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(As the au di ence hears the sound of a slide pro jec tor ad -
vanc ing to the next slide, lights up on Lisa, hold ing a
“clicker” and a la ser pointer. She de scribes the fol low -
ing “slides” which are not ac tu ally slides but squares of
col ored light. As she talks she in di cates what she sees
with the pointer.)

These are my grand par ents. My fa ther’s par ents. This, as
you can see, is their wed ding pic ture. I never knew them,
ac tu ally… My fa ther left his home town in Ger many in
1937, by him self, when he was fif teen years old, as a part
of a pro gram to get Jew ish chil dren out of Ger many. I’m
mak ing a vid eo tape about my fa ther—about his ex pe ri -
ences—well, ac tu ally about this trip we took to gether to his 
home town in Ger many and to then Auschwitz.

(Changes the slide with the clicker. The sound of an ad -
vanc ing slide pro jec tor is heard as a new square of light 
re places the old one.)

Okay. This is my fa ther’s home town. And here you can see 
we’re look ing down on the town from the clock tower. It
was orig i nally a walled city—I think you can see a lit tle bit 
of the wall right here. It’s very beau ti ful. All these red
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roofs. My dad re mem bers ev ery cob ble stone in this city. He 
knows its his tory from its in cep tion in the mid dle ages and
I think he con sid ers him self a part of that con tin uum. It
was in cred i ble, ac tu ally, when we were driv ing around. He
can’t see too well any more but he’d say things to me like,
“Now if you look to your left, you should see two dirt
tracks,” and there would be two dirt tracks, and he’d say,
“That road was built by Na po leon.” Then he’d say, “All
right now we’re go ing to go over a bump in the road,” and
we’d go over a bump, and then he’d say, “And if it’s still
there, you’ll see to your right, a hill with a ditch at the bot -
tom,” and there would be this hill and a ditch. And he’d
say, “I re mem ber when I was a boy I used to ride my bike
as fast as I could down that hill and try not to get caught
by the group of boys who were chas ing me but if I did I
de vel oped a tech nique in which I would lie down in that
ditch and pull one of the boys on top of me to use as a hu -
man shield.”

(Changes the slide.)

Okay. This is my dad, you can see, and he’s stand ing out -
side this apart ment build ing where he lived when he was
about three or four years old and here you can see that he’s 
point ing up to this sec ond-story win dow. And he was tell -
ing me here about how, when he was about three or four
years old, he put his head through the glass in that win dow. 
He said, “I planned it out very care fully. If I put my head
through at the right an gle and with the right amount of
force it would pop right through the glass and then I could
watch the pa rade go ing on down in the street.” And I said,
you know, “Did you hurt your self?” And he said, “No, no.
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It worked out about the way I’d planned.” We took this trip 
about seven or eight years ago, now. My dad had been
back to Ger many sev eral times and I had been there once
but we’d never gone to gether and this was some thing we
al ways re ally wanted to do. So…

(Changes the slide.)

Okay, we’re still in Ger many. A lit tle ear lier in time, you
can see here. This is my fa ther and his fa ther and they’re
here in the syn a gogue where his fa ther was the can tor and
also the teacher in the Jew ish school. This was taken, I
think, a few days be fore my dad left Ger many to come to
the United States. When he came here, he lived with a fos -
ter fam ily in New Ha ven, Con nect i cut, and he re ceived let -
ters from his par ents about once a week un til one week, in -
stead, he re ceived a let ter from the Red Cross in form ing
him that his par ents had been de ported to the Litzmannstadt 
ghetto which was in Po land. And that was the last time he
heard from them di rectly.

(Changes the slide.)

Okay. This is some thing I might use in the vid eo tape ac tu -
ally. This is a let ter that my fa ther re ceived in 1947, from a 
man who had been with his par ents in the Litzmann stadt
Ghetto. I had it trans lated and it says, (as she reads she
traces the lines with the la ser pointer) “Un for tu nately, I
must in form you that your par ents were among the first
trans ports sent to Auschwitz from the ghetto.” (She traces
ahead with the pointer.) And then skip ping down here a lit -
tle… “I was a close friend of your par ents and I know
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quite well how at tached to you they were and how of ten
you were talked about.” So, the other part of this trip was
that we went to Auschwitz where nei ther one of us had
ever been be fore. And the trip was ex traor di nary. It was so
much more than ei ther of us had imag ined and when I re -
turned I de cided to make this video be cause my fa ther has
so many in cred i ble sto ries and I wanted to make a re cord.

(Changes the slide.)

Okay. This is my Dutch “sis ter,” Eliz a beth—Eliz a beth
Klip, who was an ex change stu dent who lived with our
fam ily when I was in col lege. She’s ex tremely bright and
so goodhearted, you know, and a lit tle high-strung, I think
you can see here, a lit tle bit around the eyes. (Says this last 
bit while in di cat ing the eyes with the la ser pointer.) She’s
com pletely de voted to my par ents and she drove down
from Hol land to Ger many to pick us up and take us to
Auschwitz which is in Po land which was so great for us
and a very nice va ca tion for her, too, as you can imag ine.

(Changes the slide.)

Okay, this is my friend Mary who I asked to shoot this
video for me. She’s a pro fes sional videographer. She’s done 
some won der ful pieces about her fam ily and I asked her to
ac com pany me and my girl friend, my part ner, Peg, to Lan -
sing, Mich i gan, where I grew up, where my par ents still
live, to shoot some in ter views with my dad and then also to 
ac com pany us along with my en tire, ex tended Mid west ern
fam ily on our an nual trip to the Ce dar Point amuse ment
park in Sandusky, Ohio, where my dad loves to ride the
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roller coast ers, so we wanted to get that on tape as well,
but any way, here you can see Mary is in my mother’s
study, which is in the back hall of my par ents’ house, and
here you can see she’s show ing me this lit tle file cab i net of 
my mother’s with all these lit tle tiny draw ers each me tic u -
lously la beled, and you can see here that she’s point ing to
this drawer marked “stamps” and she was show ing me here 
how my mother has or ga nized all of her post age stamps
with these lit tle hand made di vid ers by de nom i na tion. And
she was say ing to me here, “You know, your fa ther’s story
is in ter est ing but this would make a great video.” My
mother knows that ev ery thing has a pur pose and throw ing
things away is a sin. She says, “You know, you all make
fun of me for hang ing on to ev ery thing but when some one
needs some thing they al ways come to me.” My fa ther al -
ways says, “I don’t know. I’d like to live in a stain less steel 
house with a drain in the mid dle.”

(Changes the slide.)

Okay. Um. Okay, I don’t know how this one got in here.
This is Peg’s fam ily. This is from a huge fam ily party that I 
went to at Peg’s par ents’ house sev eral years ago. It was in -
cred i ble. There were hun dreds of them, Healeys, Dohertys,
Flahertys… They were all healthy and Irish and good look -
ing. They all played sports all day. And at one point in the
af ter noon, an other one of the in-laws asked me, “Does your 
fam ily have par ties like this?” And I said, “No, no. My
fam ily’s all ei ther dead or crip pled.”

(Changes the slide.)
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Okay. This is some thing that I might also use in the video.
This is my dad here in his of fice, you can see—we were
tap ing some in ter views here—and be hind him you can see
this wa ter color por trait that was done of him when he was
an Amer i can GI. I think he paid a Ger man sol dier some -
thing like three packs of cig a rettes to paint this for him. It’s 
re ally so beau ti ful. My dad was drafted by the Amer i can
Army, af ter he man aged to get him self de clas si fied as an
en emy alien, and then he was sent back to Ger many where
he worked as an army in ter ro ga tor, ques tion ing Ger man…
well, I was go ing to say POWs but they were n’t re ally
POWs. They were…arrestees, I guess you’d call them…or
maybe de tain ees is a better word. (De lighted with this stu -
pid joke oc cur ring to her.) If they were “arrestees” I guess
they’d be Greek.

(Changes the slide.)

Okay, this is my fam ily—my mother’s side of the fam ily— 
the ones I ac tu ally know. And here you can see we’re about 
to leave for Ce dar Point—we’re here in front of my cous -
ins’ house. There are about nine or ten of us who take this
trip ev ery year and when we do we sep a rate out into three
great big Amer i can-made cars. You can see here my par -
ents’ Mer cury Mar quis, and here’s my cous ins’ Bu ick Sky -
lark and here I think you can see just the cor ner of my
brother’s full-sized Ford Econoline van. Ce dar Point is, I
would say, about three, maybe three and a half hours from
Lan sing, and when we take this trip ev ery year we set aside 
three whole days so that we have a full day at the park and
then an en tire day for travel on ei ther side. And dur ing this
epic cross-coun try trek these three ve hi cles re main in con -
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tact at all times with the use of—I think you can see a lit tle 
bit here on my par ents’ dash board—walkie-talk ies. I
brought this pic ture be cause my mother says that I ex ag ger -
ate when I talk about the fam ily but, I mean, look at the
pic tures.

My mother is hor ri fied at the pros pect of peo ple in her
house with video cam eras and she keeps bring ing up that
1970s PBS se ries on the Loud Fam ily. And on our sec ond
day in Mich i gan she takes all of us over to the Pil grim
House so that we can buy all new chairs for the liv ing
room. Now, my par ents have been in a sol idly up per mid -
dle-class tax bracket for at least thirty-five years but
they’ve never owned a piece of fur ni ture that was n’t pre vi -
ously owned by some one else, but I think that it’s the
threat of im mor tal ity by video that brings out in my mother 
an al most ir re sist ible urge to re dec o rate.

I’m try ing to re mem ber how many times we ac tu ally went
to Ce dar Point as a fam ily when I was grow ing up. It’s oc -
cur ring to me that it’s one of those fake “tra di tions” my
mother uses to get me to come home more of ten. Like how 
she asks me ev ery year, “Are you go ing to make it home
for Christ mas this year?” And I say, “I don’t come home
for Christ mas. Mom. I have never come home for Christ -
mas. We are not Chris tians. Stop try ing to trick me!”

(Leaves the slide as she is over taken by this next story.
From this point on she will shift be tween story threads
with out pause or apol ogy, each new thread over tak ing
her nat u rally, in the way con scious ness jumps from one

2.5 MIN UTE RIDE 13



thing to an other. For clar ity, these shifts are notated
here with as ter isks.)

Eliz a beth drives like a demon over pitch-dark Pol ish roads. 
Dad sits in the back and tells us sto ries. I ask ques tions. I
keep my voice firm. I keep my cry ing to my self.
“Were you look ing for your par ents?”
“No, I had done that the sum mer be fore.”
“And was it hard to ac cept it? Was it shock ing?”
“No, I don’t think it was hard to ac cept it be cause I don’t
think I did ac cept it. I knew but I think some where I
thought maybe they were still alive. I don’t think I ac -
cepted it un til a few years ago, in Lan sing. It was the win -
ter and it was so cold and I was shiv er ing. In my coat. And 
I re al ized this would only hap pen to them once. They were
old and they stood out side, lined up in the cold and they
were of no use to any one and they were killed.”

*

At the en trance to the Mag num there are signs all over
which say un der no cir cum stances is this ride suit able for
peo ple who are el derly, di a betic, or have heart con di tions. I 
look at my fa ther. He can’t read the signs be cause, in ad di -
tion to hav ing all the con di tions listed, he is also le gally
blind. I tell him what it says and I say, “Are you sure this
is a good idea?” And he says, “I don’t have to do any thing. 
All I have to do is sit there.” And then he pops a ni tro glyc -
er ine in his mouth. “Well, then, why are you do ing that?” I
say. “Just in case.” I try to get him to pre tend to take an -
other one so that Mary can tape him do ing it. This might
make a very nice video mo ment. But he says no be cause he 
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is wor ried that if the girls who run the rides see him tak ing
a pill they won’t let him on.

*

A hor ri ble mo ment in the park ing lot. We think they’re go -
ing to make us pay to go in. No way, no way, no way. In
the car we don’t say any thing to each other but it’s clear to
all of us that we can’t pay an ad mis sion fee for Auschwitz.
Oh. They’re only charg ing us for park ing. Well. Okay.

*

My brother is getting married. In Peg’s family when
someone’s getting married, her parents say, “Oh, isn’t it
exciting? They’re so in love.” In my fam ily when some -
one’s getting mar ried, my parents say, “Well, I hope they
know what they’re doing. They seem to be crazy about
each other.” My brother lived on the third floor of my
parents’ house until a few years ago when my mother asked 
him to go live in the attic of my dead grandmother’s house. 
Peg and I had spent a month living in that house the
summer after my grandmother died, about seven or eight
years ago, to help my mom organize an estate sale. The
house was packed, floor to ceiling with things. Like, there
was a whole room full of Avon my grandmother had
bought because she felt sorry for the Avon lady. We tried to 
sell as much of her stuff as we could but there was just too
much and there was the added problem of my mother’s
attitude. When someone would ask for a lower price on
something, my mother would snatch the item out of their
hands and say, “I know exactly how much my mother paid
for this item twenty-five years ago and if you don’t want it
for that price I’ll just keep it myself.” So now, eight years
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later, the house is still full of this stuff although it has all
been organized on the first floor on steel shelving along
with the large collection of gay male pornography left by
my grandmother’s brother, my great-uncle Robert, who also 
lived in the house, who was a horribly twisted and bitter
old closet case who never had a cheerful or generous word
to say to anyone. His two most often used phrases, actually, 
were, “My God in heaven,” and “99.9% of the people,”
which he would combine into sentences sometimes, such
as, “My God in heaven! 99.9% of the people who go to
that breakfast bar over at the Big Boy restaurant just shovel 
the food into their mouths! They just shovel it in!” The
month we stayed in Lansing to help out we lived in the
house with him. He refused to learn Peggy’s name and
referred to her only as, “That girl you people call Peggy!”
Anyway, now my uncle is dead and my brother lives in the 
house so that my mother can keep it insured. Peg says that
David better never get in trouble with the law because he
lives like a serial killer. “I mean look at the facts,” she
says, “He lives in the attic of his dead grandmother’s house 
filled with gay male pornography because his mother
makes him.”

My brother met his fi ancée on the com puter. He wanted to
meet a Jew ish girl and he lives in Lan sing, Mich i gan, so he 
signed onto Amer ica Online and went right to the Jew ish
sin gles room where he got down to the busi ness of find ing
a wife. Ev ery girl seemed re ally great to him. I tried to fig -
ure out his stan dards. They seemed to me to be some thing
like, “Well, she does n’t seem to have a crim i nal re cord. I
think I’ll marry her.” Finally, though, fi nally, he met the
right girl. Shoshi Rivkin from Brook lyn. They asked us to
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be brides maids. “Yes, we’d love to!” we said when they
called to tell us they were en gaged. It seemed like such a
funny joke. A few days later we re al ized we had agreed to
be brides maids. I, in par tic u lar, re al ized I had agreed to
wear a match ing out fit with my girl friend. This seemed to
me to be a spe cial kind of night mare. I called to tell Shoshi 
how ter ri bly hon ored we were but we just could n’t be
brides maids but we would be happy to sing. I don’t know
why I told her that. I wanted to write a funny song for the
re cep tion. Peggy was hor ri fied. “What kind of a funny
song?” she said, “Da vid, we thought you were a neu ter /
un til you met a girl on the com puter?” Then they wanted
us to sing a He brew song in the cer e mony. Then they told
us we could n’t sing be cause their rabbi is Or tho dox and he
told them that Or tho dox men can not be in the pres ence of a 
sing ing woman. They said they hoped we were n’t of fended 
by that. “Hey,” I said, “It’s your wed ding and we want
what you want.” I’m try ing to take my mother’s ad vice.
She says, “I’m just go ing to go to that wed ding and pre tend 
I’m watch ing a Na tional Geo graphic spe cial on TV.” But I
have a hor ri ble vi sion. I can see my self at their wed ding
wear ing a man’s suit and chomp ing a big ci gar and I’m
afraid that ev ery time the rabbi walks by I will com pul -
sively sing at him, “There’s No Busi ness Like Show Busi -
ness!”

(A new slide clicks into place. She picks up the la ser
pointer and de scribes the new “im age.”)

Ah. This is poor Mary stand ing on the exit stairs of the
Iron Dragon. Un der no cir cum stances would they let us
bring a video cam era on a roller coaster but one of the girls 
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told us that Mary could go up the exit stairs and shoot from 
the plat form on the other side. But when she got there they
gave her a re ally hard time and she was re ally pissed off,
you know, be cause these lit tle high school amuse ment park 
girls were get ting all snippy with her and mak ing her stand
in the sun and she al ready had that kind of ag gra vated look 
that les bi ans get in amuse ment parks in Ohio. So she told
me that I would have to go first and con vince the girls to
let her onto the exit plat form. And I found a method that
worked pretty well, ac tu ally. I’d say, “Can my friend shoot
here?” And the girls would say, “Well…um…uh-uh…”
Then I’d say, “We’re do ing a doc u men tary video about my
fa ther. He’s a sev enty-five-year-old, blind, di a betic Ho lo -
caust sur vi vor…with a heart con di tion.” And they’d say,
(overwhelmed with sym pa thy) “Oh. Oh. Okay.” It’s pain -
fully easy to place the weight of the world right on a teen -
age girl’s shoul ders.

*

We flew from Mich i gan to France, to save money, and then 
trav eled by train to Ger many. The train trip was a night -
mare. Dad had brought four bags as if he was trav el ing
with a va let when in fact there was only me. Also I could -
n’t read any of the signs be cause I don’t speak Ger man and 
he speaks Ger man, of course, but he can’t see to read them
and so I had to sound them out. This was an ex er cise in
pure hu mil i a tion. I’d say, (mak ing a great ef fort to be clear 
but quiet enough to avoid at ten tion. She has no idea how to 
pro nounce these words) “Waehlen…Sie…jetzt…die Vor -
wahl…und (long pause cul mi nat ing in a deep sigh of in ev i -
ta ble hu mil i a tion) gewuenschte…Ruf…Ruf nummer…”
And he’d say, “What? Speak up. I can’t hear you.”
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*

There’s noth ing like watch ing some one else watch your
fam ily to re ally give you some per spec tive. I keep catch ing 
Peggy and Mary star ing at var i ous mem bers of my fam ily
like this: (hands rush to her face as she stag gers back ward
as if wit ness ing a scene of hor ror.) They don’t un der stand
why my fam ily likes to come here. Now that they bring it
up, I guess I don’t re ally ei ther. Three mem bers of my fam -
ily are, to use an ex pres sion I think you’re not sup posed to
use any more but it’s the ex pres sion my fam ily uses to de -
scribe it self: “crip pled.” As in the phrase, “So crip pled up
we can hardly walk.” In ad di tion to be ing crip pled they are 
also in great, great pain. They gasp and moan with pain all
day. It is in this state that my fam ily, once a year, tack les a
fif teen-acre amuse ment park. This year, along with her
wheel chair, my aunt Francie is also de pend ent on an ox y -
gen tank which must be wheeled along side of her. It’s so
hot that the park is nearly de serted and my mother and my
aunt con sider any thing above fifty de grees a heat wave.
The sad truth is that my fam ily co mes to Ce dar Point for
the food. I can’t bear it. A few years ago, af ter a lit tle ther -
apy, I be gan to be aware that the women in my fam ily of -
ten say things like, “Oh, I’m re ally not hun gry. I could n’t
eat a thing. I think I’ll just have some pud ding.” Or, “I just
need a lit tle some thing light, maybe some pie.” And as
soon as we ar rive at Ce dar Point, Aunt Francie, true to
form, says, “I re ally don’t feel good. I think I need a ham -
burger.” The day has just be gun and al ready I’m feel ing
trapped, trapped, trapped with my fam ily. I in vol un tarily
leave my body and squish my whole self into my brain
where a voice in my head is rant ing, “A ham burger will not 
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make you feel better! Shut up! Shut up about ham burg ers!
It’s 10:00 in the morn ing for godsakes! Eating the ham -
burg ers at Ce dar Point is prob a bly what put you in that
wheel chair in the first place!” My ther apy brain kicks in. I
think, “Now, Lisa, this re ac tion seems a lit tle ex treme. Is it
your aunt you are de spis ing or the part of you that is ca pa -
ble of eat ing a ham burger at 10:00 in the morn ing?” These
thoughts must be leak ing out of my brain onto my face be -
cause I see Peggy giv ing me the “chill-out-it’s-only-10:00”
look! I try to re en ter my body but when I do I see that
Aunt Francie is eat ing from out of her purse sev eral cold
sau sages left over from break fast at the Bob Ev ans. I con -
cen trate on mak ing my face blank and just fol low ing
Peggy, and I try not to think about how last night at the
Friendly’s my aunt went on for ten min utes to the waiter
about what foods make her choke.

*

When Eliz a beth does n’t eat she gets in sane. She drives up
on curbs and the wrong way down one-way streets. I try to
coax her to eat. “Would you like a cookie?” “No!” she
says. “I can’t stand those cook ies. I can’t even look at them 
any more. They make me sick.” And she hurls them into the 
back seat where my fa ther looks be wil dered, think ing
some thing is blow ing in through the win dows. I say, “I
think you’re re ally hun gry.” This is so stu pid. It’s like
when you’re lit tle and your mother says, “You’re act ing
tired,” which, I don’t know about you, but in ev i ta bly made
me fu ri ous. And Eliz a beth yells at me, “I’M NOT HUN -
GRY! I’M JUST DRIVING BUT THIS COUN TRY IS
STU PID AND THE POL ISH PEO PLE ARE STU PID
AND THERE’S NO FOOD HERE AND THAT’S FINE. I
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DON’T CARE. I’M NOT HUN GRY.” As she con tin ues
this rant she picks up speed, at one point hit ting about
sixty-five miles per hour on a dirt road. She’s right though.
There is no food in Po land. Well, maybe there is but they
keep it a se cret. Where are the big neon signs? That’s my
ques tion. How do you lo cate food with out big neon signs?
I’m also sick of the lit tle Dutch an ise cook ies we’ve been
eat ing for three days, al though, un like Eliz a beth, that has n’t 
stopped me from eat ing them. “Wait, stop,” I say, “There’s
a res tau rant!” “No,” Eliz a beth says, “I don’t care.” “Eliz a -
beth, honey, we have to eat some thing. Please, Eliz a beth,
we have to go back to the res tau rant. Oh my God. Come
on, Eliz a beth, you have to stop the car. Eliz a beth, stop this
car! Eliz a beth, stop this car NOW!”

We’ve found a Pol ish pizza par lor. There’s only one thing
on the menu. Pizza. We each or der two pieces of this pizza
even though we are fully aware of its na ture. A piece of
white toast with melted Amer i can cheese and ketchup
poured on top. We eat the pizza. And we like it. This might 
ac tu ally go over big in the Mid west where cheese is a vi tal
com po nent of ev ery dish. No food is con sid ered ed ible in
the Mid west un less it is fried and cov ered with melted
cheese. Health food in the Mid west is any thing in a pita.
Like a Big Mac in a pita would be con sid ered health food
in the Mid west. And so I set tle back into my Mid west ern
her i tage and I en joy the greasy, cheesy toast. I or der a
third.

(A new slide appears.)
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Okay, we’re go ing back a lit tle bit in time here. This is a
pic ture from 1983 and here you can see me and my dad
and we’re stand ing in front of the Demon Drop which is a
three-story free fall. Ce dar Point is known as Amer ica’s
Roller Coast be cause it has more roller coast ers than any
other amuse ment park in Amer ica and ev ery year they add
a new one. And in 1983 they added the Demon Drop and
Dad asked me if I wanted to ride it. And I laughed. I
thought he was jok ing be cause at that time my fam ily did -
n’t ride the roller coast ers. We mostly stuck to the more
hand i capped ac ces si ble rides. Like the Riverboat Ride was
one of our fa vor ites, which is a sce nic tour down the
mighty quar ter-mile-long Ce dar River where you pass a
num ber of man ne quins, you know, an i mated man ne quins,
en gaged in a va ri ety of ac tiv i ties like, oh, you know, play -
ing the banjo, get ting caught in the out house, en gag ing in a 
feud, a scalp ing, that sort of thing… But this first year of
the Demon Drop, Dad asked and asked and asked about it.
He brought it up in the morn ing at Jun gle Larry’s Sa fari
and then again dur ing lunch at Fron tier Vil lage and at the
end of the day when we were head ing back to the park ing
lot via the Swiss Cha let Sky Ride, he asked about it again
and all of a sud den it dawned on me. “Do you want to ride
the Demon Drop?” I said. And he said, “Oh. Well, if that’s
what would make you happy.”

It’s hard to de scribe a three-story free fall. It’s not bad, re -
ally. It’s not good. It’s just like: (sud den, shocked ex ha la -
tion of all the air in lungs as if kicked in the stom ach.)
When it was over, about a sec ond and a half af ter it be gan,
I was speech less, I was aghast. I looked at my dad. He was 
grin ning. A crazy sort of a grin.
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That first ride on the Demon Drop was the sum mer be fore
he lost most of his vi sion. Be fore that time he had just a
small blind spot in his left eye. Some one told me that my
mother thought that maybe it was that first ride on the
Demon Drop that caused the hem or rhage that took the rest
of his cen ter vi sion leav ing him with just pe riph eral sight.
All of a sud den the mid dle was gone. Only the edges re -
mained. Dad does n’t think the Demon Drop caused his vi -
sion loss. And even if it did, he says, “the dam age is
done.”

At his of fice we tape him show ing us all the tools he has to 
help him see. The closed-cir cuit TV, the over head pro jec tor, 
and, of course, the big bag of eye glasses, worth $2,000,
that he car ries with him ev ery where. He has one pair of
thick half glasses he uses so that he can sign a check or a
credit card slip, and one pair of bin oc u lars mounted on
glasses frames that en able him to make out a tele phone
num ber writ ten in big dig its on a note pad and, of course,
his ten- power mon oc u lar that lets him read a sign far
away, word for word. He says to us, “It’s in ter est ing how
the brain com pen sates. For in stance, Lisa, where your head 
is, I see a…a flower pat tern.

*

In Po land we see men cart ing hay in horse-drawn wag ons,
old women dig ging po ta toes, empty streets in run down cit -
ies. I thought I’d be so fas ci nated to see this world where
the clock had stopped fifty years be fore but now, to my
hor ror, I find I’m just like Edna from the World Apart
Travel Agency in Lan sing, Mich i gan, who had said to me
be fore I left, “East ern Eu rope? Oh, cripes, that’s de press -
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ing.” Where is the mall? That’s what I’d love to see, the
Pol ish mall where I could look at the dif fer ent items in the
Pol ish card shops and buy funny things to bring home for
the cous ins and for Peg. I’d feel so much better if I could
just buy some thing. How did I end up in Po land any way
when where I re ally wanted to be was Pol ish-Land where I
could go to the Pierogi-Hut and buy a kielbasa hero from a 
fresh-faced high school stu dent. I don’t speak Pol ish. I
don’t speak Ger man ei ther but at least when I was there I
could tell where the words be gin and end. Here I feel like
I’m lis ten ing to gib ber ish. One time we stop at a bus stop
to ask a man for di rec tions and when he an swers me I start
to laugh. I laugh right in his face. I’m not laugh ing at him.
I’m laugh ing at how ab surd it is that I’m lis ten ing to him
as if I had the vagu est idea what he is say ing. He ges tures
that he wants to get into our car. He’s go ing to ride with us 
so he can point us in the right di rec tion. He di rects us to
his house. Then he gets out and says some thing like, “Blah
blah blah. Pointy pointy point. Pol ish pol ish pol ish pol -
ish…”

It’s a good thing Eliz a beth has a sixth sense about where
we’re go ing. I’m sup pos edly the nav i ga tor but in Po land
I’m hope less. The roads are all tiny and curvy and it’s hard 
to iden tify which is which since they all seem to be spelled 
C Z Y C N Z S Y. But Eliz a beth just glances at the map
and she’s off. Speeding us in the di rec tion of Auschwitz.

*

What is my mother go ing to do about this wed ding? This is 
ex actly the kind of event she’s been stu di ously avoid ing for 
the past thirty years. In a cer tain way we won der why my
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brother would even have a wed ding when it means putt ing
my mother in this sit u a tion? She hates cer e mony. She hates 
rit ual. She has a law that she never goes any where where
you have to wear panty hose. And then there is the No Pic -
ture Rule. This is re ally the thing. This is the heart of the
mat ter. We do not take pic tures of my mother. And this is -
n’t a joke. No sneak ing up is al lowed. We never, never take 
pic tures of my mother and it’s funny re ally be cause she
loves pic tures of other peo ple. She loves them so much that 
some times I think she would like to have a copy of ev ery
pic ture taken of ev ery per son she ever met. She can’t bear
to think of a mo ment be ing lost when it could have been
re corded. (To some one in the au di ence.) If you were ever
re corded on video and you tell my mother about it she’ll
say, “Oh, I’d like to have a copy of that.” So it’s funny, re -
ally, that she won’t let us take pic tures of her.

(A se ries of slides ap pears. She de scribes them.)

My mother looks girl ish and wom an ish and very happy and 
she’s beam ing out of a tiny color photo in a big, blue pic -
ture hat. Be hind her, my fa ther, with his hand on her shoul -
der, purses his lips and rolls his eyes up, mug ging away,
un be knownst to her. It is their wed ding pic ture. There are a 
few pic tures af ter that. Their trip to Eu rope. I was con -
ceived in Ven ice, you know. Well, not ac tu ally in Ven ice
but in the nearby town of Mestra where the ho tels are a lot
cheaper. In these pic tures she is windblown and beau ti ful
and so happy. My dad is dark and mys te ri ous. Thick dark
hair. Huge brown eyes. Mom showed me let ters he wrote
to her when they were first mar ried. Scores of them. De -
scribing their life to gether. All writ ten as if to some one
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