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“When you cease to dream you cease to live.”


—Malcolm Forbes
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I entered this world already a mini adult, an old soul. Coming out of the birth canal, I told my mother, Spread a little wider, you’re screwing up my hair. And boom, I was born.


In all seriousness, though, I never really had a childhood. I felt that I was put on this earth to protect my mother and just be her friend, rather than experience what it was like to be a little girl. Did I enjoy my life? Yes. When I think back on it, in a way, I was the center of everyone’s universe—my mother’s and my grandparents’. But I don’t remember it being carefree.


I never ate enough and I was much too skinny, which was frowned upon in the Hungarian immigrant culture, where food was a luxury and a meaty girl was considered beautiful. Still, Marge Sr. would dress me to the nines, because looking pulled together was the most important thing to her—certainly more important than something like school. I was basically her best accessory, the perfect doll that you could mold into whatever you wanted it to be. We would go to the pool in our matching bathing suits, just like a sex-kitten Barbie and her cute little sidekick. I thought she was so beautiful, but I also thought it was totally normal to parade around poolside, twinning with my mother in full weave, eyelashes, and high heels. I didn’t realize till I was older, and in therapy, that this was not the norm. At the time, I wanted to grow up and be just like her. Why wouldn’t I? She got so much attention. But I just wanted her attention.


I know she loved me, but she was young—only twenty when she had me—and by the time I was four years old, she would leave me crying at my grandparents’ house because she was working or on a date. She would make excuses, and for some strange reason, I would have sympathy for her. I would be the one feeling guilty, which is not the way it should have been. It was some Freaky Friday role reversal.


But don’t worry, I had a good way of making her feel badly too. I would bawl my eyes out, and then she’d buy me presents. I learned the art of manipulation at a very young age, which has worked well for me in life, so I guess her negligence served some purpose.


I didn’t have a father to step in, which meant Marge Sr. didn’t have anyone to share the burden of parenting with. My father, who was eleven years older than my mother, was Hungarian too. They were both FOBs—fresh off the boat. He was a handsome bad boy, right up my mother’s alley. She was always attracted to men who didn’t treat her nicely. And my father happened to fall into that category.


My mother didn’t intend to get pregnant, but once it happened, she and my father decided to get hitched, in a romantic ceremony at the courthouse. She wore a brown-and-white polka-dot pantsuit. The outfit alone was an omen of things to come… Seriously, Marge Sr., what were you thinking? I doubt she would have married him if she hadn’t been pregnant, especially if my grandfather had had anything to say about it. In fact, he told her not to do it, but she didn’t listen. She got married anyway, and had me, the little Marge. Fortunately, even though Margaret is a very serious name for a child, it suited my sophisticated nature. And no, people, it’s not narcissistic to name your daughter after yourself in Hungarian culture, though it does seem strange to most. I always answer any question about my insane life with Hey, we’re European, and that shuts them up. You should try it next time you’re at a loss for words.


I didn’t know that having no father around was abnormal, even though all my friends had one. I thought it was optional, like small fries or large? Once I was a bit older, I remember saying to Marge Sr., Mommy, where’s my daddy? And she answered, He’s not around. We’re divorced, which I took at face value, because you can’t miss what you never had.


What I did not realize was that there was much more to the story.


Apparently, my father was both verbally and physically abusive to my mother (I didn’t find that out until years later when I saw their divorce papers). She told me there was one Easter when she couldn’t make it to my grandparents’ house because he’d beaten her up so badly that she was in the hospital, and they had to lie about why my mother couldn’t be there. My grandfather would have killed him for sure, and my mother saved him.


Thankfully, after a year and a half, she finally found the courage to file for divorce when I was about two years old. Then, Marge Sr., who’s known for her dramatic behavior, decided to move us out one day while he was at work. Basically, she tricked him. She acted very sweet, and as soon as he’d left, she called a moving company and packed all of our stuff, and off we went. She’d already lined up another apartment for us in Edison, New Jersey.


Unfortunately, my father did not appreciate this quick getaway. He was a very jealous man, and it caused him to have a nervous breakdown. Within a few weeks after our heated departure, she was already dating… classic Marge Sr. No grass grew under her feet. One eventful night, she stuck me at my grandparents’ house and went on a date, and my father, unbeknownst to her, had been following her and was sent into a fit of rage. Instead of taking their breakup in stride, he waited in the bushes by her apartment as she brought her unsuspecting date back. Then he casually attempted to shoot them through the window! No biggie. My father felt that if he couldn’t have my mother, no one should. Mercifully, the bullet missed. Of course, the date got freaked out and ran away. (I don’t know what made Marge Sr. more upset, that she lost her date or that she was shot at.) So she called the police and my father was carted off to jail. Then she went to visit him and agreed not to press charges, because, sure, why would she do that?! She’s always had a soft spot for the crazy.


Following that psychotic episode, my father was rarely ever seen, unless he was attached to a bar. My mother decided we should never see him again. Good job, Marge Sr.! We think he’s dead now. Honestly, I’ve never bothered to look him up. With my luck, he’d need money, and I can’t take one more person trying to mooch.


In my younger years, I spent a lot of time with my grandparents, even though my grandmother never spoke English, only Hungarian. My grandfather was fluent in both. They lived close by our apartment in Edison. What’s strange is I remember that our rent was $350 a month. Why would I even know how much the fucking rent was? Because my mother told me. She told me everything. It was TMI. Marge Sr. was always TMI, and to this day, she still is. The apartment was a one-bedroom in a complex with a beautiful pool. She would let me stay in the bedroom with her and sleep in her bed, which I loved. I would sleep with her for many years, and to this day, when we travel, I still cuddle up with her. Remember, we are European.


I think I saw my grandparents every day. We were very, very close. Marge Sr.’s parents were nothing like her. They were immigrants who saved every penny they made. Conversely, my mother—also an immigrant—was a decadent spendthrift. She would take me shopping twice a year to a very fancy children’s store called Pride and Joy and buy me a full wardrobe, because that’s where she had always wanted to shop when she was a child. Marge Sr. was always a hard worker and a great earner, but she was better at spending. She made sure that I had everything she was deprived of. As a girl, I was adorned like the perfect little doll. We were two glamour-pusses walking down the street.


I do recall tumultuous fights between my mother and my grandmother, in Hungarian. All of which I understood. Believe it or not, The Marge didn’t speak a word of English until kindergarten. My grandmother would call my mother a gypsy whore, and my grandfather would always defend my mother. She was his favorite child since their son (my uncle) had died at the age of nine being blown up by a hand grenade back in Hungary during World War II.


Eventually, I did go to nursery school, at least for a little while, but I did not like it one bit, and I didn’t understand nap time at all. I was not a child who napped. I was a child who watched soap operas. I grew up glued to General Hospital and All My Children at a young age, with my grandmother. Susan Lucci’s character, Erica Kane, was my idol. So when I was suddenly not allowed to watch soap operas because I had to go to nursery school, I was like, I’m flying the coop! Get me the fuck out of here! I cried so hard and told Marge Sr. that I absolutely couldn’t stay there. I was like, Who are these people? They’re too childish for me! I dropped out and went back to watching soap operas all day with my grandmother, and sometimes went with her to clean houses. We would go to her clients’ homes and they were very kind to me. They would feed me fabulous lunches while my grandmother worked… Sometimes I would help. I enjoyed doing that more than going to nursery school, but with that being said, I haven’t cleaned a toilet since. During my dropout years, I also spent time perfecting my driving skills. I remember sitting on my grandfather’s lap, helping him drive his big Cadillac when I was only three years old. I mean, there weren’t car seats then, and I was very coordinated.


By the time I got to kindergarten, the kids had matured a little and I deemed them acceptable for me to socialize with. Still, each day after school I would go to my grandparents’ house because my mother had a full-time job. She worked at a company called Anchor Motor Freight, and she climbed her way up the ladder from secretary to accounting supervisor. Marge Sr. had an amazing work ethic, to the point of prioritizing it ahead of everything. Making money to support us and give me a better life was important to her—unfortunately… try explaining that to a five-year-old who only wanted her mommy. Luckily, I focused on my schoolwork and did everything for myself, since Marge Sr. was extremely preoccupied. I was good in school up until my later years, when I was a little bit of a fuck-around, but I was always smart enough that I could pull it together. Marge Sr. didn’t care; she felt it was my responsibility.


For most of my time growing up, my mother had an amazing boyfriend, Wayne, whom I absolutely adored and am still close with. He really was a father figure to me, though he seemed jealous sometimes of my relationship with my mother and would compete with me. For example, we would play air hockey together, and he would always accuse me of cheating when I won. Most men are sore losers, I’ve found. Regardless, we were very close, and he was very loving and doting. Wayne was actually the mailman who delivered mail to Marge Sr.’s office, and she made sure she took advantage of the situation, since he got off work early. She would have him pick me up from school many days, and we would do my homework together and watch the Muppets. Wayne had issues with second-grade math, something to do with a new style of teaching… Need I say more?


Wayne also bought me my first dog, for which I am forever grateful. He still speaks of the dent it left in his bank account thanks to my mother, who insisted I have a purebred! We’d seen the cutest Lhasa apso at the park, and I’d fallen in love. My mother told Wayne in the nicest Marge Sr. way, “Margaret wants that dog. Go to the bank right now and take out the cash.” I remember the dog costing a ridiculous amount of money. Probably close to $250, which was insanely expensive for the seventies. But poor Wayne would have done anything to please Marge Sr., so he did exactly as she said, on his mailman’s salary. The next day we were at the breeder, cash in hand, bringing home my new puppy. From the minute she arrived home, she ruled the house. So we appropriately named her Queenie, therefore giving me the best stripper name (your first pet’s name + the name of your first street = your stripper name). Hellooo Queenie MacGregor!


Marge Sr. had Wayne wrapped around her finger, and while she did love him very much, for some reason he was never enough for her. She felt that Wayne was not evolving and advancing, so she kept all her married boyfriends on the side. Looking back, I think Wayne wanted to marry her. Incidentally, I found out as an adult that Wayne was married to a woman named Judy when he met Marge Sr. But he left Judy a week after meeting my mom. So Marge Sr. really had the power of the puss! What’s funny is that, years later, Wayne and my mother would go out with Judy and her new husband. Very civilized.


My mom and Wayne had a lot of friends, which I loved. Art and Dan, Danny and Cathy, Ronnie and Lisa—I remember all of their names because they had such an impact on my life. They were all so sweet to me. It was the swinging seventies and there was a lot of fun. I saw them partying and in various stages of undress. It was wild. I knew every intimate detail of their lives, like that Ronnie and Lisa were having affairs. Why I needed to be privy to information like that is beyond me, but at the time it made me feel special. I was getting the inside scoop; I was everyone’s little BFF. I was loved and important. Years later in therapy I found out this was a big no-no and that it had given me my issues with feeling unsafe. Therapy taught me that I hadn’t been old enough to process this adult information and that the privilege was actually more of a burden. Children need stability, not uncertainty. Ask Marge Sr. and she would say, It was the Nixon years. Get over it.


Marge Sr. was always ahead of her time socially. I recall seeing Art and Dan hold hands one evening at our house, and asking my mom where their wives were. She didn’t bat an eyelash before responding, “Well, they are in love with each other.” No big explanation necessary; it was completely normal. I never learned about the unfortunate discrimination the LGBTQ+ community faced until years later. It was shocking, and the reason I am passionate about being an ally to the community today. In Marge Sr.’s eyes, love is love, and that is what she taught me.


Marge Sr. had a lot of love to give, and though she loved Wayne she struggled to be faithful. Wayne knew my mother was unfaithful to him and he was always devastated. He would also confide in me as a young child. He’d say, “Your mother is crazy. She’s difficult.” I felt his pain. We would commiserate over Freihofer’s cookies, which seemed to make everything better for the time being. Even now, I find myself reaching for cookies when Marge Sr. acts up.


The good news is that Marge Sr.’s men were always nice to me. They brought me extravagant gifts and were kind and loving. They knew the quickest way to Marge Sr. was through me. My mother made sure of it. She also made sure that I knew how to keep a secret. It was an unwritten rule: Don’t tell Wayne about the other men. I’ll never forget one night when some guy my mom was screwing around with was hiding in the closet. Wayne had just bought her a beautiful fur coat with much of his savings, and she decided to wear the fur coat on a date with someone else. Not surprisingly, Wayne found out, and before they left for their date, he came banging on the front door. The guy panicked and hid in the closet. I said to my mother, “I have to let Wayne in.” And she said, “No way!” Then she called the police and had him carted off. I felt so sad. I was like, How could you call the police on Wayne? But she didn’t care. She just left me with my babysitter, Jane, and went out to dinner. Marge Sr. was a real piece of work. Poor Wayne, newly released from jail, came over the next morning like nothing ever happened, and we all made our way to the Pancake House. All My Children had nothing on us!


By the time I was nine, we’d moved into a town house development, two doors down from a rabbi and his wife, who had the cutest sons, Rafi and Michael Crane. They were my very good friends; Rafi was my first crush, and they took me to temple. It was my earliest foray into Judaism, and I showed up in my best dress, to impress. It was the anniversary of Kristallnacht, which I knew nothing about. I listened intently as they recounted the atrocious event. That night was also the first time I learned about the Holocaust. I specifically remember Rabbi Crane talking about the children being torn from their parents and watching them die. I left temple with a newfound respect and understanding of Jewish history. It still resonates with me to this day. Marge Sr. was very into exposing me to every religion and culture.


At this time, I also convinced my mother that I no longer needed to go to my grandparents’ house after school and that I could go home to our town house. I said I could take care of myself. And she was like, Oh, you think so? Okay. I mean, she took advice from a nine-year-old. Obviously, I was very convincing and she was very gullible. So we were the perfect pair.


Sidenote: I did still have to make a pit stop at my grandparents’ sometimes, to administer my grandmother’s insulin shot. A mini Nurse Ratched trying to not kill my grandmother with air in the syringe while also poking her a little extra hard on days she annoyed me. Sick shit.


Anyway, back at the town house… Shockingly, nothing bad ever happened. I had lots of friends, including my best friend Vena, who was the daughter of Indian doctors. She was great. Since my mother would come home late from work, they would feed me delicious Indian food. It was the most diverse, amazing neighborhood. And Vena’s parents were so good to me.


I will admit that I knew my mom was different from my friends’ moms. Often, they felt threatened by her. I knew this because they would interrogate me on my playdates with their pointed questions. Oh, so your mother works? What does she do? Even as a little girl you can tell when someone’s being snide. She was successful. She supported herself. She didn’t have a husband and she didn’t need one. All the husbands adored her. She was the life of the party—a very dynamic, big personality, which some of the moms didn’t appreciate. She was a very modern bon vivant in a conventional New Jersey town. Let’s remember that divorce was not common, and single parenthood brought a lot of judgment. Not at all fair, but she didn’t help the case by showing up braless and in hot pants. I’m still jealous of those perky boobs!


On the other hand, my friends adored Marge Sr. She was the fun mom. She would take me and my friends shopping for Barbies. We would have sleepovers and she would let us stay up late eating endless snacks. She’d leave us at home with my fabulously fun babysitter, Jane Herbert, who would entertain us with her guitar playing and singing. She was a real Jewish Joni Mitchell. I liked that aspect of my mother—she was decadent, indulgent, and made us feel special, even though she was never the mom to make sure everything was okay.


Did she know she was different? Not in the moment. I was the adult in the relationship, the responsible one. I was constantly nervous and anxious. I mean, she didn’t even know when to take me to the doctor. One time I told her I had a sore throat—I didn’t complain a lot, so it should have alerted her that something was really wrong. But not Marge Sr.! I wound up getting scarlet fever because my strep throat got so bad. I was very, very sick. She just asked, “Why didn’t you tell me you were so sick?” I was like, Hello? So instead I became the best hypochondriac there ever was. I took this as a lesson to advocate for myself and read every single medical encyclopedia possible. Plus, with all my hours of General Hospital, I was basically a doctor anyway. Once my kids were in the picture, they were at the doctor’s every week. For God’s sake, even our dog still goes to the vet in the middle of the night monthly… We get simultaneous UTIs. Not sure which one of us has the Munchausen.


Marge Sr. was quite the opposite and still is today. Her health is the least of her concerns. Last time she was in the hospital with pneumonia, the height of her concern was how soon I could get to her with a Starbucks. I guess it’s nice to know some things never change.


What was most important to her in my childhood was endless partying; there was a party almost every week. Strangers with barely any clothing. Definitely the smell of pot, which I didn’t recognize at the time, but can now detect a mile away, and I still hate it on my clothes. It was all free love and seventies substances. Let’s not forget they were all in their twenties, children raising a child, or a child raising these children.


I never felt very safe or protected. That’s been a common theme in my life—never feeling like anybody worried about me first. It’s the parent’s job to take care of the child, no matter how old the child is. It was role reversal right from the beginning. I was left on my own. I was this skinny little blonde girl with my Coppertone tan and cutoff shorts. Thinking back, these memories freak me out because I was too sexy for a little girl; too in the know, with a sense of humor that was far too grown up. Marge Sr. didn’t purposely want me to feel unsafe; she felt that knowledge was power. She didn’t want secrets between us, just full disclosure. The part she didn’t realize was that I was a child, and I could not handle adult information; it stole my innocence.


While it was a lot of fun and games to Marge Sr. and her partying friends, it seriously impacted the choices I made. I never wanted to feel out of control. As a result, I’ve never drank or used substances to feel good and enjoy myself. Obviously I’ve had a few drinks in my life, but that’s it. I believe my mother was a total alcoholic, and that many people are and don’t realize it. You don’t have to drink every day to be one—it’s the drinking as a coping mechanism or to feel comfortable in your own skin. When I had my son, it brought back so many childhood memories, I had to ask Marge Sr. to stop drinking. I told her she wouldn’t be allowed near him if she didn’t. It sounds drastic, but this was what I needed for myself and our relationship, and she did that for us. She also smoked when I was little, and I begged her to stop. I said, “I don’t want you to die.” So she quit. I give her credit for that. Truthfully, she thinks I’m a Debbie Downer, but she might be alone in that thought.


There are two occasions from my childhood that really impacted my view on alcohol to this day. The first was when we went to the Sharitskys’ fiftieth wedding anniversary—they were close friends with my grandparents. I remember exactly what my mother was wearing that night. She had on a stunning brown dress with yellow flowers; it was a halter and cut on the bias. She had a beautiful wig on, and my grandmother was so proud of how gorgeous she looked. We always were a shallow crew. My grandmother was a four-foot-eleven beautiful troll with an eye for the glam. I was little, but I also recall being happy that Marge Sr. was so pretty. This was my first out-of-the-house glamorous party at a country club. I felt like Cinderella in my white tulle dress. I was six years old and ready to dance the night away. We walked into the party with Wayne, and all eyes were on my mother. Wayne always felt that he had gotten the prize and everyone was trying to steal it—unfortunately, it was available for the taking. Marge Sr. instantly started drinking and flirting with another man. Not surprisingly, Wayne was jealous. I could just feel the uncomfortable energy.


There was a band, and I was dancing with my grandfather, but there was no denying that Marge Sr. was drunk, drunk, drunk, and throwing herself at this guy. I went over and said, “Mommy, stop. Please stop.” She was laughing so hard that she almost fell over the balcony railing before someone grabbed her. At that moment, I broke out into a hysteria of cries and insisted on leaving. I couldn’t stay and watch her self-destruct, so my grandparents took me to their house to sleep over. My mother didn’t even know I was missing. Hello?!


The next morning, when she came to pick me up, I refused to go home with her. She was so fucking hungover. Her behavior stuck in my head and really disturbed me. I saw it had upset Wayne and my grandparents as well. Everything about it was ugly and not how I wanted to be. It was a confusing dichotomy to want to emulate her and to possess a distaste for her at the same time. On the one hand, I thought she was the most striking woman in the world. She was loving, affectionate, and attentive. She was also very smart and had an amazing work ethic; that’s where I got it from. But on the other hand, I was repulsed by the drinking and the inappropriate actions that came with it.


The other event that I can recall, which started out really fun, was when Marge Sr. had all of her friends at our house and invited all the neighbors too. But when she figured out that my best friend Vena’s parents and the other doctors in our town house complex were having a huge party of their own and weren’t coming to hers, she decided to crash theirs instead. Marge Sr. dragged all of her guests over to Vena’s house. My mother’s friends couldn’t take the spicy food, so she tried convincing all the doctors to go skinny-dipping in the community pool to “cool off.” I think they were horrified that my mom and her crew were completely naked. I thought it was so hysterical.


Until the following day. I slept at Vena’s house that night and overheard her parents talking about how crazy my mother was. And when I went home the next morning, everybody was half-naked and strewn across the living room, and there were dirty dishes piled up to the ceiling. I immediately called my grandparents to tattle on my mother. That pissed her off. No one likes a tattletale, Margaret. She didn’t think she should have to answer to anybody, but I felt differently. I knew she wasn’t a normal mom and was kind of a hot mess, emphasis on the word hot. While her appearance was always spotless and meticulous, she would rather have moved than clean the house. And therefore, I am meticulous and spotless with that too. Never one to use the same towel twice, I obsessively do laundry and dry cleaning.


Don’t get me wrong, there are some elements of my formative years I can laugh about. Like when my mother signed me up for swimming lessons. Marge Sr. never learned to swim. She still can’t swim. So it was very important to her that I learn. Of course she would show up in her bikini like a sex kitten and sit on the side of the pool to show off for the lifeguards and the male instructor. They just threw me in the pool. And while I was about to fucking drown, instead of paying attention to me, they’d be flirting with her. I’m not kidding. I was literally swallowing water and no one gave a shit. I immediately requested to switch to a female teacher so I didn’t die. Amazingly, I became a great swimmer.


Humor aside, though, if I’m being honest, I don’t really know what it’s like to have a mother. I’ve never had one. I’ve said that to her, and I truly believe it. It definitely makes me sad. I know what I’m missing. I love her very much, but I still don’t have that relationship with her. We’re close, inseparable. Everybody knows that. We have a special relationship, but it’s based on friendship, not parenting. I will say, to her credit, that everything she didn’t give to me, she’s given to my son. She’s the ultimate grandmother. She has stepped up tenfold.
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	You can’t choose your start in life, but you can choose how it impacts your decisions later down the road.


	The earlier you realize that you have to advocate for yourself, the better.
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Growing up, I had a very refined palate. Marge Sr. loved to feed me the breakfast of champions—coffee and Oreos.


When I started kindergarten, I was especially proud to share this information. All the kids sat in a circle, and everybody went around to say what they’d had for breakfast that day. One little girl had enjoyed pancakes (how basic). Others had indulged in eggs and bacon. But as soon as our teacher, Ms. Dietrich, came to me and said, “Margaret, what did you have?” I proudly announced my glamorous breakfast of coffee and Oreos. Immediately, I saw the horror on her face. She said, “Coffee and Oreo cookies? Well, that’s not very healthy.” Of course I was totally mortified. Until she got to Rudolph, who admitted he’d eaten hot dogs, which was much worse in her opinion, so I felt better about myself. Thanks, Rudolph.


But, you know, coffee kept me nice and perky. I mean, maybe that’s why nap time really didn’t work for me. I always loved my dose of caffeine. Then I went home and told Marge Sr., and she was like, “It’s not a big deal. We’re very European.” That was always her answer to everything. We’re European. European kids always drink coffee. I told my mother that I felt really badly that Ms. Dietrich was upset. She could see I was distressed. So for Christmas Marge Sr. bought her the most expensive perfume, which, at the time, was Estée Lauder Youth-Dew. The Oreos became a nonissue. If there was one thing my mother taught me very early in life, it was the art of the bribe. She knew that beautiful gifts put people in the right frame of mind, mainly when she’d fucked something up. I would say I’m the same way. I like to give beautiful gifts, but not because I fucked up. It’s the old You can catch more flies with honey trick, and it works well.


My mother let me do whatever I wanted. I called the shots. Thus the coffee and Oreos. Though, in my defense, there wasn’t much else to eat. Our refrigerator was like that of a bachelor. There were high-end cheeses, nuts, party snacks, and alcohol. Nothing else. That’s how I kept my slim little figure. I think I weighed forty-eight pounds until I was in seventh grade. I looked like a stick figure—it was amazing. Everybody was always saying, You’re so skinny, you’re too skinny. I wish I was still so fucking skinny. Thank God for my grandparents or I might have starved to death. They made all my snacks and my lunches. But I never fully ate them. I would go to my grandparents’ after school, and they would feed me again. That is, until I convinced my mother at age nine that I could fend for myself. Then I would make my own lunch of grilled cheese sandwiches.


The only time that Marge Sr. would offer sustenance of any kind was every Saturday. She and Wayne would take me to the Pancake House, and I would get the Rooty Tooty Fresh ’N Fruity. My mother would have her oversized sunglasses on because, now that I think of it, she must have been hungover. Back then I didn’t realize it, but I do remember that she always needed coffee immediately and would have a hemorrhage if the waitress spilled any over the side of the cup. That would send me into a panic, because I thought Marge Sr. seemed like a wicked bitch with her sunglasses and big wig. I mean, she’d go in looking like a fucking movie star, with me, her skinny mini, and Wayne, with his leather jacket and mullet, following right behind her.


Marge Sr.’s priorities changed on a daily basis, based on whatever mood she woke up in. She preferred to buy me an entire new wardrobe than do laundry. Why have old when you can have new?! Sometimes the electricity would be shut off. God knows she’d likely spent our electricity funds on shoes, Diane von Furstenberg dresses, or a new fur. Honestly, Marge Sr. never worried about money, or if she did, she never showed it. I got everything I wanted, because she would completely live for the moment and worry about it never. I’m not like that. I buy, but within reason. And when I have to buckle down, I buckle down. When I don’t have to, I don’t. But my mother had an innate talent for compartmentalizing things and not concerning herself with what tomorrow might look like. She also assumed my grandparents would be there to bail her out if the shit really hit the fan. Listen, they weren’t the Rockefellers, but they were hard workers and saved every penny.


Like the time Marge Sr. decided I was going to learn to play the piano. She’d never had the opportunity to take lessons as a child, so she went out and bought me the biggest and fanciest piano she could find. But it wasn’t really for me. I’d never even mentioned an interest in it. She thought I had beautiful long fingers, which I don’t—just long compared to her stubs. She wanted me to be the female Liberace. Everything she never had as a child, she wanted me to have. She lived vicariously through me. Her way of giving me attention was to shower me with everything she thought I wanted, but all I wanted was stability.


It was a very weird dynamic. I mothered her more than she mothered me. I was a neurotic wreck throughout my whole childhood. I didn’t act nervous, but I was. I had a very mature attitude, and I knew way too much as a young girl, too many adult things. For example, I saw The Exorcist at the ripe age of six. Marge Sr. thought I would simply sleep through the movie, but I still have nightmares about it to this day. I still see Linda Blair’s Regan coming out of my basement, with the green vomit spewing from her mouth, which absolutely freaks me out.


In the middle of the night I’d wake up and my mother would be repainting the entire house and redecorating. I was like, Can this wait till morning?? And she’d reply nonchalantly, I needed to change the color of the walls. Puce is in this season. Of course that made complete sense. Being in style is still one of our core values.


Marge Sr. always had an explanation for her odd behavior. Most of the time, she blamed it on the diet pills she took (aka speed). She was always on a diet; that part was true. Even though all she cared about was how she looked, she didn’t treat her body very well. Marge Sr. was always a fan of the fast fix. Why do an aerobics class when you could pop a pill? Why clean the house when you could move? Big on the solution, not necessarily the consequences. As I’ve said before, she was also big on the oversharing.


In fact, she once had a hemorrhage of her uterus while she was at work. And of course she told me all about it. She said, “I hemorrhaged and almost bled to death.” Why would she tell me that?! I just pictured the inside of a cow on the floor and almost had a fucking nervous breakdown. I was constantly worried that she was going to die. Then I’d be stuck with my grandparents forever.


Not that I didn’t love my grandparents, but they were much older and very conservative. The thought of being stuck at home all day watching soap operas, my only escape cleaning other people’s houses—not the life for me. The not-so-funny thing is that my grandmother felt the same way. She’d say to me, “Your mother’s going to die.” I was like, Fuck, I am going to be cleaning shit out of other people’s toilets.


I don’t want you to think that Marge Sr. couldn’t be a mama bear when necessary, especially when someone messed with me. That she did not like. No one wants someone screwing with their sidekick. So when one of the nuns at my Hungarian grammar school, Our Lady of Hungary, yanked me by the pigtails because I was running down the hallway, my mother was pissed. I didn’t want to go back there. The next day Marge Sr. stormed into the school with her leather trench coat and big sunglasses and told Sister Emmerencia, the four-foot, two-inch bitch-on-a-Bible, in no uncertain terms, that she better not touch her daughter’s precious pigtails ever again. Obviously, having my hair pulled is a pattern. Thanks, Danielle.


Not that the hair pulling was worth it, but it was a fast track to getting my mother’s attention. I used to ask her why she couldn’t stay home like my friends’ moms. And she’d explain that she had to work in order to support us. Truthfully, I don’t think she would have left her job even if we’d had all the money in the world. While she loved me, she preferred little kids, mainly infants—she was drawn to them. So as I got older, I felt like I aged out. I remember that she would pay attention to random little babies and I would get jealous. I was like, “What about me? What happened to me? Why aren’t you paying attention to me?” And she’d say, “Stop it, you’re so spoiled.”


I think she probably would have wanted another child, but I don’t think she could have handled having more. At some point I found out that when I was around seven years old, she’d had an abortion when she was with Wayne. She said, “You would have had a little brother or sister, but Wayne told me to get an abortion.” Of course she had to fucking tell me that. I mean, why don’t you stick another knife in, because every child should know their mother had an abortion. We’re very European.


It’s funny, because Wayne, whom I’m so close to, to this day, still thinks my mother is the greatest. He sees her through rose-colored glasses. He’s always saying things like, Your mother is the best. She loved you so much. I was envious when she would say Margie comes first. And I’m like, Wait just a minute. I love Marge Sr., but you have to see her for who she is. You can say whatever you want. But she did have you arrested on the front lawn.


My mother and Wayne are still friends too, but I’m much closer with him than she is. He’s married now, and his wife is great, but he will always say my mother is the love of his life. He never had children, so he considers me his daughter. I consider him my father as well. Unfortunately, we were physically separated for a little while when he moved to Florida with health concerns. We’ve had our ups and downs, only pertaining to his relationship with my mother. Doesn’t every woman leave her single, fabulous boyfriend for an asshole with another family?


This may seem surprising, but the glamorous, successful sex kitten also known as my mother had very low self-esteem. I learned a lot about what not to do from her. It could have gone in either direction. I could have ended up totally like Marge Sr., always crying about some married boyfriend while neglecting the great single guys. Marge Sr. was very strong in business, but she was very weak for men. And I always swore to myself, I’m not going to fucking do that. This isn’t going to be my life. I recognized that at a young age.


I did succumb to it a little bit with Jan, but not in the same way my mother did with her men. For one, I was married to Jan. And he was a great guy and a great father. My priority was to have a much different life with him than my mother had experienced in her relationships. But there are certain things I put up with that I’m not proud of. When I saw myself doing those things, I knew that my marriage wasn’t right. We tried to go to therapy, even though it didn’t work. My mother never would have done that, and she really could have benefited from it. She didn’t know how to truly work on herself. Retail therapy doesn’t count.


I think the reason I came out so secure is because I knew through it all that she loved me. Every day she told me a thousand times that she loved me. She would hug and kiss me constantly. Feeling truly loved makes up for a lot of crazy.


So I did feel adored. If she upset me, she was always apologetic and begging for forgiveness. It put me in a weird position of power over her, which was uncomfortable. But I got over it, because she would indulge me to no end.


We would go on these tremendous shopping sprees together. As I mentioned, she was obsessed with this store Pride and Joy, and we had to go there twice a year. It was in Perth Amboy, New Jersey, on Smith Street. My mother told me that when she was younger, she always dreamed that she would buy everything for her daughter from there.


The saleswomen at Pride and Joy would literally wait for us to walk in and then roll out the proverbial red carpet. We would go into this tremendous dressing room, lined in velvet, and my mother and I would sit there while they wheeled in racks of clothing. I would say yay or nay to whatever I liked and didn’t like. It was very Pretty Woman of me.


This was something I looked forward to doing with my mother. I don’t even know how much she spent, but those saleswomen saw dollar signs when Marge Sr. sauntered in. I got whatever I wanted. I’ll never forget these amazing velvet pants she bought me. They were the perfect shade of green to bring out the color of my eyes. I knew how to work the system; I would try on fully accessorized outfits that were so fabulous Marge Sr. would just have to buy it all. It was completely over the top.


With a fully stocked new wardrobe, we would go out on the town for dinner with her boyfriends. Marge Sr. would braid my hair, put lip gloss on me, and treat me to a manicure. It was my thing with my mom. We had a lot of things, actually. Sure, she would sleep through my cartoons on Saturday morning, but it was our ritual for me to sit in her bed while she was sleeping and eat a bowl of Lucky Charms, which are still my favorite to this day—I pick out all the marshmallows and eat them first. I’d also make myself a cup of coffee, because what did she care if I stunted my growth? I think that’s a myth anyway. I’m taller than she is and obviously not very stunted. In classic European fashion, my mother always slept in the nude. She passed that down to me—I’m not one to pack pajamas on a trip. She used to say, Let’s not be uptight about our bodies. We’re Hungarian. That pisses my Joe off. He’s like, We’re in America! Stop running around naked in front of the windows!


Joe knows that Marge Sr. marches to the beat of her own drum, but it’s hard for anyone to really understand what it was like to grow up as her child. For example, there was the time she took me to the dentist, Dr. Silverman, and allowed him to smoke a cigarette while he was cleaning my teeth. Now, any normal person would be like, Please don’t smoke near my daughter. But my mother was in her own world, flirting with Dr. Silverman. All was good until the fucking loser dropped ashes on my face and burned me. That got Marge Sr.’s attention. It was fine for him to give me lung cancer. But as soon as he damaged my beautiful little punim, my mother said, “Out of the chair, Marge, we’re leaving.” It was nice to know even she had her limits.


When I was in sixth grade, my mother got a job transfer and we had to move to Mahopac, New York. I felt very sick that we were leaving my grandparents behind. And I hated abandoning all of my friends. But Marge Sr. swore that Mahopac would be a better life for us. We got a big house with a big yard on an acre of land in Lake MacGregor, and she said it was going to be fabulous.


The truth is, we probably should have picked someplace closer to her job in Tarrytown, but Mahopac was less expensive and she wanted to save the extra $10,000 on a house, which was fine with me because I ended up loving it there.


I could have gone to a great private school in Tarrytown, the Hackley School, but after years of Catholic school I was ready for a change, and since I called the shots, off to public school it was. She never put her foot down when it came to me. She didn’t understand that you don’t let the child make the decisions. But hey, I was her best friend, not her child.


The other thing she did that, in my opinion, wasn’t very smart was to leave Wayne in New Jersey. In the beginning, he would come up on the weekends, but Marge Sr. already had her married Hungarian boyfriend, Joe (he was also an FOB—and an SOB). The sick thing is that he was my best friend’s godfather, and Marge Sr. met him at a party at her house. I saw my mother flirting with him right in front of his wife. Next thing you know, Joe was at my front door when we still lived in New Jersey. He said, “Oh, I was just stopping by on my way home from work to see your mother.” I was like, Really? You live in fucking Brooklyn! He told me he had a job out here. Because there’s a major shortage of commercial plumbers in New Jersey, so we have to import them from Brooklyn, right? That’s how their affair started. He was very taken with my mother.


For years, their relationship continued in Mahopac. Joe was chauvinistic and extremely jealous of everything my mother did. He really did a number on her. And she allowed it. Probably because, when it first started, he was very generous. He bought her cars and gave her money. All the bullshit. But he was never leaving the wife. I’m assuming the wife probably knew about the affair. She had to, because he was never home. I don’t even know how this guy managed to come to our house every single day, every single night, and all day Saturday when he had three kids of his own.
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