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This book is dedicated to my children, Aron, Benjamin, and Natalie, who are the lights of my life and the inspiration for all I do. To my father, the teacher, who drives my thirst to keep learning and to continue bringing educational opportunities to those in need. I also dedicate this book to my Mum, who gave me a sense of self and a desire to welcome others “into my tent.”
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Preface

MEET EFREM HARKHAM, ROCK STAR HOTELIER

BY MARK BEGO

You are probably wondering why a best-selling rock ’n’ roll author such as myself is writing a book about a successful businessman in the hotel world. Well, the answer is quite simply because Efrem Harkham is truly a rock star among international hoteliers!

Although Efrem Harkham’s name might not be instantly recognizable to you, he owns Luxe Hotels, a brand consisting of luxurious world class hotels in Los Angeles and beyond. The brand’s collection includes the Luxe Sunset Boulevard Hotel in Brentwood, the Luxe Rodeo Drive Hotel in Beverly Hills, the Luxe City Center Hotel in downtown Los Angeles, and the Luxe Rose Garden Hotel in Rome, Italy. He also launched another group of affiliated luxury hotels known as the Luxe Collection—a boutique hotel sales and marketing company representing a collection of over seventy prestigious hotels located around the world.

Efrem began his career in the fashion business in Australia. From there, he almost instantly tapped into his true talent as a marketing master. His first business adventure was a successful run with Sydney-based Lulu Fashions, which—under his co-ownership—became a multi-million-dollar apparel brand. When he moved to Los Angeles in the 1980s, he became the co-owner of Jonathan Martin fashions. In addition, he has been the producer of feature films including Gorky Park, and he is a partner in a successful family winery in Hunter Valley, to the north of Sydney, Australia.

But the hospitality industry is where he really shines. It was during his successful run with Jonathan Martin women’s clothing line that Harkham first became involved in the hotel business. His initial property, the Luxe Sunset Boulevard Hotel in Bel Air, blossomed into a gem among hotels, becoming Efrem’s prototype for his group of hotels that exude comfort, appeal, convenience, and generous hospitality.

Over the years, the Luxe Sunset Boulevard Hotel has become an exclusive destination that even rock stars such as the Rolling Stones liked to stay at because of its privacy, service, and understated luxury. He then branched out with his creation and ownership of the Luxe Rodeo Drive Hotel in Beverly Hills, at a legendary site where the Beatles once stayed and performed. Now that’s what I call rock ’n’ roll credibility! Today, the Luxe Rodeo Drive Hotel is a sought-after Los Angeles destination for an international clientele who want to stay in the middle of the fashionable Beverly Hills / Rodeo Drive action.

When I first met Efrem in 2014, I was immediately impressed with his sincerity and graciousness. As I listened to him tell his unique story, hearing him modestly discussing his accomplishments, I was greatly intrigued to find out what makes him tick. I was fascinated to hear tales of his drive, his dreams, his family history, and his many accomplishments. While Efrem was still in his twenties and only having recently arrived in the United States, he made his first million dollars and moved to Beverly Hills. Only four years after arriving in the United States, he paid in cash to purchase the car of his dreams: a Corniche Rolls Royce. Now that’s what I call a dramatic entry into America. After that came Efrem’s initial launch into the hotel business. Listening to him recall his start, I was amazed to hear him tell his inspirational stories to me, and it made me want to be his partner in telling his fascinating story.

Not only is he an instinctive and masterful businessman, but along the way Efrem’s spiritual journey became a large reason for the centered natural confidence and enthusiasm that he exudes. He started his life in the Jewish religion, but when he arrived in California he stretched out and embraced Zen Buddhism and yoga. Efrem eventually found that Judaism presented the best spiritual path for him to take, yet he retains the meditative teachings he learned from his Zen guru and he still practices yoga.

Efrem’s story has many interesting facets. He has a deep appreciation of art, a gracious desire to make people feel at home, and a passionate love of education. To meet his needs of giving back to the community, he has established schools and educational programs in America, Asia, and Africa. According to him, he learned the concept of hospitality from his mother, and inherited his appreciation for education from his teacher father. As I have gotten to know him, I can honestly say that he exudes the perfect mixture of both passions.

For Efrem, hospitality isn’t a job, it’s a way of life; it’s his calling. When I first went to meet with him at his home to start working on this book, I was delighted to be offered exotic and soothing teas and freshly baked cookies, and inhale the smells of cinnamon, cardamom, and almonds emanating from a welcoming kitchen. It was nothing less than a warm and inviting experience. According to Efrem, that is what walking into his mother’s home was like. This is the welcoming kind of hospitality that he strives to replicate in boutique hotels around the world. This kind of “gracious host” nature has become the hallmark of Efrem’s Luxe Hotels.

What you will find on these pages is part memoir, part business-oriented book, and part insightful guide to self-help and self-empowerment. Here Efrem shares his favorite inspirations and philosophies for achieving personal success. Efrem’s many life lessons underscore the importance of setting and attaining goals, not losing focus, and having unwavering perseverance. These are all concepts that resonated with me, and I am certain you will find them enlightening too.

This book is the tale of someone who comes from modest beginnings, yet was able to come to the United States to create a business world of his own, based on his own sense of incomparable graciousness. As a hotelier, Efrem Harkham has the drive, the passion, and the natural desire to take generous hospitality at his hotels to a new plateau. He is also the epitome of living the American dream and doing things his way. He also takes time to give back through his philanthropic initiatives.

And so, I would like to introduce you to Efrem Harkham—hotel owner, art lover, educator, host, vintner, visionary, and sincere friend. Come along on his journey and look into his world. It is an experience I like to think of as “Living the Luxe Life.”



Introduction

SHOWING UP IS EVERYTHING

BY EFREM HARKHAM

I often feel like I’m going through a tunnel, heading for the light. At other times, I am the light and others are following me through the tunnel. Whether it was at school, in my marriage, or as a parent, an employer, or a son, it’s dark and sometimes frightening in that tunnel. But getting through it, and emerging into the light, is always the goal. It’s about how we come through each tunnel we encounter that counts. Are we kinder, wiser, stronger, empowered, and confident for having made it to the other side? My lifelong quest for success has changed direction dramatically over the years. In this book, I chronicle these successes and challenges I’ve encountered in the hope of inspiring others to reach for their dreams.

At a young age, I was focused on accomplishing my goals: earning my first million dollars, moving to Los Angeles, and even buying a Rolls Royce. I attained all those goals by age twenty-five, but it left me wondering. Over the years, I learned that these material goals were somewhat satisfying, but not really important in the overall scheme of things.

After moving to Los Angeles, I was going to Mexico to check on our clothing production factory. On my return from Tijuana, I lost control of my car and it went over the center divider and hit another car in a head-on collision. It was a near fatal incident. The steering wheel jammed into me and cut my stomach, causing massive internal bleeding. My stomach surged with blood, my large and small intestines were lacerated, and my spleen had to be removed. The ambulance took me to the Chula Vista Medical Center in San Diego, where my surgeon said that if I had not been attended to within fifteen minutes, I would have bled to death. I know I was very lucky that day and it was a big turning point for me. I realized the value of life, appreciating everything with greater intensity, after this experience. I was feeling my smallness, having felt invincible before. It made me want to become a better person, professionally, personally, and spiritually. So, I set out on a personal development quest.

I moved from Australia to Los Angeles in 1978 to pursue my dreams. My first endeavor in the business world was in the apparel industry. I also invested in real estate, and once that was successful, I sold my interest in the clothing company. It was at that juncture that I got the hospitality bug.

My success in the hotel business was not planned. My parents didn’t finance my career because they didn’t have the financial capacity to do so. I had to create my own success, and one main reason for doing so was to support my parents. Ultimately, that’s what drove me—knowing they needed financial support. I always felt this was my responsibility.

My real estate ventures began with some properties in downtown LA, Beverly Hills, and Brentwood. Subsequently, I purchased the seven-acre Bel Air Sands Hotel on Sunset Boulevard, and I started to provide the “home away from home” experience for my guests. The Luxe Hotels brand has as its purpose the goal of providing a memorable experience, from beginning to end. I fully embraced and embodied the “Luxe” Hotels concept. I love this four-letter word!

What is “The Luxe Life?” Merriam-Webster’s dictionary claims the word “luxe” is synonymous with “luxurious.” In my definition, the word “luxe” symbolizes all that is positive. To me, the word conjures up the attributes of “light,” “hospitality,” “kindness,” “generosity,” “warmth,” and “respect.” There is nothing more “luxurious” than to be able to treat people in that fashion and to be treated that way in return. Everyone wants to feel pampered and cared about. When kindness is extended unquestioningly, you will find these same caring emotions stirring within you. What is more “luxe” than to feel appreciated? To live an existence where we all appreciate and care about each other, that is what “Living the Luxe Life” is all about.

Before founding Luxe Hotels, my experience with franchises, and being associated with a large hotel chain, was negative. But luckily, I believed there was room for one more player in the hotel world. One that would keep its promises! In this book I highlight the wisdom, philosophies, and great minds of biblical Abraham, the forefather of hospitality, legendary basketball coach John Wooden, the positive psychologist Victor Frankl, author and Yale professor Steve Carter, and Dale Carnegie’s Golden Rules of How to Win Friends and Influence People.

Everything important that has happened throughout both my childhood and adulthood boils down to “showing up.” Even in the business world, every big occurrence amounted to being there and making an effort to “show up.” Throughout this book, I intend to demonstrate the importance of “showing up” and making myself available for opportunities that come my way. When I recently spent time with my three kids on Father’s Day, they described to me how they are “showing up” in their own lives. I was delighted to hear that some of my lessons are rubbing off on them. My hope is that some of my lessons will rub off on you. Keep in mind: while terrible things may happen in life, getting up every day and “showing up” with the goal of accomplishing something good in the world will help you muddle through until you can once again see the light.

Along the way, there are people we must take care of in life. I had a close friend named Golda. I took care of her until she passed away at age ninety-nine. From the time my son, Aron, was three years old to the time he was eight, I would take him over to Golda’s apartment on Ocean Boulevard in Santa Monica. We would drive Golda to do her grocery shopping every Friday morning. Taking care of her was an example of practicing civility and kindness in my own life. While working hard building my business, I also took the time to aid certain individuals like Golda. These acts of kindness ultimately helped me maintain my sanity. It gave my life meaning, and it made it palatable to work hard during the week, knowing I’d soon go and take care of others before the weekend came—the joy of doing good deeds.

Please sit back and join me as I recount my journey from my challenging beginnings in an Israeli refugee camp, to a fulfilling life I worked hard to build in Beverly Hills, California. I continue to grow and learn as I navigate the four key elements—or pillars—of my life: Family, Business, Parenting, and Inspiration. Welcome to my world!



PILLAR ONE

FAMILY

“What you get by achieving your goals is not as important as what you become by achieving your goals.”

—Henry David Thoreau



Chapter 1

GENESIS

THE TOMB OF EZRA

My mother’s family is from Al-Uzair, a city in Iraq located on the western shore of the Tigris, approximately sixty miles north of Basra. For generations, they were the caretakers of the tomb of the prophet, Ezra (480–440 BCE), who died there after completing the reconstruction of the Second Temple. According to several ancient texts, the prophet Ezra selected 24,000 Jewish men from Iraq, and with the approval of Cyrus, the ruler of the Ottoman Empire, he brought them to rebuild King Solomon’s Temple in Jerusalem. Once it was completed, Ezra left his men there to encourage the repopulation of Jerusalem. But Ezra didn’t want to die in Israel; he wanted to go back to his roots in Iraq. On his journey, he passed away in Al-Uzair, a site where people continue to make pilgrimage to his tomb for prayer and inspiration. That same Tomb of Ezra is still there to this day. Amazingly, the Iraqi family in whose care my grandfather left his entire enterprise, land, and home are still there to this day, maintaining the property and the tomb.

My mother came from an affluent family. In addition to keeping up the Tomb of Ezra, the family attained their wealth by establishing a factory exporting bricks to Europe. Another source of revenue came from their date tree orchards, which were located on the same property.

My father also came from a wealthy Iraqi family. His father, who was born in Turkey, was a successful and well-respected doctor, who also filled in as the community rabbi. There was a room in his house where he performed medical procedures and surgeries. He would recall how people came through each day for a multitude of medical issues.

On many occasions, my grandfather would not charge patients who were unable to afford his services, an act for which the Muslims in his community honored him. People would bring him food, chickens, or other items to pay him for his services. My dad would often tell me and my siblings how he used to worship his dad, my grandfather, and would strive to emulate him or just get close to him.

My father was educated and was sent to a modern American school in Lebanon. My father married my mom at the age of twenty-one and went to live with her family. He basically “changed tents,” and moved in with his new wife and her parents.

FROM RICHES TO REFUGEE CAMP

After all these years, I have finally distilled the story my family has told me of that time and place in Iraq over the years. I’ve also confirmed their stories by my own research of Iraq between 1930 and 1950, as well as my knowledge of the 1948 founding of Israel. My parents and grandparents made it our generation’s duty to tell their intricate and deep-rooted story.

What follows is a condensed sequence of events pertaining to why Iraq has been embattled for thousands of years. Historically, the area was called Babylonia, or Mesopotamia. This is the birthplace of Abraham, who began a movement of deep religious faith and kindness toward others’ welfare. He was recognized and revered by the Judaic, Christian, and Muslim faiths. He taught that serving God and offering hospitality to others were not two separate things, but one. Prior to Abraham’s revelation of monotheism, people used to sacrifice children and worship forces of nature, like the stars and the sun, as gods. God was beyond nature. Abraham is one of my favorite characters in the Bible. His teachings about seeing a trace of God in the face of a stranger had a major impact on me. This learning has perfected my capacity to respect and appreciate the beauty and uniqueness of the thousands of people my hospitality team and I host every day in our groups of hotels.

Abraham received a divine calling to uproot himself and his wife Sarah from his birthplace in Mesopotamia. He blindly accepted the divine power’s instruction to go to the Promised Land—Canaan, which was later to be called Israel.

Approximately 1,500 years later, Abraham’s descendent, King Solomon, built a majestic first temple to house God’s shekinah (divine presence) in Jerusalem. In 750 BCE, the Assyrians destroyed this temple. All Jews who inhabited Canaan were driven out. Many sojourned to neighboring Babylon, which became the center for Judaic wisdom and learning.

King Cyrus of the Ottoman Empire acquiesced to the request of the prophet Ezra, who was living in Iraq, to rebuild the holy temple in Jerusalem. Ezra selected 24,000 men to trek back to accomplish this task. The mission was accomplished, and the governor appointed by Rome’s Caesar, King Herod, made the finishing touches.

In 70 CE the temple was burned and destroyed by the Romans. Again, all those Jews living in the area, now renamed by the Romans as Palaestina, were exiled once more to many surrounding countries. My ancestors resettled in the ancient city of Basra in Babylon, with a population of approximately 200,000 Jews.

Fast-forward to modern-day Iraq. Iraq was established after WWI in 1919 by the League of Nations when the Ottoman Empire fell on the losing side of the war. Turkish Iraq was then placed under the authority of the British, with a monarchy established in 1921. Faisal I, who fought alongside the famed Lawrence of Arabia, was designated king of Iraq. Under Faisal’s rule, the Jewish population was given full rights as Iraqi citizens. This social status of the Jews continued even after Iraq gained independence from the British in 1932.

When Nazi propaganda reached Iraq, Hitler’s Mein Kampf was translated into Arabic. Pro-Nazi youth movements soon became more visible in public places, gaining traction and gradually influencing the political climate in Iraq.

A pro-Nazi cleric, Haj Muhammad Amin Al-Hussein, came to Iraq in 1936 from Palestine to collaborate with Nazi Germany on a plot to overthrow the Iraqi king. This cleric promised Hitler oil in exchange for the destruction of all the Jews in Iraq, first, and eventually in the entire region of the Middle East. Despite the warning signs, my parents, like a large portion of the Jewish community in Iraq, did not believe that Hitler’s Nazi regime would have the capability of uprooting them after living there for over two thousand years.

In April 1941, a nationwide anti-British coup took place. It was short-lived, however, since within one month, the British Army was able to restore order and put down the takeover and reinstate the British-backed king.

Frustrated by the failure of the coup, nationalist Iraqi soldiers and civilians were soon exposed to a barrage of anti-Israel and anti-Jewish propaganda on the streets, on the radio, and in the mosques. Mufti Haj Amin al-Husseini accused the entire Jewish community in Iraq of being spies. Suddenly, a bloody uprising erupted against a delegation of Jewish dignitaries, who were en route to greet the homecoming king. This unleashed thirty hours of constant barrage against the Jews of Iraq, an attack which was eventually called Farhoud.

The pogrom took place on a Jewish holiday called Shavuot and lasted two days. Hundreds of Jewish homes, businesses, and synagogues were broken into and looted. Before it was over, 180 Jews were murdered and over 200 were maimed or wounded. My father and his family members locked themselves in one of their houses, where they witnessed the horrible atrocities. Luckily my entire family and their holdings were unharmed.

The community continued with their lives after this episode, hoping that things would return to normal. Neighbors assisted their fellow Jews who were impacted by the riots and helped to rebuild Jewish schools and synagogues.

The community breathed a collective sigh of relief in early September 1945 when the war came to an end. It began to feel like the community could once again co-exist.

On November 29, 1947, a resolution was miraculously passed by a majority at the UN to terminate the British mandate and allow for an independent Jewish and Arab state to be recognized. After 2,000 years of Jews being forcibly exiled from their beloved land and disbursed to the four corners of the globe, they were going to have a land to call their own. People kept the faith throughout the dispersion and never stopped praying and hoping for their return. In implementing the 1947 UN resolution, a secret invitation was sent to 200 guests to attend a ceremony at 4:00 p.m. on Friday, May 14, 1948 announcing the declaration of Israel’s independence. This was done in secret because they feared that the British or the Arabs might thwart the occasion. On the same day, my mom gave birth to her fourth child, my brother Uri. The joy over the simultaneous birth of the state and a baby boy was overshadowed the next day, on May 15, by a joint declaration of war against Israel by Iraq, Egypt, Jordan, Saudi Arabia, and Syria.

Miraculously, Israel succeeded in pushing back the Iraqi and other forces, despite its meager military arsenal and limited infantry. This defeat was a major embarrassment to the Iraqi royal family and the leaders of Egypt, Jordan, Saudi Arabia, and Syria.

The Iraqi government took measures to take away some of the privileges previously given to the Jewish population in Iraq. An incident took place at this time that shocked the Jewish population; it is a story my dad has repeated to me on numerous occasions.

Shafiq Ades, an Iraqi Jewish businessman who imported Ford cars to Iraq, was a very close friend of the king and other influential politicians. Thus, Ades was chosen as a convenient target for the Iraqis who were venting feelings of revenge toward Israel and the Jewish population. Local newspapers, which were supported by the people, began a horrific smear campaign against Ades. He was arrested on false charges of shipping arms to Israel. At his trial, he was found guilty of treason. All his assets were confiscated by the government and he was be sentenced to death.

King Faisal signed the court ruling after three days of uncertainty and painful deliberations. (After all, Shafiq was a supporter, confidante, and a personal friend to the king.) My dad recounts the exact wording of what Prime Minister Sayid Mohamed told the king: “Either you hang this Jew and save your chair, or you lose your chair for the Jew’s sake.” On hearing these words, King Faisal signed the document, approving the death sentence.

The trial and hanging of Shafiq Ades was a major blow to my father and the Jewish community as a whole. My dad recalls that the hanging was turned into a spectacle in the city square. The crowd was so large that the executors had to hang Shafiq twice on the same day, first at 8:00 a.m. and then again at 10:00 a.m.

This was to be a major signal to the Jews that they were no longer welcome. There were massive layoffs of Jewish government employees. Rather than undergo the trauma ahead, many preemptively decided to convert to Islam. Others changed their names slightly to sound more Arabic. Dad proudly says that it never crossed his mind to just assimilate.

The environment for the Jewish community in Iraq in 1950 and 1951 was a state of mayhem. They were scrambling to make sense of the situation. The government began to nationalize businesses owned by Jews that were registered to emigrate from Iraq. Approximately ten thousand Jews per month were leaving the country—many by trains and buses via Iran. The Mossad, Israel’s national intelligence agency, struck a deal with the Iraqi prime minister to land its planes in the Basra airfields and bring its new citizens to safety, at a price of fifty pounds sterling per Jew. The community began to crumble around them. Their hope that everything would eventually change and go back to the way things used to be was no longer a reality.

My parents were among the last groups of Jews to leave Iraq in April 1951. The departure experience left emotional scars for many. At the airport, every individual, adults and children, were body searched to ensure they were not smuggling cash or jewelry out of the country. My older sister Sue, approximately six years old at the time, recalls arguing with an Iraqi airport official who noticed a gold ring on her finger. She had no choice but to hand it to the guard.

Departure rules were extremely strict. Every passenger was allowed to bring on board only five pounds in weight, which was to include only personal effects, such as clothes and photographs; there were no exceptions to this law. My parents, Sue, brothers David, Ben, Uri, and Terry, both grandmothers, and my grandfather boarded the plane. They then watched as the plane took off, realizing that their lives would never be the same again. The land that had been their home their entire lives, the place that they loved so much, had turned into a chaotic environment from which they had to flee. It was a devastating and shocking event for all to endure.

The Promised Land of Israel, despite the longing to be back to the land from which our ancestors were expelled by the Romans over two thousand years prior, was unattractive to my parents and they were even uncertain whether Israel could survive this huge migration of people. Being forced to give up their history, belongings, professions, and the life they loved created an overwhelming sense of frustration and anger in my parents and their community.

As they approached Israel, my parents did not anticipate the mayhem they encountered upon landing. The first order of business was to spray all new arrivals with DDT, a commonly used pesticide for insect control. Then nurses began a lice check. This airport experience threw my mother into a state of silence—she became depressed and lost her desire to talk with anyone. Israel had become increasingly crowded.

In the five years prior to my family’s arrival in 1951, Israel had already absorbed over 700,000 Jewish refugees. Israel’s population prior to this influx was approximately 600,000 people. This was a huge undertaking for a newly created nation. Insufficient housing and food shortages were major problems, and the Iraqi authorities had hoped Israel would simply collapse under this pressure.

After my dad completed all the bureaucratic details at the airport on behalf of the entire family, they were directed toward rows of trucks awaiting their arrival in the middle of the night. The young and the old grandmothers clambered onto the uncovered trucks for a two-hour journey, all the while not knowing where their destination would be. They finally arrived at Binyamina, where I was born. It is located out in the hinterlands of Israel, in a mountainous area, just south of Haifa and north of Tel Aviv. Nowadays, it is regarded as a lush and desirable area, but back then it was essentially in the middle of nowhere.

My family and over 100,000 other refugees were placed in old British military camps. Here, they erected tents and ramshackle corrugated, sheet-metal huts. In the years after, my mom would often speak of the muddy conditions, the chaotic environment, the unseemly outdoor communal toilets and showers. My mom, who loved to cook exotic and complicated dishes, found herself dealing with ration coupons for eggs, milk, and bread.

Israel, during this time, was in a deep economic crisis. The harsh rationing implemented by the government in 1949 did not help the situation. The government could not repay its debt. Inflation was over 30 percent, the economy was close to collapsing, and there was a severe food shortage due to the huge population influx into the newly formed country.

There was no other solution but to persevere. My father had to do all that he could to ensure the family survived living in this refugee camp for the next four years. Many families were not as fortunate as we were. The camps were prone to diseases. Many infant children, taken from the parents to be treated in the makeshift infirmary, were permanently separated from their families and adopted out to grow up in cleaner and more established communities. My mom, aware that this was a possibility, made sure she never took her eyes off her children, especially when they were ill.

My parents survived this ordeal, I believe, primarily due to their deep-rooted faith. They were pragmatic and saw their surroundings exactly as they were and not how they would like them to be. They never gave up hope that they could and would make it better, one step at a time. My parents believed that we are on earth for a reason, and that in our journey through life, God is always with us. Mom’s mantra to me and my siblings in Arabic was Allah Wiyakim, meaning God is always with you, helping us rise when we fall, and that God believes in us more than we believe in ourselves.

It is this faith that allowed my parents and grandparents to live in such perpetual uncertainty. It is also this Emunah, this faith, which made them certain they would overcome the loss of everything that they left behind in Baghdad. It made them hopeful that they would make it all over again.

I learned from my parents’ hardships in those early years that we have the ability to create the atmosphere that surrounds us; that whatever the circumstance, how the world treats us reflects how we behave in the world.

Despite my parents’ dire circumstances, they did not become down-hearted. They did not give up and just accept the squalor and mess. Through the entire ordeal, my mother continued to ensure her family had food despite the rations. Soon after arriving in Israel, she went to the local market, and with the little money that she had, bought two chickens. The family no longer depended on the egg coupons, and focused on the meat and chicken coupons, which were harder to get. According to my older sister Sue, who was six at the time, Mom would use the chicken or meat from the coupons in various dishes to maximize its use and prolong the family’s meat intake. Within a few months, Mom got a goat. Not only was my family enjoying the fresh goat milk, my mom would make Sue and David deliver bottles of goat milk to family and friends living near us. This way, they made the most out of the little they were given.
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