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Chapter 2

Birds of a Feather Really Do Flock Together
“I can do all things through Christ Who gives me strength.”
Philippians 4:11-13 / NIV


My father, Howie, was a Bronx-born ‘Good Fella,’ who spent a lot of time in my youth with his 
[bookmark: _GoBack]‘business associates’ including Meyer Lansky, his mentor, and the 5 families of New York. I learned from spending time with Dad and his ‘associates’ at an very early age, that ‘Birds of a feather really do flock together.’ Born in 1924, of German ancestry, my father, Howie, saw a lot growing up and seemed to revel in his early Bronx roots— where he spent a lot of time on the streets and docks of New York City. Well-educated, a mechanical engineer by trade, he served in the Navy, and went to Stevens Institute of Engineering, Hoboken, New Jersey. Though we three kids were all too young to really understand the full gravity and origin of his frequent 
Bronx-based ‘bedtime stories,’ on occasion, Dad would discretely tell us three kids his covert 
versions of some of the action-packed antics of some of the unusual, tough, underworld 
characters, and legends he knew from his youth and beyond. And all this after my Mom would 
sing us Ave Maria at bedtime then leave the room.  

As a young child, I used to marvel at the characters in Dad’s occasional bedtime stories. In fact, I 
preferred his bedtime stories to him reading books as he and my mother often did in the early 
years growing up. Of course he was always careful not to divulge his connections to the 
characters in his stories. Little did I know until some four decades later, that some of his bed time 
stories were at least in part, based in truth. I’m sure some of the characters were from his youth 
in the Bronx and then New Jersey where he went to college in Hoboken,NJ, and where he later held meetings with his Jersey cousin, John.

It is noteworthy that my childhood memories of Howie’s world were blocked for decades. It 
was as if I had just enough puzzle pieces to get a rough outline of his underworld life, just the 
gist, but not a full picture. However, by the grace of God, over a span of many years into 
adulthood, I slowly received one puzzle piece at a time through memories, flashbacks and 
nightmares. Through many ‘aha’ moments, I eventually was able to understand the ‘finer 
nuances’ of his sordid double life. Looking back, I suspect God knew it was too much for me to 
embrace all at once in my youth so the Lord shielded me until I was much older, in therapy, and more prepared for the gravity of what I learned about his life.

Dad had many friends and associates in our neighborhoods where we lived while I was 
growing up in Upstate New York—and even in Takoma Park, Maryland where we later moved 
with Mom after they divorced. Several of Howie’s neighbor friends in Upstate New York 
reportedly were in jail for many years, while their wives worked hard to keep things going at 
home for and with their young children. fact, we had three neighbors whose fathers were all Dad’s friends, and all reportedly in jail at the same time, for what I do not know. 

After leaving engineering in the late 60’ where he worked as a mechanical engineer with 
aerospace and electronics, Dad generally did not discuss his ‘new’ occupation with us kids even 
when we were older. As the years passed by, his lack of communication ultimately allowed each 
of us to draw our own conclusions as to what he really did. 

Sometimes he said he worked selling corrugated boxes with a company in New Hampshire. 
Though my siblings seemed to take him at his word, I always found it hard to believe that he 
went from being a bright mechanical engineer to selling corrugated boxes. For more than a few 
years I thought he was in the CIA, however, as the years pressed on, he left a long crumb trail of 
clues as to his ‘double life’ as a ‘Good Fella.’ 

It is noteworthy that of the three of us, I am the only one who has pursued, recognized and 
accepted that Howie led a double life. Though my siblings were also there with me on many 
occasions early on, they too seem to have memory blocks on details similar to those I used to 
have, including places and names of people we met, and they seemed to have no overt desire to 
remember these things. As the years pressed on, they were not there for many of his adventures 
as they were working and away at college, but he still came and picked me up and took me with 
him to meetings.

Howie would conjure up fun activities and plans to keep of us busy while he held his Mob 
meetings with his associates. We hiked, swam, climbed rocks at the King and Queens’ 
seat in Maryland, hiked at state parks, went ‘diamond hunting’ for quartz while climbing on tall 
cliffs in Herkimer, NY, swimming at lakes in the Adirondacks, and spelunking deep in dark 
caves without any equipment whatsoever. I was not outdoorsy at all, and had little interest in 
leaving his side, but my brother and sister loved his fun adventures, and these activities served as 
a distraction for them from his meetings as they went off to do the activity of the day with me 
choosing to stay behind at Dad’s side.

After my sister, who is three years older than me, went away to college in 1971 when I was 
about 14 years old, my brother got a part time weekend job as a janitor’s helper at the local 
Catholic church. On weekends, Dad would drive from Middle River, Maryland where he lived to 
Takoma Park, Maryland, pick me up and drive an hour and a half to his ‘recruitment 
headquarters.’ By 1985, I also had the added ‘benefit’ of knowing many people who knew 
Howie after my husband and I unwittingly moved close to the area where Howie met with most 
of his contacts in the 70’s.  

To this day, I still pray fervently and often for Howie and those who fell prey to his charming demeanor, as he carefully, informally, profiled everyone he met to meet his subversive criteria 
for possible inclusion in his activities’ and ‘organization,’ either as a compadre, a partner, or an 
unwitting victim. Over the years I have realized that he especially looked for trusting, vulnerable 
people with large families, especially those with drinking fathers and distracted, devout, 
Catholic, church going mothers, some with ADHD, some with rebellious, drug or alcohol 
addicted children who were vulnerable. In many cases, in most of the communities we went to, 
he had a series of girlfriends that he ‘lived’ with—just part of his M.O.


As a young girl, from middle school on, I often asked Dad about his job, and he would flatly 
respond to my inquiries by saying, “What do you think I do?” and then, change the subject or 
continue reading the stock pages in the local newspaper. Dad was a complex man—a rather 
charming, eccentric character who had many diverse interests and ‘activities,’ who was always 
also very much of a calculating, unconventional man, and a utilitarian opportunist, seemingly 
anti-Christian, and certainly anti-Catholic. Though to me Howie seemed to be devoid of a 
conscience, he was a fearless, curious, unusual, adventurous and interesting mystery man to me 
and most who knew him, one that people seemed to follow blindly.

Mom, who lived with untreated paranoid schizophrenia, on the other hand, was an overly scrupulous soul—a proud, feisty Bostonian, and an orthodox Roman Catholic who thought that Pope John Paul II was ‘not Catholic enough.’ She made us genuflect on the sidewalk when we would pass the Catholic Church on the hard concrete. She hated it when the Mass was no longer celebrated in Latin, and cherished every stringent dogma the Catholic Church had to offer. In fact, if she felt there weren’t adequate Catholic rules in place for things, she actually often made them up.  One of Mom’s made up rules was that if we were late for Mass on Sunday we needed to attend two masses to “make up” for being late. The fact that we had no means of transportation and had to walk two miles just to get to church had no bearing with Mom at all – we were late and that was a sin. Having to attend two masses each Sunday because we were always late due to no transportation to church and walking about two miles to get there each way was enough to make anyone hate church!

Mom was a very strict disciplinarian, a stay at home mom, then later a secretary for the 
federal government, but always had wanted to be a Catholic nun. She was extremely rigid, a 
woman who had scrupulous integrity, which made it hard for anyone to relate to her, including 
and especially family, as her idea of right and wrong was solidly black and white, with no room 
for shades of gray. Mom also lived with diagnosed severe depression and OCD, or Obsessive Compulsive Disorder.  Her hand washing, repetitive behaviors turning on and off stove flames and house lights only became more pronounced and disruptive to her life—and ours--with each passing year. It was as if she had seen something that haunted her, and the only way she knew to deal with it was through repetition and trying to wash her hands again and again to ease the pain of her lingering memories.

The Good Fight
One day, when my mother was 6 months pregnant with me, around March 1957, she was sitting 
in the front row of church at Mass, and had a grand mal seizure. It was the first seizure she had 
ever experienced.  Subsequently, she was diagnosed with epilepsy while pregnant with me, and 
placed on dilantin and phenobarbital. When my mother went home from church and told my 
Dad about what had happened, my mother said Dad was reportedly worried that something must be wrong with the baby she was carrying (me), and pressured her hard to abort me. Being a devout Roman Catholic, she adamantly refused, even as he insisted in every way she abort me. 

From that time on, Mom later told me that her marriage was never the same; that Dad no longer 
wanted her, or me either, for that matter. In light of all this, and the stigma associated with 
having epilepsy, it was nothing short of a miracle when my mother and Howie went on to have a 
third child, my brother, just 16 months after I was born. I must have been in middle school, 
perhaps around 14 years old, when my mother first told me, for the first time, in a psychotic rage 
about Howie wanting her to abort me. Apparently, he was sure something was wrong with me. I 
was absolutely crushed. The thought that Dad did not want her, or me, was absolutely 
overwhelming to me for many years, and I quietly began to sink into depression in my 
adolescence amid her cruelty. 

At first, I felt deeply hurt by what she told me when she was in this psychotic fit of rage. 
However, many years later, I realized one day that actually meant she must have fought with 
everything she had for me to be born…what a blessing! This reframed realization turned my 
thoughts and feelings from deep rejection and shame to deep gratitude for my mother’s 
determination and fortitude to preserve my life. 

The thought that Mom fought hard for me and was unbending with Dad in whether or not I 
should be born eventually became pure joy for me much later in adulthood. You see, though my 
relationship with Mom was turbulent and difficult due to her acute, untreated mental illness, I 
came to see the struggle she must have had on my behalf with Howie pressing her to abort me. 
In a way, she laid down her life and marriage for her Catholic faith – and for me— I will always 
be eternally grateful!   

Fast Forward
Mom and I attended the first March on Washington together to protest Rowe vs Wade together 
with Catholic church and thousands of other protesters. This event went on to become an Annual 
Pro-life March, and was one of the best memories we ever shared as we were completely joined 
in purpose that day. She even let me skip school to attend, which was a first. We rode a chartered 
bus together to the area near the reflecting pools and sang songs and held picket signs with 
throngs of parishioners from all across the US protesting abortion. It was the best day Mom and 
I had together ever! 

Daddy & ‘Uncle’ Meyer at Saratoga Springs
In the early 60’s, when I was about 5 years old, my family went camping at Pesico Lake near 
Saratoga Springs in Upstate New York. We set up camp, then, Dad announced he and I were 
going to look around town to get the lay of the land. That was the first time I had ever met his 
associate, ‘Uncle Meyer.’ I was told to call him ‘Uncle’ Meyer- I never did know his last name 
until I was in my forties. When we returned back to our campsite many hours later, it was almost 
dark and my father had been drinking heavily, which was not uncommon. 

Brimming with excitement he told Mom he had an ‘important impromptu meeting’ with a man 
named Meyer at the nearby Saratoga Raceway in Saratoga Springs, New York, “Howie, how 
could you do this to me?” Mom asked. In his usual logical, charming way, he was able to 
convince her it was simply a coincidence that his friends were there, and that he never meant to 
stay so long, but that they had to meet about something very important. 

The next day, Howie found another reason to leave the campsite to return and go back to the 
Saratoga Springs Racetrack. This time he took both my older sister and me with him, saying my 
brother was too young to go and had to stay back at the campground with Mom. When Dad and 
‘Uncle’ Meyer were finished talking about the new Saratoga racetrack, the unions, casinos, 
gambling, trafficking, and money, it was time to return to the campground. Again, like the day 
before, when he had returned from the racetrack, Dad had been drinking. He drove us back to our 
campsite where Mom sat fuming as my little brother had fallen asleep in her arms.  My parents
argued loudly into the night about his spending so much time with his friends and associates. She 
had good reason to be annoyed with Howie’s compadres. Reportedly, his closest friend and 
associate ‘Cody,’ actually even had showed up in Niagara Falls, New York on their honeymoon 
to meet with Howie!

When I woke up in the morning, there was still a good bit of tension in the air, and Mom and 
Dad were taking down the little awning attached to the camper, as Mom announced that vacation 
was over, and we were going home. From looking at my Mom’s expression, I knew it was true. 
We were going home after just a day and a half, despite the fact that our vacation had barely 
started. But it had been lots of fun anyway—despite Dad leaving Mom to be with ‘Uncle’
Meyer.

Fast Forward
Some four decades later, when I was in my 40’s after first being introduced to ‘Uncle’ Meyer at 
Saratoga Racetrack in Saratoga Springs, New York, I was on my bipap respirator one afternoon 
watching TV, and I noticed a very familiar face in the corner of my eye on the TV screen. It was 
‘Uncle’ Meyer! The man Howie had often called by the nickname ‘Luigi,’ but I knew him as 
‘Uncle Meyer,’ was on TV!  To my great surprise, and my utter dismay, it was a History 
Channel documentary called, “The New York Mafia: The Five Families of New York” and it 
featured none other than my Howie’s close mentor, ‘Uncle Meyer,’—who apparently 
also was known as an infamous New York mobster, and some of Dad’s other associates! 

Though I had often heard about Meyer Lansky while was meeting with other Mob associates, and seen ‘Uncle’ Meyer many times with Howie when I was really young, I had never connected the dots before, never asked his last name. At that time, all I knew was that the man on the TV was my dad’s longtime mentor whom I had been told to call, ‘Uncle Meyer’ as a young girl, some 45 years earlier. Though the clues were all there, I was shocked at his association with the Mob, as Howie had used every other word to describe his world besides the term, ‘Mafia,’ like the Syndicate, Our Thing, The Racket, The Entertainment Industry, and the Unions. Yet, deep in my heart, as I got older, I knew that the Mob was Howie’s world. Feeling like I needed to know more about his associates and Howie’s world, I went to the local Barnes & Noble book store, found the crime section and then the ‘Mafia Encyclopedia’ to read more about Meyer Lansky. 

How could this possibly be??? Aghast at what I saw, I will never forget that day as I sat dumb-
founded, heart racing while pouring over the book photos and stories of many of  Howie’s close 
associates whom I had met, including ‘Uncle’ Meyer. I recognized many of the men by their 
faces, nicknames and localities. Howie had always been extremely careful not to reveal use real 
names and locations whenever he took me with him to meet his associates. Last names were 
always covert or omitted, and many went by nicknames like Luigi (‘Uncle’ Meyer Lansky).

I remember being in shock and speechless, as I learned about Howie’s world that day, and who his New York and New Jersey ‘associates’ really were. In fact, I later learned that my life with Dad seemed to follow important Mob events. Many pictures in the book were familiar faces, and included places Dad had taken me with him to New York and New Jersey so many times where he met with his compadres when I was really young.  

  
When I was very young, it was not uncommon for Dad to start loud arguments with my mother 
on Fridays, where he would come pick me up and take me with him telling her he would be away 
for the weekend. Looking back, I think it was actually a predictable ploy that allowed him to 
leave the house for 3 days at a time--with a reason. Often, he would take me with him, and go to 
New Jersey and New York City and drop me off in the care of strangers ~ his Italian descent
associates and their families. Who would suspect anyone of any wrong doing from someone with 
a young child in tow as a shield, decoy, a distraction?


As a result of growing up in our severely dysfunctional family, my parents had everything to do 
with my growing in empathy for others. Likewise, they are responsible for the person I am today, 
as my greatest desires is to love my family, serve the poor and homeless, and to trust in the Triune 
God.

Mom tried hard to live her Catholic faith to the letter, and she taught me everything I needed to 
know about faith by the time I was 6 years old. Paradoxically, though my mother was the 
orthodox Catholic one in our family who led me to Blessed Mother Mary, Jesus, and the Holy Spirit, it was my father, Howie, who was the one who especially led me to God himself. This 
happened as my youth pressed on, when I eventually realized my earthly father was not to be 
emulated nor trusted, and was incapable of love. I loved him, but hated the fact it did not seem to 
be reciprocal. Putting aside all loyalty he instilled in me, I eventually realized, to my dismay, 
that he was the polar opposite of Father God in every way! It is my belief that Mom’s 
fervent prayers, through the power of the Holy Spirit, saved me from much heartache and 
danger in my youth, and I carry that with me always.


The Day That Changed Our Family Forever                                                                         November 22, 1963    
Walking into the room, I saw Gammy, my grandmother, and my mother, talking seriously, in 
hushed tones about something seemingly important. Gammy often came to visit when things got 
really hard to deal with at our house. She was keenly aware of the dynamic my parents had, and 
was most generous in every way in helping our family deal with Mom’s mental illness as she 
came to visit about every 6 months.   

As I entered the room, I remember asking what happened. 
“The president has been shot" Mom said as she dried her tears with a tissue. "He was Catholic, and he was from Boston where my family came from. He was a wonderful president, but someone killed him. He was a good man and we are sorry to see him go. Who could have done such a thing?" I asked.  

"Not everyone likes the Kennedys” my grandmother interjected with deep certainty, as she, too, 
stoically wiped her tears away. “Why,” I persisted, “didn't everyone like him?” Gammy replied, 
“Because he made up rules that not everyone agreed with, and some people were jealous of him. 
Your great grandfather and great grandmother Doyle were good friends with the Kennedys for 
years. They were good people.” Overhearing the conversation from the next room as it unfolded, 
my father walked into the room, and adding his two cents, saying matter-of-factly, with overt 
sarcasm, that he, was not a fan of President Kennedy… “I know lots of people who hate the 
Kennedys.” 

The conversation continued on, but clearly, Dad had a very different, smug and seemingly 
disdainful opinion of President Kennedy, than Mom and Gammy. At the time, I thought maybe it 
was because he was not Catholic like Mom and Gammy, but he sounded very sure that he did not 
agree with them AT ALL. In a chiding sort of way, he talked badly about the whole Kennedy 
family, saying all sorts of things --so much so, that I wondered if he or his associates knew them 
personally, somehow.

No, I didn't really understand why Mom thought we needed a Catholic president or why Dad was 
so opposed to this particular man being president. All I knew was that they both had very strong 
views on the topic, and neither would back down. Probably embracing Grammy’s views and 
Mom’s sentiments, I left the room feeling a little teary myself, and noticing much tension in the 
air in our home–and why not? After all, I thought, the president just died!  Just several days after 
President Kennedy was assassinated, I got up in the morning and went downstairs to our 
playroom to play. It was my parents’ anniversary week, so I stopped in at their room to sing, 
“Happy Anniversary!” but no one was there. However, as I passed by the playroom door on the 
way to the kitchen, I noticed Mom was sitting in the room on a kitchen chair quietly staring at 
the wall, all by herself. As I peered through the half opened door, I remember seeing Mom 
sitting motionless, expressionless and staring, mouth open. Her gaze was as if mesmerized by a 
Turner Classic Movie playing on the big screen. With her short, limp, dark brown hair, frilly top 
and disheveled, mismatched outfit, she looked to me like some of the homeless people I had seen 
on the street corners in our small, rural hometown in Upstate New York. Being just 6 years old at 
the time, I was quite baffled as to what was occurring to my family that day. However, I knew 
something serious was happening because of the grim expressions on everyone’s faces. Howie 
and Gammy met together in our playroom that day, talking in hushed tones about what to do. 
Little did anyone know the long-lasting effects of that fateful day would traumatically impact me 
for decades to come as Mom did not return from the mental hospital for one and a half years.

That day, I remember standing on a wooden step stool at the front window of our small, rural, 
three bedroom Cape Cod house with my nose pressed up against the icy glass.  I saw the car with 
her in it roll down our un-shoveled, slippery driveway. The car turned onto the narrow, two lane 
road in front of our house, and then she vanished into the distance. 

By the grace of God, little did I know that she would not return to Upstate New York for a full 
year and a half! Had I known she would be away so long, I may have lost heart and given 
up…After Mom left in the car that day, I sat down on the step stool that I had been standing on 
while watching them place her in the car, crying, wondering to myself about the most basic 
question many children often ask during vulnerable times: Who will take care of us kids now that 
Mom is gone?

Initially, I was devastated. But, soon, I was consoled by the thought that Dad would be there for 
my brother and sister and me. Mom had seemed fine to me just days before, then she was 
catatonic, sitting motionless and dazed in our playroom.  It not only felt surreal to see her like 
that, in my gut I felt for many years that something had gone wrong, very, very wrong.

One of the most curious parts of Mom’s becoming catatonic within days of learning about 
President Kennedy’s assassination, was that it was on the week of my parents wedding 
anniversary. Questions persist, as they swirl around the events surrounding Mom’s becoming 
catatonic. She had been fine just days before. I am certain that the assassination of President 
Kennedy was not the cause. 

Without missing a beat, shortly after Mom was taken away, Howie promptly took us on a two 
week trip to Arizona, and left us with his sister, Gloria. Before that time, we had never flown
any where that I can recall. When he went to leave us there, I cried and asked him where he was 
going. He told me he was going to help ‘Uncle’ Meyer build a big hotel in Las 
Vegas. Though Aunt Gloria was very good to us kids, I remember sorely missing Dad while he 
was away on ‘business’ as he called it.  But the timing of the trip always left me with one 
pressing, unsettling question, even and especially as I grew older and reflected back:                
“Why did he have to take the trip so soon after Mom went away to the Seton Institute?”

It all made me wonder if perhaps there was something else that took her down to such a state.  
Later, I thought she had looked like she had been drugged. She had been expressionless and 
almost seemed to be paralyzed sitting in the chair in my playroom for what had seemed like 
days. The only thing I am sure of is that this condition took her out of commission, and away 
from us, and I desperately wanted her back.

Silver Lining
So many silver linings in my youth, wherever do I start??? It really is true that everyone has a 
past, a present, and a future. As you have seen, my childhood was quite traumatic, making it 
difficult to move on from it at intervals. In fact, I would say that some of the events of my 
childhood at times have had a haunting effect on my own state of mind and my physical health.
I have consciously chosen to do whatever it takes to live in the present, and have, after five 
decades, been successful at doing so. As you will see in future chapters, a plethora of unsettling 
PTSD flashbacks and nightmares have forced me to revisit my childhood trauma through 
therapy, hence this book. Though I have difficulties with my hands, I am grateful to God for the 
ability to be able to type on my computer to write and share my story with others. 

My silver lining is found in knowing that Jesus is with me, and that many people may be helped 
by hearing or reading my story.  Most of all, I am grateful that Jesus protected me, guided me, 
and comforted me in my childhood years. Jesus was with me through it all, even when I was in 
dangerous situations, put in harm’s way by my father and his Mob associates. In my adulthood, 
the Lord provided me with the ability or gift to forgive my parents for their shortcomings and 
vulnerabilities. Truly, forgiveness is not something I could accomplish on my own. I tried to heal 
on my own. Due to the intense experiences I had with each of my parents, it has taken many 
years of prayer, meetings with my priest, and psychotherapy to be able to extend the proverbial 
olive branch to my mother and father for all that happened in my youth. And in my humanness, 
though it is imperative for my health and well-being, I sometimes still fall short in being able to 
forgive them, but I continue to try. For me, it is only possible with Godly intervention. On my 
own, all bets are off.

But there is a lighter side to my early life. Through the process of therapeutic writing, and many 
‘ah-hah’ and ‘déjà vu’ moments over the past years from awakenings, corroborative nightmares 
and flashbacks, I have discovered something I never had for my parents before: compassion and 
empathy. I feel blest to have come to realize just how much my mother suffered with mental 
illness, and  how it colored her life, relationships, and perspective in every way. She 
certainly did not have an easy life. In fact, it must have been incredibly hard for Mom living with 
my father in their early married years, as they lived in such different worlds. Being a devout 
old school Catholic, it was terribly hard for Mom being a divorced woman against her will, and a 
single mother with three children. Living in poverty, she struggled to keep us fed and with a roof over our head, all the while trying not to say anything derogatory about my father. For Mom, living with mental illness eventually cost her marriage, stirred much turmoil and angst with her children, and kept her isolated from enjoying life. I feel so blest to have gained this relatively new understanding of my mom. I am able to remember her in a much kinder way now than ever before. 

This compassionate reframing of memories relating to my mother has also been very helpful 
when looking at my father and his associates. I have had sheer disgust in my heart for his world. 
Yet, when I think about him growing up in the Bronx, I take pause now. Once I realized that his 
Mob associations started when he was very young and he and his family lived in a central 
Mafia hub in the Bronx, at a time when the Mob was in full sight, it is no wonder that his close 
associates were who and what they were. He was, in a way, born into the ‘Good fella’ lifestyle 
by the location of his birth.

Sure, Howie had a choice as we all do as to what path he would choose. But perhaps he was 
compelled in some way to walk away from what was good and right and true and embrace the 
dark side, the seedier way of life. When Howie was just 17 years old, his father left home 
abruptly and never returned, leaving Howie to support his mother, twin sister and older sister 
during The Great Depression. Though he had this large responsibility of taking care of his sisters 
and mother, my Mom often told me Howie was not good to his mother. Many years later, 
Howie and his two sisters were finally reunited with my grandfather after he resurfaced in his 
80’s when he went to live in a Masonic Home in Upstate New York. He had been reportedly 
living in Hawaii and then Arizona and located by Howie’s sisters.   

Sometimes a new perspective is what is necessary to forgive someone who has hurt you, and 
prayer is never wasted and always helpful. I hope praying for my parents has been helpful to 
them, but I know it has been extremely helpful to me. I have discovered that forgiveness is 
necessary for good mental and physical health. For me, I realize now that I am on the road to 
forgiveness whenever I can pray for one who has hurt me. I also pray fervently and often for my 
dad’s associates by name, in particular, “Uncle Meyer” Lansky from Saratoga Springs, New 
York, the “5 families of New York,” and their extended families.
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