
8.   Commitments, Trust Well-Placed and 
Trust Misplaced!

I’m eleven years old. We’re sitting in his brand new 1954 
Chrysler. He’s just picked me up from the Monday evening Boy Scout 
meeting at Temple Israel, but instead of making the right turn onto 
Rockaway Turnpike to go the last block and a half to the house, he’s 
stopped the car right at the bus stop on Central Avenue, not moving 
at all even though the light had turned green.

“Why have we stopped, Dad?”

****** 

I don’t remember much from my childhood. These days, trendy 
folks might glibly explain why I don’t simply by arguing that my 
family was too dysfunctional by reason of bad genes, and that I 
shouldn’t blame my parents too much and instead watch out for my 
own genetic code trip wires! 

What a self-entitled twenty-first century notion that is! The truth 
is, my family life was full of daily venal anger, and it wasn’t just 
genes, not by a long shot. Night after night, I had to retreat to the 
relative safety and darkness of a tiny bedroom, turning up the volume 
on my faithful little plug-in AM radio so that Jean Shepherd and his 
surreal fantasies could drown out the awful cursing and fighting 
between two very cocksure parents who had every right, they 
screamed, to take it out on one another every single day...and night. 
Indeed, each evening like clockwork at around 10 pm they descended 
into their self-created singular hellish whirlpool of mutual self-hatred. 
You’d think they’d get tired of the same script after a while. Alas, no. 
Those two parents of mine, such creatures of habit as they were, had 
no imagination at all! 

Yet if you were to ask me now, today, to share the actual dialogue 
of their vicious playbook script, I wouldn’t be able to recall even a 
single word. But I do remember this one subplot down to the very last 



syllable, much as if my father had been speaking the words to me only 
moments ago. 

I’m eleven years old. We’re sitting in his brand new 1954 
Chrysler. He’s just picked me up from the Monday evening Boy Scout 
meeting at Temple Israel, but instead of making the right turn onto 
Rockaway Turnpike to go the last block and a half to the house, he’s 
stopped the car right at the bus stop on Central Avenue, not moving 
at all even though the light had turned green.

“Why have we stopped, Dad?”

“There’s something I need to tell you. I’m not coming home with 
you tonight. I’ll be living in the city.”

“You’re not coming home?”

“No.”

And with that, he slipped the car into drive, made the right turn, 
and drove the last few hundred yards in silence. 

“You better get out.” That is all he had to say once the car was in 
the driveway. 

So I did.

For the next seven years, as my mother held on tightly and 
bitterly to a once-molding now rotted Swiss-cheese marriage and a 
long-gone husband, hostilities raged on between the two. My father 
was financially squeezing her and the rest of us dry in explicit 
retaliation for her refusing to agree to a divorce. Who would want to 
recall any of that, I ask myself even now. No wonder I don’t 
remember much.

It was not until many years later that I realized how, in their 
tenacious warfare to keep each other in the greatest possible agony, 
they had violated a commitment to my sister, my brothers and me. 
They should have been looking out for us as their kids, even if they 
had the best of reasons not to want to look out for each other 
anymore.



As a child, how would I have known how natural it was to trust 
in my parents’ commitment to us, or how strongly I had actually 
placed my faith directly in them? It took me a long time to piece 
together how much I had indeed trusted them, and just how badly I 
had misplaced that trust. Who knew?

How do we know when our trust is misplaced in someone who 
has made a commitment to us? All too often, we learn of our mistake 
only when it’s too late to escape the damage done, much less in time 
to undo it. 

And, alas, sometimes we never find out at all.


