoire of leotards as she was growing rapidly but, 
still remaining very low on the growth curve. Esther also had quite the thumb sucking 
habit. Her thumb was always in her mouth. Where Tyler sucked his thumb for perhaps 
two weeks but became very attached to his blankets, Esther sucked her thumb for, what 
seemed like forever.

100



Las Vegas proved however, to be quite the challenging place to live. Contrary to public 
thought, “the strip” in Vegas is a complete and utter façade. The neighborhood families 
consisted mostly of Mormons which made NOT being a Mormon difcult. Each 
neighborhood makes up a “ward” according to their church. The women spend almost 
all of their spare time either in church or preparing their families for church. Thus, all of 
the women know each other and their kids know each other. Being an outsider is 
difcult.

We lived in an apartment for the rst few weeks while the woman who previously owned 
our house moved her stuff and xed whatever needed to be xed before we took 
ownership. The moving truck nally arrived. The children came out to greet all of their 
stuff as it was a long time for a child to be without all of their toys. Esther was a 
preschooler at the time. She looked over from the moving truck and saw a little girl 
across the street her own age. She ran over to her to play and out came a big, belligerent 
Caucasian, older man who screamed at my peanut on his lawn. “Get off my lawn you n--- 
child. Don't ever come on my property.” Dick went over because the man could be heard 
from our house. The man was drunk and, according to Dick, threatened him with a knife 
for bringing “n---” kids into the neighborhood. From that time on, Tyler was too scared to 
even walk on the sidewalk in front of that house. He would cross the street to get to the 
other houses.

Eventually I learned that there were people who threatened these boys and that their 
missionary jobs were quite taxing. I learned about the families and their talents etc. 
Eventually, I listened to the six lessons they give people in an effort to convert them. I am 
a true social worker, through and through and I have always loved to hear about different 
cultures and religious thought. In North Carolina, I actually sat through several lessons 
with Jehovah Witnesses that continued to knock on the door. I listened to the lessons 
intently and asked many many questions. I even attended a service one Sunday. It was 
all very interesting to me. Eventually, I learned that exposing myself to all of the religions 
that were presented to me actually served to strengthen my belief in Hashem, my love 
for the traditions that we follow as Jewish people and take pride in the perseverance and 
survival of my culture. I believe this was not what the missionaries intended, but it was 
certainly as Hashem intended.

There were a ton of Mormon missionaries constantly knocking on our door. I never 
wished to be rude so, I would politely say no thank you or make up an excuse why I 
could not speak to them but, I found this difcult as these missionaries were just boys 
about high school age who were provided bicycles to travel in the sweltering heat of Las 
Vegas. They always dressed in black dress pants, black dress shoes and a white 
buttoned down shirt with a name tag. They would carry a backpack lled with literature. I 
imagine that they were boiling hot throughout the day. There were days during the 
summer in Las Vegas that it hit over 120 degrees. I would invite the boys in for a snack 
and a cold drink. I could imagine that I would want someone to do that if it were Tyler 
having to do this.
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In school, Tyler continued to excel academically. He won the grade in the school science 
fair. His reading continued to excel. Esther had started in the same school. That in itself 
was stressful as I had lost her shot records and Las Vegas was not as advanced in how 
they recorded shots provided. As such, Esther was required to have duplicate 
immunizations of the polio vaccine or else they were not going to allow her to attend 
school. Tyler was actively being discriminated against and we were attempting to move 
him into a private school down the road. He began peeing in the corner of his room. On 
September 11 of that year, the United States was hit with a terrorist attack. Most 
Americans, including Dick and I had never experienced such a horric event in their 
lives. We woke up that morning and turned on the news as usual when replay after 
replay showed the planes ying into the “Twin Towers”. At rst, I thought it was some 
type of demonstration but then realized, this really took place and was footage. All day, 
replay after replay and horrible grief and fear sunk in. The footage progressively became 
more and more graphic as people were shown jumping from extremely high windows 

Dick was denitely not supportive of me participating in all of this. Dick had always 
proclaimed his atheism and never understood how I could even consider religious life. 
He would cite the numerous wars throughout time as a consequence of religion and, I 
would inevitably state that if he ever actually read any of the bibles, he would see that 
ultimately they encouraged loving mankind without judgment and accepting that, 
ultimately G-d has control over our lives. Dick also would become extremely jealous of 
the time I spent with the young men and in church and in shul…and generally, any place 
I was not with him when he was home. I was not permitted to have friends outside of his 
co-workers. He would frequently say, “friends are overrated.” I would just look at him in 
amazement. The only time I was exposed to anyone outside of our immediate family on 
a social basis was when I invited one of his coworkers over to the house for a meal or 
when I worked.

Dick's stress levels began getting higher and higher. He was working in the subprime 
business with a friend from Bank of America and the department was growing and Dick 
felt like he needed more money and a higher position. He continuously schemed ways 
to get the owners of the bank to notice him and give him promotions. He was managing 
the entire department at this time. The owners liked Dick but, never provided him with 
the promotion. I would frequently invite his employees over for periodic get togethers 
and his higher-ups for fancy dinners just to keep him in good standing with everyone. It 
also allowed me to schmooze with the other wives and nd out what was being said 
about Dick behind closed doors.

Things with Tyler were difcult in Vegas. His behaviors began getting bizarre and we 
could not understand what was going on. The lady across the street had a little girl and 
Tyler and she had an on again off again friendship with her. The lady would brag that her 
husband was some type of scientist and explained that that was why he was never 
home. They were quite wealthy though and her house had the nicest yard in the entire 
community. Her furnishings were impeccable. Everything was always done 
ostentatiously and over the top with this woman. It was a bit strange.
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and others ran away in the streets as huge clouds of ash chased after them. How could 
this happen?

I eventually discovered that I had several friends and a couple of distant family members 
who died in the attacks. I did not know the family members well but, I mourned for the 
loss of everyone, even the people I did not know. The school was having a Halloween 
party through the PTA. I was an ofcer in the PTA at the time as I had continued to be 
active in all of the schools of my children so that I could keep an eye on them. The party 
was planned to have a costume contest and a cake walk. I prepared for both. Tyler was a 
vampire and Esther was Clifford the Big Red Dog. These were her favorite books at the 
time. I accumulated Tyler's costume by scouring the local thrift shops. I bought a white 
rufed top, black pants, a vest and some accessories. He and his make-up were 
amazing…and he won the contest. I baked an angel food apple cake in memory of all of 
the people who lost their lives in the Twin Towers. A local re ghter paid twice what was 
asked for the cake in honor of the title I had named it.

One of the best parts of living in Las Vegas was the cultural diversity brought in by all of 
the tourists from around the world. As a result, there were many specialty grocery stores 
around the areas. As one of our fun activities, I would go to purchase various vegetables 
and foods that were “foreign” for Americans and we would sit around the table and have 
taste tests. Each of us would take turns tasting the foods and then, we would have to say 
whether we liked it and what it tasted like. At the time, Tyler was very big into the Harry 
Potter books and they came out with funny tasting jellybeans that were making the news 
with avors like “dirt” and “vomit”. So, we taste tested those as well.

One day, I was sitting in the garage reviving a piece of furniture I had found at a yard sale 
and the children were playing ball in the street when Dick returned home from work for 
lunch. I could tell immediately that something was off but I could not put my nger on it. 
He began ghting with me about something. The ghting continued for many hours 
when he approached me in the garage. I stood up to brace myself for what was to occur. 
He cocked his arm behind him and full swing punched me in the jaw. I pushed him away. 
He drove away for a few hours after that. The children later asked why I pushed dad. I did 
not feel like this was an appropriate conversation to have with my children about their 
father. I was ashamed and felt guilty; like I had brought this on myself.

It was a hot, summer day when I brought the kids to the dentist all the way across town. 
The dentist had been highly recommended as a pediatric specialist. It was way further 
then I had anticipated and the wait was crazy long with two young children who were 
anxious; even with an appointment. The dentist was ne. Both kids got a cleaning. We 
headed home and by the time we arrived, the kids were starved. I pulled into a drive thru 
and, it turned out to be a disaster. I ordered and drove around to the skinny little lane 
besides the window. It was so hot that I took Esther's dress off of her and she sat in a t-
shirt and pampers in her car seat. The drive-thru person handed Esther a huge, paper 
bowl of hot cheese sauce through her window without my knowledge. Before I knew it I 
heard a blood curdling scream from behind my seat! I jumped out of the car and saw 
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cheese sauce all over Esther's bare thighs and into her crotch area. I grabbed napkins 
and noticed her skin peeling off. I grabbed the large cup of coke and stuck it between 
her legs, asked Tyler to hold the drink there for her and shot right to the emergency 
room. Esther had second and third degree burns on the inside of her thighs and into her 
vagina area.

Esther and I spent the next few months traveling from the hospital burn clinic downtown 
to the doctor's ofces and all over to make sure her burns healed without infection. I 
believe a piece of me died every time I had to bring my baby girl to gether wounds, 
especially during the beginning when they were fresh and sore. At home, keeping them 
cleaned and irrigated, monitoring for infection, and keeping Esther comfortable was a 
full-time job. Just pulling off the gauze material took forever because the scabs would 
stick to them and I wanted to prevent as much pain as possible. I would sing with her and 
tickle her and keep her as distracted as possible while I sat and irrigated the wounds and 
rebandaged it all back again.

Adding to the challenge was the fact that Esther was still in diapers and part of the 
wound was around her vaginal area. Each time she had a diaper change, I also had to 
change the dressings. Thus, the entire time Esther's burns were opened, we went out of 
the house very little.

By this time, I had gotten really great about the whole moving process; moving with two 
very young children in tow pretty much all by myself as Dick was always busy with his 
jobs and schedules. We bought and built a brand new house. It was incredible and 
made to our specications. We decided to purchase a house in a more integrated area 
in Atlanta this time as a newer concept for our family. The school was exceptionally poor 
with little resources. It was not even given a budget for textbooks unlike the wealthy 

We actually sued the company involved and won a settlement for Esther. Her wounds 
closed and developed keloid scars. She became very conscientious of them, even at 
this young of age and that was a surprise to me. In any case, we took her to a plastic 
surgeon who specialized in these issues and he recommended us wait until she got 
older to determine whether she still wanted to have surgery. Eventually, Esther learned 
to be ok with her scars.

The local newspaper began attacking our family for suing the company. Only a few 
years earlier, a famous lawsuit went national against a large fast food chain for serving 
coffee that was touted as “too hot”. Opponents harassed the victim for suing stating it 
was a “frivolous” lawsuit. Despite the paper clearly not knowing the details of the case, 
they chastised us for suing the huge corporation. They invited me in to present our side, 
however 1) I was not permitted by the lawyer due to the lawsuit and 2) I did not wish to 
have to defend our family business to a public entity who clearly had no goodwill 
towards us. Shortly following all of this, Dick announced that he had received a job offer 
with a huge international bank on the vendor side, back in Atlanta. We were moving 
again.
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Tyler began middle school and began excelling right away! He won the community 
science fair with his experiment that studied preservation methods of bananas. His 
reading continued to amaze people; he would read the newest Harry Potter book in one 
evening. He was even invited to the White House for his academic and character 
achievements. One day, Tyler came home and began telling me about him being called 
an “Oreo cookie” and an Asian little boy a “banana split.” We did not understand the 
concept but soon learned that an Oreo cookie was someone who was white on the 
inside and black on the outside and, the concept was applied to the Asian child who was 
“yellow” on the outside with vanilla ice cream inside. We were horried. I spoke with the 
principal to understand what was going on and to learn about this type of discrimination 
among the African-American communities.

Tyler and I embarked on a fun 6 months of school together. I began teaching him from an 
experiential perspective. We read and learned together from the text book and then, I 
would nd places to take him so that he could experience what we learned about. Tyler 
was exceptional at math. About 6 months into teaching Tyler, Dick announced another 
move. He was diagnosed with Menear's Disease and was having horrible bouts of 
vertigo at work. One day, he was so sick his manager had him taken to the hospital by 
ambulance. He hated his job due to the stress. So, we moved again.

This time, it was Gilroy, California. We felt good about a move to California because 
California had a reputation of being accepting and liberal. The summer we moved there, 
we put both children in day camp. Tyler asked to go to the bathroom. One of the other 
children shouted out “I didn't know n—use the toilet!”. So much for accepting and 
liberal! We bought a house in a gorgeous neighborhood in the best school district. It 
cost well over one and a half million dollars. This was how well we were doing by this 
time. Dick's career was soaring. He had a network all over the world.

Esther did extremely well in school while in Gilroy. She had an amazing group of 
teachers during her third grade adventures. I was so inspired by them that I actually 
began sitting for the state teaching examinations and attending classes to become a 
teacher through the Cal State Teach program. As a result, I was an ofcer on the PTA in 

I found out that smart African Americans, particularly the boys, were ridiculed from 
within the community for “selling out” to white people for being studious and wanting to 
attend school. After several other similar incidences, I grabbed Tyler out of school and 
began home schooling. At the time, most home schooling curriculums were geared 
towards religious Christian people so, I researched diligently to nd a curriculum that 
had an exceptional reputation among high schools and universities and was strictly 
secular. Dick and I joined and purchased the materials immediately.

white school right across the highway that was able to even provide laptops to all of its 
students. That school had a pool and a huge eld for multiple soccer games to be held 
for the community youth league. Our school had overow trailers in the tiny, fenced 
backyard. The disparity was huge and disgusting!
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I didn't even mind the winters and, the summers were quite mild compared to the other 
places we lived. While we lived in Highland Park, I entered my doctorate program. I 
always knew I wanted to complete my PhD however, could not identify the major. I nally 
realized that I wanted to be a therapist.

both children's schools and was heavily involved in volunteering as leads on various 
activities and was attending school to become a teacher. The teachers at the schools 
were so excited to have me as an apprentice teacher that they sponsored me and 
allowed me to fulll my practicum hours in their classrooms.

The rst day began and, even though I thought the whole thing was going to be a cake-

I did a lot of research on schools. I considered both “brick and mortar” schools and 
online schools. There were so many brick and mortar schools available in the area 
including the esteemed Northwestern University moments from the house. While I was 
researching, I actually considered returning for my MD in psychiatry however, the 
programs had extensive requirements including me retaking several courses as 
prerequisites because my undergrad work had been so long prior. After speaking 
extensively with Dick, we began considering online programs as well. Ultimately, after all 
of the research and a lot of consideration, I chose to attend in an accredited online 
counseling program. The program had great reviews and after interviewing several 
current students, I decided to take the leap. I truly believed that the online university was 
going to be a blow-off degree that would require barely any effort but would also open 
doors with the initials. I was wrong!

From California we moved to Highland Park, Illinois. I loved Highland Park! I loved 
Chicago! I never wanted to move. The house was incredible. The area was amazing; 
great schools and a high percentage of Jewish people. So much so that the public 
schools actually observed the Jewish calendar. The schools were neighborhood 
schools also so the children walked to and from school together. There was kosher food 
in the grocery stores. There were kosher restaurants. Most of my children's friends were 
Jewish. Tyler wanted to become Jewish. The area was just gorgeous.

I was also hired by an exclusive private school in San Jose at that time. The interview 
process for this job was arduous and required a full day of teaching the proposed 
classroom while being scrutinized and observed by the school principal and the current 
classroom teacher. It was completely nerve wracking but I was offered the job. I was 
quite honored but actually turned it down to work in the public school system. This 
meant less money but allowed me to work with more needy children. I ended up working 
in an inner city middle school with kids involved with the local gangs. I absolutely loved 
the job and found it incredibly fullling. On my last day in the class, I held a “round table 
discussion” and at the end, I was told by the students that I was the rst adult who ever 
actually listened to them. WOW was I honored! In my heart, when I remember this 
experience, I pray that these kids walked away with as much inspiration and warm-fuzzy 
that I did from them.
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The students were the same throughout all of these and we were placed in groupings as 
well. This facilitated all becoming fast friends as, we realized that we were all feeling the 
same feelings of apprehension. During these courses, we were given group 
assignments and were required to stand in front of all of the groups and present at the 
end. Soon, we all began looking for each other to sit together. We strategically spread 
ourselves out so that each of us went to a different course and then, we would come 
back together at the end of the day, over some wine, to review our notes, ask questions, 
and strategize a plan to maximize our learning for the next day. As such, the colloquia 
were incredibly educational and, as you met the professors that you had only known 
online, they became real and human and, we all became fond of each other.

walk, my endless self-doubt creeped in and gave me a runny tummy for the rst few 
weeks. I only took one class the rst quarter in order to get acclimated to the course 
room format. Wow! This was challenging. My professor was strict but incredibly 
knowledgeable. The rules were, we were provided a reading assignment and questions 
that prompted deeper thought relevant to the reading. We then had to write a paper with 
references written in APA format prompted by the written assignment cues. After all of 
the other students had posted their weekly assignment, we were required to read them 
and respond to at least two, at length about what was written. My response also had to 
have references that were written in APA format.

The professor actively interacted with the students surrounding the written work. Thus, 
discussions ensued about the assignment. This was a ton of work but, I developed an 
amazing talent for communicating through the written word.

The next quarter, I began taking the normal course load of two per quarter. Throughout 
the program, I was required to attend three colloquia or intensive weeks. My rst took 
place in Jacksonville, Florida.  I was so nervous to be away from home for so long all by 
myself and, to have to sit in classes and appear to be intelligent. It ended up to be one of 
the best experiences of my life…even though I was scared at every turn. I had to pick the 
courses I wanted to take but I did not understand any of the titles; quantitative research, 
qualitative research, Quantum Physics, APA format etc. There were some courses I was 
required to take as a rst colloquia student.

My second colloquium was taken in Maryland. At this time, I began solidifying my 
dissertation topic and, by my nal colloquium taken in Anaheim, California, my 
dissertation question was chosen and I had my thesis. All of them were great 
experiences which maximized my learning and facilitated excellent working 
relationships with the faculty. I still maintain contact with the other students that I met 
during these events. Don't get me wrong, all of my colloquia were stressful as, you woke 
up early in the morning, attended intensive courses throughout the entire day while 
walking from one classroom to another and didn't nish until after 6-7 pm at night. By the 
time the courses were complete each day, all of the students were exhausted. By the 
end of the week, I was so completely wiped out that I could barely focus on getting 
through the airports. As much as I absolutely hated ying, I was absolutely relieved to be 
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I began working sometime after the kids were settled in school. Dick moved for a job 
change again and, this time, his boss and employees absolutely hated him from the 
outset. He never seemed to get a foothold with this company. As things progressively 
got worse, I could see that I needed to get settled in a job. I began a counseling clinic 
with another woman who lived in the area. Both she and her husband were social 
workers. We temporarily located our ofces in an ofce industrial park near our houses. 
This made going to and from work very convenient and, I was still able to schedule my 
clients around the kids schedules and needs.

seated in my seat on the plane, alone and in peace for a few hours before arriving home.

In March of 2011, I graduated from my doctorate program. I had earned a 4.0 gpa in my 
coursework. I had completed my comprehensive examination with a total of 97 out of a 
possible 100 points and, my dissertation was completed and published. At the same 
time, I had founded a non-prot organization to benet foster care children. I had begun 
working at an agency as an intensive in-home therapist and, I volunteered as a CASA for 
a family of three children; two placed in one foster home and the other in a therapeutic 
foster home on the other side of Chicago. The girl in the therapeutic foster home had 
been moved twelve times since her placement and was facing another. I spoke with Dick 
and the agency, who made an exception for us due to my status as a clinician. The 12 
year old child moved in with us on a trial basis. She remained with us for approximately 
four months before she had a psychotic episode and had to be placed in a higher level 
foster care home because I had children in the home that could not be safe.

Dick was on a business trip which left me, Tyler, Esther and the new child for dinner after 
school. We were all chatting happily when I noticed the girl begin blankly staring across 
the room. I asked Esther and Tyler to remain downstairs as I led the

112girl up to her bedroom. Upon entering the room, she began throwing a t and 
eventually broke a lightbulb in one of the table lamps. She picked the bulb up by the 
screw in part and held the broken end up to my neck while keeping me in a headlock 
position. I calmly spoke to her but, Tyler came into the room and began trying to break 
me free. I kept asking Tyler to go downstairs for fear of him getting hurt but he would not 
listen.�From Highland Park, we moved to Holly Springs, North Carolina. Dick had picked 
Holly Springs. I was not happy to have had to leave Highland Park and I was denitely 
not happy with the excessively remote and small town of Holly Springs. Nonetheless, 
the high school was good for Tyler and the middle school was good for Esther. The 
house was too large with the kitchen being excessive.

After cooking a meal, I felt like I had run a marathon as the middle island was enormous 
and stood between the sink on one side, the stove on the adjacent side and the fridge on 
the opposite side of the sink. It was crazy.

Neither was driving at this time. The clinic took off and people began referring other 
clients to me.
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At the same time, I took a position with another counseling center in a nearby town. This 
counseling center had a fee structure where everything was provided and I paid 40% of 
my pay in exchange. While working in both places, I was able to develop my reputation, 
complete my doctorate work, and pinpoint exactly where I wanted to focus my 
expertise. I chose to specialize in trauma with both children and adults but, quickly 
became known for my expertise in pediatric forensics. Many of my child clients were 
involved in the foster care system or child protective services. Manywere involved with 
abuse of some type. My youngest client ever was a four year old little girl.
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A Domestic Violence 
victim cant even start 

a plan to leave until 
they first believe that 

life outside of  that 
relationship is better 

& possible



Esther successfully transitioned into the high school. Tyler moved to high school 
graduation. He was driving and playing football. Somehow, along the way, during all of 
the moves, Tyler grew into a man. I don't know how it happened or when it happened 
because it happened so incredibly suddenly. But one day, I opened my eyes and my 
little baby boy, the one who could not speak or manage to get out of diapers, was 
considering which colleges to attend.

Tyler was always a huge Ohio State fan; mostly to irk Dick and I as we were huge 
University of Florida fans. During our move from Illinois to North Carolina, Dick 
purposefully took Tyler to visit Ohio State to help to motivate him. Unfortunately, it did not 
work. Unfortunately, after the ridicule that Tyler experienced for being an intelligent 
African-American male throughout his life, he was convinced that he could not do the 
work required to succeed in school. “They” had won but, I had faith and hope in 
Hashem.

Tyler did not earn grades that qualied him for Ohio State. He was recruited by Bama 
and East Carolina University. Tyler was excited and chose to attend Bama. Dick and I 
immediately began preparing. We seriously considered moving toBirmingham and 
Atlanta…for many reasons but, primarily to be close to Tyler in school. We just could not 
wrap our heads around the separation of our little family. It helped that Dick's job was 
based in Atlanta. Still we had to consider Esther and moving her during high school. She 
was so settled and had such a good friend base.

Dick found another job with Atlanta based Experian. He began working remote and 
found that his boss was amenable to him working remote as long as he was close to an 
airport. So, he began traveling frequently again. The job kept us very nancially 
comfortable and Dick and I decided that the children needed me to be home when they 
returned from school every day, so I stopped working again to help support Dick in his 
job and my children in school; Esther was nishing middle school and Tyler was 
nishing high school.

Gift-giving season had come and Tyler received every possible item marked with the 
Bama brand. Tyler was going away to school and, even if we lived in Birmingham, I 
wanted him to live in the dorms so that he could begin his transition into manhood. He 
needed to take that big step for himself and, of course, as a mother, hold him back from 
his destiny so, I did what any right-minded mother would do, I shut up, encouraged him, 
and began secretly grieving!

Graduation came up and Tyler suddenly changed his mind. I noticed a gradual change 
in his mood and motivation and I could see that he was depressed but he would not 
admit it and he would not speak to me about it. I believe Tyler was afraid to leave the 
house as much as I was reluctant to let him go. He changed his mind shortly after 

Chapter 19
Devorce
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Tyler walked across the stage and I sobbed. I was so proud! He came home and we 
celebrated all day. He got private time with his Aunt and with his brother. Aunt Stephanie 
had never before met Tyler's brother from the same mother so, she was incredibly 
interested in getting to know him. I just watched as the biological relationships grew…of 
course, “Aunt Stephanie” was not biologically related to mom but, knew mom as a little 
girl and they grew up together so, they were incredibly close.

ofcially accepting Bama and decided to attend East Carolina; about a three hour drive 
from the house.

We began arranging for Tyler to attend East Carolina. We were invited to orientation for a 
few days and, I believe I walked around in a fog the entire time; with spontaneous sobs 
breaking loose every once in a while as well. We looked at the freshman dorm and 
attended information sessions. We signed him up for the meal plan. We met his 
roommate. We created his schedule. On our way out of town, we stopped by the 
bookshop to purchase our rst East Carolina spirit wear. We were set…I think.

I planned a huge party to celebrate Tyler's graduation. All of my in-laws were invited, 
Tyler's biological brother was invited and Tyler's biological mother's best friend was 
invited as well. There was a lot to plan. I was so incredibly proud of my son's 
accomplishments and, I wanted him to feel equally as proud about them as well. My son 
was going to be the rst person in his biological family to attend college. That was huge!

Pictures were taken. My mother-in-law became visibly upset that all of the attention was 
paid to the union between the three others. Later, I had created a gift scrapbook for all of 
the guests with pictures of the event. It was expensive and took days to prepare. My 
mother-in-law angrily contacted Dick immediately upon receiving the gift. She was only 
in one of the photos and did not wish to have the book because it was a great insult and I 
had excluded her purposefully. In all fairness to me, my mother-in-law was only in one 
photo the entire time because she insisted on taking her own photos on her camera. So 
really, there was only one photo of her to choose from. In any case, she returned the 
book by mail.

Once Tyler moved out of the house, the dynamics of our family had changed drastically. 
Esther began busying herself even more with friends and after school activities. She was 
not used to being the only child. Dick began experiencing conict in 

My in-laws were so excited about Dick's nephew's graduation from high school that, I 
suppose my father-in-law completely forgot to save some excitedness for Tyler's 
graduation as well, so he didn't attend. Instead, Dick's nephew and mother attended 
Tyler's graduation alone. Tyler's brother came and so did his mother's best friend which, 
made the party incredibly special! I handmade all of Tyler's favorite foods and snacks. 
Aunt Stephanie brought a framed picture of Tyler's biological mother and presents were 
piled on the formal dining room table. The house was decorated. It turned out to be an 
incredibly special party for my little man.
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his job at Experian with his boss. During one conversation, he would report that his boss 
was going to leave and speak about his anticipation of taking her place, then the next 
that she was going to get promoted and the anticipation of taking her place and then, 
that he was reprimanded by her because she was threatened by his knowledge. I never 
quite knew what to expect. I began teaching at the university level and was happy in that 
position.

I loved the university position and it allowed me to hold a very exible schedule so as to 
be home for Esther when she arrived home from high school. On non-teaching days, I 
was able to have lunch with Dick as well. During one particular lunch, Dick approached 
me to ask for an opened marriage. I was shocked! I couldn't believe that, after 26 years of 
marriage and all we had been through together, he would actually think that I would say 
yes. At rst, I looked at him dumbfounded and shocked. Then, I began to sob. I tried my 
hardest not to, but the tears just came uncontrollably. In my head, I just kept repeating as 
he spoke, “Does he really believe this is ok? Did he really believe I would be ok with 
this?”

Throughout our 26 years of marriage, Dick had various sexual phases that inevitably 
turned into addictions; 1) was the online chat rooms 2) Playboy tv 3) Playboy magazine
4) toy catalogs 5) costumes but all the while, his deepest addiction and our biggest 
sexual point of contention was oral sex. I could not stand oral sex. I would never allow it 
to happen to me because I was always concerned for him and his enjoyment and 
fulllment. I hated providing it because it would trigger me into weeks of nightmares and 
ashbacks and, I believed it was absolutely a disgustingly dirty and demeaning act. 
Who puts their mouth on the part of another human being's body that facilitates the 
elimination of waste? In any case, Dick maintained an absolute and unabashed 
addiction to it. He did not care what an awful consequence it carried for me and he did 
not care how I felt about it morally. He just loved receiving it.

There were times where I tried “tricks” to get myself to be able to provide him with what 
he wanted as often as he wanted however, the “tricks” would not work for long enough 
because of the subsequent nightmares and ashbacks, and so I would slip back into not 
wanting to provide this service to him. Occasionally, I would force myself to give in to his 
oral sex desires because he would make me feel guilty however, there were many many 
times when Dick felt compelled to either coerce me into giving him what he wanted or 
literally force me to give him what he wanted. He attempted to use money to manipulate 
me most of the time. There were numerous times throughout our marriage where I 
performed sexually for him to get the children things they needed like shoes or school 

I tried to satisfy all of Dick's sexual desires as best I could but, right from the start, he had 
absolutely no interest in satisfying me at all. He used to call sex a “quickie” because all 
he did was satisfy himself without any type of foreplay or cuddling or any interest in me 
as his partner. I often thought he would have been just as happy with a doll or some other 
apparatus. I was ne with all of this though because I was taught by Bubbe that that was 
my duty as a wife.
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I believe one of the nal “straws” to our sexual relationship occurred one day when Dick 
approached me for a “date night-bed picnic”. This totally came out of the blue but, these 
were absolutely my favorite types of dates. We would sit in the comfort of our bed and 
watch a movie on the television and eat dinner. What could be better?
So, I erroneously believed Dick had everything all picked out. He did not. So, that 
morning, he asked which movie I wished to watch so, I began probing. Do you want a 
romantic comedy? Do you want a serious movie? Dick kept responding, probe after 
probe, “whatever you want.” Finally, I gave up and told him what I wanted because I 
thought he genuinely thought he wanted me to choose. I chose Despicable Me 2 
because Despicable Me was one of my favorite movies. He looked at me and I could tell I 
did not guess correctly. I was right.

The date night never happened. I thought Dick genuinely wanted me to enjoy myself 
and be myself because that is what he told me after about a half hour of probing. He got 
furious with me that he did not believe my choices were romantic enough. I was 
absolutely confused because I did what he requested and, he refused to give me any 

There were periods when Dick just took sex from me forcibly. Throughout our marriage, 
even during times when I had found a “trick” that worked for me enough to give him what 
he wanted as often as he wanted, he would try to force me to either not use the trick 
because that did not make him happy or use the trick even more than I was capable of 
doing. He would say something like, “I don't want to feel like I am forcing my wife to have 
sex with me” which seemed ironic in my head because often, this was stated after he 
physically forced me to have sex with him. Because of all of this, there were times that I 
just gave up trying to please him so, after I began thinking about his desire to have an 
opened marriage, I spent a huge chunk of time trying to process what was said and, as 
usual, I came out completely feeling guilty and blaming myself for the issue. After the 
conversation, the issue was never mentioned again and, I thought it went away. Later, I 
found out that it did not.

books, clothes they had grown out of, or simply a present for a holiday.

Several months to a year passed before Dick propositioned me again. This time, he 
wanted to begin interviewing females for consideration of a ménage-a-trois. What? This 
time, I was able to keep my head about me. I looked at him while he was talking and, all 
the while, my head began spinning and thinking of a way to seem positive. I agreed to 
interview women. In order to probe the subject and seem like I was interested, I also 
offered to interview men however, he would not agree to that. He stated that it would feel 
to him as if I was cheating on him because he “knew how men think.” Um…ok?!? So, I 
agreed to interview women with the expressed understanding in my head, that I would 
nd fault with anyone brought into the midst. Again, nothing ever became of the 
conversation probably because I cannot believe any female in their right mind would 
agree to sleep with a man and his wife at the same time. In my head however, I wondered 
how one approaches someone to actually have a ménage-a-trois with themselves and 
their wives. How does that conversation even go?
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direction as to what he wanted. Later, I gured out that the whole thing was a set-up and I 
failed. I got smacked around quite a lot that night and, I don't believe I or our relationship 
ever recovered afterwards. Shortly after this incident, Dick asked me for a divorce. In his 
soliloquy, he told me that he wanted us to remain absolutely great friends but, he stated, 
“I cannot imagine living the rest of my life without oral sex.” What does a wife say to that? 
So, we maintained a “best friends” status, on and off for the rst few months. That turned 
out however, to be just a con-job by him.
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Immediately upon requesting a divorce, Dick began going out and partying and dating. 
In our marriage, Dick had expressed a desire to start experimenting with drugs but, I was 
not interested in that at all. He initially stated that he wanted to try marijuana but later, 
wondered out loud what mushrooms felt like etc. He took our separation as an 
opportunity to try all of these things. He also went through cultural phases of the girls he 
dated. Immediately after the separation, he helped himself to a 10 day vacation to Sao 
Paolo, Brazil. This was because he met some girlfriends locally from Brazil and then, 
they decided to set him up with a girl down there. He would send pictures and write from 
the fancy hotel room. The girl ended up standing him up and he came home. Later, he 
spoke poorly about his local girlfriend and then got back together with her periodically.

He then went through a phase that lasted quite a long time with Asians. Dick stated that 
he liked Asians because they were pretty and submissive to men. So, he began dating 
one woman seriously. We were very early in our separation and I was still living in the 
house. He wanted me to meet her and apparently, according to him and in his dismay, 
he reported that neither of us were comfortable meeting each other.

Finally, this law perpetuates lying. As Dick proposed, we would live together until he no 
longer wanted to live together and then, we would go to court and tell the judge that we 
had been separated as dened by the law. This is not ok!

Another oppressive issue that I discovered while trying to scramble to make ends meet 
was that stay-at-home parents do not benet from social security payments because 
they, themselves have not paid into the system. When Dick wanted a divorce, I was cut 
off from accessing his benets even though I was working at home with our children to 

In North Carolina, a husband and wife must live completely physically and nancially 
separated exactly one year before the law will grant an ofcial divorce. Although I 
understood the underlying motivation of this law was an attempt to slow down or 
repress the horrible divorce rate, it actually proves to be a real problem to people getting 
a divorce. First of all, all government documents that require nancial consideration, 
such as taxes, either consider you divorced or separated. It is assumed that separated 
means that both parties are still sharing nances in some way. This was absolutely not 
the case here. Additionally, there is an inherent aw in reasoning made in the creation of 
this law, no doubt passed by conservative, evangelical Christians; whereas the law is to 
prevent people from getting divorces ippantly, it assumes that ALL divorces happen 
haphazardly and this is simply not the case. In fact, most divorces happen because the 
two people should not have been married in the rst place or they are incompatible. In 
the worse cases however, keeping this law is dangerous! It places a controlling abuser 
in a position of power and control. If the government wishes to pursue this law, perhaps 
they need to provide housing and funding to protect the spouse during the period of 
separation.

Chapter 20
Becoming Whole, Becoming Me
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support him while he was contributing to the social security fund.  This is an issue!  This 
is a huge, oppressive issue…and since most stay-at-home parents are women, it is a 
way, once again for man made laws to oppress women.

Dick left me completely desolate. He provided me with absolutely no nancial means 
whatsoever. At rst, he demanded that I live in the house with him as, he did not want to 
have to pay rent for me. At rst, I refused because I knew the law and I attempted to rent 
an apartment by myself but Dick threatened and coerced and bribed me into moving 
back in with him stating that when the time came that we actually wanted a “true” divorce 
we would lie together stating that we lived apart and met the separation requirements of 
the law. My conscious would not allow me to do this but, my nances were such that I 
could not maintain the apartment. I simply could not afford rent, insurance, lights, phone 
and everything else that went into having my own place to live so, I moved back in with 
Dick. This proved to be a disaster for me as Dick's abuse towards me increased 
probably because he believed that I had absolutely no place to go and had no access to 
money unless he gave it to me.

Hashem provided me with an angel. My sorority sister saw what was happening and 
took me in to live. This was an extremely and horribly painful decision; one of the most 
difcult decisions of my lifetime! I was leaving my daughter alone to live with her father. 
Neither of my children ever knew what was taking place throughout my marriage; the 
physical and mental abuse. I still maintain that that was not their place and, I did not wish 
to create a situation where they felt drawn to take sides. So, I anticipated that both 
children would feel abandoned and grief. I knew those feelings as a child all too well but, 
my life and well-being were in danger and I knew, my children would be well taken care 
of and my daughter could nish high school where she was most comfortable.

When my sorority sister rst urged me to move in, I did not think my situation was as 
serious as it was and, Dick was threatening me and bribing me to stay in the house so, 
only after a physical beating, did I initially stay overnight at her house. I would go to the 
house thinking that I would stay, but after 27 years of marriage now, I would stay in what 
became “my room” for the night, longing for the family I had once known. I missed my 
children horribly. I had too much time to think downstairs and, I was horribly 
uncomfortable being a burden to this innocent family being dragged into this nonsense. 
I did not even realize that I was actually being “abused” until someone I was talking to 
and describing my situation actually used the word and dened it to me. I was in 
complete and utter denial.

So, one day the beating came and I became so petried about my own well-being that I 
permanently moved out of Dick's house. We still remained such close friends that we 
saw each other almost every day but, I was an emotional wreck. During that Mother's 
Day, Tyler and his girlfriend announced apprehensively that they were pregnant. I was 
shocked .  We were  la te r  to ld  tha t  Ty le r  had  t roub le  coming  home
to tell us as he was afraid of our reaction. I was initially saddened but later rationalized 
that it was happening, so I might as well embrace my impending grand motherhood and 
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enjoy it. After all, there were worse things in life that could have happened. My rst 
granddaughter was born on my birthday month. She was absolutely gorgeous. I was 
absolutely concerned for the little family's well-being and primarily, for Tyler to nish his 
college, but I just knew Dick would make sure, nancially that would happen.

Dick took Esther to the doctor and they conrmed through a blood and a urine test that 
she was pregnant. I was horried and saddened and excited all at the same time. I was 
so scared that Esther would never nish high school and would become another 
statistic but, I tried to remain positive and supportive for the sake of my baby girl. 
Abortion was absolutely not an option for any of us and so, I completely expected that I 
would be raising another baby. I decided that that was absolutely ne with me and 
absolutely thanked Hashem with all my heart for providing me, yet another opportunity 
to parent.

The baby girl came on the screen! My baby girl was having a baby girl and all of the fear 
and apprehension I once felt, melted away while I watched my daughter's 7 month fetus 
move about on the ultrasound screen. I fell in love with my granddaughter right at that 
second. A urry of appointments was made after the ultrasound as, Esther had not had 

I had to get Esther to the OB/GYN. I took Esther to one OB doctor and that was a 
complete disaster. I had her make the appointment to suit her school schedule as my 
work schedule was so exible. She reported that she made one but that the receptionist 
was extremely abrupt and rude with her. We then went to have the appointment together 
and the entire ofce staff treated her absolutely horribly and shamed her. I attempted to 
report it to the ofce manager who then berated her infront of me. We immediately found 
another practice.

The next year, Esther called me one day. We saw each other very frequently as, I missed 
being a part of her daily life horribly, but on this day, she called me. She told me she was 
having a horrible time with “gas bubbles” and mother's intuition knew, immediately I told 
her to get to the general practitioner that I had taken her to about 6 months prior for birth 
control pills to have a pregnancy test. As soon as Esther got her period and showed any 
interest in boys, I took her for the pill to prevent an unexpected pregnancy. The trouble 
with this thinking, I found out, was that Esther could not swallow pills and, did not admit 
to having intercourse until I received the “gas pains” call.

The practice was brilliant! I will never forget the very rst appointment. They were very 
thorough and kind and patient and understanding. We had no idea how far along Esther 
was and so, they went to do a sonogram. The nurse prepped Esther and then the doctor 
came in. I was so excited to see my newest grandchild. As soon as the doctor placed the 
probe correctly, the baby's femur appeared on the screen. The doctor removed the 
probe stating, “Whoa, we are denitely beyond three months! Let's move to the OB 
machine.” We were moved to another ultrasound room down on the OB unit of the 
doctor's ofce and, in there, were anxiously awaited the doctor. How many months was 
Esther? She could not guess!
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For a period of time, I went back to live in Dick's house again with Esther, the baby, and 
the baby's daddy. I rationalized that I could help Esther nish her high school diploma by 
taking the baby when she had to go in. The high school was absolutely amazing in 
assisting her in completing her diploma. I was so relieved, and even more proud of my 
baby girl; against all odds, she graduated high school as a teenaged momma! Even 
more impressive was that, she was completely amazing with the baby all by herself! She 
looked exhausted but, she was doing everything…not only doing it but completely 
knocking everything she touched out of the park. What more could a momma hope for?

any prenatal care up until that point. We had to catch up on all of the tests to make sure 
the baby was healthy and would be born with the best care present. Everything was ne.

I could not make the next appointment due to a previously scheduled conference so, 
Dick took Esther, but I took Esther to all of her other OB appointments. One evening, I 
received a call at my sorority sister's house from Esther. She stated that she and her 
friends were sitting on the front porch and she could not stop herself from peeing. 
“Esther. Call the doctor and get to the hospital. Your water broke. I will meet you in the 
ER.” Throughout her pregnancy, Esther never looked pregnant! She did not wear 
maternity clothes. She just wore button down shirts. When I arrived in the ER, I saw 
Esther's pregnant belly for the rst time ever. Somehow, it popped out when her water 
broke. Esther looked exhausted but not worried or stressed. She was joking around 
until they announced that they were going to get a room and admit her. Then she looked 
scared. The labor went on through the night and I began to feel sick. I did not want to go 
back to sleep. I wanted to stay with my baby but, I also knew that the birth could take 
hours and if I was not rested, I could not be effective in supporting my daughter during 
her delivery, when she would need me most. So, I made the decision to go back to get 
rest knowing that Dick would be present while I was gone. I gave deliberate instructions 
to everyone to call me immediately should delivery start.

I went back to the hospital early in the morning to nd Esther coming to the nal stages of 
her labor. Before I knew it, she was ready to push. My baby was going to be a mother! 
She pushed and pushed and pushed. I held her right leg and tried to encourage her. As 
hard as Esther tried, the baby would not move down the birth canal. Mishy Skye's 
crowned, but that was all. Esther tried so hard and began crying and I became horribly 
anxious with each visit from the male doctor who told Esther that if she did not push 
more effectively, he would have to get the forceps. Esther pushed and cried and I 
wanted to cry with her or do it for her but, I couldn't and, I had to keep telling myself to be 
strong and condent for Esther. Eventually, they had to put oxygen on Esther and nally, 
they took Mishy by forceps. Esther cried and when I walked by the sterile area between 
Esther's legs, I was shocked to see how completely torn up she was down there. The 
physician's assistant sat and carefully stitched Esther back together again all while 
Esther held Mishy in her arms with the dad by her side. Esther looked utterly amazed 
and in awe of the tiny baby in the blanket.  The baby was the spitting image of 
Esther…absolutely gorgeous.
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As part of the $17,000 agreement with Dick, he agreed to take over all of the bills that 
were in my name; namely the car that “we” purchased for our daughter as a high school 
gift. All Esther wanted was a Red Ford Escort and despite my and Dick's urgings, she 
insisted that that was the car she wanted…so that was the car “we” bought her…on my 
credit and name. As time went on and she drove the car as a new driver, the car was not 
taken care of and she was in an accident that went on Dick's insurance. Of course, the 
car was not properly repaired by Dick and, he never took time to take the car into the 
shop for company recalls either. So, the day Dick phoned me to say that he wanted me 
to take the car to drive, I discussed it with my sorority sister and her husband and we 
decided to refuse the offer. There had been several times when the car did not start for 
my daughter and we just saw it as a liability that I could not nancially afford at the time. 
Besides, I had already been driving and was responsible for caring and paying for the 
loan on my own car at the time.

By the time Esther graduated from high school and she had spent all of the separation 
alone with her father, our relationship greatly suffered. There was a denite strain in our 
relationship as Dick was able to use their private time to brainwash both she and her 
boyfriend into believing that he was a super hero; after all he had all the money to house 
and feed them and be generous to the boyfriend's extended family plus help provide for 
the baby. Additionally, Esther was around the girlfriend who had moved in so she 
became accustomed to her as well. During holidays, Dick was able to hold court in the 
big house adhering to all of the traditions I had been yelled at, chastised for and beaten 
for every other year for creating, while I had to have holidays with both children, both 
granddaughters and their other parent, and some of the extended family into one 
restaurant booth because there were no others. That year, there were no gifts to be had 
as I simply could not afford anything at all. I was happy just to be visiting with my children 
for the hour or so before they were directed to be home with their father.

North Carolina is a 50/50 state which means a woman and a man who gets divorced has 
to divide all assets equally. Dick knew this but, during the time of the separation, he 
offered me a settlement of 17,000$ and I absolutely had to take it at the time. He coerced 
me into signing a document that stated that I would not seek any additional funds and 
that I knowingly accepted this money understanding that this was all I was entitled to. I 
did not have funds to pay for an attorney to ght this until my amazing sorority sister paid 
for an attorney. The fees were absolutely astronomical but she believed this was 
immensely unfair. During the time I was living in between her house and Dick's house, 
Dick traveled with work and we searched the house together. We found lists of Asian 
girls names with notes beside them like “has four children ages…..”  We found a 
telephone number for a woman in Tampa, Florida and an Erica and a woman in 
Washington DC. I have now been convinced that Dick was having affairs on me for a very 
long time. In that same drawer was the biggest bag of condoms I had ever seen. We 
found hidden stock options and certicates indicating large amounts of bonuses paid to 
him. We found a lawsuit lodged against him by someone who had double paid him but 
he refused to return the funds. We took photos of all of this.
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I took myself to his ofce and he produced a copy of my latest credit bureaus from all 
three bureaus. There were items on all of them to which I was totally unaware. There 
were loans and credit cards that were completely run up to the limit. Things I was 
completely not responsible for and was completely unaware of. I later found out that 
Dick used my social security number and date of birth to purchase his girlfriend and her 

In the meantime, Dick and I remained “friends”; I thought. He “assisted” me in 
strategizing how best to use the $17,000 “settlement”. I decided that, long term, it would 
be to my benet to use it for a down payment for a condo/townhouse. This way, over the 
course of a 30 year, xed rate mortgage, I would have a stable place to live at a lower cost 
than rent. Additionally, whereas rent would denitely increase each year during the new 
lease signing, a xed rate mortgage would remain the same. I found a beautiful 
townhouse down the street from my sorority sister. The town was known to be a great 
investment because of the amenities and property values. I qualied easily and paid for 
the down payment and the inspections. The property was supposed to close the next 
day when I received a call from my agent. He reported that all of a sudden, my income to 
debt ratio had become too much. I could not close. I was dumbfounded.

Dick insisted and threatened and coerced me into going to look at the car. My sorority 
sister's husband drove me all the way to Dick's house in anticipation of driving the car 
back. However, when I went to start the car, it did not start. We went to jump the car and 
when we opened the hood, it was completely covered with dried pine needles. We 
pulled off as many pine needles as we could and it revealed rusted leads to the battery. 
My sorority sister's husband is excellent at car mechanics. He looked under the hood 
and convinced me not to move the car. I was successfully convinced and we returned 
home together. On the way back, I notied Dick that I tried to take the car but, it would not 
start and I really did not wish to have it. That night, in the dark, Dick left the car in front of 
my sorority sister's house without letting us know. We saw the headlights from the living 
room and were in disbelief.

Dick claimed that he dropped the car off as a favor to me however, I soon learned that 
when he “xed” the car from the accident, he never paid to repair the oil and uid 
containers and, they had severe cracks that rendered them useless without 
replacement. This sounds like an easy x however, in Ford Escorts, in order to replace 
these containers the mechanic has to remove the entire front bumper. This is a very 
costly x that I was stuck xing. Additionally, the multiple recalls on the Ford while Dick 
was responsible for it required me to address those as well or risk the car falling out of 
warranty. All of this had to be done while I was constantly being called to the lawyer and 
seeing patients for money. The car was constantly in the shop.

I nally got everything on the Ford caught up on and went to get an estimate to sell. Ha! 
In waltzes Dick again. I found out that he made such a horrible deal to buy it for my 
daughter that I was upside down on payments. In other words, I would actually have to 
pay a signicant amount of money to sell the car! So, I was now saddled with two huge 
car payments; thanks to Dick!
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Dick began contesting a decent nancial settlement in court and this required us to use 
the lawyer for court proceedings. This was absolutely ridiculous as over and above the 
$10,000 retainer my sorority sister paid for me, I was asked to furnish additional money 
every month from my minimal salary to take care of spontaneous ling fees and copy 
fees and whatever Dick threw at us that month. The costs were exorbitant and I could not 
plan for them because of the spontaneous nature of things every month. Additionally, 
my income at the time, since I was in private practice was dependent upon me seeing 
patients. I was paid per patient seen but, I was called downtown to my lawyer's ofce 
unexpectedly, so many times that it became a huge challenge to schedule patients 
during normal working hours. No doubt, Dick did this on purpose. I fully understand that 
his intention with the lawsuit was not specically to contest everything I had claimed, but 
to drag the ght out until I was desolate. His strategy worked. Unfortunately, social 
workers in America, despite the critical nature of their work and the amount of education 
it requires to hold licensure, are not paid at all up to par with any other profession, 
including teacher.

children things on my name. He convinced me that after I purchased the townhouse, I 
could declare bankruptcy without being too affected. He was in the credit business. 
What did I know? I begged Dick for weeks after this, to purchase the townhouse for me 
and I would agree to pay the mortgage plus some directly to him. He refused stating that 
his girlfriend would not allow it.

At this time, Dick again proposed that we become friends. I was highly skeptical at this 
time and wondered what the real cause of such a proposal was; I found out shortly. He 
promised me the world if I dropped the lawsuit. He said he would “take care of me 
nancially” if I dropped the suit. To the dismay of my lawyer and the utter disbelief of my 
sorority sister and her husband, I believed Dick again!

So, enter Dick again. Dick approached me and offered to make a settlement outside of 
the court system. He said he in no way wanted to hurt me and that, if I signed his 
document without showing it to my lawyer, he would make certain “not to screw me”. He 
kept stating that; “I won't screw you”! Guess what. He “screwed me”. Dick maintained 
that we were good friends and he couldn't believe that I had brought a lawsuit against 
him. I felt horribly guilty. So, we spent the next week running from place to place; rst to a 
notary then to other places to get the documents signed. I found it suspicious that Dick 
insisted that his lawyer be involved and draw up the papers but, when I wanted to have 
my lawyer look at the papers or, when I attempted to negotiate the terms of the 
settlement, Dick continued to insist that if my lawyer was involved, we would go back to 
court. So, I did as he said.

I tried to move out on my own when I became employed. After about 1 ½ years, I was still 
living with my sorority sister and I felt like it was time to stop burdening the family. Their 
daughter graduated high school and was moving to New York for college. Their life was 
moving on and I felt like I was getting in the way more and more.
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Dick agreed to pay for rent until the rst of March which equaled to less than a half of a 
year but I agreed because he maintained that “I will not screw you”. The rst month in my 
new apartment, Tyler moved in with me and periodically, my granddaughter moved in to 
be with him as well. Tyler stayed on the couch but could not contribute to any portion of 
the food, electric, or rent that was being paid out. He remained on the couch clearly 
depressed. He would promise me money from various sources including his regular 
sale of plasma, however in the time he and his daughter lived with me, he contributed 
perhaps what equaled to one month of the electric bill.

He started the call stating that I was not going to like what he was going to tell me. He 
then told me he slept with his girlfriend that night, that they have gotten back together, 
and that he was not allowed to visit with me any longer. I could not believe what I was 
hearing. I was hurt again by this man who I swore would never hurt me. The papers were 
signed and notarized. The divorce was nalized. My ex-husband left me completely 
desolate. I helped him develop his career and his earning potential and his reputation 
and now, his girlfriend and her three young children were living in a gorgeous apartment 
with him benetting from my 26 years with Dick.

I felt strong enough to begin considering dating again. This was such a weird and 
foreign concept to me. I did not understand how one goes about dating men after being 
with the same human being and loving him for over 26 years. This confused me greatly. I 
did not understand how divorce happens in someone's heart and, I was still confused as 
to how one moves on afterwards but, I thought that perhaps going through the motions 
would eventually lead to doing. I nally contacted the local Chabad Rabbi to seek a Get. 
We discussed what had occurred and he explained the process to me. He would 
contact the Rabbi who traveled to the area every so often from Tennessee to perform the 
Get. So, after two or three phone calls of brief discussion, I waited to be notied of when 
the Tennessee Rabbi would arrive. The phone call never came. I called the Rabbi and left 
messages with his staff and still, the Rabbi refused to return my call. I was confused. He 
never even explained why he did not call me back. I gave up hope on getting my Get.

In the meantime, Dick stopped supporting both of our children. Tyler was already 
destitute and living on my couch with severe depression; the mother of his daughter 
cheated on him during the time that Dick and I were “friends” and we had both 
encouraged him to come move to the bigger city to better his job prospects. Tyler was 
horribly afraid of not seeing his daughter and he was hurt. Dick completely stopped 
helping him. What was a mother to do but take her son and his daughter in? Tyler's 
daughter arrived on our doorstep with whatever she owned. Her clothes were skin tight 

Dick visited regularly as he and his girlfriend were having difculties. He would vent to 
me about her. One night, Dick told me that he still loved me and he wanted to sleep with 
me. I refused, simply saying that if we were to date again, we needed to take the 
relationship very slowly. It was late at the time and his apartment was a good distance so 
I offered for him to remain in the apartment that night. Dick declined that offer and drove 
home that night. The next morning, I received a call.
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on her. Her shoes ended up being three sizes too small. We had no bed for her. She had 
no toys to occupy her. Tyler had no food or diapers for her. With the very small amount of 
money I had, I took both shopping. We bought the baby all of the things she needed with 
a foldout chair bed to sleep on. She was set and slept on the other side of the living room 
from the couch her daddy slept on.

We had a great time getting to know each other. We nger painted on the kitchen oor. 
There was an amazing city park across the street from the apartment to play in and, 
there was a great children's museum downtown that we visited. No one was helping me 
to do all of this. My money was dwindling. Dick refused to help. At one time, I begged 
him to please help us make it and he told me that he also was having nancial difculties 
and could not assist at this time. I believed him and even offered to help him if necessary. 
I know. I am so stupid.
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The March that Dick agreed to pay rent until was approaching quickly. I attempted to 
speak to Tyler about his plans once his father stopped paying rent but he refused to 
speak to me about it. I asked him if he wanted to move with me into a two bedroom 
apartment and help with expenses but, he would only say that he was thinking about 
moving in with some friends. I tried and tried to get Tyler to speak with me about his plans 
to ensure that he was taken care of but, he would not speak to me and so, the last week 
of February I moved into a cheaper one bedroom apartment. I was so sad to be leaving 
Tyler behind and was so worried about him but, I also needed to teach him a lesson.

So, I lost my job because I was so sick. Then, I was told that I earned too little money to 
qualify for Obama Care so my health insurance was cut off. Then, I was served with a 
lawsuit because my son bounced one of my checks for $25.00. I attempted to make 
good on the check but the GCF manager in Durham refused to take the money. I went to 
the courthouse to pay $52.00 so that the lawsuit could be settled. I met with the 
magistrate who then found out that the fee was actually over 200$. He suggested I 
contact the district attorney to attempt to settle. The magistrate reviewed the law to see if 
I was eligible for public representation but because I did not have a record, I did not 
qualify. I met the nancial eligibility, I just did not have a record. So, I then found out that a 
lawyer would cost $1500. So, for mistakenly bouncing a $25 check, I now was facing a 
bill that there was no way I could pay. Despite all of this, I maintained my hope and 

I became extremely sick about three months into moving into my apartment and was 
hospitalized. My sorority sister met me in the emergency room. I would have contacted 
my daughter but I did not wish for her to worry and I knew that if she had been there, I 
would not feel at liberty to actually be sick. So my sorority sister sat with me all night. I 
kept telling her to leave once I was settled in and was told what was wrong but she 
continued to refuse. I laughed that night in the ER like I never laughed before. She had to 
help me stand in the bathroom. She continued to help me on and off the stretcher. Did I 
tell you that my sorority sister is an angel? I ended up in and out of the ER several times 
during this period and she was with me during every single one.

So, I was alone and I was in mourning but, I was also ready to move beyond my life with 
Dick. I was so grateful to be able to come home from work to my little apartment and my 
cat to a peaceful place I could call my own. I was really at peace with the whole situation. 
I found a second hand website in the town I was living in where people posted lightly 
used stuff at extremely low to no cost. I bought a little play kitchen with a big bag of toy 
pots, pans, plates and foods for both granddaughters to play with during visits. My 
apartment was perfect for me! It was decorated with the furniture I had been offered by 
Dick from our shared houses. The photos on the walls were the ones I had taken over the 
years during our family travels together. I was so comfortable and adored it; all of it! It 
was in a cheaper neighborhood and the community experienced a lot of crime but I felt 
completely comfortable and content in my second oor building.

Chapter 21
Onward and Upward
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It was getting cold in Connecticut. This was actually one of the reasons I moved. Well, I 
moved for several reasons mostly because I never really liked North Carolina; I didn't like 
the weather because I favor cold, and I didn't like that there was no Jewish community or 
Kosher resources. Mostly I was ready to start my life fresh and, what better time to do so 
then around Rosh Hashanah? I needed to get away from Dick and his circle. 
Connecticut offered me that chance.

utmost faith in Hashem. I kept a positive outlook.

After a lot of thought, I decided to move to Connecticut. It was about August and Ihad 
met some friends online who invited me to live in their house. They said they had two 
houses next door to each other and offered to live in one house and give me the other. 
They knew I did not have a car, they offered to get me a car. They said they had contacts. 
They offered me the world and, once again, I believed them. I rented a U-Haul but could 
only t ¼ of my belongings into it. I drove from North Carolina to Connecticut in a U-Haul 
by myself. I had never driven through New York by myself let alone in a truck. I set out 
before sundown but that was a huge mistake because I was tired, stressed and I do not 
see well enough to drive in the dark. I decided to stop right over the Virginia border and 
use my hotel points for a free room for the night. I decided that I would be nice and 
refreshed in the morning to drive the rest of the way.

The male in the “friendship” maintained that he absolutely loved this house and his 
favorite thing to do was to go up into the top oor and lay on one of the beds. He insisted I 
go up there and admire the space. I tried my hardest to see the potential but really all I 
could see were huge gaping holes and severe water damage. Filthy dirty clothes were 
thrown about and piled in corners.

I got a good night sleep and woke up bright and early. I set out on my journey…and got 
lost in New York City. I could not gure out the signs to make it past the bridge so, I 
traveled the bridge about three times before I asked a police ofcer for help. He was so 
nice that he actually escorted me onto and over the bridge. I nally made it to my 
destination at around 4:30 in the afternoon. I was absolutely exhausted but, the male 
friend wanted me to unpack the truck so that I could return it before they charged me for 
another day. So, I complied. I was horried!

The house that I was told the couple, my friends would be living in was completely 
gutted by re. The male told me that his wife was late to light the Shabbos candles on 
Pesach that year and Hashem got angry with him for losing his temper. The windows 
were completely knocked out with huge panes of broken glass thrown all around the 
yard. The grass had grown up to my shoulders. The vinyl siding outside was melted and 
warped and charred. The inside of the house looked worse than the outside. Black drip 
marks were evident down every wall and kitchen cabinet surface from a combination of 
soot and water. The ceilings were unrecognizable. The walls in some of the rooms were 
burnt completely down to the wood studs and, in one of the rooms the ceiling was burnt 
through to the next oor.
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So, he announced to me that he had “friends” who were coming to help unload my truck 
of furniture. Hours later and one more piece of furniture left, no one ever arrived. My back 
was aching and I was exhausted.

I knew from the very rst week that Connecticut was a huge mistake. Every time I spoke 
with the male, the stories that were told and the behaviors that were exhibited became 
increasingly concerning. He told of his multiple marriages to two of the same women. 
He told me that his current wife called the police on him several times. He told me that 
none of his children speak to him. He was no longer permitted to attend any services in 
either the Yeshiva or the Shul. He would go every Saturday to the Kiddush in the Shul 
and, prior to him leaving he would announce, “I am going to go haunt the people.” 
Indeed, whenever we went out, people would stare at us. For Simchah Torah, he was 
literally escorted out of the Shul prior to the festivities. During the night, he would pace 
the oors in the house I was living in and when I woke he would speak incoherently 
about things and issues I could not understand. In fact, I became so concerned for my 
safety during the rst week of my stay, that I spoke to my dissertation mentor about 
everything I was experiencing and he urged me to get into a shelter immediately. He 
urged me to seek shelter several times afterwards again.

So, it was getting cold in Connecticut and there were no windows in the house the 
couple chose to live in but, he had begun making an effort to clean it up and put it 
together. He began to seek estimates to replace the windows and talk about xing up the 
kitchen. He spoke however, of cleaning the kitchen by himself and not with the 
assistance of experts. I would look around the kitchen as he spoke to stare at the walls 
and ceiling completely covered with water damage and soot. The cabinets were 
warped. There were things that were still located on the shelves that were completely 
destroyed. The male lost his beloved mother about a year prior. Her furniture, 
completely ruined, still sat in the living room as a shrine to her. The keys were melted and 
he spoke of keeping the furniture despite the horric smell of burnt home permeating the 
entire structure and everything that was located in it.

The male made trips to New York City to deliver leftover food from several of the temples 
to poor people in the neighborhoods. I thought this was wonderful, until I found out that 
he was actually eating the food from the deliveries. I went on several of these trips and, 
during one of them he became irate at something and threatened to throw me out of the 
car in the middle of the highway. I had no money and had no idea where I was so I 
became scared to death. He continued to become increasingly threatening and rude to 
me.

During Shabbos, he insisted that instead of my usual parshah study that I sit and 
translate the Hebrew in the Torah. He told me that I could not possibly be Jewish if I did 
not speak the “chosen” language of Hashem. This made me scratch my head because 
in fact, the Torah was given to Moses in Aramaic, not Hebrew but I was too frightened of 
him by this time to even begin this discussion. He insisted that I did not davon correctly 
even though he had never heard me davon because I did it three times a day in my room.
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One day, I was sitting in the house by myself and began ipping through the pages of 
proles on one of the boards. No one really caught my eye and I almost stopped but, I 
made it to the last page and convinced myself to nish looking. There, on the last page, 
was a gentleman who caught my eye. The prole picture showed such kindness in his 
eyes and sincerity in his smile. I became excited.

He insisted that I did not properly adhere to the laws of kashrut. He constantly berated 
me and, when I spoke up for myself, he would threaten me.

When I was bored, I looked over the proles on the boards. I didn't think too highly about 
these boards so, my effort was not enthusiastic at all. He would go through one board 
and, evidently, he hit up every woman that showed up on his page. I was amazed. The 
guy thought that Hashem put him on the boards to “help” the women who needed help. 
He rationalized that, even though he was married, this is why he remained a member of 
the boards. Several women in the neighborhood in which he lived and in New York while 
I was there, asked him through other people, to please stop contacting them. It was 
strange. He insisted that he “approve” of any man before I attempted to make contact.

I read through the prole and nothing stood out as a deal-breaker. He was widower with 
four children. There were two things that I had to think about; 1) that he still had one 
young daughter and 2) he lived in Israel. Mr. Connecticut returned home and read 
through the prole and “allowed” me to make contact. I had never begun a conversation 
with a man before. This was new. The next day, the man returned my email and we made 
an appointment to talk.

We talked and I learned that the man no longer lived in Israel: He lived in South Africa. 
We began dating via WhatsApp video chat. The time difference was impossible though 
with opposite days and nights. We were exhausted staying up every night to speak. I fell 
in love.

Following one Shabbos, the male insisted that I join the dating websites to meet a man. I 
insisted that at the time, I was not interested in dating, that I really wanted to become 
nancially stable and concentrate on getting settled. He would not hear about it. He had 
me join several Jewish websites and, he directed me as to how to dress and do my hair 
for the prole photo. I felt like I looked like an old school marm, he thought it was brilliant.

We dated via WhatsApp and spent our time together in real-time video chat. We nally 
decided it was time for me to come to South Africa. We began to make plans. 
Meanwhile, the man part of the couple I was living with began becoming increasingly 
bizarre. He worked on the computer for a living and he would scream at the top of his 
lungs at it while he was working. He would grab my phone while I was chatting with my 
new South African family and either type things while representing that it was from me or 
he would tell me what to type. He would insist on reading what was communicated to 
me.
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At some point, the man and his wife both convinced me that my future husband was a 
scam artist and, when I arrived in South Africa he was going to sell me into slavery. He 
forced me to give him all of my identity information because, at some point he stated that 
he was afraid I was a part of the scam. So, he forced me to give him my social security 
number and all of my personal information including a copy of my diplomas and birth 
certicate. He also tried to force me to provide him with information about my future 
husband but, at that time I was scared enough to tell my South African all about what 
was going on. After several days of a constant barrage of threats to my safety if I did not 
give him the information he wanted, my South African convinced me to leave 
immediately and seek shelter at the nearest shul or Yeshiva.
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I sat alone, in the ofce of the Yeshiva with the door closed all day. No one checked on 
me. Once or twice, I had to hunt for the maintenance person to allow me into the 
bathroom. Other than that, I sat and made phone calls all day trying to nd some place to 
stay. The Rabbi nally checked on me at 6:30 pm. I had nothing to eat all day. He sent 
someone to buy two kosher slices of pizza and a drink. At about 7pm he announced to 
me that I needed to wrap up my attempts at trying to locate a place to stay. He stated that 
he would drive me to a shelter. This was the only option he provided for me. The shelter 
could not take me until the following night. I was more frightened then I had ever been in 
my entire life. It was freezing cold and dreary outside.

I had a few more dollars in my account so, I rented a cheap motel room for the night. The 
following day, after I was asked to check out or pay an additional night, I sat in a large, 
empty room of the hotel and continued to frantically call every Chabad Rabbi from 
Connecticut to New York in an effort to nd some place to stay until I could y to South 
Africa. Of an entire list of Rabbis and facilities, not one would assist me. Some promised 
to return my call and did not. One Rabbi provided me with money in a PayPal account 
however, the money did not clear in time for Shabbas which would leave me to sleep on 
the streets so, I succumbed and agreed to go to the shelter. I was destitute and 
homeless. To add to my distress, word got back to my South African family that the 
Rabbis that I had spoken to were spreading rumors about me, stating that I was crazy 
and unstable. Rabbis that I only spoke with for seconds and Rabbis I had never even 

I called the Uber again and was brought to the other Yeshiva. Once in the parking lot, 
some young gentlemen helped me into the building with my luggage. They instructed 
me to stand in the doorway while they found the Rabbi. Out from the sanctuary walked 
three men. They all greeted me but I could not hear what they said; I was freezing cold 
and tired and frightened. The men explained to me that the Yeshiva was only for men 
but, one of the men in particular spoke the most and invited me to sit in one of the ofces 
while I sorted everything out. I then contacted South Africa and let him speak with one of 
the men.

I had a very small amount of money left in my account to help take care of me while on 
the run. I used some of the money to get me and my luggage to safety. This required 
taking an Uber to the Yeshiva. I knew I would be safe at the Yeshiva because the man 
could not enter. Unfortunately, since I had moved to Connecticut, I was not allowed away 
from the house without someone accompanying me. Thus, I did not know my way 
around the town. I directed the Uber driver to the wrong Yeshiva. I stood in the driveway 
with all of my luggage and a Rabbi approached me. He went to walk right around me but 
after several attempts, he nally stopped and told me that he could not help me because 
this was a grade school Yeshiva. He directed me to the other Yeshiva but did not offer me 
any other assistance even though I was hauling several heavy bags of luggage. It was 
freezing outside as well.

Chapter 22
I used to Revere the Rabbis
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heard of, even Rabbis in Israel were stating that I was unstable and spreading this rumor 
among themselves. We have absolutely no knowledge about who or what started this 
plague of rumors that spread across the world to Israel, but it did and it depressed me 
and hurt me and made me question why I had revered and admired Rabbis for my entire 
life. These people now completely rejected me and harmed me and, I was spending 
Shabbas in a shelter because none of them were willing to help a fellow jew.

The Rabbi from the Yeshiva was kind enough to bring me a box of Kosher food to eat 
while I was in the shelter. He urged me to approve a move to a Jewish shelter in Long 
Island, New York after Shabbas with a counseling program that required a commitment 
of three months. I explained to the Rabbi that I was leaving for South Africa on Monday to 
which he snickered and replied, “How are you going to get there; you have no money 
and he has no money.” Again, I was devastated. I was in love with a man in another 
country. I was all alone in America and not even the Rabbis I had looked up to my entire 
life would help me. I was being told I needed counseling because I was unstable and 
crazy. I was about to spend Shabbas in a shelter.

The shelter arranged for a van to pick me up on Friday morning. I was not allowed to 
know exactly where it was located for safety purposes. When I arrived, I was told that the 
electricity had been shut off until after 7 pm that night because of some construction. I 
began calculating immediately how that would work with Shabbas that night. I then 
signed the paperwork, spoke to my South African and then, I laid down in the bed I was 
assigned and cried. I cried to Hashem. I thanked him over and over and, I asked him to 
lead me. I spent that entire Shabbas focusing on being grateful to Hashem. I absolutely 
found an entire litany of things.

I was grateful to the Rabbi for driving all the way to the shelter to bring me Kosher food. I 
excitedly ried through the box and found treats and cold cuts and bread and grape 
juice and tons of other yummy things I had not eaten since moving to Connecticut. The 
family I was living with restricted their eating so severely that I had lost a huge amount of 
weight in a short period of time. They were Kosher vegetarians but, they also refused to 
eat our or couscous, or bread or any other carbohydrate. They also refused to bring 
dairy into the house so, I could not eat cheeses or milks. I was left only eating vegetables 
and, occasionally tuna sh. I was grateful to Hashem for the lesson in humility. I was 
grateful to Hashem for the soft bed to sleep on and the safety the shelter provided me. I 
was grateful to be sleeping with two other women in the same room who were 
interesting to get to know and spend time with as, I had not had true companionship with 
other women since arriving in Connecticut. I was grateful that the two women in my 
room were kind and dynamic and, I was honored that they shared their inspiring stories 
with me.

I decided to save all of the food in the box as my Shabbas meal. I planned on how I would 
make Shabbas special for myself in the shelter. I planned where to make my Kiddush. 
After much thought, I decided to remain in my room and use the bureau of drawers as 
my table because, the common kitchen was very dirty and a television played constantly 
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I went to the ofce and visited with the staff there to get to know them. We had a 
wonderful chat and they asked me all about Shabbas. They knew I enjoyed crocheting 
and was curious as to why I could not do so during this time. So, I demonstrated my 
Torah in both Hebrew and English and provided a Shabbas teaching to my knew 
friends. Poof! As soon as the lesson was nished, the lights came on and everybody 
rejoiced. The staff followed me into my room to turn on the power. I was comfortable and 
grateful and, after taking stock of the entire day, fell soundly asleep and slept better than 
I had in months. I was exhausted.

He insisted on me writing an email stating that I agreed to selling them all of my objects 
except my clothing and, I did this. He shot back an incredibly threatening email stating 
that I needed to write the email specically how he wanted it written. I was incredibly 
frightened so, I complied. That night, a ticket to South Africa arrived.

throughout the day. As the sun set, I said Kiddush and greedily grabbed two slices of 
bread and the sandwich meat and made myself a sandwich. The sandwich could not 
have been more tasty if it was a million dollar steak. After devouring the sandwich, I ate a 
sweet treat.

Shabbas went out and I immediately grabbed my phone to call South Africa. I had 
missed my family so incredibly badly. I could not wait to hear them. I explained what was 
transpiring with the local Rabbi and his insistence that I go to the shelter in New York and 
commit to three months of counseling instead of traveling to South Africa. We agreed 
that this was an unacceptable solution. The couple I had lived with texted me during this 
phone call and offered to purchase everything I owned that was in their garage for a few 
thousand dollars. The bed alone was worth over 8,000$. They had my clothing, my 
jewelry, my Bubbe's jewelry, my daughter's baby bracelet, all of my furniture, my shoes, 
my dishes, my microwave, my Cuisinart toaster oven, two silverware services, an 
expensive, all-in-one printer by Canon, the pictures that were decorating my walls, my 
tea kettle…everything I owned. I didn't even have to think about it. I was completely in 
love with my South African and the “things” would have to be left behind at this time 
anyway. I agreed.

I woke up on Saturday and davened in my room and read the Parshah as usual. I spent a 
long time processing what I had learned and what was revealed to me. My roommates 
had already left extremely early to attend other commitments which gave me an entire 
day to be with myself and Hashem. I sat and thought and reected on my life and what 
brought me to this point. I fretted over what was happening with the Rabbis and tried to 
understand but, the pain and trauma that they were causing was way too strong at the 
time for me to even process. I was angry and hurt and was not completely sure what to 
think of it.

I was leaving that week. Transportation to Kennedy Airport was going to be provided. I 
informed my South African nervous that it was all too good to be true and excited that it 
was a greater possibility then before. I phoned the Rabbi to inform him that I would not 
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The day arrived and I was transported to the airport. I was so excited, I left my favorite 
pillow and my heavy coat in the vehicle. I checked in and made it to the gate. I was ying 
to my new life. Our G-d is an AWESOME G-d! Baruch Hashem!

be going to the shelter and, after a few texts between him, another Rabbi, my South 
African and myself, the Rabbi provided us a Barucha. I explained to the Rabbi that not 
having money doesn't make me unstable, it makes me poor.
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I want my children to know, for the sake of their own children, that children should never 
be used as pawns or sounding boards for their parents. That it hurt me terribly to see 
Dick bring them into the courtrooms during our divorce proceedings. Children should 
never have to “take sides” when it comes to difculties between their parents. This is one 
reason why I waited to tell them about everything that occurred within my and Dick's 
relationship and into the separation and divorce. I reiterate to them, every argument has 
three sides, the story of each of the parties and the truth. They have heard Dick's 
perspective. Now it is time to hear mine.

I hold rm to my belief that children, regardless of their age, should never hear or 
experience certain things between their parents. I have maintained that stance 
throughout all of my children's lives. When Dick and I were separated, I knew he was 
feeding both them and their respective partners information from his perspective. I 
urged them to speak with me about how they were feeling and to always remember that 
there were two sides to every story. Both of my children declined to have these 
conversations. My relationship with my daughter and son, as a result, has become 
strained compared to how close we had always been. My son actually experienced how 
I was living as a result of Dick's arrogance but, my daughter did not. I tried to keep a 
happy face for my daughter as I have with both my children throughout their lives. I am 
scared and apprehensive about them actually reading this book for this reason, but I feel 
like now is the time for them to hear and learn. I have tried, in every way I know how to get 
the message across to them but they have declined in every way. This is the last way I 
know how.

I want my children to know that every decision I have made in my entire life has been with 
their well-being in mind. This pertains to decisions I made, even prior to even knowing 
anything about the specic children Hashem was to bring me including my attending 
higher education. I entered my PhD program online primarily because I decided that 
both of my children would benet from me modeling good studying habits and 
dedication to education. I thought they would learn that hard work in school would grant 
them access to better jobs.

I want my children to know that most of the money spent and favors I agreed to and 
arguments between their father and I, throughout our marriage was with them in mind. 
There were favors granted so that I could purchase shoes and clothes for them, school 
books, eld trips, hair appointments, and toys for holidays. There were arguments about 
maintaining traditions for holidays and celebrations every year so as to make holidays 
special; traditions that Dick continued after we had separated and divorced. For 26 
years, I endured beatings and granting of sexual favors so that I could continue 
traditions and afterwards, Dick continued the same exact traditions with his girlfriend, 
her kids and our children.

Chapter 23
Things I Want my Children to Know
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I want my children to know that parents make mistakes that have absolutely nothing to 
do with their children or whether they are a good person or not. People do what they can 
do with what they know at the time. This leads into the saying, “hindsight is 20/20”. If I 
knew then what I know now, of course I would change things; but I cannot go back and 
change things so, I move forward. I am in a super great place in my life and I want both of 
my children to come and experience that great place with me.

Most importantly, and I think I have said this in so many ways but not directly enough; I 
want my children to read this book and understand how much I love, adore and cherish 
them, not only because they are my children but because they have both developed into 
amazing, loving, kind human beings with their own unique talents and goals. I have 
been so honored to be able to use my life to guide and mold their lives and to be able to 
watch their transformation from infants into smart and healthy adults.

I want my children to know that the times I was “away in the hospital” were not voluntary 
and that, I would have told them but I did not want them to spend their childhood 
worrying about their mother. In one instance, I woke up one night with uniformed people 
standing over me ordering me to try to stay still. I could tell there was “wet” around my 
body but I did not understand why. I then realized that both of my arms were burning; 
Dick had cut them down the length of my upper arm. I was taken in an ambulance to a 
hospital where I was stabilized until I could be safely transferred to a surgeon friend's 
house to recuperate. Later, I was told that Dick had arranged all of this. I had to wear a full 
compression garment with long sleeves for months afterwards to heal. I was instructed 
to not speak about this incident ever again and a strange, “plastic surgery” excuse was 
given to everyone. Regarding this, I want my children to know that I did not let them 
know about everything that I was going through personally because I did not want them 
to concern themselves with their mother's concerns and I never wanted to speak poorly 
to them about their father.
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Throughout my life, I have learned and it has become increasingly apparent that 
learning is a lifelong endeavor. I believe that Hashem sends us answers and guidance 
through various means but most require introspection and thought. I constantly remind 
my South African that I prefer moving through my days and my chores purposefully so 
as not to miss any of the messages Hashem is sending me and, to actually take the time 
and care to be grateful and thankful for whatever I am doing. In this way, I like to perform 
all of the tasks set before me to the best of my ability and then, I move on to the next task. 
I particularly like to prepare Shabbasmeals with purposeful preparation, thinking about 
how the people who will be fed would enjoy the food the most and, how the meal could 
best bring the people to Hashem's commandments and lessons in the Parshah. I have 
learned that food brings people together and, during Shabbas in particular, having good 
food and lively discussions around learning makes a good Shabbas absolutely brilliant.

That being said, I do have to admit that I rather prefer moving through my life 
purposefully for the same reason. I have learned that Hashem speaks to us in the most 
unexpected, unusual ways and that, just when you believe you are at your lowest point 
and that things are hopeless, Hashem will send an angel such as my sorority sister to lift 
you up and support you while you can no longer stand on your own. In this way and 
through Torah study, we are reminded and assured every day that Hashem loves us 
unconditionally and is omnipotent in our lives. There has never been a day in my life that 
Hashem has not shown himself to me through someone or something or providing me 
hope or a spark of wisdom. Even as I sit today, deeply hurt and questioning the actions 
of the Rabbis prior to me marrying my South African husband, I know in my heart that 
Hashem had a reason and, for this I am grateful. Perhaps the reason for my experience 
with the Rabbis was to bring my husband closer to me as we both frantically struggled 
together, from opposite sides of the world to nd me safety that cold, dreary Shabbas. I 
tell my husband all of the time that I am ok with the “not knowing” required in having the 
utmost and unwavering faith in Hashem. When Hashem wants me to know, I will know. 
Until then, I am so grateful to him for not burdening me with the details of knowing; they 
say, “ignorance is bliss”. I am thankful to be blissful!

In my beloved apartment, prior to my move to Connecticut I had subtle reminders of my 
favorite word, “hope” all around me. I want to emphasize the importance of the word! On 
the mantle was the word HOPE carved in wood and painted black. It stood out against 
the white walls. I had a piece of artwork that was of the Kotel in Jerusalem, hand 
sketched in colored pencil and, when I purchased it I had no idea but when it arrived with 
the artist explanation, it was labeled “Hope”! I had inspirational posters in my dining 
room with nothing but positive afrmations thatbrought me hope. I cannot stress 
enough, the importance of surrounding your life with visual reminders or hope and 
positivity. At my worse, even when I was a little girl, I always had that knowledge that 
tomorrow may be a smidge better than today and, at least some day, things would be 
better. I would set benchmarks for myself, for instance during my separation and 

Chapter 24
And I’m Still Learning
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divorce, when I had a court date, I would tell myself that after the court date I would know 
and, things would be better.

There were times in my life that I became angry and rebellious about my beliefs. I sought 
counsel from one Rabbi in particular, while I was living in Charlotte and working at the 
Jewish Family Services there. He told me that Hashem could handle my anger at HIM 
and that, just like a good parent who loves their child unconditionally, Hashem was there 
holding me, allowing me to scream and cry and be rebellious (not without consequence 
though) and, when I was ready, HE would be there to love me as well. I liked what the 
Rabbi had to say.

I have learned that Hashem takes all forms in your life so, fear and heed and revere and 
meet all beings on Earth with kindness, humility, warmth, and acceptance. There is a 
famous saying, “Be kind to all things for you never know when you are entertaining 
angels.” Ah, so true. People look and act and believe differently than us. Baruch 
Hashem! I have learned that I gain the most from people who are different than I. I do not 
necessarily agree with what they represent but, as long as no one is getting hurt, if it 
works for them and makes them happy, who am I to judge? I often say that until my life is 
sparkly perfect and I am Hashem, I cannot judge someone else's life. There have been 
times when people who are completely different from me have come into my life, 
demonstrated a completely different way of thinking about things and, actually 
strengthened the convictions and beliefs already held.

There have been other times when someone states something, I consider it and adopt 
some or all of what they said. I think this is the learning process and, without it we do not 
evolve and grow as people. Please! Love ALL people. In my heart of hearts, if I leave 
nothing with this book, I want to teach that everyone on Earth has been put here by 
Hashem and, by sheer virtue of that fact, has a purpose and deserves to be loved and 
accepted. The ideal in America is “Equality for ALL”. In today's time, people seem to 
forget that the word “ALL” does not only pertain to ALL those people who look, act, and 
agree with you. The word ALL means ALL! No conditions!

I want to close this book admitting to feeling quite saddened by the events that are 
taking place in one of the greatest places I have ever had the privilege to visit and that is 
South Africa. As I complete this book, this absolutely beautiful country is heading into a 
civil war. Over the past 6 months, my husband has shown me the beauty of this country. 
He has taken me from incredible farm lands to incredibly modern cities; from ocean 
towns to beaches with resident penguins. Along the way we have met with old friends 
and created new friendships; light skinned, dark skinned, Afrikaans, Kenyan, 
Zimbabweans, Nigerians, Zulu, Xhosa, Jewish, Messianic Jew, Christian—HUMAN 
BEINGS!  Tonight, I pray for the safety of South Africa and all of the great people of this 
nation. Until we meet again.
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With all this being said, I would like to point out that, just as the North Carolina law that 
mandates that two spouses remain separate but united for an entire year prior to 
issuance of a divorce decree is dangerous to those spouses in abusive relationships, so 
is the Beis Din created debacle around a woman receiving a Get from her husband. Not 
only does this elevate the stature and control of an abusive husband over her but, it 
allows him to further continue his emotional and psychological abuse for the rest of her 
life. According to the Beis Din, if a Jewish husband does not wish to grant his wife a 
Jewish divorce, then she is not able to marry someone who is Jewish despite the fact 
that a civil divorce and decree has been granted. No doubt, the Beis Din wants to pocket 
the money here; a Get in North Carolina costs about $500. Of course, the Rabbis also 
have to “agree” apparently that the woman is “worthy” of having the divorce by Jewish 
law; again men creating laws that dictate a woman's future. What the Rabbis did to me 
during the Get process and later, while I was coerced into the shelter in Connecticut was 
totally incomprehensible and unacceptable. Since it was me as the victim of these 
institutions, I choose to leave the entire thing alone believing that Hashem will judge 
these individuals more harshly than I ever could one day however, had it been one of my 
patients or someone I love, I would have stood by their sides urging them to seek some 
type of restitution.

Writing this book was extremely difcult as, I continuously and still second guess 
whether what I am saying will hurt anyone in the process of me trying to help. Although 
the book recounts some amazing journeys I've shared with some amazing people, it 
also includes reminiscence of some incredibly bleak times. My heart aches for anyone 
who can relate to any of the times in my life where physical or emotional trauma were 
endured. I truly believe that the trials and tribulations of my life were purposed by 
Hashem so that I could, in some tiny way perhaps help some other person enduring 
similar situations.

Throughout the book, I briey mention the oppressive laws that permeate our society 
today both, religious and cultural. Honestly, I was not surprised to discover oppression 
throughout American society but, I was dumbfounded by the oppression inherent and 
permeated throughout the Jewish religion. During our weekly Parshah studies we have 
been specically paying attention to the direct and literal translation of the Torah; words 
given by Hashem to Moses and those that have been changed by men throughout time. 
We have discovered with the persistent questioning of my husband's Rabbi mentors 
that, no where in the Torah does Hashem (G-d) call Am Yisrael “Jews” and, no place in 
the Torah does Hashem refer to people as Rabbis.  In fact, Rabbi actually means 
“teacher” relating to their studies of Torah and teaching it. Rabbi, in no way, means that 
they are some type of superior human of any sort as many of them and many Jews 
opine. Additionally, no place in the Torah does Hashem provide the Beis Din discretion 
to create laws. In fact, Hashem (G-d) provides us in great detail, the laws that we are to 
follow.

Chapter 25
Highlighting the Institutional Oppression Towards Women
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I am denitely not one to give advice. I often tell my patients that until I live my life as a 
perfect person, I do not feel qualied to tell someone else to live their life. In therapy we 
use a big “theory” to guide this principle (I think it is there just to make us sound smart) 
but the theory was created by Carl Rogers and is referred to, most commonly as 
“Rogerian” or “Client Centered” theory. The theory holds that there are three primary 
conditions of a good therapeutic relationship; one of which is that the “client” is the 
expert in their life. I adopt this theory in my practice because it allows me to work closely 
with people from different cultures, races….people who are different than me…DUH! 
Isn't every person different from me? Silliest thought ever. In any case, it works for me 
and is extremely congruent with my life philosophy and the narrative I have for myself. I 
am no expert.

But, I can tell you that I have found throughout my life, that “Hope” kept me going; Hope 
in the form of faith, in the form of light, in the form of teeny tiny goals, in the form of 
anything that provided even the smallest glimmer of something to get me through the 
next moment. Throughout every single instance, during my lowest of lows, I always 
knew that Hashem was there with me. HE was the one reminding me and bringing my 
thoughts back to seeking the Hope. Sometimes, if I lost Hope for a second, Hashem 
would remind me to look for it…and it was always always there.

My wish for everyone who reads this book and can relate to the smallest of bleak times… 
continue Hoping and searching for that teeny tiny glimmer of light somewhere in your 
bleak times and always know that Hashem is with you and loves you forever.

Whether HE reminded me to be thankful or whether it was a vision in my head of a tiny 
light in the distance, Hashem always brought me back….

My husband asked me the other day, how I would best describe life and I mentioned the 
cliché roller coaster. Life is denitely like a roller coaster; it is scary and exciting. You 
voluntarily stand in line to ride a roller coaster not knowing where the twists and turns or 
highs and lows will take you but, I thoroughly believe that the highest high would not 
seem so high if the lowest lows did not exist. I am so incredibly thankful and grateful for 
everything Hashem has ever given and done for me; and, am so excited to be traveling 
on the same seat as my soul mate upwards on the highest of highs into the nal chapters 
of my life.

Consistent with who he is, my amazing husband has designed and implemented “The 
One Foundation” to participate in efforts to help people around the world who are or 
have suffered from the same types of events that have affected my life. To that end, we 
have co-created a program to facilitate the healing of abused individuals from all over 
the world. As you can read from my experiences, the abuse of innocent people around 
the world is happening even more than science or empirical data supports. Like me, 
there are countless instances of unreported abuse happening in everyone's 
“backyard”. Abuse is so prevalent, that it is inherent and proliferated by the very 
institutions that govern us; so much so that actually dening abuse is difcult mostly 
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Ÿ We want to believe it happens to other people 
Ÿ It happens so frequently that it melts into the backdrop of our world 

because it is such a part of society. When I speak to my patients, I have them close their 
eyes to visualize the details of a picture they have hanging on any given wall in their 
house for a long time. With time, the person passes the picture so many times that it 
becomes a natural part of the environment and the details of the picture melt away. Let 
us not have victims of abuse disappear because:

Ÿ The laws that proliferate oppression fade into a chorus of “it won't happen to me”. 
“The One Foundation” wants to help bring awareness of oppressive world 
institutions that perpetuate abuse and to help keep the spotlight and attention on this 
huge issue so that it doesn't disappear into the backdrop of commonality.
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ONE WOMAN and HER HUSBAND helping you to rid THE WORLD OF 
"abuse" ONE survivor at a time! Through her best selling book "THE 

ONE", Dr. Dawn Summer invites you to feel the power of this amazing 
story based on her personal real life story.  

This is a book that must be read by everyone. 

To donate, please log on to https://www.theoneclub.co.za/the-one

Thank you for helping yourself and others BEAT ABUSE!!

We give this book to everyone trusting that they will invest $2 (R20) to 
help others overcome their personal challenges. 

Pledge Your Support
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“I told my father that we would be very rich but he couldn't believe me. I made it a reality” 
Christiano Ronaldo

“I used to serve tea at a shop to support my football training and still became one of the 
World's best footballers” Lionel Messi

“I struggled academically throughout elementary school yet became the best Neurosurgeon in 
the World in 1987" Dr. Ben Carson 

“I was raped at the age of 9 yet I am one of the most influential women in the World” 
Oprah Winfrey

“I didn't even complete my university education but became the World's richest man” 
Bill Gates

“I was sexually, mentally, emotionally and verbally abused by my father as far back as I can 
remember, until I left home at the age of eighteen, yet I am one of the most influential 

preachers in the World” Joyce Meyer

“I used to sleep on the floor in my friends' rooms, returning Coke bottles for food, money, and 
getting weekly free meals at a local temple, I later on founded Apple Company” Steve Jobs

“I started Living Faith Church from A Lawn Tennis Court with three members only and Preach 
prosperity. Many of my friends criticised me, but today we have the largest church auditorium 

in the World & two world-class universities” Bishop David Oyedepo

“I was in prison for 27 years  and still became president” Nelson Mandela

“I worked for my uncle since I was a small boy, people looked down on me. I later on took a 
loan from my uncle to open a tiny shop. I worked hard to make ends meet. Now I am the 
Word's Richest Man of African Decent (Richest Man in Africa). Aliko Dangote (was 23rd 

World's richest man on Forbes 2014 list)

“I drove a taxi to finance my university education but today I'm a billionaire” Mike Adenuga

“My teachers used to call me a failure, but I became a Prime Minister” 
Former British PM, Tony Blair

“I am a son of a black immigrant from Kenya, I graduated from Harvard and later on became a 
Senator in Chicago. Now I was the first black President of the Most Powerful Nation on Earth” 

Former US President Barrack Obama

Failures or limitations of the past have no control over the greatness in you. To him or her that 
believes, all things are possible.

“I was on the verge of suicide when an Idea of opening a restaurant hit me after I retired as a 
cook in the Navy” Harland Sanders, Founder of KFC
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“Help bring an end to this worldwide crisis of child abuse and crimes against 
innocent women”

Based on a true life story The One provides a gripping thrilling life changing story 
that inspires a campaign for change through awareness. The One  offers hope to 
vulnerable victims by ending the silence and sparking awareness. Everyone will see 
themselves in this amazing true life story.  Triumphant success against all odds.  
Keeping faith and trust in G-d through the good and the bad.

HEALING OF MY BODY, HEART AND SOUL

ISBN  466823286-6

8 446923 655996 25369

BASED ON A TRUE LIFE STORY

I encourage everyone to read this book and encourage 
others to do the same, help us bring an end to the worldwide 
crisis of child abuse and crimes against innocent women.

DR DAWN SUMMER

Over a million copies sold
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