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1

In	a	matter	of	seconds	parents	can
change	the	course	of	your	life.

How	does	a	relatively	smart	sixteen-year-old	girl	get	stuck	in	a	sucky	situation
she	can’t	get	out	of?	Well,	as	I	sit	at	Chicago’s	O’Hare	International	Airport	on	a
Monday	afternoon	during	the	one	hour	and	forty-five	minute	delay,	I	think	about
the	past	twenty-four	hours	of	my	now	messed-up	life.

I	was	sitting	in	my	room	yesterday	when	my	biological	father,	Ron,	called.
No,	you	don’t	get	it	.	.	.	Ron	never	calls.	Well,	unless	it’s	my	birthday,	and	that
was	eight	months	ago.

You	see,	after	 their	affair	 in	college,	my	mom	found	out	she	was	pregnant.
She	comes	from	money,	and	Ron	 .	 .	 .	well,	he	doesn’t.	Mom,	with	her	parents
pushing	her	along,	told	Ron	it	would	be	best	if	he	didn’t	have	a	big	part	in	our
lives.	 Boy,	 were	 they	 wrong.	 But	 the	 worst	 part	 is	 he	 gave	 up	 without	 even
trying.



I	know	he	puts	money	into	an	account	for	me.	He	also	comes	by	to	take	me
out	 to	dinner	 for	my	birthdays.	But	 so	what?	 I	want	a	 father	who’ll	always	be
there	for	me.

He	used	to	come	around	more,	but	I	finally	told	him	to	leave	me	alone	so	my
mom	could	find	me	a	real	dad.	I	didn’t	really	mean	it;	I	guess	I	was	just	trying	to
test	him.	He	failed	miserably.

Well,	 the	 guy	 phones	 this	 time	 and	 tells	my	mom	he	wants	 to	 take	me	 to
Israel.	 Israel!	 You	 know,	 that	 little	 country	 in	 the	Middle	 East	 that	 causes	 so
much	controversy.	You	don’t	have	to	TiVo	the	news	to	know	Israel	is	a	hotbed	of
international	hostility.

I	know	I’m	off	on	a	 tangent,	so	 let’s	get	back	 to	what	happened.	My	mom
hands	me	the	phone	without	so	much	as	an	“it’s	your	dad”	or	“it’s	the	guy	who	I
had	a	one-night	stand	with,	but	never	married”	to	warn	me	it	was	him.

I	still	remember	what	he	said.	“Hi,	Amy.	It’s	Ron.”
“Who?”	I	answer.
I’m	not	trying	to	be	a	smartass,	it	just	doesn’t	register	that	the	guy	who	gave

me	fifty	percent	of	my	genes	is	actually	calling	me.
“Ron	.	.	.	Ron	Barak,”	he	says	a	bit	louder	and	slower	as	if	I’m	a	complete

imbecile.
I	 freeze	 and	 end	 up	 saying	 nothing.	 Believe	 it	 or	 not,	 sometimes	 saying

nothing	actually	works	 in	my	favor.	 I’ve	 learned	 this	 from	years	of	practice.	 It
makes	people	nervous	and,	well,	better	 them	 than	me.	 I	huff	 loudly	 to	 let	him
know	I’m	still	on	the	line.

“Amy?”
“Yeah?”
“Um,	I	just	wanted	you	to	know	dat	your	grandmudder	 is	sick,”	he	says	in

his	Israeli	accent.
A	 faceless	 image	 of	 a	 small	 white-haired	 old	 lady	 who	 smells	 like	 baby

powder	 and	 mildew,	 and	 whose	 life’s	 goal	 is	 baking	 chocolate	 chip	 cookies,
briefly	races	across	my	mind.

“I	 didn’t	 know	 I	 had	 a	 grandmother,”	 I	 say,	 emphasizing	 the	 ‘th’	 because
Ron,	like	every	other	Israeli	I’ve	ever	met,	can’t	say	the	‘th’—that	sound	is	not
in	their	language.



My	mom’s	mom	 died	 shortly	 after	 I	was	 born	 so	 I	was	 one	 of	 those	 kids
without	a	grandma.	A	pang	of	sorrow	and	self-pity	from	never	knowing	I	had	a
grandma	and	now	knowing	she’s	‘sick’	makes	me	feel	yucky.	But	I	shove	those
feelings	into	the	back	of	my	head	where	they’re	safe.

Ron	clears	his	throat.	“She	lives	in	Israel	and,	uh,	I’m	going	for	the	summer.
I’d	like	to	take	you	with	me.”

Israel?
“I’m	not	Jewish,”	I	blurt	out.
A	little	sound,	like	one	of	pain,	escapes	from	his	mouth	before	he	says,	“You

don’t	have	to	be	Jewish	to	go	to	Israel,	Amy.”
And	you	don’t	have	to	be	a	rocket	scientist	 to	know	Israel	 is	smack	dab	in

the	middle	of	a	war	zone.	A	war	zone!
“Thanks	 for	 the	 offer,	 but	 I’m	 going	 to	 tennis	 camp	 this	 summer.	 Tell

Grandma	I	hope	she	gets	over	her	illness.	Bye,”	I	say	and	hang	up.
Wouldn’t	you	know	it,	not	more	 than	four	seconds	go	by	before	 the	phone

rings	again.	I	know	it’s	Ron.	A	little	ironic	he’s	hardly	called	twice	in	a	year	and
here	he	is	calling	twice	in	a	matter	of	seconds.

My	mom	picks	up	 the	phone	 in	 the	 living	room.	I	 try	 to	 listen	 through	my
bedroom	door.	 I	can’t	hear	much.	 Just	mumble,	mumble,	mumble.	After	about
forty	 long	 minutes	 she	 comes	 knocking	 at	 my	 door	 and	 tells	 me	 to	 pack	 for
Israel.

“You’re	kidding,	right?”
“Amy,	you	can’t	avoid	him	forever.	It’s	not	fair.”
Not	fair?	I	cross	my	arms	in	front	of	my	chest.	“Excuse	me,	what’s	not	fair	is

that	 you	 two	 didn’t	 even	 try	 and	 live	 like	 parents.	 Don’t	 talk	 to	 me	 about
fairness.”

I	know	I’m	sixteen	and	should	be	over	it	by	now,	but	I’m	not.	I	never	said	I
was	perfect.

“Life	 isn’t	simple,	you’ll	 realize	 that	when	you’re	older,”	she	says.	“We’ve
all	 made	 mistakes	 in	 the	 past,	 but	 it’s	 time	 to	 mend	 them.	 You’re	 going.	 It’s
already	settled.”

Panic	starts	to	set	in	and	I	decide	to	take	the	guilt	trip	route.
“I’ll	be	killed.	Unless	that’s	what	you	ultimately	want—”



“Amy,	stop	 the	dramatics.	He’s	promised	me	he’ll	keep	you	safe.	 It’ll	be	a
great	experience.”

I	try	for	another	two	hours	to	get	out	of	it,	I	really	do.	I	should	have	known
trying	to	argue	with	my	mom	would	get	me	nothing	except	a	sore	throat.

I	 decide	 to	 call	my	 best	 friend,	 Jessica.	 Supportive,	 understanding	 Jessica.
“Hey,	Amy,	what’s	 up?”	 a	 cheery	 voice	 answers	 on	 the	 other	 end	 of	 the	 line.
Gotta	love	caller	ID.

“My	parents	decided	to	ruin	my	life,”	I	tell	her.
“What	do	you	mean	‘parents’?	Ron	called?”
“Oh,	 yeah,	 he	 called.	And	 somehow	 he	 convinced	my	mom	 to	 cancel	my

summer	plans	so	he	could	take	me	to	Israel.	Could	you	just	die?”
“Um,	you	don’t	really	want	to	hear	my	opinion,	Amy.	Trust	me.”
My	eyebrows	 furrow	as	 I	 slowly	 realize	 Jessica,	my	very	dearest	 friend	 in

the	world,	isn’t	going	to	back	me	up	one	hundred	and	ten	percent.
“It’s	a	war	zone!”	I	say	it	slowly	so	she	gets	the	full	impact.
Is	that	a	laugh	I	hear	on	the	other	end	of	the	line?
“Are	 you	 kidding?”	 Jessica	 says.	 “Heck,	my	mom	goes	 to	Tel	Aviv	 every

year	 to	 go	 shopping.	 She	 says	 they	 have	 the	 clearest	 diamonds	 ever	 cut.	 You
know	 the	 little	black	dress	 I	 love?	She	got	 it	 for	me	 there.	They	have	 the	best
European	styles	and—”

“I	need	support	here,	Jess,	not	some	crap	about	diamonds	and	clothes,”	I	say,
cutting	off	her	‘Israel	is	all	that’	speech.	Jeez!

“Sorry.	You’re	right,”	she	says.
“Don’t	you	ever	watch	the	news?”
“Sure,	Israel	has	its	share	of	problems.	But	my	parents	say	a	lot	of	what	we

see	on	TV	is	propaganda.	Just	don’t	hang	out	at	bus	stops	or	go	to	coffee	shops.
Ron	will	keep	you	safe.”

“Ha,”	I	say.
“Are	you	mad	at	me?”	Jess	asks.	“I	could	lie	and	tell	you	your	life	is	ruined

beyond	repair.	Would	that	make	you	feel	better?”
Jessica	 is	 the	 only	 person	who	 can	make	 fun	 of	me	 and	 get	 away	with	 it.

“You’re	just	a	laugh	a	minute,	Jess.	You	know	I’d	never	get	mad	at	you,	you’re
my	BFF.”



Although	 what	 does	 it	 say	 about	 our	 friendship	 when	 my	 BFF	 has	 no
problems	sending	me	into	a	war	zone?

Less	than	twenty-four	hours	later	I’m	sitting	in	the	airport	waiting	for	our	El
Al	Israel	Airlines	flight	to	start	boarding.

Looking	around,	I	watch	a	guy	in	a	dark	suit	as	he	crouches	on	the	floor	and
examines	the	underside	of	each	row	of	benches.	If	he	finds	a	bomb,	will	he	know
how	to	disarm	it?

I	 glance	 at	 my	 biological	 father,	 the	 almost	 non-existent	 man	 in	 my	 life,
who’s	reading	the	newspaper.	He	tried	talking	to	me	on	the	way	to	the	airport.	I
cut	him	off	by	putting	on	my	headphones	and	listening	to	my	iPod.

As	if	he	knows	I’m	staring	at	him,	he	puts	his	paper	down	and	turns	my	way.
His	hair	is	short.	It’s	thick	and	dark,	just	like	mine.	I	know	if	he’d	grow	it	out	it
would	be	curly,	too.	As	hard	as	it	is,	I	straighten	my	curly	hair	every	morning.	I
hate	my	hair.

My	mom’s	 eyes	 are	 green,	mine	 are	 blue.	 People	 say	my	 eyes	 are	 such	 a
bright	blue	they	glow.	I	consider	my	eyes	my	best	feature.

Unfortunately,	 the	main	thing	I	 inherited	from	Mom	is	a	big	chest.	Besides
changing	my	hair,	I’d	like	to	have	smaller	boobs.	When	I	play	tennis,	they	get	in
the	way.	Have	you	ever	tried	a	two-handed	backhand	with	mongo	boobs?	They
seriously	should	have	handicaps	in	tennis	for	people	with	big	chests.

When	I	get	older	maybe	I’ll	get	a	reduction.	But	Jessica	said	during	a	boob
reduction	the	doctor	removes	your	whole	areola	.	.	.	you	know,	that	pinky	part	in
the	 middle	 of	 your	 boob,	 and	 then	 after	 they	 take	 out	 the	 excess	 boob	 they
reattach	the	areola.

I	don’t	think	I’d	like	my	pinky	parts	detached	at	all.
As	 I	 think	 about	 detached	 areolas,	 I	 realize	 Ron	 is	 still	 looking	 at	 me.

Although	from	the	expression	on	his	face	he	probably	thinks	I’m	disgusted	with
him.	 I	 can’t	 possibly	 explain	 I’m	 thinking	 of	what	 I’d	 actually	 look	 like	with
detached	pinky	parts.

Anyway,	I’m	still	mad	at	him	for	bringing	me	on	this	stupid	trip	in	the	first
place.	 Because	 of	 him,	 I	 had	 to	 drop	 out	 of	 tennis	 camp	 this	 summer.	Which
means	I	probably	won’t	make	it	on	the	high	school	team	when	tryouts	start	in	the
fall.	I	totally	want	to	make	the	varsity	team.



To	make	matters	worse,	Mitch,	my	boyfriend,	won’t	 even	know	 I’m	gone.
He	 went	 camping	 with	 his	 dad	 for	 a	 couple	 weeks	 on	 a	 ‘cell	 phone	 free’
vacation.	 It’s	 still	 a	 new	 relationship.	 If	 we’re	 not	 together	 the	 rest	 of	 the
summer,	he	just	might	find	someone	else	who	will	be	there	for	him.

I	don’t	even	know	why	Ron	wants	me	to	go	with	him.	He	doesn’t	even	like
me.	Mom	probably	wanted	me	out	of	the	house	so	she	could	have	privacy	with
her	latest	guy.

Her	current	boyfriend,	Marc	with	a	‘c’,	thinks	he’s	the	one.	As	if.	Doesn’t	he
realize	once	Mom	meets	someone	bigger	or	better	he’s	out	of	the	picture?

“I’m	going	to	the	bathroom,”	I	say	to	Ron.
I	 really	don’t	have	 to	go,	but	 I	 take	my	purse	and	walk	down	 the	hallway.

When	I	get	out	of	Ron’s	line	of	vision,	I	take	out	my	trusty	cell	phone	and	keep
walking.	Mom	got	me	the	cell	“for	emergencies	only.”

I’m	definitely	feeling	an	emergency	coming	on.
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Being	on	an	airplane	for	twelve
hours	should	be	outlawed.

I	walk	farther	down	the	hallway	and	dial	Jessica’s	number.
“Please	 be	 home,”	 I	 pray	 as	 I	 stop	by	 a	window	and	 look	out	 at	 airplanes

parked	at	their	gates.
I	 usually	 don’t	 pray;	 it’s	 not	 in	 my	 nature.	 But	 desperate	 times	 call	 for

desperate	measures	and	I’m	nothing	if	not	flexible.	Well,	sometimes.
“Amy?”
I	feel	better	already	hearing	her	voice.
“Yeah,	it’s	me.	My	flight	is	delayed.”
“Are	you	still	freaking	out?”
“Yes.	Tell	me	again	why	I	shouldn’t	be	worried?”
“Amy,	it	won’t	be	so	bad.	If	there	was	anything	I	could	do	.	.	.”
It’s	time	to	tell	Jess	of	my	plan.	I	just	thought	of	it.



“There	is	one	thing	.	.	.”
“What	is	it?”
“Come	get	me	at	the	airport.	International	terminal.	I’ll	be	hiding	by	the,	uh,

Air	Iberia	arrivals.	Wait	for	me	there.”
“Then	what?”
“Then	I’ll	somehow	get	to	go	to	tennis	camp	and	.	.	.	oh,	I	don’t	know.	Ron

wants	me	to	be	a	perfect	daughter,	but	he’s	the	crappiest	dad	ever—”
My	cell	 phone	 is	being	 snatched	out	of	my	hand,	 cutting	my	 ‘crappy	dad’

speech	short.	The	snatcher,	of	course,	is	none	other	than	the	crapper	himself.
“Hey,	give	that	back!”	I	say.
“Hello?	Who	 is	 dis?”	 Ron	 barks	 into	my	 phone	 like	 an	 army	 commander

with	a	speech	impediment.
I	can’t	hear	Jessica.	I	hope	she	doesn’t	answer	him.
“Jessica,	she’ll	call	you	when	she	can,”	he	says,	then	snaps	the	cover	shut.
He	didn’t	even	give	me	a	chance	to	 tell	her	 to	call	Mitch	so	he	knows	I’m

gone	for	the	summer.
“Why?	Why	are	you	ruining	my	summer	and	taking	me	to	Israel?”
He	clips	my	phone	to	his	back	pocket.
“Because	I	want	you	to	meet	your	grandmudder	before	 it’s	 too	 late.	That’s

why.”
So	 this	 has	nothing	 to	do	with	Ron	wanting	 to	get	 to	 know	me	and	 spend

time	with	me.	No	from	now	on	I	want	to	be	the	father	I	always	should	have	been
from	him.

I	shouldn’t	be	disappointed,	but	I	am.
“Boarding	 now	 for	 El	 Al	 flight	 001	 to	 Tel	 Aviv	 with	 a	 connection	 in

Newark,”	 a	 voice	 with	 an	 Israeli	 accent	 blasts	 through	 the	 loudspeaker.
“Passengers	in	rows	turdy-five	to	forty-five	please	have	your	boarding	cards	and
passports	out	for	the	attendants.”

“Tell	you	what,”	Ron	says.	“I’ll	give	you	back	the	phone	if	you’ll	cooperate
and	get	on	that	plane.	Deal?”

As	if	I	have	any	other	option.
“Fine,”	I	say	and	hold	out	my	hand.	At	least	I’ll	have	my	little	connection	to

sanity	and	independence.



He	hands	me	the	phone	and	I	reluctantly	follow	him	on	the	plane.
Ron	and	I	are	assigned	 to	 row	sixty,	 the	 last	 row.	 I’m	kind	of	glad	nobody

will	be	sitting	behind	me	so	I	can	rest	comfortably	on	the	twelve-hour	flight	to
Tel	Aviv.

Unless,	of	course,	a	bomb	is	planted	on	the	plane	or	terrorists	hijack	it	and
we	die	 before	we	 even	 get	 to	 the	war	zone.	As	 I	 think	 about	 terrorists	 on	 the
plane,	I	look	over	at	Ron.

“I	 heard	 there	 are	 air	marshals	 on	 all	 El	 Al	 flights,”	 I	 say	 as	 I	 shove	my
backpack	under	the	seat	in	front	of	me.	“Is	it	true?”

I	don’t	know	if	I’ve	ever	actually	started	a	conversation	with	Ron	before,	and
he	 seems	 stunned.	 He	 looks	 around	 to	 see	 if	 I’m	 asking	 someone	 else	 the
question	before	he	answers.

“El	Al	has	always	had	air	marshals.”
“How	many?”	Because	if	there’s	only	one	air	marshall	against	five	terrorists,

the	air	marshall	is	toast.
“A	lot.	Don’t	worry,	El	Al’s	security	is	second	to	none.”
“Uh	 huh,”	 I	 say,	 not	 very	 convinced	 as	 I	 look	 to	my	 left	 at	 a	 guy	with	 a

mono-brow	 who	 looks	 pretty	 suspicious.	 Mr.	 Mono-brow	 smiles	 at	 me.	 His
smile	fades	as	I	realize	Ron	is	glaring	at	him.

After	so	many	years	with	Ron	as	a	 ‘birthday	only’	 figure	 in	my	 life,	 I	 feel
like	he	doesn’t	have	any	right	to	say	he’s	my	dad.	When	I	was	younger	and	he
came	 to	 take	 me	 for	 my	 annual	 birthday	 outing,	 I	 worshipped	 the	 ground	 he
walked	on.	He	was	like	 this	superhero	who	granted	my	every	wish	and	treated
me	like	a	“princess	for	a	day.”

But	by	the	time	I	realized	a	father	should	actually	be	there	for	you	every	day,
I	 started	 resenting	 him.	 Last	 year	 I	 actually	 blew	 him	 off.	 I	 snuck	 out	 of	 the
house,	left	a	note	I’d	gone	out	with	friends,	and	came	back	after	dark.

My	mom	isn’t	easy.	She	throws	men	away	for	sport.	But	from	what	I	know
of	Ron,	he	was	once	a	commando	in	the	Israeli	Defense	Forces.

A	 commando	 who’s	 too	 chickenshit	 to	 fight	 for	 marriage	 to	 a	 woman	 he
impregnated	isn’t	worth	much	in	my	book.

I	won’t	be	like	my	mother	when	I’m	older.	I	won’t	be	like	Ron,	either.
Before	long,	we	land	in	Newark	to	pick	up	more	passengers.	I’ve	never	eaten



sardines,	but	when	people	start	piling	in	and	filling	each	and	every	empty	spot
on	the	plane,	the	disgusting	little	fishes	come	to	mind.	It	boggles	my	mind	how
many	people	pack	 the	plane	 to	 fly	 to	a	place	on	 the	warning	 list	 for	American
citizens.

When	we	 lift	 off,	 I	 push	 that	 little	 button	 to	 recline	my	 seat	 because	 I’m
starting	to	get	tired.

Only	 since	 we	 have	 the	 back	 row,	 I	 realize	 pretty	 quickly	 the	 back	 row
doesn’t	recline.	Okay,	now	this	isn’t	funny.	It’s	not	just	a	short	flight	to	Orlando.
This	is	a	whopping	twelve-hour	flight	to	a	place	I	don’t	want	to	go	to	in	the	first
place	to	meet	a	sick	grandmother	I	didn’t	know	existed	in	the	first	place.	(That’s
two	 first	 places,	 I	 know,	 but	 at	 this	 point	 nothing	 in	my	 life	 that	 bugs	me	 is
second	place	.	.	.	it	all	takes	first	place.)

As	 I	 try	 and	 force	 the	 chair	 to	 recline	 for	 the	 fifth	 time	 and	 the	 person	 in
front	 of	 me	 reclines	 theirs	 so	 far	 back	 I	 hardly	 have	 room	 for	 my	 legs,	 this
feeling	in	the	pit	of	my	stomach	makes	me	want	to	cry.	I	can’t	help	it.	I	hate	this
plane,	 I	hate	Mom	for	making	me	come	on	 this	stupid	 trip,	and	I	hate	Ron	for
just	about	everything	else.

After	 a	 few	 hours	 I	 get	 up	 to	 go	 to	 the	 bathroom,	 this	 time	 for	 real.
Unfortunately,	 at	 least	one	hundred	people	have	already	used	 the	 facilities	and
the	floor	is	full	of	little	pieces	of	unflushed	toilet	paper	shreds.	To	top	it	off	(in
the	 first	 place)	 the	 floor	 is	 full	 of	 these	 little	 droplets.	Are	 the	 droplets	 pee	 or
water?	My	Dansko	clogs	are	not	used	to	being	subjected	to	this	kind	of	abuse.

I	go	back	 to	my	seat	and	 to	my	astonishment	 I’m	finally	able	 to	get	 into	a
comfortable,	 albeit	 upright,	 sleeping	 position.	 Sleep	 right	 now	would	 be	 bliss.
The	captain	turns	off	all	the	lights	and	I	close	my	eyes.

Someone	yells,	and	I’m	jerked	awake	from	dreamland.	Right	above	me,	like
practically	in	my	face,	is	a	Hasidic	Jew.	You	know,	one	of	those	guys	who	wears
a	black	hat	 and	 coat	 and	has	 long,	 curly	 sideburns	 running	down	his	 face	 and
neck.	 Jessica	 (she’s	 Jewish)	 told	 me	 they’re	 ultra,	 ultra	 religious	 and	 try	 to
follow	all	of	God’s	six	hundred	or	so	rules.	I	have	enough	trouble	following	my
mom’s	rules,	let	alone	six	hundred	of	God’s.

It	takes	me	a	minute	to	realize	his	eyes	are	closed	and	he’s	praying.	But	he’s
not	praying	in	his	seat,	he’s	praying	right	over	mine.	He’s	bobbing	up	and	down,



his	eyes	are	shut,	and	his	face	is	in	total	concentration.	In	fact,	as	my	eyes	focus
in	the	dark,	I	realize	all	of	the	Hasidic	Jews	have	congregated	at	the	back	of	the
plane	to	pray.

But	 it	 doesn’t	 sound	 like	 prayers	 at	 all,	more	 like	 some	 chant	mixed	with
mumbling.	They	might	not	even	be	praying.	But	 then	one	of	 the	guys,	 I	guess
he’s	the	leader,	says	a	couple	of	words	loudly	and	they	all	respond	and	keep	on
doing	their	mumbling	chant.	Yeah,	they’re	praying.

Do	they	all	have	to	do	it	at	the	same	time?
And	what	 are	 those	 straps	on	 the	back	of	 their	 hands	 and	arms	or	 the	box

strapped	to	their	forehead?
Now	that	I	watch	them	more	intently,	I	admire	the	men	for	being	so	devoted

to	their	religion	they	would	pray	instead	of	sleep.	Don’t	get	me	wrong,	I	admire
it,	but	I	wouldn’t	do	it.

I	 look	over	at	Ron,	sound	asleep.	He’s	a	good-looking	man,	 if	you	like	 the
dark,	brooding	kind	of	guy.	Which	I	don’t.	My	mother	is	pastey	white	and	has
blond	hair	and	green	eyes.	She	was	probably	in	her	“opposite”	stage	when	she
and	my	dad	got	together	that	fateful	night.

I	wonder	if	Ron	wishes	I	wasn’t	born.	If	he’d	chosen	to	stay	at	his	cousin’s
dorm	 room	 at	 the	University	 of	 Illinois,	 instead	 of	 following	my	mom	 to	 her
sorority	house	 seventeen	years	 ago,	 then	he	wouldn’t	be	 stuck	with	a	kid	who
resented	him.

His	eyes	suddenly	open	and	I	sit	back	in	my	chair,	pretending	to	watch	the
television	screen	in	front	of	me	without	the	headphones	on	my	ears.	I	have	one
good	thing	to	say	about	El	Al	Israel	Airline—it	has	personal	television	screens
embedded	into	the	backs	of	every	single	seat.	A	miracle	in	its	own	right.

“I	think	you’ll	like	it	there,”	Ron	says.	“Even	though	I’ve	lived	in	America
for	seventeen	years,	Israel	will	always	be	a	part	of	me.”

“And	.	.	.	?”	I	say.
He	 shifts	 in	his	 seat	 and	 looks	 at	me	 straight	 on.	 “And	your	grandmudder

will	want	it	to	be	a	part	of	you,	too.	Don’t	disappoint	her.”
I	blink	and	give	him	my	famous	sneer,	the	one	where	my	top	lip	curls	up	just

the	right	amount.	“You’ve	got	to	be	kidding.	Don’t	disappoint	her?	I	didn’t	know
she	existed	before	yesterday.	What	about	her	disappointing	me?	 If	you	haven’t



forgotten,	she	hasn’t	been	the	doting	grandma.”
Believe	me,	 I	 know	people	who	have	doting	grandmas.	 Jessica’s	Grandma

Pearl	spent	four	years	knitting	her	a	blanket.	Four	years!	And	she’s	got	arthritis.
I	wonder	what	Grandma	Pearl	would	think	if	she	knew	Jessica	lost	her	virginity
to	Michael	Greenberg	under	 the	blanket	 she	 spent	 four	years	knitting	with	her
crooked	fingers.

Ron	 sighs	 and	 turns	 his	 attention	 to	 his	 little	 personal	 television	 screen.	 I
note	he’s	not	wearing	the	headphones,	either.

I	sit	back.	There’s	a	long	silence,	so	long	I	think	if	I	look	at	him	I’ll	find	him
sleeping	again.

“What	do	I	call	her?”	I	ask,	still	staring	at	the	screen	in	front	of	me.
“She’ll	like	it	if	you	call	her	Safta.	It	means	grandma	in	Hebrew.”
“Safta,”	I	say	quietly	to	myself,	trying	out	how	the	word	sounds	coming	out

of	my	mouth.	Glancing	over	at	the	Sperm	Donor,	I	notice	he’s	nodding.	His	chin
is	raised	and	he’s	giving	me	a	little	smile	like	he’s	proud.	Ugh!

Looking	forward,	I	turn	my	personal	TV	to	the	channel	showing	how	much
longer	until	we	land	in	Israel.	Four	hours	and	fifty-five	minutes.

By	this	time	the	Hasidic	Jews	have	gone	back	to	their	seats.	I	close	my	eyes
again,	thankfully	drifting	off	to	sleep.

Before	I	know	it,	the	flight	attendant	says	something	in	Hebrew.	I	wait	until
the	information	is	repeated	in	English.

“We’re	starting	our	descent	into	Tel	Aviv,	please	put	your	seats	in	the	upright
position	.	.	.”

News	flash—my	seat	has	been	in	the	upright	position	for	the	whole	twelve-
hour	flight!



3

I’m	not	rude,	
I’m	just	a	teen	with	attitude.

The	immigration	officer	 inside	Ben	Gurion	Airport	 in	Tel	Aviv	asks	Ron	(who
has	dual	Israeli	and	American	citizenship)	who	I	am.

“My	daughter,”	he	replies.
“Is	she	registered	as	an	Israeli	citizen?”	she	asks.
Is	 the	woman	 joking?	Me?	An	 Israeli	 citizen?	But	when	 I	 see	 the	 serious

look	 on	 the	 immigration	 officer’s	 face,	 I	 panic.	 I’ve	 heard	 of	 Middle	 East
countries	 where	American	 kids	 are	 taken	 and	 aren’t	 allowed	 to	 leave.	 I	 don’t
want	to	be	Israeli.	I	want	to	go	home,	like	right	now!

I	 turn	around,	heading	back	 to	 the	plane.	Hopefully	 the	captain	will	 let	me
back	on	.	.	.	I’ll	go	in	the	belly	of	the	aircraft,	in	someone’s	luggage,	in	a	damn
animal	carrier.	Just	get	me	out	of	here!

I’m	 almost	 at	 the	 door.	 Freedom	 is	 in	 sight	 when	 I	 feel	 a	 hand	 on	 my



shoulder.
“Amy,”	Ron’s	familiar	brooding	voice	says	from	behind	me.
I	 turn	 around	and	 face	him.	 “They	won’t	 let	me	go	back	home,	will	 they?

You’ve	 kidnapped	me	 to	 this	 country	 that	wants	me	 to	 be	 a	 citizen.	Oh,	God.
They	make	everyone,	even	girls,	go	into	the	army	at	eighteen,	right?	I’ve	heard
that,	don’t	try	and	deny	it.”

I	 know	 I’m	 sounding	 like	 a	 crazy	 sixteen-year-old	 right	 now,	 my	 voice
several	octaves	higher	than	usual.	I	can’t	help	it	and	I	keep	rambling.

“You’re	 going	 to	 make	me	 stay	 here	 and	 be	 drafted	 into	 the	 army,	 aren’t
you?”

I	can	just	see	them	making	me	trade	in	my	Abercrombie	&	Fitch	for	fatigues.
My	heart	is	beating	fast	and	little	droplets	of	sweat	are	running	down	my	face.	I
swear	they’re	not	tears,	just	droplets	of	sweat.

“Ron,	to	be	honest	I	doubt	I’m	even	your	kid.	Did	you	ever	get	a	paternity
test?	 Because	 I	 saw	 a	 picture	 of	 this	 one	 guy	my	mom	 dated	 in	 college	who
looks	just	like	me.”

Ron	looks	at	the	ceiling	and	lets	out	a	breath.	When	he	looks	back	at	me,	his
brown	eyes	are	darker	than	usual.	His	jaw	is	clenched	tight.

“Calm	down,	Amy.	You’re	causing	a	scene.”
“Dude,”	 I	 say	 really	 tough,	 getting	 a	 grip	 on	my	 voice.	Now	 I	 sound	 like

Angelina	Jolie,	in	that	movie	where	she	kicks	everyone’s	ass	that	crosses	her.	“I
haven’t	even	started	to	cause	a	scene.”

A	 soldier	with	 a	 very,	 very	 large	machine	 gun	walks	 up	 to	 us.	He	 has	 an
almost	shaved	head	and	I	can	tell	just	by	looking	at	him	he	has	a	twitchy	trigger
finger.	Great,	my	life	 is	over,	I’m	going	to	be	stuck	in	this	 third	world	country
for	the	rest	of	my	days	.	.	.	which	are	probably	numbered	now.

“Mah	 carrah?”	 the	 soldier	 says	 to	 Ron	 in	 Hebrew.	 It	 sounds	 either	 like
“Macarena?”	or	“Kill	Amy?”	to	me.

“Ha’kol	b’seder,”	Ron	responds.
I	never	thought	I’d	be	sorry	I	don’t	know	Hebrew.	In	school,	I	take	Español.
My	 heart	 is	 still	 racing	when	 I	 ask,	 “What	 are	 you	 saying?	What’s	 going

on?”	 I’m	 afraid	 of	 the	 answer,	 but	 I’m	 trying	 to	 be	 brave	 so	 I	 can	 tell	 the
American	Secret	Service	agents	all	the	information	I	obtained	before	I	escaped.



The	American	government	will	want	to	know	what’s	going	on	here,	I’m	sure	of
it.

“You’re	 not	 an	 Israeli	 citizen,”	 Ron	 says.	 “And	 you’re	 not	 about	 to	 be
drafted	into	any	army.”

“Then	what	did	that	soldier	say	to	you?”
“He	asked	me	what	was	wrong	and	I	told	him	everything’s	fine.	That	was	it.”
Likely	story,	I	think.	But	I	follow	him	back	to	the	immigration	lady,	mostly

because	he	has	a	grip	on	my	arm	like	a	vise.
He	 speaks	 to	 the	 lady	 in	Hebrew	 this	 time,	 probably	 to	make	 sure	 I	 don’t

understand	him.	For	all	I	know	he’s	negotiating	a	deal	to	have	me	sold	into	child
slavery.	Although	I	consider	myself	pretty	up-to-date	on	current	events	and	I’ve
never	actually	heard	of	Israeli	child	slavery.

Before	 long,	 the	 lady	 stamps	 my	 passport	 (which	 Mom	 had	 me	 get	 for
emergency	purposes	a	year	 ago	and	dummy	me	agreed	 to	 it,	 thinking	 she	was
secretly	 planning	 to	 take	me	 to	 Jamaica	 or	 the	 Bahamas)	 and	we	 head	 to	 the
baggage	claim	area.	We	only	have	to	walk	twelve	steps	before	we’re	there.

“Come	with	me	while	I	get	a	cart,”	Ron	orders.
“I’ll	 just	 wait	 here,”	 I	 say,	 because	 I	 want	 him	 to	 know	 I	 refuse	 to	 take

parental	orders	from	him.
He	crosses	his	arms	across	his	chest.	“Amy,	with	the	drama	you	just	created

back	there	I’m	not	about	to	play	the	trusting	fadder	right	now.”
I’m	on	a	roll	and	can’t	resist.	“You	haven’t	been	good	at	playing	the	loving

fadder,	 either,”	 I	 say,	 the	 words	 rolling	 off	 my	 tongue	 as	 if	 someone	 else	 is
making	me	say	them.	“What	kind	of	fadder	can	you	play,	Ron?	You	know,	so	I
can	recognize	it	when	I	see	it.”

Ron	doesn’t	show	anger	too	often,	but	even	in	the	small	amount	of	time	I’ve
spent	with	him	I	know	by	 the	 sounds	he	makes	or	 the	change	 in	his	breathing
patterns	when	something	gets	in	his	craw.

“Don’t	think	you’re	too	old	to	get	punished	by	me,	young	lady.”
I	have	my	famous	sneer	ready.	“Get	a	clue,	Daddy	Dearest.	Being	here	with

you	is	punishment	enough.”
I’m	not	usually	this	rude,	truly	I’m	not.	But	my	resentment	toward	Ron	and

insecurity	about	his	fatherly	love	makes	me	act	bitchy.	I’m	not	even	aware	of	it



half	the	time.	I	guess	if	I’m	rude	to	him,	I’m	giving	him	a	reason	not	to	love	me.
Breathing	pattern	change.	“Wait.	Here.	Or.	Else,”	he	says.
He	stalks	off,	but	I	can’t	just	stand	here.	I	scan	the	airport	and	my	eyes	focus

on	the	one	thing	most	teenagers	can’t	resist.
A	 Coke	 machine.	 (Insert	 harp	 music	 here,	 because	 that’s	 what’s	 playing

inside	my	head.)
I	walk	through	the	crowd	as	if	in	a	trance.	Cold	Cokes	are	calling	out	to	me,

“Amy,	 Amy,	 Amy.	 I	 know	 you’re	 hot	 and	 cranky.	 Amy,	 Amy,	 Amy.	 I	 know
you’re	 sweating	 like	 a	 disgusting	 pig.	Amy,	Amy,	Amy.	 I’ll	 solve	 all	 of	 your
problems.”

I	touch	the	Coke	machine	and	immediately	feel	refreshed.	I	get	ready	to	put
my	money	in	the	inviting	slot	and	for	the	first	time	in	twenty-four	hours	I	feel	a
smile	 coming	 on.	 It’s	 comforting	 to	 know	 even	 in	 the	 Middle	 East	 Coke	 is
available.	 Then	 I	 look	 at	 the	 price.	My	Coke	 addiction	 is	 about	 to	 cost	me	 a
sizeable	amount	of	cash.

My	mouth	 goes	wide	 and	 I	 give	 a	 little	 shriek.	 “Seven	 dollars	 and	 eighty
cents?	That’s	robbery!”

“That’s	the	price	in	shekels,”	a	mother	with	two	children	hanging	on	her	says
in	an	Israeli	accent.	“Seven	shekels	and	eighty	ah-goo-roat.”

“Shekels?	Ah-goo-roat?”	I	don’t	have	shekels.	And	I	sure	as	hell	don’t	have
ah-goo-roats.	Or	goats	if	that’s	what	she’d	said.

I	only	have	American	dollars,	but	I	find	a	sign	that	indicates	a	bank	is	in	the
airport.	 I	 follow	the	sign,	heading	straight	 for	 the	bank.	 It’s	at	 the	other	end	of
the	terminal.	If	I	hurry,	Ron	won’t	even	notice	I’m	gone.

But	 as	 I	 get	 to	 the	 bank,	 there’s	 a	 line.	To	 top	 it	 off,	 the	 biggest	 group	 of
slowpokes	are	in	front	of	me.	I	should	go	back	to	the	baggage	claim	area,	but	I
don’t	want	to	lose	my	spot	in	line.	If	these	people	would	just	move	a	little	faster,
I’d	have	my	shekels	and	ah-goo-roats	for	my	Coke	in	no	time.

When	I	 look	at	my	watch,	 I	wonder	how	many	minutes	 I’ve	been	waiting.
Ten?	Twenty?	It’s	so	easy	to	lose	track.

Finally,	I’m	next.	I	take	a	twenty-dollar	bill	out	of	my	wallet	and	hand	it	to
the	banker	dude.

“Passport?”	he	says.



“I	just	want	to	exchange	money,”	I	clarify.
“Yes,	I	understand.	I	need	your	passport	number	for	the	exchange.”
“My	.	.	.	dad	has	it,”	I	say.	Ron	took	it	after	it	was	stamped	so	it	wouldn’t	get

lost.	“Can’t	you	just	give	me	shekels	without	it?”
“No.	Next,”	he	says,	then	hands	me	my	twenty	back	and	looks	behind	me	for

the	next	customer.
My	mouth	drops	open.	I	wasted	all	this	time	for	a	Coke	and	I	still	can’t	get

one.	Unbelievable.
I	head	back	to	the	baggage	claim	and	spot	Ron.	He’s	talking	to	two	soldiers

and	when	he	looks	my	way,	my	first	instinct	is	to	run	in	the	opposite	direction.	I
did	nothing	wrong.	Yes,	he	told	me	to	stay	put,	but	I	swear	I	thought	I’d	only	be
gone	a	minute.

Call	 it	 teenage	 intuition,	 but	 somehow	 I	 don’t	 think	Ron	will	 listen	 to	my
explanation	with	an	open	mind.	He	tells	the	soldiers	something	and	then	walks
over	to	me,	deliberately	slow.	I	think	he’s	taking	so	long	because	he’s	very	likely
thinking	of	ways	to	kill	and	dismember	me.	Do	they	teach	Dismemberment	101
in	commando	school?

Ron	 finally	 reaches	me	 and	 I	 brace	myself.	 Sounds	 like	 “arrr”	 and	 “yuh”
come	out	of	his	mouth,	but	then	he	turns	toward	the	baggage	claim	carousel	with
our	luggage	taking	a	ride	on	it.	I	notice	our	bags	are	the	only	ones	left.	He	yanks
them	off	and	tosses	them	on	a	cart	as	if	they	weigh	two	pounds.

My	 suitcase	was	over	 the	weight	 limit.	 I	 know	 this	 because	he	had	 to	pay
over	 a	 hundred	 dollars	 extra	 to	 get	 it	 on	 the	 plane.	 Note	 to	 self:	 Ron	 is	 very
strong.

I	 just	 watch	 him,	 waiting	 for	 his	 wrath	 to	 come.	 Believe	me,	 I	 know	 it’s
coming.	What’s	scary	is	I	expected	it	to	have	come	already.

A	predictable	parent	is	good.	On	the	other	hand,	an	unpredictable	parent	is	a
teenager’s	worst	nightmare.

Now	Ron	 storms	off	 through	 the	 area	marked	 “exit”	pushing	 the	 cart	with
our	bags.

And	 I’m	 still	 standing	 here,	my	 feet	 planted	 on	 the	 ground	 in	 this	 strange
airport.

Right	about	now	it	occurs	to	me	my	dear	old	daddy	just	one-upped	me.



Damn.
Normally	 I’d	wait	 it	 out	 as	 long	 as	 I	 could	 and	make	him	 sweat.	Let	 him

think	I	may	not	follow	him	ever.	But	as	I	glance	at	the	two	soldiers	who	are	now
walking	toward	me,	I	turn	and	hightail	my	ass	right	through	the	exit.

Goodbye	pride,	hello	Israel.



4

Change	makes	me	itch.

I	 spot	 Ron	 by	 the	 car	 rental	 counter.	 He’s	 not	 even	 concerned	 about	 me	 or
looking	to	see	if	I	followed	him.	I	stand	next	to	him,	but	he	doesn’t	acknowledge
my	presence.

I	huff	loudly.
He	still	doesn’t	look	at	me.
The	lady	at	the	counter	hands	him	a	key	and	tells	him	something	in	Hebrew.

He	smiles	at	her,	says	“Todah,”	and	starts	pushing	the	cart	with	our	bags	on	it.
“I’m	sorry,”	I	say.	“Now	stop	ignoring	me.”
He	stops.	“Does	it	ever	occur	to	you	that	I	worry	about	you?”
I	could	lie,	but	what	good	would	it	do?
“Frankly,	no,”	I	say.
He	 runs	 his	 hand	 through	 his	 hair.	 Why	 do	 guys	 do	 that	 when	 they’re

frustrated?	Do	they	think	it’s	macho?	I	know	why	girls	don’t	do	it.	They’d	mess



up	 their	hair	 they	spent	half	an	hour	 trying	 to	 tame,	 that’s	why.	And	also	girls
don’t	have	to	pretend	to	be	macho.

“Come	on,”	he	says.	“By	the	time	we	reach	the	moshav	it’ll	be	dark.”
“Moshav?	What’s	 a	moshav?”	 Is	 it	 “shopping	 mall”	 in	 Hebrew?	 I	 mean,

from	 what	 Jessica	 was	 telling	 me	 Israeli	 stores	 have	 the	 latest	 fashions	 from
Europe.	That	black	dress	Jessica	has	is	really	awesome.	I	know	I’d	be	selling	out
if	 I	go	with	 the	Sperm	Donor	 to	a	mall,	but	I	keep	thinking	about	all	 the	great
stuff	I	could	bring	back	home.

It’s	funny,	when	I	think	about	the	mall,	I	forget	about	the	terrorist	bombing
that	could	happen	there.

As	we	 drive	 along	 the	 highway	 in	 our	 red	 rented	Subaru,	 it’s	 also	 easy	 to
forget	this	is	a	war	zone.	It	looks	like	a	highway	in	the	middle	of	New	Mexico	or
something	like	that.

As	we	hit	the	Tel	Aviv	area,	traffic	jam	city	starts.	I	look	out	the	window	at
the	tall	buildings.

Ron	points	to	the	right.	“That’s	the	Azrieli	Tower.	It’s	the	tallest	building	in
the	Middle	East,”	he	says	proudly.

It	 might	 as	 well	 have	 a	 bull’s-eye	 on	 it.	 “What	 a	 great	 terrorist	 target,”	 I
mumble,	but	then	realize	Ron	is	looking	at	me	sideways.	“Well,	it	is.”	I	hope	it’s
well	protected,	because	9/11	changed	just	about	every	American	I	know.	I	look
out	 the	window	as	we’re	passing	high	 tech	buildings	with	names	of	American
companies	on	them.

“Israel	doesn’t	look	anything	like	a	third	world	country,”	I	say.
“She’s	not	a	third	world	country.”
She?	 Israel	 is	 a	 “she”?	Well,	 she’s	 pretty	 darn	modern.	 In	 fact,	 the	 traffic

looks	just	like	we	have	back	home.
Although	I	realize	pretty	quickly	Israelis	need	to	go	to	road	rage	school.
They’re	all	yelling	at	each	other	out	the	windows	and	giving	each	other	the

finger	when	cut	off.	And	I	shriek	when	a	bunch	of	people	on	those	little	motor
scooters	 and	 motorcycles	 ride	 right	 in	 between	 the	 cars.	 They’re	 not	 even
weaving	in	the	lanes;	they’re	riding	on	the	lines	themselves!

“We’ve	been	in	the	car	an	hour.	When	are	we	gonna	get	there?”	I	say.
“In	another	hour	or	so.”



“You	never	answered	me.	What’s	a	moshav?	Is	it	a	mall?”
He	laughs	and	I	don’t	think	a	moshav	is	a	mall	anymore.
“Have	you	ever	heard	of	a	kibbutz?”	he	asks	me.
“You	 mean	 community	 living	 where	 people	 share	 everything?	 Listen,	 if

you’re	taking	me	to	a	sick	commune—”
“Why	do	you	always	do	that?”
“Do	what?”
“Overreact.”
“For	your	information,	I	do	not	overreact.	Mom	overreacts,	especially	when

it	 comes	 to	me	 coming	 home	 after	my	 curfew.	Oh,	 yeah,	 you	wouldn’t	 know
anything	about	that	because	you’re	never	there,”	I	say	sarcastically.

Silence.
“Then	why	don’t	you	come	live	with	me	for	a	while,”	he	challenges.
Me,	live	with	him?	“Do	you	have	a	girlfriend?”	I	ask.	I	want	him	to	say	no

because	I	have	plans	for	him	and	Mom.	It’ll	be	easier	if	he’s	not	attached.
“No.	Do	you	have	a	boyfriend?”
Now	 wait	 one	 second.	 When	 did	 it	 turn	 around	 to	 him	 asking	 me	 the

questions?	“Maybe.”
“Amy,	 when	 are	 you	 going	 to	 learn	 to	 trust	 me?	 I’m	 not	 the	 enemy,	 you

know.”
“Then	tell	me	what	a	moshav	is.”
“A	moshav	is	a	close-knit	community.	It’s	similar	to	a	kibbutz,	but	everyone

owns	 their	 own	 property	 and	 farmland.	 The	 money	 isn’t	 shared	 or	 pooled
together.”

Still	sounds	like	a	commune	to	me.
“I	hope	we’re	not	staying	there	for	long,”	I	say.	“I	need	to	take	a	shower	at

the	hotel	and	unpack.	I	have	stuff	probably	melting	in	this	heat—”
“We’re	not	staying	at	a	hotel,”	he	says.
Now	I’m	going	to	overreact.
“What?”	I	say	really	loudly.
“We’ll	 be	 staying	with	 your	 aunt,	 uncle,	 cousins,	 and	Safta.”	He	 pauses.	 I

know	what’s	 coming	next,	 I	do.	But	 I’m	not	mentally	prepared	 for	 it	when	he
adds,	“At	the	moshav.”



“Let’s	set	the	record	straight,	Ron.	I’m	an	all-American	girl	with	red,	white,
and	 blue	 blood	 running	 through	 these	 veins.	 I	 do	 not	 stay	 at	 places	 called
moshavs.	 Unless	 I’ve	 signed	 up	 for	 the	 Girl	 Scouts,	 which	 I	 didn’t.	 I	 need
amenities.	Amenities!	Do	you	know	what	those	are?”

“Yes.	But	 don’t	 expect	many	where	we’re	 going.	 Last	 time	 I	 visited,	 only
one	family	on	the	moshav	had	electricity	and	it	wasn’t	mine.”

I	open	the	glove	compartment.
“What	are	you	doing?”	Ron	asks.
“Looking	for	a	map	so	I	know	which	direction	to	go	when	I	escape	from	the

moshav,”	I	say.
He	chuckles.
“Ha,	ha,	funny,	funny.	I	bet	you	won’t	be	 laughing	when	you	wake	up	one

morning	and	find	I’ve	gone	back	to	civilization.”
Ron	 pats	 my	 knee	 with	 his	 hand.	 “I	 was	 just	 kidding,	 Amy.	 They	 have

electricity.”
Kidding?	Ron	was	kidding	with	me?
“I	knew	you	were	joking.	Do	you	actually	think	I’m	that	gullible?”
He	 doesn’t	 answer,	 but	 I	 know	 he	 knows	 the	 truth	 by	 the	 quirky	way	 his

mouth	is	moving.
“Will	you	at	 least	give	me	 the	keys	 to	your	 car	 so	 I	 can	drive	myself	 to	 a

mall?”
“Sorry.	Driving	age	here	is	eighteen.”
“What!”
“I’ll	take	you	wherever	you	want	to	go.	Don’t	worry.	Besides,	if	you	get	lost

you	won’t	know	how	to	get	back.”
Good,	I	think	to	myself.	Getting	lost	sounds	like	a	great	idea.
I	sigh	and	look	out	the	window.	On	one	side	of	the	car	is	the	Mediterranean

Sea	and	on	the	other	side	are	mountains	with	houses	built	into	them.	If	I	was	in	a
better	mood	I	might	even	think	the	scenery	is	beautiful,	but	I’m	cranky	and	tired
and	my	butt	is	numb.

I	 start	 doing	 my	 butt	 exercises.	 I	 was	 watching	 a	 late	 night	 talk	 show	 a
couple	 of	 years	 ago	when	 some	 action	 star,	 maybe	 Steven	 Seagal	 or	 Antonio
Banderas,	was	talking	about	how	they	do	butt	exercises	while	in	the	car.



Just	tighten,	then	release.	Tighten.	Release.	Tighten.	Release.	I’m	“feeling	it
burn,”	but	after	ten	minutes	my	butt	cheeks	start	to	quiver	on	the	tighten	part	and
I	stop.

By	now	we’ve	 taken	a	 turn	away	 from	 the	sea	and	all	around	us	are	small
trees	in	rows.

“What	are	those?”	I	ask.
“Olive	trees.”
“I	hate	olives.”
“I	love	them.”
Figures.	“I	hope	you’re	not	one	of	those	pit-spitters.”
“Huh?”
“You	know,	those	people	who	spit	out	the	pit	right	in	front	of	other	people	at

the	table.	That’s	totally	gross.”
He	doesn’t	answer.	I	would	bet	my	grandmother’s	underpants	Ron	is	a	pit-

spitter.
“What	kind	of	food	do	you	like?”	he	asks.	“I’m	sure	I	can	get	it	for	you.”
“Sushi.”
“You	mean	raw	fish?”	he	asks,	wincing.
“Yep.”
I	used	to	hate	it.	When	Mom	first	had	me	try	it	I	gagged	and	spit	it	out	(into

my	 napkin,	 very	 discreetly	 I	might	 add,	 unlike	 gross	 pit-spitters).	Mom	 loves
sushi.	I	guess	it’s	like	alcohol.	You	want	to	puke	the	first	 time	you	have	it,	but
then	it	grows	on	you	and	you	like	it.	It’s	probably	why	they	say	there’s	a	thin	line
between	 love	 and	 hate.	Now	 I	 don’t	 just	 like	 sushi,	 I	 crave	 it.	 Ron	 obviously
needs	to	be	introduced	to	sushi	with	a	professional	sushi-eater	like	me.

We’re	now	driving	 through	 the	mountains	on	an	extremely	curvy	 road	and
I’m	 getting	 nauseous.	 The	 last	 time	 I	 noticed	 civilization	 was	 about	 fifteen
minutes	ago.

We	wind	our	way	down	one	mountain	and	stop	at	the	road	leading	to	another
one.	 I	 read	 a	 sign	with	 the	 words	MOSHAV	MENORA	 in	 English	 and	 some
words	in	Hebrew	on	it.

Ron	 takes	 the	 road	 to	 Moshav	 Menora.	 Now	 the	 place	 looks	 like
Switzerland,	with	grassy	hills	surrounding	us	on	all	sides.



He	stops	at	a	scenic	rest	stop	built	into	the	mountain.
“This	is	it?”	I	ask.
He	 turns	 to	 me	 and	 takes	 the	 key	 out	 of	 the	 ignition.	 “This	 is	 the	 Golan

Heights,	a	very	special	and	beautiful	place.	Let’s	go	see	the	view.”
“Do	I	have	to?”	I	ask.	“I	got	to	pee.”
“Can	you	hold	 it	 for	 a	 few	minutes	 longer?	 I	 really	 need	 to	 talk	with	 you

before	you	meet	my	family.”
This	I	have	to	hear.	I	open	the	car	door	and	walk	outside.	We	stroll	in	silence

to	the	edge	of	the	mountain.	When	I	look	over	the	edge,	it	reminds	me	of	a	scene
from	a	postcard.

“They	don’t	know	about	you,”	Ron	blurts	out.
Huh?
“Who	doesn’t	know	about	me?”
“My	mudder,	my	brudder	and	his	wife	.	.	.”
A	 pang	 of	 pain	 stabs	my	 chest	 as	 if	 something	 pierced	 it.	My	 heart	 starts

beating	fast	and	I’m	breathing	heavily.	“Why?”	I	whisper,	barely	able	to	get	the
words	out.

“It’s	complicated,”	he	says,	and	then	looks	away	from	me.	“You	see,	when	I
came	to	America	I	wanted	to	prove	to	everyone	back	here	I	could	make	it.	You
know,	The	American	Dream.”

“And	you	didn’t	expect	me	to	come	along	and	ruin	your	dream,”	I	say.
“I	met	your	mom	the	first	weekend	I	was	 in	 the	U.S.	I	was	a	cocky	Israeli

who	just	wanted	to	have	a	good	time.	A	few	months	later	I	found	out	I	was	going
to	be	a	fadder.”

I	start	walking	away	from	him.	What	does	he	want	me	to	do,	apologize	for
being	born?

“I	hate	you,”	I	say	as	I	head	back	to	 the	car.	 I	wipe	the	stupid	tears	I	can’t
help	from	falling	down	my	cheeks.

“Amy,	please.	For	once	let	me	set	the	record	straight—”
“Just	unlock	the	door.”	I	hear	the	click	and	get	inside	the	car.	He’s	looking	at

me	like	he	wants	to	explain	more,	but	I	don’t	want	to	hear	it.	“Let’s	go	already!”
I	yell.

He	gets	back	in	the	car	and	we	ride	up	to	the	top	of	the	mountain.	I	thought	I



was	ready	to	meet	Ron’s	family,	but	now	all	I	want	to	do	is	crawl	into	a	hole.
Because	he’s	not	just	going	to	introduce	me	to	his	family,	he’s	going	to	tell

them	for	the	first	time	he	has	an	illegitimate	daughter.
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