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“Blessed with an indefatigable spirit, insatiable curiosity, and un­quenchable zest for life, Margie Goldsmith shares her inspiring journey from humble beginnings to remarkable success as an award-winning writer, filmmaker, and novelist. In life and in love, she refuses to let fear hold her back from living the life she wanted, never settling for anything less—and urges all of us to do the same.”
—Patrick Perry 
Editor-in-Chief, The Saturday Evening Post


“Goldsmith’s memoir is a full-throttle look at what happens when you decide to be unafraid in life. Born into a repressive fam­ily at a time when women were expected to get married and have a family, she rejects that model and decides to forge her own life; discovering sex, love, drugs, travel, and so much more. This book is a reminder that you can choose to live life on your own terms, building a career based on talent, passion, and enjoyment. More than anything, as a writer, it’s a fun romp of a read—a romp through a woman’s life that takes the reader from a repressive childhood to understanding an agency over her life. Using a gar­den metaphor, Goldsmith illustrates the awakening of a woman to herself, to love, ambition, and career, and most of all to content­ment.” 
—Lee Woodruff
NYT Best-selling Author


“Some people never learn to roll with the punches, embrace adventure, and savor every minute of this precious life, but Margie Goldsmith seems to have done all this from an early age. As she notes in the preface of this hard-to-put-down memoir, she has faced formidable odds over the years, including a dysfunc­tional family, divorces, and health scares. But she has managed to endure, thrive, and remain optimistic while also visiting 150coun­tries on seven continents. Her colorful tale offers an entertaining read and important lessons for anyone who has faced challenges in life.”
—Jeff Burger 
Veteran Magazine Editor, Author of Leonard Cohen on Leonard Cohen and Dylan on Dylan
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  This book is for anyone 

who has ever felt not good enough. 

You ARE good enough!
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  Preface


Families are the flowers of a garden. Each family member comes in different colors and shapes, and each has a different personality, but our shared DNA makes an entire landscape. Some flowers are strong and can tolerate almost any soil, while others need just the right conditions to thrive. Just as gardeners know how much sun and water will grow flowers, parents help their children grow by teaching them the rules of life. 
My parents didn’t really know anything about bringing up children. They just had us because that’s what people did in the ’40s. But they didn’t understand about nurturing, so my sisters and I just tried to stay out of their way. We learned through trial and error how to survive. 
I have written this book to try to help others of any age endure the unfortunate things that unexpectedly happen to each of us, the nagging feelings of insecurity, and the little voice in all our heads always saying, “You’ll never be good enough.” 
In spite of the odds coming from a family of suicide, incest, schizophrenia, manic depression, alcoholism, and cancer, I have managed to escape the parched earth of my family garden and replant myself into a healthier landscape.
Here’s hoping you, too, will learn not just to survive, but to thrive in your own garden.






  
  Part I









  
  1
Hydrangea: Granny Elsa


My grandmother, Granny Elsa, my mother’s mother, was a hydrangea, able to tolerate almost any soil, produce abundant blooms, and display many colors. In flower language, a hydrangea can symbolize either gratitude or heartlessness. Granny Elsa symbolized both. She even smelled like a hydrangea, with the odor of Cashmere Bouquet talcum powder wafting through the air wherever she walked. 
During the Great Depression, when almost everyone lost their savings, my great-grandfather, who’d come to this country penniless, worked his way up to found a brokerage company. He was the first Jewish member on the New York Stock Exchange. Naturally, he brought up his children as aristocrats, expecting his daughters to marry only doctors or lawyers. 
Granny Elsa obediently married a lawyer. They owned a brownstone on New York City’s Upper East Side and a country estate in Deal, New Jersey, a seaside resort for super-wealthy Jews. The Deal house had eighteen rooms with a staff addressed only as “Cook,” “Nanny,” “Chauffeur,” “Gardener,” and “Maid.”
Like a hydrangea, which comes back every year, life could have continued happily ever after for my grandparents and their family. But one day, my grandfather unthinkingly helped a friend with an illegal deal. Soon after, the district attorney came knocking on the door, saying my grandfather would be arrested if he didn’t get out of town. Granny Elsa was forced to divorce him to protect the family money. He fled to Chicago and died a few years later, supposedly of pneumonia, but I think it was heartbreak. 
Granny Elsa (she later insisted we drop the Granny and just call her Elsa) wasted no time in finding another man. He was a doctor (of course) named Maurice Husik, but she called him “The Doctor.” Elsa and the doctor appeared to be in love, but I knew he was gay. If she knew it, she never admitted it. They didn’t live together, and they never married—he insisted he had to take care of his sister (who lived in a different state and whom he only saw once a year). It didn’t matter. Granny Elsa was in love. 
My senior year of college, I transferred from Boston University to Columbia University and moved into Elsa’s posh apartment at 2 Fifth Avenue. She was eighty-four at the time and loved to recount how, back in 1952, she’d seen a building under construction and had to go up to the twenty-fifth floor on the outside construction elevator wearing a hard hat. That’s when she fell in love with the two-bedroom apartment with a balcony overlooking Washington Square Park.
I’m sure she had the doctor in mind when she decorated the guest bedroom with purple-and-white toile wallpaper and matching fabric on the trundle bed. But the doctor instead chose to live a block down the street on Waverly Place. His loss was my gain, because she agreed to let me come live with her for my senior year at Columbia. The guest bedroom was now mine. I’d study at the inlaid walnut French Louis XV writing desk, and she’d come into the room and say, “Now, dearie, don’t ever put anything wet on this desk without a coaster. It’s very old.”
“Yes, I know.” 
“And be careful not to knock these lamps over. They’re Chinese porcelain and irreplaceable,” she’d add. It was annoying to be treated like a child, but a small price to pay for a free room of my own right in the heart of Greenwich Village. 
In spite of her patronizing attitude, Elsa and I did have a few good conversations. She’d tell me how she was once a suffragette and marched up Fifth Avenue clad in a white dress with a blue sash. It also wasn’t as if she were just a rich old lady idling away her time. She’d graduated from Barnard College—one of its first graduates—and had been both a teacher and a social worker. In 1964, when I lived with her, she continued to volunteer three days a week, helping autistic children. 
Though rich, Elsa was very thrifty because she’d lived through the Depression. She’d wheel her shopping cart to the grocery store and refuse delivery so she wouldn’t have to spend an extra dollar for a tip. She’d save string and rubber bands and reuse the backs of envelopes to make lists. Each morning after breakfast, I had to fold my paper napkin because I was to use it again for dinner. 
Until I lived with her, I disliked her. Like the hydrangea, she could be heartless. “You three girls will never be half as beautiful as your mother,” she’d say before we were even teenagers. Then she’d compare my two sisters and me to our three male cousins of the same age. 
“Why can’t you girls be more like the boys?” she’d criticize. Maybe one of us had put a fork in the spoon drawer or moved the silver cigarette holder an inch from where it resided on the end table. No matter how hard we tried, we were never good enough. 
The boys lived in a mansion in Scarsdale, a rich New York suburb. They lacked nothing. They even had a “playroom,” a fully carpeted attic with darts and ping-pong and a chilled drink container that held unlimited Dr. Peppers. We never had a playroom, and we never lived in any one place longer than a year. We kept moving from one suburban Connecticut town to another, usually because we could no longer afford the sublet in which we were living. We spent one summer crammed into a garage in Stamford, the kind with an old-fashioned garage door and no windows.
As a result of so much moving, I ended up going to thirteen schools before I graduated from college. When people asked if I was an army brat, I’d say no, my parents were running away from life. Actually, I think they were running away from Elsa. 
Much to Elsa’s chagrin, my mother, a cultured Vassar graduate, chose my father, a dashing Phi Beta Kappa Brown University graduate who aspired to write crime fiction like Ellery Queen. Elsa hated my father because she didn’t consider being a writer a real job, and she was convinced he would never amount to anything. 
The only other person in Elsa’s entire family whom she considered less than perfect was her very strange son, Bernard Jr. When we went to Elsa’s for Christmas and Thanksgiving, Bernard, then in his fifties, would sit with us at the “children’s table.” He’d tuck his napkin under his chin and slurp his soup noisily. If my sisters or I slurped our soup, Elsa would say, “Don’t slurp your soup. It’s bad manners.” But she never admonished Bernard for the same boorishness. One day, when I was much older, I asked Elsa what was wrong with Bernard. “He was a blue baby,” she said. And that was the end of the discussion.
My mother’s two sisters both married successful men. The older sister, Elizabeth, who was not in the least bit attractive, managed to snag an ambitious German immigrant, Kurt, who’d come to New York City with five dollars in his pocket and a letter of introduction to Elsa’s rich father. When he saw Elizabeth, he knew she’d be his ticket to wealth. His proposal was, “I do not love you. I am only marrying you for your money.” Nevertheless, she adored him. They slept in twin beds and had no children. After Elsa’s father died, Kurt took over my grandfather’s company. My cousins told me that someday we’d all be rich. 
I wanted to know how rich, because it would affect my life. One Christmas, when I was fifteen, I asked Uncle Kurt how much I would eventually inherit. With his grating German accent, he said as loudly as he could, “Elsa, Margie vants to know how much she vill inherit from you when you die.” The room went silent. 
“That’s not what I said,” I spat out. Everyone was staring at me. I looked at Kurt and snarled, “Don’t worry. Someday you’re going to die.” 
No one said a word. My mother shot me a mortified look. My father put his head down. Kurt looked at me with hatred, and I returned his look with a smirk. Finally, my mother’s younger sister, Aunt Joan, put her arm around me. “I’m sure she didn’t mean it that way,” Joan said. I wished my mother or father would have said that, but neither would even look me in the eye. 
Four years after that encounter, I went to live with Elsa for my senior year. We never ate dinner together because she always dined with the doctor. Her housekeeper/cook would set the table for two with the good china, and silver, and fine linen napkins. At 4:30 p.m. sharp, the housekeeper would leave, and Elsa would take her bath, dress, fasten her pearls, and come into my room to make sure her slip wasn’t showing. Promptly at 5 p.m., the doctor would arrive. If he wasn’t there by 5:01, Elsa would phone and say, “Husik, where are you?” She only called him Husik when she was annoyed with him. To his face, she called him Maurice. 
When the doctor arrived, Elsa would remove the food from the oven, and they’d dine. After dessert, they’d adjourn to the living room and sit in the matching blue silk–upholstered armchairs to watch the news, during which, the doctor would help Elsa do arm circles for her arteriosclerosis. At 7 p.m. sharp, he’d leave. Then I’d come out from my room, reheat my dinner, and eat it on the everyday china with my paper napkin left over from breakfast. 
After dinner, Elsa might engage me in a serious conversation. She’d usually begin with something like, “Margie, I don’t care how successful you are in life, if you don’t have love, you have nothing at all.” 
I’d divert the conversation. “Elsa, do you make love with the doctor?” 
She’d peer at me and say, “Do I ask you if you make love with Bob?”
“Yes, I do.” Bob was my first boyfriend in college, the one to whom I’d lost my virginity. I’d met him at a summer stock theater where he was the stage manager, and I was an apprentice. He was the real reason I’d transferred to Columbia, but I lied and told everyone I transferred because Columbia offered better courses. 
“So, do you make love with Dr. Husik?” I’d ask again.
“Well, I would,” she’d say, “but he has prostate problems.” And that was the end of the conversation.






  
  2
Rose: My Mother


My mother was a rose, the most beautiful flower of all. Like the rose, she had all the advantages of luxury and good breeding, and everyone envied her because her life seemed so carefree. Yet her life was anything but easy. She died almost fifty years ago. They say that once a person dies, no matter what your relationship with them, they turn into a saint. Not my mother. 
I did not cry when she died at the age of seventy-five. I was relieved. I don’t remember many good things about her, only the way she constantly criticized me. Nothing I did was good enough. I wanted her to leave the family and disappear. When I was eighteen, my father committed suicide. I was furious because the wrong parent had died.
My mother liked to think of herself as a Russian revolutionary because she’d once written an article for a communist newspaper, The Daily Worker, and never stopped talking about it. She bragged about being fired from the paper because she’d criticized a film made by a communist. She told us repeatedly how, during one spring vacation at Vassar, she’d driven to West Virginia with her roommate, the poet Muriel Rukeyser, to photograph striking miners after an industrial disaster at Gauley Bridge. Muriel wrote a poem about it and my mother shot photos. In those days, she was an aspiring photographer. 
While at Vassar, she studied with famous photojournalist Walker Evans. Much to my shock, a few years ago I learned that three of her photos from the mining disaster are in the Walker Evans collection at the Metropolitan Museum of Art. Perhaps she could have been a professional photographer if she hadn’t had children. 
Her other talent was writing, which was surprising because that’s something she rarely talked about except the book she’d published, We Make the Movies, a book of interviews with people in the film industry. She never stopped talking about it. It turns out the book was not all she wrote. After she died, I found a suitcase in her closet full of her writings. I read a few short stories, which were good, but I was so angry with her for refusing to discuss her eventual death that I threw everything out. It is probably the stupidest thing I’ve ever done—or, perhaps, an act that saved me from knowing the sad truth about her unfulfilled life.
The thing that’s so odd is that I, too, ended up a writer. And while my mother interviewed Hollywood people, I interview CEOs, celebs, musicians, and sports stars. Perhaps my mother and I are not so unalike after all. And while I never shot with a Leica or Hasselblad as she did, I’ve been told I take wonderful photographs on my iPhone. Maybe my mother would have been a success had it not been the 1940s when women didn’t have careers. Or maybe it was my grandmother’s fault. Granny Elsa, who was of German heritage, repeatedly told her three daughters that a woman’s role should be Kirche, Küche, and Kinder (Church, Kitchen, and Children). 
As far as church was concerned, both my parents were Jewish, but they didn’t believe in organized religion. I think my father was rebelling from his strict Jewish upbringing, and my mother didn’t seem to have any religion. Years later, as my mother lay dying in hospice, she said, “If only I had brought you children up with religion.” I tried to tell her it made no difference. My religion has always been nature. As far as kitchen, when my mother was growing up, “Cook” took care of all meals. My mother could only make two meals: boiled hot dogs (with no roll), and what she called “chicken cacciatore”—broiled chicken with Campbell’s Tomato Soup dumped on top. When my parents went out to dinner, we were allowed Swanson’s TV dinners, a real treat. As for children, my parents always said we were to be seen and not heard. While it was never openly discussed, my father wanted a boy, and my mother gave up trying after three girls and one abortion. We were eighteen months apart, me in the middle. One day, when I was about eight, my mother turned to us and said, “Don’t have children. It’s not worth it.” I think she resented us because it meant she could never have a career.
One day, when I was eleven, my mother had to go into the hospital for a biopsy of a lump on her breast. Children weren’t allowed to visit. That afternoon, when I came home from school, my father was sitting in the living room, sobbing. I’d never seen a man cry before, certainly not my father. Instead of doing a biopsy, the surgeon determined my mother had cancer and thought it was safer to remove both breasts. He never woke her up to ask her wishes because he didn’t want her to have to be re-anesthetized. My mother returned home, brutally disfigured. She bought a mastectomy bra with two heavy silicone breast forms. I could never watch her get dressed, because I didn’t want to see the two huge scars slicing her now flat chest.
My sympathy for my mother didn’t last long, because once she was healed, she went back to criticizing me for everything, just as her own mother had criticized her. When my mother had told Elsa she planned to marry my father, a young writer, Elsa said, “He’s not good enough for you.” So, my mother and father packed their belongings and drove cross-country to San Francisco, married, and had the three of us. 
Later, my mother told me she only had kids because her gynecologist said everyone else was having children. My father said they had kids so he could avoid the draft. They had no idea how much it cost to feed and clothe three kids, money which they sorely lacked. My father couldn’t make a living as a writer, so he took a job in the San Francisco shipyards and then as a Fuller Brush salesman. Nothing panned out. Finally, they swallowed their pride and sent a Western Union telegram to Elsa, begging for money. She said they’d have to move back to New York if they expected to see a penny. With no other choice, they piled the three of us into the back seat of the old Ford and drove east. There, they settled into a cheap rental in Bell Island, Connecticut—now an outrageously pricey town, but back then, cheap, sleepy, and close enough to NYC to accept Elsa’s handouts.
I don’t think of my mother as a beautiful rose because I can’t get past her thorns. Starting with kindergarten, on Elsa’s dime, I was sent to a private nursery school in Rowayton, Miss Thomas’s School for Girls, which I loved, but in the middle of the year, my parents yanked me out and transferred me to a public school. “We don’t want you growing up like one of those white-faced debutantes,” my mother said. In retrospect, I’m sure they had a fight with Elsa about the money. She was already paying for our shoes and school clothes, Girl Scout camp one week each summer, and the various Connecticut house rentals. I would never again experience a private school. What I missed most about Miss Thomas’s School was my teacher, who always encouraged me, saying, “You can do anything.” Whereas with my mother, if I showed her something I’d done in school, such as making a wooden napkin holder, she’d say, “How come you can do that? I could never do that.” 
Everything with her was a competition. Once, I was shooting hoops in our driveway when my mother, who had never played basketball, approached with two long sticks. 
“Come on,” she said, “I’ll teach you how to fence.” The minute she showed me what to do, she hit me repeatedly with the stick, her blue eyes angry little slits.
“Stop it,” I yelled. “You’re hurting me.” But she continued to strike, a smirk on her face, thrilled that finally she could do something better than me. 
In all fairness, I am painting her as a witch. Not true, she did the best she could. I certainly wouldn’t want to be stuck in the house all day with three screaming daughters. I just wish she had given me some advice. 
When I was thirteen, a boy asked me out on my first date to the ice cream parlor. I didn’t want to go. He was short and had a shock of red hair. My mother encouraged the date. When I finally agreed, she said, “Always let a boy be right, and always be subservient. Just be a lady.” Ruth Bader Ginsburg’s mother also told her to be a lady, but her mother’s idea of being a lady was to be your own person. My mother’s only other advice to me was, “Be happy.” But what does that mean? Who’s in a permanent state of happiness? I wish she’d told me, “I don’t care what you do. Just be the best.” 
My mother was different than all the other mothers. She wore drab, shapeless shifts, and while every other mother had a bob, mine wore her long hair in a twist. And she never stopped asking questions. Endlessly. 
During my entire childhood, we went on only two family vacations: one to Mystic, Connecticut, and the other to Washington, DC. While on a tour of the Pentagon, the guide pointed out the plaster mask of Al Capone’s face and John Dillinger’s gun. My mother asked, “Excuse me, but did Dillinger have a license to carry a gun?” I wanted to crawl into the floor.
My mother repeatedly told me that the happiest time in her life was when she was nine and played Alice in Alice in Wonderland. Each time she told the story, she’d crawl under the dining room table, cry, and say, “I miss my father so much.” This, of course, was after many vodkas or glasses of Gallo wine. And if she wasn’t crying about that, she’d cry about how horrible it was that her father was taken away when she was just eighteen and how much she loved him. I never connected the dots, but my father, too, was taken away from me when I was eighteen. 
Once, I asked my mother why she hadn’t become a writer or photographer or actress—another thing she aspired to be. She said she’d been studying acting and was cast in a play as an extra, but then she met my father and fell in love. She said that sharing his life and making a home was far more important than any kind of career. Maybe she truly believed that in the beginning, and besides, back then, women only had careers as nurses or secretaries. 
My mother desperately needed to be appreciated. She started analyzing peoples’ handwriting at cocktail parties, but she still didn’t get the attention she craved, so she decided she was clairvoyant and began to “read” people. She’d say, “I see the letter S. Is there a letter S in your life?” Or “Is there a red rug in your home?” And people would get excited and say, “Yes! Yes! How did you know that?” I would cringe.
Then, just when I thought she’d lost all her petals and was no longer a rose, she shocked me. My first husband and I had returned from living in Paris and were looking for an apartment in New York City. Everything was either overpriced, or facing a brick wall, or too small. One day on the bus, my mother turned to a complete stranger and said, “Excuse me, but my daughter and her husband are looking for an apartment. They want two bedrooms and a terrace and a fireplace in the Village, and I think you know of such a place.” 
The woman looked at my mother as though she were completely insane and said, “How did you know that? My friend is a landlord and wants to rent out an apartment but doesn’t want to put an ad in the paper because she doesn’t want millions of people tramping through.” And that is how my first husband and I moved into our two-bedroom Greenwich Village fifth-floor walk-up with a large terrace overlooking a playground and rent stabilized at $158.14 per month.






  
  3
Yellow Carnation: My Father


The carnation comes in several colors: pink symbolizes gratitude, red is love, white for purity and good luck, and yellow is disappointment and rejection. That was my father, Eugene Goldsmith. His parents divorced when he was young, which he thought was because his father didn’t love him. His younger brother became a successful engineer, but Gene wanted to be a writer, an occupation of which his father disapproved, though he was proud Gene had graduated Phi Beta Kappa at Brown University. 
Sometime after he finished college, my father wrote two mystery novels: Murder on His Mind and Layout for a Corpse. Neither sold well enough for him to write full-time. After a few failed part-time jobs, he became an advertising copywriter. He would return from work and by his second martini would say to my mother, “This is shit. This isn’t writing, it’s shit.”
“Nonsense,” my mother would say. 
He couldn’t hold onto a job and was let go at four advertising agencies. When I was fifteen, we moved from Connecticut to Philadelphia because a new agency had hired him. Yet, soon after, he came home reeking of alcohol, fired again. He smiled sheepishly and said, “Last hired, first fired.”
It was hurtful to see his sad brown eyes each time he returned from a potential job that he had failed to get. I loved him so much and wanted nothing more than for him to find a good job. His mother, my other grandmother, Gram, also loved him unconditionally. Gram wasn’t rich, so she never dangled money the way Elsa did, but she was exceedingly generous. If my father was a disappointed yellow carnation, Gram was the red carnation of love. At Christmas, she’d give me and my sisters pillowcases full of presents.
On Thanksgiving and Christmas, we were forced to go to both grandmothers’ homes. Gram and my father would hold hands under the dining room table, and my mother resented it, though I don’t know why, because my mother was not a touchy-feely person. She never hugged or kissed me unless I was sick. And the only time she said she loved me was when I moved to Paris. 
My father, though, was very affectionate. He was six foot three, with hands as big as baseball mitts and size thirteen feet. When we went to the beach in Rowayton, he’d hoist me on his shoulders and fling me into the water. Then he’d lie down on a towel next to my mother and I’d notice something. Like the carnation, which can be floppy because the flowers are too heavy to support the stems, part of my father’s penis would hang out. I’d look away, figuring they must not make bathing trunks long enough for such a tall man.
My father seemed to have the same problem with his pajamas. His pajama fly never stayed closed. If it was early morning and my sisters and I were playing loudly in the hallway, he’d fling open the bedroom door and tell us to shut up. Each time, his penis was hanging out of his pajamas. Now, I think he might have done it on purpose.
Once, when I was about ten, he had jaundice. My mother was at her volunteer job and we were playing cards with my father, all of us sitting on the floor. His legs were splayed, and he was stark naked. I didn’t know what jaundice was but figured it must be something that hurt if you were wearing clothes. The doorbell rang and there were footsteps on the stairs. As the doctor walked in, my father grabbed a pillow and held it in front of his thighs. I don’t remember the excuse he gave the doctor, but I do remember the doctor looking at him very strangely.
But there were good days, when my father would put Rodgers & Hart’s “Bewitched, Bothered and Bewildered” on the Victrola and I’d place my bare feet on top of his enormous brown Oxfords as he waltzed me around the room. It was wonderful to have him to myself if only for a few minutes. 
Desperate to be the boy he always wanted, I took up tennis. He’d wake me up at 7 a.m. and we’d drive to the public courts and play for an hour before school. It was particularly special because neither sister played tennis, so again, I had him to myself. That was the good part. We’d come home and he’d pull off his shirt, lie on the bed, and tell me to give him a massage. As he was so big, I’d have to clamber onto his sweaty back to dig into his shoulders. I hated the smell of his dried sweat, and I couldn’t stand my bare sticky legs straddled on his back. But I said nothing.
My father and mother both drank three martinis before dinner, which I figured was normal, but nothing was normal in my house. My great-aunt once said, “I pity you three girls.” I had no idea what she meant. Maybe she knew my father had a violent streak. When he was angry, he’d storm into his den and slam the French door so violently I thought a pane would shatter. I’d hide, hoping he wouldn’t take it out on me.
When he was angry, his face turned crimson, his lower lip quivered, and his mouth morphed into a snarl. Then, those same palms that had gripped my hands so sweetly as he flew me in the air when we played angel would whack me on the back of my head. To this day, if anyone’s hand comes too close, I flinch. He never took his anger out on Kathy or Lynne. Kathy had her own problems and Lynne was the youngest.
Once, when I was wearing a skirt, he was so furious for whatever I’d done that he hung me upside down, gripped both my ankles in one huge hand, and whacked my buttocks again and again. It wasn’t the hitting that hurt; it was the humiliation—he could see my white Carter’s underpants. After he released his grip, I’d race to my room and cover my head with a pillow. I would never allow him to hear me cry.
Now and then, there was a full week of peace, but then something would trigger his anger such as the Fourth of July, when we drove to watch the fireworks. The year I was fifteen, I had a boyfriend and wanted to skip the fireworks, but my father wouldn’t allow it. He practically dragged me into the back seat. At one point, we stopped for a red light. I pulled open the door and ran out into the street, determined to run home. My father tore open his door, chased me, caught up, grabbed my arm, and kicked my shin again and again. I hated him.
Before we moved to a Philadelphia suburb, we were living in a house in South Norwalk with one bathroom. The shower had only enough hot water for one person. I’d come home from basketball practice and need to wash my hair. My mother would tell me she planned to wash her hair, so I couldn’t. But one time when my parents were having dinner (we always ate before them), I sneaked into the bathroom, locked the door, and climbed into the shower. I was rinsing my hair when suddenly there was a loud banging on the door. 
“Open that door immediately, you little brat,” my father screamed.
“I can’t go to school with my hair dirty,” I called back.
“That hot water is for your mother. Open the door now!” 
Bang! He smashed his fist into the door. The hook bounced off the latch, he pulled open the shower curtain, and he dragged me out of the shower naked. “Don’t you ever do that again ever. Do you understand?” he screamed. 
I reached for a towel and tried to cover myself, but he was staring at my naked body. It was humiliating.
One Sunday morning, we were having breakfast at the dining room table (we always ate together on Sundays). My mother was in the kitchen and for reasons unknown, the swinging door was closed. My father beckoned me to sit on his lap. I did, and suddenly, he groped my breasts. I was appalled but afraid to say anything. Kathy and Lynne both looked horrified but neither dared say a word. As he touched me, he said quietly, “Ooh, look at all the milk we could get out of those.” 
I couldn’t tell my mother because of her double mastectomy. Years later, I told a shrink, who insisted my mother had to have known and purposely closed the door. I don’t think so.
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OEBPS/cover.jpeg
i

Goldsm

1€

Marg





OEBPS/images/00aec940-207e-40fc-8a8a-3ba131f95f02.png





OEBPS/images/db29af54-3760-4376-9133-938cee429a79.png
Becoming a

Badass

From Fearful to Fierce





OEBPS/images/ba4f81f6-a289-4d14-8498-23a4d8987dab.jpeg
i

Goldsm

1€

Marg





OEBPS/images/e2bf1c83-a057-4c02-9889-3f4cf122ef91.png





OEBPS/images/06e22ede-df62-40a1-9740-9ba80c6d4ae1.jpeg
Becoming a

Badass

From Fearful to Fierce

A Wameer

Margie Goldsmith

B








