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FOREWORD

T
HE WILLIAM PETSCHEK NA-

TIONAL JEWISH FAMILY CENTER

has produced this pamphlet
for single and married young

men and women who are now, or soon
will be, making decisions about how
many children to have.

In these pages we present five auto-
biographical essays in which the authors
share their experiences, thoughts, feel-
ings, anxieties and ambivalences about
parenting. Quite deliberately, the writers
include both men and women, and rep-
resent different age groups and varying
religious and social outlooks, life situa-
tions and experiences.

The William Petschek National Jew-
ish Family Center is committed to the
idea that every young man and woman
should get married and have children.
Our belief in the importance of marriage
and children is based on a conviction
that ultimate happiness and fulfillment
derive from selfless and transcending
love, a love not based on ulterior mo-
tives. Such love, we are convinced, is
possible only within a happy family
framework.

Most people react with awe to the
work of the artist, the composer, the
sculptor. Even more exalting and inspir-
ing is the creative act of having children
and raising them to be mature and re-
sponsible adults. Creating new life is an
extension and continuation of oneself, a
positive affirmation of the perfectibility
of the world, and of our belief in the
intrinsic goodness and potential of
human beings. It is through our children
that we experience the cosmic mystery of
life, and ourselves become truly human.

We hope that most couples will have
more than one child; however, we recog-
nize that how many more depends on
the particular couple's values, attitudes
and life situation. The aim of this publi-
cation is to encourage young people to
view marriage and parenting not only as
a responsibility but as an ongoing chal-
lenge and satisfaction.

Yehuda Rosenman, Director
William Petschek
National Jewish Family Center
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TWO CAREERS
AND CHILDREN TOO

By Jonathan Groner
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w HAT SEEMS LIKE A

long time ago, before
our children were
born, a friend who al-

ready had two children told us that
our life would never be the same once
we had any of our own. We thought
we understood him—even then we
knew about diapers, late-night feed-
ings, and the "terrible twos"—but of
course we did not. The reason our life
has changed now that we have Sammy
(five years old) and Danny (two) isn't
so much the physical caring or—for-
tunately—any financial worries, or
even the emotional uncertainties of
having to chart a path for two new and
very dependent human beings. The
biggest problem is simply lack of
time. As working parents, we have
found that our life is stretched tightly
just to keep things going on a day-to-
day basis, and that when a crisis comes
along, we feel as if one of the four of
us is inevitably going to snap. When
we take into account our work, the
household chores, school and day care
for the kids, paying the bills, enter-
tainment, and preserving at least some
time for each other, Arlene and I often
feel that our life, though certainly not
dull, can be frustrating.

Thus far, ours is not an unusual
story. Many of our friends have the
same career commitments and the
same hassles; in fact, many are two-
lawyer couples like us, a combination
that is quite common in the area where
we live, near Washington, D.C. But
our story is also different in a very
fundamental way. In addition to the
contemporary dual-career path, .we
have also undertaken the joys and bur-
dens of living a traditional Jewish life.
We have decided that we want to
transmit to our children the Jewish
feelings and values that we grew up
with ourselves. We want to make
them proud and educated Jews. Not
least important, as adults we want to
find the same kind of fulfillment that
the Jewish dimension of our lives gave
us when we were younger.

Some of our nonobservant friends

Jonathan Groner is an attorney at the Fed-
eral Trade Commission in Washington,
D.C. He is a graduate of Columbia Law
School.

are, I think, astonished that we are
even trying to do this at all, and even
more astonished that we are managing
to survive. They see our Jewish com-
mitment as just another obligation
that divides our limited time still fur-
ther and makes the other parts of our
life more difficult. After all, when do
you find the time to get the car washed
or to buy school clothes for the kids
if you can't do it on Saturday? In a
sense they are right; it can be difficult
to explain that carpet installers or de-
liverypersons should not come on
Shabbat or on Jewish holidays. But
this is a problem we can always work
around, especially since suburban
shopping malls have Sunday and eve-
ning hours that are a blessing to most
of us Orthodox strivers.

There are, however, much deeper
problems inherent in our chosen life-
style that are not easily apparent to
those on the outside. Our life is pulled
this way and that by the forces of mo-
dernity and by Jewishness, sometimes
in ways unforeseen by the thinkers of
the Enlightenment who first perceived
and analyzed the conflict between tra-
dition and modernity. After consid-
erable time and thought, Arlene and
I have begun to understand what these
problems are and why they arise.

I mentioned earlier that we are at-
tempting to live a traditional Jewish
life. The word "traditional" itself con-
tains a clue to our dilemma; it was
chosen a bit self-consciously, for lack
of a better term. "Orthodox" conveys
too much of a sectarian notion. Al-
though for reasons I discuss later, cer-
tain types of Orthodox communities
are the most likely places for us to find
what we are looking for, we are not
necessarily committed to Orthodoxy
in a theological sense. Some of our
friends use "religious" as a categori-
zation, but I find that a bit arrogant:
religion denotes what is in one's heart,
one's personal relation to God, and
who knows what anyone else's "reli-
gion" is? So we call ourselves "tradi-
tional," though that term only
highlights the real problem. "Tradi-
tional" seems to imply something
more than observing Shabbat and hol-
idays or keeping a kosher home. We
have found that there is a "traditional"
lifestyle, in a general sense, that is

In addition to the
contemporary

dual-career path,
we have also
undertaken the
joys and burdens of
living a traditional
Jewish life.
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frequently associated with our level of
commitment and observance. And we
have found that our primary commit-
ment to the continuity of Jewish tra-
dition has occasionally brought us too
close for comfort to that aspect of tra-
ditional life that we do not embrace,
and too far from our parallel commit-
ment to the idea of self-fulfillment as
educated professionals.

The most difficult conflict—and I
am primarily discussing practical con-
flicts rather than theological ones—is
that, for a number of reasons, "tra-
ditional" Judaism is a home-centered
religion, and our busy life lacks this
clear focus of home and hearth. The
old ideal was the Jewish mother, rais-
ing her children, teaching them Torah
by example (and informal education is
Torah), cooking and preparing for
Shabbat and holidays. Our children
will not grow up with many of these
nostalgic memories, but we still be-
lieve that, with the appropriate ad-
justments, we can transmit the
tradition just as well. After all, Jewish
law says nothing about whether
women (or men) should work full-
time, part-time, or not at all; these
lifestyle issues are examples of the au-
tonomy granted by Halakah (Jewish
system of law). And it's not as though
our children will never see how a tra-
ditional Jewish life is lived. We clean
house for Passover, we build a Sukkah,
we invite guests for Shabbat meals, as
Jewish families have always done. But
we are a bit different, and the question
our difference poses to us and to the
American Jewish community is an im-
portant one: whether a home-centered
system of practice can adapt itself to
non-home-centered values.

Although our children may not have
suffered, they have missed out on some
quintessential Jewish experiences.
Since baking challah ourselves has
been out of the question because we
do not have the time, and the kosher
bakeries in town do not always have
hours that accommodate working par-
ents, there have been periods of several
months when we relied on supermar-
ket rolls for our Shabbat loaves. But
it started to get somewhat embarrass-
ing when we discovered that Sammy,
our four-year-old, had forgotten what
challah looked like and started to call

all rolls by that name. Sheepishly, we
started to make greater efforts to buy
a bakery challah each week, until we
discovered that an enterprising firm in
New York sells frozen challah dough,
already braided; just defrost and bake.
Obviously, people like us do represent
a market for some company.

Not all difficulties are solved as eas-
ily as the challah problem. Our full-
time housekeeper, who was so valuable
to us in other ways, was not Jewish,
and although she readily learned where
the meat and dairy dishes belonged,
she could not provide the Jewish ele-
ment Arlene or I would have provided.
Sammy began testing her by singing
the Jewish holiday songs he heard in
nursery school; then, when he discov-
ered she did not know Hebrew, he
began laboriously teaching her the al-
phabet he so recently had learned.
"Myrtle doesn't know chet," we heard
him say about twice a day. Fortunately
both Myrtle and Sammy found the sit-
uation amusing, and so did we.

As might be expected, we and many
other families like us have asked Jew-
ish schools to fulfill part of the tra-
ditional role of the stay-at-home
Jewish mother. The rapid growth of
preschools and day-care centers in
America has been paralleled by the
growth of Jewish nursery schools, to
the point where nearly every congre-
gation in the Washington area offers
three years of nursery, for ages two
through four. While these schools are
not perfect, they do provide a set of
Jewish experiences, ranging from in-
tense to casual, in conjunction with
the typical nursery program. In this
way, community resources have
helped us maintain our lifestyle by
giving our children some of the ex-
periences they might have missed
otherwise. I remember our great dis-
appointment when Sammy told us his
summer-camp program did not have
a weekly Shabbat party every Friday
afternoon, as his nursery school did.

Our efforts to provide a sound Jew-
ish home environment have also been
aided in other ways. Arlene recently
was able to reduce her work hours
while retaining the same level of re-
sponsibilities. This allows her to spend
more time with the children during
the day. We also try to give our chil-

dren a good deal of our energy on eve-
nings and weekends. Many of our pre-
bedtime sessions with Sammy have
formed part of his informal Jewish ed-
ucation: not just the recitation of the
Shema, but the ritualistic invocation
of the traditional angels who are asked
to guard the bed against the terrors
only a five-year-old can imagine. Many
of the children's books we read to him
are Jewish books, by authors ranging
from Reform to ultra-Orthodox (we
try to select the best from all sources).
We have also gotten a lot of assistance
from my parents, who live in the area;
as any parent will testify, grandparents
can be an unparalleled resource.

Our neighborhood synagogue com-
munity, which is Orthodox, has been
helpful. I mentioned earlier that our
commitment to tradition precedes our
commitment to any formal institution
that embodies that tradition. We be-
long to an Orthodox congregation not
so much for ideological reasons but
because we believe that, in the real
world, Orthodox synagogues function
better as communities than Conser-
vative or Reform ones. Despite what
Conservative Judaism declares in the-
ory, that movement generally has not
been able to attract significant con-
centrations of people who constitute
true communities. For about two
years, after we broke off our connec-
tion with an Orthodox congregation
that was just too traditional—in all
senses—to fully accept us, we did try
to identify primarily with a Conser-
vative synagogue. Although the ex-
perience was not totally unrewarding
(Sammy still looks back fondly on that
nursery school), we soon found that
we needed a more intense Jewish ex-
perience. Since we are not at home
very much during the week, much of
our socializing and our building of a
Jewish environment must take place
on Shabbat, so that it has been espe-
cially important for us to live in an
area where that is possible. I might
observe that many members of Ortho-
dox synagogues are Orthodox by de-
fault. Their commitment to tradition
comes first, and they find that Ortho-
doxy is the best way to express it.

Arlene and I have thus tried to fulfill
ourselves personally—both of us
would be unhappier individuals and
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less effective parents if we did not have
our careers—while continuing our
fairly high level of commitment to
Jewish tradition. At least as I write
this, we make our lifestyle choice work
on a day-to-day basis. Sammy is very
comfortable in his Jewish environ-
ment; he reminds us to say the man-
datory blessings before meals, and
kisses the mezuzah and the Torah.
Danny is developing into a cheerful,
independent, healthy child. By
stretching our own resources and tak-
ing advantage of what the community
offers, we have succeeded in doing a
little of everything. Although we are
frequently exhausted, we are also rea-
sonably pleased with our choice.

Of course, the conflict between tra-
ditional and modern values extends
beyond day-to-day decisions into the
realm of serious choices. Having two
children was a relatively easy decision
for us, but the idea of having a third
is something Arlene and I are still dis-
cussing, even if only in a half-joking,
far-off way. If our time is stretched
now, with two careers and two chil-
dren, what will another child mean to
us and to the children we already have?
Yet Jewish values, both of normative
law and of tradition, ask us to have
another child. Most of the young
professional couples we know who are
not religiously observant have decided
to stop at two. I am not sure such a
decision is satisfying to us, logical as
it may seem when viewed strictly from
a career perspective. Perhaps, like
many childbearing choices, this one
will not be a totally rational one; as I
recall the circumstances of how our
children were conceived, they were not
all that carefully considered.

Our chosen lifestyle also poses ques-
tions that look beyond us to com-
munity affairs and Jewish social
policy. Although two-career families
are still far from the norm in reli-
giously observant circles, their num-
ber is increasing with the rising
percentage of women who hold grad-
uate or professional degrees. In less
traditional circles, it is not surprising
that Jewish families are in the forefront
of social change in urban and suburban
America, and that they are among
those who choose to pursue both career
and family values. The trend is likely

to continue, if only for economic rea-
sons. Real-estate experts have noted
that with high mortgage rates and in-
flation in housing prices, most of us
baby-boomers will need two incomes
to afford homes as nice as the ones we
grew up in. So it appears that families
like ours are an ever-growing reality
with which the Jewish community,
even the Orthodox community, must
contend. What effects will it have?

Like my own family, the commu-
nity as a whole may end up sacrificing
quantity for quality. Although the
working-mother phenomenon may,
along with other factors, have reduced
average family size among Jews, it
may also have led us to give more of
ourselves to our children. We care for
our children and make sacrifices for
them in other ways than our parents
did for us. As the children grow up,
they may benefit from more focused
attention and from more diverse ex-
perience than children reared by tra-
ditional Jewish mothers, whose
attention, after all, had to be shared
with the potato kugel and the ironing
board as well as with the play group.
We are the generation that has been
so widely satirized by the media for
seeking only the best and the most
expensive material goods for our chil-
dren. But in my experience, the ex-
pensive toys and the accessories are also
accompanied by real concern and af-
fection. The new generation may ben-
efit in this way, and with it the Jewish
community as a whole.

The community may also benefit in
a more subtle way from the emergence
of modern lifestyles among its most
"traditional" members. As observant
Jews like us are joining the two-career
trend, perhaps our daily life patterns,
however taxing they may appear to us,
will become attractive to others as
well. Traditional Judaism may ac-
tually gain adherents if it begins to be
perceived as compatible with the life-
styles of dual-career couples. The rich-
ness and joy of life, as they transcend
daily struggles and time shortages,
may appeal to couples who have
money, success, careers and children
but lack emotional or spiritual fulfill-
ment. Like my own family, the com-
munity is venturing upon an
uncharted course. •

oth of us
>would be

unhappier individ-
uals and less effec-
tive parents if we
did not have our
careers.
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FOUR is
A LOT MORE THAN

TWO PLUS TWO
By Lindy Buch
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O
UR DECISION TO HAVE

children was made the
night Ray asked me if I
thought we ought to get

married. I was 22 at the time, taught
nursery school and was working on an
M.A. in early childhood and special
education. Ray, 24, was a mental
health worker in a day-treatment cen-
ter for disturbed school-aged kids; he
was planning to enter social work
school. We had been seeing each other
regularly for some time.

Earlier that evening, we had gone
to Ray's cousin's wedding, where we
were teased about being "next," and
the excitement and the dancing and
the family made us feel warm and
close. I told Ray I didn't know if we
ought to get married, but that we cer-
tainly ought to discuss it. Everything,
then as now, has been the topic of
discussion for us. Our courtship con-
sisted mostly of walking and talking,
sitting and talking, doing something
together and talking. After we were
married and had more time together,
we went on talking. We mostly
growled first thing in the morning,
but we talked all the rest of the time,
except when we were at work or
asleep. We wanted to know each other
fully and completely. The trust and
love that enabled us to make all our
important decisions come from those
talks and that sharing.

The decision to marry was based on
our mutual desire to commit ourselves
to each other and to create a stable
family. When I told Ray that I did
not intend to "just be somebody's
mother," but to pursue my career and

Esther (Lindy) Buck serves as adjunct as-
sistant professor at Mercy College of Detroit
and is a Ph.D. candidate at Wayne State
University.

my academic work, he replied that he
"wouldn't have" someone who stayed
home all the time; he wanted a partner
who was vital and active, and who par-
ticipated in all of life.

For the first three years of our mar-
riage we lived in the university com-
munity in Ann Arbor, while our
families and our Jewish ties were in
Detroit. Both of us had been raised as
Conservative Jews. Ray's family was
more observant than mine, but of the
two of us I was probably the more
traditional. We kept kosher and ate a
Shabbat meal every Friday night. We
traveled to Detroit for family holiday
gatherings and to buy kosher meat.

I told my advisor
I was going to
stay home and
take care of this
kid for a while.

Our Jewish identity was wrapped up
with our family-building. I prided
myself on learning to bake challah and
on never having store-bought ones.
All of this was nest-building behavior
in a Jewish mode.

I was taking care of other people's
children, bringing Ray to school with
me whenever I could, in order to
"share" him with them and them with
him. After a while, I began to want
some of our own.

By the time Ray graduated, several
of our close friends were having babies.
We now had enough money to buy a
house in Detroit. After three years of
marriage we were ready.

Nothing happened for a while. We
consulted the doctor and underwent
tests, 6 A.M. thermometer readings,
surgery and fertility drugs. The
thought that we might not be able to
have children was frightening. The
whole concept of our marriage was
based on family: we had spent a great
deal of our time and energy to make
the two of us into a family. Moreover,

Ray's feelings were extremely negative
about adoption. I felt concerned that
he might leave me and feared I would
be left utterly alone and devastated.
Ray, too, had apprehensions. Work-
ing through this crisis jointly and
sharing our fears, anxieties and hopes
brought us even closer together. We
had always characterized ourselves as
"a team," when we were canoeing rap-
ids and going on week-long wilderness
adventures, taking Girl Scout troops
camping, cooking fancy dinners for
our friends, even saving every penny
for our house. Now we became even
more a team. I felt confident that Ray
would love me no matter what and
that we could handle anything. We
acquired a puppy, on which we prac-
ticed our parenting skills.

My work at that time required a
good deal of traveling to train admin-
istrators of child-care centers for a uni-
versity project. It was fascinating,
demanding and rewarding work, but
the Federal funding was about to end
and the project with it. The next ca-
reer step for me would be to return to
school to finish my Ph.D. My former
advisor called me into her office one
day and said, "Don't look for a job
next year. Here is a fellowship that
will pay your tuition and most of what
you're making now. It's time for you
to finish your education." I told her I
would discuss the matter with Ray and
get back to her the next week. Then,
lo and behold, the test was positive!
After 18 months of "trying," I was
pregnant. I told my advisor I was
going to stay home and take care of
this kid for a while.

The pregnancy was rough. It wasn't
just morning sickness; it was lunchtime
and dinnertime and all-the-time sick-
ness. It didn't last three months; it
lasted seven months. I couldn't believe
it. How could I be sick when I was so
happy and excited? Wasn't I ready to
be a mother? Was I sick because I was
inadequate? Ray did the cooking and
the ironing. He took care of me. We
had huge arguments; I was frightened
at my dependence. Finally, when I felt
a little better, we prepared the nurs-
ery. I put a lot of meals in the freezer
and baked cookies for the company we
expected. We were getting ready to
be parents.
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We are delighted
that our chil-

dren enjoy activi-
ties we like and are
developing values
we hold dear.

Elana (Lani) took forever to be born.
The difficult labor was another trial
for our team. Would I be able to man-
age without medication? Would Ray
be disappointed if I couldn't? But Ray
was wonderful: calm, steady and car-
ing, he remembered and did every-
thing, and I was able to have a
"natural" delivery. I was worn out but
excited. From the moment I held Lani
in the delivery room all my doubts
vanished. She was alert and respon-
sive, and she has been a joy to live
with these first six years of her life.
Being her mother restored my confi-
dence rather quickly. This job I—
we—could do well.

During the first few weeks Ray felt
that all he could do was to be a "go-
fer," procuring necessaries from the
drugstore and taking care of me so that
I could care for Lani. We were ex-
hausted; stealing time for our precious
talks was difficult. Making sure that
grandparents and other family mem-
bers gave us space and time to be our
own family and yet weren't left out or
neglected or offended took up a good
deal of emotional energy. Our parents,
after all, were assuming a new role,
too, since Lani was the first grandchild
on both sides.

When Lani was six weeks old, I be-
gan a part-time job training preschool
teachers at one of the local colleges for
one afternoon a week and for some spo-
radic field supervision. My mother ea-
gerly offered to baby-sit. Now I felt
as if I had the best of all possible
worlds. I was advancing in my career,
gaining experience in a job I thought
was unattainable without another de-
gree, and I had most of my time free
to be home with my baby.

Teaching one, and later two, classes
did not make up for the loss of my
former salary. I learned to shop more
efficiently and Ray took on a small
private practice in addition to his full-
time agency work.

Lani was a happy, outgoing, bright
little thing, who seemed to pull us
closer and closer together. As she be-
came active, Ray felt that he could be
more involved with her. She was proof
that our team was effective! She talked
and walked early, and by her first
birthday was no longer interested in
nursing. I felt a great loss after she

was weaned and Ray agreed that we
ought to think about our next child.

The doctor suggested we start
"trying" six months before we actually
wanted to conceive, because he would
not prescribe any of his magic fertility
drugs without such a trial period. We
worked our own magic, though.
Danny was conceived on the first try
and born on his due-date, when Lani
was two years and four days old. The
pregnancy was not as difficult as the
first had been, except for feeling huge
(Danny weighed 9 Vi lbs.) and having
to care for a toddler. The birth oc-
curred within 14 minutes of our arrival
at the hospital; Ray hardly had time
to put on his green surgical getup. We
experienced some disappointment at
not getting to do our "team work"
with the labor and delivery.

Two babies were a lot of work. As
both were allergic to paper diapers and
to the fabric softener used by the dia-
per service, I was washing eight dozen
diapers every other day. Now I could
manage to teach only one class and Ray
added more private clients to make up
for the loss of income. Danny was not
a good sleeper; he was plagued by con-
tinuous and painful ear infections for
several months. When Ray and I could
finally interpret his "ear hurts" cry,
we felt our team was working once
again. If I had wondered whether I
could ever love anyone as much as I
loved Lani, I realized, miraculously,
that I did.

Ray's work situation changed at
that time. We looked forward to the
prospect of at least a month's summer
vacation. With our newly bought van,
we planned our first trip of the kind
that has probably become our family
trademark—long meandering camp-
ing vacations that take us six months
to plan, relishing every moment.
Sometimes we bring along our bikes
and our canoe. Our children, at six
and four now, have been in 23 states,
the District of Columbia, as well as
many parts of Ontario, Canada. We
particularly enjoy the time we spend
together being close. Driving time is
talk time and family time. We are
delighted that our children enjoy ac-
tivities we like and are developing val-
ues we hold dear. When asked what
she liked best about our recent trip to
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Florida, Lani replied that driving and
stopping to see neat things were the
best, visiting some favorite cousins
was great, and Disney World was a
distant third.

Our first trip will always stand out
because the kids were small and we
were not sure how well organized we
would be. When we left, Danny was
just eight months old. When we re-
turned four weeks later, he began to
prefer his little sleeping bag to his
crib. He had learned to stand up and
"cruise." He had eight teeth instead
of three. He no longer wanted baby
food and he refused to let anyone feed
him. Within the month he learned to
walk and, like Lani, gladly gave up
nursing when he was a year old.

Now we had two kids, not babies.
The old weaning depression returned.
We wanted another child, but our
bank account would not allow it. This
was probably the most difficult deci-
sion we ever had to reach. Our college
years were the days of zero population
growth, so that we had not really in-
tended to have more than two chil-
dren, yet three seemed like a more
complete family. I am an only child
and Ray's sister has no children; we
have no nieces and nephews, and our
children have no first cousins. Many
people we knew, who were not man-
aging as well, had three children; we
had great kids and wanted another.
But no matter how many pennies we
could pinch, they would not be turned
into the dollars we needed to educate
properly more than two bright chil-
dren. Denying ourselves nights out,
or fancy clothes, or the gadgets and
gizmos our friends owned had never
bothered us. But having to deny our-
selves a third child made me sad and
angry. I wanted another baby badly;
so did Ray. Yet we saw no logical way
we could manage it.

It was time, I realized, to stop talk-
ing and to do something about my
career. Only a Ph.D. would enable me
to do full-time what I had been doing
part-time and allow us even to educate
the two children we already had.

As soon as Danny began nursery
school, I returned to graduate school
on a part-time basis, while continuing
to teach two classes per semester. At
this rate, I expect to get my degree by

the time he is in second grade. No
longer do I take care of other people's
children, nor are my own home all
day. I help future nurses and teachers
to work with young children. As the
years pass, I become more and more
satisfied with the career I have chosen
and feel less envious of every mother
I see with a new baby.

I have been fortunate in that par-
enthood has enhanced my professional
development both because of its con-
tent—child development—and be-
cause of the opportunity it has given
me to work part-time at a level we
could not have had if our family
needed two full-time salaries. For Ray,
however, the need to compensate for
the loss of my income necessitates long
hours of moonlighting. Although the
"content" experience of parenting is
also a professional bonus for him in his
family counseling work, the pressure
to keep us financially afloat has pre-
vented him from going back to school
himself or from considering new and
interesting jobs whose salaries and
benefits are not comparable to those
he has now. Perhaps when I resume
full-time work, Ray will be freed from
some of this pressure and able to take
advantage of other opportunities.

Over the years, our roles within the
marriage have changed and evolved as
well. When we were newly weds, we
not only divided the breadwinning
equally but also the household chores,
depending on who liked (or hated)
what chores the most or least. When-
ever we could, we worked together and
carried on our discussions. When I was
home more with the children, I took
on more of the domestic tasks, and the
division of labor in our home generally
reflected the respective traditional
male-female roles. Now that neither
of us is home very much, we some-
times hire helpers to do many of the
tasks we used to work on together.

As our children went out in the
world, to mother-toddler class, nurs-
ery school, kindergarten and first
grade, to community recreation
classes, day camp, swimming and
dancing lessons, we came to realize
that our deeply felt but very personal
religious practices were inadequate.
The children needed a more formal
community setting to learn about Jew-

ish identity and to find ways to express
it. We wanted them to know our her-
itage, so that they would understand
us—and themselves—more fully.

This situation presented us with a
dilemma. Even though our back-
grounds and our rituals were Conser-
vative, our philosophies were less tra-
ditional even than those of the Reform
congregations in our area. How could
we present these contradictory views
to our children in a comprehensible
fashion? They were already asking
good, and hard, questions. The Re-
form school was progressive, exciting,
rich; but the services did not recall the
warmth of our childhood shuls. Fi-
nally, we opted for our heads over our
nostalgia and recently joined the Re-
form temple. We like the congrega-
tion, the rabbi and the school. Elana
is enrolled in the first grade. On Erev
Yom Kippur, we walked to services.
We do not believe we have to walk,
but we enjoy doing it. It is this respect
for old customs, rituals and habits that
we are trying to instill in our children
while, at the same time, encouraging
them to think critically.

Our life often feels too busy. My
academic work and preparation for the
classes I teach keep me occupied for
long hours after the children are
asleep. Sometimes it seems they are
growing up too quickly: I want time
to read one more story with them, play
one more game, paint one more messy
picture. When Ray and I meet to ex-
change child-care responsibilities as I
run off to class and he goes to his pri-
vate practice, we communicate about
the logistics of the day, but our talking
time is very brief. The moments we
steal for ourselves now have become
almost as satisfying as the hours and
days we used to have years ago.

Lani and Danny have made our fam-
ily more than just their two selves
added to our household team. Being
with them, caring with them and for
them, being affected by them physi-
cally, emotionally and intellectually,
and they by us, make all of us differ-
ent. What used to be just the two of
us is now all of us. As Danny often
reminds us, two plus two equals four,
but that four is a lot more than just
the addition of two little ones to the
two we were when we started out. •
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MORE
IS BETTER

By Avis Dimond

W
HEN I WAS IN COL-
lege, I took an infor-
mal poll among my
friends. How many

children were there in your family, I
asked them, and how many would you
like to have? Persons who had been an
only child remembered being lonely
and longing for a sibling. Those who
were one of two children (like my hus-
band and myself) felt the intensity of

Avis Dimond Miller will graduate from
the Reconstructionist Rabbinical College in
June 1986. She is a rabbinic intern at
Adas Israel Congregation in Philadelphia.

competition and the upper-middle-
class pressure to achieve. Individuals
who had been raised with two other
siblings recalled the difficult position
of the middle child. Those who grew
up in a four-child family wanted four
children themselves. To be honest
about my survey, I had already deter-
mined that I wanted a large family —
four children. Our fourth turned out
to be twins. We thus ended up with
five children, all boys.

In those days, the mid-1960s, the
question whether to have children at
all was simply not at issue. I had been
raised to assume that family, by def-

inition, included children. In retro-
spect, I am glad that having children
was a foregone conclusion. Ours have
proved to be the joy of our lives.

Although having children in those
days was virtually automatic, having
as many as we did was hardly the
norm. We were repeatedly mistaken
for Catholics, even in the Jewish Com-
munity Center swimming pool, where
it was assumed that we were Italian.
When it was discovered that we were
Jewish, we were taken for Orthodox.
But since we were neither Catholics
nor Orthodox Jews, people assumed
we were either crazy or careless.

Perhaps we are a touch of both, but
mostly we are delighted with our large
family. To be sure, there are many
moments I'd choose to forget, like the
time four boys had the flu and the fifth
was throwing a tantrum because he
was the only one who had to go to
school. Or the time on the Autotrain
to Florida, when by popular request
(of the other passengers) we and our
five boys under nine years old were
assigned our very own car. Or the
bills. Or the laundry—especially sort-
ing the countless pairs of socks. Or the
shopping and cooking. Supermarket
checkers politely inquire whether I am
buying for an institution. I bake chal-
lah in batches of a dozen, and I prepare
chicken soup in a 20-quart pot.

Yet, unquestionably, we would do
it again. I once read that "it takes a
heap of livin' to make a house a home."
With a large family, there is always a
"heap of livin' " going on. Of course
it's noisy, and messy. I have even been
accused of having so many kids as an
excuse for a messy house (it does make
an unassailable excuse). But it's never
boring around here. A child who
squabbles with one brother can always
find another to approach for sympathy.
Sibling alliances are fluid, and com-
petition, though strong, is diffused
through numbers. All of the boys are
competitive swimmers, constantly
comparing their times in the water.
But in a race with others, they crowd
the edge of the pool and root for their
brother or brothers; during the grad-
uated relay, as many as four of them
may be swimming. And for us par-
ents, there is always at least one boy
ready to indulge us with a cuddle.
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Sometimes we worried whether we
were shortchanging the boys in paren-
tal attention. On balance, we decided
that the benefits far outweighed the
drawbacks. None of the children
seems to have suffered from benign
neglect. Instead, all of them have de-
veloped independence and resource-
fulness. All know how to shop, do the
laundry, run a vacuum cleaner and sur-
vive on their own cooking.

We parents are rarely called upon
to amuse bored offspring. The younger
ones learn from their older brothers,
everything from social skills to com-
puter literacy (including certain things
we think they don't need to know). In
good weather, they go outside to-
gether to play ball. When the weather
keeps everyone housebound, they play
marathon games of Dungeons and
Dragons, and Trivial Pursuit. The fi-
nancial constraints of growing up in a
large family have immunized them
somewhat against the surrounding
materialism. The only "name" they
can expect to see on their jeans is that
of an older brother.

Judaism has been an important mo-
tivating factor in our lives. The de-
cision to have many children grew
partly from the conviction that we
Jews are an endangered species. ZPG
(zero population growth) notwith-
standing, we post-Holocaust Jews
have a lot of children to replace. Grow-
ing up in the first generation after the
Holocaust, I have always been haunted
by the photographs of large-eyed Jew-
ish children staring out at me from
behind barbed wire. According to
Emil Fackenheim, the 6l4th mitzvah
for Jews is not to give Hitler a post-
humous victory by failing to survive
as Jews.

I do not mean to suggest that re-
building the Jewish people was the
only Jewish factor in our decision. The
positive Jewish reasons, if anything,
have had even a stronger influence.
Jewish life lived to the fullest means
family life, and the bigger the family,
the more lively it is. On Shabbat and
the holidays, our table is always full,
even without the guests we frequently
invite. We can sing zemirot (special
Sabbath songs) in four parts. There are
lots of hands to decorate the Sukkah,
and to polish the silver before Pesach.

At the Seder each boy can ask his father
the Four Questions in a different lan-
guage. And on Hanukkah even the
oldest boys enjoy keeping the tradition
of decorating the cookies.

There is a level to our decision that
goes even deeper than historical con-
sciousness of Jewish losses or the cel-
ebration of individual holidays. When
we chose to have a large family there
was an important element of religious
faith involved. At my interview for
rabbinical school I was asked many
questions, ranging from what tractates
of the Talmud I had studied to what
I would do if one of my children
caught a cold. Then the Dean asked,
"What do you believe about God?"
Before I could compose a coherent an-
swer, the President interjected,
"What does she believe about God?
She has five kids, doesn't she? That's
your answer!" Besides getting me off
the hook, his statement was true.
Having a large Jewish family dem-
onstrates commitment to the value of
life in general and to Jewish life in
particular.

What has been the impact of our
decision on our career aspirations?
Looking back, I realize that my hus-
band and I are very fortunate in the
way our life has worked out. At the
time we started our family, the fem-
inist movement was just beginning.
Although I knew that some day I
would probably have a career, no
profession particularly attracted me. I
could, and did, work part-time for a
number of years when the boys were
small, always structuring my working
life around their schedules. During the
early years, my husband was on the
faculty of a university, which gave him
flexible hours conducive to helping
with the children. I did not feel con-
fined to the home because I had no
career enticing me to work outside.

There was no such thing as a female
rabbi when I graduated from college.
But by the time the children were in
school full-time, the rabbinate had be-
come an option for women. I had no
question that this was what I wanted.
By this time my husband's career had
become established, so that he could
participate more actively in child care
while I returned to school.

If the rabbinate had been an attain-

able choice earlier, this essay might
have been written differently. But I
am pleased at the sequence of my life.
I am glad we had our children when
we were young enough to enjoy them.
Childbearing and, to an even greater
extent, child rearing can be physically
exhausting. I see my contemporaries
who established careers first now push-
ing baby strollers and struggling to
put snowsuits on reluctant youngsters,
and I wonder whether I would still
have the stamina. I also have friends
who watch the biological time clock
and fret about the possibility of re-
duced fertility. Women who have
had their children before they embark
on careers can have their mid-life crises
at leisure. Career options like the rab-
binate, nonexistent or totally different
from what was available when we
graduated from college, now offer
themselves to us. There are many pat-
terns of life, none universally right or
wrong. But having children first
clearly turned out to be the best for
us. People frequently ask me whether
I think women—and men—can "have
it all." My answer is a qualified yes.
I think we can, but not necessarily all
at once.

If Utopia is not yet with us, we still
have many options. Most of us will be
blessed with long productive lives.
Even if parents assume total care of
their children during the early years,
as we chose to do, the number of years
devoted to child rearing are compar-
atively short. The time between the
birth of our first child and the entry
of our last into full-time schooling was
only 13 years. In retrospect, these
years appear sweet and all too fleeting.

Two years ago our oldest went off
to college. When he came home for
vacation, his younger brothers lined
up at the door in excited anticipation.
As he came in, they climbed all over
him as if he were their private tree.

I, too, am embarking on a new ven-
ture. I approach my career in the rab-
binate with the energy and enthusiasm
typical of someone who has deliber-
ately waited for what she wants profes-
sionally. Both my husband and I are
intense in much of what we do. Yet I
feel certain that none of our accom-
plishments will afford us as much sat-
isfaction as our family. •
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A FATHER'S
PERSPECTIVE

By David Singer

I
SRAEL BAAL SHEM TOV, THE

founder of Hasidism, was for-
ever reminding Jews that noth-
ing happens "down here" unless

it is ordained "up there." Perhaps,
then, there is some grand scheme at
work in the cosmos—or at least in one
small corner of it!—which hinges
upon my having assumed the role of
husband and father. I myself, how-
ever, am blind to the big picture.

I am, to be sure, an Orthodox Jew,
which means that I am cognizant of
the central value that Jewish tradition
attaches to marriage and family life.
Moreover, I am a survivalist Jew living
in the post-Holocaust era, who is
hauntingly aware of the need to guar-
antee Jewish physical and spiritual
continuity. In all honesty, however, I
cannot invoke these factors to explain
my family-life situation as it has come
into being. I married Judy Chayes 22
years ago for the simple reason that I
was madly in love with her. Judy and
I first met (and became informally en-
gaged) when she was a high school
senior and I was a college freshman.
During the four years that we dated,

David Singer is associate director of
Information and Research Services at the
American Jewish Committee and co-editor
of the American Jewish Year Book.
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we never once spoke in serious terms
about having children, let alone to
map out a precise blueprint for the
future. It just wasn't an issue for us—
we had each other and that was all that
mattered. Even after we married, we
didn't engage in elaborate talk about
having kids—we simply had them.
Jonathan (now 16), Jeremy (now 14),
Alisa (now 11), and Michael (now 9)
are most certainly—together with my
beloved Judy—the joy of my life, but
I can't tell why I ended up with four
children rather than three, or two, or
one. (Writing these words, I realize
that none just wasn't in the cards.)

From what I have said, it should be
clear that I am not about to win any
kind of a prize as a systematic thinker
in the area of marriage and family life.
This, of course, places me very much
at odds with the dominant culture of
today, in which it is the norm to have
a fully thought-out position on any
and all familial issues. We live at a
time, as the writer Midge Decter has
observed, when educated people rarely
utter the statement "Gee, I don't
know. I've never thought about it" in
discussing familial matters. Decter
wisely notes: "They [men and women,
husbands and wives] have thought
about it; their ideas about life demand
that they do so. Not a dish is washed,
nor a baby diapered, or a penny allo-
cated in unconsciousness."

Given my, so to speak, blind entry
into marriage and family life, it might
be thought that I would see myself as
lacking the proper credentials to talk
about the subject. In fact, however, I
feel well qualified for the task. Why
not? I've been there; I have 20-plus
years on-the-job training as a husband
and father. If "life experience" (isn't
that what they call it on today's job
resumes?) counts for something, then
I should be expected to have garnered
some insights in the course of my long
apprenticeship. Certainly my experi-
ence makes this much clear to me:
much of what passes for the current
wisdom about marriage and family liv-
ing is nothing but empty rot. Which
is another way of saying that tradi-
tional family life, built on a founda-
tion of love, marriage, and—the key
element—children, is very much
worth preserving.

Ours is a culture in which children,
and particularly children in a tradi-
tional family setting, are viewed as the
enemy. This perception, which is com-
monplace in virtually all "enlight-
ened" sectors of society, especially
among the young, has its source in the
mad pursuit of today's cultural ideal:
"self-fulfillment." For those who swim
with the au courant—and it flows
mightily in contemporary society!—
self-fulfillment is the be-all and end-
all of existence; it is an absolute good
to be attained at any price. The chief
price, of course, is the sacrificing of
all significant human relationships,
since "commitment" of any kind
stands as an impediment to the self's
total involvement with its own needs.
Thus we have "cohabitation"—no
strings attached here!—in the place of
marriage, and childlessness—thank
God for birth control and abortion on
demand!—in the place of children.
Children, in particular, are regarded
as an evil to be avoided like the plague,
since they drain precious resources—
resources of time, money, patience,
and so on—without offering any im-
mediate payoff in return. Whoever
heard of anyone entering the promised
land of self-fulfillment with a bunch
of kids in tow?

My own reaction to the war against
children being conducted today in the
circles of fashionable opinion is a mix-
ture of contempt and pity—contempt
for a society and culture so bereft of
moral values as to target children for
special hostility; pity for the poor de-
luded devotees of the anti-kid crusade
who are their own worst enemies.
There is really no need to lecture the
current crop of young adults about the
moral impropriety of an ethic built on
the limited grounds of self-fulfillment.
Even when measured by its own stan-
dards, self-fulfillment fails, and fails
miserably, if it does not make due al-
lowance for children. Why? Because
children make possible the parenting
experience, which is the single great-
est source of pleasure and fulfillment
in life. I state this categorically, based
on my own experience as a family man
over the years.

Talk about self-fulfillment! What
greater form could it take than the
two-part process of the self extending

uchofwhat
passes for the

current wisdom
about marriage and
family living is
nothing but empty
rot
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Parenting may
not make for

immortality—the
self fulfilled unto
eternity! — but it is
certainly the next
best thing.

itself first physically, through the
birth of children, and then morally
and intellectually, through the chil-
dren's upbringing and education?
Among the sophisticated set today
there is strong reluctance to allow for
the importance of the raw element of
biological reproduction. Yet it is just
this element which introduces some-
thing wholly wondrous into human
existence: a flesh-and-blood entity that
is a physical extension of another hu-
man being. To become a parent, then,
is to experience the primordial thrill
of seeing the biological self carried
over into the next generation. And
what is true of the physical self applies
with equal force to the moral and in-
tellectual self. When children are
raised in a family setting, imbibing
the moral, religious and cultural val-
ues the parents hold dear, they extend
the spiritual self—the very best qual-
ities that the parents embody—into
the next generation. Parenting may
not make for immortality—the self
fulfilled unto eternity!—but it is cer-
tainly the next best thing available this
side of heaven. That is why even the
most narrow advocate of self-fulfill-
ment should regard children as an ab-
solute good. And obviously—since a
greater number of children extends the
physical/spiritual self that much fur-
ther—the more kids the better.

Once the recognition exists that
children constitute an absolute good—
that they are indispensable to the quest
for self-fulfillment—everything else
immediately falls into place. After all,
in dealing with an absolute good, one
does not get hung up over details. And
within the category of details, I would
include even such matters as family
finances, household responsibilities
and time allowance for "personal
growth." It is not that these matters
are unimportant; rather it is that they
pale into insignificance in the face of
what is most important—having and
raising children. Thus, if it is neces-
sary for the mother, no less so than for
the father, to work full-time outside
the home in order to support a large
family, the mother will gladly do so.
(My wife Judy—a Ph.D. who works
in the area of educational research—
steadily progressed from part- to full-
time employment as the size of our

family grew.) On the other hand, if
the mother is working outside the
home and needs to be relieved of some
of her household responsibilities, such
as cooking, cleaning, doing the laun-
dry, and so on, the father will not
think twice about rolling up his
sleeves, and getting on with the task.
(I'm not much of a cook, but I wake
up at 5 A.M. each morning to wash
dishes and clean up around the house.)
Finally, if raising a large number of
children requires an almost limitless
expenditure of time to tend to their
basic needs—helping with the home-
work, breaking up the inevitable
fights, organizing countless car pools,
ladling out liberal doses of ego-build-
ing praise, and so on—the parents will
not feel that they have been unfairly
shortchanged on the leisure/pri-
vacy/personal growth front. (Judy and
I have not made it to a movie—other
than the kiddy junk—in more than
four years. We do get out to a restau-
rant once in a while, but only by mak-
ing a mad dash from the house after
10 P.M.)

Since the organized Jewish com-
munity has a vested interest in pro-
moting large families—at the moment
American Jewry is experiencing not
zero but negative population
growth!—it should trumpet the fact
that parenting is the high road to self-
fulfillment. Beyond that, the com-
munity should take active steps—
e.g., provide day-care facilities, un-
derwrite day-school tuitions, and so
on—to make the parenting experi-
ence, and particularly the experience
of Jewish parenting, that much more
attractive. The truly discerning indi-
vidual, however, will know that he or
she has to act whether or not aid is
forthcoming from the Jewish collec-
tivity. It is a simple matter of enlight-
ened self-interest: one does not pass up
a unique opportunity when it presents
itself in life. Parenting is unique both
in the form it takes—having and rear-
ing children—and in the reward it of-
fers—unparalleled self-fulfillment. To
be sure, there are costs involved as
well—financial, emotional, and what
have you—but these should properly
be regarded as a modest investment in
something that yields giant dividends
of personal gratification. •
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BETWEEN
JEWISH PARENT

AND CHILD
By Blu Greenberg O

FTENTIMES, THE ESSEN-
tial truths of life bare
themselves to us in the
most unlikely settings:

Several years ago, at a monthly
meeting of AMIT Women, a guest
speaker addressed the topic of asser-
tiveness training. As introduction to
her talk, Belda L. asked a series of
probing questions, including this one:

"If your house caught fire, and all
the humans and pets were safely out,
and you had time to save but one
thing, what would it be?"

By instinct, I had my answer before
Belda finished her sentence: the family
photograph albums. While fire might
destroy my possessions, it could not
destroy my memories. Photographs
sustain memories; these albums rep-
resented a period of intense joy and
satisfaction to me. I must rescue them.

In the few moments of quiet, while
waiting for the others to complete the
questionnaire, I began to feel a grow-
ing sense of awkwardness, for it
dawned on me that I alone would offer
so naive an answer. True, I owned no
furs or jewels to speak of, but we did
possess several fine prints, a respect-
able collection of silver ritual objects
. . . I knew that F. would write, "dia-
mond bracelet," a gift from her in-
laws for the new baby. E. would prob-
ably grab the Agam from her entrance
hall. The hostess would surely have the
presence of mind to roll up and run
with the $ 10,000 silk Kashan that lay
luxuriously beneath our feet. As I
looked about the room, I felt increas-
ingly foolish. Photo albums! Surely I
could have chosen something else, an

Blu Greenberg is the author of On
Women and Judaism (Jewish Publica-
tion Society, 1981) and How to Run a
Traditional Jewish Household (Simon
and Schuster, 1983).
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Iconsider myself
exceedingly for-

tunate to have been
part of a commu-
nity where mar-
riage and children
were axiomatic to
life itself.

item of bartering value that would
help the family get back on its feet.

To my surprise, not only was I not
alone but half the 60 women had cho-
sen similarly. Several were women of
means, women who could round up in
60 seconds enough movables to make
a down payment on another house.
Even my friend, the hostess, had non-
chalantly passed over the most expen-
sive item in her house.

"The carpet's insured," she ex-
plained matter-of-factly, when I que-
ried her later, "and so is my silver."

"But what if they weren't?" I
pressed her.

Long pause. "I still think I'd go for
the photos. The carpet? My grand-
children wouldn't miss it."

Were we all foolish romantics,
flighty sentimentalists? Hardly. In the
long and short of things, what we were
all saying was that what mattered most
in our lives and was most precious to
us were the families we had con-
structed, the men we loved, the chil-
dren we bore and nurtured, the
thousand-and-one special experiences
that made up the albums of our lives.

I have often wondered: would a man
answer—the family photographs?

Decision Making and Community
Jeremy Moshe Greenberg, our first
child, was born shortly after our fourth
anniversary—exceedingly late in mar-
riage by Orthodox community stan-
dards of the early 1960s.

How did we arrive at such a mature
decision? Truth is, we didn't, for the
matter was a non-issue for two people
grounded in the traditional commu-
nity. Couples who didn't have children
were couples, as everyone knew, who
couldn't have children. And how did
we know this? Simple! They would
otherwise have had children!

To raise children, then, was the
business and beauty of a marriage, ful-
fillment of the very first command-
ment. The only issue was when to
begin and how many. Yitz and I
planned to have a large family. So
why, I ask myself today, did we wait
so long in getting started? Only now,
as I write these words, does it occur
to me that postponing may have had
less to do with my desire to savor the
independence that marriage brought

than with an unspoken fear of assum-
ing this awesome responsibility. Were
it not so many years ago, perhaps I
could peel away the layers and discover
whether or not, deep down, I was
afraid. But I do know that I consider
myself exceedingly fortunate to have
been part of a community where mar-
riage and children were axiomatic to
life itself, and where fear and self-cen-
teredness were emotions not openly in-
dulged. What if we had lived in a
different time, and a different place?
The thought suddenly frightens me.

The whole issue, reawakened,
makes me realize this: in the tension
that exists between community and
individual needs, more often than not,
communal values impel personal
growth and happiness rather than in-
hibit them. One rises to expectations
set by community, and one per-
forms—at times even beyond one's
own expectations. For these five won-
derful children, I am grateful not only
to God and to my husband, but also
to the traditional Jewish community
for imparting its family ethic to me.
This was a particularly valuable gift in
the 1960s, a time when feminism was
sounding in my ears a new sweet siren
call that had yet to incorporate the
notion of mothering as a form of self-
actualization.

Family Size
Once we had tasted the sweetness of
parenting, it seemed natural to con-
tinue right along. Each child rein-
forced the decision to have another—
up to a point, of course.

Moshe, David, Deborah, J.J. and
Goody were born very close to-
gether—less than six years between
the five of them. I leave it to the cu-
rious reader to wonder . . . Suffice it
to say that were we to do it all over
again we would want the same family
spacing. It has worked quite beauti-
fully. There was a time in our lives
when we had five little ones, then five
grade-schoolers, five teenagers, and
now five young adults. Each age
grouping seemed to be the best, even
that remarkable species—adolescents.

There are five things about a large
family that particularly stand out:

1. Overt sibling rivalry is reduced.
There is simply no market for it.
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2. Because of their close ages, our
children always had playmates, teach-
ers, models, adversaries, reality test-
ers, and best friends—each other. In
that sense, each child was a gift, not
only to us, but to his or her siblings.

3. What always amazed me was the
endless combination of groupings—
somewhat akin to a floating crap
game. At any given time, there would
be interchangeable intimates or ene-
mies. (One of the most difficult things
for parents to know is when to enter
the fray, and when to stay out of it.)
It wasn't a conscious thing, this re-
grouping of constellations, but it kept
happening all of the time and was
something at which to marvel.

4. No one gets as much individual
time or attention as he or she might
otherwise like or need.

5. The economics of a large fam-
ily—that is a story in itself.

The Economics of Children
Naively, this was a subject we never
took seriously as we enlarged our fam-
ily at a rapid pace. It wasn't even a
matter of saying "God will provide."
The issue just never came up. Perhaps
that was a good thing, for had we
known then what we know now about
the cost of feeding, clothing, and ed-
ucating five Jewish children . . . One
simply cannot think about it, for chil-
dren are not cost-effective.

Moreover, seven cannot live as
cheaply as six; nor six as cheaply as
five . . . And it is not the extras or
luxuries or the "teenage dole." It is
the basic necessities. You cannot add
a little more water to the soup, and
someone has to pay yeshiva teachers'
salaries, for they, too, have families.

Our timing was uniquely bad. Our
middle-class children entered adoles-
cence (the "I-want, I-need, I-must-
have" stage) at one and the same mo-
ment as inflation/recession struck.
Like much of America, we are just
beginning to climb out from under.
It is a testimony to the power of mar-
riage that our relationship survived the
unrelenting strain.

What on earth am I talking about?
"Climbing out from under!" Next year
it will be one law school and four col-
lege tuitions; in the next few years,
weddings, graduate degrees, a second

car, new households to help establish.
No, I have nothing good to say

about the economics of children.
So why is it that I feel richer than

anyone else I know, other than my
friend who just had her sixth?

Parent and Jew
A powerful and multifaceted relation-
ship exists here:

In the most obvious way, each Jew-
ish child swells the ranks by one and
thereby increases the chances of Jewish
survival. No less significant, children
create the need for institutions (syn-
agogues and schools) and celebration
(rites of passage), which in turn
strengthen Jewish communal life.

But the converse is also true. Jewish
values, ritual and celebration reinforce
the bonds of family life. When per-
formed with children, ritual takes on
a special salience. Paradoxically, it be-
comes more deadly serious, yet more
lighthearted. Ritual and family fit.

Take Shabbat, for example. The lei-
surely festive meals, singing zemirot
(Sabbath songs) at the table, everyone
dressed nicely, time for prayer and for
study with children, no intrusions of
the workaday world, entertaining and
visiting friends, time for strolls, for
family games . . . I cannot imagine
what our family's life would be like if
we did not observe Shabbat. Of this I
am convinced: more than any other
population segment in all of Jewish
history, dual-career couples need
Shabbat. And holidays: Pesach, Suk-
kot . . . it is no accident that much
of Jewish ritual is celebrated with
feasting, for our ancestors knew then
what sociologists know now: that the
fabric of family life is woven around
the dinner table.

Ritual and mitzvot reinforce family
in yet another way, affecting the very
dynamics of parent-child relationship.
I have come to believe that it is easier
to be a parent if one also happens to
be a ritually observant Jew.

A traditional Jew has the respon-
sibility to do all things that any parent
must do, yet must also communicate
a whole set of beliefs and observances
that constitute a traditional Jewish
way of life. We have to teach our two-
year-olds to recite the Shema Yisrael
at bedtime, and to say a bracha or two;

a three-year-old learns to wash the
hands ritually, and to go to shul on
Shabbat; a five- or six-year-old begins
to read Hebrew and English at the
same time; at se /en or eight, our chil-
dren lit their own Hanukkah candles;
ten-year-old bravado was to fast half a
day on Yom Kippur. And then there
was the whole matter of teaching kash-
rut, of distinguishing permissible
from non-permissible foods. It is a
process that began at a very early age.

It would have seemed like more of
a burden, this extra responsibility of
transmitting tradition to our children;
yet it actually lightened the parenting
load.

It has worked in several ways:
As "authentic bearer of the tradi-

tion," a parent becomes something be-
yond himself or herself. Heightened
stature is automatically conferred upon
one through whom the collective wis-
dom of past generations is transmit-
ted. It isn't so formidable or
overpowering that a child crumbles
beneath its weight. Rather, it broad-
ens, deepens, and adds to the rela-
tionship a measure of dignity.

Moreover, to communicate a system
of dos and don'ts requires a parent to
assume an air of authority. It is all
quite matter-of-fact; it is also non-
negotiable. Explanation, patience, ed-
ucational leeway—but no negotiation
regarding ritual. Communicating
Jewish values and teaching ritual
brought us closer to our children, but
it also helped us create a parental
stance of loving authority. This was
more helpful for us, for we began our
parenting years in a sociological cli-
mate of pal-parenting. I believe it is
easier for children to grow up with
parents who function primarily as par-
ents rather than as pals.

Another positive spinoff for chil-
dren raised in the tradition lies in the
formation of balanced self-definition,
not always easy to form. A beloved
child ought to properly feel that he or
she is the center of the universe. But
a growing awareness of the centrality
of tradition in a Jew's life—i.e., that
"there is something else at the center
besides me"—helps trim the egocen-
tric edges. As is true of most things
in life, the sense of self is a dialectical
process. What constitutes a healthy
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self-definition? In this pocket, "for me
alone the whole world was created";
in the other pocket, "I am but dust
and ashes."

Our children did something very
special for us: they connected us.to our
past. They accomplished this in a
steady, even rhythm, simply by the
fact of their lives. They did it as well
in the high emotion of peak experi-
ences. Each of them individually and
all of them together generated within
us an intense sensation of being part
of the Jewish people, going all the way
back through history. I am sure that
every Jewish parent has experienced,
at one time or another, these feelings
of continuity, of connection—emo-
tions so powerful that they are often
unutterable and find expression only
in a tug of the heart or the brimming
of an eye.

I know not what triggers these emo-
tions. Indeed, their timing is highly
unpredictable. Why it happens at a
second-grade chumash (Bible) cere-
mony more powerfully than at a family
Seder, I shall never know. Why I
found myself in a state of Jewish eu-
phoria at the birth of a second child,
who is no more and no less beloved
than any of the others, will forever
remain a mystery to me. Perhaps at a
more elemental level, it had some-
thing to do with our own immortality:
the two of us replacing ourselves in
the world with two new lives. But
what I was actually feeling then, and
for the first time at age 26, was a sense
of the broad, sweep of Jewish history
and my oneness with it.

Like any peak experience, once
over, life goes back to normal. But you
are never quite the same again. You
remain more intimately and lovingly
connected to the Jewish people.

Finally, there is one other connec-
tion—parent as Jew—that is unique
to this generation. After the Holo-
caust, each Jewish child is not only a
statement of new life, but a symbol of
the life-affirming forces within us in
the face of unspeakable degradation
and death. Clearly the logical thing
for the Jewish people to have done after
encountering such horror would have
been to fold up their tents and quietly
fade back into history—and certainly
not to have Jewish children. But life

and logic, to our great fortune, are not
always consonant.

No Jewish child is conceived to
"make up" for the Holocaust. That
would be crude to state and burden-
some for both parent and child to
carry. Nevertheless, whether a con-
scious factor or not, the Holocaust has
increased the urgency to create, ex-
pand and treasure Jewish life. To be a
Jewish parent after the Holocaust is to
make a large series of claims about
Jewish identity, hope, covenant, faith
and community. Without uttering a
single word.

Children and Career
Children can delay, diminish, de-

molish career, or have no impact what-
soever. It largely depends on what one
wants. Particularly for women in these
times, there are many choices.

But the matter is not so simple. . .
I consider myself a "transition

woman." By that I mean a woman
whose ideas about self were shaped
long before the women's movement re-
fashioned our self-perceptions. But
transition also means being caught be-
tween two value systems, one that de-
fined women largely in homemaking
and mothering roles, the other—in
terms of career. Those particular
facts—of timing and of cultural dis-
sonance—explain in part the long-
standing ambivalences I have felt on
this issue, a string of conflicts, ten-
sions, and bipolar pulls that men never
had, and that women of the new gen-
eration have hardly at all.

Proof of my ambivalences? In 30
seconds flat I can be persuaded that
careers and motherhood do/do not con-
flict. Proof two?—the knot in the pit
of my stomach. I feel it much less now,
but I remember it well. Sitting in the
office at 4:15, knowing that the school
bus is just pulling up to the corner
and not I, but the housekeeper, is
there to meet them; or sitting in the
park with five adorable children, yet
somehow feeling that life (read: profes-
sional) is passing me by.

Today I no longer sit in the park or
meet the school bus, but the tensions
are not altogether gone: three hours
for writing, or three hours for accom-
panying a 17-year-old on a first visit
to the dermatologist for a few pimples

that I know will go away on their own,
but about which I could not, in kind-
ness, convince a distressed teenager.
(The teenager goes alone; I stay, but
don't write a line.) Or an afternoon to
prepare properly for a lecture; or the
same afternoon to shop—"Please, not
the last minute, Ema"—for a gradu-
ation dress. (I go.) Do fathers feel as
if they are missing something when
their children invite them along, but
father is too busy?

And yet, would I want it to be any
different? I think not, for surely I
could have had it another way.
Clearly, then, I desired the new op-
tions for women, but was unwilling
to relinquish the old.

Let me start by acknowledging the
unyielding constraints: a) there is only
so much time in one day and so much
energy in one person; b) a career, in
contrast to a job, but like child care,
is open-ended—preoccupation is the
rule and not the exception. Given
those realities, I was forced to make
some hard choices.

For me, the choice was family first.
Which is not to say that anyone, man
or woman, who works full- or over-
time at career does not also place fam-
ily first. What I am talking about is
the allocation and organization of
time, attention and energy. I wanted
to be home and available when the
children were home. Not every single
moment, of course, but as the norm
and not the exception. Moreover,
given the size of our family, obliga-
tions to community, and responsibil-
ities to my rabbi-husband, a full-time
career or a 9-to-5 job was out of the
question. If I had had to—as many
women have—I could have done it,
and it would have worked; but in those
years, life was so ordered that I did
not absolutely have to.

Still, I could not survive as a whole
person without an independent profes-
sional life. Nor, I believe, could my
husband and children, for I know that
I felt happier and more fulfilled and
consequently was more patient and
loving. I found switching hats to be
more refreshing than exhausting.
Sometimes I wonder, now that it is
commonplace for young mothers to
work, whether I would have the same
feelings of exhilaration I had then.
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True confessions: My 25-year career
begs the adjective "checkered." I did
not have the single-mindedness
needed to advance in a chosen career.
I kept my eye on flexibility, not on
promotions. I never let my career con-
sume me, which might easily have oc-
curred given the inner ambition. Part-
time academic work was the solution
for me. For it was both highly satis-
fying and suitable to my family's
needs; and much of it could be done
at home.

Family priorities often affected my
style as well. Most of my lectures for
college courses were prepared until 2
or 3 A.M. Haifa library of soggy books
testifies to a somewhat ridiculous the-
ory under which I operated: that my
mind could be at work while my ex-
hausted body rested in a hot tub.

Had I done it another way—full
steam ahead with career—I know that
I would have had full encouragement
from my husband. More than encour-
agement: When Deborah was born,
we moved from an apartment to a
small house in North Riverdale. I was
then enrolled in City University's clin-
ical psychology program, and working
there part-time. With the new house,
the new baby, the longer commute,
plus Moshe (age 3) and David (age
IVi), a sporadic baby-sitter was no
longer adequate for our needs. A sleep-
in housekeeper was, but we had no
money for one. Yitz suggested that we
borrow money from a bank. Back in
1964, however, banks were not sym-
pathetic to lending money for house-
hold help. So we requested a home
improvement loan. The bank officer
didn't think to ask whether it was a
physical or psychic improvement, and
we didn't offer the information. I don't
believe there were all that many tra-
ditional Jewish husbands in the 1960s
who would have thought to borrow
money for a sleep-in housekeeper. But
he appreciated my career aspirations,
much as I did his.

And my mother! Though she led a
busy life of her own, she was always
there for emergencies—and much
more. To know that Savta (grand-
mother) was available and close by
added to my peace of mind—and the
children's.

With that kind of support, why did

I close throttle? Many reasons come to
mind: Twenty years ago, there were
not many models of women with
young children who worked full-time.
A husband, five children, a large con-
gregation demanded a massive output
of emotional energy, which did not
leave much for preoccupation with a
full-time career. There was also fear of
success, a phenomenon well docu-
mented and experienced by many
women like myself.

Day care was not available. Even if
it had been, it likely would not have
been an option for us. To bundle up
three, four, five children on a wintry
morning . . . not possible. Besides, I
would not have been happy to park a
child in day care for most of its waking
day, and I was not willing to turn over
to a surrogate the better part of raising
the children. As it was, I turned over
plenty, but there was a limit, and a
full-time career would have been be-
yond it. Who knew where the missing
links would turn up—in a decade or
two, a generation or two? Although I
did have some wonderful housekeep-
ers, even among the best, I never
found one who could tender as patient,
loving and firm a hand as Yitz or I.

But his career was beginning to take
off, and I tried to free him as much
as possible. I would no more have
thought of applying the brakes on him
than he would to my career now.
Though we never discussed it, there
existed a sense of partnership in our
respective tasks. We both worked
hard, yet neither of us would have
wanted to change our roles. I was for-
tunate that his salary covered our basic
necessities. Our priorities were not
furniture, a new car, or a weekend in
Aspen. Other than a housekeeper, we
lived quite sparingly. It was a rude
awakening, the day I realized I no
longer had a choice.

I knew that I had the best of both
worlds—on-site mothering and a part-
time career. In my more prescient mo-
ments, I was aware that my time for
career would eventually come. Thus,
though I often did feel a sense of ur-
gency, I did not overly grieve for oc-
casional feelings of "life passing me
by." I thoroughly enjoyed what I was
doing. For all the moments of drudg-
ery, exhaustion and fatigue, there were

Though I often
did feel a sense

of urgency, I did
not overly grieve
for occasional feel-
ings of "life passing
me by."
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Children can
grow up per-

fectly well without
their parents being
accessible and
available. But some
intimacy is surely
lost.

many more of satisfaction and even of
euphoria. In the trade-off that life
inexorably demands, I would take ten
dulleries to one high and consider my-
self fortunate. But the odds were far
better than that.

Curiously, I found the flexibility of
part-time work equally appropriate
past the childhood years. You can alter
the schedules of small children to suit
your own, but adolescents and teen-
agers cannot be so easily programmed.
Two of our children never liked com-
ing to an empty house after school;
this is their right and their privilege,
even as teenagers. Moreover, living in
these times demands greater attention
to security factors, including a 14-
year-old's transportation in the quiet
suburbs. Most suburban mothers I
know spend many hours carpooling,
or living with anxieties.

Most of all, I was never a great be-
liever in quality time, though I must
admit it does work for many. Yitz can
get right into the heart of things in a
conversation standing on one foot in
the hallway. A friend who owns a rain-
coat factory and works nine or ten
hours a day has a magnificent rela-
tionship with her 12-year-old daugh-
ter. But I need a great deal of hands-
on time. And a big family surely made
a difference. With a full-time career,
there would simply not have been
enough quality minutes left over for
five growing children. On the con-
trary, I had to compensate for the sit-
uation as it was. For many years, I
would keep a child home from school,
one at a time, every few weeks, for a
"day off": a trip downtown, a few
hours at F. A.O. Schwarz, an ice-cream
parlor, a bit of individual attention
with no one interrupting. I only regret
I didn't do these better (without slip-
ping in a personal errand or two) and
more often.

Children have incredible adjusting
mechanisms. They can grow up per-
fectly well and closely connected with-
out their parents being accessible and
available. But some intimacy is surely
lost. I wasn't about to delude myself
into the quality-time argument if I
didn't absolutely have to. I knew that
if I didn't meet the school bus, or
wasn't around after an exam or a trying
day, I simply wouldn't hear about it

four hours later. While we can all live
without these exchanges—and I
missed many of them—too many
misses would affect the quality of fam-
ily life. Conversely, being around
when school closed early and a child
came home for lunch, or sitting at the
edge of a sick child's bed and feeding
it the proverbial chicken soup—these
were very special experiences. Quiet,
slow-motion, but truly the stuff of in-
timate relationships.

Moreover, there was one thing I
came to understand about communi-
cating with children, particularly ad-
olescents: sometimes, the innermost
sentiments would come out after a
solid stretch of innocuous silence
(warm-up time?); sometimes, pro-
found insights would be quietly of-
fered in a situation of no eye contact—
say, when I'd be peeling potatoes or
chauffeuring or riffling through a mag-
azine while awaiting a child's turn in
the orthopedist's office. On the larger
scale of life's activities, these would be
rated " 1 , " a total waste of time. But
on the scale of opening up potential
lines of communication, of finding out
about friends, and feelings, and won-
derful or fearsome imaginings, I'd give
these humdrum settings a "9 ."

As it is, some of our children are
extremely private. As it is, I didn't
separate work and home sufficiently
and was often preoccupied though
physically around. As it is, I did not
listen nearly as much as I should have.
But it might have been worse. Even
now, grown as they are, they some-
times complain that I don't give them
enough time. Never mind! Though
guilt is my second nature, they can't
make me feel guilty about that one.

Would I do it differently today? In-
deed I would!

a) With 20 years of feminism be-
hind me, a stronger sense of my own
potential, and the powerful models of
young women who have successfully
combined career and family, I would
be much more serious about my career
aspirations. Even women who take a
break from their professions to raise
families do so with a sense of purpose
and with long-range goals in mind.

b) I would make more demands on
my husband's time—not so much in
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terms of child care, because he did a
great deal of that—but in terms of
errands, minutiae, and the details of
running a full household. It probably
would have been a favor, for these
open-ended tasks—"women's work"—
are humanizing; they balance and con-
trol the demands of the workplace and
make life healthier in the long run.
Mastering the logistics and errands of
family life builds survival and orga-
nizational techniques that are trans-
ferable to any work situation.

Today, more and more couples
share these roles evenly and it seems
to work well for both. (I must ac-
knowledge that for me it would have
involved relinquishing power and con-
trol over my "turf"—not as easy as
some might think.)

c) I would make a more concerted
effort to find highly professional sur-
rogate help, though I know it is costly.
In 16 years I employed nine house-
keepers; I would rate the quality of
surrogate child care excellent for seven
years, adequate for five, and poor for
four. Four years is a lot of days in a
child's life. During those intermittent
four years, God was kind to me, and
television helped a great deal. But I
was foolish to tolerate a bad situation
for a week, much less for the four or
five months until I made a replace-
ment. Twenty years later, it still pains
me that I fired Lilly W. for forging
my checks and not because she let in-
fant Deborah cry while I was out.

My advice to any dual-career couple
would be to give this the highest prior-
ity: a nanny-type, a relative, or an
older person, one who truly cares and
understands child care and not swab-
bing floors to be the primary task. Se-
cure the best, even if that person stays
for only a year or two. Children do not
suffer from these changes, as long as
there is decent closure. We made
many "Good-bye, Mary" parties.

d) I would be more serious about
earning money. For many years, my
goal was simply to cover the cost of a
housekeeper—leaving Yitz the full
burden of family support and the ac-
cumulation of debts that continue to
plague us. It would have been much
more humane and fair had we better
shared the breadwinning role. Our ra-
tionale was that with his professional

training he could earn five times more
at any job than I could for comparable
expenditure of time. We have paid
dearly for this shortsighted view. Be-
sides, it is psychologically healthy for
a marriage if women have an inde-
pendent income, or the ability and
training to earn it as time allows.

e) I would try not to let guilt
overtake me. There was pressure from
every side: from relatives ("Your place
is at home with the children"); from
"friends" ("It's amazing how nice your
kids have turned out, with all the run-
ning around you do"); and from more
liberal feminists ("He should do the
carpooling, laundry . . .").

Starting all over, I would now
awaken every morning, stand before
the mirror, look myself straight in the
eye, and say, "It's my life, my family,
my business. I'm doing the very best
I can." It's enough to cope without
the guilt.

Now that I've thoroughly contra-
dicted myself, let me do it one more
time. I'm not really sure I would do it
differently if I were starting all over.
I liked what I did, and T like what I'm
doing now—working hard at becom-
ing a writer. True, had I worked full-
time all these years, I might have be-
come established, in an executive or
academic position, with a good salary
and a title. Yet who knows, perhaps
these years of waiting, watching, play-
ing, working, listening, dabbling,
dreaming, juggling, braking, stop-
ping, starting, switching—exactly as
I did—have brought me to where I am
today, filling my mind with ideas and
memories, associations, scenes, con-
nections and conversations that now
become the substance of my writings.

All these contradictions! What can
they mean? That there are no good or
bad answers, no right or wrong
choices, no neat decisions; that the
tension between parenting and career
will be with us for a long time, pos-
sibly even for all time. Perhaps the
best we can do is acknowledge the ten-
sion as a sign of the richness of our
lives, the confusion—a result of hav-
ing choices we never had before—a
symbol of our love for all the possible
ways there are to achieve fulfillment
as human beings.

To paraphrase Yitz Greenberg:

To have a child is a profound affir-
mation of faith, hope, and opti-
mism. Once you have a child, you
are bound to him/her forever.
There are a thousand risks you take
in having a child. The child can be
born with a chronic illness; even a
healthy child can become ill. It will
break your heart to see him/her suf-
fer. Or a child can grow and reject
your values, and break your heart
that way. And if all goes well, when
the child matures he or she will
surely leave you and break your
heart that way.

There is only one thing worse: the
child does not leave you, and breaks
your heart that way.

I now find myself entering a new
stage of life—of grown children. No
more dinners for seven every evening,
two loads of laundry per day, the
phone ringing off the wall, the endless
logistics . . . This semester, only two
children are living at home. In the
summer, there will be five again, but
come fall, only two—a different
two—and four on weekends. I love it
when they're here. To my great sur-
prise, I also love it when they're not.
Not only shall I not be depressed when
the nest empties, but I shall be quite
joyful (I think). It will mean they are
getting on with their lives, and I shall
be quite proud of them.

Now there is much else I want to
do: a novel, studies to complete, more
time alone with Yitz, resume friend-
ships we've let idle over the years . . .

Yes, there is life after child rearing!
Having started a family early, I will
still have, with God's help, many vig-
orous years. In retrospect, I was for-
tunate to be a transition woman.

Family life is by no means over.
There are still four college graduations
ahead, family vacations, a few wed-
dings to plan, grandchildren to wait
for, Seders for 30 instead of 15, and
then all of the life-cycle ceremonies of
our children's families. But increas-
ingly, with time, I shall not be a cen-
ter player anymore.

But wait. I must go now—I hear
Goody calling. I promised to take her
driving this afternoon. Her road test
is next Wednesday. Besides, she's
great fiin to be with, even if it's only
making broken U-turns. •
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