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                         PREFACE 

 

I think we were about eight years old when our mother 

sat down at the upright piano at our grandmother’s house 

and revealed an unknown part of herself to us. I can still 

see the look on my twin brother’s face and feel that 

strange sense of shock mixed with awe when she began to 

play (I am now certain of the origin of shock and awe, “W” 

must have known our mother). There would be no chopsticks 

for her; she played a Rachmaninoff piano concerto. It was a 

stunning performance. When it was over she simply closed 

the piano and proceeded to go about her business as if 

nothing out of the ordinary had just occurred. Later in the 

day, we learned from our grandmother that our mother had 

been a concert pianist trained at The Toronto Conservatory 

of Music.  

Our mother was so secretive about her life and her 

past that we thought maybe she was a spy. Since we grew up 

in the James Bond Cold War era, all that spy stuff seemed 

plausible and provided endless entertainment as we imagined 

her tangling with the KGB. No doubt, she was payback for 

all of those pogroms. Over the years, despite our repeated 

interrogations, our mother gave us very little information 



about herself. We had a name and rank, mother, but no 

serial number. That day, and the music from it, motivated 

this opus.  

Like my mother, I had kids late in life. Unlike my 

mother, I want my kids to know me and to see me as more 

than their mother. I want them to see me, like themselves, 

as just another human being feeling her way through life. 

And since there seems to be no escape from the inheritance 

of traits and aspects of personality from one generation to 

the next, I thought it would be fun to give my kids a 

preview of what’s to come . . . poor little bastards. 

I did have issues to surmount: a more than fifty-year 

case of writer’s block, abject fear, and various other 

bullshit excuses. My biggest issue: while I don’t consider 

myself spy material like my mommy, I am, and have always 

been, private—intensely. Because of this, and because 

guessing games are just so much fun, I have chosen to keep 

most identities concealed (including my own), and I have 

been thoughtfully selective about the stories to share (I 

have teenage daughters). Do names really matter anyway? 

What am I talking about; it’s fun to dish from time to 

time. One of my favorite jokes is from Drew Carey. He told 

it to me while he was sitting in my office years before his 



hit sit-com: “Don’t name drop. My friend Bobby De Niro told 

me that.”  

Since I worked in the entertainment business for many 

years, and with this I mean television production, not 

pole-dancing, exceptions to the name drop rule will be 

made. I will use these exceptions only when the memory 

doesn’t violate anyone’s privacy or the implicit trust that 

professional courtesy demands, or, as long as it isn’t too 

terribly nasty.  

Now, back to secrets: a friend once commented, “The 

secret to life is to die without having one.” Easier said 

than done, buster. Anyway, this will be a start. The 

following stories are little slivers of a life. They are 

designed to stand alone, but somehow fit together. A 

warning: should you choose to read further, you will follow 

a bouncing ball in time. My brain was once described as a 

pinball machine, so the order or chaos herein is 

unavoidable. One last preface, while I did have this opus 

copy-edited for screaming spelling and grammatical 

mistakes, I have no interest in making it perfect. Were 

that to be the case, this piece would be totally 

unrecognizable to my friends, family, and self.  

My key players: 



My Twin: 

A larger than life character that left life too soon. 

He is profoundly missed. 

My Husband: 

After a few weeks together he astutely observed, “You don’t 

need a boyfriend, you need a manager.” 

Over the years, he has repeatedly mentioned that without 

him I’d be sitting on boxes in my college apartment trying 

to pack while using tweezers* to eat SpaghettiO’s from out 

of a half-opened can. 

(*It was a fork) 

I am eternally grateful for his help in packing and 

generally in moving me forward. 

My Two Daughters: 

Without whom my life would have been a miss.  

 

 

 

 



 

 

  



LOSING YOUR CURRENCY 

 

To celebrate my fiftieth birthday, my fourteen-year-

old daughter and I went on a hiking tour of Bhutan. I had 

always wanted to go there since having learned about this 

far away magical kingdom thirty years earlier while 

researching a documentary. We were now in a place where 

Gross National Happiness was the standard measure by which 

the country accessed its wealth. I was looking forward to 

emptying my mind in the land of blissful happiness while 

commemorating my half-century milestone. 

It started out well. I had been telling everyone I 

came in contact with: the tour guides, the bus driver, 

shopkeepers, monks, and farmers, who spoke no English, that 

I was there celebrating my fiftieth year on the planet. I 

was met with smiles, knowing nods, and maybe a few eye 

rolls. I thought of my half-century mark as an auspicious 

accomplishment. It had not taken long before I began to go 

native; using the word auspicious was the first sign.  

One of the women on our trip, probably having grown 

sick of hearing all this birthday chatter, stopped me on a 

hike one day and remarked, “If I were you, I’d shut up 

about being fifty, it’s around the age where women start to 



disappear and lose their currency. Huh? Women disappearing? 

This was not the kind of magic I expected to hear about in 

the land of the truly happy. Was this a Bhutan thing? Did 

she mean that I should stop talking about it while in the 

mountains? There was a lot of silence going on around 

there. 

It occurred to me that the first three letters of the 

sacred mountain range we were in was HIM. Just a 

coincidence, I assumed, never mind that all of the houses 

there had phallic signs on them. Back to currency . . . 

what exactly did she mean? I thought about actual currency, 

as in money. I was pretty sure there were only men on all 

the bills I had ever seen. Come to think of it, paper money 

was given a man’s name: Bill. Maybe I was on to something. 

Wait, wasn’t The Queen of England on the pound? Of course, 

it would have to refer to weight, ugh. I started to think 

of all the women that should be on bills, currency, bank 

notes, whatever: Mother Theresa, Indira Gandhi, Ruth 

Gordon, Kristen, Tina, Amy, Ellen, Teri, Gilda, Bette, 

Lily, Lucy—the list would be long.  

I ran back to the woman who had so confused me on our 

morning hike. “Um, excuse me, I’m missing something here, 

or maybe it’s the altitude, but I haven’t a clue about what 

you actually mean.” 



“Fifty is around the time when women cease to be 

visible, valuable or attractive to the opposite sex, I 

thought you were smarter . . . this is the cliff,” she 

incredulously responded. Cliffs mattered here and we were 

warned to avoid them. She went on to tell me about the 

fateful moment when she herself made this discovery: she 

was at a dinner party seated next to a man whom she did not 

know. He was attractive and attentive; the banter between 

them, while not reaching the Nick and Nora level, was fun 

and amusing UNTIL . . . she happened to mention her recent 

celebration of her fiftieth birthday. He then turned away 

and all but ignored her for the rest of that evening. 

“Well, maybe he was just an asshole,” I was trying to make 

her, and myself, feel better. “Yes, but he was not the only 

one and this was not the only time.”  

She continued to explain: “The girl voodoo, that je ne 

sais quoi effect, the power women possess as it relates to 

men, seriously degrades around that time of life.” 

Degrades? Wait, what was that symbol on the period chart? 

Was there really a half-life for women’s attractiveness to 

the opposite sex? I had not seriously considered any of 

this during my recent birthday celebration and announcement 

to well, everyone I had ever met.  

But wait . . . hold the presses! My grandmother got 



married, for her third time, in her seventies. That flies 

in the face of all of this. My mind was spinning. I began 

to search through my cerebral file cabinet looking for 

anything that might help me make sense of all this. I was 

on high-skim searching the files of the great thinkers and 

truth tellers I had studied until I came upon the work of 

that wise sage, Samantha, from “Sex in the City.” In the 

episode where Samantha discovered a strand of gray in her 

pubic hair, she declared, “Nobody wants to fuck grandma’s 

pussy!” BUT WAIT, I have evidence to the contrary!  

Leaving my fourteen-year-old daughter out of this 

debate, I went around to the other older women on the tour 

to discuss this topic and gain some additional insight. I 

seemed to be annoying to a few during their time and place 

of peaceful repose, but consensus did reluctantly emerge. 

This was, in fact, a truth; something one might be able to 

take to the bank. Not wanting to take anything at face 

value, and always up for an experiment, I was determined to 

test this thesis upon my return home. I was on it like red 

on rice. 

Since I had just returned from a place that nobody had 

ever heard of, I thought I would be prime guest material to 

have at someone’s dinner party. This would be my very own 

little petri dish. I began to look through my email to 



connect with people who were likely to be having dinner 

parties with other guests who would not know me. I needed 

to be scientific about this. Within a few days I had 

insinuated myself into several upcoming events; the trials 

would begin. My husband was neither enthusiastic about 

attending any of these events, nor did he see the value of 

the mission. I think he was tiring of my stupid antics. 

Aha! And so it begins. 

I approached my first party with breathless 

anticipation. Truly, I had never seen so many steps up to 

someone’s front door. I was a little nervous and sweating 

like a pig by the time I crossed the threshold. Mercifully, 

I was never without a fresh drink in my hand, which was 

provided by the cute young bartender. I started to relax. 

It was a fun crowd and there were a couple of very 

attractive men around my age in attendance. As luck would 

have it, I was seated next to the gentleman who most 

especially caught my eye.  

It was time to ramp up the charm and pray that no 

salad got lodged in my teeth. It didn’t take long before we 

were completely engaged like a four-alarm fire. It was so 

much fun and quite reinforcing to my initial hypothesis. 

What was that woman talking about? I saw no real evidence 

of my currency being devalued. As I was feeling smug and a 



bit tipsy, my handsome lab rat began to talk about his 

partner who happened to be sitting down at the other end of 

the table. Partner? Did he say partner? They were a couple? 

My trial subject was gay. I am so dense. This experiment 

was a total disqualification and had to be thrown out. 

Nevertheless, it was a wonderful party. My man was totally 

charming and delightful . . . as was his partner.  

After this first soiree, I began to rethink the dinner 

party strategy. Not only were there too many calories 

involved, but also the high heels were in serious conflict 

with my feet. 

I would try and move this experiment into my exciting 

everyday life instead. Before setting out to the grocery 

store, which had many times been a source of positive 

reinforcement generating both good feelings and dinner, I 

dug out some pictures of myself to inspect from my 

twenties. I didn’t think of myself that differently from 

before; I was still the adventurous and carefree (stupid 

and immature) person I had always been, and I thought I 

looked about the same, especially if I squinted hard 

enough.  

Off I went to Bob’s Market, one of the last 

independent grocers in LA. They have a great meat and 



poultry section. I stood on line and waited my turn. I 

started to recall some of my previous exchanges with the 

butcher. He was always cheerful and pleasant. “Would you 

like a rub?” I began to wonder . . . was he really just 

referring to the tri-tip? Ok, focus. I smiled and went into 

my very best girl-flirt mode when number was called. It was 

not my usual guy waiting on me. My new man was, however, 

friendly enough. Then, when I was finished ordering, he 

spun me around like a test tube in a centrifuge: “Would you 

like anything else, ma’am?” Ma’am! Just kill me now! Go 

ahead, take that fucking knife and just kill me now. Why 

couldn’t he have just said, “Miss, sweetie, honey,” 

something that earlier in life I would have found 

condescending or annoying? Tilt. Game over. There would be 

no more science experiments. 

I couldn’t sleep that night. I had a nightmare where a 

giant syringe filled with fat cells removed from my ass was 

being pushed into my face to replace the collagen gone 

missin’ by a smirking doctor who looked a lot like the 

scary Jack Nicholson from The Shining, not the cute one 

from As Good As It Gets. I got up and splashed cold water 

on my face. I did not want to travel down that path. I 

needed to compose myself.  

I closed my eyes and Google-earthed my mind back to 



Bhutan. I thought of our destination at the end of that 

infamous conversation. We had hiked to a beautiful and 

peaceful monastery, a Buddhist nunnery. I bet all of those 

women slept soundly even in the Himalayan Mountains and I’m 

sure none of them had any reservations over the number of 

candles placed in their birthday cake each year. I was then 

in a more mindful and serene place.  

When it comes to the legal tender . . . in G-d We 

Trust. 

Happy Birthday. 

  



IT’S A DOUBLEMINT WORLD 

 

Imagine being wheeled into the delivery room only 

minutes before the doctor was to hit you over the head to 

deliver your baby (it was common practice in the 1950s to 

put women under to deliver), and a cocky young intern comes 

by with a stethoscope in hand, plants it on your belly, 

then confidently declares, “I hear two heartbeats.” This 

describes the moment our parents found out they would be 

going home with two—two babies in one pregnancy.  

Our mother was forty-one years old when she had us. 

Because of her age, she was considered high risk. She had 

one of the very best doctors in New York City. He was so 

good that he had no idea she had two babies kicking around. 

He claimed that he had only ever heard one heartbeat, that 

our heartbeats were in sync. He got that right. Despite 

this minor oversight, our mother held him in high regard; 

my middle name was given to me in his honor. When we were 

born, we were very small, and because of this, we spent the 

first month or so in a toaster oven being cared for by some 

very nice people. Our parents visited us almost daily. 

 Unlike the Doublemint Twins who were introduced to the 

world two years before us, we were fraternal twins. I was 



always surprised when people would ask, “Are you identical 

or fraternal?” I’d politely answer while thinking: “If one 

is a boy and the other a girl, they cannot be identical you 

dumb ass.” In terms of birth order, I went first. If you 

knew my brother, this made complete sense. While I can’t be 

certain, I imagine that our in-utero exit conversation went 

something like this: “You go ahead and let me know if there 

is anything worth seeing.” He must have been curious, or 

maybe he just missed me, he followed me a minute later. 

Our parents divorced shortly afterward. Something we 

said? They were married less than two years. It’s hard to 

imagine how they ever got together since they were so 

different, but luckily for my brother and I, they did. We 

lived with our mom and saw our father on most Sundays after 

we were three or four. I can’t say that our mom was 

exactly, or anything like, June Cleaver. Under the 

circumstances, it was good that my brother and I had each 

other to help better understand and respond to a parent who 

was less than perfect (Disclaimer: Our mother loved us but 

she was a tad complicated). It was also great to have a 

constant companion and playmate.  

We did have other friends, most notably another set of 

twins, fraternal boys. We spent a lot of happy and quality 

time together in parks, playgrounds, and dumps. Our 



favorite place to play was a junkyard located not far from 

where we lived. We were amazed by what we found there: old 

radios, vacuum cleaners, and other sundry electronic and 

mechanical devices. Often, and much to our mother’s dismay, 

we’d bring home some of these treasures to carefully 

examine before taking them apart. The boys were much more 

adept at figuring out how things fit back together, but I 

was equally competent in taking things apart. My brother’s 

goal was to find something that he could repair. He did 

this once with a vacuum cleaner. He got it to work, but 

only for a few moments before it fell silent again. It was 

the Miracle on Kissena Blvd that only he and I witnessed 

and, with the exception of our twin friends, no one else 

believed.  

We also had many early adventures while in New York 

City. Our grandmother had a bad heart and was in the 

hospital, the same one where we were born. Hospital rules 

would not allow us to visit our grandmother with our 

mother, so we spent hours roaming in what seemed like a 

vast labyrinth of dark halls in the basement and on the 

first floor. This is where we encountered our first real 

life scary monsters . . . we later found out they were 

Hassidic Jews. We spent all of our time there making up 

stories about them and hiding in storage rooms and phone 



booths to escape their capture.  

We had curious little minds and active imaginations, 

and, while most around us didn’t share an interest in our 

Imagineering, we constantly bounced ideas off of each 

other. Our mother had a terrible sense of direction. We 

thought it was normal to stop at every gas station to ask 

for directions to get to wherever the hell we were going. 

That’s how everyone drove, right? This got us thinking: 

what if we could build a guidance system where markers 

embedded in sidewalk curbs could direct cars to where they 

needed to go? I wouldn’t want you to think we were complete 

weird-ass nerds; we also talked about how to put an ice-

cream machine in our car. We had secret clubs where only we 

could belong and built forts that only we could enter.  

Our mother wanted us to have an early appreciation for 

the world’s greatest treasures and works of art. For years, 

starting when we were five or six, she’d drop us off at the 

Metropolitan Museum of Art and later at other fine museums 

in New York City. I think she needed a time out. We thought 

this was great and loved the independence we felt and the 

adventures we had. We imagined ourselves traveling through 

other times all courtesy of the museum’s exhibits; we were 

cowboys, armored soldiers, and Greek gods. Only once did it 

get scary when I lost my brother, for what seemed like an 



eternity, playing hide and seek within the dozens of rooms 

of Egyptian artifacts. At the end of each day spent there, 

we’d sit on the cool marble steps in front of the museum 

with the sun setting behind us, and we’d share a pretzel as 

we patiently waited for our mom to arrive and take us home. 

Like most first generation TV kids, my brother and I 

loved the tube. Not many kids watched as much news as we 

did, but we were all on the same page when it came to our 

love of The Adventures of Superman. Our mother liked to put 

us to bed early. The Man of Steel came on at six thirty 

each night. The news was on at six. At about five thirty we 

would start our little routine hoping to convince our 

mother to let us stay up citing the importance of the news 

and of us being informed with current events.  

The news was often difficult to comprehend, but even 

more so on Friday nights when the body count from the 

Vietnam War was tallied. After getting through the news, 

we’d beg and whine to stay up the extra half hour to watch 

the latest adventures of our superhero. Truth, justice, and 

the American way seemed much simpler for Superman than it 

did for the President and most of the other adults involved 

with the war.  

Our mother’s bedroom was a small room off the kitchen. 



That’s where the TV lived. She was asleep the morning of 

President Kennedy’s funeral. We wanted to watch it. We 

slowly and carefully inched the TV around, on its stand, to 

an angle so we could view the funeral and not wake her. We 

sat together on the floor and watched and waited for an 

adult who could offer a reasonable explanation for what had 

occurred and to see if the president’s kids were ok.  

My brother and I both liked President Johnson; in 

fact, I was an active supporter of his and wrote in chalk 

on the sidewalks around our apartment complex, LBJ for the 

VSA. For some reason I had a hard time writing the letter 

U. This was one of the first clues to what was to become a 

big early in life struggle. I put together letters the same 

way I put together disassembled radios, badly. Apparently, 

our building superintendent did not share my enthusiasm for 

LBJ. He was very unhappy and made me wash all of the areas 

I marked. While my brother wasn’t a party to this crime, he 

did help me clean up my mistake. We thought it was pretty 

funny.  

A few weeks later, we waited with our grandmother on 

the corner of E. Thirty-Seventh Street in NYC to see LBJ’s 

motorcade emerge from the Midtown Tunnel. We were all 

excited to catch a glimpse of him. He drove by in an 

ambulance (it must have been bullet proof) waving as he 



passed. I remember thinking that he looked old and so small 

crammed into that car.  

As was customary for the time, twins were separated 

while in school. This created a game-like opportunity where 

we’d look to find each other, and then we’d figure out our 

own plan of how best to occupy our time. Our little custom 

brought our mother to school on many occasions. She was not 

as happy to see us, as we were to see her.  

Generally, school didn’t hold much interest for either 

of us. We both felt out of place there, but for different 

reasons. My brother was reading way above grade level; I 

was reading way below. School didn’t do much to make 

accommodations for either one of us. He spent a lot of time 

sitting outside his class when he was bored and I spent a 

lot of time day dreaming and generally asking too many 

questions—many of which were apparently off subject. I was 

as disappointed in my teachers as they were of me. While 

neither of us were big fans of school (with the exceptions 

of recess and lunch) we were open minded and hopeful of 

getting more out of the following year, second grade. 

Although my brother was half my size and weight (until 

he wasn’t) he was always very protective of me. I was 

protective of him as well, but in a different way. The 



first demonstration of his shielding me from harm was in 

our apartment playground when some other kids became angry 

because of something I said or did and wanted to kick the 

shit out of me. My brother stood nose to nose between the 

stupid evildoers and me until they backed off and 

retreated—and all of this without a red cape.  

The adult world seemed like it was always in trouble 

and in constant need of Superman. In our world the thing 

that mattered most to both of us was both of us. Together, 

everything made sense and was usually funny; this is how we 

grew up. The only area where we were ever competitive was 

in making each other laugh (he’d always win). In our 

Doublemint world, two was always better than one.  

                  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                   ON GETTING BY AND AROUND 

 

I like to walk, always have. I used to refer to this 

as roaming, but the wireless communication industry has 

made this term impossible for me to now use. I like the 

pace, I’ve found that it lets you see and experience so 

much more then traveling by other means. Today I took 

14,772 steps or walked for 6.36 miles. I know this because 

of my Fitbit. I hadn’t planned on taking all of these 

steps, not by a long shot. 

I was at the beach for my ritual Sunday walk moving 

faster than traffic on the 405. It was one of those 

legendary sky-blue sunny LA days. This is not a story about 

why people hate and love living in LA. This story is about 

CAR KARMA; I think I have bad Car Karma. 

Having finished my walk and only steps from my car, I 

realized I no longer had my car key. I had detached it from 

the rest of my keys when I started on my journey. I like to 

travel light: my key, my iPhone, and the millions of 

thoughts and voices that course through my head. The 

missing key was one of those that would likely cost 

hundreds of dollars to replace. Damn, damn, damn, I was in 

such a good mood.  



Where did I drop that key? How will I find it? How 

will I start my car? The next question was the most 

difficult: How was I going to explain it? The key might be 

the last straw for my driving and for my marriage. What 

were the chances of finding it: 1000 to 1? I weighed this 

against the odds of my husband wanting a divorce after this 

news: 10 to 1? Did I really want to go look for it? I 

imagined my younger daughter talking to her friends about 

her broken home all seemingly over a lost key. This long 

walk back gave me time to reflect on my lifetime of bad Car 

Karma:  

My autobiography started out pretty well with me 

inheriting my first car from my high school boyfriend when 

he left for college. The car was a Buick LeSabre with a lot 

of mileage but, most importantly to me, it had a great 

eight-track cassette player with fantastic speakers and it 

got me around.  

The first time I was stopped by a police officer could 

have easily been my last. A friend and I decided to pick up 

another friend to bring her home from Camp Out In the 

Middle of Fucking Nowhere. I don’t think that’s what it was 

called . . . it had an Indian name. I was driving her car, 

Ned the Nova. While I can’t recall why it was named Ned, I 

vividly remember that the car had a particular flaw; it 



shook or vibrated between the speeds of 60 to 80 mph.  

I liked neither the shaking, nor did I like the fact 

that we had become hopelessly lost and it was getting dark. 

Maps were opened up and strewn about all over the 

car. There we were: three girls all with the girl-map 

mutation. When I saw the lights and heard the siren of the 

state police car, I felt relieved; I thought the officer 

might be helpful in directing us home.  

Since I never had any experience with any of this, I 

slowed Ned down and simply stopped (in the left lane of a 

two-lane road). ”Pull over to the side of the road, you’re 

going to get us all killed,” his voice boomed over a loud 

speaker. He sounded mad. I noticed his face was really red 

as I was rolling down my window as fast as I could. “Don’t 

you know anything?” I quickly responded: “I don’t, I just 

started driving, and I don’t even have my permanent license 

yet.” I thought I’d invoke the honesty is the best policy 

doctrine.  

I was pretty sure I could find my temporary license 

under a map somewhere. “Do you know you were going over 

ninety?” I responded by explaining Ned’s shaking problem, 

the fact that we had been lost for so long, the problem 

with maps, how driving after dark with a temporary license 



was illegal, and how happy I was that he was there to help 

us home just like in the Wizard of OZ. After he completed 

his lecture, he escorted us a few miles to the road we next 

needed to take. I think he just wanted us out of his state. 

This would not be the last time when I was stopped by a 

fine civil servant and given a police escort to my intended 

destination (see Blow Up). 

A couple of years later, while in college, I bought my 

very own car for six hundred dollars from a used car 

salesmen in one of those big lots with the eye-catching 

multi colored flags that just made you want to stop and buy 

a car. I found a cute green VW station wagon. Most of my 

questions concerned the radio and sound system. I was proud 

of myself when I asked the salesman if the car had any 

shaking problems. I really didn’t know what to ask. And 

anyway, what was he going to say, “It’s a two-ton piece of 

turd on four wheels?” I don’t know who lies more: used car 

salesmen or women after sex, “it runs like a top,” “no 

really, it was great.” 

About three weeks later, driving home from the beach 

with my high school boyfriend (we were still seeing each 

other from time to time), I said, “Do you smell smoke?” He 

did and encouraged me to quickly pull over. I thought I was 

doing the right thing when I pulled into a gas station and 



stopped the car by the pumps. Within seconds after we 

jumped out, the car was completely engulfed in flames. The 

gas station attendants were very upset, so were the firemen 

as they simultaneously rushed to evacuate the area and put 

out the fire. The cops, the firemen, the gas station 

attendants, and my on-again/off-again boyfriend were all 

yelling at me. I tried to explain how my mother always 

drove into gas stations when she needed directions or help, 

but this didn’t seem to put out the other fire. We took the 

bus back to college in dead silence. As we drove back, I 

couldn’t help but think how the fate of my car and the 

status of my relationship were somehow connected.  

I was a tad cranky the next day when I walked back to 

the used car lot to confront the salesman. I figured I got 

my pound of flesh when I gave him another three hundred 

dollars and drove off with a new old car: a white Pinto. I 

hadn’t heard anything about The Pinto controversy at the 

time, and anyway, it had a good radio. Soon after, I became 

very familiar with oil rings and valve seals, and in the 

process, made many new friends—all of whom had their names 

embroidered on their overalls. I began to refer to my 

Pinto as bionic. I was certain that the cost of my auto-

education was low and that the resale value of my car would 

be high.  



Whatever, I was in the middle of making my first film 

and needed a car to take a ton of film equipment around 

town to various locations. During that time, I racked up a 

few parking tickets . . . well, maybe more than a 

few. Parking wasn’t always easy in many of the locations 

necessary for my film. In fact, I often had to choose 

between a possible ticket and having the car stolen. I was 

trying to be responsible. While having a lovely dinner on 

the east side of Manhattan one summer night, my bionic car 

was towed away and impounded until I was able to pay the 

back-fines from all those tickets. I was upset; it had been 

running like a champ.  

Sadly, I didn’t have the money to spring it from car 

jail. I called the great City of New York and told them 

that they had a fine vehicle on their hands and asked if 

they could possibly see fit to give me back my prized 

collection of Life and Look magazines I stored in the back 

of the car? The next thing I heard was a dial tone.  

A year or so later while walking through Central Park, 

I saw my car being driven through the park. I was certain 

that it was my car because it still had my school decal on 

the back window and the silver gaffer’s tape that was 

holding up the right side of the bumper. I started to run 

after it but lost it in a cloud of dust. I was happy to see 



that it was still on the road; someone had gotten a great 

car. 

Have I run out of gas before? Um, yes. Have I had 

post-it notes placed on my dashboard that said, “Pay 

Attention”? Um, yes. Have I gotten my fair share of 

speeding tickets as well as parking tickets? Um, yes (A 

little advice: when an officer tells you the speed that you 

were traveling, do not use the word allegedly when 

responding to him). Have I forgotten where I’ve parked the 

car in huge parking structures? Um, yes. 

While irritating and somewhat costly, all of the above 

have generally fallen into the shit happens category. 

Hitting things are harder to reasonably justify, but I will 

try: 

I hit a garbage can, I swear it jumped out at me AND I 

thought I heard an anti-Semitic remark.  

I hit a deep pothole, every other hole on that road, 

which was in the process of being repaired, had an orange 

cone by it.  

I bottomed out our little sports car; it is engineered 

SO low to the ground. Ok, maybe I had a little too much to 

drink and was going way too fast when I hit that speed bump 

. . . maybe. 



I backed into our gate, who left it open? 

I had two other back-to-back car episodes that were 

less than amusing:  

I was traveling down my street one night when an 

asshole in the oncoming lane veered dangerously close to 

me. I quickly moved right to avoid him and then BOOM, a 

large object that I later identified as a parked big brown 

UPS truck had clipped off my passenger side mirror; it 

might as well have been a camouflaged tank. I pulled my car 

over, the other car never stopped. The UPS man was so nice 

and wanted to make certain I was ok. To this day, I get a 

little squeamish whenever I see a UPS truck. 

A few months later, I was in the parking lot of our 

local post office driving our little two-seater. I mention 

this to underscore that it was a really small car having no 

backside whatsoever. I was taking my sweet time to park in 

an effort to avoid doing any further damage to the car or 

my marriage. I was almost completely parked when the blast 

of a car horn behind me hit me like a subway passing an 

inch from my ear. My foot reflexively pounded on what I 

thought was the brake—it was the other pedal.  

The car lunged forward, hopping over that concrete 

parking block setting the front wheels between it and the 



curb. Exactly why are those concrete blocks there? My heart 

was pounding. I thought I was having a heart attack. The 

guy who honked looked like he was one hundred years old. He 

gave me the finger and drove off. Was there damage to the 

car? Um, yes. Did I have a witness who saw it all? 

Thankfully, yes. Did my husband still want to kill me? Um, 

yes. 

Why was I afflicted with such bad car karma? I went 

into deep contemplation of this affliction. 

A year passed without any further incident until one 

early morning. With sleep, or lack of sleep, in my eyes, 

and the sun as an accomplice, I turned to make a legal U 

turn and mowed over a three foot tall STOP sign in the 

middle of the road that should never have been there in the 

first place. I completely flattened it. I had a lot of red 

on my silver car with a huge gaping dent that just screamed 

expensive to fix. The car was drivable and had a full tank 

of gas. I considered a run for the border. Instead, I 

pulled over, took a few pictures and called my husband to 

confess. He was eerily calm. I just left the car and walked 

home.  

Hitting the Stop sign was the final sign. I thought 

about getting one of those black horse drawn buggies with 



the big orange triangles warning all to steer clear, or 

buying a Manhattan or British cab along with a driver. I 

considered several other solutions including my moving to 

Molokai, but I knew my kids would miss me. Between the 

back-end and front-end damage from this and another 

episode, it made more sense, dollar-wise, to trade the car 

in for a new one.  

I was repentant and remorseful until we got to the 

dealership. I felt like I was in a bad Lucy episode: Ricky 

went off like a renegade missile that hadn’t gotten the 

message to stand down. He began to angrily recount every 

driving and car related infraction I had ever had to a 

gaggle of sympathetic car salesmen on the showroom floor. 

Then it got personal: “Do you have an SUV with all-around 

idiot lights, imaging systems, and sonar? Obviously she 

only drives by sound.” I tried to defend myself. It was 

pointless; the man tribe just huddled together with that 

look of: “How long have you been married to that crazy 

bitch?” By the time he asked for a How Am I Driving bumper 

sticker with his cell phone number on it, I was pissed.  

Time passed. The man tribe went through the obligatory 

car haggle. Then it came time to pick out the actual car 

(SUV). For all of our relationship, and with the many cars 

we have bought together, my husband chose the car and I 



chose the color. I really didn’t have much of an opinion 

about model or type, he didn’t have much of an opinion 

about a color—with one exception: he hated white cars 

feeling that they looked unfinished. Guess what color, or 

lack of color, my new car happened to be? 

My Car Karma has had a direct relationship to my 

relationships. I have found that men are very persnickety 

about things related to automobiles. Is it a boy/girl thing 

or just a me thing? 

It is better for me to simply walk, and alone is 

probably best. Walking is better and safer, or, maybe 

not. My daughter was critical of my street crossing 

ability, or lack thereof as she saw it. She taught me how 

to properly cross the street paying careful attention to 

those little icons that light up at crosswalks. “Ok, mom 

pay attention—the little white man means it’s ok for you to 

cross.” Is it only me . . . does it bother anyone else that 

it’s a little white man? 

I did find my key that day at the beach. It was at the 

bench where I had stopped, or rather pulled over, to return 

a text. 

Although I’m not a Luddite, I don’t use the Fitbit any 

more. Don’t get me wrong, I like it, I’m just more 



interested in putting one foot in front of another and 

taking it all in one step at a time. 

 

Postscript: 

I recently passed by the intersection with the stop 

sign that I had hit. Someone had mowed it over. It made me 

feel better . . . I was not alone in the universe.  

 

 

 

	  


